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It seems that the summer is finally over now and thoughts are turning to getting some water back in our
rivers so we can get out paddling once more.

What’s happened since the last magazine? Well, During June and July the club ran several courses on
the reservoir. We ran a 1star for the Air cadets, as we have on previous years. Since we were unable to
run regular sessions on the reservoir throughout the Summer, we ran an intensive 1-3 star training and
assessment evenings for club members. These were a great success and really improved the standard of
paddling throughout the club. Well done to David, Simon, Chloe, Steve, Dave, Martin, Delia, Kevin,
and Mike who took the 1, or 2, or 3star award. As coaches we were very impressed at the skill level
achieved. In many cases this was well above the level required for that particular award.

As a club, we made quite an income from these reservoir sessions. This was only possible due to the
commitment and dedication of club members, so a really big thanks (in no particular order) go to
Barrie, Cheryl, Tindale, Pat, Joyce, Granville, Luke, Phil, Andy Dray, Ce, Dave Hughes, Ray Vaughan

The Alps was visited once more. You can read about Ken’s experience further on in this publication.
Ce and I had a fantastic time as always, we were led to believe that the rivers would be virtually dry
this summer, as the snowfall had been poor this winter. On arrival the rivers were quite good, and
certainly better than they have been on some of our previous trips. We teamed up with Walsall
Camping Club to paddle some of the regular runs. After a day’s rain the Guil was a good level and a
truly memorable run. Ce and I got off grinning broadly, whereas Adam Clegg seemed to have
developed a stutter. I think we’d found the limit of his comfort zone. We also visited the (in)famous
Rabioux playwave. It turned out that bulldozers had turned this natural river feature into a very un-
natural stopper. It was quite unfriendly and tiring in the stopper, but we were getting plenty of rolling
practice. Off the rivers we did a few Via Ferrata’s. These are effectively rock scrambles where you
wear a harness and clip to a fixed wire to safeguard against a fall. These really were great fun and took
us to onto incredibly steep faces on some of the local mountains, certainly not for those afraid of
heights. A lot of our time in France was spent climbing. We met up with some friends who were
camping nearby and they introduced us to some of their favourite crags. This was a whole different ball
game to us and it opened up many new opportunities in a part of the world that we thought we knew
very well. To return the favour we hired a raft for Keith and Jenny (Mike had is own kayak) and took
them for a trip down the Durance...they loved it (despite an out-of-boat moment for Mike)!

The surfing trip happened at Bude this year. We even had some surf too, as quite often these days the
sea seems to be calmer than the reservoir. You can read more about the surfing from Dave and Steve.
Steve’s certainly had an interesting time. Thankfully Ce and I were on a different beach that day—I can
verify that it was big surf though!

Well done to Pat for organising some club personalised clothing—Fleeces and Polo shirts. These have
proven very popular and have certainly helped us portray a very professional image when we have run
courses at the reservoir. They are good quality garments at a good price. If anyone wants some of this

kit then get hold of Pat (remind him that I’m still waiting for my fleece)

Finally, a big congratulations to Paul and Emma. Emma gave birth to their baby, Chloe Paige Steels on
17 August at 8:00am. I’'m sure you’ll all join with me in wishing them happy nappy changing and all
the other delights of a new baby.

[an Dallaway

If any body sees Pat, tell him that the waves in Cornwall over the Bank holiday were at least 5 foot
high, long and green, with no surfers on the sea. Dozens of kayakers caught each wave. Nobody swam.
White sand and sun for the non-paddlers. The climbing was superb — high scary cliffs with plenty of
big holds.
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The surfing trip to Cornwall in August has been a regular fixture for many years on the club calendar.
The campsite and beach are family and dog friendly, with plenty for everybody to do when the sea is
flat. (If you see Pat the sea was far from flat on any day before, during and after the trip).

