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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 Ciaran Clissman, George Bryans,
Peter Hennessen, Mike Cheers, Niall Madden & Rachel
Quinlan, Ciaran Carthy, Alan Horner, Eileen Murphy
and Malcom Huston.

Contact List
Treasna na dTonnta Editor - Patrick Hoban

58 Cnocan Rua, Moycullen, Co. Galway

+0353 (0) 091 868070

Email: treasna@gmail.com

Chairperson - Mary Butler

Ardrumman, Rathmelton, Co. Donegal

+353 (0) 74 9152980

Email: marytbutler@hotmail.com

Meets Officer �  Martin Guilfoyle

Derrynageeha, Knocklough, Lissycasey, Co.Clare .

+353 (0) 65 9050490

Email: martig1@eircom.net

Communications - Alan Horner

48 Elgin Heights, Bray, Co. Wicklow

+353 (0) 87 6869019

Email: alan.horner@hornerd.ie

Webmaster - Ciaran Clissmann

77 Springhill Ave., Blackrock, Co. Dublin

+353 (0)1 2899529

Email: ciaran@clissmann.com

East Coast Rep. - Des Keaney

Cluainin, Barchuillia Commons,

Kilmacanogue, Co. Wicklow

+353 (0) 2760263

Email: Des@DeepBlueSeaKayaking.com

South East Coast Rep. - Paul Durnan

The Bridge House Arigna, Kilkenny Road,

Freshford, Co. Kilkenny

Email: celticseakayaking@gmail.com

West Coast Rep. - Gerry Spain

3 Struthain An Clair, Claremont,

Oughterard, Co. Galway +353 (0) 91 55232 5

Email: gerard.spain@nuigalway.ie

Disclaimer
Opinions expressed in this newsletter are not necessarily
those of the Editor or the Irish Sea Kayaking Association.
Reference to waters does not imply that access is
permitted or that they are safe in all conditions.  The
Editor and ISKA cannot be held responsible for any
omissions of references to hazards from notes on these
waters.  They do not necessarily support advertising
claims nor do they hold themselves responsible for
inadequacies in items of equipment reviewed here.

Subscriptions 2008

Subscriptions are now due for 2008!  The ISKA rates
are staying the same for 2008. 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.

Please send in your subs - Northern Ireland or UK members can
send euro or a sterling cheque. Treasna na dTonnta will only be
sent to paid up members. We really value having you as a
member. The rates are as follows:

Personal: �20 / £13 Sterling

Additional people
at same address:

�10 / £6.50

ICU (optional):
�10 / £6.50

(Must be paid by 31st March 2008

Library FREE  (to paid-up members)

Subs:Conor Hilliard, Kilcandra,
Glenealy, Co. Wicklow.

Cover: �Inis Tuaisceart from Beginish (Blaskets) � .

ISKA Web Page:
www.irishseakayakingassociation.com

treasna@gmail.com
marytbutler@hotmail.com
martig1@eircom.net
horner@hornerd.ie
ciaran@clissmann.com
Des@DeepBlueSeaKayaking.com
celticseakayaking@gmail.com
spain@nuigalway.ie
www.irishseakayakingassociation.com
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�Message from the
Chair�

Another good years paddling has ended. Martin
Guilfoyle ensured we had a wide variety of meets
spread all around the coast, introduced an excellent new
event with the skills weekend in Kinvara and ran a very
successful �Come and try It� weekend in Streamstown.
The year was topped off with a very enjoyable and
professionally run, Symposium 2007, in Sligo, thanks to
Susanna Gaynor. Great expectations for 2008!!

This Treasna na dTonnta, No. 44, kick starts the 15th
year of the production of an Irish Sea Kayaking
publication. In Treasna na dTonnta No. 2, produced,
printed, and distributed by Kevin O�Callaghan (Geo), an
extract from the forward reads:

��.Since the Lyme Bay tragedy, there has been a
growing public awareness of the potential of a fatality
occurring while sea kayaking. While this is very much
for the better, it is causing a few headaches for the
rescue services� there have been a number of callouts
of local coast and cliff rescue teams, therefore if you are
planning a multi-day expedition, please inform the local
harbour master, coastal radio station or any other
authority in the area to try to reduce the number of false
callouts�..�

By coincidence, fifteen years later a similar article
appears and is one to take note of. Malcolm Huston,
RNLI (who did the flare demo at the symposium) has
put together guidelines for giving a �Traffic Report�
using a VHF radio, each time one puts to sea, He
advises that such a report should be made for all trips,
day or longer, for the same reasons as Geo has iterated
in 1994. If you don�t have a VHF radio, a phone call to
the authorities is appreciated either.

