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Next Issue 
The Closing date for the next issue is end of May 2007. 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 mag! 

 



Editorial. 
 

So much has happened since the last edition of the magazine. The major change is that we have moved 

swimming baths to Tipton. This is because the roof is being replaced at Smethwick. This is quite a big 

project and will take several months to complete, hopefully we’ll be back at the bigger baths later in the 

year. Watch this space for more info on the progress.  

Tipton baths are quite a bit smaller that what we’ve become accustomed to, and we’ve had to reduce 

the numbers in the baths at any one time. Please bear with us on this as we are trying to make sure 

everyone has time in the baths, but sometime it does get a bit manic! We will be trying to sort out a 

workable solution at future committee meetings. 

 

The AGM took place in January. Well attended and good lively discussions took place. The main topic 

for discussion was how we grade our trips, as it was felt that our ‘easy’ trips aren’t always that easy. 

There are very many contributing factors to take into account when we grade a river, and certainly the 

conditions on the day can totally change what we had planned, from a mellow paddle to something 

quite a bit quicker and harder. 

 

I have spent quite some time pondering on how to improve our grading system, so that people have a 

better understanding of what to expect on a particular trip. There is of course the recognised river 

grading system of 1-6, but this is fraught with inconsistencies, such as the grade 1 river with a couple 

of grade 4 bits - what do you class this as??? 

 

After much deliberation, we have decided to add a fourth category to our grading system. The rivers 

will now be classified as ‘easy’, ’moderate’, ’medium’, ’hard’. In terms of defining these, look at the 

river trips in the centre of this mag for guidance. I’m sure we’ll have to work on this to get something 

that will work for everyone, so give us some feedback. 

 

In terms of trips that have taken place lately, well there have been lots! The following pages are full of 

what we’ve done - lets just hope all this rain continues and we can keep getting out there on this wet 

stuff and have fun. 

 

At the AGM we nominated the following people to receive awards: 

Club person of the year    Ian Dallaway 

Canoeist of the year    Joyce Swainston 

Boat/paddle breaker of the year   Pat Corish 

Swimmer of the year    Andy Simmonds 

new canoeist of the year    Chris Booth 

 

Finally, if any club member is looking to buy new paddling kit in the future, the club has negotiated a 

fantastic deal of 15% at both West Midlands Canoe Centre in Bloxwich, and Paddleworks in 

Llangollen.     

Ian Dallaway 
Chairman’s Chat 

 
At the AGM I talked a lot about the role of the committee, and I tried to encourage particularly new 

members, women and beginners to consider joining it. We want the committee to be as representative 

as possible. We especially want the club to diversify, to be as responsive as possible and to be as 

efficient as possible in developing members skills. Our effectiveness is enhanced with a broad 

committee - anybody tempted? 
  

At the AGM there was a very lively discussion about the grading of our 'easy' trips. As a result the 

committee will be talking about ways to clarify what a particular trip might entail, and implementing 

changes. A beginner on the committee might help guide those discussions. 
  

(Do you see how I did that - cleverly linking the last two paragraphs?) 
  

I also talked about getting the Sport England Clubmark. This is already paying dividends. A link with 

the Triple S project in Sandwell is getting helping us find appropriate courses and looks like it will help 

coach development financially.  



  

I have been on coach 3 training and 5* training recently. It has helped develop personal skill and given 

me many coaching tips. I can thoroughly recommend coach training and assessment - see any member 

of the committee for further details. 
  

I also talked about articles for the club magazine. I would encourage everybody to write up their 

experiences (good or bad) and submit them to the magazine. Articles do not have to be trip write ups. 

How about a 'Letters' page encouraging debate or asking for hints/tips? How about a jokes 

page?...................................... 
Three old men are sittin' in their kayaks fishing a cove on a quiet Sunday morning when a funeral 

procession drives by. One of the old men takes off his hat & puts it over his heart. The procession 

winds its way around the cove and disappears over a hill. The old man puts his hat back on and 

continues fishing. One of the other old timers says "Geeze Ed, that was a thoughtful thing to do." Ed 

replies "It was the least I could do after 49 years of marriage." 

 

Dave 
 

 

The LLugwy, my trip with BCC…… 
 

My second trip with Birmingham Canoe Club, 10am start at the Conwy Falls Hotel, somewhere in 

Wales. “Near Plas y Brenin’” said Pat. Remember that Plas y Brenin is 2 hours drive from 

Birmingham. Get up early, get things ready;  money, shoes, lipstick, mascara. Remember that this is 

my new sport, paddling, and get new lot of things ready: wetsuit, buoyancy aid, helmet, thermos, 

cag…. 

 

Just check directions on AA autoroute and realise that it’s not 2 hours, but two and a half to Plas y 

Brenin. Remember that AA autoroute is done by people who drive slowly, but panic somewhat and 

jump in car, managing not to forget the wetsuit, buoyancy aid, helmet, thermos, cag…… 

 

Drive to Wales through several lots of speed cameras, which never have any film in on a Sunday, make 

panic phone calls to Pat and Dave, who of course have their phones off. Get to Conwy Falls Hotel, 

everyone has gone apart from Dave, who has very kindly waited for me. Feel relieved and guilty at the 

same time. 