Leaving the campsite early on Saturday, lan, Ce and I were overjoyed to round the bend and look down
the cliff to see the waves described above. Past the café and surf hire shop, into the car park, we got
changed and walked 50 yards to the sea with our boats. I set up a shelter for wife and baby, and joined
the others on the sea. The waves were as close to perfect as you can get, and Ce paddled reasonably
well in the challenging water far out. Lots of power in the waves, and a few fun ‘trashings’ by breakers
— but with just enough time between each wave to paddle out without getting too knackered. Ride after
ride — we didn’t want to stop for lunch. Pack lunch on the beach or Cornish pasty at the café — what a
nice choice to have. Back on the sea after lunch we didn’t want to come off, but had to when blisters
started to form on our hands!

On the second day the waves were a bit smaller (don’t tell Pat). Ian and I, followed by everybody else,
had few problems, and a few good rides. Ce struggled. She seemed unable to deal with the 3 foot
waves without rolling. We, true to form, didn’t laugh at her, but watched and offered helpful advice.

It was nice to see so many from Birmingham Canoe Club there, despite it being a Walsall trip.
However, Birmingham were massively outnumbered by Walsall, and we wondered what we would
have to do to match those numbers from our neighbouring club? Any answers?

Dave

! "H1$ ]

Ah the Tryweryn such a fun river. I had only ever done the lower section three times and the upper
section running it almost straight through. So, I prepare for the very different experience of running it
with the “Evil Dallaway”.

After a tardy rouse, get up (late) I missed breakfast and was at lan’s for eight with the long sleepy
journey ahead. Getting there and waiting for Dave, we enjoyed a nice adult energy drink (coffee) as we
started to cook with gasoline.

On the river at last, it was a very different from how I remembered it - [ never even knew there was a
bit above the chipper! I soon found out about it very personally though, as in being stuck in the stopper
personally! Being held there, my only thoughts were far too rude for publication here. Trying to keep
my edges up but getting thrown back over every 10 seconds. Ian, after probably laughing so hard,
decided to try to help me get out. I was totally out of breath and had drank a lot of water at this point,
but the rescue seemed to be working. I was almost out of the stopper when Ian hit a rock, causing me to
capsize once more. With no breath left, I pulled the deck. It was a fun swim and gave my boat chance
to have a one-on-one with the river. Even lan took his hat off to me. (Not literally but you know.)

After the rescue my padding had come lose - damn Bostik. We then went back on and did a bit of
playing in a friendlier wave that was a real confidence boost. Then onto the real river...Yippee! After
waiting for Dave to stop playing games with the dog when he was trying to seal launch we were ready
to rock our socks again. After doing a bit of eddy hopping in the section before the Graveyard, I felt
confident. Then I looked at the graveyard. That brown trouser moment again. Somehow, lan talked me
into doing it and making eddies on the way as I tried to keep food in me rather then down me.

Somehow, I managed to make the Graveyard without swimming and making a few eddies. The easy bit
now. Although watching Ian and Ce play was scary, crazy people. As we gently paddled down to the
Fedr Gog (Poor Welsh Spelling) and pushed us down the river. The café. LUNCH!!! Then the nice
paddle down the fingers and into the campsite wave. Which was a bit of a let down but then again....
well nothing it was just a let down.

Anyway I’m running out of things to babble on about so........ That’s ma mama!

Adam Clegg
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Well, what was it to be, a potter round the park or a sit in the garden? All this was changed by a phone
call from Annette. Paddling it was then, the upper Severn. Up at 7:30 for the drive to Shrewsbury, find
Val and Annette, park at the Royal Hall and sort out the ferry to Welshpool.

We had a few doubts about the launch site, but a friendly farmer put us right, 200yards was an easy
path to the river. The sun was now beating down too, so different from the forecasted cold easterlies
and possible rain. Warm enough for just a wetsuit, buoyancy aid and shades (such a style icon)!

Annette, Val and I set off under the watchful eye of Admiral Rodney, whose monument stands on the
hill overlooking us — Amazing how much local knowledge Annette has!

The river was a quiet affair, a twisting channel but full of wildlife. Within the first mile alone there
were Heron, and Kingfishers darting about in their iridescent blue jackets. At times the river seemed
like a series of cul-de-sacs, with some of the bends being so tight the route was obscured from view
until the last minute. The sun was well up by now and we even spotted a buzzard soaring on the
thermals. A crested Grebe darted below the surface on our approach and a mallard hustled it’s young to
the safety of an overhanging tree as we paddled by. There was so much to see — a paradise on earth. |
felt that maybe we were intruding, disturbing the peace and tranquillity of the river, spoiling it’s
solitude!