Treasna na dTonnta No. 44 marks the last to be
produced by Patrick Hoban. On behalf of all the ISKA
members I thank you Pat for all your hard work:
sourcing material and photos, encouraging people to
write articles, dealing with printers and printer
problems, getting the end product into envelopes and
out to each member and producing a high standard
publication that ISKA can be proud of.

Happy Paddling for 2008.

Mary Butler

�Diary of Donegal�
(end August 2007)

By Ciaran Clissmann

The last week of August 2007 was warm, calm and
sunny all over Ireland, except for the N and NW Ulster
coasts. So Ciaran and Alan set out for the NW Ulster
coast. The plan was to paddle out of Glencolumcille and
turn right (once Ciaran had w orked out which was left,
and which right), and see what happened next. Here�s
what happened.

Mr and Mrs Brian Forrest put us up in their excellent
accommodation in Ardara on the Friday night. The first
intimations of dodgy weather were crystallising on the
Aertel and the interweb, so we decided to launch from
Port, a few km N of Glencolumcille, rather than from
Glen itself.

Saturday

Packing the boats in the rain, I hankered to head for
Connemara, which apparently was Caribbean the
previous week. But Alan was having none of it. Ten
minutes offshore in a big angry lumpy clapotis confused
sea, I hankered to head for Ardara, or anywhere on -
shore, but Alan was having none of that either. Out to
sea, turn right, and down the cliffs, with chunky steep
swells coming in fast from the left and then from the
back. Things got a bit more reasonable after Gull Island,
Alan having had to re-examine his breakfast en route.
We opted to head into Maghera strand, south of
Loughros point, when we heard that the wind was to
come up shortly to Force 6. Landing was interesting, in
a big steep breaking surf ·  bongo a go go.  Ring Mr
Forrest again, back into Ardara for a feed, a few pints
and a seisiun.

Sunday

Sunday morning and the deep throaty rumble of the surf
welcomes us back to Maghera. So does a kilometre of
carry to get anywhere near the shoreline. The
indomitable Forrest sticks around to help us get the
boats to the shore. It took twenty minutes to get afloat,
with many swampings and shovings (tasty sand they
have in Donegal), then ten minutes of focus as we
chopped out through the surf. Turn right, stroll past
Loughros Head and stop for a bite on Inishbarnog.
Lovely wee island, sandy beach, sunshine, almost
covered in mayweed. Around Dawros Head and an hour
of steady paddling took us to Roaninish for lunch.
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Another hour, with the usual big westerly swells from
the left, and we passed Crohy Head, half a mile off to
the right.

From Crohy Head we went arount Terman, inside the
islands up to Rutland Island. This is lovely country ·
pink granite outcrops, white pocket beaches, clear
water. Fields of colour ·  purple loosestrife, yellow
birdsfoot trefoil, blue harebells and devils bit scabious,
tiny eyebrights and dramatic orchids. What a spot for a
weekend meet. Easy access f rom Burtonport, and the
challenge of Aranmore off to the left. Tired out, we
camped among the flowers on the SW tip of Rutland.

Monday

We walked Rutland in the morning, and headed off
around twelve or so. The labyrinth of islands from
Burtonport northwards was a pleasure ·  rocky, heathery
bumps and islets, with the odd blind sound. Narrow
channels, stony wee beaches, long slabs of pink granite
dotted with heather. We emerged into the boomers,
breakers and beacons of Aran Sound and threaded our
way out to Owey, swells as usual rolling in from the
left. Lunch on Owey, then another six K m until we
reached the shelter of Gola and so to the submerged pier
on Inishmeane. Unable to find good camping and a
reliable low-water launch, we crossed over to the
mainland and camped at the pier. It�s a bit public, but
there�s reasonable camping.

