- -

-
i€

I stared down into Saltsstraumen, the
world's most powerful maelstrom,
which was churming the surface of
the sea o foam on all sides of our
boat. The image of the whirlpool was
a scene so ternfving that for long
motments | forgot to take pictures,
Ragnar Mogstad, a renowned ath-
lete from Hammerfest in Northemn
Norway stood beside me at the con-
trols of his Zodiac inflatable boat
Even :||<n::gix normally he towered
above the others i our film crew, in
the midst of the raging water on
\ID[\\.'&}

looked small and uncasy

S llw?‘.ll\\l,\l coast, he sud-
denly

I'hen Ragnar threw open the thro

tle of his powerful motor, enabling
our small film crew to barely maintain
our position i the middie of the
””f_’::(_\ curremt l.’.' l:\:f:: oNver f]l’.'
how of the boat, award-winning

Allison Chase

recorded the spectacle with her video

adventure filmmaker

camera,  Another crew  member
grasped Allison’s legs tightly 1o pre
vent her from being swept overboard.
Grinning wildly, she glanced back
ind motioned Ragnar forward

He hesitated. “You don't under
stand.’ R.Igf:\;ll' shouted above the
roar of the maclstrom and the strain-
ing engine, “At any instant, a
whirlpool could open, and we might
fall 10 or 20 meters beneath the sur
face of the sea!™

[hree members of our small film
crew had wraveled from Calitornia to

Northern

summer to shoot footage for a spon

Norway near Bodo last

adventure film for ULS. televiston. We

had promised Outdoor Life Network

6 VIKING \ ¢

mt

ee

we'd show the fierce beauty and spint
of this Nordic land. We persuaded the
local guides to lead us where possibly
no one had ever deliberately gone
hefore—into the heart of the raging
Saltstraumen maclstrom

So Ragnar relented, edging the
Zodue closer 1o where crew member
“l'n“ll was

Gordon battling to

remam ll’.\.’lf.{}‘.'. mn lll\ whitewarter

kavak. Brown, Allison's husband and

filmmaking parmer, had deliberately
paddled into the epicenter of the
maelstrom, He and his tny craft were
now being thrust vielently, first one
wity and then another.

Yer Brown was smiling, and we
knew he was all nght

Our acdrenaline was stll racing as we
sped back across Skjerstadfjorden later
that day, Ragnar entertained us In
recounting the time his wite, Nina, also
1 champion  athlete,  waterskied
I!u‘.lnll':{i‘. Saltstraumen. When !hc_\

anved home after that adventure,

)

"',."'.Lx;,_-.-:.: I WeTS

police awaited them. *1 hope no on
called the authorities to report we were
i trouble today,” crew member Enc
Ellingsen, a local diver, responded. “It
the rescut ht'llu:i'h'l leaves its ;v.lx].
they charge 50,000 crowns (approxi-
mately S7,.000) But once again good
fortum ]l.ll. \':il]k'll ”I\‘(Ifi our t_’!llll;‘.
My filmmaker friends were eostani

with the 40 hours of video footage lll;')

Allison Chase films other kayakers off the
northern coast of the Lofoten islands,

had gathered in Norway

“It's & wrap,” Gordon announced
triumphantly, expressing in filmmak-
ing lingo that the sports adventure
show we had been sent here 1o make
for ULS. television was "in the can.”

[ then reflected upon the senes of
events that had brought us to this mag
mficent northern land, I'd come 1o
Norway the previous summer s 2
photojournalist and returned home

contenned on page 12
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By MicHAaEL PoweRs

unlight pours from the blue Chilean sky like molten Inca

’ ‘gn d. The legendary Rio Bio-Bio, the greatest watercourse
flowing from the South American continent to the Pacific,
rushes scaward a few steps away. Our journey down the river
has led us deep within the ancestral homeland of the
once-fierce Mapuche Indians. Even now, dark eyes set in
faces the color of ancient bronze observe every move from
the forest’s edge. The Indians have good cause 1o be
concermed, Construction 15 about to l'L’;_lt‘. downstreamon a
dam that will flood and destrov this lush canvonland where
thev have lived for thousands of vears. Our little band of
expedicionistas has pathered from three continents to stand in
solidarity with the Mapuches.