The overhanging trees needed care. If the river had been six inches higher they would certainly have
caused problems. Thankfully the level was good and all went ok. Lunch was enjoyed on the edge of a
grassy meadow, the silence was uncanny. Minnows darted through the fairly clear water, Damsel Flies
drifted in the light breeze with their shiny blue wings contrasting the white of the May Fly.

Onward we paddled, with the air rich with the scent of May blossom. A couple of swans swam ahead.
We tried to pass them a couple of times but they always managed

to keep ahead. We saw more Heron and fish on the way downstream. The trip was rounded off with a
drink at the Royal Hall, a pretty much perfect day!

John Powell

The forecast was for good weather. We were getting bored of the Dee and the Tryweryn. We didn’t
fancy getting ill at Nottingham. The Nene wasn’t really worth the drive to get to it. The Washburn
then, yeah, that’1l do!

There were 6 of us, Cheryl, Tindale, Ian Booth, Simon Dix, Ce, and myself. I gave Steve Dix directions
for the carpark at the ingress (it isn’t particularly easy to find) and we all met up there at 10am. Now
Ian Booth and Simon haven’t been here before. They looked at the narrow river as it sped out of site.
They seemed more than a little apprehensive!

We reassured them and then Tindale read them the last rites — that should help boost confidences. It
was going to be an interesting trip. I’'m sure one of them even started to stutter!! On the water and all
their nerves seemed to melt though. It wasn’t so bad afterall and soon they were both making difficult
eddies and playing the river at every opportunity — generally getting in our way and hogging all the
play spots.

Things were going well and we were starting to have difficulty keeping Ian and Simon under control,
they wanted to play at every opportunity. The big drop solved that problem though. We told them it
was coming up and suddenly they weren’t so keen to be up front anymore. It was a bouncy drop and
their faces were a picture as they ran the rapid. They managed the rapid with ease, even throwing in a
roll for good measure before eddying out at the bottom.
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We all spent a good deal of time playing the river, then back up to the start and paddled it again with
even more playing. It seemed that Cheryl, Tindale and Tan were in competition to see who could roll
the most. Not sure who won in the end but Cheryl certainly deserves an award for the most unpleasant
looking upside down moment. Thankfully there was only a slight scratch to her hand to show for it.

All too soon we were changed and eating cake. Ian and Simon failed miserably and abstained from this
tradition. How can they possibly further their paddling career with behaviour like this? Off then to the
Nelson for the obligatory beer before the long drive home.

Ian Dallaway

# (1

It all started for me on Friday the 27" August. I had a good day, managing to actually surf this year. I
also had a fantastic backward surf but when I tried it a second time it seemed to go horribly wrong and
I nearly did a backward summersault — maybe I won’t try that again just yet!

By Sunday I was really starting to get used to my new boat and was most impressed by how good it
was in the surf.

Monday then came all too soon and talk turned to the topic of going home - but I don’t want to leave! I
managed to strike a bargain with the wife (Karen), I am allowed to go for a last paddle if I take her for
a last shopping trip into Bude. I arrived at the beach and not many are there apart from Dave and
Richard from Walsall canoe club who were up for a paddle. Phil said it was not exciting enough for
him so he didn’t bother getting changed. On the sea and I was having a good time. I couldn’t believe
the size of some of the waves and they seemed to get bigger every minute. I went over once and rolled
up and carried on.

On Richard’s suggestion, we went a bit further out to sea. It was hard work but we were making steady
progress until suddenly I was hit by this big wave. I felt as if | had been punched in the stomach by
Mike Tyson! I don’t know what happened for the next thirty seconds but I am upside down again. 1
decided to wait until I stopped spinning and then roll up — only I didn’t stop spinning! ok time to bale.