 

It’s been raining a lot – A LOT! The rivers en route were high. And it looks high to me when we get in 

a Plas y Brenin. Last time I was here it was a stream. But there’s over 20 of us, and a great atmosphere 

so we all get in and practice breaking in and ferry gliding and just enjoying being on moving water. We 

split into four groups – all with coaches. Granville and John lead our group – gently giving tips, but 

also the belief that we can do it, even if we think we can’t.  

 

It keeps raining, a lot, and we begin to go down the Llugwy. It is high and fast moving, with lots of 

trees and bushes to avoid. Not many rapids, but a few rocks to navigate around and one small rapid to 

whoosh through by the bridge. One or two people swim, but just get fished out and get back in again, 

and Sarah is amazing as she just keeps on going – and doesn’t swim - even though she’s not done much 

white water before. Ian, John, Ce and Dave do the Cobden Falls – the rest of us stand on the bridge and 

watch in awe as they come down.  

 

It keeps on raining, and we all get back in and continue paddling, still in our groups. It’s getting pretty 

cold and wet and Anna decides to call it a day. Another swim with the boat pinned against a rock, but 

John rescues it whilst we wait in an eddy for the professionals to deal with situation. Realise why 

people get so worried about being pinned to rocks. It is January and it’s not getting any lighter, so Pat 

and John decide to call it a day, rather than continue on. We all pull our boats out on the side and the 

orange group shelter appears – down over our heads, sit on the bottom and it gets warm and steamy and 

out comes the chocolate. It has been a good day, with a lot of learning and laughs, even with one or two 

scary moments and with a great group of people too.  

 

Anna and Nigel rescue the boats in their van and we collect cars, tie on boats and retire to the Swallow 

Falls Hotel for a reviving drink. It is still raining and blowing hard as I set off back to Birmingham. 



 

About 40 miles later, on the A5, I hear an ominous bump and realise the boat is no longer on top the 

car. Stop car and panic – momentarily think about driving off and assuming a new identity in Syria – 

then realise that the boat will have the Club’s details on and I will have to deal with the multiple pile-

up and numerous injuries and deaths that I have just caused. Decide to bravely face the consequences 

and wonder about what BCU insurance actually covers and whether jail is really that bad. 

 

Its pitch black and I gingerly return down the dual carriageway – looking for bodies and also the GTX. 

Find no bodies, just a car with a puncture – not even caused by flying boats – and then find the boat by 

the side of the road, undamaged and not hit by any cars. Feeling a bit shaky, spend quarter of an hour 

tying it back on in the darkness and drive gingerly back to Brum at no more than 40 mph. 

 

But it was a fantastic day out, great to be part of a large group and some good paddling practice too. 

Day not even spoilt when a Welsh speeding ticket comes through the post on Tuesday morning. I guess 

those cameras do work on a Sunday after all…… 

 

Told my sister, a serious paddler, about my trip with BCC. She laughed (a lot) and said, “Boat off the 

roof, speeding ticket, BUT you didn't swim - that means you've got your priorities in the right order!” I 

think she’s right. 

 

Nette 
 

 

 

A Day Out in December 
  

It was raining after Christmas, so a good opportunity to make use of the rivers that were getting full. 

John Woodall gave me a call and said that he, Bec and (‘Tomahawk’) Pete were off to Wales and did I 

want to come?  

  

The Conway was on the cards, and then a new river – the Nantygwyryd. 

  

Unfortunately, kayaking is a dangerous sport and we did come back with a significant battle scar. I 

think it is a real testimony to love and marriage that John’s wife Bec managed to nurse him back to 

health so rapidly. You can still see him now, as long as people are watching, just put on a little limp. In 

high water conditions danger can come from any direction, but none of us saw this coming. John fell 

over putting on his drysuit and broke his little toe.  

  

After we finished laughing at him it was getting quite late. Even Pete was changed and waiting for 

John. The ferry was done and we got on the river (after carrying Johns boat and paddle, and supporting 

him over the wall and down the bank – he really was milking it). The river was running off the gauge – 

you could just see the top as the river surged. I’d never done it this high before. 

  

It was quite a laugh. It’s a lot more continuous at this high level, and quite a bit more committing. 

Rapids merge, and waves get bigger. Bec had a fight with one rapid taking several attempts to make 

two rolls. A rapid she would have swum on just a few weeks later didn’t defeat her this time.  