Paddlers, support crew and native guides rally behind a

hastily unfurled expedition banner. Kayakers struggle to

balance their boats on end upon the uneven ground. [ whisper
a prayer for the capricious canyon winds not to appear, and
make a few quick exposures, There will be no second chance
One by one, the kayakers slip into their sleck crafts and push
out into the powerful current. Moments later, they vanish
between the narrowing walls of Cation Cien Saltos—Canvon
of a Hundred Waterfalls

Webster defines an expedition as “A journey or excursion
undertaken for a specific purpose.” All modern day expeditions

whether unheralded individual efforts or multi-million dollar

My wife Nani was in a reliective mood al sunset after a long hike
throwgh the Santa Lucia Mountains (o a pinnacle high above the
clovd-covered sea in Blg Sur. The rich blacks and high conlrast of
Fujl Velvia tiim delivered dramatic silhouelies.
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The joys of adventure trave

It was one of those free-spirit days that adventure tour
companies usually include in their trip itineraries.

Our group had just returned from the lost city of
Machu Picchu to Cuzco, Peru. Now my wife Nani and |
were eager 1o engage in a little exploration on our Own.

The cobblestone streets of the ancient Inca capital
were glistening with moming mist as we made our way
to the edge of town. We boarded an old bus and began to
rumble up from 11,000-foot Cuzco towards the towering
Andes. After about an hour, we disembarked on impulse
in a rustic mountain village.

As the noise and dust of the bus faded away, we
noticed & young Indian woman standing a few yards
away, a sack of raw wool on her back and a beautiful
baby gazing out contentedly from within her home-spun
rebozo,

“An Inca Madonna and child” I thought, resisting the
desire to pull the camera out of my backpack. The
woman walked up, a smile spreading across her ageless
features. She spoke Spanish as well her native Quechua,
and invited us up to her hilltop casa to see her weavings.

As our pleasant visit was ending, Esmerchilda placed
her baby girl in Nani’s arms. “I have three daughters and
you have none,” she observed. “Now my husband and |
are building a new casa, and the cost of a door will be
one million soles (about $30). If you want this baby, you
can have her for un millon soles, nada mas.”

Reluctantly, we declined her offer, imagining the stir
this little item would create when we reached U.S. cus-
toms! Yet whenever | project that photo of Nani holding
Esmerchilda’s baby and smiling ecstatically at slide
shows, it always moves my American audiences deeply.

Have you ever yeamed to wander through a mystical,
faraway land, unencumbered by little more than the thirst
for adventure and a daypack containing your passport
and camera?

Exotic wildemess locations far beyond the reach of
most of us & few years ago have become easily accessible
today. However, extremes of weather, geography and
politics can make venturing into unfamiliar territory
seem difficult, perhaps even dangerous.

Fortunately, infrastructure supporting adventure
travel is now established worldwide. Professionally guid-

e "o
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Keeping a legacy flowing

MIRAMAR'S POWERS BRINGS
CONSERVATION LEGEND TO FILM

By Stacy TRevENON
[ stacy@hmbeeview.com |

Michael Powers of Miramar won't forget one
particular moment in his first river trip with con-
servation giant Martin Litton.

It was in 1997, when they approached the roar-
ing Kwagunt Rapid on the Colorado River deep in
the Grand Canyon. That was old stomping
grounds to river veteran Litton, but it was an un-

new experience for Powers.

“Like an old lion with his mane of white hair
blowing in the wind, Martin Litton rose to his feet
from the cockpit of his classic wooden dory, ‘Se-

uoia,” and downstream into the rapid he'd

ced countless times before ,..” Powers wrote in
his first draft of an article he published in Paddler
magazine this month.