Wow is that how far it is to the beach, ah well here are Richard and Dave. Dave suggests holding the
boat in front of me and hoping the waves will push me to shore; this doesn’t work! Plan B, Richard will
tow me to shore. Great, its working the shore is in sight and I briefly stood up for a second. I then
found myself in a rip tide and ended back out to sea. Plan C, Richard suggests an X rescue to put me
back in my boat. The boat is duly emptied and I have a go and actually managed to get back in.
Unfortunately most of the sea managed to get back in too. We hastily tried to get the deck back on but
the boat had too much water in for me to paddle it and all to soon I ended back upside down and ready
to bale again. However, in our haste to put the deck on previously, we had managed to get the grab
loop trapped on the inside!!!!

My bowels decided to show an interest at this point but I kept cool and got my fingernails under it and I
was out again. At this point Dave went off to inform the coast guard and Richard tried to tow me in
again, but to no avail. Soon the coast guard arrived and invited me to have a surf on his board. I didn’t
want to leave my now cherished boat initially, but gave up in the end anyway he must not have been
impressed with my surfing skills and dumped of on a couple of his mates with a nice motor

boat. In no time at all I was back on the beach.

They must have noticed how upset I was about my boat so off they went and retrieved it. I was met by
the wife who was wagging a finger at me. I can’t tell you what she was saying as I had already
switched off, I had a fair guess at what was coming.

Anyway Phil got his excitement, I got some new friends because the life guards said if I get into
trouble again just to give them a wave. I heard later that they closed the beach as it got too rough. I will
be back next year so beware.

Steve Maley (Red 14)
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A big thanks to Barry for organising the trip on the Severn, from Hampton Lode to Bewdley. Eleven of
us took to the river and it has to be said that the conditions were perfect, a decent temperature — almost
hot even. Just a few cotton wool clouds in the sky to stop any sun-burn.

Lunch was on the quay at Arley. A host of open boats, ducks and tourists. We had a fly over by a DC3
Dacota. Apparently this was in remembrance of VE day. Thanks to those who took part in WW2, we
were there to see it today.

Down stream once more, we reached the rapids at Trimpley for a good play. Lots of open boats here
and everyone was having a good time, enjoying the weather. On to the rock shelf and some of our
number decided to cool down with a quick swim. They were reunited with their craft and we continued
to Bewdley. The banks were packed with kayaks and canoes of all types and sizes. A good day out for
all!

John Powell

* + *

This course is open to all levels of coach, and as one of the pre-requisites for coach 4, I decided to
spend a weekend at Plas y Brenin during the summer, learning about the ‘process of coaching’.

I thought the course would be very theory based and that I would spend a lot of time in classrooms.
Luckily I was very mistaken! There were classroom sessions but they were interspersed with plenty of
practical opportunities in which to apply our knowledge.

Firstly we looked at modes of learning and the accompanying practical session had us high kneeling
and paddling ‘poly-pipins’ backwards with a canoe paddle! It was a novel experience and really made
us feel like beginners again and experience the problems that novices have.

On the afternoon, we looked at breaking down skills and spent some time in the ‘rolling pool’ teaching
... surprise , surprise ... rolling! We learnt some useful progressions and also found out that it is more
efficient to teach people to roll on both sides simultaneously rather than one side then the other.

The second day saw us learning how to demonstrate skills, schedule practice sessions and give
feedback. This involved us learning how to dance to Steps ‘tragedy’ video! It was good fun but an
embarrassing way to hammer home how to give effective demonstrations!! I thought I was quite good
but Ian wasn’t quite so impressed when I showed him my dance skills at home!

This session was followed by a foot drawing lesson. We spent 15 minutes drawing stars with our left
foot! I was again embarrassed, not by my skills, but more by my smelly feet!! This activity showed us
how we should schedule activities within a session.

The afternoon brought together all the aspects of coaching we had covered during the weekend, with
Pete Cattrell (GB freestyle coach) delivering the ‘perfect’ coaching sessions. We could volunteer for
either a sea kayaking session or a play boating session. I wanted to go to the play boating but was
‘chosen’ for the sea kayaking session. Those people who know about my sea kayaking experiences will
understand that I must have been chosen based on my enthusiasm!!! Despite my misgivings, I really
enjoyed the session and learnt a lot. I can now do a really tight turn in the sea kayak ...on a flat lake. I

In conclusion, it was a really fun course and a lot better than I anticipated and I learnt how to improve
my coaching skills. It was good to pick up new practices but also to confirm that the way I am
presently coaching is correct!! I would recommend any coach, what ever level, to attend this course as
you will definitely benefit from it.

