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This Ebb & Flow will find KNL members gearing up for another great season of
paddling, including our annual Kayakers' Retreat in May. The range of activities at
this year's Retreat is more impressive than ever. I encourage you to register early to
ensure that you get to participate in the events you desire. It takes a lot of hard
work to create such a large and varied event. I encourage you to take a moment
during the Retreat weekend to thank Sue Duffett, Paul Boundridge, and other
members of their organizing committee for their dedication and long hours of
preparation.
A couple of the articles in this issue of the newsletter concern paddling in Labrador.
The Big Land offers an endless variety of kayaking adventures, but some are not
for the faint of heart. Peter Armitage has pulled together a great collection of
articles for your reading enjoyment. Many thanks to Peter and all the authors.
The KNL Board is currently putting together the Calendar of Events for spring and
summer. We're organizing a great program of whitewater paddling, sea kayak day
trips and overnights, safety workshops, instructional clinics and a beach clean-up.
There is something for beginners and experienced paddlers alike. Stay tuned! You'll
be hearing more about it soon.
Again this year, the Central and West Coast chapters are organizing events across
the province for your paddling enjoyment. In Central, Peter Haliburton has handed
over the chapter reins to Cathy Peddle, who recently moved to Gander. Many
thanks to Peter for all his hard KNL work in 2005. And good luck to Cathy and the
rest of the Central committee in 2006. Not to be out-done, Deanne Penney in
Corner Brook and her West Coast committee are busy organizing pond sessions
and outings this summer.
I want to extent a special thank-you to all the KNL members who have stepped
forward to help on various committees across the province. Teamwork is the key to
KNL's continuing success. If you have not done so yet, please consider pitching in
and lending a hand with a KNL activity near you this summer.

Ebb & Flow production
Peter Armitage (editor in chief), Richard
Alexander (copy editor) & Louise Green
(layout assistance).
Interested in joining Kayak
Newfoundland & Labrador?
Membership renewal- April 1st (one year)
Drop us a note by snail mail at:
Box 2, Stn. “C”, St. John’s, NL, A1C 5H4,
or pick up an application from our website www.kayakers.nf.ca.
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Lastly, the whole point of KNL is to help you get out and enjoy paddling. Our
Circle the Avalon Club Challenge will shift into high gear this summer. If you and
your boat find yourselves in eastern Newfoundland, please participate and
contribute to the club reaching its goal. Can we complete the circle this year?
Maybe we should start a pool to guess the finish date?
Here's hoping that 2006 will be a year when you enjoy more time in your boat, on
the water. I can't wait. Have fun and play safe this summer.
Neil

Ungava Bay and Labrador 2004
Nigel Foster
Three small wooden spoons sit on my bookshelf, crudely
carved from driftwood found on Lacy Island, one of the Button
Islands off the northern tip of Labrador. I carved those spoons
after losing my cutlery landing in the dark having crossed
Hudson Strait from Resolution Island. I planned to kayak
Labrador from its northern tip as far south as Nain, but after two
frustrating weeks of delays in Iqaluit it was really too late in the
season to begin. It was almost September before I reached the
Button Islands, perfect timing for the onset of autumn storms.
Eight windy days later, near the deserted village of Port
Burwell, I ran into an oil tanker and hitched a ride to Nova
Scotia. That was 1981 and I have wanted to return ever since to
complete the trip. That finally happened in 2004. This time I
began at Kuujjuaq in Ungava Bay, northern Quebec,
accompanied by the enigmatic ceramic artist Kristin Nelson,
now my wife.

flood the crazy foreshore and inundate the estuaries and bays. It
is a fiercely energetic system and a challenge to weave a good
line by kayak without getting stranded or swept into
backwaters.
We ferry glided across gaps between ledges during both the
rising and falling tide. At night we pulled up onto bare rock to
camp, marveling at the glittering crystals in the twisted bands of
color that swirled across the smooth surfaces, and then when the
sun had set, watching the aurora borealis twisting green curtains
across the sky. But those relatively relaxed days soon ended.
Battling forward against the wind, close to the rock, Kristin
spotted something nearby that might have been blocks of
outcropping quartz. A moment later two polar bears were
ambling down toward us. They were quite close to us when they
suddenly spooked and ran away. We headed quickly in the
opposite direction and from then on kept a little further from
shore just in case.
Our next polar bear experience was more serious. I had landed
on a small island for a pee when a polar bear ambled over the
summit about 20 metres from me. I called to Kristin, still in her
kayak, to reverse onto open water, but she was already
grounded by the falling tide. The bear stopped only a metre or so
from her and checked her out with some curiosity. I pulled my
flare gun from my day hatch, and with my first shot startled the
bear away a few metres giving Kristin enough time to get out of
her kayak. Then the bear was back, sniffing her rear deck bag
while we stood at the bow.

Near Cape Kakkiviak, Northern Labrador
(photo Nigel Foster)

The Koksoak River swollen wide by the morning high tide fell
swiftly from Kuujjuaq toward the bay. We almost reached the
mouth before the current abruptly reversed direction to stop us.
We ferried to the cliff and looked for a place to land for the night.
Finding a good place was critical. The tidal range in Ungava
Bay is fairly big, up to 12 metres, so we had to work quickly to
unload the camping gear and our five-week supply of food to
run that up the steep rock to beyond the reach of the tide before
we could tackle the empty kayaks. While we worked the water
rose fast. By the middle hours of the tide, the water level would
be rising 5 cm every minute.
Ungava Bay is a wide bay that cuts a bite out of the south shore
of Hudson Strait to the west of the Labrador Peninsula. When
the tide falls, currents flow in all directions between the ledges
as the water escapes into the bay, finally exposing a maze of
rocks and ledges, mudflats and boulders that extend that can
extend into 5 km of foreshore. After a pause, the water seems to
suck back in again, the currents racing in between the ledges to

Vertical intrusions of black igneous rock in the cliffs south
from Ramah (photo Nigel Foster)

cont’d next page
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Ungava Bay (cont’d)
ridges and spiky summits, snow slopes and deep fjords. The
icebergs too were bigger, more majestic than those we had seen
in Ungava Bay. This was the landscape that attracted me in
1978, when, kayaking along the Newfoundland coast with Tim
Franklin, we saw the photographs of Labrador that decided my
plans for 1981.

Jim and Helena Anderson outside their cabin, Village Bay,
North end of Port Manvers Run (photo Nigel Foster)

My flares were of no further interest to the bear, but while I
continued shooting, Kristin calmly commanded over and over,
“Bear, be gone!” After some long minutes of standoff the bear
seemed to lose interest and ambled away. As soon as we moved
to leave, it hurried back, but we were already afloat and moving
away fast. It followed us around the island, and began
swimming after us when we reached open water.
Bears became a significant part of our trip from then on. We ran
into sixteen at uncomfortably close range during the trip,
usually spotting these masters of disguise at the last moment.
I was excited to reach the northern tip of the Labrador Peninsula
with its distinctive geological landform, faster tide streams and
cold foggy conditions. I felt very humble and emotional on
reaching Port Burwell, showing Kristin where the oil tanker had
been anchored. McLellan Strait, running between the mainland
tip of Labrador and Killinek Island, had been one of the reasons
I had wanted to get to northernmost Labrador in the first place.
The tide is said to run at ten knots through the narrows during
spring tides, but sadly it was now neaps. We decided to camp
near the narrows to catch the ebb early next morning, but when a
swimming polar bear appeared determined to catch up with us,
we modified our plan. Instead we paddled the entire 24 km
passage against the tide. We ran into three polar bears that day.
In contrast to Ungava Bay's big tides, fantastic rock ledges, mud
flats with boulders and mostly low shore, Labrador has smaller
tides, steep cliffs and coastal mountains; the Torngat Mountains
in the north. It also has fog. We spent whole days paddling by
compass in straight lines from point to point along the coast,
occasionally glimpsing shore, or mountain tops, or the sun
gleaming through the blanket like a pale moon. But when the air
cleared, we were stunned by magical views of knife-edged
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Predictably, the paddling was not always easy. Swell suddenly
developed one day while crossing calm water in Seven Islands
Bay. It looked as if a tide was running into the bay. I watched my
course and found I was not drifting sideways. The only other
explanation could be wind; wind from the fjord blowing out to
sea. We paddled hard for the closest island, but in ten minutes
we could see the spray and whitecaps advancing down the fjord
toward us. When they hit, we had to struggle to make any
progress at all. We had no option but to head into the wind until
we reached land, or we would have been blown out to sea. This
was the first day of very strong winds during the trip, and as we
had expected, they sprang up with little warning, funneling
between the mountains.
At Saglek, we pulled ashore from a rising wind and strolled up
to look for the wreckage of a B-26 Marauder bomber that had
crash-landed there in 1942 during the Second World War. Now
there is an unmanned radar station on the cape above that flat
saddle landing site between the mountains.
We were astonished to find some 32 people at a lower site once
used by the military. They were clearing up PCB's, washing the
rocks and packaging contaminated soil for removal and
incineration. We spent the night as their guests, sleeping
uneasily in a bed among the now unfamiliar noises of plumbing
that woke us in the night imagining polar bears.
At Hebron, one-time Inuit village and one windy day's paddle
south, stands a magnificent mission house prefabricated and
shipped there by the Moravian brethren in the 1800's. This long
building, now a heritage site, is under restoration. A team of
eight was working on the roof, trying to get it re-shingled before
the winter storms. It was from these Inuit working at Hebron,
and at Saglek, that we gained local knowledge about the next
section of coast. All the villages along this northern coast were
evacuated in the 1950's at the direction of the government who
thought the people should live further south in towns where jobs
and housing would eventually be available, rather than
subsistence hunting along the coast.
At their suggestion, we followed a route between the
precipitous cliffs of Cod Bag Harbor to a narrow isthmus
between the mountains. We camped at this portage point
surrounded by ancient tent circles and stone burial cairns,
overlooked by tall mountains, with caribou wandering past and
seals basking on the rocks in the bay.

