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Taking a bath: 10km Byday 34 James's

off Sydney, the boys’ enthusiasm had gone

first seatrial goes the way of his razor
pear-shaped

STATEMENT £

i) meat. I'll start with your thigh, and then...” Befor
he had time to turn totally morbid I blurted out,

“Keepit toyourself, mate. I don’t want to know.”

It was day 45 out on the Tasman Sea. Three ye:

prior, we'd stupidly dreamt up the idea of becom

the first people to paddle a kayak from Australia

KILLER SHARKSAND THE STORM FROM HELL imocuton e e i
COULDN'T STOP JAMES CASTRISSIONAND  Mowswduenvinsioinmine

JUSTIN JONES ROWING ACROSS THE TASMAN blisters, and hallucinating from the lack of sleep

(I kept seeing a six-foot baby drinking milk from

& & ] f1dicouthere, you've gottacarryon

mate,” I croaked in despair. “Sure will,

Cas...but would you mind if I have alittl
chomp?” I had no idea what Justin was talking
about, He smiled slyly, with alittle too much

eagerness for my liking. “I've been craving abito

New Zealand. At the time it had seemed like a gre

idea and we threw ourselves into the challenge.
gave up our day jobs ~ for Justin, throwing off his
white labcoat; and for me, ditching (excuse the p

life as an accountant, How romantic - casting off

the shackles of society to pursue an adventure, T

abottle). We'd lost so much fat and muscle we
couldn’t stand - whenever we tried, our legs wou
buckle under us. The situation was desperate.

To make things worse, | get seasick pretty bad!
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Jonesy suffers from claust rophobia (the wuss).
magine stuffing these two blokes intoacabin
sigger than John Candy’s coffin, strapping them
on to the cabin floor, then riding out a four-day
rm on one of the most isolated and violent
stches of ocean on the planet.

fogive youanidea of the experience, imagine for
scthatyou'rea Shrek figurine froma McHappy
.al which hasbeen stuffed intoacigar tube and
rustintoa front-loading washing machine for

ar days. As you're const antly pulled through
sssive walls of water your kayakis morea
hmarine than surface vessel. Every now and then
w're spat out on the crest of awave, and when
s can bring yourselfto conjure enough energy to
sepout the porthole you're horrified to be looking
swn atwo-storey drop to the trough below.

Over the four days it took we didn’'tsleepa
ank because of the violent bucking, the confined
pace and the fact that we'd been lyingdown forso
sng we were completely constipated. Finally the
gorm began to ease. We crawled out of the cabin,
Sucklingat the thought of whatan alien looking
fown on us might have made of the scene - two
saked hairy babies breaking the embryonic sacof
pur kayak, Lot 41,and crawling out of her womb.
The constant spitting rain and the realisation

fhat for the previous12days we'd been going

“At least | hope
they're salt sores”

Two sharks circled
Lot 41 for hours.
Two sharks!

aroundin circles didn’thelp the ol’ morale. We were

trapped inagiant whirlpool. For another few days
we fecblytried to break free - but it was hopeless.
It felt like running ona treadmill at the gym - we'd
paddle and go nowhere. Then when we'd stop, the
kayak would drift back towards Aust ralia. Lying
in the cabindrifting westward, I knewwe couldn’t
keep beatingour heads againstabrick w all any

er, Adull light beganto flicker in the recesses

long
exhausted brain. Knowing that Justinwasn’t

of my

After a while our familiarity
with the situation grew and
Justin said, “Hey, mate,

| dare you to touchits fin.”

gcttinganyslecpcilhcr. [ said to him, “Mate, the
ocean’stoostrong - wecan't keep trying to fightit.”

“What do you reckon we do then?”

“Let's paddle back to Australia!” I said. Before
could expl
You should get somerest.” He thought I was going
mad. “Jonesy, what Imeanis, let’suse this wind and

current to paddle back to Australiaand then - like

Apollo13 -

ain he butted in: “Mate, you're really tired.

slingshot back toward New Zealand.”

We swallowed our medicine and paddled 150km

back toward Australia. The strategy worked and
after two horrendous weeks going aroundin
circles we finally broke free of t he whirlpool. We
were expecting 60 to 70 per centofthewindto
comefrombehind usth roughout the trip; it mly

favoured us sixdaysout ofthe 62intotal.

Totrvandgeta little more speed out ofthe kayak,
we decided it was time to attack the hull with
our pink-handled kitchen scrubbingbrush.
Scissor, paper, rock was the only fairway to
decide who'd plunge into theicy water. Apart
from being freaked about what lurked in the

waterbelow, we knew that goingin could result

_if we weren't careful - in hypothermia. Jonesy
lost and plunged over the side of the kayak naked,
armed with the brush. He did really well, taking
just45minutesto complete the job. Getting

back in the kayak his lips were blue and he shook

ntly. We paddled on for another half-hourto

alising thatby scrubbing the

1. Shit.

viole
warm himup, notre
parnacles offwe'd createda smallburley trai

Hardly believing my eyes I yelled out: “Jonesy,
there’s abloody shark out here, mate.”

“Bullshit, Cas.”

Bam!1ttorpedoed the cabinand Lot 41 lurchedto
one side. I scampered backto the cockpit, stripped

my clothes off - part of our daily routinesoasto
remain as dryas possible to avoid skininfections
-and leapt inside. We sat staringout thedoor in
amazement as this giant predator circled us. [t was
hard to take it in.Only one cent imetre of hull was
keeping us from being shark bait.

Afterawhile, though, our familiarity with the
situation grew and Justin said playfully, “Hey, mate,
Idare you totouchits fin.” Amad glintentered
my eye. Fora briefmoment I thought that would
have been kind of cool. After all, it was this type
ofinquisitiveness that had usout hereinthe first
place. ThenIcame to my SENses. “Jonesy, how
would we ever explain to our mates that welosta
hand because we were tryingto patashark?”

Justindidn’'t have the chance to reply before we
realised there were Iwo sharks. The sharks played
with us for the next few hours andwe fell asleep in
the company of acouple of predators that werea

good two thirds of the length of the kayak.

By the time we woke up the vibrations their
sandpaper-like skin had beensending throughthe
kayak had gone and we pushed on. Fin ally, after 62
daysatseaand having paddled 3318km, we nudged
into the sand of New Zealand, our wasted legs
collapsing underusaswe hit terra firma, so relieved

to have made it alive. FHM

Crossing The Ditch by James Castrission
(Harper Collins, $33) is out now.

A 051

[ —