Ce Dallaway
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25 Sep Whitewater med Ce Dallaway 01922 410424
Safety & Rescue
2™ Oct Matlock easy Barrie Magill 0121 551 1450
Dave Hughes 07780 697337
9" Oct TBA med Ce Dallaway 01922 410424
22-25 Oct Scotland hard Ian Dallaway 01922 410424
30 Oct TBA med Ian Dallaway 01922 410424
6" Nov Banwy/Vyrmwy easy/med Pat Corish 07976 919269
20™ Nov TBA med Dave Hughes 07780 697337
4 Dec TBA easy Pat Corish 07976 919269
11 Dec TBA med Tindale 07791 873662
7 Jan TBA easy Dave Hughes 07780 697337
20 Jan AGM Ian Dallaway 01922 410424
28-29 Jan Lakes weekend med Ian Dallaway 01922 410424
5 Feb TBA easy Barrie Magill 0121 551 1450
19 Feb TBA med Pat Corish 07976 919269
5 March TBA easy Dave Hughes 07780 697337

As a rule of thumb, rivers marked “easy” will be up to class II, those marked “medium” will be up to
class III. Any trip marked “hard” will be above class III.

I have left some weekends free for some adjustment as necessary, and to allow other trips to take place
on an ad-hoc basis. These trips will be organised at short notice and will tend to be rain dependant.
They will be advertised on the noticeboard at the pool whenever possible.

The details for all the Training trips will be finalised closer to the date when we know who wants to
attend them. We also have to account for water levels and weather, so please check the notice boards at
the swimming pool or contact me for up to the minute information.

Anyone wishing to put ideas for future trips forward, please contact Barrie, lan or myself.

See you on the river,

Pat Corish

BCC magazine September 2005 Page 7



/o

Fleeces and Polo shirts with Birmingham Canoe Club logo on them are now available for members to
purchase. They are good quality and have had a good take up so far. The costs are:

Fleeces £22

Polo shirts £12

If you are interesting in purchasing any of these, contact Pat on 07976 919269

O

Here’s a date for your diaries - due to many requests we are running a multi-day open boat trip, the
venue is Scotland....somewhere! The plan is to head up north on the Mayday weekend for a 3 day trip
on a suitable river there. We will be wild camping for the 2 nights. These are all the details we have so
far—have we whetted your appetite yet?

If you’re interested then get in touch with Pat or myself. We have a lot to organise to make this happen.

[an Dallaway

#1) + W1, )3)4..56

May the 6" was here at last. Barry, Pat and family, the Dix family, myself, Luke and new members
Jenny and Martin were all munching on tea and toast at the little chef outside Shrewsbury on a sunny
Saturday morning. All packed up and raring to go.

After a little hiccup with finding the get in and sorting out the ferry run we were all ready to set off.
There was quite a queue for the get-in has various boats were put on the water. There were boats
obviously well used and kitted up, there were new boats as yet unproved and quite a flotilla set off on
the first leg. What I liked most of all was the variety of people taking part from very young children
and their parents to the more mature person. All ages were present and all had one thing in common —
paddling. The atmosphere was great — this was my first rally and I didn’t know what to expect but
what I did find was a group of people from all walks of life just enjoying the day, cracking jokes,
saying hello to people they met last year and to new ones to the event.

Well we finally got going — we were the last group to set off. We just sauntered along en-mass. The
river at this point is quite narrow and is riddled with trees that overhang well into the current. This
meant a lot of weaving in and out. At one point we were met with a tree that had come down across the
river and there was just enough room to get a canoe through. Barry went first, then me and Jenny. It
was then that we had a bit of a blockage as another canoe caught the group up and we had then got four
boats all trying to get through one little gap. The Dix family triumphed and soon got through and led
the way for those behind. It was along this stretch that we first got wind of jenny’s talent — just as we
completed a sharp bend in the river I heard it —Phaaarp! What was that — Well I just burst out laughing
Jenny had done the loudest burp I had ever heard. Who would have thought a slip of a girl could do
that. Even the wildlife took off. Well that was it we spent the rest of the morning in fits of laughter.
We were heard before we were seen. Along the way we came up to the ‘rapids’ only to find the two
boats that were ‘rafted up’ stuck in them middle and a couple of other caught up with them. More
obstacles but all our group got through with no hassle.

