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My last column in Sea Trek was almost 12 months ago, and I 
started it with “As winter starts to loosen its grip, I know that 
many members have been out paddling in some tempestuous 
and cold winter seas”. Well, we are a bit earlier now in terms 
of winter’s icy grip and I do hope that members are taking 
the opportunity to get out and explore the delights of winter 
paddling. Mind you, I am off to try some kayaking in Hawaii, so I 
should not linger in winter mode too long!

The reason the last Sea Trek was so 
long ago, is that it has taken the Club 
community quite a while to yield a willing 
volunteer to take on the role of Editor. 
It is therefore with great delight that I 
warmly welcome Penny Byron to the 
role, this being Penny’s first issue. I am 
sure we will all enjoy Penny’s spin to our 
perennial favourite, Sea Trek.

Penny taking on this role has prompted 
me to reflect on what a wonderful 
Club we have in terms of our collective 
ability to volunteer help and support 
to each other. Of course, things like 
Committee roles and our Paddling 
Assessors and Instructors are all ‘fixed’ 
roles – they are allocated and bring with 
them responsibilities that the holders I 
know gladly take up on behalf of us all. 
Trip Leaders are in a slightly different 
volunteer grouping in that they have 
more discretion about what level of effort 
they provide (as long as they meet their 
accreditation requirements of course). 

Whilst all these formal volunteer roles 
are central to our Club’s sustainability 
(and hence part of the reason we 
have cutover to our new grading and 
training model), it is the mutual support 
members extend to each other that 
continues to impress me as President. 
You see it all the time - loaning gear to 
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each other, swapping paddling insights, 
helping each other face our paddling 
challenges, helping each other out at 
camp and helping each other pursue the 
paddling adventures we all crave. This 
volunteerism and collaboration is such a 
powerful and fundamental feature of our 
Club. We must all cherish and nurture it.

We can all revel in inclusive culture 
and enjoy being part of it, but it takes 
a collective vigilance to keep it going. 
Sometimes this is hard because it may 
require going out of one’s natural way. It 
may require donating time that we might 
otherwise spend doing other stuff. It 
may require tolerance as we persevere 
in helping someone with something you 
have already mastered. The thing is, it 
requires each of to personally value the 
worth of building social connections that 
sustain a Club like ours. 

I am very proud to see this spirit alive 
and well every time I am out with 
members on paddles, or fielding 
countless emails with queries about 
the Club, paddling and whatever. So I 
do encourage all members to keep this 
flame alive. Ask yourself, what have I 
done as a member over the past few 
months to sustain the volunteer spirit 
this great Club thrives on. If the answer 
is hazy, then make a promise to self to 



change that in the next few months. 
As you read the wonderful reports 
and stories in this issue, reflect on the 
volunteer effort and collaboration that 
shines through. It is endlessly impressive 
as I see it.

As you read Penny’s first Sea Trek, can 
I also encourage all members who are 
subject to the new Sea Kayak Basics 
cutover process to actively embrace 
this. It is a very important reform, and all 
longer serving members who are being 
asked to self-assess against this new 
minimum paddling skill standard should 
stand alongside their new member 
colleagues where this is mandatory. 

So, whilst I again look forward to the 
Spring paddling season, let’s all enjoy 
the delights of paddling in a Victorian 
winter. It is such a great season, and  
one where I am sure that our 
collaborative spirit will overcome 
the chilly reception if we go for an 
inadvertent swim post wet exit!

Richard Rawling
VSKC President
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“Creating community amongst 
all paddlers I meet, creating a 
nurturing team around me so 
everyone who paddles with 
me can have fun and enjoy 
this wonderful sport”.

The following are the 2 submissions presented 
to our AGM (Nov 18) for Life Memberships  
of Peter Costello and Terry Barry
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Peter Costello was elected as a 
recipient of the VSKC Life Membership 
as recognition of his contribution 
to the Club during his twenty years 
membership. Peter’s contribution spans:
• six different Committee roles, 
• his ongoing work as a trainer and trip 

leader over some sixteen years, and 
• his exemplary role in creating and 

maintaining a safe, supportive, and 
fun environment for paddlers. 

Overview
Peter was introduced to sea kayaking 
whilst holidaying in New Zealand with 
three days spare he went on a paddle 
with Southern Exposure Sea Kayaking.  
Peter came from a background in 
mountaineering, hiking and go kart 
racing. He joined the VSKC in July 1998.  

At the 2002 AGM Peter says, “the very 
devious Bill Robinson nominated me to 
be the Equipment Officer – which meant 
looked after a bundle of charts that over 
the three years I held them were maybe 
used once or twice. This was Bill’s way 
of getting me involved in the committee 
and I do appreciate his efforts at the 
time”. Peter served nine years on the 
VSKC Committee covering six different 
roles during this period; some roles such 
as Sea Trek editor and Webmaster were 
held concurrently. His Committee service 
culminated in the roles of Vice President 
and President holding each for two 
years. Peter remained active as a trip 
leader and trainer during these years. 

In 2003 Peter commenced eskimo rolling 
instruction for VSKC members. Then in 
2004 Peter started what he describes as 
his weekly “get me out of here” training 
paddles early on Saturday mornings, so 

Nomination of Peter Costello  
for the VSKC Life Membership

he could be home in time to take over 
care of the children from Yvette. This 
was the birth of the legendary Red Eye, 
which was an adaptation of Ian Dunn’s 
‘Tusker’ - Tuesday night paddle. 

The Red Eye 10,000km travelled is still 
going strong. It continues to provide 
a safe and supportive community for 
paddlers of all skill levels to improve 
their skills in rolling and paddling in 
more challenging conditions. The 
weekly scheduling of the Red Eye is an 
important factor in enabling paddlers to 
embed their skills’ learnings. It’s longevity 
and weekly regularity is a testimony to 
Peter’s outstanding dedication to VSKC 
members and remarkable contribution of 
his personal time to the Club.

Peter creates a positive and supportive 
environment; whether it be on paddling 
trips or training. His empathy with learner 
paddlers, combined with conveying his 
indefatigable optimism, and ability to use 
humour to lighten the tougher moments 
in training for a paddler are very special.  
These qualities have been and continue 
to be central to creating a supportive 
and fun ethos in the Club over the 
decades, as well as being vital to the 
Club enduring into the future. 

Peter Treby’s supporting statement 
affirms Peter’s passion, character as a 
paddler and sense of fun. 

We wholeheartedly affirm Peter’s view 
that his greatest contribution to VSKC is:
Creating community amongst all 
paddlers I meet, creating a nurturing 
team around me so everyone who 
paddles with me can have fun and 
enjoy this wonderful sport.
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A Positive Influence
Refer Overview notes.

Length of  
Active Membership
Joined VSKC in July 1998.

Initially Peter became active as a 
member of the VSKC Committee in 
2002, and has remained an active 
member of the Club for sixteen years to 
date. Refer Overview and notes below. 

Positions Held and  
Length of Time
Membership Officer / Webmaster / 
Sea Trek Editor 
Peter used his work skills in advertising, 
marketing and graphic design to raise 
the profile of the Club with paddlers. 
This was done through creative 
marketing strategies applied to his role 
as Membership Officer, creator of the 
first VSKC website, and assistance 
transitioning Sea Trek to a colour 
magazine being distributed to members, 
commercial outlets and overseas 
paddlers. The Club’s membership  
grew from 110 members to around  
270 members as a result of these 
outreach strategies. 

Peter created the VSKC website 
primarily so people could find the 
Club to join. It also enabled the Club 
to communicate with its members 
overnight instead of quarterly through 
Sea Trek. As Membership Officer, Peter 
created an introduction pack with a 
welcome letter, details of how the club 
worked, VSKC stickers and 10 business 
cards to pass on to anyone not currently 
a VSKC paddler.

Sea Trek was transitioned by Roger 
Ingram from a black and white 
magazine to a full colour magazine with 
production done by Peter with a run of 
300 quarterly. Peter sold magazines to 
VSKC advertisers who would on-sell it 
in their shops for a dollar or two more 
than VSKC charged. He also distributed 
copies to Paul Caffyn in New Zealand, 
Sea Kayaker Magazine, Rutland Club 
in England and other paddlers who had 
visited us in OZ. Peter took on editorship 
as well when Roger stopped.

As Vice-President, Peter persuaded Paul 
Caffyn, the world’s most consummate 
sea kayaker, to return to Australia for 
the first time after his 1981 Dreamtime 
Voyage (Australian circumnavigation) 
to be the guest speaker at our 25th 
Anniversary AGM in 2004 at Portsea. 
This was the start of Paul’s friendship 
with many of our Club members and 
returns back to Australia.

Vice President / President
Peter took on the role of Vice President 
and subsequently President he says,
“with the support of a wonderful 
committee, our interest was all  
about raising the profile of the VSKC 
and broadening the experience of  
our members by getting out there  
and paddling.”

From Peter’s Committee work prior 
to coming to the positions of Vice 
President and President respectively, 
it is evident the profile of the Club 
was indeed lifted and a wide range of 
paddling experiences was available to 
VSKC paddlers. Peter in conjunction 
with the Committee continued to build 
on these strategies. They had the effect 
of radiating the Club’s strength and 
positively enhanced the sport of sea 
kayaking to both members and the 
wider community.  

Under Peter’s Committee leadership he 
secured keynote speakers from Sydney 
– World Record Altitude Bat Wing pilots, 
from a non-paddling background to 
the 30th Anniversary AGM. This helped 
inspire the Club to move in a new 
direction, at a critical time given the Club 
had started to build the groundswell for 
a better balance of women in the club.

During Peter’s Presidency the VSKC 
took a lead role in hosting and promoting 
Freya Hoffmeister’s circumnavigation 
of Australia, with his team organising a 
spectacular media event to mark her 
completion of the circumnavigation.  

Peter was also part of the Caffyn 
Cove plaque project to commemorate 
the 25th Anniversary of Paul Caffyn’s 
circumnavigation of Australia. 

Nomination of Peter Costello  
for the VSKC Life Membership
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VSKC No. of Years  Notes 
Positions Held Years

Equipment Officer 2 2002 - 2003 Bill Robinson’s strategy to   
   get Peter on the Committee 
Eskimo Rolling Instructor  15 2003 - 2018 Latrobe, Somerville,   
   Mentone, Sandringham   
   and Half Moon Bay
Sea Trek editor, 
production & distribution  7 2004 - 2010
Membership Officer  2 2004 - 2005 Worked to grow the   
   membership base
Webmaster  2 2004 - 2005 Created the first  
   VSKC website 
Vice-President 2 2007 - 2008
President  2 2009 - 2010
Trip Leader VSKC  
Level 3 13 2005 - 2018
VSKC Instructor  1 2013 Formal role
AC Sea Guide  5 2005 - 2008, 
  2017 - 2018

History of Organising Trips and/or Training
Trips or Training  No. of  Years Notes
 Years  

Murray Marathon n/a 2000 Broke the Double SK  
   Long 40 record by 46 mins  
   with Les Bognar 
Red Eye  14 2004 - 2018 Both a trip and training run
Bay Crossings 15 2003 - 2018 Winter one-way
Turkey Burn Off  15 2003 - 2018 Summer two-way.  
   Most recent December   
   2017, 85km
Port Phillip  4 2006, 2007, 200km/36 paddlers,  
Charity Challenge   2008, 2013 100km/48 paddlers,   
   100km/28 paddlers,   
   100km/33 paddlers
Doing It In a Dress  1 2017 One Girl Foundation
Red Eye 
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Nomination of Peter Costello  
for the VSKC Life Membership
Other Significant 
Contributions to VSKC 
and/or Sea Kayaking  
in General 
Training and Coaching in Sea 
Kayaking and Related Disciplines 
Peter has introduced many people to the 
sport of sea kayaking through his skills 
instructing with the VSKC, and with East 
Coast Kayaking in a range of paddling 
disciplines. Over the past sixteen years 
or more Peter’s contributions covered 
basic skills instructing to Advanced Skills 
Course, SOT fishing skills, personal 
tuition, school groups tuition with local 
and interstate paddles. 