He goes on to tell in detail the hair-raising trip
down the rapid and how Litton, then 8o, handled
the dory despite the fact he hadn’t had a guide's li-
cense in years. At one point a thunderous wave
knocked him out momentarily before he regained
control of the flat-bottomed river boat.

Images like that pervade the 22-minute DVD
*“The Good Fight," which Powers produced and
made with friends and fellow filmmakers Mark
Fraser and James Fox. The film is a documentary
of environmental crusader Litton, go, and his
work from saving the Grand Canyon in the 19508
to his current battle on behalf of giant Sequoia red-
woods in California today.

It is an official selection for the Telluride Moun-
tainfilm Festival held in Telluride, Colo., last

month where it received a Filmmaker's Award.

Powers attended the festival, but Litton was ab-
sent: He was stranded in Idaho after a river run
when the Federal Aviation Administration closed
local airports.

“It made for more drama that Litton didn’t ap-
pear because he was stranded in Idaho because of
the weather. This guy's a legend,” Powers said ad-
miringly.

Powers, who founded Miramar Beach Kayaks,

PHOTO COURTESY \WCHALL POWERS
Michael Powers, left, and legendary river runner
Martin Litton, share @ moment on the Salmon River in
Idaho last summer.

met Litton some 15 years and has run rivers
with him in Litton's belnve:{ Grand Canyon.
Litton's no-compromise stance first surfaced

when he was 16 and battling the proposed Ange-
les Crest Highway, which would have cut its swath
through hiking land he loved in Southern Califor-
nia. During World War I1 he served as a glider pi-
lot in Europe and then came home to fall in love
with the Colorado River.

He has worked as a senior editor for Sunset

magazine and founded Grand Canyon Dorys with
old river boats he brought down from Oregon. His
environmental and conservation efforts included
protection in Dinosaur National Monument in
Utah and Colorado, Redwood National Park in Cal-
ifornia, the Grand Canyon and now California se-

quoias,

“Nature has a right to be here, untrammeled, un-
fettered,” he says in Powers' Paddler article.

Currently Litton lives in Portola Valley with Es-
ther, his wife of nearly Go years. They share the
same house they did nearly half a century ago, and
he boycotts computers, preferring his old manual
typewriter, Powers said.

Powers' article chronicles classic Litton adven-
tures like flying his old Cessna plane low through
the Grand Canyon, running the Salmon River in
Idaho as well as Grand n waterways, and
more colorful stories that t fellow campers
on wilderness forays.

Powers previewed “The Good Fight™ at the Bach
Dancing and Dynamite Society before it went to
Telluride, and says that if there's interest he will
show it again, other films he is planning to
screen there. He said he is also negotiating with
public television outlets to show it.

Powers is not the only person involved with
championing this film. He and his fellow “Good
Fight” filmmakers belong to the OceanStudio, an
alliance of filmmakers, writers and photographers
whomld:d‘;:dspiriuiin.pmmoﬂngﬂ:egoalof
protecting and nurturing a deeper understanding
for the natural world.

This istic group numbers about 12 from
all around the country, he said, and is in the
process of completing a coffee table book of pho-
tos and essays, “Spirit of Adventure,” due to be
published within a year.

Powers can be reached at 726-2748. »

Half Moon Bay Review iove .06



A Maveric
Adventur

Legendary waves and an
occasional great white shark
make paddling the infamous
Mavericks Reef on the
northern California coast a

memorable experience.

bl

cathedral, a place of worship!’