  

On we went. Pete took the lead. Luckily I had bought my binoculars so we could keep line of sight 

with him. We caught up with him at Bryn Bas falls, normally a grade 4ish rapid, but it looked less steep 

but a lot longer today. John went first to check it out and got straight down with no problems.  Pete was 

to go next to show Bec a line, and as usual with Pete the line was as convoluted as possible – making 

every eddy. Bec now knew where the sides of the river were, so I told her to go in the middle, and that 

I would follow on close behind. At the bottom there was a stopper with quite a significant boil. Bec 

claims there was a mighty tree branch as well, but it looked like a twig to me. Whatever, all this 

combined to make Bec swim. John looked to me to help with a rescue, giving me puppy-dog eyes and 

saying ‘…but my toe hurts’. 

  

Off the river and on to the Nantygwyryd – once described by Ce as a ditch. After a bit of cross-country 

running to confirm the portage, we got on at the lake. The lake has nothing to do with the river. Luckily 



no-one saw us sheepishly get out and drag our boats to the river. 

  

It is a ditch, but its quite steep with lots of rock slides and boulders to keep you entertained. John hated 

it. I thought it was quite good, until after the portage when it’s a long flat slog to the next rapid ‘Garth 

Farm Falls’. This required some inspection, but ran easily river right to the get out in the lake above 

Plas-y-Brenin. 

  

And Pat swam. 

  

(Check out www.canoewales.com for information about all Welsh rivers and to help with your own 

trip-reports!) 

 

Dave 
 

 

 

5* Training 16
th
 and 17

th
 January 2007 

 

It was again a cold and wet Saturday morning as me Pete and Dave drove into North Wales for a 5* 

training course with Tom Parker. 

 

There were to be 5 of us on the course, we were joined by Jamie from Nottingham, and Rich, from 

Brighton. Jamie was an ace paddler who had been to the alps more times than a certain secretary of 

BCC, and he was still only in his early twenties. Rich had only ever been to the Tryweryn and was 

therefore looking a little green when Tom told us on the Saturday we would be on the Ogwen and the 

Sunday was to be the Aberglaslyn gorge.  

 

We discovered an excellent tea shop in Betws y coed, spicy Indian black chai was the order of the day, 

then it was off to the mighty Ogwen.  

 

Leadership was the first subject to be covered, and I volunteered to go first, it wasn’t long before I 

discovered the difference between leading as a level 3 coach and leading as a 5* paddler. Leading at 

this level means you assume everyone is as good as you and movement down river is therefore far 

more fluid and smooth.  

 

As we entered fishermens gorge, Rich had a swim, if any of you have done the Ogwen you will know, 

now is not the time to swim. Thankfully Rich managed to get an eddy just before the crux of the run 

and all his gear was recovered.  

 

Onto the lower section of the run and Pete, did a Pete. He asked Dave which way, and Dave replied 

“left of the big rock”, Pete then cut in front of Dave and went down the left side of the wrong rock. It 

was like a ski jump into a knarly mess of boulders, Pete skidded up the ski jump and stopped, I thought 

for a moment he had got away with it, but then the water turned him round and he did it all backwards. 

Dave having been cut off was now committed to the same line, he paddled manfully at the jump which 

promptly spat him skywards and into a barrel roll, he was upside down and his head wasn’t even 

touching the water. Impressive to say the least. 

 

As the first day ended, we retired to the Goat B&B, Rich was also stopping there and was indoctrinated 

into the world of Pete humour. Even Rich tried to persuade Pete that “smell you later” wasn’t the best 

chat up line ever. Me and Dave also made the mistake of bursting in the bathroom to catch Pete in the 

shower and photograph the result. Unfortunately for us Pete was having a number 2, the resulting photo 

will stay in my all time funniest memories forever. It has however been deleted by the victim, so no, 

you can’t see it. 

 

The Aberglaslyn gorge awaited us, and today was personal skills and river running technique. Pete was 

having a cracking day, making all the lines and paddling well, Dave was also as steady as ever. I 

however, couldn’t seem to make the simplest move. Rich after one run decided it was not for him and 

got changed. I persevered and my paddling just fell apart, I was hitting rocks and bracing like there was 

no tomorrow.  



Boofs and flares were shown to us and Tom made them look the easiest things in the world, the rest of 

us were not quite so fluid. New concepts of paddling were introduced and new ways of running the 

river.  

 

After running it 4 or 5 times already, it was time for the final run, the part where we are supposed to 

put it all together. For some bizarre reason I let myself drop into a stopper, which promptly held me. 

After 5 runs already I was knackered, and I tried everything to get out of the stopper upright, even 

capsizing and trying to get to the green water. It was to no avail and I popped the deck, by the time I 

managed to swim to the side and get out, I had to sit down to stop me falling over I was so dizzy. 

Thankfully it was only my pride that was dented, and I was able to climb the gorge walls and run down 

to where my boat had been fished out.  

 

Although the Sunday was a disappointing day for me with regards to my personal paddling, I learnt a 

great deal on the course, I am looking forward to putting many of the ideas into practice. There is a 

massive jump between 4 and 5 star awards, this course, puts that into perspective. I would recommend 

it to anyone thinking of progressing from 4* whether they wish to take their 5* assessment or not.  

