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Carlisle Canoe Club


March 2000


Chairman’s Report�
Well the weather’s been good to us again this winter, with it being milder and wetter it has meant that the water levels have been up so lots of river paddling. Its all been happening.


The Pool Sessions have all been well supported and the interest in polo is still on the increase.  As you will see From the Club Programme it's that time of year when we get back out on the river in the evening starting on Tuesday 4th April and Thursday 6th, 6pm to 8pm, on the Sands Rapids.


As you will see on the programme, there are a lot of interesting things happening: apart from the canoeing side of things we have included one or two social events for all the family and friends to take part in, so keep looking at your programme and the Club notice board for what is happening.  Give the contact number a ring to book your place as some events are restricted in numbers.


Happy paddling, see you at the Club.


Jim.





The Land That Time Forgot


Anyone looking for an undemanding paddle in beautiful surroundings amidst standing stones, iron age forts and ancient burial grounds need travel no further than the Border Esk.  Having paddled the section between Langholm and Canonbie in a Canadian with Jane one cold December I was curious to see the upper reaches and so took my bike up to explore, there is an unnerving sense of solitude in these hills.  I came across a remarkably well preserved, almost medieval graveyard with primitive stone carvings contrasting with the elegant lines of a Robert Adam mausoleum in white marble.  This is just downstream of the put on at Bentpath, from here follows a gentle meandering course (9 km) to Langholm - ideal for family paddlers and beginners looking for a gentle introduction to rivers - wildlife is abundant.  There is an excellent car park at the takeout in Langholm, complete with toilets,  ice-cream van and ducks.


January this year saw us penetrating still further upstream getting in at Eskdalemuir, with the Tibetan monastery nestling in the folds of the hill, another easy paddle of maybe 12 km, drifting past huge lichen draped trees adding to the primeval feel of the place.  We portaged round the rapids created by the confluence of the Black and White Esk, being anxious to avoid a swim at this time of year, but with a bit more water and warmer weather shooting this rapid looked an easier option than the portage where a machete would have come in useful! Herons took off lazily round every bend and buzzards circled menacingly above not sure what to make of these foreign invaders.  The section of the Esk usually paddled by the club Langholm to Canonbie (grade3/4) [!? – ed.] is a lot more challenging, but is definitely worth exploring by beginners in Summer after some rain when you can check out the rapids at your leisure rather than being swept through them on a wing and a prayer at higher water levels in the winter months!


Dorine Botterill


�
Anyone for Cream Cakes?


3rd March 2000, The Crake and the Leven


�
What an early start – 8.30 am at the club. Mark arrived with a new look Vauxhall Vectra Estate!! (don’t argue with basketball stands – they usually win). 


We were down to three cars – one full of the Fleming family (five in total) and another with Jane’s Canadian hogging the roof rack. So with eight people paddling – Dave B, Mark, Jane, Doreen, Paul, Tom, Graeme and me (Steve F) – and three visiting relatives, we had three full cars. The numbers were slightly down on what we had hoped due to the fact that we hadn’t had any rain all week. On passing The Greta, The Rothay and The Brathay, it seemed the absentees had made the right choice. Yewdale Beck, which helps feed Coniston, was no more than a trickle, so it was going to be a social event as much as anything else.


The cars were unloaded at Brown Howe at the south end of Coniston and then driven down to Greenodd, some ten kilometres down river. This was a sponsored/donation day – all funds going to a local village hall. They were expecting 140+ canoeists and judging by the amount of cars and mini buses (Bolton, Manchester, Barrow, etc.) they wouldn’t be far off. Five pounds per person was given – this entitled us to a shuttle car (Sterling Moss’ granddad!) and upon finishing, tea/coffee/soup/sandwiches/cream cakes, etc and entry into a raffle. 


The Crake


�We started on the lake about one kilometre from the river. It wasn’t a scrape as had been anticipated but it could have done with a little more water. Graeme and Dorine hadn’t been on rivers for months and Jane, in her Canadian, enjoyed it. Paul, Tom and Mark needed more, Dave and me – well? Paul summed up the top section when a group of paddlers were fighting for position on a small surf wave. “I’m not queuing up for that sh**!”


Lower down the river a small stopper tipped me over twice. I rolled both times, but a trip report was called for by our intrepid newsletter editor – Tom. 


The largest rapids were the Bobbin Mill described in the guidebook as grade 3 guarded by a large sloping weir. I came to grief at the bottoms of the rapids, not paying the river enough respect and over-confidence in my ability, ending in a capsize and head scrape, before pushing off the bottom. Minus paddles - and spray deck half off (not technically a swim!).


�At Spark Bridge Paul successfully pirouetted and touched the underside of the bridge.  At the end of the river the kayaks were loaded onto the cars. With buoyancy aids and spray decks discarded we descended on Greenodd Community Centre for lunch and what a lunch!! Tom tried to eat fancy cream cakes with neoprene gloves on. Paul, however, decided the best place to sit was under the warm room heaters which didn’t do his cake any favours. Jane bought second hand books but couldn’t be tempted by the home-made jams and garden plants. Doreen won a bottle of wine in the raffle. 