Enc Soares. commander of th I'suname Rangers, an

‘extreme condiion”™ sea Kavaking team, was expounding
sunam X
f the Miramar Beach

a few miles

from his kpit of i sleek Rocket
Bog

Kavak
south of San Francisco on the

Right on cue, o squadron of brown pelic

favorite pulpit, the cox
with members ¢
on &t Mave
orthem Califormia

¢ had rendesvoused

Club for & surf-zone miss icks Reef,

ooast
ins satled down out of the

turquoise sky and began surfing the mvisible ar currents inches

ibove the waves. A stlver-pelted sea otter floated on his back i the

miadst of a kelp forest, relishing a succulent morsel plucked from the

rocky bottom, Pure white gulls hovered overhead, cager for any

of sushi the otter might disregard. Two Califormia sea lions

came bursting to the surtace at the crest of a wave, surfed ellortless

ly down the falls, and vamished bencath our boats as suddenly as

they had appeared. They were the masters here, and we were the
students. Even Soares scemed iemporanly humbled
his X-1 around 1o get into surfing

set of formadable way

“Outside!” Enc ened, spimning

position, The first of a ¢s, flung from afar by

some distant and unseen storm, was racmnge striaght toward the bat
tered stretch of open sea reef where our bandd of kayakers had pad

dled. Evervone watched for a few moments, mesmerized, as the

» quickly nsing floor of the sea beyond

, the reet
skvward. Soon it had formed a translucent green
wall |3 feet above our heads. The rest of us charged seaward,
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above Half Moon Bav. Now he was totally commutted, As |

ening wave before it broke. But Soares

wh over the tow

noPIng O

swung the bow of his boat around toward the

golden alls nsing
clawed
ny way up the steepening wall and over the top, | glanced back over

ny shoulder toward Soares. For i split second | glimpsad his kayak,



Michael Powers became involved with the Tsuna-
mi Rangers, an elite “extreme condition™ sca Kayak-
ng team, in 1987, and was swept into the realm of
serious sea Kavaking. In 1992, the Tsunam Rangers

were featured in a National Geographic Explorer T

special, Wave Warriors. Since then, Powers and the

other Rangers have participated in numerous televi-
Ids the rank of

sion productions, Powers presently he

commander in the Tsunami Rangers. He and fellow
13

Ranger Eric Soares recently co-asuthored a book,
Extreme Sea Kavaking, published by Ragged Moun-
tain Press, a subsidiary of McGraw-Hill. He 15 cur-
rently working on a new book, Kavak in the Sea,

featuring his stories and photographs of paddling

adventures all over the world
— A -

IN THE ZONE: Fé

with the skifts gy
northern Ca
A‘J!’(‘fi(k‘ Kew

exhilarating expe

s .

nearly vertical on the face of the breaking wave. Then he was gone,  form the Miramar Beach Kayak Club, On a typical weekend mom-

hurtling shoreward on a long, thnlling nde
T'o safely enjov this world of jagged rock and breaking v

Rangers always paddle as a closely kmit team. Following their lead,
a group of northem California paddlers have banded together to

ing. # half-dozen intrepad souls converge at the club’s headquarters
at Miramar Beach on Half Moon Bay, Kavaks of different sizes and

styles are pulled off stors

s racks. Seasoned wip leaders help the less

expenenced select the night boats and gear for the conditions they

sww canockavak com 63
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. Do-Every
e Great picture-taking required.
Gadgetry optional.

By Steve Pollock

DOES TECHNOLOGY ENSLAVE USORSET US FREETWE'LI

leave the end-ofithe-millennium philosophers to ponder

that one, but in the world of photography we already have a
practical answer: o littde of both. Camera maKers have har-

nessed the silicon chip to make better photographers of us

all, with amazingly compact, fully automatic cameras that

inyone can tote anvwhere and use to shoot damn good pa e

MICHALL POWERS

tures, On the other hand, it's not always true that if some
technology 1s goodd then more is better—something that g




(Main image) Michael Powers positioned his oun whitewater kayak just a few yards
away from Emmy-award winning adventure cimematographer Gordon Broun as they
ventured out onto an open sea reef off the Northern California coast. When a big
wave crashed over the reef, Powers had a split second to record the action before
the breaking wave engulfed him. (Fuji HD-M waterproof camera; Sensia 100.)