cont’d next page

Ungava Bay (cont’d)
Our route south ran between the Okak Islands across the
northern tree line. We imagined we might now see fewer polar
bears and more black bears, but we saw each in equal measure.
The occasional hut we passed on the shore told us we were
approaching civilization again. We rounded the Kiglapiat
Mountains on a sunny day and entered Port Manvers Run, a
channel running in the protection of South Aulatsivik Island.
Here we met Jim and Helena Andersen at their cozy cabin and
shared their arctic char, contributing boleti that we collected.

written a book about Labrador including his trip there with
Kristin and is currently seeking a publisher. Check his web site
for news - www.nigelfosterdesigns.com

With just a short hop left to Nain, the weather turned windy. It
was early September, and just as in 1981 in northern Labrador,
the winds sprang up and blew hard. When the wind finally
eased and the sky cleared, snow coated the mountains and frost
encased our kayaks. Now on glassy water we paddled the few
remaining miles to Nain.
We had spent just over five weeks exploring a very special wild
and beautiful coast. We saw few people but many signs of
earlier inhabitants; tent circles and chert shards, Inukshuks,
caches and graves. This coast for the moment is uninhabited
wilderness but it was inhabited for thousands of years before
the people were relocated. A National Park has just been
designated for the area that will generate more tourism, and
there's talk of mineral development north of Nain as well.
Places change. I'm glad we saw it when we did.

Kristin cooking over a small fire, Webb Bay,
near Nain, Labrador (photo Nigel Foster)

Nigel and Kristin live in Seattle, Washington, USA. Kristin
makes ceramics for a living (see www.krikristudio.com)
while Nigel makes his living from kayaking. Look out for his
books, sea kayaking instructional series, designs (kayaks,
paddles, accessories). Nigel also teaches and gives
presentations around the world about sea kayaking. Nigel has

Closer to Home
Bob Gagnon
This short article doesn't have any safety tips, it's not about hairraising kayaking experiences, it's not even about the latest
equipment. It's about something at the heart of sea kayaking, at
a deep level. It's about you! That's right, you.
I've been a kayaker for several years now. I know my own
passionate relationship to it and it's obvious how intense all
kayakers seem to be about their 'hobby' (a completely
inadequate word, forgive me).
Have you ever wondered what fuels that passion? I have, and
when I first started thinking about it, I thought this is probably a
complicated subject. But the ideas kept surfacing, so I figured I
would try to commit them to paper; always a good exercise for

clarifying thoughts and feelings.
To get straight to the point, I believe the kayaker's passion,
possibly more unconscious at the beginning, is related to
human beings' relationship to water, and more specifically the
sea. We came from the sea, as did all life on earth. Before we left
the sea, we probably resembled and moved like fish. The briny
fluids that make up most of our bodies testify to that fact, as
does the vast body of evidence that supports Darwin's theory of
evolution.

cont’d page 20
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The Mighty Eagle River
Greg Stroud
I sat staring out the window of the Twin Otter at the endless
tracks of trees, bogs, and water that lay before us. It's no
wonder that Labrador is known as “The Big Land.” Everything
here seems bigger. The Mealy Mountains, stretching eastward
to the sea, stood like a giant sentinel over the northern section of
the Eagle River valley. This mighty river would be our home for
the next seven days and would present itself with great
paddling.
It was two days since we had arrived in Goose Bay, and getting
to this point was an adventure in itself. Dave Cote and I could
not make the drive up the coast due to work commitments, so
we both flew directly to Goose Bay on Sunday morning. Not
much of an adventure for us, but for Peter Deering and John
Gosse, it was a different story. They had to take all four boats,
two kayaks and two solo canoes by road to Cartwright. From
there, leave the two trucks at the wharf in Cartwright, load all
the gear on the coastal ferry and steam into Goose Bay where
we would all meet on Sunday. Surprisingly, everything went as
planned, and in a way, I was glad that I missed the ferry
considering all of the logistical complications faced by Peter
and John.

The river had a fairly good flow, so paddling was not a chore.
The scenery was rugged and the shoreline uninviting with
many boulders and thick trees. I wondered to myself about
potential campsites as we paddled down stream. Our
destination for the day was the confluence 24 kilometres down
river where the northwest section of the river joins the
southwest.
It wasn't long before we stopped for lunch where we
immediately grabbed our fishing gear to try our luck for the
famed brook trout of the Eagle. My first cast was rewarded
with a three-pounder, and the second cast did not disappoint me
either. After two casts, we had enough fish to feed all hands at
supper. The rest of the day was easy paddling through gentle
rapids and flat water. We got to the confluence by supper, and
as luck would have it, the first sandy area seen all day. This
would be our first campsite even though it was a bit wet. The
full force of the Labrador flies became apparent when we were
collecting fire wood. You have to experience the flies - no
description does them justice. We were plagued throughout the
trip, especially during portages.

Everything was falling into place except the weather. The rain
started as the ferry was pulling into the dock at Goose Bay, and
it was pouring by the time Dave and I arrived. After checking in
with the pilot, it was obvious we weren't going anywhere that
day. The next morning proved to be no different. The sky
cleared eventually, and departure looked good for the following
day. The early morning sun shining in the cabin the next
morning was a sure sign that we would be on the river that day.
After thirty-six hours of hard rain, and stuck in Goose Bay for
two days, it did not take much encouragement to load our gear
quickly into the Twin Otter. When we left home, the Eagle
River was flowing at about 140 cubic metres per second, and by
the second day into the trip, it would be almost doubled. The
Eagle has an incredible watershed, larger than any on the island,
and we had no idea of what to expect.
Our original idea was to fly to Park Lake which feeds into one
of main arms of the Eagle. However, the pilot convinced us that
it would be easier to land at Byrne Lake which is smaller, and is
sandwiched between Park Lake and Igloo Lake. He claimed
that it would be a shorter paddle to the outflow brook leading to
the Eagle. We accepted his advice and flew to Byrne Lake. The
plane taxied to a wharf, dropped us and our gear off, and
supplied some fishermen with extra gas for their generators.
The sun was shining and the mood jovial as we pushed off the
wharf and headed southward toward the end of the lake.
In no time we were off the lake and on a small, shallow brook
that was not deep enough to allow us to paddle for any great
distance. It was a constant in and out of the boats for the entire
length of this tiny brook. As we approached the Eagle, yellow
warblers were singing from the dense alder bushes growing
along the brook. All the way down, the fishermen paddled
close behind on route to their favorite fishing holes for the day.