Peter has acted as a coach to a number 
of surf ski teams including a masters 
surf ski Hampton LSC team where a 

number of over 40 year olds have won 
bronze, silver and gold in a state level 
competition at Lorne. Peter has also 
coached a surf ski team over the past 
three years to compete in the Gippsland 
Lakes Challenge.

Peter enjoys introducing people to our 
sport and supporting their dreams of 
where they want to take their paddling. 

His work with East Coast Kayaking has 
provided a valuable conduit for paddlers 
to become VSKC members. Peter’s 
personality radiates such a positive and 
supportive aura. The VSKC could not 
have found a better ambassador for  
the Club. 

Wider Paddling Community  
Safety Education 
In 2005 – 2007 Peter completed  
a Paddling Safety brochure in 
conjunction with Marine Safety, which 
was initially commenced by Roger 
Ingram and then Peter Treby. Some 
3000 copies were produced featuring 
our own Neil Brenton, Raia Wall and 
Andrew Campbell.

Through ECK this led to Peter 
conducting safety education sessions 
through the Department of Transport. 
This was with sales staff from group 
BCF (Boating Camping and Fishing), 
Anaconda, Rays Outdoors with on and 
off water training to ensure their staff 
understood the safety requirements and 
priorities surrounding beginner paddlers. 

Peter Costello and Terry Barry receiving their Life Memberships



Peter Costello should be a life member
At the VSKC meeting, this year in November
He’s been such a MAN for the paddling community
We’re now going to give him lifetime fee immunity
He’s a monster for kayaking, he’s a beast with a paddle
From his weathercocking first sinker upon which he’d straddle
That boat was a submarine, of splintered bad ‘glass
It’s a wonder Pete worked out his elbow from arse
As a paddler; but nothing could halt him, he went out and bought
Another great folly, the white Aquanaut
Which although it shoves water, and has strange curly lines
At least he didn’t sit in six inches of brine
From starting out slowly and carefully and flatly
Until now his red-eyes glow in the dark every Sat’dy
He’s been President with a mission, he’s given so much
Now we’ll exempt him from subscriptions and such
He’s a hero of ours, he’s a wonderful mate
No illness can stop him, he can fight against fate
Pete, as long as you live, may you glide on the water
And give your great heart to your son and your daughter
Never forgetting your wonderful wife
We don’t want to lose you, WE’RE GIVING YOU LIFE!

 

COSSIE by Peter Treby“with the 
support of 
a wonderful 
committee,  
our interest 
was all about 
raising the 
profile of the 
VSKC and 
broadening the 
experience of  
our members 
by getting 
out there and 
paddling.”
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To the Committee VSKC
The Victorian Sea Kayak Club, like 
other organisations, recognises 
and honours members who have 
made what can only be described 
as outstanding and extraordinary 
contributions to their clubs by 
awarding them Life Membership. 

We believe that this award should only 
be given, in the most rarest of cases, to 
those that have, for a sustained period 
of time, contributed in an extraordinary 
manner for the benefit of the club and 
its members.

With this in mind have nominated  
Mr Terry Barry as a candidate for  
Life Membership of the Victorian Sea 
Kayak Club.

Terry has been a prodigious, 
committed contributor to the VSKC 
since joining the club in 2000. We 
hope that you agree with us, that it is 
now time to honour and recognise his 
dedication to our club by awarding him 
“ Life Membership”. 

Nomination of Terry Barry  
for the VSKC Life Membership

Club Involvement
2000   
Joined the VSKC

2005   
Attained Sea Proficiency (level 3) under 
then club President Peter Provis. Terry 
then began running club trips, which 
he is still doing to this very day. He is, 
and has been a prolific contributor of 
trips for the members of VSKC. He was 
the first to run family friendly trips such 
as Cowes Phillip Island, Walkerville and 
Christmas in July at Tidal River.

2007  
Along with John Woollard and Tina 
Evertze (Rowley) he set up the VSKC 
training scheme. And created most of 
the documents associated with this.

2008  
Joined the VSKC committee as 
Training Coordinator. This was a newly 
created position at that time.

2009  
Ran the first VSKC Instructor training. 

2010 
In conjunction with David Golightly ran 
the inaugural VSKC Sea Kayak Forum, 
with over 15 workshops running over  
the weekend.
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2010 to 2013  
Presided as VSKC Club President. 
This was a period marked by steady 
progress, and a great amount of 
activity within the Club. There was an 
emotional, impromptu standing ovation 
when Terry stepped down from his role 
as Club President at the 2013 AGM 
held at Paynesville. This reflected the 
esteem and gratitude that the VSKC 
membership felt towards Terry, and for 
the job that he had done as President. 
Throughout his time as President he 
continued to run trips, training days 
and grade assessment weekends.

2011  
Initiated and organised the inaugural 
VSKC first aid course.

2013  
Initiated and organised the inaugural 
Australian Sea Kayak Clubs Summit at 
Snake Island.

2017  
Was a member of the Training Review 
Reference Group.

2018   
Along with John and Tina Evertze 
has conducted intake, training and 
assessment weekends for new 
instructors and Level 3 members 
moving across to AC Sea Leaders.

Throughout his time and his many roles 
in the VSKC Terry has continued to run 
trips, training days and assessment 
weekends. He has also mentored, 
guided and promoted many paddlers 
through the grading system. Terry is 
deeply committed to our club, this  
has been repeatedly shown over his  
long involvement with the Victorian Sea 
Kayak Club.

We recommend Terry Barry to you as 
a candidate for Life membership of the 
Victorian Sea kayak Club.

Yours Sincerely

Steve Collins  (Nominator)

Peter Sharp  (Seconder)    
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I’ve been a member of the VSKC for around 20 years,  
sounds like a long time but doesn’t seem that long to me.

I have always been into outdoor 
adventure and always drawn to the 
marine environments starting as a very 
keen 15yo SCUBA diver. I was seriously 
into diving for over 30 years and became 
an instructor and club president.

My passion for sea kayaking started 
when I met Larry Grey (of Pitterack 
sea kayak fame). I was leading group 
of students on a multi day walk along 
the Croajingalong coast and stopped 
at Wingan Inlet. Larry was there 
experimenting with a trapeze set up 
between two kayaks for sleeping on in 
preparation for a journey up near New 
Guinea, he was making a documentary 
later aired on TV. Anyhow I thought this 
looked like a very sexy craft and the 
seed was sown.

Took a couple of years to have the 
resources and family time to finally buy 
a sea kayak, I bought 3! Thinking two 
singles and a double would see the 
whole family enjoying sea kayaking with 
me. Didn’t work out that way and as 
most do when getting into the sport 
without much knowledge the kayaks 
were lemons!

I joined the club straight away, and was 
warmly welcomed albeit cautiously by 
the old hands. First club paddle was 
Canadian Bay. Bloody hard work into a 
head wind, couldn’t figure out why Deb 
& I were at the back going hard and 
others were seemingly cruising around. 
Next club event was the AGM at Phillip 
Island. Guest speaker was Larry Grey- 
what a legend. The club had about 

Reflections on becoming  
a Life Member of the VSKC

30 members at that stage and a core 
group of about a dozen with one female 
paddler - Tina.

It soon came to pass that sea kayaking 
was a thing for me but not the family.  
There was no grading or training you  
just went along and learned by 
experience and few helpful tips by the 
others. Tina was always good at lending 
hand with a few tips along with others 
such as Bill Robinson, Peter Provis and 
Mark Heggie.

It was about this time that someone 
suggested the club start a web page 
(much discussion and doubt in the 
debate) However once up the club 
became more well known and numbers 
started to increase rapidly.

It soon became evident that the old 
‘mentor system’ wasn’t going to cut 
it with ever increasing numbers and 
hell, people we didn’t really know were 
turning up for paddles! So Pete Provis 
who was President at the time ran a 
proficiency course and I jumped in. At 
that stage rolling was a dark art that I 
hadn’t learnt as for re-enter and rolls this 
seemed like it was stuff of pure magic! 

Spent about 6 months training, 
practicing often and getting the kayak 
up to scratch before assessment, and 
surprisingly I passed. This was a real 
confidence booster and opened up the 
door to tackle bigger adventures.

Terry Barry
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First longer blue water adventure 
was a prom trip from Tidal River to 
Port Welshpool. It was a week before 
Christmas and 3 days were allowed. I 
was pretty nervous about being able to 
keep up with the group as I was the least 
experienced. So I packed as light as I 
could. Took food for 3 days no extras - 
big mistake. It remains the only trip so far 
where we got caught out in a blow and 
spent an extra day to complete. I always 
pack emergency meals now.

Since then I have completed many 
longer trips, some that come to mind 
- Paddled solo from Sydney to Cape 
Conran (3 weeks), Paddled solo around 
Maria Island, Freycinet and Tasman 
peninsula Tassi (2 weeks), MacKay to 
Shute Harbour twice (3 weeks), Banks 
Strait & the Furneaux group (3 weeks) 
Hunter Island group Tassi (3 weeks) 2 
weeks in Tonga, as well as many multi 
day trips in Vic waters.

After Pete Provis’s initial proficiency 
intake he moved away & left the club. 
There was a need for training within 
the growing numbers of the VSKC. So 
with some trepidation of the tall poppy 
syndrome Myself, John Woollard and 
Tina Rowley (Evertze) got together and 
designed the VSKC training scheme 
(Grade 1, 2 & 3) and stuck up our 
collective hands to run the courses and 
announce we were instructors!

This went very well and I found myself 
the training coordinator for the club. 
It was also one of the most rewarding 
things to be introducing others to the 
sport and see them mature to running 
trips for others.

There were many things that I always 
wanted to improve within the club, 
mainly organizational matters. In 2010 I 
made a pact with David Golightly that if 
he would take on the secretary position I 
would run for president.

David and I organised and ran the 2010 
Paddle Fest and AGM at Anglesea it was 
a first for the club. An AGM with multiple 
workshops (around 20 in fact) and it 
was at this time I became President 
and held that title for 3 years. One 
thing I wanted to achieve was better 
communication between the Australian 
sea kayak clubs. I initiated a get together 
of the main players in the New South 
Wales, Queensland, Tasmanian and 
Victorian clubs hosted by the VSKC 
at Snake Island. It really helped break 
down barriers and formed new alliances. 
Stepping down was emotional as I put 
my heart and soul into it and I left the 
club in a strong position, with a healthy 
trip calendar, strong training program 
and healthy bank balance. But I didn’t 
want to become stale in the position, it 
was time to move on.

I have continued to be involved in club 
training and in recent times have been 
the driver behind the clubs association 
with Paddle Victoria in our new training 
scheme with Paddle Australia awards. 
As I am tending to move into a new 
phase of retirement and paddling takes a 
back seat I did not want to see the clubs 
training fall backwards. 

There was a gap, so I initiated the intake 
of a new batch of instructors (supported 
by John and Tina Evertze) and am happy 
to say that we now have a new crew of 
four qualified instructors and two Paddle 
Australia Assessors, with which I hope 
the club will be able continue to be 
the vibrant, inclusive, friendly and well 
respected sea kayak club that it is. Not 
that I am disappearing, just stepping 
back a bit. 

I hope to continue to be involved in 
training and adventuring for a while to 
come. I’ve always maintained you get 
out what you out in. And I have received 
so much as a member of the VSKC. 

The honour of Life Membership has 
been the icing on the cake for me.

by Terry Barry
   

Peter Costello and Terry Barry receiving their Life MembershipsTerry cooling off



This is a weekend not to be missed!  
With a host of on- and off-water paddling activities in 
conjunction with the club’s AGM and dinner, the weekend is a 
great opportunity for members to socialise.  

VSKC Paddle Fest & AGM Weekend
Barwon Heads
8 - 10 November 2019

The paddling opportunities are superb, 
ranging from exploring the Barwon 
Heads Marine Sanctuary to longer trips 
for more experienced paddlers including 
to Point Lonsdale.  

Take advantage of the opportunity to 
participate in training for all levels of 
paddlers, with a particular emphasis this 
year on training for beginners and Sea 
Kayak Basic paddlers.  

A number of commercial operators will 
also be present over the weekend and 
will offer the opportunity to view and test 
some recent kayak designs. 