(Lower left) Arlene Burns ran a stretch of the wild Chatkal River in Siberia in her
kayak. She then scrambled out on an overhanging vock and pulled her Nikon FE2
with a 80-200mm lens from a dry bag to capture this perspective of her Russian
companion hurtling through a “Vodopod” (waterfall) in a homemade raft.

A New Wave In Water Sports Photography

Outdoor & Nature Photography




—said by Chilean fishermen when Antarctic storms lash the

teel the grip of sea

sing sun stream down

1 radical voung torest
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sendary ; For millenniums
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proved invaluable for reaching areas
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Klemn encouraged sea and niver kavak
ersto b NG thcir Doats ro hweip

When | met Kleimn, he was in thy
midst of planning vet another ambi
tious eco-expedition to southern Chil
[he possibibity of paddhing to help sas
the wildernmess proved irresistible, as
talked two of my lot g-time Xavaximng
triends, John Weed and Bob Stende

Into joming me. For

our expedition and paddhing skills

along n ed soections of the Pacihe
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forms a weather fence between the
northern ice cap and the rest of Europe,
a meteorological battlefield where
tropical and polar forces meet and
interact, sometimes explosively

I heard aboul! an American
wilderness guide named Tim Conlan,
who was seeking others to join him
kavaking among the Lofoten and
Vesterdlen islands, Because of the
exploratory nature of the tnip, he was
encouraging only those who were fit
and prepared to enjoy the daily
mental and physical challenges of a
serious expedition.” He wrote: “You
must be capable of hiking ten or twelve
miles at elevation or paddling twenty-
five miles in moderately rough
seas,.and be willing to participate in all
aspects of decision making and being
an active member of a chalienging
expedition.” | signed up.

In mid-June, a series of flights bore
me from Seattle across the top of the
world to ('n}‘cnlm:_;un, then to Osilo,
and finally, northward along the
ragged Norwegian coast to the town of

Bodo, about e¢ighty kilometers above
the Arctic Circle. A week remained
before my scheduled rendezvous with
Tim Conlan farther north, so | looked
up two members of the local sea
kayaking club, Heidi Fossum and
Frank Jacobsen, We piled into Frank's
VW van and drove along the
waterfront until we came to a wooden
building, modern, but built in a
traditional Norwegian style. Inside the
Bodo Kajakk Klubb, 1 saw a dozen club
boats and about eighty privately
owned sea kavaks, mostly of European
manufacture, neatly stored in racks
that rose to the ceiling, The clubhouse
had been designed by Jacobsen
himself, one of the town's leading
irchitects, The land had been
purchased collectively and the factlity
butlt by club members. 1'd heard about
the popularity of highly-organized
sport clubs in Scandinavia and it was
inspiring to actually visit gne
Cooperation like this was unknown
among paddlers in the states, and |
pondered how we might benefit by

Imoft

Story and Photos by Michael Powers

% M.m wite 0n the ishand of Ligndery
Abe Hikd Fossgns paddlinn iy
1o Bodoy Noswiay ] "

considering the advantages of the
Norwegian system

Over dinner that night, we made
plans for a paddle among the islands
scattered along the coast to the north of
Bode. The club provided me with a
sleck, Finnish-made craft, appro-
priately called a Viking, Heidi and |
met the next morning to buy
provisions before boarding an express
passenger boat with our kayaks. Soon
we were racing north though a maze of
Lreen mountains.