Greg’s first big trout (photo Dave Cote)

The next day was beautiful as well with lots of sun and great
paddling. Mostly class two rapids with a couple of class tree
sections. The kayakers went first to scout and pick routes. This
made scouting almost unnecessary for the canoeists, and saved
us a considerable amount of time throughout the trip. Some of
the rapids had to be portaged by the canoeists, and running them
in kayak was very reminiscent of the standing waves through
the canyon on the Exploits River. After paddling 42 kilometres,
we found a suitable location for a campsite. The shoreline was
flat, but rocky, and the tent site was very comfortable after we
customizing it with fir boughs. Quite a luxury compared to
what we would face.

cont’d next page
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The Mighty Eagle (cont’d)
The sunshine the next morning promised another fair weather
day. We pushed off around 9:00 a.m. and headed for the “Four
Sisters.” Scouting reports described four canyon areas along
this stretch before the river opened to a large steady. The
paddling in this section was excellent, but a great deal of
scouting with the kayaks was necessary to pick safe routes for
the canoes. At one point, I stopped to empty the water out of my
kayak and forgot to put the plug back in. I didn't know it until I
was forced to roll up after being flipped due to the large volume
of water in my boat. A very silly mistake indeed.
By supper it was time to look for another camping area. We
would be facing the infamous “Devil's Gap” the following day
with its notorious seven kilometre portage. It would be a hard
day, so we needed our rest. We hadn't worked very hard up to
this point. The scenery was great and the paddling fun. We
camped in a beautiful area that night that we named “Swallow
Island” due to nesting bank swallows on its western beach.
This sandy island was a botanist's delight with many species of
flowering plants. Even though it lacked good firewood, it is one
of the best campsites I have ever occupied. Quite a treat in the
middle of a rugged, wild landscape.
The next day took us to the Devil's Gap, where I found myself
sitting in the woods half way through a grueling portage. We
had one lot of gear at a small rock scree slope surrounded by 20
metre cliffs near the river. And we were now dragging our boats
in the late evening trying to get back to our gear before dark. A
portage that we had planned to do in one day was not even half
done, and the day was coming to an end.
Luckily we made it back to our gear, and set camp up for the
night. It was less than ideal. We threw all our gear in a big
rocky hole and created enough space for one tent. After a poor
attempt to eat, we gave up and turned in. Four grown adults in

A two-man tent. I don't need to say any more. The pounding
rapids in the canyon, the cramped quarters, and the stifling heat
all combined to create unforgettable nightmares of swirling
water.
The next day began early and proved to be even more
challenging than the previous one. The first task was to retrieve
the canoes at the beginning of the portage. John is a walking
compass, way-finding his route through the woods as if he
spent his entire life along this very path. I, on the other hand,
was content to mark the route with the sound of the birds. They
are on territory at this time of year, so you can use their distinct
songs as way points along the trail. I left the finer details to
John.
The canoes proved to be the hardest to portage. Their length
and weight made it difficult to portage them up the steep grades
and through the thick forest. Eventually, we got to an area of the
river where the two canoes could be paddled to the campsite.
Great canoeing by John and Peter through some tough rapids
got all of our gear back together. We were now half way
through the canyon.
With this section behind us, the plan was to paddle downriver
and cross over to river right just before the narrowest and most
dangerous section of the Devil's Gap. Everything went as
planned until disaster struck. While standing on the riverbank
looking downstream at our next move, a gust of wind tipped
Peter's canoe over a rock and out into the current. A moment of
panic set in as we jumped for our boats. I quickly paddled out
into the current and followed for a while until I realized that the
canoe could not be retrieved. My stomach sank as I watched it
disappear over a ledge and into the gap.
Our situation had taken a drastic turn in a new direction.
Canoe, paddles, tent, sleeping bags, food and truck keys were
all gone. On closer inspection of the Gap, we could see the
canoe swirling around in a large violent eddy pinned in by
steep, sheer cliffs. We would have to retrieve it somehow.
We decided that the best course of action would be to regroup at
the lodge below the Gap. John found an old fishing trail at the
top of the grade, so we decided to portage our gear up a steep
scree slope to this trail. Disaster almost struck again when a
large, dishwasher size boulder dislodged from the top of the
scree slope and crashed down amongst us human bowling pins.
Luckily we heard John's warning scream and jumped out of the
way as it smashed only centimeters from us. A couple of
smaller boulders landed on Peter's back but he managed to
escape with only a few bruises. My kayak did not fair so well.
The boulder landed squarely on it causing a three-inch gash in
the hull. My heart sank, but this wasn't a big deal compared to
what could have happened.

Camping in the Devil’s Gap gorge (photo Greg Stroud)

cont’d next page
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The Mighty Eagle (cont’d)
We must have looked like apparitions, coming out the woods
with our clothes hanging off, chewed to pieces by flies, and
dragging bags of gear. The guides and guests at the lodge were
excellent and showed no lack of hospitality. They let us stay in
their boat house for the night, and gave us a good feed, after
which we went back to the top of the Gap to retrieve the last of
our gear. They had picked up most of Peter's gear earlier in the
day as it flushed through the Gap. That evening we enjoyed beer,
ate lots of food, nursed our wounds, shared great company, and
witnessed some of the best salmon fishing you'll see anywhere
in the world.
Peter woke us up the next morning with the news that the canoe
had disappeared. It washed out during the night and must have
floated by us while we were asleep. Now we had gear and no
canoe, so we lightened the loads as best we could, while Peter
decided to lug his gear to the end of the portage. The rest of us
paddled as far down the river as possible before having to
portage again near the entrance to “Purgatory,” reputedly a
dangerous section.

They also had a cordless drill that we used to fix the canoe. A
good wire lashing and copious amounts of silicone did the trick.
Never leave home without wire, silicone and instant plastic.
The instant plastic was used to repair the hole in my kayak.
After lunch we pushed off again to look for our last campsite of
the trip. We chose to camp about a kilometre above the last
long stretch of rapids. The campsite was good, and we now had
most of our gear repaired and retrieved. It was a great feeling
considering what we had experienced during the previous three
days.
The next day was a great way to end a trip. The canoeists
paddled most of the rapids by picking their way through on river
left, having to line only about a kilometre of the river. Dave and I
chose to paddle the rapids, and it was some of the wildest water I
have ever been in. It was exhilarating to be in the middle of a
huge river with giant standing waves. After this long stretch of
rapids, we came to a large flat steady that was more like a lake.
The hills surrounding us were extremely impressive as they
seemed to stretch on forever. John managed to call his contact at
Cartwright to let him know that we would be on time, and so that
he could pick us up at the mouth of the river.
We had only the lower falls left to paddle. Scouting reports
suggested that it's best to stay to river right where the river splits
into a slower section that is much more manageable. There was
just enough water to paddle the kayaks, but portaging was
necessary for the canoes. Another large lodge with many cabins
came into view on river right just below the falls. When we saw
the main falls, we quickly realized that our choice was correct.
A long cascading falls swollen from the recent rains stretched
across the river and pounded towards us. It would have been a
big challenge to paddle that in our trip boats.

The Devil’s Gap on the Eagle River (photo Dave Cote)

We opted to drag our gear up the hill to the trail and portage with
Peter. It was a long morning of portaging. On the way back for
more gear, we noticed Peter's boat down on a rock below the last
section of rapids. Dave and I quickly dragged our kayaks down
to the river to retrieve the canoe while Peter and John continued
to portage. The rapids were excellent, and it was good to be
back in the water. The canoe had a large gash on one end that
would have to be repaired if it were to be useful. A couple of
fishermen from the Riffling Hitch Lodge invited us down for
tea.
The lodge came into view as we rounded the corner. Wow! . An
unbelievable place equipped with its own gourmet chef. We
weren't restricted to a cup of tea alone. It was a complete meal of
chowder, bread and desert. What can I say? It was fabulous.
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This marked the end of the river. Speed boats were now around
us, and it was obvious that we were near the saltwater. The river
opened into a large estuary around the next bend that extended a
long way out into the arm. John's contact had arrived in a small
boat, and with help from one of his friends, transported us out to
the long-liner. A three hour ride on a beautiful afternoon with
the sun setting on the Labrador landscape was a wonderful
feeling.
A cold beer and warm, dry clothes set the stage for a relaxing
ride back to Cartwright where our trucks were parked. Only the
memories and stories to keep us going. And yes, I would
eventually lose my blackened toenails. In a small way, this
made me feel a little closer to Leonidas Hubbard who also lost
his toenails during the first few weeks of his fateful Labrador
trip over a hundred years ago.

Long Harbour White Water Kayaking Trip
Jim Price
I had always wanted to kayak the Long Harbour River, ever
since I did my first sea kayak trip along the South Coast,
rounded Long Harbour Head, and saw the beautiful cove with
the cascading water fall known locally as “Pissing Mare Cove.”
I loved the spot so much that I built a cabin there a couple of
years later - ”The Little Lodge.”
Geoff Minielly gave me the motivation I needed last fall. He and
his wife, Betsy, our paddling buddies for the last four years,
were moving back to Calgary, and Geoff wanted to do
“something special” before he left Newfoundland for good
(“for good?”- that's what he thinks). First, he asked about the
Bay du Nord, a classic white water run through the wilderness
reserve of the same name. I told him that because of the access
logistics, it would be a stretch to do it in one weekend.
In my “ulterior motive mode,” I suggested that we do the Long
Harbour River, and sweetened the pot by saying it would be a
“first descent.” I also offered a scenario that few kayakers/party
animals could resist - a warm cabin with beer at the end of the
trip.

