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Disclaimer
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Subscriptions 2007

Subscriptions are now due for 2007!  The ISKA rates
are staying the same for 2007. You may pay by standing
order. Fill in a form at your bank to make your payment
to the: Irish Sea Kayaking Association  at BoI,
Ranelagh, Dublin 6 , sort code 90-01-99 account number
65561757.
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Subs:Maurice Maxwell,76Glendale
Meadows,Leixlip, Co. Kildare.

Front Cover: �View from Beartra Beach, Clew
Bay� �  photo P Hoban.
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photo Alan Horner.
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�Message from the
Chair�
Mary Butler

Welcome to the new format for Treasna na dTonnta.
The new look arose out of much discussion regarding
the every increasing cost to produce the publication.
Putting on the web, emailing and other such
technologies were banded about but tradition and good
sense prevailed. Your copy delivered to your door
survives.

Thanks to Maurice, who was only a wet week on  the
committee, for sourcing an alternative means of getting
Treasna na dTonnta printed at a very competi tive price.
The only stipulation to avail of this was to change from
A4 to A5 format.

Thanks to Pat Hoban, now a daddy, for yet another great
production despite sleepless nights, coping with
Sudocrem all over the key board and being busy with
nappy changing duties. While on the nappy issue , I
draw your attention to Alan Horners� well researched
article. For your own health, that of others and our
environment please read and consider putting into
practice, the proposals put forward.

There is no Treasna Na dTonnta without the people who
contribute to it; many thanks to all. A quick scan thro
this edition and you�ll see that ISKA members are
getting more and more adventurous both home and
abroad. Looking forward to more stories and reports of
this summer�s activities ... if you�re on a trip or have a
story to tell, or photos to show, I encourage you to share
with the readership.

Happy paddling for 2007

Mary Butler

�Four Lassies go
West�

Furerra to Keem
July 2006

By Sonja Ewen and Marie Kelly

Aquamarine engulfing us, deepening to jade to emerald
to turquoise purple white almost blue like gannet�s
wings. Spray flying drenching hair face dreams alive.
Sun. Excitement. Happiness. Rounding the back of
Clare Island with a good friend. She ahead, I just
behind, but linked all the same. Raw. Amazing. Ozone
all around. Bright yellow bow rising and falling with
swell, one second completely clear of the water, the
next hitting hard. Big splash. What a charmed life, to be
here, now. Happy as Larry paddling around the west of
Ireland with three amazing women for the last week.
Get a large bowl. Add a winter�s dreams, planning, and
sprinkle with a pinch of a Des Keaney �s arse kicking,
and Voila ‹ Iontach! (Written by Marie Kelly)

Margaret Farrell: paddled a fibreglass Nordkapp, and
was on the trip for the first 5 days.

Maireen Considine: paddled a fibreglass Avocet
(Kiskadee), for 16 days.

Marie Kelly: paddled a fibreglass LV Explorer
(Saoirse), for 16 days.

Sonja Ewen: paddled a fibreglass LV Explorer (Cliara),
for 16 days.

I first got wind of this trip in McDonagh�s pub after the
Christmas Eve paddle; think it was Marie who first
hatched the plan. It was like a jewel in my mind that
would see me through the winter months, the idea of
two weeks paddling up the west coast, I couldn�t
imagine anything nicer.

For me it was a lot to do with having worked towards
and getting the Level 4 Assessment, (no nothing to do
with the bit of paper) but the putting into practice and
the using of the practical skills I�d learnt. I knew I could
do it, but to go away and day after day make the
decisions and know when to go and when not to go was
the sort of learning experience that I was l ooking for.

In a sense the trip started long before we ever got to the
west coast. There were lots of evenings getting together
looking over charts & maps etc and getting out on the
water to see how we worked as a team. It didn�t always
run that smoothly for us, we all had our own ideas as to
what was important to us individually, and we h ad to
work all that in to suit our group, sometimes
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challenging, but in many ways we all depended on one
another to make the trip work.

Marie & the Cliffs of Moher

Now here we were paddling along under the Cliffs of
Moher, the feelings were almost overwhelming. Like
anyone getting away on holidays, the stresses build the
week before you go, trying to leave both home & work
in some sort of order, now here we were out on the
ocean a million miles from all of that. There was quite a
swell running, lots of birds, the fulmars checking us out,
people like specks on top of the cliffs, the waves
crashing at their base. The fact there was no suitable
landing added to the heightened sensation of being in a
very privileged position to be there at all. Paddling
under our own steam with all our kit with us.

Susanna Gaynor who paddles with the East Coast
Kayakers was working out on Inisheer for the summer
months and had rashly said �do  come and stay when
you�re in the west� , little did she know we�d take her up
on that, and arrive more or less the first night she got
there. She was skipping along the rocks waving and
calling to us as we arrived in off the water that evening,
it was such a wonderful welcome and a perfect end to
the first day of our trip.

Inisheer

Des Keaney from Deep Blue Sea Kayaking was with us
for that first weekend, he had agreed to transport us all
to and from the west together with our boats, which
meant we would be able to paddle a length of the
coastline without the difficulties of organising cars at
either end.