Barwon Heads has a lot to offer non-
paddling family members. There are long 

beach walks and rock pools to explore, 
and the town is well served by cafes and 
restaurants. There is also plenty more to 
see and do at the nearby towns of Point 
Lonsdale, Queenscliff and Torquay.  

Our guest speaker this year is  
Shaan Gresser.  
 
Shaan will be known to many members 
as a result of her non-stop paddle from 
Tasmania to Victoria earlier this year, 
which happened to be her second solo 
Bass Strait crossing. A self-confessed 
sea and nature nerd based on the 
east coast (Sydney), Shaan has been 
experiencing paddling adventures 
since before the age of 10. Thirty plus 
years later, Shaan is an active member 
of the NSW Sea Kayak Club who has 
developed a depth of skill and exposure 
by playing in the waters of our amazing 
continental edge ...and sometimes a little 
off-shore! Her favourite kayaking trip of 
all time though was a shared adventure 
along the amazing South West Coast of 
Tassie (via Bathurst Harbour).  

A sea guide and instructor passionate 
about finding adventure in our everyday 
lives, Shaan is now a manual and 
movement therapist, helping others find 
movement in an otherwise sedentary 
world. Hear her tales of local expeditions 
and her love of what makes Sydney 
so special for a paddling and outdoor 
enthusiast and why the spirit for 
adventure is present in all of us.
 

Shaan Gresser
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Having attended one AGM Paddle fest 
in the past I was excited to be heading 
down to Barwon Heads. I had signed 
up for a boat control pre-workshop 
with Mark Sundin and Rob Mercer 
from Expedition Kayaks on the Friday 
afternoon knowing their levels of skill and 
expertise, I was keen to pack in as many 
learning opportunities as possible.

Having said that, anytime I am on 
saltwater is a novelty and a huge 
learning opportunity. As I live in 
Ballarat my regular paddling is on Lake 
Wendouree, a fairly shallow, somewhat 
windy body of water much frequented by 
swans, people fishing and rowers (plus 
coaches in tinnies!). Thus I am an expert 
on wind chop conditions and have a 
great paddle technique for flat water and 
navigating circular routes.

I had booked into 4 Sessions.

Pre workshop:  
Better Boat Control for Open Water 
Rescues, Rob Mercer and Mark Sundin

Friday PM

This workshop really appealed as I often 
feel I don’t have sufficient control of my 
boat particularly in moving water when 
attempting to get up close and personal/
come to the aid of another paddler.
 As always, Mark and Rob did not 
disappoint. They had recruited a third 
trainer Tim (?) who for some inexplicable 
reason thought it was shorts weather!!! 
Yes he did get cold. I would like to tell 
you I absorbed all the new strokes and 
use them everytime I’m on the water, not 
quite but I have integrated a few; setting 
and maintaining an edge; holding an 
edge whilst doing a bow or stern rudder 
was a revelation; a bow rudder – who 
knew!?!; A dynamic brace (might not be 
the correct title) and the most fun lesson 
was how to laugh really loudly while 
paddling (Mark). My apologies to Mark 
and Rob as I know there were lots more 
strokes. Be comforted that my inability to 
learn more than a little at a time means I 
will be signing up again for more lessons. 
As always my boat skills are a work in 
progress but are definitely progressing.

Reflections on Training at the  
Paddle Fest AGM Barwon Heads
10 - 11 November 2018

Sea Basics:  
Terry Barry

Saturday AM 

Being an ungraded paddler I had signed 
up for Sea Basics with Terry Barry. 
Terry put us all through our paces being 
ably assisted by Peter Costello and…  
This served as a confidence booster 
for most of us as we mostly had the 
skills but had not formalised a grading. 
Terry did not quite see it this way and 
insisted on us swimming the full 50m 
(I’m sure it was good for me :/). The 
experience of being on the water (blue 
and salty) is made possible for one such 
as me by the depth of experience and 
wealth of expertise of these fabulous 
trainers. As one who struggles to hold 
self confidence in the face of fear, to 
have trainers who are so competent 
and solid in their own knowledge and 
understanding of the sea and ‘being  
in a kayak on the sea’ makes it possible 
to find my braves, put myself out there 
and learn. 
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Reflections on Training at the  
Paddle Fest AGM Barwon Heads
10 - 11 November 2018

Beginners Session:  
Katie Pilbrow and Terry Barry

This was yet another session for me 
about being comfortable out of the boat/
in the water in the boat (upside down)/
in the boat in the water (in a boat full 
of water)/in the boat with another boat 
(assisted rescue). This is one session I 
feel like I can never do enough, I need 
to keep practicing this and never kid 
myself that ‘I’ve done it! I can do that 
stuff’. Whenever I have done a session 
such as this, which is probably 3-4 times 
I am always surprised at what I don’t 
know and how knowledge about how 
to proceed with a self rescue flies out of 
my head when experiencing a saltwater 
sinus douche accompanied by ice cream 
freeze headache. I will be signing up for 
these ‘beginner sessions’ whenever I 
get the opportunity. I am reluctant to get 
out of my boat once on the water but 
every time I do I am happy that I have 
again learned these lifesaving skills. It 
reinforces to me that you don’t actually 
know a skill until you can perform it in 
all conditions. I really enjoy the different 
approaches each trainer has to the same 
skill set. There is no one way to learn or 
teach so having the same ‘lesson’ from 
a variety of people is fabulous. Katie and 
Terry were awesome, per usual.

Surf Skills:  
Steve Collins assisted by Derek

Sunday AM

By this stage I was getting a little 
cocky, felt like I had this salt water 
caper thing nailed so headed out with 
the indomitable Steve to tame some 
waves. I was also lulled into confidence 
by the sight of some very baby waves 
shushing gently up the sand. How bad 
could it be?!  Of course, the baby waves 
had developed into unruly adolescents 
by the time we got out, so despite the 
expertise of Steve and my new ‘sea legs’ 
I had the humbling experience of getting 
a bit stuck in my boat in the breaking 
waves… I can remember clearly being 
cross at being in the sideways position 
with my head not quite able to emerge 
from under the waves, thinking the 
bottom is just there I need to just pop 
back up, realising I was not managing 
to do that but not quite able to move to 
plan B – get out of the boat. I eventually 
reconciled myself to plan B but took a 
while to do the ‘reach forward to release 
skirt’ manoeuvre. I got a fright. Steve 
had seen this unfolding and swooped in 
(riding a wave beautifully) to check me 
over and set me right. I was blathering 
something about being stuck which of 
course made no sense as I had been 
doing these manoeuvres most of the day 
on Saturday. I did manage to get myself 
back in the boat and tentatively caught a 
few more waves, came out  

 
again a couple of times then retired back 
to camp for a restorative hot shower. In 
hindsight I realised I had missed a basic 
step, it would have been smarter to have 
done a more fundamental skill workshop 
run by Helmut ‘Bracing in waves’ prior to 
taking on the surf.

After the weekend I felt happy with what 
I had achieved albeit humbled by my 
inability to manage waves. What I took 
away:
• my respect for the sea is very healthy 
• my skills and capacity to manage in 

the sea is still in it’s infancy
• my respect and gratitude for the 

VSKC trainers is vast
•  I have learned yet again to not 

overestimate my skills in the ocean 
(brace before surf)

• my desire to do more training and 
have more experiences in the salt  
is high.

Thank you VSKC for the wonderful 
opportunities you create to facilitate land 
lubbers such as myself to have safe, 
supported and challenging experiences 
in the sea.

by Sally McAlpin
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The first weekend in February saw an excellent opportunity  
to take part in a Victorian Sea Kayak Club training weekend  
at Phillip Island. 

Fantastic, February, Fun  
at Phillip Island

I was a bit tentative about going, 
not knowing what limits I would be 
stretched to. I should have known 
better! Of course, it was well organised 
and carefully planned to make sure all 
30 of us had a great time and came 
back in one piece.

We were divided into groups 
according to our skill level, and then 
each group was instructed ever so 
thoroughly and patiently by VSKC 
level 3 instructors. At no time did I feel 
unsafe or pressured to perform out of 
my comfort zone.  Keith Russell and 
Peter Wilson did an outstanding job 
of leading the Basic Skills Group with 
excellent demonstrations of how each 
skill should be done. 

Our focus , very rightly, was on rescue 
techniques, so off we went to capsize, 
cowboy our way up, rescue our mates 
back and front of the kayak (head 
down on the back deck please!)

We worked on paddle float rescues, 
learnt brace strokes, beach landing in 
gentle surf and finally, a swim with the 
kayak. The other higher-level groups 
worked further out to sea and were 
later examined in writing the next day.

On Saturday night, we sat around in a 
circle at camp and received navigation 
instruction from Helmet Heinz and 
some other helpers. This was a top 
class presentation, times takingly 
prepared and professionally delivered. 
Soon after, we all crept off to our tents 
for a well-earned sleep ready for more 
challenges the next day. On Sunday 
morning, we all set off to the water 
again to test our newfound skills. 

It was a fantastic weekend of 
generosity, talent and kindness 
delivered by some of the very capable 
club leaders.

Thank you everyone for a great time.

by Carmel 
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As I came closer to Phillip Island I felt quite alarmed. 
I thought I had escaped the smoky Yarra Valley and now there 
was a large billowing bushfire cloud! I was lucky to get through 
as the highway was closed and other club members had to be 
detoured around the bushfire. Our assessment week-end based 
out of the Phillip Island Caravan Park was an enjoyable but  
also testing experience. There were three groups of candidates -  
Sea Skills, Intro to Sea Skills and a group developing and 
improving skills.  

Our group, Intro to Sea Skills were 
very lucky to have two outstanding 
assessors and instructors – Terry Barry 
and Tina Rowley. Our assessment took 
place in the scenic Cleeland Bight and 
moved further into the ocean to provide 
the requisite conditions. We reviewed 
the most efficient ways of performing 
the key strokes and then had to 
demonstrate them proficiently. Simulated 
surf support stroke, rescuing a swimmer 
on the back of the kayak as well as self  
rescue after a capsize were practiced.  
We then headed out into the choppier 
water to demonstrate our rescue and 
paddling skills.

We returned across Cleeland Bight 
demonstrating towing skills. In spite 
of a very active day we managed to 
keep awake for presentations by Keith, 
Helmut and Peter on weather, map 
reading and how to interpret various 
buoys and markers. These presentations 
were quite engaging particularly with the 
use of teaching aids.

Introduction to  
Sea Skills Assessment
February 2019

In the morning we had to face a multiple 
choice test at 8:00 am before heading 
to Smiths Beach to demonstrate surfing 
skills. We managed to perfect the 
technique of transporting our kayaks 
down the long zig zag ramps to the 
beach. The surf was very user friendly 
and it was a great morning. 

I felt fortunate to have had the 
opportunity to participate in the week-
end. I am very appreciate of all the work 
done in organizing this event by quite a 
number of people especially Terry Barry.  
This was the first assessment week-end 
for our club to meet the requirements of 
Paddle Australia and a lot of thought  
and preparation went into organizing  
the event.

by Evelyn Feller
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Hinchinbrook  
Beckons

When I plan a trip I’ve found local 
knowledge very useful, providing it’s from 
a good source. Historically paddlers, 
abalone divers and sometimes yachties 
are good sources, whereas power 
boaters and non-paddlers not so good.  
When we arrived at Lucinda and started 
getting sorted and packed we had 3 
different locals offer us advice and it 
was all the same. When they found 
out what we were planning they stood 
shaking their heads and informed us 
that the prawn trawlers were staying 
in for at least 3 days as there was a 
weather event coming. It appeared that 
BOM was not the source of weather 
information but the prawn trawlers 
were. So to head out and ignore the 

prawn trawler warning was considered 
very bad. The problem is, to paddle 
Hinchinbrook you have to book with 
national parks as they only allow a small 
number of people on the island at a time 
and of course we didn’t know what the 
prawn trawlers were doing 6 months 
ago. So throwing caution to the wind we 
used the tried and trusted string theory 
to judge if we could head out. Now if 
you are wondering what the string theory 
is, you tie a piece of string to a stick 
and hold it up. Let’s see, the string was 
dry so it wasn’t raining. The string was 
pointing in the direction we wanted to 
paddle so we had a tail wind. The string 
was not horizontal so it was ok to put up 
our sails. All good… for now.
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We headed out into a bit of wind wave 
in murky water with grey skies. Our 
destination was across the river mouth 
to M beach. Up went the sails as we 
picked up speed with a 15 knot tail 
wind and following wind wave. I was a 
little uncomfortable as I’m very scared 
of crocodiles. Many years ago I wanted 
to paddle the Kimberly in WA but was 
scared of crocodiles so I did some 
work with Malcolm Douglas catching 
crocs and working at the croc farm to 
overcome my fear. Unfortunately after 
working with them my fear increased as 
they are very impressive predators and 
the river we were paddling past has a 
lot of crocs in it. The fact that I’m writing 
this story means we didn’t see a croc 

but we did have some fun on zippers 
and breaking wind wave as we crossed 
the sand bars. There was a surf landing 
at M so I went first. No problem for me 
but as I looked out I saw Neville go over. 
Now Nev is 67 so you don’t expect him 
to be agile but he did a cowboy in surf 
faster than any 20 year old could do. 
Amazing what a fear of crocs can do !!!