Time passes slowly sitting in a bobbing boat, moored off the
shore across from Billy's Island. Ten AM came and went, then
11, and then the drone of an aircraft caught my ear. I sprang into
action, started the motor and steered toward the Island only to
hear the sound vanish to the south. Damn! It was not them. I
waited another hour and convinced myself that it wasn't
happening. “I'll give them until 2:00 p.m.,” I thought, “and then
I'll go back to the cabin and put up with the 'I told you sos' from
the boys.”
Shortly after 2:00 p.m. (yes, I was still there), I saw a plane
heading right for me down Long Harbour River. Again, I sped
over the crashing waves, and saw Geoff peering out of the
cockpit as I approached. I needed help to stash my boat in the
windy conditions, so I motioned to Geoff to come on board.
With dry suit half done up he lept from the plane's pontoon with
the propeller whirring just feet away. We pulled the boat up high
and dry, hopped aboard the Cessna, and with a few bounces over
two metre waves we are airborne and heading north to the
headwaters. Geoff told me that having had a harrowing landing
at the pond near Goobies, the pilot had changed the rendez-vous
location to another lake nearby, which caused the delay.

I had already planned to go down to the cabin for a week of
moose hunting before the kick-off date. Geoff and the other
paddlers would fly in on Friday morning and pick me up at the
mouth of the river. We would have two days to paddle the river,
then take the speed boat back to my cabin to party on Saturday
night. After that, I would whisk them back to their vehicles at
Goobies the following day. An ambitious itinerary – no doubt.
A week earlier, I was busy preparing for two trips. Get packed
for the moose trip, get quotes for the aircraft shuttle to the
headwaters of Long Harbour, and then pass the reins of the
kayak trip to Geoff to finalize the details. Then “off to get my
moose b'y!”
A week of moose hunting only yielded a couple of squirrels and
time for us to practice our moose calls...which weren't that
sonorous, I guess. I was ready for an adventure on the river.
The VHF radio blurted out a terrible forecast for Friday. Gale
force winds gusting to over 50 knots on the coast. Chances of
the trip happening were slim in my mind, and even slimmer in
the minds of my son, Jamie, and my brother, Robert , who were
still on moose watch.
After several arduous trips to the summit behind the cabin to get
a cell phone signal, the message was...the trip is a go....meet you
near Billy's Island around 10:30 a.m. With this info in hand, I
headed back to the cabin and informed Jamie and Robert that
the trip was a go. This news was received with skepticism, to say
the least, and I still remember Robert saying, “There's no flippin
way a plane is landing in Long Harbour today....accept it!”

Scouting the Long Harbour River (photo Jim Price)

The flight in the old bush plane was surprisingly smooth despite
the 50 knot winds. When we landed, the others were all suited
up and ready to go, and within half an hour, we were on the river.
It was now 4 p.m. We had planned to do half the river, 20 km the
first day, and the remainder the next day. Hurry, hurry!

cont’d page 11

With only faith in Geoff's planning and my own experience
flying in bush planes, I hopped aboard the speed boat, and with a
tentative shove from the boys, I sped up Long Harbour Fjiord to
the agreed upon pick up point near Billy's Island.
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Long Harbour White Water Kayaking Trip (cont’d)
The air was cool and so was the water. Most of the rapids were
only class 1 and 2 with a couple of class 3s to spice it up, and
give a little “play time.” We all learned, however, that trying to
“play” with a loaded boat is quite different. A few rolls and
sheepish grins soon cured us of the desire to practice our “rodeo
moves.”

only swim of the trip. While he got flushed out, his boat wasn't
so lucky. After several minutes watching his boat get recirculated, we decided to go in on a rope and retrieve it.
However, just before we made contact, it flushed out and was
swept down river. It broached on a rock a hundred metres down.
A whole new rescue scenario! We hauled the boat off the rock,
collected Garry's gear, and were off to the next rapid. This time
we all decided to walk. A canyon with a river wide hole at the
entrance, and an even bigger one at the end, prevented us from
tempting fate. Safety first in the wild back country.
The next main rapid, “12 mile pool,” is situated in front of Craig
Dobbin's Lodge. This magnificent structure has all the
amenities of a five star hotel - saunas , dining hall, weight room
- all in the wilderness. And to think, it all had to be brought in by
chopper. After scouting out the premises, several of us ran the
rapid which was mostly a shallow bedrock slide ending with a
two metre ledge. The rest of the day was spent running easy
rapids and exploring side canyons with cascading waterfalls.
Spectacular!

Running rapids on the Long Harbour River (photo Jim Price)

Camp was very pleasing. Caribou splashing along the river
bank and checking out our camp from the woods, and ducks
flying up and down the river. The shores of the river had some
shelters never seen before. There was Darren in his hammock
strung between two trees, Garry, Dave and Geoff in an orange
lean-to, and myself in an improvised shelter using a Bothy Bag
(not a body bag). The fire was great and the camaraderie superb.
We sat by the warmth of the fire, chatted late into the night, and
dreamed of the river ahead of us.
The next day yielded some brisk fall weather, and we were
anxious to hit the river. After the normal “oatmeal in a bag”
breakfast, we were off. The first major rapid was encountered
with Garry getting stuck in a nasty hole, and having the first and

It was late afternoon when we got to Long Harbour. The tide
was dropping and the boat was high and dry. With all hands
working together we managed to get her afloat, and we were
soon steaming toward the cabin...and the beer.
Jamie and Robert were waiting for us, and after a few beer,
vodka and OJs and moose stew, we were set for the evening.
The next morning we hopped in the boat for the 45 minute boat
ride to English Harbour East, and then on to Goobies where the
cars were parked. A great weekend was had by all.
Logistics
River paddling: 40 km
Boat ride up Long Harbour: 18 km
Boat ride from cabin to English Harbour East: 14 km
Cost of air charter: approx. $300 per person
Paddlers: Jim Price, Darren McDonald, Dave MacDonald,
Garry Davies and Geoff Minielly

All smiles after a great first descent.
Left to right - Garry Davies, Darren
MacDonald, Geoff Minielly &
Dave MacDonald
(photo Jim Price)
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Going with the Flow:Tidal Currents in Newfoundland
Richard Alexander
Is knowledge of currents important in Newfoundland?
It has been said that tidal currents are of little concern to sea
kayakers in Newfoundland because the tide height here seldom
exceeds 1.7 metres, and areas with currents greater than 3 knots
are rare. Although I don't totally disagree with this proposition, I
do think it may be an oversimplification. Most people
unfamiliar with tidal currents seem to fall into the trap that
currents are a significant hazard, something to be avoided at all
costs. My experience with tidal currents in this province is quite
different. With a little knowledge and some river kayaking
skills, tidal currents become exciting and exhilarating,
something that adds variety to an already diverse pastime.
Is there a link between tide height and current strength?
Although tide height and current strength are related, it is
impossible to tell if a current will be stronger in one location
than another simply by looking at the measured distance
between high and low tide (called the range) at both locations.
A location with a one metre tidal range can have a much stronger
current than one with a five metre range. Current strength is
more a function of the shape of the coastline and constrictions
that occur between points of land.
The only clear link between the range and current strength is
that the current at the same location will be stronger when the
range is larger. This means that if the current at a specific
location is 3 knots when the range is 1 metre, you can expect a
stronger current at that same location when the range is 1.7
metres. In my experience in this province, even small
differences in the range can result in significant increases in
current strength. As an example, in Burgeo a difference of .20
metres on two consecutive larger tides can produce an
additional two knots of current, something to consider given
that the average cruising speed of a kayak is three knots.
When does maximum current strength and slack tide occur
in the tidal cycle?
If high water is at 12:00 noon and low water is 6:00 p.m., when is
maximum current? Many people instinctively say maximum
current would be half way between high and low tide (in this
example, 3:00 p.m.). Unfortunately, more often than not, this is
a wrong assumption. The intricacies of coastline and the type of
tidal propagation combine to distort this logical “half way is
maximum current theory.” The same assumption made with
regard to slack water (the time when the current is close to zero)
occurring at high and low water, are also often incorrect. Strong
currents can exist at high and low tide.
The reality is that it is impossible to interpolate times of
maximum current and slack by examining the times of high and
low water unless you know exactly what happens at that
particular location during the tidal cycle. If it were possible to
do this, the Canadian Government would not go to the effort and
expense of publishing current tables.