On the crossing to Inisheer, one of our group was sea
sick, not something that they were aware of as being a
problem and certainly not something any o f us were
expecting. It frightened me at the time, we were
probably only about a third of the way across and I
could foresee a very long tow. But no, as soon as she
was fit to, she paddled her own way across, the whole
way, strong woman. It was a lesson le arned, low cloud
conditions, little horizon, and that oily swell, the best of
conditions for it. So don�t go nowhere without your
�kwells�  (motion sickness tablets).

The southern side of Inishmore was our next target, but
the weather was to decide for us. As we rounded the
southern end of Inishmann and into Gregory Sound, we
got a look at the conditions up the southern side of
Inishmore and could quickly see it was not to be, but the
play under the cliffs of Inishmann was great, lots of
clapotis and very confused water, it was exciting. We
pulled into a small pier at the NW end of the Island. Our
boats were damn heavy; it was a team effort to get them
above the high water line. Unpack, tents up, dinner
cooking, all new to us, the beginning of what was going
to be for the next two weeks. It would take some days to
slot into who did what to keep the whole expedition in
motion. But for our first night under canvas we had
done a good job, it was a wonderful evening.

Boats secured at Rock Island

Forecast NNE 4-5, decreasing 2-4 overnight.

Isn�t it wonderful when they get it wrong? We never got
the F4-5; it was flat calm, the perfect day for Des�s solo
return to Fureera and our departure along the southern
side of Inishmore up as far as Rock Island, the most
western of the Brannock Islands. The southern cliffs of
Inishmore are definitely worth a visit, so powerful, a
solid wall of limestone capable of withstanding all that
the Atlantic storms can lash against it. We bobbed in
our boats just west of Dun Aengus, th e well known ring
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fort, to eat our lunch. Again, toy sized people peering
down on us from above. How nice to see it from this
perspective with the guillemots to entertain us.

Campers on Rock Island

On to Rock Island with its lighthouse, a tricky landin g
with fully laden fibreglass boats and extremely slippery
rounded rocks. We were all tired now and hungry and
there was a lot of pulling together to get boats secured,
unpacked, tents up, dinner cooked, fire lit, and finally a
wee dram. This was in my mind one of the most
memorable places we camped, probably the most
difficult, and maybe that added that extra element to it.
But the feeling of being way out there on the edge of
Ireland, next stop America, it was what it was all about
for me.

I think my skeg took a hammering as we left Rock
Island, it seemed like too much hassle to land again to
fix it there, a decision which I would later regret.  We
were heading for Golam Island an 11km crossing, no
distance, but I needed to edge my boat to keep on
course, hard work in this laden beast. I had to keep the
head strong and work at it. I was wrecked by the time I
got to Golam. By the time the skeg was fixed and food
eaten it was decided to stay on Golam and make an
early start in the morning. So we flew our kite  as one
does and watched the sun go down!

Water was a problem, we needed some, we would all
drink a fair bit during the day to keep hydrated and we
were unlikely to have access to any that evening. I
paddled over to a man in a currach who directed us into
Gorumna Pier, where we had directions to his house
where his brother would look after us. Meet Michael
McDonagh Phoppy, wearing a frayed straw hat, and
giving enough conversation to do us the whole trip. He
was delighted with our company, and was only too
happy to tell us that he�d met Eileen Murphy on her
voyage around Ireland and how he�d given her � tea and
a sweet cake on account of the effort of the voyage� .
What a wonderful way to put it. �Kayakers are lovely
people, happy people; you can see it in the ir eyes� .

Two hours later we left with  water! It was Marie and I
who had gone up to fetch it, and by the time we got
back to Margaret and Maireen who had been waiting all

this time with the boats, they wouldn�t speak to us, they
were so annoyed. It wasn�t  until Marie relayed Mick�s
conversation word for word and on and on and on that
they promised to forgive us if only she�d shut up!! That
did the trick. We were about to have the most beautiful
day, we paddled as far as Inishmuskery for a lunch stop.
Gerry Byrne came in by currach to join us, shy to start
with he eventually accepted tea and told us of his
fishing in a very soft spoken manner. Before we left, he
had gutted a large fish for us to take with us.

Meeting with people along the way, exchanging sto ries
with them, receiving the gift of fish or water or just
good wishes, is the making of any journey. Maybe it�s
to do with people who have a connection with the sea,
greeting people who have come in off the water, but the
welcomes and the hospitality we received along the way
were truly warming.

Michael McDonagh Phoppy

On to Mason Island, an island of beautifully cut granite
stone, we pulled in long enough to take a stroll and
savour the beauty of the place. Then over to MacDara�s
Island. That�s the on e with the old stone church which
used to feature on a postage stamp. Again we stopped
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just long enough to have a taste of the place, look at the
old stone carvings and leave. The day was beginning to
cool now, and we had a way to go to get as far as
Roundstone for the night. We had a superb run in with a
following sea to help us on our way. Margaret was to
leave us the following day and Tim her partner was
there to meet us. We were buzzing from our day and it
was great to be able to get pints and pub grub for a
change.