Tuesday

Objective Tory. Up the coast, we emerged from the lee
of Inishirrer into the usual westerly swell with a light
fog. Bloody Foreland was a lot less daunting than I
expected, with quite gentle swells. Maybe the fact that
the headland is only a dozen feet high means there�s no
clapotis. Around Bloody Foreland, and we could just
make out a shadowy presence far to the left, and some
other dark smears further right. At the end of the day it
made no sense to go East to Magherortry, then North to
Tory and West to the town ·  better just go for it. The
first half hour was fine ·  gentle enough swells from the
left. Then the wind got up against the tide and for an
hour it was entertaining. Big swells rushing in from the
left, broken, confused water in pyramids and spouts,
Tory fading in to the fog for half an hour, then
reappearing no closer than before. Alan did a sterling
job on the compass course, and our second fog bank
cleared to find us half an hour off the shore, with the
weather front just passed through and glorious sunshine
turning the sea bottle green, then indigo blue. We
rambled into Tory, found the hostel and walked this
fantastic, dramatic island in the blazing sun.

Wednesday

We circumnavigated Tory on Wednesday morning. The
swell had picked up a bit again, after the calm of
Tuesday evening, and for a change the big rollers were
coming right to left. A handy hour down to Inishbeg,
then twenty minutes of hard struggle ag ainst the tide, to
actually get past the end of the island and into the lee.
Tides run hard at the southern end of Tory Sound, and
they kick up chunky swell. Down to Inishbofin beach
for a chilly, damp lunch, then we set our sights for the
10km crossing to Horn Head. The tide was flooding
west to east, the westerly breeze was picking up to four
or five and we cruised across to the square -cut bulk of
Crockaclogher in an hour and ten minutes. The mile and
a half to Horn Head itself took a solid half hour more , as
the sea got fully involved in the game and some vagary
of the tide decided not to whoosh us past the Head as
planned. The big sets came thick and fast, pushing us
onto the cliffs of the Head, water rising and falling on
every side. Respites where the waves were merely big,
you spent hacking out to sea to get some room from the
rocks. Edge, brace, sweep, sprint, edge, brace, check
where the rocks are, where Alan is, where I actually
want to go. Track the beetle -slow emergence of one
rock corner and ledge after another, as we creep along
the headland. Finally, past the white slab at the tip, and
around the corner into civilised, organised surfing
swells, all going the same direction and all coming
pretty much from dead astern.

We trudged through rain and mist to Marble Hill Beach,
and for lack of anything better put up our tent on the
slope of a dune. Two disreputable, damp tramps in
fleece and plastic-bagged socks inside soaking shoes
turned up hopefully in search of a pint at the Shandon
Hotel. To give them their due, they gave us drink and
foot with the same good grace as if we�d come off a tour
bus in a tuxedo. We�d missed the afternoon forecast
(hands too full of paddles and water), which published
the small craft warning for the north coast.

Thursday

The small craft warning persisted. We decided to skip
Melmore Head (though it looks lovely) and instead took
a spin over Sheephaven to Downies. Even deep in the
bay, the swells were enough to make you paddle. From
Downies we portaged boats and gear for  four hours,
over into Mulroy Bay. A fine sight, two down -and-outs
with their bin bags of damp food, shuttling their swag
up the hill and down the other side.  Fanny�s Bay isn�t
nearly as attractive as it sounds, but it has a slip, and is
only 2km or so from Downies. We took the famous
Mulroy Bay narrows on the early flood, where little or
nothing was happening. Then right down into the
southern reaches, where much scouting found us a small
rocky island with not too much of a slope.
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Friday

Last day on the water, and we were filling in the day
until Mary T could escape from the deer in Glenveagh
and come to collect us. Our saintly chairperson had
offered us showers, warm beds and a lift back to Ardara
·  our gratitude was boundless. No need to get up at
seven today ·  we slept in until after eight, then toured
Mulroy in the mist and drizzle. A great place for
beginners ·  flat calm waters, forested islands, lots of
birds and flowers. Shame about the weather. On the ebb
we took a spin up to have a look at the n arrows, and
crossed over the top of the tide race only with difficulty
·  probably about six knots of tide, and more in the
throat of the narrows itself. No turbulence, despite wind
over, but quite a pull. Then through the millions of
mussel barrels to the pier at Carrowkeel (not to be
recommended, a grotty landing). We stashed kayaks and
bin bags in a farmer�s field, and tramped into town to
wait for the cavalry.

Highlights

 Rutland Island and the others near it. Magic.

 Tory. Magnificent.

 Horn Head. Memorable.

 Long open crossings in chunky seas. Ugly but
feasible.

Lessons Learnt

 It�s nice to get a pint and a warm bed whenever
you can. Me, soft ?

