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Chairman’s Report
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I must admit I never thought I would ever see the day when I could not jump backwards quicker than anyone else at an AGM, but I suppose age comes to us all.  I just hope I don’t have to hang around in the hot seat as long as Jim did.  But seriously it’s good to be involved in the running of the club, which has introduced me to many good friends and crazy paddling companions.





As usual there has been plenty of activity within the club, with trips to the Tyne Tour, surfing the Solway Bore, Whitewater World Tour by Dave Kwant at the Kendal Film Festival and the club Wavehopper Race which was such a success that Nigel is proposing to include it in the Wavehopper Race series every year.  It was great to see some new names collecting trophies on the day.





The winter season has been a bit slow to get started, so let’s hope it makes up for lost time once it does get properly underway.  I’ve been very impressed with the progress people have made over the summer and I think we should be looking forward to many new additions to the winter river circuit.  It may be difficult to accommodate everyone on every trip, but if you are interested in trying some of the more adventurous rivers, then let someone on the committee know.  The lower level trips on the Eden have already started and have been well supported (especially the tea and cakes at Ray’s).





I hope you all enjoy the coming months when the rivers are at there best.  Don’t be eating too much over the Christmas holiday; you never know when that phone might ring to tempt you out of that armchair.





Happy paddling





Mike
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I’ve been nominated to write a bit of blurb about the kayaking trip over to Beadnell.  My memory of the trip is probably hugely different to anyone else that was there (especially to those who could actually surf!).  This is pretty much what I can remember – anything that was under the water.





I could tell you about each and every grain of sand and each and every pebble that lay beneath the water; I’m just struggling to tell you what the hell was happening above the water, as I didn’t spend much time there.





I’m sure people broke Guinness records with numbers of rolls, or with their performance of acrobatic manoeuvres – you’d be best place to ask someone who spend their time surfing, not sinking.








I know it was sunny, and that I need a hell of a lot of practise if I hope to stay in my boat.  And I’m pretty sure that everyone had a fantastic weekend.  I did. 





I would mention names but my brain was a bit waterlogged.  I thought I could make some up to get you guessing, maybe another time.  The important name to remember (and I’m hoping I’ve got this one right – not sure), is Rose? (Ray’s wife) who did all the hard work and put on a brilliant BBQ. 





I’m hoping that it isn’t always the duck of the day that has to write the reports.  If it is – I think the whole newsletter will belong to me for quite a while!  Any one who would like to challenge me for the title – please do.








Wendy�
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23.11.03 - 
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I left the house full of apprehension my 3rd trip to Lazonby and a week of rain I wasn't quite sure what to expect. I arrived at the Sands Centre at 09.15hrs, early and eager. The river didn't look too bad but had I got the right weekend, where was everyone? Fortunately I didn't have to wait long until the rest of group began to arrive.








Following a brief meeting we loaded up and off we went. On arrival we found the countryside had suffered a little more than the city for the frost. Stepping out of the car and feeling the nip I found myself asking, was my new chosen hobby a long-term option�



Once unloaded the keen group of 30 or so split into two groups the novices and the "experts", myself in the group of novices. However after watching an "expert" of 15 years or more, whom I guess introduced his �
son to the hobby lose his canoe down the river before even getting into it (mentioning no names, ha ha) I wondered, had we split into the right groups?


Many of my group hadn't been on this particular route before and looking back although apprehensive I perhaps wasn't as apprehensive as those who had never been. But once again the river looked different to my 1st & 2nd visit. 


Off we went paddling down stream and shooting rapids. A well-organised group led by Martin and as always entertainment provided by Mandy. 3-4 rapids in and the nerves had calmed. We stopped a little further down stream than the other group for a bite to eat, chocolate supplied by Wendy, cheers!!!





�



Off we went again, or so I thought until I turned and found Jamie entertaining himself on a rock in his new flower powered boat. I know the instructors said, "a rock can be your best friend and if you come unstuck hug a rock" but come on Jamie you have to set off first.


The second group caught up with us and we continued on our route, passing several surprisingly courteous fishermen. We headed down to the wires where we tried and failed to pass paddles across. To my knowledge no one succeeded and there was some pretty poor attempts from Mike and Necky. We reached the Weir and I feel I can't pass this point without mentioning that John decided to take the opportunity to take a dip and Mandy felt the need to stretch her legs.





All round it was another really enjoyable trip. It was the coldest I have ever experienced the river was the highest I have ever seen it and there were some fantastic waves but despite it all myself and Wendy managed a roll each and I certainly left feeling my new chosen hobby was definitely a long term option after all.       