After a ‘noisy’ mornings paddle we stopped for a ‘pee’ and a nibble. Barry cheked his map and worked

out where we were and how much further we had to go. Pat was getting out at Llandrinio Bridge. So it
was back to the boats and off we went. By this time I was getting uncomfortable so I decided that I
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would also get out at the bridge with Pat and do the ferry with him. When we got to the bridge we had
lunch and watched while Barry and Simon tried to have a surf of the wave by the bridge. They then set
off again for the final stretch leaving Pat, Lisa mini-Pat and myself to load up and fetch Barry’s car.

Barry had left his glasses at the get in and Pat and Lisa had a look round for them but couldn’t find
them. I did wonder how he read the map without them but I wasn’t worried as there was only two
directions on a river — upstream and downstream and we certainly weren’t going upstream.

Well we arrived at the site to echoes of ‘where were you, we’ve been here an hour? It seems that they
made better time than us. So we unloaded set up camp and set off for the pub. We all ordered a meal
and decided to sit outside (the pub was full). As there were so many of us we squidged the tables
together. Then it began the - big wait. We waited and waited and waited. Eight hungry folks freezing
their puruvials off watching the sun go down over the river. This would have been great if we didn’t
have to listen to the growls from everyone’s stomachs. Still not everyone can say that they watched the
sun go down accompanied by a serenade of groans, grumbles and rumbles with the odd crescendos of
Phaaarp has Jenny made her contributions.

Finally food arrived and we then had an interesting conversation concerning mushy peas and the effects
of the human body. Nice. Once we were all fed we went in the pub to warm up a bit before turning in.
Even here we weren’t safe from Jenny — even the neighbours were getting a free concert.

Sunday — the day of rest, tranquility and peace to all — not. Most of the site was woken by a huge
Phaaarp as Jenny was getting up. Well it seems that walls have ears and tents have microphones and
loudspeakers. Martin looked half asleep he and Luke resembled rabbits frozen in mid panic when car
headlights hit them. The smell of bacon wafted around the campsite and we all set of for hot mug of
tea and a bacon bap. Then we set about breaking camp. Luke and Martin impressed me - how on earth
they got so much stuff into the porch of their tent and still get in will remain a mystery to me.

Well were finally ready. Kit packed, ferry run completed, chocolate bars stowed and then what’s this
Sue the organiser flagging me down. We weren’t booked in — so she ticked us off on her list and then
sold us some raffle tickets. Like her style.

So at last we were off. The river was better now — wider and less obstructions. The weather was
lovely. Today I was paddling with Martin — a quieter paddle — he doesn’t burp or sing. We passed the
ladies with their Scottie dogs picnicking on the bank — never had the chance to get a picture. We
paddled on chatting and laughing. We came around a bend to find a woman changing — she’d had a
swim. Apparently she was a victim of the swan that was lurking menacingly in the bushes (I swear it
was laughing). Apparently it usually claimed a victim every year. We paddled on only to have the
weather change on us we had two hard hail showers a flash of lightening and a bit of thunder. Lovely,
just what we needed. We paddled on and stopped for a ‘pee’ again. We were waiting for Pat, but he
got out further down — he was last seen on top of his Landrover being waved and shouted at by a bunch
of canoeists - I think he has a hearing problem. We munched on our goodies and got back in and set off
again. Luke was suffering as he’s paddled solo all weekend so Barry swapped us around and he took
the solo boat. Luke was now paddling with Jenny, what a combination - did Barry know what he was
doing? All afternoon we (at the rear) we accompanied by singing, Phaarps and general rowdiness from
their boat.

We stopped again later for another Pee break and a nibbles/drink. This was where I (unintentionally)
performed my party trick — tripped over (blade of grass, self, nothing?) and took a flying leap headfirst
down the bank landing gracefully (not) by the boats. We then got back in and padded on.