 Avoid aiming for beaches that face into swell ·
surf landings and launches with a full boat are
difficult.

 Think about launching, when landing. Will
your landing dry out, forcing a long carry or a
drag over rocks, with a full boat?

 Wrap and zip-lock everything. One day you
won�t close the hatch properly.

 How quickly something wet dries is nearly as
important as how waterproof it is.

 A tarp is essential for longer trips.

 Bread cooked over the fire is hard to bake all
the way through.

 Friends who ferry you around and  put you up
are great to have•
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At liberty in the
Libyan Sea

By George Bryans

At the symposium in Sligo last year Denny and I were
listening to other groups talking about their expeditions
to various parts of the globe and we thought that we had
better do something similar but different. All the stories
we heard were of trips to cold and/or rainy regions and
personally I get enough cold and rainy in Northern
Ireland so we decided that we would go to somewhere
hot and remote and not too difficult to get to.

There were quite a few places we checked out but the
south-west region of Crete sounded like it was made for
us. My wife�s cousin Mike lives in the north of Crete
and he told me of a trip he took by boat to the Libyan
Sea a few years ago. His description of an area with no
roads and where the villages were only accessible by
sea or by trekking through mountains struck a chord.

Our biggest problem was getting someone to hire out
suitable sea kayaks to us. There are a few companies
who operate guided tours to the area but they wanted us
to sign up for a group trip which we really di dn�t want
as we are used to doing our own thing. Eventually
however Mike persuaded one of the operators that we
could be trusted to stay alive and bring the boats and
equipment back in one piece.

We had to collect the boats and gear at a small harbou r
village called Loutro, south of the White Mountains. We
got a ferry at Hora Sfakion and after a couple of minutes
sailing we knew we had picked a paddler�s paradise.
The mountains were spectacular, there were caves and
beaches isolated by cliffs and love ly hot sunshine.
When we arrived at Loutro we had another very
pleasant surprise, the locals were offering us sea -front
double rooms for 25 or 30 euro. We had allowed for 50
euro for a room so straightaway our drinking budget
increased substantially. We had considered camping at
each place we visited but reckoned that carrying
camping gear sounded too much like hard work.

We soon found Russ, an American who has lived in
Crete for 15 years, he was hiring us the kayaks and he
said he had a nice surprise  for us, his company had just
taken delivery of a dozen brand new Rainbow Laser
sea-kayaks and we would be the first to paddle them.
These boats suited us perfectly, they were plastic so we
could run them up on the pebble beaches, they had loads

of storage space and they tracked perfectly. The
paddles, buoyancy aids, pumps etc. were also brand
new. We had agreed a price of 20 euro a day so I
handed Russ my 120 euro and he gave me 40 back, he
said that the way he looked at it the first day we would
just be getting used to the boats and the last day we
would be returning them so he would just charge for
four days. We soon found that this generous attitude
was typical at each place we stopped.

Russ told us that they were behind schedule with setting
up their new base in Loutro because the man that they
had bought the land from had been shot dead before
contracts were signed. There had been a dispute over a
sliver of land in the mountains between two neighbours
which had escalated to them getting their guns  and
shooting each other. Apparently this is not unusual in
this area. A few years ago the Greek President visited to
ask the people of the area to hand in their guns. This
attempt at Cretan decommissioning wasn't very
successful as his message was largely  ignored but they
gave him a warm welcome anyway and partied for days.

In no time we were on the water and heading back to
explore the caves and beaches we had seen from the
ferry. After about fifteen minutes we realised that our
buoyancy aids and spraydecks would have to come off
because of the heat, they were sweating us like mad. We
checked out Sweetwater Beach which used to be a
hippy/naturist escape-from-civilisation many years ago
but now there were just two tents on it, we didn't stop as
we weren't sure what type of people were lurking in the
tents. There were a couple of caves which we paddled
into but as we had left our torches back in the room we
couldn't get right to the back of the largest one. When
we came out of the caves we sat back in o ur boats and
marvelled at a family of mountain goats high above us
on the cliffs. Each time they moved we were sure they
would fall and join us in the sea. After a while we
paddled on to a deserted beach for a snooze in the sun
before returning to Loutro.

When we got back to Loutro we went for a couple of
beers and when we went to pay the old man who had
served us he waved us away and said �pay me later,
maybe tomorrow� . Easy going or what?