Rather reluctantly we went back to the cars – with Mark and Dave demolishing yet another cream cake. 


The Leven


Ten minutes, if that, and we are at Newby Bridge and the River Leven. We had worried about gaining access as the river is restricted to 50 paddlers (wearing bibs) at a time. When we arrived, four or five canoeists had just egressed at the bottom and there was no one else in sight. Doreen, Jane and Graeme decided not to paddle so the whole river was ours – five paddlers.


The water level was high and a good play was going to be had. A brick shoot with concrete uprights formed a brilliant surf wave (bigger than Teesside’s top drop). This entertained Paul and Tom, both twirling the paddle. Mark and I were not so brash but still in there, whilst Dave played safety boat. Next was a two metre drop with pop outs and pirouettes at the bottom, a one metre drop with stoppers – all playing - more standing waves and rapids, another two metre drop, and all within half a mile of getting on. If this was on our back door it would be great – IN’T RIVERS BRILLIANT!!!


A good day was had by all – wasn’t it, Paul?


Steve Fleming


�
�Eden Open Day ’99 – Irthing Revisited





�
Arriving at the club late, on what was to be an Eden Open Day, we were then informed that we would be paddling the Irthing (THE IRTHING!!!). I gained my title “FISH OF THE YEAR” after one long swim and a pinning of large proportions earlier in the year. Time to exorcise some demons! 


The journey to the river was not without incident: two cars arriving at Gilsland, Biggsy, Ian and me arriving at the car park just passed Lanercost, Jim arriving at the same place albeit a different route. Anyway, a mobile phone call did the trick and four cars duly rendezvoused at Lanercost. 


Dry car decided and packed, we then proceeded to Spadeadam. The four hundred metres (or so) hike to the get-on point proved eventful. Luke (no shoes, cold feet!), Mandy (Wigton-Mandy) – ending up on her rear doing an impression of ‘bog woman’ – and Jim – yes, Jim of all people, joining the fun, sliding feet first towards the river. Mike Tinnion was best prepared as he lowered his kayak by rope down to the pool just below the falls.


The river was of a good height, although not as big as the last visit. Fourteen paddlers of differing ability had taken to the water. Jim, armed with camera, took some photos, and then we were off. 


The first surf wave was holding well as most folk jostled for position. The first long set of rapids caught just the one victim – no names (Kenny!); the first of a few swims, but to his credit he bounced back each time ready for more. In the first section the ‘embarrassed swim’ went to Mike, with the immortal words “I hope Jim didn’t see that”. To his relief, Jim hadn’t as he was bringing up the rear. Mandy then decided it was time to clean the Spadeadam bog off with a swim (it would have come off with a brush when dry, Mandy). 


The day was getting on as we approached the bridge at Gilsland. We were now approaching the lower section of the river which a lot of us had never paddled before. Approximately 300 metres below the bridge is a two-metre drop. After inspecting from the bank it was decided to shoot it river left, although Matt fancied the right-hand side. The left won the day and those who shot the drop did it so successfully. A second large drop preceded by a weir was inspected. This was a case of following the flow of the river and proved a little trickier but, again, those who shot it did so – upright. 


With tired limbs and darkness descending, we approached the car park at the finish with just one more swimmer (Ian) grabbing hold of a tree and keeping hold of the tree as the kayak carried on. At the car park, into dry clothes and back to the top of the river for the shuttle cars, arriving back at the car park in the pitch black. The group looked like rabbits caught in car headlights.


We arrived back at the club after a good day’s paddle. The Irthing revisited successfully – NOW FOR THE ESK!!!


Steve Fleming�






FACT OR FICTION?


In the Bleak Mid Winter, Not So Long Ago – A heavy frost on the Saturday night and a river full of water, ten intrepid paddlers descended on Gilsland to have fun on the Irthing. Now, in the field where this group of canoeists usually finish stood a rather bemused and worried-looking farmer. Twenty or so of his cows were standing frozen solid by the access gate. In the forty years of farming he had never seen anything like it. The knacker's yard man would have a field-day; all that dog meat and glue – he would be rubbing his hands with glee.


Well, the group of canoeists trooped over to the farmer to console him and, perhaps, offer advice. One - shall we call him Paul (because, after all, that was his name) - suggested using mobile heaters. But where from? Another - let’s call him Mark - suggested blankets. But who had any?


Anyway, just as the situation was looking desperate, a little old granny passed by in her Morris Minor. 


“I used to have a car like that” remarked Jim. 


She reversed up the road to the gate rather erratically, got out of the car and, without a word, entered the field. She proceeded to touch each of the cows and, miraculously, one by one they came around, rather groggy at first. With not so much as a bye or wave, she was away again chugging down the road. 


The farmer was overjoyed. “Who was she?” asked the rest of the lads, standing open-mouthed and speechless. “I know who it was” quipped a man called Dave (for that was his name and he was of the same age group as the dear old lady). That was … Thora Hird ! 
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