We were nearing the end when we first heard it — the mindless hum of a power boat and a jet ski.
Great. Not only were we k------ ed but we were gong to be swamped by mindless idiots. Well it turned
out that they weren’t mindless idiots and allowed us past to calls of ‘want a tow’. Nice.

We paddled on. By now we were all beginning to flag a bit. Even Jenny and Luke were being a quiet.
We paddled on and on and on — hang on wasn’t there an advert about this! Anyway there we were
paddling on when the power boat went past. Going upstream good he’s out of the way. By this time
we were well stretched out with Barry in front, followed by the Dix family, Luke and Jenny and last of
all me and Martin. We paddled on. Then we heard it. The hum of the power boat as it came back
downstream it saw us just as he came round a bend and didn’t have time to slow down has he went
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past me and Martin. Great the wave hit us broadside I had to put a low brace in to keep us from going
over and then we surfed the wave. Brill. A bit unexpected but it woke us up. We were determined
now to catch up the others. Don’t fancy taking a swim near the end.

We paddled on and as we went round a slight right hand bend we saw the get out. We were the last to
finish. Unfortunately we had missed the tea. However I was greeted with a bottle of wine. I had won
a prize in the raffle.

For me it was great weekend a good paddle, good company, good food (when we got it) and a good
laugh. I will always remember it as the the P’s weekend. Pees(Peas), Paddling, and Phaarps!

I think next year we should book early and hire kit so that more people can come along from the club.
It’s a great weekend paddle.

Joyce

7 *

This was going to be a doddle, a mere formality. We’d be in the pub by lunchtime at the latest. I was in
for a shock!

Dave and Sarah Clifft from Walsall Camping Club, together with Ce and myself, arrived at picturesque
Arley on the Severn and met Phil Hadley for our 3 star canoe assessment. The weather was hot and it
was hoped that maybe we could fit in some sunbathing as well as a pub lunch. Phil scuppered that plan
as he advised us that we had a lot to cover, including some 4 star stuff on the rapids at Trimpley. We
were here for a full day and had better get on the water and make a start now.

Now canoeing turned out to be somewhat different to kayaking. The boat is twice as long to start with,
but the paddle is only half the length as we’re used to; there’s a blade missing too. The big difference
though is that everything happens much slower than in a nice light nimble kayak. This was a hard
concept to grasp after being used to the ease of throwing a kayak around.

After a quick warm-up, Phil was showing us the many many many forward paddling strokes to propel
our craft. His demo’s were impressive and made it look very easy. Our turn then and things suddenly
became much harder. We were all over the place and Phil certainly had his work cut out to correct our
many mistakes.

After an hour or so things were starting to come together. Time to head downstream and find some
suitable river features to make things a little more interesting. After a mile or so we came to shallow
rapid, an ideal place to have a go at poling. This is a method used to control and propel a canoe
upstream (or downstream) like a punt. It is used when the water is too shallow to use a paddle. We all
landed on a small beach to watch Phil’s demonstration of this skill. This demo wasn’t quite so slick
though and he promptly fell in, losing his sunglasses along the way! ....mmm, perhaps this one’s going
to be a tad harder! With trepidation we had a go and managed to pole back up the rapid. We might have
been a bit wobbly but managed to stay dry...phew.

Lunch was an elaborate affair. As kayakers we’re used to a minimalistic approach. Phil was in open
boat mode however. Out comes the stove, kettle, frying pan, filter coffee, chair, etc. etc. etc. In what
seemed like no time at all the beach became a well stocked camp and we were all eating hot bacon
sandwiches and drinking freshly brewed filter coffee. Impressed — you betya!

Lunch took a while, we were starting to get into the relaxed style a little now and were in no rush to
break camp. Eventually we donned buoyancy aids once more and had a quick play at lining and
tracking before heading down to the rapid at Trimpley.

Now here we could shine. We were breaking in and out, and surfing waves at every opportunity.
Things were even starting to make sense and the strokes were a little more fluid too (at least we thought
S0).
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The real hardship came next, we had to return upstream to Arley....bugger! The current seemed
marginal on the way down but it was strength sapping on the return journey. The hot weather added to
our misery but the thought of an ice-cream kept us going. Back eventually and on to the final part of
the day — the rescues! The river was warm and it was almost a pleasure to go swimming — almost! The
rescues turned out to be easier than we had expected and in no time at all we were changed and filling
in logbooks and those all important pass slips.