Andy
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Some mad bloke called Nigel Timmins, suggested that it would be a good idea to get up a bit earlier than normal and paddle down the Eden from Rockliffe to Bowness, back up the Esk to Metal Bridge and on route search out the illusive Solway Bore. I therefore rounded up all the mad people I knew who had Sea Kayaks and we met up at 5am on the morning of a reasonably big spring tide.  I can’t understand why I didn’t get more volunteers, but Nigel, Janice, Dorine and Mike McIver were all I could muster.


On the way down the Eden in the dark, the biggest challenge was finding the right channel to paddle down, rather than the many blind alleys, which would leave you high and dry.  Daylight eventually helped us find our way, but the dropping tide kept us on our toes.


Once down to Port Carlisle we paddled out onto the sand bank between Bowness and Gretna and waited for the tide to turn, which it does very quickly in the Solway.  One minute we were huddled in the survival shelter trying to stay warm, with our boats two feet clear of the water and the next it was a frantic scramble to get packed up and on the water before the boats floated off without us.





We then very quickly came across the Bore, which initially was only a few inches high, but quickly built up to about 18 inches in height.  We then surfed for somewhere in the region of four miles at speeds up to about 7 or 8 mile per hour.  It was the second time I had found the bore, but this time it was much better and lasted much longer than the last occasion.  It was worth being there just to see it, but to surf the same wave for mile after mile was just amazing.


I will hopefully be able to show you the pictures one day, if the film-processing lab manages to return the lovely pictures of Niagara Falls to the right person and retrieves my Solway Bore pictures from them!





Mike�
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Dave, Biggsy, Mike, Dorine, Morag.





Well it sounded quite straightforward meet at Skinburness paddle to Annan and return and in fact that’s what we did.  However…








Guess who was not on time ….yes the paddling midget Dorine was late or on time depending who you asked. 





After paddling in a slightly vague direction Dorine realised that the paper things on her boat were maps and we started to get a bit more structure into the paddle.





We caught a favourable flow all the way to Annan estuary seeing porpoise  (or if you ask Dave killer whales  … he always exaggerates doesn’t he Morag?) and arrived in bandit country where a few Neanderthal teenagers hurl abuse and no doubt would have hurled stones if we had not kept to the far bank.  Straight up the river to the bridge getting out at the golf course a trickier than it seamed manoeuvre.  








Guess who went looking for a pie shop – yes Biggsy toddled off into town whilst we watch the river drop with the out going tide.  








If getting out of the boats with dignity was difficult getting down the bank and back into the boats was more so, one or two nearly made undignified capsizes at the waters edge watched by a small group of pensioners who I feel were hoping for a right good laugh.





The river had dropped a lot in the half hour of lunch and we made good time back down the estuary and out to sea.  The return journey was again very fast riding on a favourable flow towards the start point being well aware we could miss it and end up in Silloth (No offence Findlays but Silloth …. I spent a week there one day).  Needless to say cool hand Mike paddled quietly along until we spotted the thing in the water from a distance it looked like a body Mike investigated and found it was nothing so exciting.





No problems we landed with pinpoint accuracy partially due to Biggsy’s bit of satellite kit and mainly because we could see where we were going.  Getting out of the boats had its usual dignity.





A great fun trip and great company lets do it again and next time well take an air riffle and engage the local tribe.





Dave �









Carlisle Canoe club Christmas bash





Laser quest


Friday 12th December 2003


7.20 – 8.30


Two games £ 5.00


Names to ray ASAP
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Well done Martin on his weekend away he continues his quest to add level three coaches to the club.





Andy, Mike, Mandy, Dave, Morag, Walter and Dorine braved some very cold rescues in Talkin tarn to achieve their level two coach status.  Many thanks to our guinea pigs – Rachel, Tom, Gerald and Gavin
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Yes its that time of year when if you are lucky a man with a white beard is at your stockings, but if your not married to Jim, Biggsy or Walter you will have to make do with the pie run.  It’s simple and so are some of the people who do it dress up yourself or your boat and come and paddle down the Eden with us.  Warning!  Last year a very rude pair of reindeer made the start line with Rudolf showing his bits 











to all.  Dave’s swimming fairy was popular and no doubt we shall see some other costume go on the same wash cycle.





If you don’t fancy dressing up come along and paddle the river anyway it’s a laugh finishing at Rose and Rays for a mince pie and a boasting session (as usual)�












And finally…





Merry Christmas to you all best wishes for the next year may you find something long and pointy in your stocking and keep taking pictures and writing reports.








Morag
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Christmas 2003   








Thankyou


We would like to thank Jim at Carlisle Canoes for his continuing support of the club and the printing of this newsletter.