The next day was a scorcher, no wind and a flat sea. We
packed up and headed for our next stop, Ayia Roumelli,
a village at the bottom of the Samaria Gorge. The
village was about 10 miles along the coast and, apart
from the ferry which operates in this area we saw no
one else on the water all day. The scenery was straight
out of the film 'The Lost World' with towering
mountains topped by clouds. We occasionally spotted
some trekkers on the mountains and we certainly didn't
envy them with their heavy rucksacks on the rough
trails in this heat. Around 12'ish we stopped fo r a swim
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and a sunbathe. We got going again and paddled into a
large bay to find somewhere to have our lunch when we
noticed a strange looking 'rock' moving along the
surface of the water. When we got to within 10 yards of
it we seen clearly that it was a large sea turtle, it raised
its head and examined us before diving and
disappearing. We checked our guidebook and found that
it was a loggerhead turtle, these are now on the
endangered species list and we were extremely lucky to
spot it so early on in the season. We stopped at the
ruined church of Agios Pavlos (St Pauls) for our lunch
and noticed two very big birds circling high above us in
the mountains. Our trusty guidebook told us that there
were golden eagles, Bonelli's eagles, lammergeier
(bearded vulture) and griffon vultures to be seen here.
Our poor eyesight limited us to identifying them as 'big
birds'.

At Ayia Roumelli we booked into the Tarra Hotel which
is right beside the beach and then headed up the Samaria
Gorge for a short stroll. The Gorge  is the longest in
Europe and sees many hundreds of walkers each year,
they are dropped off by bus at the head of the Gorge and
then they have an 18 km walk down to the sea. Once
they have rested awhile they are picked up by the ferry
and taken to Hora Sfakia where they rejoin their bus for
the trip back to their resorts on the north of the island.

I have walked the Samaria Gorge twice and I would
recommend it to anyone who is reasonably fit. Just be
sure to have good footwear, preferably walking boots,
as the ground is very uneven and some of the rocks are
as slippery as ice. We only walked a couple of miles
into the Gorge before turning and heading back to the
beach for a nap.

That evening we were joined at dinner by Andonis the
son of the hotel owner. Andonis is 22 and responsible
for the running of the Tarra Hotel, he told us we were
the first 'independent' kayakers that he had seen. We
were the only visitors staying in the hotel and Andonis
was keen to practice his English on us, when we had
finished our meal he insisted on buying quite a few
glasses of raki for us. The cost of the raki probably
came to more than the cost of our meal.

The next morning we were on the water for 09:30 and
paddling west towards Sougia. After about an hour the
sun was covered by dark clouds and we could hear
thunder in the distance. Very shortly after that it started
to rain heavily and the sea moved from flat calm to
small waves. We were in the middle of a few miles of
steep cliffs and we were unable to get off the water s o
we rafted up and put on our spray decks and buoyancy
aids which we had kept close to hand. The conditions
didn't really give us any cause for concern but the
driving rain really stung our faces and arms. After about
45 minutes of paddling through this we  reached a rocky

bay and we could see a small chapel standing on its own
close to the water's edge. As this was the only shelter for
miles around we decided to stop here for lunch. As we
neared the shore we seen a group of about 12 sodden
trekkers coming down out of the mountains and heading
towards the chapel, they reached it just before us and
had taken over both rooms when we arrived.

We squeezed in beside them and learned that they were
French, they were not very communicative and didn't
seem that happy at us joining them. I tried to talk to
them in my schoolboy French but just succeeded in
chasing them out of 'our' room and so we had one small
room to ourselves while the dozen trekkers crammed
into the other room which could only comfortably hold
about 5 people. We had our lunch with lots of very old
pictures of Saints watching over us.

As the only back to civilisation was by sea or through
the mountains the trekkers guide radioed for a boat to
come and pick them up. They left us with lots of cheery
smiles and waves so I suppose they were just grumpy
earlier on because their walk had been spoiled by the
rain. We lit a couple of candles in the chapel and in no
time the clouds parted and the sun was scorching us
again so it was time for another doze.

