�      Carlisle Canoe Club


                                August 2001


Chairman’s Report





We had a late start this summer due to being restricted with access to the river, but since then the club has been very busy on club nights with lots of new people taking up the sport, doing the usual star tests and skills awards.





The trips to Ullswater on Tuesdays have had very good turn outs, other trips have included surfing, sea paddling, Teesside White Water Course, the River Trweryn in Wales, the Falls of Lora in Scotland and some of the Scottish Rivers.  





Now that we move into the autumn you will have the chance to improve you skills even further with 3 and 4 Star Tests, Canoe Safety Tests and River trips, and if you would like to train to become an Instructor (coach) please put your name on the list on the Club notice board or just keep coming to the club sessions.





Bye for now


Jim


Club Program


September





Sat/Sun 8/9	Jim is organising an event at St. Abbs (near North Berwick) – demo sea and surf


	kayaks.





Sat/Sun 15/16	Sea trip to Garvellacks from Arduaine.





Tue 18, Thu 20	3* training sessions with Jim, assessment on Tue 25.





Sun 23	Ullswater (beginners) trip 10.00am





October





Tue 2	Canoe Safety test (at club session) – see Jim





Tue 2	AGM – All members welcome.  Come along and vote for 


	(or join) the committee, watch videos and receive “Fish 


	of the Year” and similar awards.  8.30pm in the Sands 


	Centre (after the club session).





Wed 3	First Pool Session – learn to roll 7-8pm, polo 8-9pm in Morton School


	swimming pool.  Ł2 per session.





Thu 11	Last evening club session





Sat 13	Level II Kayak assessment





Sat 20	First Saturday morning club session 10am-12pm.





�
Editors Column





This is my last newsletter before I leave.  This means there is a vacancy for a newsletter editor!!!  Other people write the articles for you (if you remind them often enough), you get to comment on/amend them afterwards.  You edit three (or more if you want) issues per year; the next is due in December (this one was due in August).  Anyone who wants the job should talk to me, or volunteer at the AGM.  Anyone who doesn’t can still help by writing trip reports (you don’t have to swim to write the trip report), poems (see Jane’s on the back page), jokes, cartoons, or anything else you can think of.





Carlisle Canoe Club has recently compiled an email address list of members and local paddlers and we send out a club program every month, and this newsletter (earlier and in full colour!!).  Anyone can join – email Tom-at-CoolFreeSoftware.com to add your email address.


Tom Botterill
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We set off from the club at 11:30 after Tom got their 20 minutes late.  It rained all the way to Saltburn.  When we got to Saltburn we got changed and set off for the sea.  The waves were massive and I struggled to get out to where the rest of the group was.  Walter was the first to manage to get onto a wave and surf it right to the shore.  I tried to get on a big wave but I leant too far forward, the nose-dived making the back shoot upward causing me to flip, landing upside down.  I just managed to roll.  Paul and Tom were nearly always surfing every wave that they got on.  The wind picked up later in the afternoon so my Dad got off the water because my sister was getting cold (she had been body boarding) so we all got off the water within the next 15 minutes.  When Dave had got changed he wanted a cup of hot coffee from the café but it was closed.


We then set off for the campsite, where we were staying ‘til the next morning.  Dave and Walter set up their tents, Paul and Tom slept in Tom’s car and Alexandra, dad and me slept in the van.  Paul and Tom got bored at the campsite so they went to the pub, we all went about an hour later.  When we came back we went to sleep almost straight away.


The following morning we went to pay and get changed at the reception of Teesside white water course. Our canoeing gear was still damp and full of sand, so before we put our gear on we washed it in the showers.  We all walked down to the course to have a look before we got on.  I think Paul was the first to set off down the course and get on the surf wave. The rest of us followed on all getting on the surf wave. I decided that I was going to play in the first stopper, as I’ve never been brave enough. I played in it but got flipped straight away and I tried to roll but my thigh snapped and I swam. I thought that would be the first and the last swim for me that day but I was wrong (I swam 4 times after that [hence the trip report – Ed.]). We all carried on playing in the stoppers and on the surf waves until we got board and got off. We all got changed and head off home.