The beach was soft and silty with wood 
and rubbish. The rain forest was thick 
and offered no sheltered camping. If the 
prawn trawlers were right we would be 
blown off the beach so we decided to 
head for day 2’s camp site at Zoe Bay, 
which we knew was sheltered with good 
camping. The sails made our heavy 

boats feel light and the rebound and 
slop around the headlands made the trip 
fun. As we rounded the last headland 
and headed in we had a nice push 
from the waves which were starting to 
pick up. The vista was amazing. There 
appeared to be a nice beach with thick 
green tropical rainforest at the back, 
with rugged mountain peaks framing 
the whole bay. Wow, Jurassic Park 
revisited. We followed the cliff line into 
the river mouth where we could see 
people. The camp site was easy to find 
at the river mouth and we landed right 
in front of the crocodile warning sign. 
Now I was not worried about crocs 
here, as there are a lot of kayakers that 
do this trip and I figured if there was 
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Hinchinbrook  
Beckons
much risk then National Parks would not 
allow us to do this. The back packers 
camped there came over and I made 
some flippant remark about tying up to 
the croc warning sign. One of the back 
packers was a local who is in the area 
almost every weekend. She promptly 
showed me a picture she took 2 weeks 
prior of a 3 mt croc 100mt from where 
we landed. She said croc sightings 
were increasing not decreasing and 
suggested we maintain good croc smart 

behaviour. Well she convinced me! 
Unfortunately the backpackers camped 
a 100mt away weren’t so smart as they 
were washing dishes at the water’s edge 
at night. Ok, the likelihood is low but the 
consequence is catastrophic so it’s still a 
high risk in my book. 

Apparently the weather event happened 
as the surf in the bay really increased to 
2 to 3 metres. I say apparently, as we 
were under the jungle canopy. In fact, 

from the beach you could not see our 
camp and tucked under the canopy 
surrounded by mountains we didn’t see 
the wind. The rain started to increase 
leaving everything damp with 100% 
humidity. This of course is ideal for 
mosquitoes and sand flies, as they were 
everywhere 24/7. After putting up with 
them for 3 weeks coming up the coast 
we were definitely over them and starting 
to get a little pissed off. 
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The tarps were invaluable and apart from 
being bitten it was the ideal camp to wait 
out the weather.

Much to our surprise a 37 foot motor 
catamaran arrived with some excited 
passengers. It was a photo journalist 
doing a feature on a luxury resort about 
30km away. He wanted to get pics of 
Zoe Falls for the article so the captain 
reluctantly bought them over. Had she 
known how rough it was coming into 
the bay she would never have agreed to 
bring them in. There were no breaking 
waves in the lee of the cliff but she said 
the waves were huge and steep at the 
entrance to the bay. Once she was 
committed there was nothing she could 
do but try to keep the boat under control 
and hope they made it. She was not 
looking forward to heading back out. 
The journalist wanted to get some pics 
of us surfing the waves in the bay as he 
thought they would be very unique. Of 
course it would be rude not to comply. 
We headed out before he got back to 
see what it was like so we had a handle 
on the situation before the camera 
came out. I was a little surprised about 

how powerful they were. Miss Jenni got 
suckered out too far and a big set  
came through and cleaned her up.  
Hmm maybe we should stay in closer 
just so he could get better close ups! 
Hey, I’m writing the story so I get to 
make the excuse. 

Zoe falls looks great in the photo but 
twice as good in real life. We stayed for 4 
days so every day we would head up to 
the falls for a swim and to hang out. You 
can swim at the top with magnificent 
views in an infinity pool or down the 
bottom where the falls landed on your 
head and the water was brisk and fresh. 
When we weren’t at the falls we were 
coconut hunting and eating the crisp 
white flesh or walking and exploring the 
beach and interior. Now this has got to 
be the best place to be weathered in.

Even after 4 days I was a bit reluctant 
to leave Zoe as I had a great time there 
and could easily have stayed longer. The 
seas had calmed down so we decided 
to head up to Nina Beach for 2 days so 
we were back on schedule. The trip up 
was easy as we had a tail wind, some 

good wind wave and of course some 
bounce at the headlands to keep us 
interested. The trip up was also unique 
as we got to see Hinchinbrook like few 
sea kayakers do. The mountains had 
cloud drifting and flowing around the 
peaks and the valleys had mist flowing 
down them. All of a sudden the clouds 
would part and a gigantic jagged peak 
would stand out only to be lost again 
in cloud or rain. The hair on the back of 
my neck was standing up, the site was 
spectacular, eerie, and a pterodactyl 
would not have been out of place. 
Bloody amazing. 

Nina greeted us with a surf landing and 
another great camp site. Up with the 
tarp and wet tent and of course the 
mozzies and sand flies came out to greet 
us. Yeah, yeah I know I’m whinging a 
bit but enough is enough. I’ve only got 
so much blood. The next day Jen and 
I headed off to explore the north of the 
island while Nev stood guard over the 
camp site with his book. Unfortunately 
the water was always murky which was 
a little disappointing and we were really 
looking forward to clear water.
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Hinchinbrook 
Beckons
Where to next. We decided to head off 
shore to the Brooker group of islands 
as we were hoping for clear water and 
maybe some coral. It was only about 8 
or 10 km to the island group and we had 
a quartering wind wave with a side on 
swell. Up went the sails and a fun paddle 
was had by all. We hit the islands near 
the southern end and turned north close 
to shore. The water was very shallow so 
we just glided over the spectacular coral 
with turtles scurrying everywhere. Jen 

was really looking forward to snorkelling 
when we landed. The main island was 
beautiful with rich green jungle and lovely 
sandy beaches. Unfortunately it is a 
wildlife reserve so we weren’t allowed 
to land. Fortunately the most southern 
island is not a reserve and we could 
camp on that. We were happy with  
that as wildlife don’t get much to 
themselves now, as humans dominate 
everywhere else.

As we rounded the northern tip we were 
hit by a rain squall giving us strong head 
winds and kept our heads down to avoid 
stinging rain. It eased as we were getting 
closer the southern island that we could 
camp on. Nev and I were out front and a 
couple of friendly sharks came by. One 
was quite large and could easily munch 
a leg off it so desired. They must have 
been too busy watching us to notice 
Miss Jenni coming along behind. She 
of course was not aware of the sharks 



27

passing us. The big one got to the 
front of Jen’s boat and got a big fright, 
turned at 90 degrees and with a big tail 
slap shot off. Jen of course got a huge 
fright with the tail slap and gave out a 
girly scream. Now screaming in NOT 
Miss Jenni and she hates it when she 
involuntary lets out a little scream when 
startled. Of course I promised never to 
mention it. Hee Hee. This is not fair really 
as Jen is mentally tougher than me. So 
how tough am I you say? Very tough…  
I put the scream in the story didn’t I? 
Now once again, the likelihood of a 
shark attack while snorkelling is very low, 
but we still chose not to go snorkelling 
that afternoon. 

The island we camped on had a spit 
made up of dead coral and it made it 
very hard carrying the gear to the end 
of the spit where the only flat spot to 
camp was. Still it was a good camp and 
the tarp kept us dry. The stars that night 
were perfect. No mozzies but now the 
constant damp was getting to us. Ok, 
so I whinge a lot. In actual fact I could 
not think of another place I would rather 
be or another thing I would rather do 

at that point in time. Isn’t that close to 
enlightenment on Maslow’s hierarchy, or 
maybe it’s just the fact that I drank the 
last of the red wine. Sea kayaking is one 
of those sports that offer a huge range 
of experiences. When we first started 
paddling 20 to 30 years ago it was 
always about the destination and if we 
planned 1,200 km in 28 days then that’s 
what we did regardless of the weather 
or if we had to paddle all night to make 
it. The destination was everything and 
I loved the feeling of achievement that 
bought. Now I’m old so the journey is 
more important than the destination. 
Just being out here is satisfaction 
enough for me now. Even if I whinge  
a bit!

The next day we had a tail wind and 
1.5mt seas for a 12km crossing. We 
started by sailing across the shallow 
water and coral, scaring the turtles 
again. The 2 sharks were still there 
so they must be locals. As we hit the 
deeper water it was yeeha. I let 2 small 
waves pass under my boat. The back 
of the last wave steepened up and 
the back of my boat started to rise. 

My paddle cadence picked up as I 
started to sprint forward but the stern 
of the boat kept riding up the wave 
till it stopped and suddenly the boat 
accelerated forward. As I hit the trough, 
water was flying off my bow. My speed 
kept increasing so I could punch through 
a small wave in front. While I had the 
speed I looked right and left for the next 
sweet spot. With paddle flying I headed 
right to slot in behind the first wave of a 
big set. 

As I had speed already the boat just 
accelerated and I was on for a long ride. 
Backing of the wave I looked behind. 
Miss Jenni was 20 to 30 mt behind me 
just picking up a big set. She was flying 
and catching me rapidly. As she came 
off the wave and pulled in beside me she 
had a grin from ear to ear, as sail surfing 
is Miss Jenni’s favourite thing to do. 

“Wow,” she said, “this is fun, but we are 
losing Nev.” Now this was unusual as 
Nev is normally right up with us in sail 
surfing. But it has been a year since we 
paddled together and although there is 
only 5 years difference in age we are at 



28

Hinchinbrook 
Beckons
an age when that is obviously making 
a difference. Not to worry though, 
Nev is the best person to paddle with. 
He always turns up on time, kitted 
out perfectly and is normally totally 
independent. Last year we were at the 
Whitsundays and there was a weather 
window so we could go and see the 

islands farther south. Nev didn’t feel like 
a big hit out so Jen and I headed south 
for 4 days without him. Not a problem 
for Nev as he was happy to wander 
by himself. It is so good to paddle with 
people who are always flexible and 
happy. Bad weather, good weather, it’s 
all just weather and Nev stays happy 

and positive in both. This trip we were 
sharing food and Nev always did his 
share of the cooking or dishes. Good 
mates are valuable people and hard to 
find so going a bit slower so he could 
keep up was not a problem.
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We headed straight for Combe Island 
and made a base camp from where 
we could explore the Friendly Islands. 
Another great camping spot and finally 
the sun came out so we could lay 
everything out to dry. My clothes bag 
smelt like it was dead but I couldn’t be 
sure something wasn’t growing inside. 
I gave it a nudge with my toe to make 
sure it didn’t move and making sure I 
was up wind shook out all my clothes to 
experience the sun. After 2 hours in the 
sun they felt dry but still had a very bad 
smell. Hmm a heavy duty wash with a bit 
of bleach would be the only way to get 
these clothes human friendly again. 

The last two days we had perfect weather 
and spent our time paddling magnificent 
islands with clear water, great beaches  
and nice clean jungle as we had 9  
days of rain, but no coral. Ah well you  
can’t have everything. Hinchinbrook lived 
up to everything we were expecting from 
it and more. The weather, although a little 
trying at times, gave us a very different  
view of Hinchinbrook and that we will  
never forget. Next time we won’t do a  
car shuttle but start and end at Mission 
Beach. You always know it’s a good trip 
when you finish by saying “Next Time…”.

by Les Allan  
and Miss Jenni
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As I sit and pause for a less frenetic moment, my mind wanders 
back to the Easter paddle to Snake Island and to the pleasures 
of Autumnal days, blue skies and variable winds, good friends 
and to new acquaintances soon to become friends.