Ian Fong crossing an eddy line at Dildo Run
(photo Richard Alexander)

Where can I access information about currents in
Newfoundland?
Unfortunately for us, there are only three locations in Atlantic
Canada with published current table calculations, none of which
are in Newfoundland. Current table calculations are much
more common in British Columbia. This does not mean that
tidal currents do not occur in this province, but rather that the
hazard they represent to shipping is less than at other locations,
and beyond what the government's budget for this service
allows.
Sea kayakers need to look elsewhere for this information. The
best sources include Nautical Charts, a document called Sailing
Directions (which is published for specific areas) and a book
entitled Where the Wind Blows. These documents can provide
extremely accurate and useful information for sea kayakers
about local tidal currents, but some locations have no printed
information about currents in either of these sources.
Another useful source of information is local knowledge.
However, the advent of motorized boating has meant that much
of the traditional knowledge about times and strength of local
currents has been lost. Sea kayakers familiar with the area may
be a more accurate and useful source of information but they too
can be inaccurate. All of these sources when combined together
should provide you with more than adequate information about
local currents.
Where do strong currents exist in the province?
The only way to truly understand what the current is doing at a
specific location is to sit and watch it for the entire tidal cycle.
There are only a few of us around who would actually consider
such an activity worthwhile, so please use this information with
caution.

cont’d next page
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Tidal Currents in Newfoundland (cont’d)
Where do strong currents exist in the province?
The only way to truly understand what the current is doing at a
specific location is to sit and watch it for the entire tidal cycle.
There are only a few of us around who would actually consider
such an activity worthwhile, so please use this information with
caution.

Saltwater Pond
4

Dildo Run
3

Bellevue
5

Burgeo

2
1

Placentia

1. Placentia Gut
Sailing Directions states: “The current floods through Placentia
Gut for about 4.5 hours and ebbs for about 7.5 hours. High
water slack current occurs about 45 minutes after the predicted
high tide at Argentia. A strong current will continue through the
Narrows for about 1.7 hours after the high water slack at the Gut,
however it has been observed that the low water slack occurs at
the same time at both sites. These currents can attain rates of 9
knots.”
Outside the bridge, there can be a strong cross-sea created when
wind and waves oppose tide. There is some boat traffic so
beware. Let the drawbridge operator know you are there.
2. Bellevue (entrance to the inner estuary)
I have never seen it myself, but reliable reports indicate that the
tide flows in excess of 4 knots. The only hazard would be wind
and waves against an outgoing tide.
3. Dildo Run (at Curtis Causeway)
The Nautical Chart states, “Max flood currents of 5.5 knots NE
observed 2.5 hrs. before High Water. Max ebb currents in
excess of 2.5 knots SW observed 3.5 hrs. after high water.”
This is a very safe area to learn to paddle current. A swim in this
location would simply flush you into slow moving water. In my
experience, the maximum current occurs 1 to 1 ½ hours earlier
than what is indicated on the nautical chart.
4. Saltwater Pond Entrance Cloud River Area
My own personal observation was that the current at this
location flows at a maximum of 3-4 knots. A swim would
simply flush you out into slow moving water. Ebbing
(dropping) tide seems to be stronger than the flood (rising) tide.
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5. Burgeo (entrance to the inside channels at Norman Head)
I've been at this location for a complete tidal cycle several times,
and I have a very good understanding of what happens. At a
spring tide (full or new moon) coinciding with perigean tide
(moon closest to the earth) I have seen flood currents in excess
of seven knots and ebb currents of approximately six knots. The
maximum current on the flood and ebb occurs about ¾ through
the flood or ebb. Slack is at high and low.
This is one of the most dangerous areas I have seen, and several
serious incidents and drowning have occurred at this location
(not all in sea kayaks). The flood current is fine, but the ebb
current's strength can easily push a kayaker, either upright or
swimming, into the large surf that is very common at this
location (especially at lower water). The current is strong
enough and wide enough to keep a swimmer offshore and
pushed under by surf for quite a while. This is, in and of itself, a
hazard, but the reason I call this one of the most dangerous
locations is that, to the untrained eye, it looks inconsequential.
Long undulating white sand beaches and dunes with calm water
inside lulls many into venturing too far out before getting caught
in a current that pushes them into conditions beyond their
abilities.
Are there other strong tidal currents around?
I've been searching for strong currents around the island for
many years now with the view to finding the elusive standing
wave caused by a tidal current. As of yet, I've never seen
anything that has made for good surfing. Some strong currents
exist farther off shore at Cape Race and Cape St. Mary's, but it
would be rare to be paddling that far off shore. Labrador, as
many people know, has numerous locations with strong current,
but little is written about them.
Many people have told me about areas with unbelievably fast
currents that can easily overpower a kayaker. When I visit these
areas, it often turns out that the current is little more than a knot.
Nonetheless, the more I search for strong currents around the
island, the more I find. If you know of any areas with strong
current, or even better a standing wave or two, please drop me a
line.
Resources
! Lunar Perigee and Apogee Calculator:
http://www.fourmilab.ch/earthview/pacalc.html
! Tides, Currents and Water Levels:
http://www.lau.chs-shc.dfo-mpo.gc.ca/
! Video of paddling tidal currents in Burgeo and Dildo Run:
http://www.nfkayak.com/videos.asp
Richard Alexander is president of Paddle Canada, the
association governing kayaking and kayak instruction in
Canada. E-mail him at info@nfkayak.com

Cold Water Immersion Hypothermia the Least of
Your Worries - Peter Noel
Immersion in cold water (< 20 ° C) is one of the most intense
stimuli the human body can experience. Hypothermia, while
being a hazard of cold-water immersion is only one hazard in a
sequence that can contribute to your death. The four distinct
phases of cold-water immersion are (endnote #1):
· Cold Shock (Initial Response 0-3 min.);
· Swimming Failure (Short Term Response 3-30 min.);
· Hypothermia (Long Term Response 30 min. +);
· Post Rescue Collapse (occurs after or during rescue).
Hypothermia is a lowering of body core temperature, which
takes some time after immersion to occur. Thus, people often
incorrectly use hypothermia to describe the cause of deaths at
sea. In fact, these deaths normally occur due to drowning,
which can be brought on by Cold Shock, Swimming Failure and
/or Hyperthermia.

What can we do to guard against “Cold Shock”? Cold Shock is a
very complex phenomenon and is not well understood. The best
defense appears to be awareness and practice under controlled
circumstances. This applies both to the individual and to
instructors and trip leaders, who may be responsible for other
individuals. Successful wet exits and rolls in “warm” water are
no guarantee of success in “cold” water and sometimes the
water does not even have to be very cold. Instructors should be
aware that “Cold Shock” might on occasion cause significant
panic, which can lead novices to inhale water.
Simple awareness, i.e. telling students about the “gasp reflex”
and what to expect, can help and close supervision is necessary.
Proper thermal protection can also help as can good physical
fitness but I stress that the control of the “gasp response” that
comes from awareness and practice is your best defense for
initial immersion and practice is the best way to extend your
breath hold time for an extra few seconds.

Initial Response (Cold Shock) zero to 3 minutes
Sudden immersion of the head in cold-water can produce a
number of rapid responses. These responses are initiated by
cold receptors in skin, particularly the face. People have shown
cold shock responses in water as warm as 25° Celsius and it is
prevalent in water temperatures of 15° Celsius, which is much
warmer than most of the water in which we paddle. Cold Shock
responses include the initiation of the “Gasp reflex”, a
significant reduction in breath-holding ability, and a rapid rise
in heart rate and blood pressure. The latter can cause cardiac
arrest or stroke in extreme cases or in people with heart
problems or poor health.
We have all seen people who have very competent rolls in the
pool or on the pond swim when confronted by a sudden
unexpected capsize in open water. This reaction, which people
attribute to “panic”, is most often the result of “Cold Shock”.
First the “gasp reflex” if not controlled can cause people either
“bail out” immediately or to inhale a small amount of water,
which causes coughing and a “wet exit”. Secondly, if you do
control the “gasp reflex” immersion in cold water significantly
reduces breath hold time to as little as six seconds and on
average less than 20 seconds (endnote #2). Therefore, you have
far less time to set up and roll or try a second set up than you do
in a warm pool or pond.
Why do more experienced paddlers have rolls that are more
successful? The answer is that “Cold Shock” can be, to some
degree, controlled by awareness, focus and practice and in
experienced paddlers rolls become automatic and very fast. A
similar but more significant problem occurs with newer
paddlers who do not have a roll and have to wet exit. There have
been some anecdotal accounts of novices, who were well
trained in wet exits in the pool, “panicking” and getting into
trouble when confronted by a capsize in open water. There is
even an account of a fatality from such a circumstance (endnote
#3). Here again, I would consider “Cold Shock” to be the likely
culprit.

