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MY THANKS TO:

Sincere thanks to all who contributed items for this
edition of Treasna na dTonnta. A big thanks to the main
article submitters Chris Leonard, Barbara Conway,
Peter Dew, Michael O�Farrell , Dave Walsh, Mary
Butler and Ricky Fulton.
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ISKA Blaskets
Trip 2006

By Chris Leonard

Towards the Great Blasket (Photo: P Hoban)

An tOileanach, Fiche blian ag Fas, Sayers, O'S uilbhean,
O'Criomthainall all famous names in Irish literature all
from one place �  the Blaskets. The Blasket islands just
off the Dingle peninsula not surprisingly bore so many
famous writers - the islands are dominated by high
peaks and cliffs that must have inspired the
aforementioned authors. The landscape and harsh
Atlantic environment eventually conspired to defeat the
islanders so much so that they would choose to
permanently migrate to the mainland. Paddling around
the islands today you will still see the evidence of the
islands not too distant past , abandoned houses, sunken
boats caught by the Atlantic�s power which dominates
so much in this part of the world and of course the
wildlife and scenery. All of this conspires to place a trip
to these islands in the Irish kayaker�s  must do’ list.

A dominant High pressure over Ireland meant that
paddling conditions were perfect for the weekend.
Smooth glassy water with a warm breeze meant that all
you would need to worry about was having enough
water and hopefully getting the tides right. I travelled
down to Coumeenoole Beach early on the Friday. The
beach itself is tucked into high cliffs with a long narrow
road leading down to it. It wouldn't be surprising if
smugglers at one time used it for landing c ontraband.
The beach acts as a convenient launching point to the
Blaskets as Beginish and the Great Blasket are only 1 -2
km from here. Three of us myself Colm Pierce and
Mick O'Carroll decided that we would pack the boats
and head over to Beginish that eve ning so that we could

get setup for the weekend. I had always heard that there
were strong tides around the islands and this is no lie !
While our paddle (with full boats) over to Beginish was
of little distance the tide was running against us. This
meant that the crossing turned into a ferry glide so that
we didn't loose ground. By the time the crossing was
made I was in full sweat. For those who get their trip
plans wrong in regards to tides, they will be harshly
punished for their error.

On making the paddle over we heard the Carraher�s
were camped up on the island already so we paddled
around to the North West corner until we saw their
tents. I only expected to see a few paddlers however the
ever perennial WISKA boys were the first humans I
would see on landing on the stony beach under the
campsite! On scrambling up the narrow path to the
campsite there were multiple tents dotted around with
stoves burning away. Beginish is a great site for
camping as it has large flat areas perfect for pitching a
tent but after that there�s not much to say about the
island but the sunsets are some of the best I've seen with
the sun low in the sky radiating golden light over the
various Blasket islands lying out in front of you �  I have
numerous pictures of sunsets on my digital camera as its
too hard not to take a picture. Getting out of your tent in
the morning offers the same vista. From my tent
doorway I could see the Great Blasket, Tearaght and
Inishtooskert all islands that would be on the trip
itinerary over the following days.

Inishtooskert sunset from Beginish (Photo: P Hoban)

The weather made it possible to visit any of the islands
in the Blasket group. On the first morning we decided to
head out to Tearaght Island (An Tiaracht). This lead us
on a c.12 km paddle down the western side and out to
the rock. From the west approach Tearaght appears like
a giant triangular spearhead sticking up out of the sea.
As you get closer and begin to approach from the south
the rock changes shape as it is a long rock with stee p
sides and two humps of rock on the summit. Nestled
into the side of the rock face is a funicular railway and
the lighthouse keepers dwellings. Out of sight on the
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west side the actual light stands separate to the main
buildings. The light was built betwe en 1864-1870 with
the railway built in 1913. For its time the railway
climbing up the steep side of rock was an impressive
feat of engineering in a harsh environment. We were
also in luck. A bright orange commissioner of Irish
lights helicopter landed on the rock to drop off
engineers who were inspecting the light. The pilot flew
close overhead so much so that we could see him
waving from the cockpit of the helicopter!

Lighthouse on An Tiaracht (Photo: P Hoban)

The paddle then continued on to Inivickil laune which is
only about 2kms from Tearaght. The island was of
course made famous to most people by the occupancy
of Charles Haughy. The winches and cranes still exist
that were used to haul the building material up onto the
island to build a holiday home. A small stony cove
offered a good lunch stop spot. We were soon joined by
the entire ISKA group which counted 20 or so boats. A
small yacht pulled up by the beach. I presume they
didn't expect to find 20 kayakers staring out at them
from the cove. The lunch was leisurely with some
paddlers working on their tan while others climbed a
steep narrow path up the cove to have a look around the
island. I managed half way up the path but then decided
the rest of the way was only suitable for mountain goats
or the lesser known animal 'climber/kayaker
man/woman' (depending on who is reading this
obviously). Steep and narrow paths are not my cup of
tea.