It was indeed a very Good Friday as 
I flew down the highway and country 
roads less travelled, to meet the team 
with great anticipation. I knew some 
of the paddlers but there were some 
names and unfamiliar faces and I looked 
forward to making their acquaintance.

Finally arriving, having gulped soggy 
wheatbix while driving and trying not 
to splosh it over my clothes, in time 
for greetings, quick chats, catch ups, 
introductions and dealing with a little 
tiredness and some nervous energy.  
Immediately the business of sorting and 
packing in readiness for the briefing on 
the beach became the priority. Clothes, 
bags, gear, food and water all buried in 

Snake Island
Easter 2019

the hatches, sorted through the extra 
things packed initially but not needed. 
Last check, done!

It seemed that while I was early-ish 
to arrive, I was one of the last to get 
down to the beach, excited and highly 
motivated, trying hard to focus on what 
Richard and Terry were explaining and 
demonstrating with their maps, relaying 
previous experiences and knowledge 
of the area. I couldn’t believe I was 
here at last and I knew I was in for a 
fantastic adventure. I had read reports 
from previous Easter trips and secretly 
coveted this trip and finally here I am.  
We’re ready to slide the kayaks into 
the water and head off. Last minute 
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instructions and away we went, I was so 
happy, smiling and full to the brim with a  
nervous energy that the first 30 minutes 
of paddling was essential to burn off the 
excess adrenalin in order to settle into a 
comfortable rhythmic pace.  

The day was cool and the water, 
pleasant. Company was relaxed and 
fun, sharing, catching up with tales of 
paddles, expeditions and experiences 
both on and off the water.

As we moved on, it became apparent 
that the wind was not going to play 
nicely. The wind had come up and the 
pod began to splinter into several groups 
and some paddlers choosing to paddle 
on their own. It was a little challenging, 
a head wind that pushed your kayak 
backwards if you had to stop paddling 
for any reason. People were trying 
different strategies to manage but it was 
simply a matter of just getting through 
it, listening to and following the leader. 

There was a little discomfort but also 
we knew that once we moved through 
the channel, we would get into more 
protected waters to enable smoother 
progress toward our landing site. This 
part of the trip seemed to fly by and 
before we knew it, Snake Island came 
into sight with a low tide leading to the 
realisation that our landing site would 
be accompanied by portage of boats 
and gear. But as RR said, ‘We are sea 
kayakers’... and that held me in good 
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stead as we chose adventure... not 
couch surfing with hot cross buns and 
warm tea.

Arrival to the island and portage time 
came and with everyone’s assistance, it 
went smoothly and just in time to enjoy a 
quick dip in warm water before heading 
up to find a good location to erect the 
tent, unpack the essentials and get 
ready for the evening that was beginning 
to close in. Apart from the human 

unpacking and sorting noises, the camp 
site was peaceful, calm with distant 
waves and oceanic white noise. 

Once that job was complete, it was 
time to explore, see baby crabs in the 
wooden branches embedded in the 
sand, birds flying to find their night 
nesting space, collecting wood for the 
evening’s camp fire and deciding what 
to cook for tea. The camp fire was 
beautiful, cosy and warm. The sight 

and sounds of people communicating, 
sharing, preparing meals and sharing 
drinks etc was wonderful and that feeling 
of remoteness was fully captured in 
photos and embedded into my memory. 
There was much joviality and sharing. 
RR enlightened us with his knowledge 
of all things marine and prepared us for 
what to expect in the morning’s paddle 
which included observations of Clonmell 
island. I had previous seen Clonmell on a 
map and had heard about it in previous 
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recounts of expeditions so I was going 
to participate in the paddle regardless of 
the weather conditions. So an early-ish 
night was had and rested our muscles in 
preparation for the next day.

Saturday appeared, Well sort of…the 
island and surrounds disappeared in a 
milky white fog with our boats pulled 
up high and tied, to hopefully avoid 
the high tide expected from Easter’s 
full moon. The morning seemed grey, 
misty, cold and milky. Visibility was low 
outside on the beach but we were snug 
and protected by the island’s trees and 
groups of copses. After a breakfast of 
wheatbix, skim milk and 2 hot cups of 
‘43 beans’, it was time for the briefing 
and to meet up with the participants in 
the day’s paddle. Again, my nervous 
energy and absolute excitement took 
over and I could not wait to get started. 

We checked the map, tidal and wind 
conditions and off we launched around 
the edge of Snake Island into an area 
which I think was colloquially called the 
‘washing machine’ and if it wasn’t, then 
it should be renamed as it was a fitting 
description for the tussling, rocking and 
rolling water coming around the island’s 
bend. I said and repeatedly noted to 
self that this will not be the day I find 
myself summarily dumped out of the 
boat so off we went out into the frothy & 
churning washing machine. We paddled 
up and over the waves in the wind. I 
remember the roaring sounds, of waves 
swirling and twisting and turning and 
just thinking ‘WOW, this is the exactly 
experience I was hoping for.’ Once 
successfully navigating through this 
space, we regrouped and went through 
the briefing again for the day, ensuring 
we understood direction, waves, wind 

and tidal influences. Off we went and 
seemed to arrive at the beach landing 
before too long. The day had opened up 
in all of its glory, blue sky, golden sun, 
just gorgeous, typical of what to expect 
in April. Once we pulled onto the beach, 
it was eating and rehydrating time again.   
There was time to recount the crossing 
and the washing machine and look 
forward to where our next destination 
would be. RR informed us that we would 
be heading to the mangroves near 
another island which often had deer 
hunters on it. I think we all listened and 
strained to hear distant gun shots but 
there were none to be heard so we went 
back to concentrate on our sandwiches, 
fruit and drinks. Happy bellies and 
hydration levels replenished, off we went 
after another briefing and explanation 
of where we were going and what we 
would expect to see. 
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Off to the mangroves with the tide 
coming in so we could traverse safely 
through there. Inside, the mangroves 
were narrow and winding, cut by the 
flow of tidal waters. We traversed one by 
one, staying close to the leader weaving 
around and following the watery pathway 
to lead us out of mangrovy meanderings. 
This was the stuff of Huckleberry Finn 
and I was enjoying the moment with 
the beautifully warming sun and in a 
meditative state. However, soon we 
emerged from the mangroves and were 
ready to head back to Snake Island to 
commence the evening rituals of dinner 
and preparations for sleep and Sunday’s 
traverse to Port Albert.

Saturday night lead to many jovial 
discussions and consumption of 
deliciousness; meal samples to try and 
coloured fluids of red and amber shared. 

The fire burnt bright along with Hugh’s 
toes and my face where a couple of 
nasty ants with rather large pincers 
desired our unprotected flesh. Hmm, the 
pain from the bites certainly took some 
time to dissipate and fortunately neither 
of us were allergic although we were 
closely monitored by Terry... Thank you.

Finally in bed for another very quick 
sleep then up breakfast and packed 
again for the trip to Port Albert and the 
delicious lure and promise of the ‘best 
fish and chips’ in Victoria. I certainly  
want to give those a try as the evening 
dehy was wearing a bit thin and lacking 
um... taste.

Off we went, crossing into the channel 
headed for Port Albert. There were high 
spirits amongst the paddlers, looking 
forward to a new environment, toilets 

and the promise of good food. After a 
quick stopover on the banks of either 
Drum or Sunday island, we followed 
the Port Albert channel and paddled in 
towards Port Albert. Not far out of PA, 
on the outer edge of the marked boating 
lane, some people in a fishing vessel 
were watching us approach. 

Out of nowhere and for no apparent 
reason, they started up their engine 
and headed straight for us, without 
any intention of veering away safely.  
There was some scattering and cursing 
from those of us unfortunate enough 
to be the object of his aim and the 
driver zoomed on by as if there weren’t 
going to be any consequences for 
his actions. Fortunately, all of us were 
safe but pretty amazed at the person’s 
deliberate choice of unsafe boating 
practices. This served as a reminder to 

Snake Island
Easter 2019
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always be on guard even when you think 
you’re in the right position as common 
sense and water rules and etiquette 
dictate. As we paddled closer and came 
around into Port Albert, the smell of 
the fish and chips became apparent 
and I think everyone’s heart fluttered 
with excitement and voices raised in 
expectation of a delicious, hot and salty 
meal moving from an expectation to 
reality. Emerging from around the pier felt 
like the arrival of a large flotilla of boats 
as everyone stopped to look up at us, 
wave and yell pleasantries from up high. 
It was indeed a very special feeling. 

Port Albert was abuzz with a fair; a 
celebration of Easter, the moon and all 
things nautical and nice. Even before we 
landed at the beach, most had already 
planned where they were going to go to 
feast on delicious fairground delights and 
treats. There was only one thing on my 
mind and that was to get to the Fish and 
Chips as quickly as possible. With the 
tide coming in, we moved the kayaks up 
onto the beach and Neil stayed behind 
to monitor the rising tide and move them 

if need be. Where possible they were 
tied up and off we went to walk, eat and 
be merry as old ‘salties’ do.   

There is a fish & chip etiquette at Port 
Albert. The line up to order continues 
outside along the concrete, trapping 
unsuspecting newcomers without the 
local knowledge of the ordering process.  
But soon enough, it was my turn with 
some support from those who had 
done this before, to give my order and 
wait, mouth-watering, with the promise 
of deliciousness. Well out it came in 
all of its cardboard boxed and bagged 
glory, yes it was that good, worth the 
wait and definitely worth the paddle into 
Port Albert and no, no seagull got to 
share a skerrick of  my delicious lunch. 
Wandering along, there was a lot to see, 
lots of people milling around, a show 
with many stalls, musicians and rides 
and the obligatory show treats. Some of 
our group purchased hot meat or vege 
burgers from the show grounds while the 
rest of us just relaxed, ate and enjoyed 
the atmosphere.

Finally, it was time to reluctantly head 
for the location where the kayaks were 
tied up. Fortunately, Neil was on guard 
as the tide had come up and the kayaks 
wanted to head out to sea. Time for a 
quick group photo or two then paddle 
out to the channel, back to Snake Island.  
Everyone was in good spirits, with full 
tummies and looking forward to getting 
onto the water. 

After a quick on-water briefing from 
RR, we headed off and aimed toward 
the mangroves again for those intrepid 
paddlers to experience who were not on 
Saturday’s trip. RR bravely suggested 
that I take the lead so off I went with the 
smiling, trusting souls trailing behind. 

After stopping for some reflection 
and ponderings on the ‘fork in the 
mangroves’ and making a selection, 
others chose the other channel. I soon 
realised that I needed to do some clever 
manoeuvring to reverse out and relocate 
the entry point to the correct pathway. 
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Much joviality was had in this (mis)
adventure and reversing beeps and 
laughter could be heard, filtering across 
the mangroves.

Finally through, regrouping once more 
and on we went, back to the Snake 
Island to prepare for our last evening. 

The evening began with an update from 
RR alerting us to the fact that there was 
a front approaching with wind and rain 
in accompaniment so a cover needed 
to be secured over the kitchen site. We 
dutifully went to work determining the 
direction of the wind and rain and getting 
down to the business of eating, drinking 
and other important matters. After some 
time had passed, interspersed between 
group sharings of adventures, I began 
to hear some explosions in the distance. 
We wondered if it was the deer hunters 
or perhaps the thunder approaching 
although it wasn’t expected until much 
later. I decided to investigate and 
climbed to the top of the sandy ridge to 
gaze out across the bay. Sure enough, 
I could hear the explosions and then 

it became evident that the fair at Port 
Albert was coming to a close with the 
celebration concluding in the release of 
some wonderful fireworks. I summonsed 
everyone who wanted to see and we 
stood and watched the show which did 
not disappoint. The sounds echoing 
and fireworks reflecting across moonlit 
waters were fantastic. 