Dry suits and similar forms of thermal protection are obligatory
when paddling our cold waters (photo Kokatat)

Short Term Response (Swimming Failure) 3-30 minutes
Upon immersion in cold water, your arms and legs cool rapidly.
When limbs cool, nerve impulses and muscle mechanics are
adversely affected and muscle output is reduced by 3% for each
°C. This limits a survivor's ability to undertake actions. Manual
dexterity and handgrip strength can drop as much as 70% and
loss of dexterity negatively affects critical survival activities. A
loss of strength, dexterity and inability to control breathing
finally leads to swimming failure.

con’t next page
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Cold Water Immersion Hypothermia (cont’d)
Typically, a person swimming will breathe once per swim stroke
but with increased respiratory frequency, this ratio becomes
mismatched and confused. People go to an upright position to
keep their heads out of the water and that upright position
increases sinking force and drag. The person then begins to
panic, and without supplemental flotation, drowns.
Most paddlers are in better off in this stage than many people
subjected to cold immersion as we wear PFDs. However, it is
not unknown for a paddler to become separated from his or her
boat after a capsize and if not rescued promptly such an
individual will soon lose the ability to help themselves and can
drown in waves or big swells even with a PFD and thermal
protection. I accompanied a level I course where an instructor's
assistant simulated losing his boat and paddle. The idea was that
the students were to react, retrieve the boat and paddle and
rescue the assistant. Even though he was wearing a full dry suit
and it was early summer the assistant had to stop the exercise
and we had to pull him onto my “back deck” after only ten
minutes in the water, as he was getting too cold to swim and help
himself.

dry clothes is all that may be necessary. However, considerable
common sense must be used and if a person is uncomfortably
cold and/or wet you should abort your trip before trouble ensues.
In the latter stages of hypothermia (after shivering stops),
external heat is needed and this cannot be done on the water.
Staying dry and wearing good thermal protection including
having a good wool or fleece hat is the obvious way to avoid
hypothermia. The following should be worn or carried (a) an
outer water & wind proof layer (b) a layer that provides good
insulation and retains its insulation value when wet, i.e. fleece or
wool and (c) a fabric that wicks moisture away from the skin as a
base layer. The only exception is if you are wearing a wet suit.
Then wear as little as possible (nothing if possible and thin wick
way if you must have something) under it and put insulating and
waterproof layers on top if needed. Carry spare dry cloths in a
“dry bag” when paddling.

Your best defense against losing the ability to help your self and
eventual swimming failure is a PFD and appropriate thermal
protection. Fast, efficient rescue skills are necessary for all
paddlers this includes self-rescue and assisted rescue. Basic
skills like hanging on to your boat and paddle if you do have to
wet exit must be emphasized.
Long Term Response (Hypothermia) 30 minutes +
Continual immersion in cold water leads to hypothermia, which
is a lowering of the body's core temperature. Hypothermia can
occur relatively quickly (thirty minutes plus) when immersed in
water that is less than 15°C but even in relatively warm water of
20-28°C hypothermia will occur if immersed for long enough.
The first outward signs of hypothermia are shivering and pale
skin. As the inhibition of metabolic activity begins, due to
body's attempt to maintain blood flow and oxygen to brain and
vital organs, shivering stops, victims usually become quiet and
withdrawn or behavior may become unusual as mental
functions slow.
Even in the early stages of hypothermia, the abilities to make
decisions, prioritize actions and problem-solve are
compromised. With continual cooling, motor abilities and
consciousness deteriorate. Thus an individual in cold water who
does not die from the effects of drowning failure (e.g. on a calm
day with a PFD or manages to get unto the bottom of an
overturned boat or other flotation aid) will eventually fall victim
to hypothermia. People need to be carefully monitored for
hypothermia even after they are rescued and put back in their
boats. Indeed, paddlers may become hypothermic on cold wet
days even without having entered the water.

Cold air temperatures and rain, drizzle and fog can make it hard
to stay warm even on land. Sue Toller (left) and Joan Cleary
(right) at the 2002 KNL Retreat (photo P. Armitage)

Good hydration is also a very good preventative measure as is
controlling your activity level to reduce the amount of sweat that
accumulates in your clothing. The best “wick away” gear can
only handle so much. If you don't drink properly and you also
sweat a lot on a cold day your exposing yourself to a “double
whammy” as a person who is not well hydrated will suffer more
and more quickly from the effects of hypothermia and the sweat
that soaks your clothes will draw heat away from your body
faster.

In the early stages of hypothermia some combination of
vigorous physical activity, a hot preferably sweet drink (no
alcohol and avoid caffeine if possible), high-energy food and/or

cont’d next page
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Cold Water Immersion Hypothermia (cont’d)
Long Term Response (Post Rescue Collapse)
“Post Rescue Collapse” is a term that refers to the sudden death
of casualties during or immediately after rescue from a long
period of immersion. This is most often occurs in individuals
with personal floatation who may be barely conscious, but
responsive. It often occurs when casualties are removed from
the water vertically rather than horizontally but can be brought
on by any rough handling. “Post Rescue Collapse” is caused by
blood shift as the extremities release cold blood, which shocks
the heart and/or brain. People, who have been immersed for an
extended period, should if possible be removed from the water
horizontally and treated very gently. Anyone who is
hypothermic should be treated as gently as possibly, whether
they are been in the water of not.
Summary
The best protection against the hazards of “cold-water
immersion” is to stay out of cold water, i.e. use good judgment
and practice your paddling skills, especially your braces.
However, if you paddle in Newfoundland and Labrador there
will come a time when you will face immersion. Therefore, be
aware of the hazards, wear a good properly fitting PFD, dress
for the water temperature, practice your wet exits, rolls and
rescue techniques, stay hydrated when paddling and stay in
good physical condition.

I am somewhat of an expert on “Cold Water Immersion” as I
have swum just about every “runable” rapid and surf spot in the
province not to mention a few flat-water swims. Thank you to
all those paddlers whose rescue skills have kept me alive such
that I could write this article.
Endnotes
(1) The treatment of “cold water immersion” in this article is
inspired by, and I have taken some of the technical content
from, a web-based module for an “offshore” survival course
offered by Survival Systems Limited of Dartmouth, Nova
Scotia. The article is mine; however, and I take full
responsibility for its content. If anyone is aware of any errors or
omissions, I would be thankful for your input so that I can
provide better information to KNL club members and other
paddlers in the future..
(2) D. S. Colesshaw. 2002. Preliminary Study of the
Implementation and Use of Emergency Breathing Systems. For
the UK Civil Aviation Authority, May, p. 48.
(3) Charles A. Sutherland. 2004. “The tragic death of a novice.”
Sea Kayaker Magazine. Dec., pp. 42.-45.

Letters to the Editor
I was in Grand Falls over the Labour Day weekend last
September where I connected with Peter Haliburton. We
did a few day trips together. He told me about the idea of the
club doing something more on the Labour Day weekend.
The club has the major retreat in the spring in Traytown.
Why not have another fairly major effort over the Labour
Day weekend out that way?
The weather is almost certainly going to be better, the water
will be very warm making it easier for novices to give a few
things a try in the company of experienced people, and there
are a million places local to Grand Falls for excellent sea
kayaking. At the same time, Paul Rose and company have
the Virgin Wave Rodeo.
The club should make a serious effort to have a Labour Day
retreat out in central as a major annual event, encouraging
more people for the Rodeo and planning some great trips on
the ocean.
I wouldn't bother with a guest kayaker or a big meal, just
concentrate on some paddling adventure. I think this would
meet the concept of a retreat for both sides of the kayaking
fraternity. I'm sure it would be great and well received.
Paul Delaney, St. John’s
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Kayak Comfort
Anthony Roestenberg
I bought my kayak in the spring of 2004. I felt pretty pleased
with myself the first time I put the boat on the car until I spent
some time paddling it. About 15 minutes into my first paddle, I
started to get tingling in the toes of my right foot. It didn't seem
to matter how much I adjusted my feet, my posture, or my seat my leg went numb. “Okay, that's enough for today,” I said.
Every time I went out after that, my leg kept going numb, one
time so bad, that I fell on my face after I got out of the boat.
I couldn't help thinking that kayaking might not be as much fun
as I thought it would be. I subsequently borrowed a cushion
from Paul Benson to put under my knees, and while it did
provide some relief, it wasn't the complete answer. Why always
the right leg, I wondered?
Google to the rescue. I found a number of possible causes
including pressure on the back of the thighs, poor pelvic
position, immobility, and pinched sciatic nerve. I had originally
thought that an artery in my leg was being pinched causing
blood flow to be cut-off. This could be the result of pressure on
the back of the thigh in which case my left leg should also be
equally affected, but and it wasn't.
I had already eliminated poor pelvic position as a cause by
adjusting my seat and posture while paddling, to no avail. It
couldn't be immobility, I reasoned, because my left leg was just
as immobile as my right. While I did have some discomfort in
my left leg, it was not nearly as bad as my right.