 

Thanks to Pete and Dave for being good company and paddle buddies. 

 

Smell you later. 

 

John Woodhall 
 

 

 

Sunday 28th January 2007    
 

 We arrived at knutsford service station at 8 :55am for a 9am meet. We passed Joyce and Granville on 

the motorway so we knew they weren’t far behind, so after Lee had got there we were waiting for 

Steve as usual, even though he’s not normally last as Andy follows him. Once we were all there we 

decided to set off to the Burrs activity centre which is situated on the river Irwell. Ian was driving us 

has he had only passed his test 5 days before hand and was only his second bit of motorway driving, 

but he did excellent.  

 

When we got to the Burrs centre the first thing said was get the coffee, and the growing in popularity, 

Mrs booth’s cake, which that day was Victoria sponge. Only one of us had paddled the river before, my 

brother on my 13th birthday when he did his 4star training, so we walked up the river and quickly 

found some play spots after 3km walk. We walked back and decided to go and find the get in point 

which was in Ramsbottom (you can probably guess the jokes yourself!).  

 

On the drive to the get in, we got separated by a trains on a level crossing. We were leading and got 

across the crossing. After we waited for 10 minutes, however Andy, Steve and Granville didn’t. We 

then found out we had driven in the wrong direction. A U turn later and back in the queue as there was 

another train crossing, and everyone else got stuck the other side, after another 20minutes we had all 

got across and turned round and we were on a car park on the side of the river. By this time it was 

12:50pm and trip leader Ian Booth decided that it was too late to do the full trip. Instead we would 

paddle the bit that we had walked, so we drove back to the Burrs centre and quickly got changed as we 

found a good play spot. We got on and paddled upstream - it was hard work and as Steve and I were at 

the front we quickly saw a weir appear ahead of us. When all the group had regrouped apart from Ian, 

Lee and I decided to see what the stopper was like at the bottom. I thought to myself if someone else 

did it I would as well, Ian decided to do it but only if Andy would fetch his boat as it was where we had 

got in originally. We climbed up the path, all ready and set to come down this huge 18 foot weir. 

Granville (who had not paddled this weekend because the last weekend before this trip he had hurt his 

ribs on the Llugwy), Karen, Paul, Kate, Liam and Keira (who had been waiting to see dad come down 

the weir) were perched on a path ready with the camera, and thank you to them for taking brilliant 

photos.  

 

Lee was first to come down, then me, Joyce, Steve and Ian in Andy’s G:3. We were all waiting for 

Andy in Ian’s burn and he came down like a rocket and stayed up right, not living up to his title of 



‘swimmer of the year’. Joyce, Lee and I did the weir again with no problems, and Ian came down it 

backwards, Keira and Liam were happy to see everyone succeed. 

 

We moved on, where Joyce went for a little swim on a mini stopper which was surprisingly quite 

strong as I found out with a roll when I was playing on it. Well done to Joyce for getting back in and 

carrying on. We moved on with out any problems and came down and played on the lovely play spot 

by the egress. Then Ian, Lee, Andy and I decided to swim down the rapid. Unluckily for me, Lee 

grabbed my boat, and tipped me over, and I had to paddle roll, and then he did it again and I had to do 

it again apart from I couldn’t when I let go of my paddle and after 5 attempts at my hand roll bailed 

out. Apparently Andy, Steve, Ian and Lee were about to jump in and rescue me - it must have been like 

Baywatch! 

 

After all the excitement we left at 5 30pm. It must have taken Steve ages to get home as he took a 

detour past Chester zoo when he lost us on that second lap of a traffic island.  

 

With this much excitement, we are going to do the river again soon. 

 

 

Chris Booth 
 



Forthcoming River Trips 
 

Date Venue Difficulty Meet Leader 

 

4 March TBA easy Granville   07817 655990 

 

18 March moving water med Ian Dallaway 01922 410424  

 rescue workshop  Ce Dallaway 01922 410424 

 

30-3 Apr Scotland Whitewater hard Ian Dallaway 01922 410424 

 

1 Apr TBA coaching easy Granville   07817 655990 

      Steve Maley 07971 625854 

 

15 Apr welsh whitewater med John Woodhall 07727 104862 

 

5-7 May Loch Awe canoe easy Pat Corish  07976 919269 

 camping trip  Ian Dallaway 01922 410424 

 

13 May TBA coaching mod Dave Hughes 07780 697337 

      Pat Corish  07976 919269 

 

26-3 Jun French Alps hard Ian Dallaway 01922 410424 

 

3 June Severn tour easy Granville   07817 655990 

      Ian Booth  01543 674253 

 

10 June open boating easy/mod Pat Corish  07976 919269 

      Ce Dallaway 01922 410424 

 

24 June Washburn med John Woodhall 07727 104862 

 

1 July Severn easy Nigel Green  07967 443583 

 open boating  Anna  07704 473404 

 

15 July TBA coaching mod Dave Hughes 07780 697337 

      Pat Corish  07976 919269 

 

25-27 Aug Bude Surfing mod Pat Corish  07976 919269 

 

Note - Trips marked as coaching will have an emphasis towards coaching on moving water rather than 

purely journeying 

 

River grading -   
As a rule of thumb, rivers marked “easy” will be predominantly flat water and up to up to grade 1, but 

may contain isolated grade 2 rapids, such as the Dervent, lower Wye or sections of the Severn below 

Shrewsbury.  