We all learned a great deal. Many kayak skills transfer easily to canoe, but many of them don’t! It was
certainly harder than it looked and we have a long way to go to become anything like proficient. We’ve
made a start though and will be pushing ourselves further at every opportunity...

Ian Dallaway

/ *

August in the Alps - Sunshine, good food, cheap wine and the promise of a totally different paddling
experience. It certainly lived up to all of that. 4 (or was that 2) from Birmingham joined with 14 (or
was that 16) from Walsall for what promised to be an exciting holiday.

We were camping near Guilestre in the Hautes Aples. Beautiful scenery with snow on the higher
mountains and glaciers melting into big rivers under clear blue skies.

1* trip (which we missed) was on the Durance to the Rabioux (Rabbi Ewe??) wave. This was repeated
on the Sunday with lunch at the Rabioux and a run down to the wave at Embrum. The river is big,
wide, deep and cold. After the initial shock of a river running so fast, it was very enjoyable. I am told
that the wave at Rabioux isn’t half what it used to be but it certainly looked big and scary to me.
Unfortunately the wave got the better of me the first time through. So not to be outdone we did it all
again just after lunch. Again the wave threw me over (tip — warm up first!!) but I managed my first roll
in anger and resurfaced. Well I was impressed with my effort anyway. Bear in mind that this comes
from one who swore he would never do big scary water and from and experienced swimmer. Best
quote for me on the way down was lan when asked which way to go. ‘Downbhill” was the reply. Now
there’s a helpful coach — thanks! After lunch, we successfully paddled to Embrum, playing on the way,
and even [ managed to negotiate the wave.

A wholly Birmingham trip (or was there a Walsall paddler) on the Middle Guil scared Adam but he
completed it in fine style — even though he swore never to go back. But then I swore never to do white
water. Next time take a helmet Adam. This is a grade 4+ (probably) and was a whole new experience
for him; it certainly stretched him and took a lot of his normal cockiness out of him. A quiet Adam —
now that’s something new.

A further trip on the Guil — while the lesser paddlers played on the Durance, trips on the Ubaye
Racecourse and a trip down the Chateau Queyras Gorge where only stupid paddlers go (my opinion
only) completed the week. Although the Ubaye wasn’t the most successful for me, it was a trip I
enjoyed and got a lot out of.

In fact the whole holiday was a fantastic trip and a big learning experience, whatever the level you
paddle at. From the scary stuff to the ‘flat’ Durance, it is a totally different experience to paddling in
the UK. First, it’s warm which means it is not that unpleasant taking a swim (I should know). The
scenery is amazing and the whole set-up is so much better. Even though canoeists have to be off the
rivers by 6pm, there are numerous, well placed access points with car parks and access is well
signposted on the most popular rivers.

All in all a holiday to remember and one that I certainly aim to repeat at some stage. Special thanks to
Adam for the entertainment and Phil for showing us how not to tie a canoe on a roofrack

Ken Clegg
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I am organising a weekend in the lakes, 28-29 January. Check your diaries now!!!

The plan is to use either a bunkhouse or a camping barn to cut down accommodation costs. The rough
plan is to paddle if we actually have any water, or walk if we have the regular dry spell. I will be
making bookings early November, so the deadline for you to express your interest to me is END OF
OCTOBER. I will be taking monies for the accommodation then. These have been really memorable
trips in the past, I'm certainly looking forward to this one!

Ian Dallaway

49

The AGM will take place on / ! 1. It will be held in the room above the swimming
baths and will start at :; We need a prompt start to ensure we finish at 8:30, ready for the pool
session.

3

The Closing date for the next issue is (4 . The preferred method for me to receive

magazine articles is via email,

Ian.dallaway@bt.com

This magazine is available electronically via the Birmingham Canoe Club Web site
http://www.birminghamcanoeclub.co.uk/

Happy Paddling — and writing about it afterwards of course for your favourite
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