So, it came down to a possible pinched sciatic nerve. What
could cause my sciatic nerve to be pinched while in the kayak?
Back to Google. Remedies for sciatica included manual
manipulation, medication, and surgery. I crossed medication
and surgery off the list right away. I was down to manual
manipulation, in other words - physiotherapy. But, there were
also some hits for yoga websites.
I checked out the yoga sites where I found that the key word was
“stretching.” I resolved to give that a try, and finally, one day
while stretching my hamstrings, I tilted my toes slightly to the
side and got the same tingling sensation. Ummmm, I was on to
something.
A week after I started stretching, I went out for another paddle
during which time I had considerable relief from my problem.
Now, stretching is part of my fitness regimen, and kayaking is
much more fun. Being comfortable in your boat certainly
enhances the paddling experience.
My solution may not help everyone. Perhaps some of the causes
or remedies I eliminated may work for you if you have the same
discomfort. I'm absolutely unqualified in this field, so sufferers
should consider seeing a professional.

25% off Sale 2006
Sea & Rock Adventures Ltd. is offering 25% off the Manufacturer’s Suggested
Retail Price on all Kayaks and Accessories carried by Necky, Old Town, Ocean
Kayak, Carlisle Paddles and Extrasport.
For more details check out our website, www.seaandrock.com.
To place an order, contact Ronnie info@seaandrock.com.
Sea Kayaking Tours and Rentals available in Placentia June – September.
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Swimmer!
Paul Benson
“Swimmer”! Like a shot, the word rang out across the water.
Almost immediately, a perverted sense of relief swept over me
as I realised the swimmer wasn't me. Quickly, three paddlers are
dispatched to affect an assisted rescue for the unfortunate
victim.
The sea is building from the North East and confused by
rebound off the jagged cliffs as we make our way along the
south side of Cape Broyle. What started off as a leisurely paddle
out of Cape Broyle to Ferryland had now become something
else. For a while I sensed that we weren't going to complete the
trip to Ferryland but nobody, including me, was ready to make
that call.
I'm struggling a bit in an unfamiliar boat. Much livelier that my
Halifax, the Kevlar Gulfstream is challenging me in this water. I
try to relax as we pass Lance Cove. I experiment with different
things to get the boat to settle down but I'm still up tight and not
relaxed.

only a couple of weeks before at the pool after learning to roll
for the first time last year using the extended paddle roll.
Upside down but still in my boat, I decided to try to sweep up as
my hands were in poggies attached to my paddle. First attempt
got me up and a breath of air but I knew I was only visiting. Back
down I went, determined on the next attempt to leave my head
for last as I tried to come up for the 2nd time. Another breath,
another failed roll, but guess what…I'm still in the boat!
This time, I decide, I'm going to sacrifice form for function and
go back to what I know, the Pawlatta. As I reluctantly submerge
to make a third attempt, I feel a grating along the side of my
boat. What is it? Why it's Tony Lee here to give me a lift.
Gratefully, I grab hold of Tony's boat and haul myself up. I'm
back, but the conditions are no better. Tony makes sure I'm okay
before moving off to see how everybody else is doing.
I'm definitely not happy. I'm thinking, “How do I get this all
together”? In fact I'm thinking this as another rebounding wave
knocks me back over. I quickly realise that I better help myself if
I'm going to get out of this situation and back to the put-in
without being a nuisance (more than normal) to my fellow
paddlers.
This time I go with the roll that I know. I slip my hands out of the
poggies and set up for the extended paddle roll. Position the
paddle; wide sweep; turn the head; hip flick; and I'm up!
Nobody's more surprised than me. My first combat roll. “Oh
yeah!” We're still here in this nasty water.
We paddle/surf into Church Cove to take a break and rest up for
the return trip. Everybody makes it out into the surf as we start
on the return paddle. I must admit to a little trepidation as we
head back to the north head of Church Cove. On the trip back, I
discover that I've also got a reliable low brace as I needed it
several times to keep from going over again. Patsy and the
“Fongman” keep a close eye on me as we tentatively head back
up into Cape Broyle Harbour.

Gerard Ryan, Paul Benson and Dave Dobbin at Lance Cove
(photo Tony Lee)

As we approach the headland outside of Church Cove, the sea
state worsens in response to bottom effect on the swell and the
ever present clapotis. When the first capsize happens, it takes a
long 15 minutes to get the paddler back in his boat. Meanwhile,
I'm very focused on keeping myself calm and upright while in a
holding pattern as other paddlers work to get the swimmer back
in his boat. I decide to try and swing around to take a look. Big
mistake!

Back to the put-in without further incident. I am greatly
relieved. My first combat roll ever, and according to the
“Fongman,” in level 4 water. It's an accomplishment, but I'm
not exactly jumping up and down. I know I needed my roll
because I was not comfortable in the Gulfstream. Perhaps I
shouldn't have expected so much from myself.
All in all, it was quite an experience and one that I hope to build
on this summer and many more paddles to come. I believe that
I'm a better paddler for it and I survived to find out. That's my
story and I'm sticking to it! See you on the water.

As I try to pivot my boat on the waves, I use a knee lift to edge
my boat into the swells but I have no answer for the waves
coming back off the cliff. Suddenly; as if in slow motion, my
boat begins to roll ever so slowly into the waves and I seemingly
can do nothing to stop it, even though it seems to take forever to
actually complete the capsize. My first thought? “No way am I
coming out of this frigging boat!” I'd done my first sweep roll
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Closer to home (cont’d)
The first kayaks were built out of necessity by the northern
indigenous peoples of the world. These people had a
relationship to the sea that was much more immediate than ours;
however, present-day kayakers share with them a deep, might I
say primordial, connection to water and the sea.
How so? A sea kayak permits a human being to be as closely in
touch with the ocean, and the life within it, as possible. This
goes beyond being casual observers, or tourists. In reality the
kayak permits us to 'be' much like animals that live in the sea,
and indeed like we ourselves were so long ago. In a sense, while
kayaking we sit on the dividing interface between our present
evolutionary state, the world above, and the vibrant world we
came from, below.
In that sense our relationship to water and the sea is very ancient.
In another context; however, the relationship is quite recent. Do
you remember the fetal stages of your own development? No, of
course not, at least not consciously, but the fact is you spent the
first nine months of your physical existence bobbing around in a
small fluid-filled world. You definitely went through those
stages and it lead to what you are today.

immersed in water that is totally unlike swimming or diving.
Immersion when diving and swimming comes at a cost, i.e.
great limitations of activity and movement. The kayak, on the
other hand, as part of our bodies grants us an enormous range of
activities while permitting the immersion experience whenever
desired, without ever having to replenish an air tank. Of course
the immersion experience, e.g. being upside down in the cold
north Atlantic, sometimes occurs when not desired, but that's
another topic!
In a kayak your legs disappear and a sleek maneuverable
hydrodynamic form replaces the lower part of your body. You
have been transformed. Your motion and stillness are governed
by your new shape, your skill and the laws of hydrodynamics.
With experience you gain power and grace, and composure with
your surroundings. You have become a creature of the sea!

Before you conclude that I have completely lost it, bare with me
a little. The kayak is the smallest vessel that a human being can
travel in on the ocean. As the saying goes, 'you sit in a boat, but
you wear a kayak'. It truly is an extension of your body. These
extensions of our bodies let us intimately feel every ripple and
wave, they give us the facility to investigate the smallest
shoreline nooks and crannies and yet enable us to travel
amazing distances if we wish. The vessel permits a spectrum of
physical activity ranging from serenely basking on a glassy
ocean to crashing around in wild currents and big waves with
great enjoyment, if our skill level is up to it.
Compared to other means of ocean locomotion the kayak and
kayaker behave as an amazing unified entity, not bounded by
fixed schedules of arrival and departure and never running out
of fuel, a self-sustained organism that can travel for hours or
weeks with the greatest of ease. Nor is there a seasonal limit.,
kayaking can be done easily and safely in any season, with the
right apparel. With proper safety considerations even night
kayaking becomes a routine and enjoyable activity.
In a kayak our senses are tied to the water and in shallow nearshore environments we often are drawn more to what we see
below the surface than to what is above. Even during night
paddles at certain times of the year our attention is fixed on what
is below the surface, that is, the fantastic blue fireworks of
bioluminescence. The kayak lets us get more intimate with the
world below anytime we feel like it. Reasonably experienced
kayakers plunge below that surface from time to time, cool off,
take a look around, roll back up and carry on, with hardly a
thought.
Of course the roll is an essential self-rescue manoeuvre and yes,
it is an exhilarating athletic feat. But it is also a means of being
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Bob in his element - back in the womb (photo Alex McGruer)

Like many creatures of the sea, kayakers prefer to be in groups
for safety and enjoyment. From above or below, the pattern
formed by a group of kayakers transiting from one place to
another is reminiscent of a school of fish or porpoises. Group
awareness is what determines the layout of the kayaks in a
similar way that awareness of the group determines the layout of
a school of fish.
Is it so surprising then that kayakers are passionate about
paddling? That incredible invention, the kayak, takes us back to
the sea, the place of our origin, winter or summer, day or night,
calm or wild sea conditions. Next time you are paddling on the
water and feeling so very much at home with your
surroundings….well… you are home!

