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Intro.

This coming May Bank Holiday weekend sees the by now
well known Symposium move to the be autiful West Cork
area of Old Head of Kinsale. The event is being organised
by Jon Hynes of H2O Extreme and now H2O Sea Kayaking.

The area boast many gems for the Sea Kayaker to delight
on. Steeped in ages of Marine history such as the Sinking of
the Lusitania, Spanish Armada and the Battle of Kinsale, its
not only the Sea Kayaking that will entertain. Those of you
interested in such lore would be interested to know that a
local author and historian, Raymond Whyte has just released
a book entitled "Their bones are scattered". The book covers
a range of local history mainly focussed around the sea but
also with foreign connections also such as the Armada,
Napoleon, the Lusitania and obviously Famine times.

Garrettstown , Co. Cork                           Photo: Jon Hynes

In terms of Sea Kayaking, you'll never be bored on this
stretch of coastline! Whatever the weather you'll always find
some stretch of water suitable for a trip.

Whether you choose the sheltered waters of the tida l estuary
on the river Bandon leading you into Kinsale or the thrill
and exposure of your first Old Head and its famous caves at
Hole Open bay, there is something for every level of Sea
Kayaker.

All ISKA members will receive a mailshot with a full
information pack for the symposium later in March. You
will also be able to keep up to date in the countdown to  this
years Symposium will be a memorable event in a very
hospitable area in every sense. Read on for some details. As
we progress in our plans we'll keep posted.

Location

This years symposium will centre around the "Blue
Horizon" guest house and bar at Garretstown near the Old
Head. 5 miles drive from Kinsale along the coast and just 25
minutes drive from Cork the area is accessible.

The Blue Horizon will house much of the event in terms of
meeting points, some accommodation, entertainment and
slide shows etc. From there many of the trips will depart for
the day.

One thing is for sure, as you sit and enjoy our planned BBQ
and a "Murphy's" on the Saturday evening you will be
stunned by a brilliant Atlantic Ocean view.

Provisional Outline Program ( More detailed program will
be mailshot to all members in the near future)

Friday night

Arrive and register at the Blue Horizon. Social etc.

Saturday

Workshops and briefings to begin at the Blue Horizon.

Activities for the day.

Come and Try it sessions at Old Head Pier

Intermediate trip from Sandycove Island to Old Head Pier

Advanced Trip - Around the Old Head

Strokes and Rolling Clinic for all.

Evening. BBQ at the Blue Horizon .

Followed by ISKA AGM

Slide Show from Guest Speaker

Social.

Sunday

Workshops and briefings to begin at the Blue Horizon.

Activities for the day.

Come and Try it sessions at Old Head Pier

Intermediate trip from Sandycove  Island to Old Head Pier

Advanced Trip - Around the Old Head

Strokes and Rolling Clinic for all.

Evening. 7.30pm Dinner at "The Speckled Door"
Restaurant and pub.

Traditional Music / Raffle etc.

Monday

Workshops and briefings to begin at the Blue Hor izon.

Activities for the day.

Family Activities

Currently I am planning the following landbased activities
for family members and those that would like something
different off the water.

1. A guided historical walk of the Old Head with local
historian and author Raymond White. Take in all the sites
and discover the detail and wonder of the areas marine
history.

2. Beachcombing activities for children. Treasure Hunt etc.

3. Pony & Horse trekking.

4. Pitch n Putt Tournament.

On the water optional Activity.

James Lyons a good friend of mine operates a 36ft Sail
Training Yacht and he will be offering half / full day cruises
of the Old Head area.

Some of the above mentioned activities will require extra
payment but details will be on the booking form an d options
for the weekend.
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Accommodation

The area has a wide range of accommodation available.
Again the information pack will contain details of what�s
available. Those attending the event can make bookings
directly with the accommodation. A point worth  noting is
that the Kinsale Rugby Sevens is also on the same weekend
and so the early bird will catch  the best choice.

Local accommodation ranges between, some B&B at the
Blue Horizon, other B&B�s, Holiday homes, Serviced
campsites, Mobile homes for rent  and more.

T-shirts

We plan to have a Symposium commemorative T -shirt
available on the weekend.

Prices

Depending on the options chosen I have calculated that we
will be charging people a maximum of �150 for the
weekend.

For this fee those attending wi ll get.

 1 BBQ, Saturday night.

 1 Evening Meal, Sunday night.

 A bus to drop "drinkers" back to campsite and
Holiday homes after each night.

 Music at Sat & Sun night.

 1 Commemorative T-shirt, extra's will be charged
for.

 A choice of exciting Sea Kayaking trips guided by a
variety of Instructors / Guides.

 Two Slide shows, 1 on Sat evening and 1 yet to be
decided.