Later we paddled into Sougia past a beach where
nudism is permitted, the locals call it the Bay of Pigs.
On the day we passed it we could see that they had
named it appropriately. At Sougia we left our boats on
the beach and went to find a hotel. As it was a Greek
Bank Holiday most of the hotels were full however we
found one which had one room free. We asked the
owner if we could leave our kayaks in his car park but
he replied 'no, we do not have thieves in Sougia. Your
boats are safe on the beach, just trust  me and you will
see.'  We didn't want to offend him so we did as he said.
Later that evening as we went for something to eat we
peered over the wall to see if the boats were OK and
although there were people looking at them no -one
touched anything. The next morning we were quite
ashamed that our way of life back home made us so
untrusting, there really is a different way to live and we
were seeing it first hand.

The next few days were very hot and the sea was
smooth, we had a nice routine of paddling to lunchtime
then stopping for some food and a sleep on a deserted
beach before pushing on.

Following the recent article about human waste in
Treasna na dTonnta I should point out that we left the
beaches as clean as we found them, our method was to
strip and swim about 15 yards out from the beach and
poop in the sea, (usually with a cry of 'thar she blows').
The only drawback was that sometimes you were
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followed back to the beach by you -know-what so you
had to take evasive action in the water.

On our last day we were back at Loutro in order to hand
back the kayaks. The sea was unusually choppy as the
wind had built up overnight. We decided to take the
boats out for one last paddle and just outside of the bay
we were rewarded with the sight of a large dolphi n
making three high leaps out of the water. A great way to
end our trip.

When we returned the boats to Russ we headed for the
ferry to take us back to Sfakia, we got closer to the
small ticket booth and we could see that it was closed
and a sign said that today's ferries were cancelled due to
bad weather. This was slightly inconvenient as we had
to get back to Heraklion for our flight home. We asked
one of the locals what we should do and he said that he
could get a taxi-boat for us if we didn't mind payin g a
bit extra for it, as we had no choice we agreed. We were
a bit nervous as to what we would be charged and
prepared ourselves to be ripped off as there were a few
other people who also needed to get to Sfakia. The taxi -
boat which we got had thirteen pas sengers, seven
children and six adults, when the driver reached Sfakia
he said that there was no charge for children but adults
would have to pay 6 euro each. As the ferry would have
cost 4 euro each this guy was certainly not out to make a
quick profit, once again we were ashamed at how
quickly we assume the worst in people.

There are two things which I can't adequately put into
words about our time in the Libyan Sea. Firstly, the
spectacular scenery which was a stunning backdrop to
our paddling and secondly, the generous and
trustworthy nature of everyone we met. We had a week
in paradise.

There are two companies that you could contact if you
want a guided trip in the south-west of Crete, they are
Nature Maniacs and North-West Passage, you can get
their details on the internet.

The guidebook we used was The Rough Guide to Crete,
we got our maps when we arrived in Crete. Prior to
going we kept an eye on the wind, waves and weather
by checking www.poseidon.ncmr.gr

Pete�s Cookery
Corner

By Peter Hennessen

�Jerky� or Dried Meat
(Recipe for 1 kg meat)

 Use red meat ·  beef, pork or game
 Cut of all fat ·  lean meat is best
 Then cut into thin strips (1/2 Cm) in the direction of

the fibres
 Marinate overnight in a mixture of:

 1 teaspoon salt
 1 sliced onion
 2 cloves of garlic chopped
 Some freshly ground black pepper
 • a bit of ???, sage, oregano or if you like

paprika ·  hot chilli powder or a little dash of
Tabasco.

 Enough water to cover the whole lot
 Put into the fridge and leave overnight

 Next day dry meat on kitchen paper and lay out on
a wire tray.

 Put into your oven at the lowest setting (approx. 50 -
70 degrees centigrade). Don�t close the oven door ·
leave a little gap for ventilation.

 Drying will take several hours; meat should turn
dark brown to black and brittle.

 Keep in a jar or plastic containers.
 Nibble on it�s own or break into bits and use in

soups, stews or sauces.

Guten Appetit,

Peter.

www.poseidon.ncmr.gr
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Contact us for a copy of our 2006 programme!

Next year we will have a full range of skills, leadership and
coaching awards, including:

- 4 and 5 proficiency training and assessment
courses

- Level 2, 3, and 5 Coach training and assessment
courses

- Coaching processes courses

- Assessor training, aqua first aid and manual handling

We have a comprehensive range of equipment, including over
30 sea kayaks from P&H, Nigel Dennis, Valley and Kirton,
Lendal paddles and Palm paddling apparel.