Just as the fairground’s sound and light 
show ended, Mother Nature’s sound 
and light show began in full and earnest 
competition. We ran for cover under 
the tarp and waited for the wind and 
rain to hit. Down it came while we were 
scrambling to get our last minute things 
under cover to keep dry. With the roaring 
fire rapidly extinguishing and cooler air 
replacing the warmth, we retired to the 
warmth and protection of our sleeping 
bags and tents to sleep accompanied by 
nature’s percussion and lightening show.

Monday morning, slowly waking and 
moving about to see if the kayaks were 
in place, tents and cooking equipment 
still under cover, we began the breakfast 

rituals before packing up for the final 
paddle to Port Welshpool. How sad... 
What a time we’ve had, with so much 
fun, friendship and fantastic kayaking 
experiences. Packed up, final briefings 
and onto the water to head back again. 
The air was much cooler, a little wind 
and tide to contend with, sky overcast 
but still lovely to be out there enjoying 
the last fresh-aired breath from this 
fabulous location - Nooramaunga.

And so, it was everything I had hoped 
it would be and understand completely 
why the trip reports had always been 
glowing; enticing and engendering the 
desire to participate in this outdoor 
adventure. The trip was rich and full of 
incredible experiences with friends old 
and new and I will look forward to the 
Easter trip to Snake Island again, next 
year and I thank you for the wonderful 
opportunity to be a part of  
this expedition. 

by Penny Byron
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February 2019
Our intended trip was to paddle from 
Stanley in Tasmania down the North 
West coast to Strahan, around the 
South West Cape and on to Hobart.  
The NW area of Tassie had always  
been a thorn in John’s side, as it was 
the only piece that we had not kayaked 
down. In 2009 John, Russel Blamey and 
I had paddled from Strahan to Hobart 
and it was always a place that we had 
wanted to go back to. Unfortunately it 
was not to be this time with our friend 
Greg Murray.  

Due to strong winds and big swell that 
did not appear to decrease for over 
two weeks caused us to reconsider our 
options. Given that I was on limited time 
compared to John and Greg a group 
decision was made to go to plan B and 
paddle as much of the East coast as we 
could in the amount of time available.  
We advised our land contact Raia Wall 
of our plans and kept Raia informed of 
our travels along the way. Unfortunately 
the money we put on the satellite 
phone was no longer used as we had 
a majority of phone coverage along the 
east coast.

This trip report is an account from my 
paddle diary.
  

When Plan A doesn’t work,  
go to Plan B!

Friday 15th Feb
Winds west 5 knots, swell under 1 
metre. Left Little Musselroe Bay with 
an outgoing tide. (Runs west to east) 
at 8.45. Found camp just north of 
Eddystone point lighthouse. Paddled 
40 kms with loaded kayak. When we 
haven’t paddled that long in a while and 
with a loaded kayak we are all sore!

Saturday 16th Feb
Rounded Eddystone Point and all 
completed a roll. Seas half metre, swell 
1 metre. Wind NW in morning, NE in 
afternoon around 10 knots. Had lunch 
at Garden Bay, then pushed onto St 
Helen’s. We found a nice beach just 
before going into the entrance. 35kms.

Tina Evertze
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When Plan A doesn’t work,  
go to Plan B!
Sunday 17th Feb
1 metre swell, N wind under 10 knots.  
St Helens to Four Mile Creek 35 kms.  
Paddle was in calm conditions. Did a 
surf landing at Scamander to have lunch 
and get water. Paddled on to Four Mile 
Creek. Looked for campsites and surfed 
in at the northern end of the beach. 
Landing was on a steep beach and 
there was no suitable camp sites so we 
again did a surf entry and went to the 
southern end of the beach and found a 
nice grassy spot. There are cabins where 
we decided to camp just on the side of 
the road.

Monday 18th Feb
Four Mile Creek to Bicheno, N 8 knots, 
increasing to WNW 13 knots, 1 metre 
swell. Wind picked up about one hour 
from Bicheno. Came into the beach and 
John and Greg went to find a campsite.  
The caravan park had closed a while 
ago and Veronica who we met on the 
beach stated that there was one across 
the road a bit. We decided to camp on 
the grass outside of the life saving club.  
They had showers and toilets available.  
Veronica who we met on the beach 
asked if she could join us camping, 
stating that she preferred her tent and 
didn’t want to pay when she could do 
it for free. Had dinner at the pub, then 
came back to camp.

Thursday 21st Feb
Wineglass bay to Schouten Island, 25 
kms, 1 metre swell, W winds up to 20 
knots with gusts of 25 knots. We went 
into a few caves and I did a roll in a cave 
through peer pressure from my fellow 
paddlers who were not going to let me 
get away with not getting wet. We also 
did a few rolls at the capes along the 
way. The last 5 kms the wind increased 
and gusting which made it hard to 
paddle into. We got around the land until 
we were able to ferry glide across to 
Schouten Island. Strong westerly winds 
eased off in the afternoon. We took a 
walk to the caretakers quarters trying to 
find them to ask if we could have water.  
After looking around and finding no one 
we filled up with water and went back to 
camp. Winds look light tomorrow to go 
across to Maria Island.

Tuesday 19th Feb
Bicheno to Friendly beaches Point. 21 
kms, swell 1 metre, wind 10 to 15 knots, 
SW turning to NE. Had lunch at Friendly 
beaches and looked for campsite. We 
decided to camp away from people 
given that we did not have a national 
parks pass. Found a nice campsite at 
the end of the beach at the point under 
the casuarina trees.

Wednesday 20th Feb
Friendly Beaches Point to Wineglass 
Bay, 12 kms, swell 1 metre NW turning 
to W 10 knots. Did some rolling at the 
Cape, came into Wineglass bay and 
there were 18 yachts moored, waiting 
for favourable winds to take them up 
north and around the west and back 
to Hobart. Found a nice camp spot 
overlooking the water. Met some hikers 
who were from Italy, Poland and Tassie.
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Saturday 23rd Feb
Today was our first day off so we all had 
a lay in and I read my book. Got up and 
washed all of our clothes at the caravan 
park. We all had breakfast and then we 
walked into town to the IGA. John and 
Greg had some beers at the pub on the 
way back to camp. When we got back 
to camp we had lunch and cleaned 
up some of our gear. John and Greg 
had a sleep, each snoring in their own 
tents. I read and did some stretching 
for my back. Went for a walk back into 
town and had a coffee. At the caravan 
park that night over dinner we met a 
man that had cycled all over Tasmania 
from Germany. He had a great looking 
tent and gear so we spent some time 
talking to him about the quality of his 
equipment. Spoke to another couple 
who were travelling grey nomads.

Sunday 24th Feb
NE winds 10-15 knots, swell 1 metre.  
Orford to Maria Island 20 kms. Left 
early due to the NE winds increasing 
in the day. Stayed on the inside of 
Maria Island due to the next following 
days forecasted to be strong NE winds 
turning to S winds. Found a nice camp 
spot with grass close to the isthmus.  
Two other kayakers arrived soon after 
us and were not that friendly stating that 
we had taken their yearly ritual camping 
spot. After a bit of time we had a chat 
to them who stated that they were from 
South Australia and paddle each year 
together for a few weeks in Tasmania.  
Went for a walk to the ocean side and 
whilst watching the ocean with two other 
holiday makers Greg goes running past 
us butt naked screaming as he runs into 
the ocean. The two visitors didn’t hang 
around for long… Back on the other side 
in the calm waters we were told by some 
yachties that in the sea grass there were 
mussels. Given that John and Greg were 
still wet from their swim they went in and 
grabbed some mussels for entrée.  Had 
a discussion about the next days paddle 
and it was agreed to aim for Eaglehawk 
Neck with a following sea and wind.

Friday 22nd Feb
50 kms, swell 1 metre, winds variable, 
sea breeze SE 10knots. Greg’s birthday.  
We decided when we woke up that 
the winds appeared to be less than the 
predicted forecast from the night before. 
I looked on Meteye and it stated light 
and variable winds all day. The Maritime 
forecast had strong winds. We decided 
to pack up and go across to Orford to 
eat and drink in the pub to celebrate 
Greg’s birthday. We also decided not to 
paddle all the capes of Shouten Island 
which would make the paddle longer.  
We decided to paddle straight for the 
main land in case the wind increased.  
The 30km crossing took over 5 hours. 
It appeared that the tide was against 
us for a while. We went ashore at 
Grindstone point for lunch. My back 
started to get sore and under my arms 
I had bad chaffing which was hurting. 
John paddled gauntlets along the 
coast and stated that it had surprised 
him how good this part of the coast 
was for paddling through gauntlets. 
My back was hurting a lot and making 
my progress slow. About 5 kms from 
Orford I asked for a tow which John 
and Greg thought was a joke. After a 
bit of convincing they each took turns 
to get me closer to shore. We found 
the caravan park across the road from 
the beach. We set up camp and then 
washed and walked up to the pub for  
a steak. We decided to have a lay day  
at Orford given that strong SE winds 
were predicted.
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Monday 25th Feb
Maria Island to Eaglehawk neck, 45 to 
50 kms, 15-20 knots, NE wind, 1 metre 
swell. Left Maria Island and used the 
NE winds to assist us down to the main 
land. Landed and had lunch about 30 
kms in a nice little bay. I stupidly went 
in backwards and caught a little wave 
and didn’t lean the right way and nearly 
snapped my neck as the kayak landed 
on me. All I could think about was a 
conversation I had with another club 
member who paddlers with us regularly 
who did snap his neck when the kayak 
dumped him upside down. My mistake 
had coarse dark sand smeared all over 
my face, in my ears and in my hair.  
Mental note to self – don’t ever do that 
again! Had lunch and we all decided to 
make the most of the wind and keep 
going for another 20kms to Eaglehawk 
neck. Arrived at Eaglehawk neck late in 
the day and paddled up and down the 
beach for a suitable place to put up a 
tent. We had found that since paddling 
down some of this coast years ago, a lot 
of new housing and changes had been 
made and it was becoming hard to find 
campsites. We got to shore in a small 
dumping wave and looked for a camp 
site. We found one behind a house and 
set up camp and walked up to the pub 
for dinner. In the restaurant I decided 
that paddling 50 kms I needed my usual 
steak, whilst John and Greg decided to 
try the fish… they complained that they 
were still hungry whilst I felt good!   
Whilst at dinner we overhead some older 
men try to chat up two women next to 
their table. Entertaining commentary 
from Greg who had wanted to join in on 
their party.

Tuesday 26th Feb
Forecasted strong SW winds 20 to 25 
knots. We decided to have a lay day and 
went for a 10km walk. Greg decided to 
go running along the beach so we went 
following his footsteps. Later on in the 
afternoon we decided to go for another 
walk and just before we took off the 
owner of the land beside where we were 
camping came home and got irate telling 
us to leave. After a while we decided to 
move around to the public land that had 
a sign up stating no camping. Later the 
owner said that he was sorry for reacting 
too quickly. We decided to go for a walk 
then go to the pub. When we arrived at 
the pub happy hour between 5 to 6pm 
had just started. I decided to drink wine.  
We got talking to 2 men from Penguin 
who had been at the restaurant the night 
before. Peter and Rick were on a few 
days holiday together, I asked how they 
ended up the night before stating that 
we had watched their attempts to pick 
up. Rick and Peter were funny blokes 
and the barman decided to keep us all 
company and get in on the conversation 
and have a laugh. The barman gave 
me $2 and said to put money in the 
jukebox… dancing and singing started 
for the six of us. Greg started planking 
on the bar, making movies of him singing 
with his two new mates. The barman 
grabbed me for a dance stating that he 
had done dance training when he was 
younger and told me to go with it!  We 
moved to another area and continued 
our party. Nobody ate dinner this night 
which was a big mistake… the night 
kept on going until I felt sick and ran 
outside to be sick. A car appeared and 
we were given a drive home to the public 
park back to our tent. This night did not 
end well for me…

Wednesday 27th Feb
Eaglehawk neck to Fortescue bay 15 
kms. NW wind 5 to 10 knots, swell 1 
metre. Rick and Peter came to see us 
off. We moved slow today and they 
ended up driving back up to the pub to 
go and find Greg’s hat that he had left 
there the night before. We left at 9.30am 
and John and Greg spent time going into 
all the caves. I went through a few. We 
got off the water early and set up camp.