 

Rivers marked as ’moderate’ (mod) will have more continuous sections of grade 2 rapids. The aim of 

moderate trips is to paddle simple whitewater, and will tend to be used on coaching trips. 

 

Rivers  marked “medium” will be up to class III. Any trip marked “hard” will be above class III. 

 

Please note that river grading can be open to mis-interpretation. The venue’s will be decided upon by 

the meet leader nearer the date. This allows for water level fluctuations and gives more flexibility to 

tailor the trip to suit the needs of who wants to attend. You need to tell the meet leader that you wish to 

paddle on a particular trip, so that  provision can be made for you. 

 

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. 

 

Anyone wishing to put ideas for future trips forward, please contact Ce, Ian or myself. 

 

See you on the river, 

 

Pat Corish / Ian Dallaway 

 
 

 

 

 

 

Club equipment hire 
If people need to hire club equipment for a trip, please contact the trip organiser in the first instance. If 

they can’t sort the kit out for you then contact Pat Corish and make arrangements with him. Club boats 

are normally collected on Friday evenings AFTER the baths session, and returned BEFORE the 

following baths session. Hire charges are £5 per club member for a kayak and the necessary kit to go 

with it. The cost to hire a 2 man kayak (duo) or a canoe is £10 per trip.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Nedd Fechan 11/2/07  
 

John and I stayed at Paul and Becca’s on the Saturday evening. A bottle of wine and few beers later, 

Becca arrived home from her polo match. We decided that there hadn’t been enough rain and that 

Dartmoor wouldn’t be as good as last time, so headed off in search of a new river in South Wales. Paul 

has this knack of choosing ones that say 4/5 in the guide book! Thinking the water would be low we 

headed straight for The Nedd Fechan. We took a short walk to check the gauge (the first drop had to 

have water running over it to make the run feasible) it did, I mean it really did, this was no where near 

low. The river was scary. It had some horrible consequences.  

 

We decided that we should continue our stroll as we had got out of bed a little late, had breakfast, 

played on the climbing wall and didn’t really expect to have the problem of too much water! My white 

shoes began to change into a deep grey slush looking colour, maybe walking boots would have been a 

good idea! Jim (Paul and Becca’s Dog) was thoroughly enjoying chasing snowballs and John was 

having a few issues remaining upright! He decided to place his foot, not on the flat parts of the path, 

but in the middle of a muddy slope. It was like a comedy sketch happening in slow motion, we went 

up, then he came down and slid. Paul turned round to find me and Becca in hysterics and John 

gathering his phone that he must have threw on his way down.  

 

We made a brave decision that as we had driven a long way and the path was right next to the river in 

case we needed to portage/ walk out that we may as well give it a go. The sun was out, what’s the 

worse that could happen? As the boys drove off to do the shuttle the sun disappeared and Becca and I 

started to get nervous once again, but they arrived soon after and there was no turning back. A few 

pleasant rapids and a small limbo under a fallen tree and we were at the first real rapid.  

 

It was a good grade 4. A double tiered waterfall (I think about 8-10 foot in all) . It had a tree stuck in it 

to the right and a horrible boil. The left hand side had a crease and a huge hole and then there was a 

massive stopper to finish off the second drop. John ran it first on the left and disappeared in to the 

crease finishing off upside down and rolling. Then Paul ran it more to the right and caught the edge of 

the stopper, capsized, tried to roll on another boil that was having none of it, and finally took a swim. 

This wouldn’t have been too bad, but the water was flushing the river to the right hand side of an island 



(Complete with 3 fallen trees, and several more making a great strainer). I throw bagged Paul out, John 

couldn't get his boat as the eddy was recirculating and very boily. Paul kept his paddle and Becca 

managed to reach it. Then Paul had to climb up an overhang to get back up, (So glad it was him and not 

me or John, judging by our attempts on his and Becca’s climbing wall in the garage). His boat got 

sucked into the strainer and we had to do a full on rope rescue to save the thing. Paul abseiled back 

down and hooked the rope onto the boat. We then had to use the trees to lever the boat, whilst Paul 

managed to walk up the river and help pull. About 20 minutes later, we were sorted and ready to carry 

on.  

Becca then ran the drop on the right, boofed onto the boil and made it upright, so I just went a little 

further right and found a good (upright) line. Once we were all through we had to navigate the left hand 

channel. The tree that had fallen had just enough height for you to squeeze under on the right. John 

made it look easy, but then I saw Becca’s boat get caught by a small wave and throw her into an eddy 

above it, so she was heading backwards! Luckily there was just enough room to turn a boat round, as I 

also found out!  