Other courses include:

- West Coast of Scotland

- North Wales, overfalls and tidal races

- Gola, sea kayaking and rockclimbing

- Tollymore bases courses on Strangford and the Co.
Down coast

We also have a full range of whitewater and canoe courses,
including alpine WW and Playboating in Austria

For full details of all of our courses, visit www.tollymore.com, or
contact us for a copy of our 2006 programme.

Tollymore Mountain Centre, Bryansford, Newcastle,

Co. Down, BT33 0PT

T: 028 (048 from RoI) 4372 2158

E: admin@tollymore.com

www.tollymore.com
admin@tollymore.com
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Birds and Bitches

By Mike Cheers

In 1992 I thought I knew it a ll. I�d been paddling for 7
years I was hungry for white water and competed
keenly in slalom competition (but with no particular
glowing athletic talent as it turned out) and I thrived on
the technical intricacies of the tight competition courses
in England and Wales. The artificial white water
courses of Holme Pierpont and Trweryn were my home
and on occasion I felt I had them mastered.

In the summer of that year I guided a small group of
paddlers to the Bitches rocks in South Wales. Located
on the SW tip of Pembrokeshire, the Bitches are a line
of rocks in Ramsey Sound that extend between Ramsey
Island and the Welsh mainland. On a rising spring tide,
the tide flows into the sound at around 7 knots but as it
squeezes between the rocks it accelerates to an
impressive 18 knots and forms a sequence of mighty
standing waves that can inspire awe and fear in even the
most hardened of inland river rat.  Although well known
to local playboaters and sea kayakers, the location only
gained an international profile in  1991 by being the
venue of the first ever World Kayak Rodeo
Championships.

To say I led this trip would be misleading as it infers
that in some way I was more competent and
knowledgeable than my companions, this couldn�t be
further from the truth. The reality was I was in the
company of prodigious paddling talent, two of our
number represented Great Britain in slalom and canoe
polo and the others would have certainly been in the
chasing pack for international honours had they wanted
it. But despite this we were all novices on the sea and
my only qualification for my elevated status was the
fact that I had been to the Bitches before and so it was
left to me to gauge the tide for the most optimum
timing, and to point the group in the right direction.

River paddlers use an International grading system
when assessing the level of difficulty and danger a rapid
poses where I is gentle ripples and VI is ��. extreme
limit of canoeing, definite risk to life� . The Bitches gets
a IV on this scale, whilst it is not  as technically complex
as the similarly rated boulder strewn, low volume
gorges of North Wales and Scotland, the serious
consequences of taking a swim here justifies its rating.
Falling out of your boat is not a viable option as the
time it would take to execute an assisted rescue and
pump out ·  say 5 mins, at best you will have drifted half
a mile and possibly be separated from your group and
probably your day would have to end on Whitegate
beach a few miles to the north. At worst it will take you
over Horse Rock, a notorious pinnacle at the centre of
the sound that rises from 60 metres to the surface in

around 400 metres, and where the clapotisis  and
whirlpools had at the time of our trip, recently been
implicated in the fatal demise of at least one local
paddler.

To emphasise the devilishness of the waters at the
Bitches, I quote a recent report about a paddler who
took a swim at the Bitches:

�� I did however go out on the evening tide, � The
weather was lousy and the surf wave was blown out flat,
very disappointing. We messed around at the playhole,
where disaster struck. Claire took a swim, no big deal in
itself. Whilst trying to swim to the rock at the top of the
eddy, she was sucked down on the eddy line...and
vanished. A welsh lad with us panicked a bit, and
started talking about calling the lifeboat out. I calmly
reassured him that she'd pop up below us in a second -
but she didn't. We spread out and began searching
along the eddyline, and we were all beginning to panic
now. I've never seen anyone disappear underwater for
so long. Thank the stars, she finally popped up, a full
and unbelievable 150 feet away from the rock. I
assumed she'd be unconscious, but she was just very
shaken up and stressed (understandably...all she'd
apparently seen was darkness for a loonnngggg while)
and Si towed her to the island for much needed time out.
Getting back was a nightmare; it was her first time at
the Bitches and she'd been wary anyway. After that
experience, every riffle scared her so we had to take a
conservative route back, dropping left of Horse Rock
and then eddyhopping our way upstream to St
Justinians.�

On the day of the trip, it was a balmy summer�s
afternoon. The sound of the approaching waves was the
first thing that I become aware of, getting ever lo uder
and more menacing as we approached. The noise
taunted me across the sound reminding me of my first
visit to the Bitches a few months earlier with Cambridge
Canoe Club. I didn�t cover myself in glory on that day.
It was a big April spring tide (7.3 met ers above the
Lowest Known Astronomical Tide), and we were
greeted that day by a humbling sight. The size and
extent of this tidal induced cataract was breathtaking ·
like nothing any of us had witnessed before, a battlefield
of white water and on the front line the big guns roared
their presence. Everywhere I looked my fellow paddlers
had their jaws wide open, in awe of this spectacular
phenomenon. Even the eddies were no place for the
timid. One moment you were well out of the main flow
safely tucked in behind the eddy line, and in the next the
line had shifted 20 feet away and you were left flailing
around trying to recover your position. Sometimes the
eddy line would manifest itself as stopper wave, strong
enough to force high supports as it snatched at the
upstream edge of your boat. Other times whirlpools
would open up without warning, spinning, jostling, and
shoving your boat around impatiently.  To make matters
more complicated, everything pulsed to a new and
unfamiliar rhythm to an inland paddler, th e Atlantic
swell.
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I plucked up the courage to drop my boat into the main
stopper �play� wave, which seemed to be the least
ferocious option available but immediately I knew I had
made a mistake. I felt the wave grip the boat sideways
into the slot like a vice, it was quickly clear that this
wave was not going to let me go without a fight. Within
seconds I was unstable and forced into a desperate
support brace, giving me no chance to work myself free.
Grimly holding on I wondered how I could break the
deadlock before the strength in my arms gave up. As I
thought things could get no worse I felt the power of the
wave surge violently, forcing me to lean further on my
paddle, this was by far the most powerful wave I had
ever experienced and the situation wa s out of control.  I
knew even if I capsized and rolled back up, it would be
uncertain that the wave would release my boat whilst I
was upside down and I would still find my self in the
teeth of this spiteful Welsh beast.  The boat began to
bounce hard and for the first time since my first �real�
capsize on moving water 6 or 7 years before I felt the
urge to panic well up from the pit of my stomach. Each
time the boat landed, my partial recovery would become
weaker and it was only a matter of moments before  I
would have to take my chances, bail out and pray that
wave would flush my body deep enough under the
circulating water to catch the downstream flow.

And then suddenly it was over. As the swell surge
peaked, the dynamics of the wave seemed to alter. Th at
nasty, deep circulating wave that had seized and
dominated me so thoroughly, washed out in an instant
into a broad tumbling breaking wave that flushed me
out nonchalantly like flotsam. Moments later as I
recovered from my ordeal in the adjacent eddy, I
watched the deep stopper wave re -form ready to take its
next victim but for me it was a case of �once bitten,
twice shy� .

The experience shook me, I felt violated as my ego had
been gruffly picked up by the collar and firmly slapped
around the head and ears before being dumped back into
the boat. My confidence shattered, I spent the rest of
that day sulking in the relative security of the eddies.

So the Bitches and I had unfinished business. I was
determined that this time I wouldn�t allow my own fear
to hold me back, but as I paddled, I heard the faint roar
of the race and I felt a knot tighten in my stomach. On
the ferry glide across Ramsey Sound to the play spots, I
began to appreciate why sea kayaks were designed in
the way they were with a relative ly deep V-keel entry at
the bow compared to riverboats. The severe clapotisis
created by the Horse Rock pinnacle at the centre of the
sound created a disturbed area of water, which we had
to traverse. Meter high haystack shaped waves that
seemed to hit you from all directions at once forced
recovery stroke after recovery stroke as we battled
across, and this unsettling motion was not helped by my
choice of boat that day, my old Prem IV slalom boat, a
brilliant confidence boosting shape in the river
environment but in retrospect, an absolute liability in
those conditions at sea.

Our plan was to camp on Ramsey that night and in so
doing it became my first overnight sea trip. Squeezing
your camping requirements into the back of a slalom
boat is something of a challenge and to be honest I don�t
know how I did it. I recall that one of our number, a
formidable Premier league C1 slalom competitor took
his requirements in a rucksack which he wore for the
paddle across the sound in a borrowed polo boat which
he had never paddled before. His talent ensured he got
away with it on that day, albeit with blisters on his
shoulders. Our impecunious student state, coupled with
foolish youthful bravado and ignorance also inhibited us