It took us time to adjust to just to being three, without
Margaret, and we spent the day reorganising who took
what. We decided to cut down to one tent between us
now which was tight enough, but it worked out well.
We stopped a second night just outside Roundstone and
ate mightily in one of the restaurants that evening.

We left Roundstone in SW-W winds F4-5, occasionally
F6. The conditions rounding Gorteen headland were
intimidating and we took two goes to get around. The
sea was big, but we were really working well as a team.
We made it to Ballyconneely, we had held well together
in challenging conditions, it was a great feeling.

So there we were, fairly bedraggled looking on the edge
of the shore, tired, hungry and cold and wet, but before
we knew it, we were having bowls of hot soup in the
holiday home of Mary and Vincent Wall. They have
restored the old seaweed storehouse which overlooks
the harbour and they couldn�t have been more
welcoming to us.

I think because we felt we were imposing,  we tried to
leave Ballyconneely the following day in strong W -SW
winds. It was daft, we had to turn back. A local
fisherman, Pat Conneely asked �if he should call the
doctor� , he�s seen us out there and was concerned for
the state of our mental health!

Camp at Slyne Head

The next few days were to try and test us. We needed to
get around Slyne Head, but the wind conditions were
too strong, and this was an exposed place to be. None of
us had been in this position before, making the decisions
to sit it out or to go on and more, to believe in ourselves
that we were making the right decisions. In some ways
it was one of the most interesting parts of the trip if the

most frustrating. We walked that piece of headland
watching as the conditions changed throughou t the
varying stages of the tide, working out which channels
to take. Pat Conneely was in radio contact with us all
the while, he knows those waters well. Even having sat
it out, the conditions when we did go around Slyne head
were confused enough, big swe ll and plenty of clapotis -
exciting. At least we felt that we had been right to take
our time.

Wild sea at Slyne Head

Once around, there was no stopping us, we paddled on
as far as Inishturk South before we set up camp. Oh
yeah, that was the Island of the �tics� . Did you ever see
anyone get into a drysuit in a tent before (latex gaskets
keep out more than just water)?!! Cursing those little
black‹ creatures as she did.

This was the day of the big swell. We left Inishturk
South, on to Friar Island, a beautiful place; it sits just
east of High Island. The panorama from here stretches
from Slyne head to Roonagh, complete with all the
mountains and it�s just spectacular. W e stopped in to
Inishbofin and � ate for Ireland� , before heading on out
for Inishturk North. As we were leaving Inishbofin we
were aware of a building swell, the noise of the ocean
crashing against the rocks and white foam covering the
surface like snow. A trawler circled us and with the two
men crew looked at us and shaking there heads as
though we were mad, we paddled on. It was an
incredible feeling to be at the top of a wave and looking
way down below at Marie or Maireen. Throughout the
crossing the swell was increasing, and by the time we
reached Inishturk our stomachs had had enough. M ary
Joe Prendergast was there to welcome us in off the sea,
gave us the use of her garden to camp in, which came
equipped with an outside loo - sure we were in heaven!

The following day was absolutely stunning and there
was swimming and wise crack with the  locals to be had.
There was a crowd gathering around our boats, and talk
of the Maumeen Cajun Band playing and the Turk
regatta, it was with great hesitation that we finally left
for Clare Island. Into Port na Kille on the southern side
of Clare Island, the tide was full and it was perfect for
jumping off the end of the pier. We had a house to stay
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in here with hot showers and proper beds, luxury.
Although you�d want to have heard the moaning out of
the two wans when they saw the hill they had to climb
to get to the house. They even suggested putting up the
tent down at the shore. I ask you‹

Circumnavigating Clare Island

Next morning we sat at the lazy gable and watched the
tide and drank freshly brewed coffee. Maireen wanted
to explore the island and Marie and I were on for a
circumnavigation. We had some exciting conditions out
the NW of the Island, but I think our many days on the
water had raised our comfort levels. It was a wonderful
paddle.

What�s more, the forecast was looking good for the
following day, and I had a plan. We were to meet up
with Des Keaney and John Fortune (Maireen�s fianc„)
somewhere between Clare Island and Achill, so where
else but the isolated rock stacks known as �The Bills�, I
couldn�t imagine a nicer place to meet anyone. The
landing isn�t the easiest and would be unrealistic on a
rough day, but we were lucky and it was possible. It was
lovely to meet up with the lads, but the end of our trip
was now dawning on us. The sea was like glass on our
paddle across to Keem in Achill.  We spent a wonderful
evening recounting stories of our trip. Our heads were
bursting with memories.

Our final day, time to return home, the conditions were
perfect, and it was hard not to want to go on and on. We
had boats to load and gear to sort.

We wrote our names and details of the journey on a
piece of paper, put it in an empty Laphroaig bottle and
threw it into the sea. Much to Des and John�s disbelief,
the bottle ended up on Tory Island, found by a man
visiting the island, his grandfather had once lived there.

The Bills

So already it feels like there�s some connection; Keem
to Tory sounds like a good plan‹.

(Written by Sonja Ewen.)
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