 

The rest was death on a stick (if you listen to us girls, or, just fine if you listen to the boys). There was a 

20ft waterfall that the guidebook said you must portage as it was so shallow and loads of Kayakers 

have broken ankles trying. Another where nobody has even tried, the water pours over one ledge on to 

another granite ledge 20ft below, ouch!  

 

The bit in the middle is supposed to be more defined with definate rapids and eddies in low water. It 

was medium/ on the high side and there were only 3 eddies (a large one at the top, a small one in the 

middle with a difficult entry and a large one at the end), this wouldn't have been too bad but the 4 main 

drops in the middle were 4+ with no obvious route down due to fallen trees, river wide stoppers, 

massive holes and even more boils. We portaged.  

 

The horseshoe rapid looked very interesting. You had a choice of 2 massive holes, complete with an 

overhang at head height, or a covered undercut rock that would pin you if you misjudged it by inches 

and by the looks of the force of the water, I think the bottom of the boat would remain still whilst the 

top would just crease and you would break your legs at best. John was looking very brave until we said 

he would have to run it first and we wouldn't be following, he soon took the walking route!  

 

The next section was nice with Grade 3 rapids and loads of blind bends that you had to eddy hop to see 

round. A large drop (7ft) that felt much bigger from the water than it looked from the side saw 3 

different lines all of varying heights but all equally ok. One section caught me out on an eddy line with 

a boil in and I ended up taking my traditional roll . It was really funny as John saw me do it, then got 

sucked to the back of the eddy and was pinned against a wall with the wrong edge up. After about 10 

high braces I saw him sort himself out (much to mine and Becca ‘s amusement).  

 

We then carried our boats up a tributary (Afon Pyrddin) to run a couple of the drops (one looked so 

bony, that me and Becca didn't even bother, but it does look quite good on the photo's, maybe we 

should have ran it after all). Instead I managed to fall down the bank with a girly squeal, trapping my 

boat at the top and covering my drysuit in mud once again. This was Johns turn to laugh. Within 

minutes I was back in my boat and felt safer in the water than out! Becca and I were leading the next 

section, the one rapid had a drop (about 6-8ft) then a smaller drop, we both went down avoiding the 

stopper but ended up getting pushed into a wall instead, how we kept our balance I don’t know!  

The last section was supposed to be Grade 2/3. It was definitely the higher end of the scale!!! The final 

drop concluded in one argument, 2 terrified girls and the scariest Grade 3 I have ever ran. Becca was in 

a one boat eddy on river Left , Paul was leading and had already crossed to see the next rapid on river 

Right. He was then shouting at Becca, who surprisingly couldn't hear a thing he was saying across the 

water noise. So Becca ended up getting out of her boat and signing "what the f@~*!" Paul pointed for 

her to move into an eddy on River Left below a rock slide; I was then called to follow. John decided to 

run his own line using the current of the water and ended up on River right with Paul. Consequently, 

this would have been the better option for us all. We were in a very steep gorge; between us was the 

biggest wave (in line with my head when I was in my boat) and a mother of a hole in front. The boys 

just called us to ferry across. We were having none of it! We couldn't see round the corner and if we 

messed up the ferry/surf that's exactly where we were going, after we'd hit the wall at the end! Becca 

went first and I saw her waver, nearly hit the rock that all the water was pounding into and disappear. 

John then looked at me, and called me. Nervously I broke out, admittedly a little too low, and followed 



Becca's line. As I turned the corner there was a cross wave forcing me against a wall in a very tight 

shoot, I saw Becca and then heard her shouting "PADDLE". I was pushed into the wall, managed to 

keep my balance and went down the next drop, into the eddy where Paul was waiting. What a fantastic 

end rapid!  

 

We got out to find that the boys had done a great job with the shuttle and the van was parked on a pub 

car park. A great way to end this enjoyable day, but unfortunately no cake!!! 

 

Bec Woodhall 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Lugg River,  Herefordshire.   Sunday 19th November. 
  

Deep Time in the shallows ... 

Steve Maley and I thought we'd try a new river today, so 9am brought Granville and Joyce, Steve and 

Andy ( he of the astonishing height! ), and Lee, to my place, all keen to see what was for us - a virgin 

river. Joyce decided she had to brave my bathroom, ( once described by a girlfriend - with masterful 

understatement - as "grim ..." ). This set the day up nicely ... 

 

Steve had wanted to take a look at the Lugg, with a view to flagging it up as a club trip, if suitable. 

UKRGB  pointed the way to the playful section ( Steve, with characteristic thoughtfulness called it "a 

little bit technical" ); the six mile stretch between Lugg Green and Leominster. Our get in was a little 

grassy knoll by a road bridge ( GR 449621 ) , and after having asked permission, got on with the 

business of unloading, packing, and like that.  

