A sea kayak book launch
and blatant blackmail
A true tale of a sea kayak book launch, a blackmail letter for
photos taken and how, on the high seas, the book launcher got
his revenge on the blackmailer.

John Kirk-Anderson

Back in April 1995, when the annual Kiwi Association of Sea
Kayakers symposium was held at the Picton Yacht Club, I mounted an
undercover operation to launch the very first edition of The Dreamtime
Voyage, the story of my year long paddle around Australia. Bringing the
book into print as a self publish had taken a power of time with nigh
on $30,000 alone for the printing; thus, I felt an auspicious occasion
was warranted for opening the first box of books. (Picton is at the top
end of the South Island of NZ where the cross-Cook Strait ferries
commence their voyages to Wellington, North Island).
The Saturday had been a busy day for forum paddlers on Queen
Charlotte Sound. After a scrumptious catered evening meal by a local
service club the room was full of damp kayakers with a rather noisy
hubbub of salty tales. Clobber (clothing) was still much of the damp
poly pro variety with narry a hint of auspiciousness.
The rear of the yacht club had a set of double opening doors.
Stealthily, I unbolted the doors, and skulked out silently into the
darkness, where I met a young lass who I had hired from the local
drama society. She was wearing a floor length red and white dress, as
would have been worn in the 1800s on sailing vessels entering Picton
Harbour.
Outside the doors I had already stashed Lalaguli, the kayak used for
the 1982 Around Aussie paddle. I changed into a very sharp grey suit
with fresh white shirt and tie and tan leather boots, then placed a box of
the books in the cockpit, replete with a big red bow.
Without any fanfare I pulled open the double doors and the young
lass and I carried Lalaguli into the yacht club, placing her on two chairs
which I had cunningly pre-arranged.
As I had never before been seen dressed up in a suit and tie, you
could hear a pin drop. Stunned silence ensued. Two ladies swooned and
at least one bloke looked very pale. For a mob of noisy kayakers after a
beer or two, the silence was profound.
I gave a short launch speech then we cut the red ribbon and displayed
the first book. At the time I wasn’t aware that Christchurch paddler
and press photographer John Kirk-Anderson had quickly got over my
‘suit-able’ attire shock and was rather busy taking a whole roll of colour
negative pics.
It ended up a great night and all of those first copies were sold on the
night.
Barely two weeks later, a plain brown A4 envelope was delivered by
the rural postie. Along with a proof sheet showing the photos of a bloke
in a suit, this message was scrawled on a solid piece of cardboard:
‘Paul - Please send by return post $1,000,000 in cash as payment for
negs’.
My goodness, I thought that was a bit blatant and excessive, despite
the incriminating (but rather good) colour photos on the proof sheet.

Milford Sound revenge

The story then moves a year later to Milford Sound in May 1996.
John and I had driven down south for a mix of both paddling and some
mountaineering instruction in the Darren Mountains. (Milford Sound
is the biggest tourist attraction in Fiordland, at the bottom of the South
Island of NZ, with the only road access to the massive fjords carved by
glaciers back in the Pleistocene era).
During our paddle out to the Milford Sound entrance we were
trying to land at high tide on a very steep gravel beach at Anita Bay.
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Paul impeccably attired in a suit and tie for his book launch at the
Picton Yacht Club, first box of the Aussie book with a red ribbon in
the kayak cockpit. This led to JKA sending Paul a blackmail note of
‘A million dollars for the negatives.’
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