At Engeloy (“oy’ at the end of a place
name designates an island), Heidi's
friend Inge awaited us on the dock. We
loaded our boats on top of his vintage
Saab and drove across the island on a
winding road. En route, Inge pointed
out the fish farm where he worked
The sun was sinking low in the sky by
the time we had finished stuffing our
boats with camping gear and a week’s
worth of food. When | appeared
anxious about reaching our first
campsite before dark, my companions
laughed, “We're in the midst of the

At 1957 s Kavaker 7
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6 Life in the Free Air

Photojournalist and writer Michael Powers
takes us along on a risk-laden journey
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to help preserve the world’s wildest river
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Dennis Kuhr blasts through the surf zone on the Northern California coast. Shot while standing in the shorebreak immediately behind
the kayaker, with a waterproof Fuli HO-M with 38mm lens and built-in fill flash, loaded with Fujichrome 100.
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Michael Powers

A Globe-trolling
American photojournalist returns
home (o the land of ultimalte adventure

never saw the rogue wave that
I bore down silently behind me.

With the waterproof camera
tethered to my life jacket, I was
photographing my fellow Tsunami
Rangers, an “extreme condition”
sea kayaking group, as we paddled
in storm surf off the Northern
California coast. We had approached a
jagged-toothed reef where a herd of sea lion
bulls were hauled out, starkly silhouetted
against the sun path on the sea. When the
alpha bulls congregate like this, it means
their mating season is about to begin, and
these 1500 pound aquatic quarterbacks were
obviously in no mood for company. As we
drew closer, they stampeded into the surf,
which was soon boiling with the movement of
their powerful bodies, They began taking
turns charging up to our kayaks with their
impressive canine teeth bared. A hasty
retreat would have been the sensible course
at this point, but the dramatic interaction
between the big bulls and the Rangers was an
irresistible photo op. Shooting wildly, 1 had
soon exposed the roll of Fujichrome 100 in
my Nikonos. I unclipped the camera in order
to exchange it for a backup waterproof
bungied to the deck of my kavak. Too late, |
turned back to face fifteen feet of translucent
green water cresting above my head. The next
instant | was capsized, right in the midst of
the pack of angry bull seals.

TEXT AND PHOTOS BY MICHAEL POWERS

September/October 19
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| Patrick Powers captured this action shot that Michael Powers set up while
. battling the waves off the Northern California coast. Powers is a member of the
| Tsunami Rangers, an “extreme condition” sea kayaking team,
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The tao of kayakmg

Become one with the paddie:
centered, balanced,
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TEXT AND
PHOTOGRAPHS BY
MICHAEL POWERS

The Sherpas say ... the greatest
sins are to pick wildflowers and to
threaten children.

— Peter Matthiessen, “The Snow
Leopard™

Like playful mountain devas,
powerful winds buffeted our little
plane as we approached the
Himalayas.

Suddenly, Lukla village, gateway
to the fabled Khumbu region,
appeared through the mist ahead.
Our landing place, a steeply sloping
strip of grass, hung suspended
between the immense massif of ice
and stone rising up beyond the town
and the dark rainforest below.

In just a few hours, we would be
trekKing among those snow-covered
peaks, the highest mountains in the
world. Yet up here in the Himalayan
sky, the adventure had already
begun, The Nepalese pilots cut back
on their throttles, and the Twin
Otter began a bumpy descent
towards the airstrip. | whispered a
prayer that we would not overshoot
the tiny runway.

Safely on the ground, we were
greeted by the smiling, sun-bur-
nished faces of our Sherpa team,
eight men and two women. The trip
leader, a free-spirited Brit named
Richard Munro, had flown up with
us from Kathmandu,
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Above, exultant photojournalist Michael Powers on the summit of Kala PatAr with M. Everest behind him. Below left, a young Sherpa porter in the
Khumbu Region of Eastern Nepal. Below right, a young Sherpa woman on trail fo Mt. Everest
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Cover photograph: Michael
Powers captured this pod of
swift-moving dolphins along

Kauai's Na Pali coast with a
waterproof camera.




