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6HH SDJH � IRU GLUHFWLRQV WR &DVSDU &RYH� 6LJQ XS E\ H�PDLOLQJ &DURO 5HHG DW

VHDUHHG#EDUEDU\FRDVWGLYHUV�RUJ�
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6WD\ WXQHG IRU PRUH LQIRUPDWLRQ�

$W WKH 1H[W 1H[W %&' 0HHWLQJ�At the May 16 meeting, our special guest (who was showing the video of
Monterey) canceled, but don't let that stop you from coming to the meeting for fun, camaraderie and Roy's bad jokes.

At the July meeting, we will...drink beer, eat pizza and swap fish stories as usual.

Read this newsletter on the web at www.barbarycoastdivers.org -- If you're ready to read this newsletter on the
"World Wide Web" (come on, you've heard of it), 

we the editors would be happy to quit lickin' stamps -- just let Catherine know who you are: catzan@barbarycoastdivers.org.
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(UUDWXP� $V \RX DOO NQRZ� ,

KDUGO\ HYHU PDNH PLVWDNHV�

EXW DODV� , IDLOHG WR FRUUHFWO\

LGHQWLI\ QHZ FOXE PHPEHU

0,&+$(/ :$/6+ LQ WKH

$SULO LVVXH RI WKH QHZVOHWWHU�

%XW , DP WXUQLQJ RYHU D QHZ

OHDI� (YHU\RQH LV LGHQWLILHG LQ

WKH IROORZLQJ SLFWXUHV�

H[FHSW� HU� D IHZ SHRSOH ,

GRQ
W NQRZ DQG D ELUG RU WZR�
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,W LVQ
W WRR HDUO\ WR VWDUW SODQQLQJ \RXU UHFLSH�

/DVW \HDU &DURO ZRQ D EUDQG QHZ � PP ZHWVXLW ZLWK KHU OHJHQGDU\

=DEDGDEDGRRGDV �VD\ 7+$7 ZLWK D UHJXODWRU LQ \RXU PRXWK��

<RX FRXOG EH WKH QH[W ZLQQHU� 2XU FOXE KDV ERRNHG WKH 0HQGRFLQR FDELQ VR GRQ
W

ZKLQH

WKDW \RX KDYHQ
W D SODFH WR VWD\�

&DURO ZLOO EULQJ DSSOLFDWLRQV IRU WKH &RRN�2II WR WKH QH[W PHHWLQJ �0D\ ���� 2U�

H�PDLO KHU DW VHDUHHG#EDUEDU\FRDVWGLYHUV�RUJ�

Dirty Harbor Gets a Clean Bill of
Health

$IWHU EHLQJ GHOD\HG GXH WR KLJK IHFDO FROLIRUP OHYHOV� WKH 0RQWHUH\ +DUERU

&OHDQ�8S ZDV KHOG 6DWXUGD\� 0D\ � DQG E\ DOO DFFRXQWV ZDV D UDJLQJ VXFFHVV�

:KHUH HOVH EXW WKH KDUERU RI RQH RI RXU QDWLRQ
V JORULRXV PDULQH VDQFWXDULHV FRXOG

\RX ILQG WKH IROORZLQJ�

+HUULQJ UROOHU �� WLUHV 3UHVVXUH SODWH +DORJHQ OLJKW 5XE UDLO WR D SLOLQJ +HDW

H[FKDQJHU )XHO WDQN 7LUH ULP 2UDQJH FRQH 6FUHHQ WR D ZLQGRZ %URNHQ ZLQGRZ �

SXEOLF ZRUNV EDUULFDGHV &DU RU ERDW VHDW %URZQ FDUSHW %RRP ER[ Z� � VSHDNHU

5RSH /RWV RI HQJLQH SDUWV )URQW IHQGHU RI D FDU 7UXFN EXPSHU 2XWERDUG PRWRU

FRYHU *UHHQ KRVH 'HFN SLHFH � JDO EDLW EXFNHW � JROI EDOOV a��� EHHU ERWWOHV

%ORZWRUFK 6KRH UDFN /DUJH PHWDO FRYHU %LNH WLUH %LNH IUDPH 6WDLQOHVV UROOHU �

KHDWHU YHQW FRYHUV 6PDOO EOXH FDUSHW =LSORF EDJ 5HG�JUHHQ ERDW OLJKW )LVKLQJ OLQH �
FKLOG
V VOLSSHU a�� DOXPLQXP FDQV )LVKLQJ JORYH &DU FRLO VSULQJ � VKRH � EULFNV �

WHUUD FRWWD WLOHV 6XQ YLVRU 6PDOO GLS QHW *UHHQ UXEEHU ERRW � FRIIHH PXJV � SDJHUV

� FHUDPLF ERZOV 3ODVWLF ZDWHU SLWFKHU � ILVKLQJ SROHV 6ROH WR VKRH =LS WLHV �

EDVHEDOO KDWV <HOORZ PHDVXULQJ WDSH %ODFN SODVWLF FRPE 1HZ FHOO SKRQH 7DSH
7HUUD FRWWD SRW EDVH 6PDOO SODVWLF EXFNHW 6XQJODVVHV Z� \HOORZ OHQVHV &RFD &ROD

ERWWOH �PDGH LQ 0RQWHUH\� )ODVKOLJKW )LVKLQJ NQLIH :KLWH EXG YDVH � ROG EURZQ
ERWWOHV (OHFWULFDO EUHDNHU ER[ (QJLQH PRXQW IUDPH

)LUVW SUL]H LQ WKH FOHDQXS ZHQW WR IRUPHU FOXE PHPEHU 3HWHU )RQJ� ZKR UHFRYHUHG

WKH IXHO WDQN� &RQJUDWXODWLRQV� 3HWHU� Read about the cleanup at:
http://www.mbnms.nos.noaa.gov/Visitor/dive/diveevents.html 
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Six intrepid kayakers and one chicken (me)
took to the churning waters of the San
Francisco Bay last Sunday to paddle the rocky
coastline along the Marin Headlands. We
launched from East Fort Baker, just east of the
Golden Gate Bridge. Paddling out of the
sheltered Coast Guard harbor, we gaped at the
rising steel bridge girders that looked dark red
under the thick gray clouds of a typical San
Francisco morning. 

As we rounded the point, the sea became as
choppy as a kettle full of boiling water. I did
my best to look as if I knew what I was doing
as I shoved my kayak paddle into each wave (I
am fairly sure one should never shove kayak
paddles -- a graceful dip, perhaps, but never a
shove.) But shoving seems to have worked
because eventually I emerged from the roiling
waters, somewhat behind my companions.
Once again we were gliding alongside the
craggy cliffs, poking kayak-noses into caves
and watching comorrants dry themselves in the
sun. (Disclaimer: I often misidentify birds the
way I misidentify club members.)

Rounding the next rocky outcropping, we
entered a small bay whose western edge was
quite sheltered. On the rocks lay a number of
harbor seals, lounging so indolently that if you
squinted, they almost looked like Ulysses'
sirens sunning themselves. (OK, you had to
squint HARD.) Upon our approach, the seals
slipped off the rocks and swam out to
investigate the strangely shaped visitors. Shiny
silver heads emerged and stared inscrutably
with enormous, soulful eyes before sinking
silently beneath the grey-green water.

We continued on past Kirby Cove and out
towards yet another rocky point, but then the
sea turned into a PMS-ing termagant and we
(under the guidance of our fearless but sane
leader, Carol) turned around and headed back
towards the Gate, and civilization.                    
     -cz

Prior to Launching at East Fort Baker

 

The Pre-Launch Group
(Roy, Pete, Curt, Michael, and me (Catherine))
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continued

 

Beached at Kirby Cove

 

The Lone Paddler (aka Dan Schw

After kayaking: Listening to lost-gear stories around the cam
at Kirby 

(Coleen's sister Cathy, Margaret, Catherine, Michael, Roy, C
Coleen, Naoko,