 A limited number of places on a "Come and try it
course" �20 extra per person for hire of kit.

 Land based activities as mentioned above. Some
extra charges depending on options chosen.

 Rolling clinics

Finally.

We look forward to seeing you all in Garret tstown, Old
Head in May and hope that you will enjoy the many
treasures that the area has to offer.

If you would like more information and details please
contact me at the details given below:

Jon Hynes
H2O Extreme

353 (0) 21 4778884
353 (0) 87 8768549

www.h2oextreme.net

Kevin McLaverty

Tribute to an early Irish Sea
Kayaker.

In the Saturday edition of the Irish Times dated
December 28th 2002 a fine tribute was published in the
obituaries section to Kevin McLaverty : born October
24th, 1936; died December 6 th, 2002. Belfast and Moville.

Treasna na dTonnta readers would acknowledge a fine
seakayaking achievement of this man. The following is
taken from the Irish Times.

�As a young man with an interest in the traditio ns of
seagoing in small craft and their development , he built a
kayak and set off one weekend from Donaghadee
towards Portpatrick emulating Eskimo tradition in a
craft whose stability depended on steady paddling. In fog
and cross-tide, position uncertain, he turned north in
sight of the cliffs of the Scottish coast, reasoning that, if
south of Portpatrick he would find it, and if north, on
north into Lough Ryan there would be shelter, with a
beach landing in Wigtown.

Thus he became the first person to can oe across the
North Channel. A phone call home, a sleep, and he was
back late for work on Monday by the ferry, kayak under
his arm. That was Kevin, stamina and courage, confident
in his handiwork, saying little, plans well thought
through, never foolhardy,  for he had studied and worked
at kayak skills. Kevin was first in Ireland to do an
Eskimo roll, in a Belfast swimming pool�

Editors Note: In a telephone conversation with Michael
Clarke who wrote the original obituary for the Irish
Times and with whose permission  the above section is
reproduced it would appear that the journey described
took place in 1959 or 1960.  A full account of this quite
remarkable man can be found on the Irish Sailing
Association website at www.isa.ie

www.h2oextreme.net
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A Journey in
1979
Tom Daly

This is the third instalment of an account  the first Solo
Circumnavigation of Ireland undertaken in 1979.T he article was first

published in Sail & Power Magazine in 1979/1980. The author began his
journey in Kerry and preceded northwards along the west coast.  See

TnaD  No.29&30.

The strong tide pushed me up Achill Sound into Blacksod
Bay, where a Northerly wind sprang up again. I pulled in
near Ballyross with darkness coming on, having failed to
reach my target of Portacloy. "No problem", I thought, "I'll
be able to pick up the few extra miles tomorrow". Morale
was still low and for the first time I erected the tent inner,
under the flysheet, wondering how I had managed without it
for so long.

Disorientation

After only two hours at sea the next day, I threw in the
towel. It was a calm day but I felt strangely disorientated
and the nagging, sometimes severe pa in, which I had
almost constantly in my neck, shoulders and back, was
worse than usual. I pulled into an uncharted little harbour,
strangely full of half-deckers, put up the tent and fell fast
asleep.

The name of the place was Porturlin and for the next t wo
days I had a most enjoyable stay here, while a force 8 storm
raged outside. I spent long hours chatting with the
fishermen - we had a mutual interest in each other�s
seagoing craft and experiences. Also, for the first time, I
didn't feel like an intruder in a small community. They took
me for what I was, no more and no less.

Hard Man

Before the expedition began, I had been getting the �hard
man� bit to such an extent that it had become a joke
amongst my friends (�hard man� became the name of the
boat as a result of this). But when one of the Porturlin
fishermen who earned his living in small, open boat came up
to me and said �By God, but you�re a hard man�.  I took it
as a real tribute, and it made me very proud.

Portacloy, Co. Mayo.                                     Photo: Sean Pierce

During the course of the trip, perhaps half a dozen old men
who had spent the greater part of their lives at sea, went out
of their way to shake my hand and talk to me with
appreciation for what I was doing. This meant more to me
than all the other tributes that I could ever get from
yachtsmen or canoeists.

The I6th of June brought me to Easky, just east of Killala
Bay, which put me in a good position for the longest
crossing I would have to ma ke so far - 24 miles across
Donegal Bay. I set out on this journey with a slight
headache after spending the night before in a local hostelry
with an English surfer. The sheer cliffs of Slieve league,
which rise almost 2,000 feet out of the sea, seemed to be
within touching distance all day but, for hour after long
hour, they never appeared to come any closer.