PURSUITS

The Making of a Sea
Kayaking Film

he call came in mid-January at
the height of & big winter storm
e voice was Gordon Brown of
Summit Films, and he sounded excited
"Hey, Michael, National Geographi
wantsus todoadocumentary about the
Isunami Rangers for their Explorer se-
ries. We start shooting next week!™
After 1 hung up, the significance of
Gordon's words began to sink in. Scon
a crack adventure film-making team
would be arriving, right at the height of
the winter storm season, expecting to
see "extreme condition” kavakingdem
onstrated on cue. True we love to bash
around insea caves and rock gardensin
storm surf conditions. And we are a
customed to these activitics attracting
attention, but not always in sueh a flat
tering manner. We have been banned
from a number of beaches by nervous
park rangers, concerned that we might
prove an embarrassment by drowning
ourselves in their urisdiction. Then the
American Canoe Association, after re-
viewing our video Adventiresof the Tsu
rami Rangers, promptly cancelled our
race insurance. Yet we continue trving

to demonstrate that “"extreme condi
tion” sea Kavaking, when undertaken
by highly experienced and properly
equipped individuals who adhere to
certain principles and procedures, can
e o reasonably safe activity. Yet until
now our high-risk ocean adventures
had always been strictly on our own
terms

Asthefirstday of filming approached
the sea seemed to grow increasingly
violent. “Av... Caramba!
Soares, commander of the Rangers, as
he studied the weather satellite picture
on TV, Storm fronts were lined UPacross
the Pacific, like jostling schoolboys ea
ger for the final bell to ring

Word came that National Geographi
felt a woman paddler might bring an
added dimension to the film. Yet there
were no women among the ranks of the
Isunami Rangers. No doubt it was our
reputation {largely undeserved)as kay
akers on the lunatic fringe that had dis-
couraged many candidates of either sex
trom paddling forth to join us, Thecrisis
was resolved when director Gordon
Brown recalled a Class V river boater

siphind Eric

and expert rock climber named Maura
Kistler, whom he had worked with re-
cently on a commercial for the State of
West Virginta. She had the right stuff,
Gordon assured us. "But how will she
react to paddling in storm surf along
rocky coasts?” Eric wanted to know.,
That was precisely the point, Gordon
argued convincingly. “The Rangers will
introduce Maura to the challenges of
extreme condition sea kayaking.”

By the final week of January, the film
crew had assembled in Northern Cali-
fornta. We soon realized these folks
were, without exception, highly quali-
fuxd, seasoned adventure film-makers.
Adrienne Ciuffo, former senior story
editor for National Geograpiiic Explorer
was the film's producer. Lisa Blackaller
would soon prove indispensable as the
production coordinator. Veteran film
maker Roger Brown had earned an
Emmy and numerous other accolades
for his action-packed documentarics
over the years. His sons Gordon,
Michael and Nick had grown up mak

When National
Geographic decided
to make a documentary
about “extreme condi-
tion” sea kayaking,
nobody counted on the
weather being so darn
cooperative.

ing maovies with their father in some of
the carth’s wildest regions. This would
be 29-vear-old Gordon's first crack at
directinganimportant production. Jim,
Eric, Maura and |, referred to in movie
making jargon as the “talent,” would
do the paddling

Filming commenced in front of the
Miramar Beach Kayak Club, the Rang-
ers’ headquarters on Half Moon Bay.
Mhe normally mellow surfon thissouth.
facing embayment was pumping, en-
ergized by big swells rolling in from
Mexico, This was Maura's introduc-
tion to ocean paddiing, and we wereall
relieved todiscover that she was a com-

Story and Photos by Michael Powers

Sea Kavake uteee 1993
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URING THE FIRST THREE
months of 1992, a group of
American and Chilean pad-
dlers explored over a thousand kilome-
ters of the southern Chilean coast with
sea and white water kayaks, and an
ancient VW van. Their expedition had
three objectives: to bring the attention of

the world to a unique and endangered
wilderness, thereby encouraging its pres-
ervation, to search along the coast for
the perfect location to create an “eco-
community,” a permanent base camp
for Chile’s growing environmental
movement, and to have a great pad-
dling adventure.

STORY AND PHOTOGRAPHS BY MICHAEL POWERS
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