When Plan A doesn’t work,  
go to Plan B!
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Friday 1st Mar
Woke up at 6am and looked at Meteye 
to see the weather report. We decided 
not to go paddling around the peninsula 
to whites beach due to strong winds.  
We decided to pack up camp and 
paddle 8 kms into Port Arthur to Stewart 
bay to the caravan park. Paddling along 
close in to shore we found some nice 
little caves along the way. Paddled past 
Port Arthur and saw all the old buildings 
and paddled onto Stewart Bay which is 
a lovely little protected bay. We walked 
about 500 metres up the hill along a path 
to the caravan park. It was arranged for 
Jack who was being cared for by his 
Aunt to drive down that day and meet 
us for lunch. Not having seen Jack for 
two weeks when he saw us Jack came 
running towards us with open arms 
shouting “mummy”. It was great to see 
him and we spent time having lunch, 
playing at the beach and park before it 
was time to say goodbye.

Saturday 2nd Mar
Strong NE winds 20 to 25 knots. We 
all decided not to paddle and played 
tourists for the day walking to Port Arthur 
to look at the history. Lots of history to 
see, we spent 4 hours walking around in 
37 degrees. We walked back to Stewart 
bay and went swimming in our clothes 
as we could not be bothered to walk up 
the hill to change. Lovely bay to swim 
in with crystal clean water. That night 
Greg had arranged for his good friends 
Kevin and May who have been sailing 
around the world for the last 8 years to 
sail into Nubeena and have dinner on 
their yacht. We got a taxi to Nubeena 
and had arranged a return taxi back 
later that night. It was great catching 
up with Kevin and May and talk about 
sailing and kayaking stories. At around 
9pm Kevin took us to shore in his dingy 
and we waited for the pre-booked taxi 
to arrive. After about 40 mins Greg rang 
the taxi man and was told another hour. 
After the hour was up the taxi man rang 
and said that it might be another hour. 
We decided to try our luck and hitch hike 
and after a few cars went past we were 
lucky enough to get a lift back. Got back 
to camp after 11pm and decided not to 
paddle due to the strong wind warnings 
that we had heard on the VHF.

Thursday 28th Feb
Fortescue to Safety Cove NE 20 knot 
winds, 1.5 metre swell. Left fortescue 
at 8 and said hello to the American and 
Canadian couple on their yacht who 
we had met at Maria Island. They too 
were headed for Port Arthur and said to 
say hello when we got there. We spent 
time going into caves, around Tasman 
Island and came into safety cove with 
a strong NE wind of 20 knots. We tried 
to find a campsite with limited success.  
John and I had been to the same place 
11 years ago and had camped on the 
beach under a casuarina tree. The tree 
was still there but Greg and John went 
for a walk and met a local who said that 
there was no camping around the area.  
We walked to the corner of the cove 
for a possible campsite and were met 
by a man and his wife and two friends 
in separate camper trailers and 4wd’s 
who said that they camp there every 
year. We met up with our friends Lippy 
and Margo who are in the NSW kayak 
club who also knew one of the people 
in the 4wd group who is now retired 
from the army. The campers were very 
confident and had camped in the middle 
of a boat ramp as well as in an area that 
said no parking. We left them and set up 
our own camp on the beach under the 
tree on dark. At around 12am we heard 
noises and cars driving up 4wd tracks.  
Then we heard a guy singing and 
whistling above us walking up the track.  
We all waited for them to come to us, 
but no one came. My strobe light which 
was brand new was buggered and kept 
turning itself on and it had decided to 
turn on at a time when we were trying 
not bring attention to ourselves.  
I went and hid it in the kayak and went 
back to sleep.
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Sunday 3rd Mar
Woke up late and looked on Meteye and 
it stated no wind. Met another camper 
named Nicci who is into hiking. Spent 
the day with her, walking and going to 
lunch together. We looked online at the 
weather forecast and it looked good to 
paddle around the peninsula the next 
day. We spoke to the caretaker who 
said that on Thursday night, early Friday 
morning he got a call at 12.20am by 
some people in camper trailers wanting 
to stay the night. The care taker said no 
he is closed but to camp in the front.  
The care taker said that at 6am when 
he got up they were already packing up.  
We realised that these were the campers 
that were camped in Safety Cove and 
were told by the locals to go.

When Plan A doesn’t work,  
go to Plan B!

Monday 4th Mar
Port Arthur to Whites Beach 45 kms, 
light winds, 1 metre swell. Left Port 
Arthur at 7am with no wind. Paddled 
around Cape Raoul at 9.30am. We were 
paddling at a good rate. Shipsterns bluff 
had no swell, this was now the second 
time that I had paddled past this area 
when the swell had been low. We got 
in to Whites Beach at 2pm and found 
the caravan park easily and the park 
was right on the beach which made 
carrying our gear a breeze. We set up 
camp, had an ice cream and a drink.  
In the camp kitchen I met a woman 
named Kiskia from Russia who was here 
in Australia researching fish cells and 
sea urchins. Kiskia said that in Russia 
the government can easily take away 
their houses and she was here hoping 
to stay and be a permanent resident. 
Kiskia’s parents were here on holidays. 
Her mother is a doctor and only makes 
$1000 per month and her father is a 
retired engineer. Kiskia stated that she 
loved Tasmania as it reminded her of 
home. Over the time of travelling we 
had met many overseas people wanting 
to become permanent residents who 
had mentioned that Tasmania was 
considered by our government as 
remote for them to live and work for a 
period of five years before moving to 
larger cities. Made me realise how lucky 
we are to be free and have choices and 
fresh air. Our friend Nicci the bushwalker 
came to our campsite and we went for a 
walk to the supermarket and she stayed 
for a while before we said goodbye. We 
all made plans to catch up when she 
again gets back to the main land. Made 
a call to work to say that I would not 
be back for another week as we were 
having too much of a good time.

Tuesday 5th Mar
Woke up at 5am and started packing 
up camp. We were on the water at 7am 
crossing from the Tasman peninsula 
to Bruny Island, 50 kms, light winds, 1 
metre swell. We kayaked on a compass 
bearing of 230 degrees. Due to the fires 
on the main land the smoke covered 
Bruny Island for some time. We had 
stopped after 20 kms to have a toilet 
and snack break and heard the loud 
motor of the pilot boat. The pilot boat 
came to a stop nearby to have a look 
at us and we were all conscious not to 
wave in case this could be interpreted 
as help us. The pilot boat took off after 
a few minutes looking at us and we 
carried on paddling to Bruny. We landed 
at Queen Elizabeth park beach for lunch 
and John rang Eddie Safrik who now 
lives on Bruny Island in Adventure Bay.  
Eddie had invited us to stay with him 
and was over on the main land coming 
back that afternoon. It was arranged that 
Eddie was buying rib eyes for us at the 
Snug butcher and was going to cook us 
dinner that night. Arrived in Adventure 
Bay and walked up to Eddie’s house, 
got his trolleys and wheeled the loaded 
kayaks up to his house and camped.
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Wednesday 6th Mar
SW winds 20 to 25 knots, swell 1 
metre. Went for a short paddle around 
Adventure Bay in Eddie’s plastic Kayaks 
the sportive. Before we got on the water 
Eddie gathered us around like naughty 
and excited little children and gave us a 
talk about how these kayaks are part of 
his fleet and how best to care for them 
for his fleets longevity… We got on the 
water and paddled towards the isthmus 
to be protected from the strong wind.  
Eddie showed us around his water 
playground and we took turns paddling 
through gauntlets and surf playing in his 
great little kayaks. John was in amongst 
the caves and rock gardens with a smile 
plastered across his face. We all got in 
cold and wet and dressed and walked 
into town. Bought food and cooked 
Eddie a meal.

Thursday 7th Mar
We all decided to have a lay day and 
went for a walk up to Penguin point. In 
the few years since we last were there 
paddling around Bruny the tourist boats 
had capitalised and built a massive 
complex to take tourists out site seeing.  
Greg refused to have a coffee at the new 
complex so we walked back in to town 
for lunch and coffees.

Friday 8th Mar
We had decided the night before that 
we would be paddling back to the main 
land and due to my time restrictions 
the east coast paddle would come to 
an end. We had intended to paddle to 
the isthmus and find a short area and 
carry our kayaks over to the other side 
and paddle over to Woodbridge. Eddie 
kindly offered to try out his new kayak 
trailer and take us up to the isthmus 
cutting down some time for us. The 
wind was still up and not in our favour. 
We said goodbye and with a solid 
headwind of 20 knots started to paddle 
over to Woodbridge to be picked up by 
John’s sister and Jack. Half way across 
and with strong winds still blowing we 
again saw Kevin and May in their yacht.  
They too saw us and came over which 
assisted for a while with blocking out the 
headwind. After a while they motored 
off and we were again paddling into 
the winds. Woodbridge came into view 
and we got to shore and were met by 
Jack and Marion. The adventure of 
paddling for three weeks and over 400 
kms had come to an end and reality of 
being on land and no longer needing to 
find a potential campsite for the night 
had set in as we were now on our way 
back to John’s sisters house to relax. In 
reflecting, even though we did not get 
to accomplish our plan A we were all 
happy to have paddled down the East 
coast and have a relaxing and great time 
with warm weather. Finding campsite 
did become challenging once we past St 
Helen’s however there are still pockets 
along the way where free camping can 
still occur. 

by Tina Evertze



Tina Evertze

I joined the VSKC in 1996 after 
paddling in many marathon races and 
going down rapids and for years there 
was an attraction to sea kayaking.  
The idea of using my holidays to 
paddle to Islands, camp and see sights 
that the average person does not see 
was inspiring.

In the early years of joining there were 
not many women in the club and I 
would find that I was the only woman 
on club trips. In 1998 Laurie Ford 
came to the AGM that was held in the 
Flinders motel room and inspired me 
to paddle to Tasmania. In 1999 Julian 
Smith, Peter Provis and Ian Dunn were 
going through an Australian Canoeing 
level 3 competency Award and tagging 
along to observe I soon became an 
active participant and was awarded 
by Instructor Andrew Lewis my award. 
This award gave me the confidence 
to continue improving my skills and 
paddle to places that were challenging.

Due to insurance changes and the 
era of people suing clubs, the VSKC 
changed and the club started to 
develop formal training. I was invited 
by Terry Barry and John Wollard to join 
them and became part of the training 
team. Around the mid 2000’s I along 
with Terry Barry and Peter Costello 
went through the Australian Canoeing 
award and secured Sea Guide 
qualifications. For me this learning 
improved my personal awareness as a 
guide and trip leader.

In 2013/2014 John and I decided to 
further enhance our paddling skills and 
went up to NSW to train under Rob 
Mercer for our instructor award which 
was no easy task. All of these awards 
have been personal development 
driven to continue to support my 
own skills development and assist in 
training others to enjoy their paddling 
experience.  Recently becoming 
an assessor seemed like a natural 
progression even though I had mixed 
feelings about obtaining this award.

As a paddler I like to enjoy my time on 
the water with like minded people. I 
know my strengths and weaknesses 
and know that to hold my awards I 
need to be paddling, practicing skills 
and continue to challenge myself. 
 
Over the 20 or so years that I have 
been in the club I have spent time on 
the committee as editor, trip leader 
and a majority as an instructor and 
trainer. I look forward to my ongoing 
involvement in training, encouraging 
and mentoring others to strive to be 
the best that they wish to be.
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John Evertze

I grew up living on the coast of 
Tasmania, 15 km South of Hobart by the 
sea where my love for surfing, snorkelling 
and kayaking grew. 

I was the type of kid who wasn’t that 
into mainstream sports, but my brother 
and I were very fortunate our mum 
worked with a lady by the name of 
Cecily Butorac, who is a legend in her 
own right in Tasmanian sea kayaking. 
She took both of us under her wing and 
introduced us to both white water and 
sea kayaking. We were introduced to 
the local Hobart paddling club, where 
we were helped to build homemade 
fiberglass kayaks (the club owned their 
own moulds), and good old mum was 
given spray deck patterns as she was 
quite handy on the sewing machine, 
opp shop jumpers were the norm, as 
were Spicer spray jackets from K-mart, 
with the stripes on the sleeves. It was 
all done in a very affordable manner and 
most family’s were in the same position 
(in those times 1970’s and 80’s).