By Graeme Fleming


�
Etive High – Lora Low


21st/22nd July 2001 (Mike & David Tinnion, Tom Botterill, Tim Blundell & Julie the video bunny)





Most canoeists have either heard about or read about this river up in Scotland somewhere called the Etive, where people throw themselves down waterfalls in little plastic boats. It’s actually in Glen Etive near Glencoe.  We had all seen it at close quarters and whilst safe in the knowledge that we did not have the time or the energy to do it that day, we all agreed that we would probably run it.  Now it was time to find out for real.





Rain falling on the way up for once was not a welcome site as all but the Headbanger Brigade had advised that low water was the time to be doing the Etive.  On arrival our fears were unfounded as the level was lower than when Tim (the only member of our team to have done the river before) last did it.  A gallop down to the river’s edge to inspect the first obstacle - ‘Triple Falls’ - & we all agreed to go for it.





We were off as soon as Tom finally remembered to bring all his kit.  After hitch hiking to the car at the end to collect his helmet he also found that he had left his paddles in the car.  Did he really want to do this?


Triple Falls





In the boats and Tim led the way down the first two drops, followed by Tom & myself.  David was not yet convinced that this was a good idea.  Tom & Tim ran it again just to show him it was OK & after me convincing him it was safe enough to run sideways he took the plunge.  Me and my big mouth.  Following David down the first two drops full of confidence my boat suddenly decided it might like to check out that sideways decent I had just been talking about.  I managed to persuade it that backwards might be safer & we decided to compromise on that option.  Worth a look on the video!





The third of the Triple Falls needed a quick turn part way down but was descended with ease by one and all.





Block falls (The Letterbox) was next.  A definite lack of water in the landing zone gave cause for concern but Tim with his usual carefree style slid down the rock and over the ledge.  “Oh I wasn’t ready” shouts Julie, “you’ll have to do it again”.  I dragged him back up the ledge and quite unperturbed by the dull thud on landing he proceeded to climb back up & go again.  Tom followed with a similar sound on landing & now it was my turn.  Two attempts at the wrong line with my new boat and I still disagreeing about the best direction persuaded my to save this one for another day.


Ski Jump


My observation that the drops were getting bigger brought a hoot of laughter from Tim and after a quick inspection he led the way down.  This was definitely the biggest drop I’d been over and the adrenalin was pumping now.  Tom was next to go and got a good clean line.  My turn came and nursing my injured shoulder (not done on this trip) which I had aggravated carrying my boat around the last drop I set off.  It was a great buzz flying down this one into a deep pool below.  David was now convinced that practising his rock climbing skills was far more important than canoeing and proceeded to lower his boat down the full height of the fall attached to a throw line.


Crack of Doom


I’d not seen this one before but I knew of its reputation.  Undaunted I decided to hit the front & go for it.  A tricky scramble through a long boulder filled section and down through the crack of doom (cheery title) without a hitch.


Crack of Dawn


I had a taste for leading now and fortunately I did not reach the next drop first.  I was all for going over when Tim pointed out the big rocks a t the bottom of the drop.  A spectacular seal launch to get back in & we were off again thinking there can’t be many left before the big one.


Great Water Slide


David was back on the water now but not for long.  He slid down more rock than water.  The rest of us took a more normal watery line down this big slab of rock.


Right Angle Falls (The Biggy!)


Tim having done this before showed a great reluctance to get out of his boat to look at it, preferring to just get it done.  I had barely got to the edge of this 20ft drop to inspect the best line and he was on the move.  Down a tricky little drop just above the main fall (which you could well do without) & over the edge he went – a perfect landing and more of the squawks of delight.  Right I’m off I said & after offering Tom some words of advice I got in the boat and set off.  All pumped up & ready for it but further aggravation of the shoulder injury going over the drop just above the fall delayed proceedings – great I thought [definitely worth a prize for the most convenient injury! – Ed.].  Time to go, over the edge trying to keep the boat at the right angle for landing.  Over cooked it & front somersaulted on landing, I’m pleased it wasn’t any higher; I’d have landed upside down.  Tom’s turn now & looking back up I wasn’t sure he was up for it.  The facial expression soon changed after more consultation with Tim and off he went.  As if we were trying to produce some sort of training video Tom managed an almost flat landing which completed the sequence with Tim’s perfect landing and my too far forward version.