 

There's something slightly soporific about this pre-river time for me - nervous energy, gently releasing 

with a hidden yawn ...  It's Deliverance : the promise that what you are doing will promise something 

more. What followed was one of the most outstanding displays of toilet humour I've ever witnessed ... 

I laughed so much I thought I was going to damage something. What with Lee and his homemade 

cabbage soup, ( disgusting, nasty ...), Steve expounding on the unfortunately named Mop, Joyce 

pitching in with unmentionables that all but made me gag; it was a collective display of gratuitous good 

humour that left me reeling. Glorious. It was over an hour before we got on the river ... 

 

There are eight weirs on this section of the Lugg. The river twists and turns constantly, and there are a 

multitude of overhanging trees, fallen trees, shallows ...  It concentrates the mind - hence Steve’s 

"technical" label. The first two weirs come up quickly, and they are not friendly to paddlers. (Anti-

scour sills, and all sorts ...)  A mandatory carry, then, and Thank You to the Environment Agency for 

the well placed warning signs.  The third weir caused us much thought and considering.   Two foot 

drop, 45 degree slope - some tow-back. It was eventually deemed runnable. Granville plopped over 

sweetly, followed by Joyce - smile as wide as the sky -  this girl ain't afraid to let her spirit shine - 

loving it ... Next was Andy. Andy is relatively new to paddling (although an accomplished rock 

climber - he knows how to calculate a risk), but carefully made it over safely. A few wobbles, but a 

good effort, I thought.  I like Andy.  There's an easy vibe about the man - it cannot always have been a  

breeze to go through life carrying such extraordinary height!  Steve ran next in his open boat.  Steve 

Maley is one of those guys that makes canoeing look deceptively easy. There's a cool nonchalance 

about the guy that belies the fact; there's a supremely agile brain figuring away up there. 

 

The Zen was good with this group, and Lee and I carried this one. I've known Lee for around twenty 

years, and I still can't figure out how his mind works.  This is a guy who will run the Serpents Tail with 

a smile, but he carries a two foot weir. Still - we all have the choice. Me? I just didn't want to get wet. 

What a wimp! The middle stretch of this river has four more weirs, but these are of the broken stone 

variety. Two metre drops, give or take, with the fall spread over eight, ten metres. Nice standing waves 

at the bottom - no stoppers. So; much fun to be had with these, all were run by the group after scouting. 

"Straight down the middle!" shouts Lee, from up on the bank, drop no. 4, "just like the others!"  I 



watched from centre stream, ten metres up - Granville's helmet bobbing about wildly as he disappeared 

from view ... When I get to the lip I see Granville waving me river right; there's a rock right in the 

middle of the green water half way down. Thanks Lee, thought Granville - much taking of the Michael 

ensued ...  "Straight down the middle!" we all chortled at a crestfallen Lee, "just like the others!" 

 

 

By now it was beginning to get dark - and we'd still got at least one major portage to negotiate - so off 

we splashed down the final third section at a good pace.  The last big weir was a brutal affair and 

another mandatory carry.  Final mile or so, and it's properly dark - one more small weir, some easy 

ripples.  Now; I don't know about you, but I do love to paddle in the dark. There's something sublime 

about this - and it's difficult to put into words. Trees enclosing the river, both from the sides and above, 

lending a so surreal feel to everything. The only sounds; wild life getting out of there on sensing our 

approach - from us, the gentle lapping of our paddles in the water - a Deep Time moment where life 

slows down.   This trip had everything. A fantastic new river, six friends operating as a team - a unit -

 in harmony. This is what river running means to me, and I'd like to thank Steve and the crowd - for 

making it such a hugely enjoyable day. 

  

 

 

 

 

 

Postscript : Return to the Lugg, Sunday 3rd December. 
 

Second Helping; unusual people ... 

Wow!  Big Flooded River! 

Nine on the gauge and still rising - two weeks ago it was at two ... Usual suspects on this trip with the 

addition of Anna, along to grab a few tips from Steve, and a welcome recruit into what I've started to 

call - with real affection - The Family. These are good people. So Steve and I, Ian and Chris Booth, 

Andy, Lee, and Anna headed out on to the water with what was for me a mild sense of trepidation ... 

 Karen and the kids, along with Kate and Paul Booth would see what Leominster had to offer. 

 

It wasn't long before Anna started inspecting tree's from rather odd angles, with Ian performing heroic 

rescue manoeuvres. "Kick" says Ian, with a gentle maturity that transcends his youthfulness - "kick ..." 

Andy decided imitation was the better form of empathy, and joined Anna for a swim. Much throwing 

of ropes ... 

 

We all carried the first two weirs again and at the third, got set up with a chase boat and ropes (both 

banks), so Ian could run. All went sweetly - it actually looked worse than it was. The first of the four 

"runnable" drops in the middle section was a sight to behold. A three foot tall haystack thrashed 

impatiently at the bottom, followed by a complicated wave train, surrounded by seething "funny water" 

and eddies travelling up-stream. 