Our main focus was white water 
paddling, because for us that is where 
the excitement was at the time.  
I continued with it into my early  
twenties, till I moved to the mainland  
for work reasons.

Due to the lack of access to good 
white water I focused on stand up 
surfing instead, and travelled the 
country working and surfing, hanging 
out in some really special coastal 
environments. I did this for almost 20 
years, but gradually the surf breaks 
became more crowded, and I needed 
something else, bring on sea kayaking. 
I paddled a lot by myself on the west 

coast of Victoria before meeting fellow 
club member Tony Chick who  
suggested that I join the VSKC. I joined 
a club weekend at Phillip Island for a 
training session, I was put in the novice 
group and ignored by my instructor  
Tina, because I paddled a plastic sea 
kayak, but alas eventually Tina saw 
that if you put the boy in a fiberglass 
Nadgee and put him in an expedition 
environment he may actually prove to 
be a worthwhile character. I ended up 
going through the VSKC grading system 
through to instructor. 

Tina and myself could see the writing 
on the wall as far as insurance and 
bureaucracy goes in regards to 
kayaking, so we made the decision to 
go to NSW, where we were unknown to 
be trained under and assessed by Rob 
Mercer as (at the time AC instructors). 
When I look back at those times the 
training we received from Rob and the 
interaction with the NSW paddlers who 
felt sorry for us for being Mexicans, we 
learnt a lot and had some good times 
over the border. 

Upon adding a young family member 
our paddling priorities have changed 
over the years, from long winded 
expedition paddles, whenever you feel 
like it, to shift paddling, and sometimes 
juggling babysitters, Jack’s aunts have 
helped us a lot. I love getting out on the 
water, especially in fun and challenging 
conditions, and I like helping others 
along the way.

Coming from a grass roots paddling 
background, of over 45 years, paddling 
was good then and is still good now, 
paddlers were still good then (with 
limited equipment) and are still good 
now. The environment is pretty much 
the same, despite a bit of damming and 
logging and tourist development. Paddle 
Australia have added a heap of paper 
work for us all to fill out god bless their 
souls, I guess we have to suck that up 
to a degree. But really I think the main 
priority is to get on the water as often  
as possible.

Cheers John
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Background
In 2014 I met Bob Fergie at the Keppel 
Bay Sea Kayak Symposium where we 
were both presenters and he asked 
whether I would be interested in coming 
along to the VSKC Blue Water fest to be 
held later in the year. I was surprised at 
the invitation but even more surprised 
when he suggested that I should 
consider attending as the guest  
speaker for their big Saturday after 
dinner presentation. 

Despite my preference that we make a 
more low key contribution he made it 
quite clear that he felt the best outcome 
for the VSKC was if Mark and I arrived 
ready to deliver talks and training and 
bring the whole EK trailer and mobile 
store with us as well. 

To me this was a real dilemma: I knew 
that it was customary for invitees to  
be overseas paddling gurus or  
hardened expeditioners with stories  
of adversity and triumph that spanned 
vast distances.

I am realistic enough to know I am 
neither guru nor hard man and initially 
had my doubts, but Bob was very 
encouraging so Mark and I started 
planning to make the best possible 
impression, but also have some fun 
sharing our own ideas about paddling, 
make some new friends and learn some 
more about kayaking on the cooler, 
wilder waters of the Victorian coast.

My Reflections on Four Years of 
the Blue Water Paddle Festival

It transpired that 2014 wasn’t actually 
going to work for the VSKC and I must 
confess to being relieved to be off the 
hook. However Bob assured us that 
2015 would definitely happen and 8 
months later on North Keppel Island, 
some 3000 kilometres North East of 
the planned venue, Bob confirmed that 
we were to be formally invited to attend 
the VSKC Blue Water Fest at Cape 
Paterson. With my limited knowledge of 
the area I knew that a cape overlooking 
the turbulent waters of Bass Strait would 
be a far cry from the tropical tranquility 
of Keppel Bay and wondered how we 
would handle the conditions.

I am not new to the challenges of arriving 
in unfamiliar settings and working with 
paddlers I have never met before, and 
I have learnt that in a sense it is like 
kayaking an unfamiliar stretch for the 
first time in that it makes sense to gather 
as much local knowledge as possible 
before you make your plans, and then 
still be willing to “wing it”. To this end 
I called my good mate Mick Macrobb 
to let him know we were coming down 
and also to get some very important tips 
about what he thought would go down 
well. His insight and enthusiasm was 
invaluable. I also called John and Tina 
Evertze as we had done some training 
together already and they were also very 
encouraging, giving me some great tips 
on how to plan our sessions to match 
the likely venues and participants.

Mark, Rob and Tim
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Treading Lightly 
Compared with other sea going activities 
(yachting and surfing come to mind) 
sea kayaking culture is not particularly 
territorial but it still pays to respect 
local differences and recognize the 
higher achieving local paddlers and 
instructors. VSKC is like NSWSKC in 
that it has been going for a long time 
and has some unique characters with 
impressive expedition records and some 
who have made serious contributions 
to the collective knowledge and skill 
development of the membership. As 
guests it was our intention from day one 
to work with these key people rather 
than work against them. We weren’t 
claiming to know better, we just sought 
to present our own approach  
on kayaking technique and hope it  
was of some value. We wanted to learn 
as well and also just enjoy the company 
of fellow kayakers from another part of 
the country.

Fortunately from working with clubs all 
the way from Yepoon in the north to 
Bruny Island in the south and Albany 

My Reflections on Four Years of 
the Blue Water Paddle Festival

in the west I have learnt to expect 
surprises. Rudders, sails, helmets and 
Greenland paddles have all been either 
ubiquitous or conspicuously absent. 

I remember arriving at one major event 
where more than eighty percent of the 
participants used Greenland paddles 
and almost everyone wore a helmet even 
on flatwater. The helmets were all very 
similar so it was extra hard to remember 
who was who, and the paddlers with ear 
guards on their helmets found on-water 
verbal communication difficult. Most of 
the Greenland paddles were really long 
so most of what I wanted to share about 
forward stroke was not going to work 
and didn’t seem of any interest to them 
anyway so we made an on the spot 
decision to drop my plans and work 
on boat control. I borrowed a GP to 
demonstrate how the techniques would 
work with either paddle and had a good 
morning on the water anyway. As the 
group were all paddling skeg boats this 
became our common ground. Most of 
my first twenty years of paddling were in 

rudderless kayaks and I really enjoy this 
sort of paddling so it was just a matter of 
being responsive to the situation.

I have turned up in other states to work 
with groups that believed a boat’s merits 
were all about the amount of rudder and 
sail area carried and even taking rudders 
out of the water to maneuver was 
viewed with suspicion, but we still found 
plenty to work on starting from points of 
broad agreement and then testing some 
variations to see what worked best with 
the different kayaks.

Our first trip to Cape Paterson confirmed 
what we had been told about the VSKC 
being one of the most diverse groups in 
the country. By this I mean that within 
any group for any session there was a 
really broad range of equipment and 
approach. No one kayak type, paddle 
shape or mindset completely dominated. 
This is quite a lot like what we have 
in NSW only more so. Mark and I are 
comfortable with this because we are 
really more focused on results than 
dogma and quite happy to spend time 
coaching individuals within the group to 
adapt the technique to their personal 
aptitude, attitude and equipment. I think 
this is where being familiar with a wide 
range of paddling styles is handy when 
travelling around to symposiums and it 
keeps you on your toes too.
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First Impressions
On arriving at Cape Paterson my first 
impression was what a tough venue for 
a big gathering. Even Inverloch and the 
sheltered inlet had fast currents, rows  
of breakers at the entrance and cold 
wind funneling down the river and this 
was to be our calm water location for 
technique classes!

I must admit I was doubtful that we 
would have full attendances for our 
commercial training sessions the 
following day but I was proved very 
wrong when, despite the deteriorating 
conditions, everyone arrived on time well 
dressed and prepared to paddle. Back 
in Sydney there are a few optimists in 
any group who will turn up in shorts and 
a rashie and require some convincing 
to add more layers despite all objective 
evidence that it is inclement weather. 

In fact we had few extras turn up on 
spec that we couldn’t really turn away. 
Given the final size of the groups Mick, 
Tim and Bob kindly helped out making 
sure everyone knew what was going  
on as we moved up and down the inlet, 
staying out of the wind and working 
through our drills, games and  
coaching sessions.

By the end of this first day on the water I 
felt like I had about 20 new friends, and 
I also realized how many familiar faces 
there were from previous gatherings in 

NSW and Queensland including Dave 
Winkworth, one of my mentors from 
way back in the nineties well before the 
invention of the Nadgee. By the time 
we were listening to Julian’s Bass Strait 
talk that evening I felt very welcome and 
quite at home.

The rest of the weekend was a bit of a 
blur with more paddling groups and a 
chance to show off some of our kayaks 
and merchandise. My not so heroic 
story of paddling around my hometown 

waters in Sydney was well received. 
Mark ran an on-land demo concentrating 
on the biomechanics of forward stroke 
using an ergometer and despite dire 
warnings we had been given back in 
Sydney, neither of us even came close to 
being burnt at the stake.

Instead, Mark and I were presented 
with VSKC shirts by Bob at the Sunday 
lunch, and we really appreciated the  
level of acceptance and friendship that 
this symbolized.

Rob Mercer showing his new Audax
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My Reflections on Four Years of 
the Blue Water Paddle Festival
Four Years Later
To be able to attend our first Bluewater 
Festival as guest presenters was a 
real privilege and has made it easier 
in subsequent years to offer a more 
low key contribution as commercial 
trainers and retail exhibitors. To “earn 
our keep” we also try to offer a few land 
sessions, so far these have covered a 
paddle selection workshop, designing 
and building of the Audax, weather 
interpretation from videos, ergo forward 
stroke sessions and video making 
workshops. We have also joined in with 
club paddles to assist the VSKC leaders 
if required and enjoy the chance to see 
other leaders in action. 

Each year we have offered a day of 
commercial training prior to the event 
on Friday and I know that Mark and I 
really enjoy this opportunity to see new 
paddlers on the water but also catch 
up with those we have worked with in 
previous years. The Friday groups have 
covered a broad spectrum of abilities 
with everyone from fairly new paddlers to 
highly qualified instructors coming along. 

To me, this speaks volumes about the 
humility of members and their desire to 
learn and share ideas. It also keeps us 
working hard. In anticipation of this we 
now try to design the sessions around 
a theme so that the exercises and 
feedback can be useful across a broad 
range of abilities. 

Hopefully for the instructors they also 
pick up a few training ideas for the 
future. So far we have had our mate 
Tim Pearse along each year to help 
with extra coaching and to make sure 
everyone has something to work on and, 
with a bit of luck, we hope he can join us 
again in 2019.

This year we haven’t yet settled on  
the exact details of our Friday sessions 
but we will keep it fresh and different 
enough so that previous attendees can 
still find value in the sessions. By the 
time registrations are out we will have 
this finalized. 

Celebration
There are many excellent paddlers in 
the VSKC as there are in all clubs, but 
for me one of the standout features 
of the Bluewater Fest for both Mark 
and I is the heartfelt celebration and 
recognition of member’s achievements. 
There is a generosity of spirit in the 
acknowledgment of life members, 
outstanding adventurers, video makers 
and even last year an “ambassador” 
award for a long-standing member 
moving interstate. Finally, the Mick 
Macrobb photography award is 
especially meaningful for me as he was a 
great mate. The award also reminds me 
that Mick’s encouragement was one of 
the reasons that saw us pack the trailer 
and make the first trip four years ago. 
He is well remembered as some one 
who brought people together and this is 
ultimately what events like the Bluewater 
Festival are all about.

Although this will be our fifth Bluewater 
Fest we certainly don’t take the invitation 
or hospitality for granted and look 
forward to sharing our passion for 
paddling with you all again at beautiful 
Barwon Heads in early November. 

by Rob Mercer
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