Make your Own Deck Netting
Ian Fong
Deck Netting
A while back, I noticed a friend had replaced his deck bungee
system with netting that he had bought from a kayak
manufacturer. I thought it was a great system. The netting
provided a more secure way to keep your belongings on your
deck. I don't advocate having a cluttered deck, but I sometimes
keep a couple of items handy there such as a water bottle, map
and VHF radio. My netting keeps everything in its place, even
in surf.
After I found out how much my friend had paid for his netting
($60 which seemed a bit steep to me), I remembered some
skills from my Boy Scout days, and came up with a cheaper
way to make my own. The following instructions should get
you on your way to making your very own deck netting. I have
adapted them based on the net-making instructions found on
this website (www.bertaut.com/netmaking.html).

Step Three
Continue making new loops by tying sheet bends. You can
remove the clamps as you go (Fig. 3). Once you reach the end of
the row, flip your dowel so that you continue tying your knots in
the same direction. The final product will look something like
Figure 4. You should note, here, that I set the net on my deck so
that the columns ran across my deck instead of length-wise. I
found that it was a better fit that way and worked better with how
the knots were tied. My net ended up being six rows deep and six
columns across.
You will want the net to be a bit smaller than the area you need to
cover so that it will be under a bit of tension when it is secured to
your deck. Depending on your deck shape, you may need to
taper your net a bit by making some of the loops smaller or larger.
With practice you will figure it out.

Getting Started
All you need to make your own deck netting is the following:
Ÿ about 35 feet of 1/8 inch bungee cord
Ÿ about 3-8 feet of ¼ inch bungee cord
Ÿ a 3-4 foot long wooden dowel (around ½ inch diameter)
Ÿ 6-7 small clamps
Ÿ a little patience
Step One
Hang your wooden dowel horizontally so that it is secure and at
a comfortable working height for you (shoulder level should
work). Wrap 6-7 loops around the dowel using the clamps to
hold the loops in place (Fig. 1). The loops should hang about
2.5-3 inches and be spaced about 2 inches apart from each
other. You can fine-tune this based on how big you want the
net holes to be.

Step Two
Starting with the free end of the bungee cord start tying the
sheet bend knot (Fig.2). Bring the free end through the next
loop from the back. Pull all the free cord through until new
loop hangs the same length as the original loops. Wrap the
cord from right to left around the back of the loop and pull the
free end through under the start of the wrap. Before you pull
the knot tight, you can double check the size of your new loop
and adjust as necessary.

Step Four
I secured the net to my deck by using the deck lines along the side
and the ¼ inch bungee on the top and bottom. I had to untie the
deck line and remove the corner deck fittings in order to do this.
You may require more of the thicker bungee cord and make
alternate attachments depending on how your deck rigging is set
up. Make sure that if you have to untie or loosen any of your deck
rigging that you make sure it is secured tightly when you are
finished.
Conclusion
I have had my deck rigging in place for a year now. It has kept my
bilge pump, water bottle and VHF radio in place in breaking surf
and through rolls, braces and rescues. However, I still use clips
to make sure that if something slips out of the net, I won't lose it.
It took me about 1-2 hours to make my first net, and another 30
minutes or so to attach it to my kayak. My total cost was less than
$10. If you have any questions about this article or how to make
your own net you can contact me at n04iawf@mun.ca.
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Great Lakes Woman Plans First Circumnavigate
Peter Armitage
Wendy Killoran already has a first under her belt - the first
woman to circumnavigate PEI in a kayak. She also paddled
around Manitoulin Island, the world's largest freshwater island,
in Lake Huron. Now she wants to tackle the rugged, convoluted
coast of Newfoundland, which will make her the first woman
ever to do so, should she succeed.
An elementary French-language school teacher in London,
Ontario, and mother of a teenage daughter, Wendy is taking an
extended leave-of-absence in order to paddle the island. She
expects to take three to four months to complete the trip, starting
at Rose Blanche on the southwest coast. Well-known German
kayaker, Freya Hoffmeister, will accompany Wendy for the first
two weeks of the tour, which she hopes to start on May 4th,
traveling counter-clockwise, as did Ken Campbell.
“I've never done an extended paddle with another woman
before,” Wendy says, “so tripping with Freya will be a new
experience in its own right. And this will be her first paddling
experience in Canada. I made contact with her after seeing her
photo in the December issue of Sea Kayaker Magazine, at which
point I started up e-mail correspondence with her. Phone calls
followed after that, and then I invited her to join me on the
paddle. That gave me a pretty good feel for her personality, so
I'm confident that we'll make good paddling companions. In
addition to being a mom like me, Freya has also made paddling
the focus of her life.”

possible. I've been in touch with Ken Campbell, and I know
about his Hare Bay near-death experience, so I have a pretty
good understanding of the challenges of the coastline and the
sea state around the Island.”
Wendy has a passion for writing as well as kayaking, and is a
frequent contributor to Qayaq, the newsletter of the Great Lakes
Sea Kayaking Association. She'll be keeping a daily journal of
her experiences during her trip with the view to gathering
material for a book.
“My dream is to write a book, not just about my encounters with
people and wildlife, but about the emotional and spiritual
aspects of paddling as well. I want to consider some of the
special issues faced by female paddlers. For example, I had
some sleepless nights during the PEI trip worrying about
possible unwanted visitors to my camp. That's why I like to find
places that are safe, where I won't be disturbed, and where I feel
less vulnerable. Men don't really have to worry about these
issues.”

Despite the novelty of her trip, Wendy is no stranger to
Newfoundland and Labrador. “I've had a fascination with
islands for a long time because of their unique cultures and
geography. I've been to Newfoundland six or seven times since
I was a teenager, and I quickly fell in love with the place. I hiked
the East Coast Trail with my mother in 2000, and I visited with
my daughter as well. In 2001, I paddled in the Cartwright area
with the Experience Labrador outfitters. Although I only made
up my mind about four months ago to circumnavigate the
Island, the idea has been at the back of mind since the East Coast
Trail trip.”
In terms of trip preparation, Wendy says she's a bit frustrated
about not being able to kayak during the winter months due to
the ice on the Great Lakes. “Now that spring is well on the way,
however, I'll be getting out for some long paddles, especially on
the weekends. I stay active in other ways when I'm not paddling,
so I should be ready to go physically come May.”
Wendy will be paddling a Current Designs Solstice GTS, and
intends to be as self-sufficient as possible throughout the trip,
apart for periodic restocking of her food supply at coastal towns
along the way. She expects to paddle eight to nine hours per day,
stoking her fire with gorp, oatmeal, pasta, soups, and other
simple but nourishing foods.
“I won't be doing huge crossings - 20 kilometres maximum. I
made a commitment to myself when I did PEI not to do anything
that I wouldn't be comfortable with. So, if conditions look bad, I
won't push it. I'll hug the shoreline until a safe crossing is
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Wendy Killoram self-portrait

“Apart from the emotional side of paddling, I've written a lot
about the spirituality of it as well, because it's the perfect
antidote to the craziness of fast-paced urban life. So, I expect to
reflect on the quiet, contemplative side of paddling while going
around the Island, and to share this with other paddlers at some
later point.
Wendy would like company paddling at various points
throughout the trip, and therefore hopes to contact local
kayakers prior to departure. Glenn MacKay of Nova Scotia will
be posting regular progress reports on the paddling.net message
board as will Justine Curgenven on her www.cackletv.com
website

Drop by The Outfitters and check out the
largest selection of kayaking gear in Atlantic
Canada! We have everything you need to
enjoy the 2006 paddling season in style!
SEA KAYAKS
Sea Kayaks starting at $1399
Complete packages starting at
$1699
New composite and plastic
boats arriving weekly - demo
sessions available!

WHITEWATER
KAYAKS
Wave Sport X and Z,
only $799
Wave Sport EZG Series, $1299
Wave Sport Super EZ, $1039
Wave Sport Diesel Series,
$1299

PADDLES
New feather-light 2006
Aquabound Carbon paddles
now in stock!
AT Crank Shaft paddles
starting at only $279

THERMAL
PROTECTION
NRS Breathable drysuits
with socks, only $599
Full line of Kokatat drysuits,
paddling suits, and paddling
apparel

PFDs
Full line of Kokatat, Salus
and Stohlquist paddling
PFD’s

RACK SYSTEMS
Thule Hullavator
Kayak Lift System now in
stock!

OTHER COOL
STUFF
CROCS footwear now in
stock – amazingly
comfortable and perfect for
paddling!
Stoves, tents, and camp
essentials for your dream
kayak camping trip!

Proud to be bringing the Reel Paddling Film Festival World Tour to St. John’s!