 

Steve goes first, A-ok, and then waits as first chase boat. Ian next - but he wants more - and I've never 

seen anyone side-surf a standing wave so fast; Ian shot from one side of the river to the other with such 

startling swiftness as to almost occasion a nose bleed ...Lee made like a submarine and went through 

the thing rather than over it. He actually disappeared from view momentarily, low bracing with a 

commitment so intense it was perversely comical ...  Total, absolute. The Dude, fully plugged in. Chris 

liked it so much he carried back to run twice, and Andy made it over the wave, survived the train, only 

to be sucked under by the funny water on trying to cross a tricky eddy fence. Cue Steve in rescue 

mode, rolling that yak almost for fun! 

Anna and I watched all this from the river bank with something approaching fascination - heady stuff. 

The next weir had simply turned itself into a huge stopper. We all carried except Ian (there's a 

surprise!) who promptly got pulled back into the hole, rolled, and fortunately got washed out 

immediately. 

 

Lot's of fun on the river of weirs, then ... 

 Now it's getting dark (again!) and Anna decides to walk the last mile, rather than mixing it with tree's 

she can't see.  "I can't cope with the ones I can see ..." she offers, but she's smiling when she says it. So 

- another woman of substance here; what is it about paddlers? Talk about spirit ...Barrie Magill once 



said to me, "canoeists are unusual people."  Spot on, my friend - to the power ten. Steve, being the 

gentleman that he is, offered to walk Anna back to town - which after the previous weekend's hike was 

about as unselfish an act as you could wish to see - they shouldered their boats and headed off into the 

gloom. Canoeists are unusual people….. 

 

And then there's us, doing it in the dark again, and those easy class one ripples downstream had turned 

into something - well - bigger ...  Never a dull moment here. We got to the get-out two minutes before 

our hikers, packed our gear down, and made a beeline for the nearest pub. The folk's are friendly out 

this way, and we all warmed up amid much chaos and hilarity. 

 

 Once again, a big Thank You to the team for coming and suffering with us - I, for one, wouldn't miss 

this stuff for the world. Unusual?  You bet ... 

Nigel Green.    
 

 

 

 

Matlock Trip, Sunday 4
th
 February 2007. 

 

I arrived at Ce and Ian’s at some ungodly hour in the morning with my virgin kit all packed in bags and 

ready to lose it’s cherry.  Ian and Ce were both extremely chirpy and far too awake for anyone at that 

time in the morning! 

 

We squished all of my kit in their car, I watched and made half hearted offers to help whilst they 

hoisted their open boats on their car (why do they need two by the way??) and then we were off. 

 

 

When we arrived in Matlock it was minus 2 degrees!  I was really cold and my teeth chattered as I got 

dressed in the loo on the car park (oh the glamour!).  With my new fleece on and my wetsuit that fits 

and new cag I felt like the bees knees – I looked the part.  Well, until I got into the boat I did anyway! 

 

Helen was my spirited partner for the day as we did all we could to test John’s patience as a coach.  As 

it was so cold I was actually quite scared of going over which made me quite timid and really quite a 

wus.  John, though was very encouraging and soon he had us attempting to do reverse (or is it 

backwards) ferry glides and sideways movements along the river.  We both (Helen and I) had a good 

old laugh about how bizarre it was and I’m sure for a while there we became two teenage girls trying to 

wind up teacher! 

 

My hands were freezing but Ce and Ian stepped in and lent me some funny glove type thingies which 

kept my hands nice and warm but which made me even more scared of going over – what if my hands 

got trapped?! 

 

As is always the case with me it wasn’t long before I was whooping and yelping as we went over the 

more ‘bumpy’ parts of the river…  We were a funny pair: Helen has an aversion to being last and I’m 

so crap at getting my breaking in right that John had some long waits in eddies whilst we sorted 

ourselves out and tried to stop chatting for five minutes to actually do some kayaking! 

 

As John encouraged us both to be a bit braver we both had a several attempts at surfing on a wave 

(yeah – so it was a tiddler by anyone’s standard but it was my first time!) and the elation when we 

actually achieved it was such a fantastic feeling – wish you could bottle it!  John’s coaching was great 

– encouraging and just the right amount of information.  He didn’t seem to mind the noise I was 

making either which was a bonus. 

 

I wanted to test my rolling abilities as I’d been practicing in the pool with Ian for weeks and John went 

above and beyond the call of duty by getting out of his boat and standing in the middle of the river 

whilst I did my first ever roll on moving water.  It was cold but I did it so now I’ll have no fear next 

time I’m out on a paddle. Thanks John! 

 

I have to give a footnote to the water rats (or voles, or something like that – I’m a city girl!)  They gave 



me the creeps a bit but Helen really liked them and it was fun trying to spot them on the banks. 

 

All in all a great day out.. .great company, a fabulous coach, some great cake and a lovely hot 

chocolate in the pub on the way home.  I just shan’t mention the slipped towel and full frontal that no 

one seemed to notice in the car park!! 

 

Davina 
 

 

 