All was well though & I had experienced the Etive ‘High’ & what a high I’d be on the ceiling for days.


Falls of Lora


This strange river like outflow from Loch Etive under the Connel Bridge completed the weekend trip. Certainly as entertaining as any grade 4 rivers you’re likely to come across this is indeed a strange piece of water.


The bridge stanchion provides the main wave during the initial part of the ebb tide & then the rock ledge slightly upstream comes into play as the water level drops.  Huge boils and whirlpools appear and disappear all over the place.  The power of the main waves grew stronger and stronger as the rate of flow increased.


After several clean runs, which caused little strain to the shoulder injury, I found myself upside down in the biggest wave, which seemed determined to pull my shoulder in the very direction I was trying to protect.  It finally let my boat settle and allowed me to roll on the left side.  This was the low point of the weekend for me as I now knew I would have to take it easy on big water this winter until my shoulder recovers.  The Doctor (of doom it seems) predicts about 12 – 18 months to fully recover, so take it easy with those shoulder joints out there.  Tim and Tom & finally David carried on trying to emulate the super cools moves of Dave Quant & his University mates for hours as I retired to photographing duties.


A great trip, and a special thanks to Julie for braving the ferocious midges to shoot the video footage.


Mike Tinnion


PICTURES: 1: Mike on the Triple Falls, 2: Tom on the Right Angle Falls, 3: Tim on the Letterbox.
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Surfing at Saltburn II





After the success of the first Saltburn/Teeside trip, Steve, Graeme and Alexandra, Neal Andrews, Dave Biggs, Tom, Kenny, Mark N and Alice, Chris Webster, Mark T and David Crawley came back two weeks later for more…


We started nice and early at 11:00 am and departed with a nice car ride, though Neil’s C.D collection left a lot to be desired. Anyway, we got there in one piece and got surfing, there were some very good speedy waves. We even enjoyed a father - son display over the waves with Graeme and Steven Fleming as well as many swims by me (which, incidentally, is why I’m writing this in the first place).  The day carried on very well and was enjoyed by everyone. We ended with the all-important visit to the chippy and, having lost Mark and Alice in their car (again) who had also been carrying Kenny, then set out to Teesside. Camp was set up very quickly despite a few hiccups in Tom’s tent and the booze and food was had by all (including Dave Biggs who’d had a few too many and ended up sleeping between the flysheet and tent). Morning caught us with relatively little hangovers for all and then breakfast except for myself who had overlooked this meal and we then headed for the lovely white water…


Chris “The Fish” Webster


�
Finally a poem…


Grey Dog Blues


Well, Julie, Dorine and the Boys and me 


Went to Arduaine by the sea,


The sun shone down for most of the day


And we all had fun in a funny sort of way.


Bob forgot his tent, Dorine’s paddle was bent, but we just didn’t care.


Well, the Luing sound is deep and wide


We had to get across to the other side,


It’s true we’re heading against the tide,


But don’t worry, we’ll just ferry glide.


I was huffing and puffing, moaning and groaning, and not gliding anywhere.


Now come on Jane, we’ve got a hot date


You know those Grey Dogs just won’t wait,


Got to keep moving, if we take a rest


Those babies will be past their best.


I felt like crying, I thought I was dying and the boys where flying away.


The Grey Dogs they where big and mean


The biggest dogs you’ve ever seen,


They bared their teeth and muttered and mumbled


And growled and howled and roared and rumbled.


The boys where playing, I was praying, I had my eyes shut anyway.


Oh, you’ll rock and roll in ecstasy


With Jim and the boys on the deep blue sea,


But if a rave on a wave is what you desire


Those old grey dogs will set your soul on fire.





Oh Yeah!





Jane Steadman
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