After all the lunches and exploring was finished we
packed up and headed off. The trip back to camp would
bring us to via Inishnabro. This was familiar to me from
page 95 of Oileain - the place must be special if it merits
a picture here. On the tip of the island are long
pinnacles. I am writing this after returning from
northern Spain where there is a gothic cathedra l in
Burgos. This has two large spires interwoven with spiral
designs rising up high, hollow in the middle so that the
sunlight envelops all the interlacing.  I can imagine the
pinnacles would have inspired medieval builders to

design such spires. They rise up high out of the water
narrowing to a peak attached to the island by a sea arch.

Return leg towards Great Blasket (Photo: P Hoban)

After more pictures were taken we headed back to the
Great Blasket. As of the first night the tides
reintroduced themselves at the southern tip of the island.
A little more effort was required to counter the tidal
forces. An Tra Ban would be our final stop before
hitting the campsite. A long golden beach with derelict
houses on top of a small cliff overlooking it you co uld
imagine Peig rambling around above the beach. With
the weather there were tourists and a couple of yachts
anchored off the beach. There was a steady stream of
the island ferries coming and going and of course a few
kayaks up on the beach. Walking aroun d the island I got
the sense that the island wouldn't be like this much
longer. It seems a mainland consortium has seen the
business potential and bought most of the island. I'm
sure a health Spa and Hotel might be available to future
ISKA paddlers!

Looking towards Beginish from the Great Blasket (Photo: P Hoban)
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Corsica - Douze
Points!

By Barbara Conway

PART UN �  Les Montagnes

For years I had wanted to travel to Corsica. Had heard
about so much about the mountains and the GR20 that
when Dave C was putting a group together to paddle
there I couldn�t say no...as always there is a good story.

Initially we were going for 10 days. Immediately I
decided I�d do a few days trekking as well. What a good
idea six other people said.

And so  Dave C, Evelyn C, Maurice the Hat, Trish C,
Karl Davenport (Big Fred) and Fred Cooney (L ittle
Fred) and I - set off on Sunday mid June from Dublin.
After a lovely afternoon in Nice, we flew over beautiful
blue waters to Ajjacio on Corsica.  We went straight to
our kayak centre Cors Aventure, as kayaking gear is not
very useful on the hills.

So up with the tents and the packing beginsƒ again!
What do we need to up the hills?  How cold will it be?
And we are going to dinner in half -hour and we are
leaving at half seven in the morning for an 8.00 am
trainƒHassle.. Hassle.. Hassle..

Somehow we all managed to be organised and up in a
very handy local restaurant about 5 minutes walk away.
The beers were gorgeous - Maurice was fascinated by
this litre bottle... I�m not qu iet sure whether it was that
night or another night that they ran out of beer.  We also
tried to eat them out of food �  but they coped.  And our
non-smoking vegetarian loved trying all the local meats,
whilst smoking.

Monday morning we got a train that lo oked like a bus
for about two hours into the middle of the island to
Corte. Most of us found a café while two volunteers
trekked the town looking for gas �  with no luck. We

then headed off in the midday heat up the Tavignano
Gorges to a refuge/hut at Sega.   Very Germanic
concierge �  good food and cold beds. But Maurice
started a trend �  arriving ahead so he could have cold
beers ready for us on the balcony. What a sweetiepie!

Tuesday morning we were up and on the trail by 8.00
am.  The trails were beautiful  with snow capped peaks
in the distance.  We crossed several streams which
became swimming pools for Fred and the Hat.  A short
day, we arrived at Maganu in the early afternoon.  A
lovely scenic locataion - with bean stew, bread, pate and
flowery beers.

Apparently the gorges were lovely to swim inƒmind
you to the rest of us it sounded more like torture. Trish
made a new best friend with the old man on the donkey
- I�m not quiet sure who chatted up whom. Dorm style
sleeping with 50 smelly hikers packed i n - so we were
en route the next morning at about 5.30 am.

The next day Wednesday was a stunning day �  if long.
We headed up into the snow-covered high passes,
reaching 2250m where we breakfasted.  Continued on
down steep snow-covered ridges and very steep descent
into Petra Piana.  Last bit �  a few of us decided to go
tobagonning accidentally on-purpose on our asses.
Accommodation that night was tents and the food again
basic - lentil stew but with a gorgeous apple pie for
desert.

Thursday we decided to pack two days trekking into one
so we could have a rest day.  It was a stunning day,