Glen Head, Co. Donegal.                                                Photo: Sean Pierce

I was delighted when I eventually set foot in Don egal.
Before I left Kerry, I had said to myself so often, "If I could
only get as far as Donegal". I had spent two months in
Donegal the previous summer and had grown to like its
gentle, soft-spoken people. It was an idyllic evening, one of
those summer evenings about which you dream during the
long winter, and you doubt whether they really exist or
whether they appear in your imagination in response to the
never-ending dullness of an Irish winter. But this one did
exist. Dull sunshine and a warm, gentle br eeze; the setting
sun forming long shadows of the trees and hills; grey turf -
smoke rising from cottages; dogs barking clearly miles
away.

www.isa.ie
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                      Insect Surrender

I intended to be in bed for 9.30 and be refreshed for a two -
day paddle to Falcarragh where I had some friends, but it
didn't work out like that at all. Up along the coast I had
made the acquaintance of a strange little insect about whom
I was getting slightly neurotic. He was like a little grey
beetle who made a clicking noise every time he hopped
around and I called him the "grasshopper beetle".

As soon as I got into my sleeping bag, such insects began
to emerge from beneath the stones but I ignored them and
tried to sleep. They had other ideas. I listened to them
skipping around, banging off the flysheet and, every time I
was about to doze off, one landed on my face. I killed
dozens of them but they kept sending up reinforcements
and, at midnight, I surrendered, dragging my sleeping bag
and carry-mat out to the long, damp dew-soaked grass and,
eventually, fell asleep under a bright, starry sky.

At four A.M. the next morning, I awoke with another
problem. A swarm of midges was about my head, bent, it
seemed, on digesting me alive. I tried crawling into the
sleeping bag but they persisted. It became unbearable and,
as I fought a rearguard action back to the tent, they attacked
the rest of my body. I think it was Plato who said that
scratching is the lowest form of pleasure, but I sat in the tent
for a good half an hour, scratching away and big red lumps
rising everywhere I had been bitten.

Arranmore from near Crohy Head,Donegal              Photo: Sean Pierce

I awoke at I0 A.M. next morning, surprisingly refreshed,
and had an uneventful journey to Crohy, near Arranmore,
and passing the scene of some recent tragedies at Rathlin
O�Birne. I was intrigued by the line of watchtowers dating
from the Napoleonic Wars, and smaller, less elegant ones,
from the last war, which extended the whole length of the
coast. It is ironic that today, with so much exploitation of the
sea for leisure and commercial reasons, we have no coast -
watching service even though during at least two periods of
our history we had very efficient ones.

Dangerous Shoals

From Arranmore, the next day, I headed straigh t for Bloody
Foreland in a typical large, rolling Atlantic swell, but a
fisherman went out of his way to warn me of dangerous
water breaking over shoals on my route. I headed inland,

towards Gola. The fair, streaked sides of Errigal came into
view and it reminded me of a cold wet night I had spent on
its slopes, just a year previously. I looked forward with great
anticipation at rounding Bloody Foreland and seeing the
familiar waters around Inisbofin and Tory. I made a
navigational error and arriving at wha t I thought was Bloody
Foreland, realised that I had three more miles to go. This
kind of realisation breaks your spirit and this, combined
with a hard struggle against a turning tide up Inisbofin
sound and into Ballyness Bay, left me exhausted when I
reached land. A friend, whom I met soon after, later told me
that I had a far-away, starry look in my eyes and was not
quite in touch with what was going on around me.

Inishdooey,,Inishbeg and Tory Islands.                   Photo: Sean Pierce

Danger Ahead

But I was happy, I was amongst friends and felt at home. I
had achieved my first big step. The experiences of this stage
alone, fully lived up to what I had foreseen, and provided
the thrills, adventure and mental and physical challenges
that I had expected.  I felt confident about what was to come
and looked forward to setting out again after a day�s rest. If,
at that stage I could have had a premonition that the next leg
of my journey would see me miles off the Donegal coast in
a boat slowly filling with water from a broken hull, I no
doubt would have taken the decision to pack up and go
home.

Ballyness is a bay in North West Donegal, covering an area
of about three square miles. Its mouth is just a small breach,
perhaps twenty yards wide, so that when the  tide is ebbing
all the water of the bay is forced through the gap and causes
a galloping current to flow out to sea. When the swell is
coming against this current, big breaking waves are caused
off the beach. It is a place much respected by local
fishermen. On Saturday, the 23rd June, I was heading out of
Ballyness, being swept along by the rushing current and, in
minutes was in the midst of the threatening, crashing waves
outside. They were very big - the out-going tide steepned
them into vertical walls of water which then collapsed under
their own weight to become powerful roaring masses of
white spray.

Pull yourself together!

It was one of those situations where I had said to myself,
"Come on, now, Daly, pull yourself together and
concentrate, one mistake and you are a gonner".  It took all
my experience of surf, and all the acquired fitness, to get
through the white walls of roaring water. If you lose
momentum and the boat doesn't burst through, the wave will


