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Chairman’s Report

Well who would have believed that only two years after joining the club, I could be voted swimmer of the year and club president at the AGM. It must a first in the history of paddling.  That said as a newcomer to paddling and the area, it’s good to be involved the running of great club, which not only gave me the opportunity to win the swimmer award but also has introduced me to such a fun bunch of people.

I would like to take this opportunity to thank my predecessor for leaving the hot seat in such good shape, and Dorine for her dedication as club secretary over the past few years. I hope that having had a break they will both rejoin the committee in the not to distant future.

It’s good to see the number of new faces that have joined the club during the year and the progress they have made during the summer. These new skills are now being tested on river trips including the Eden, Derwent and Esk.  Obviously our ability to introduce new people to the sport is dependent on ability to provide coaching by qualified instructors. We are lucky to have a small group of dedicated people who are prepared to give time to the development of others on the river, whether it is at the Sands, on river trips or in the pool. Without them the club would slowly die. It was therefore good news from both a club and a development perspective, to hear a number of people are considering trying for coaching qualifications in the next year or two. The more active coaches we have, the more the load can be shared.  If you are interested in knowing what gaining the qualification entails, please speak to Martin. If you are already qualified but out of practice please get on the rota for the Sands sessions by contacting a member of the committee, we always need extra support.

The support for club activities throughout the year has been great, ranging from  Wavehopper and Ullswater races, to the try a boat session all organised by Nigel Timmins. My personal favourite was the try a sea kayak day organised by Mike, I was amazed to see so many people out on the water. Hopefully we will be able to organise something similar next year. The winter river trips are now in full flow, although the rivers aren’t always!,  Whilst its difficult to accommodate everyone on every trip and it will be dependent on the availability of coaches and leaders, if you want to try something, speak to one of the committee. It has also been suggested that people come down to the Sands on Saturdays equipped for trips (Hot drink, clothes etc) as water and coaches available, we may explore some local rivers on an ad hoc basis.

I hope you all enjoy the Christmas break and the rivers over the coming months.

Happy Paddling,

Tony

Thankyou

We would like to thank Jim and Jennifer for their continuing support of the club and the printing of this newsletter.

Carlisle Canoes, Old raffles Parade, Wigton Road, Carlisle, CA2 7EX

Tel. 01228 531703


2nd October, by Jet, your paws correspondent

When I woke up it was just like any other Sunday morning, they told me to get off the sofa, I stretched and was push out the garden to do my business. When I came in my breakfast was ready but they made sit, stay and go down before I could – all this exercise on an empty stomach is not good for a chap, but people don’t seem to understand. 

     As soon as I had my breakfast, they were all running around putting on those really smelly clothes they wear when they put the Kayaks on the top of the car and leave me in sitting room with Radio 4. They don’t understand I am just a teenager, and tell me to be a good boy. Fine chance to be anything else, locked in on my own for the day! However, today was different my mistress got my lead and said she hoped I had my sea legs (whatever they are) and put me in the car. Great! I was going out, no Radio 4. Hurrah!

     When we arrived at Langholm there were a number of other people around, Martin, Mandy, Tom, Wendy, Garry, Ruth, Laura. ….and Molly. I tried to introduce myself, giving them a good sniff (what is that funny smell) and lick, but was told to wait in the car. I was very friendly to Molly but she growled at me – strange girl. We then all drove to the “putting in point”. Much to my surprise I found myself being manhandled by my master into an open boat, my mistress got in the front and my master grabbed my lead with one hand and pushed us away from the shore.  The boat started to wobble and I dived for dry land, my master grabbed my collar to stop me reaching safety. The next thing I knew he was shouting at me to lie down, whilst my mistress was saying that we were stuck in a narrow channel between a rock and the shore, they seemed to think it was my fault. Humans can be so ungrateful. I had saved them from rushing down river, the boat was secure and with a little ingenuity we could probably all leap ashore - well I certainly could. They wouldn’t let me; instead my master forced me to keep in the bottom of the boat, whilst they heaved themselves through the narrow channel and into the open water again.

Martin said I could get in his boat. I must say that it looked a little steadier the one that I was in, but my master said I had to stay with him. I didn’t even have a buoyancy aid! I knew that the next time we got near dry land, I would have jump ship. 

     We continued down the river, practising breaking in and out as we went and surfed the odd wave, but every time we got near enough to shore my master grabbed my collar and held me in the boat. I must admit I was very nervous and found very hard to stop my hindquarters trembling in anticipation of escape. All of a sudden the boat was stuck in the middle of the river, side on to a rock just below the surface. Now was my chance! The rock might be wet, but at least it was solid. I got my front paw on it, the boat tipped, water flowed in, my master swore, and before I knew what had happened, the boat tipped violently the other way and we were off down the river again, amazingly the right way up. My master shouted at me to sit, but there was no way I was going sit in all that water. He may be happy to get rear end wet, but I was not.

     My next opportunity to escape was more successful. As we went under a bridge, having navigated a hole, the bow of the boat grounded. My master was too slow this time and I was away down the bank, my paws firmly on the ground. Of course they called me back. Did they think I was mad! I just ran backwards on the bank, just keeping out of range of my mistresses hand.  Just below the bridge the rest of the paddlers pulled in for lunch. I do love picnics, it surprises me how difficult humans find it to eat and guard their food. We dogs never have that problem. Anyway after a few choice tit bits my greed got the better of me and whilst I was just reaching for a sausage offer by my master, he grabbed my collar and I was back in the boat. Meanwhile my young master Chris, who was playing in the hole above bridge, tipped over, but luckily managed to roll up again after colliding with a fallen tree, but just before hitting bridge. 

     After the picnic they were very careful, never going close enough to the banks for me to leap off. This did however create a few exiting moments as my master struggled to hold me, with one hand, steer with the other, whilst shouting instructions to my mistress.

     Finally we safely reached Langholm, just as it started to rain, I can’t tell you how pleased I was to be on dry land again. I celebrated by doing the longest wee, I have ever done – well you don’t have anywhere to raise your leg in a Canoe, and I did drink rather a lot of water as we paddled along. Martin was nice to me and he said I might get my 2 star soon. I wonder if you can eat it. They said they would take me again! Maybe radio 4 is not bad after all.

Jet Colla   

Age1.5 years.


Sat 25th Sept

As much talk of Saturday’s sea kayak trip rang through the club on Thursday eve, Morag yelled: ‘who’s gonna write the newsletter report then?’  Silence fell.  Stupidly I opened my mouth: ‘I will if you find me a boat to go in!’  So here’s my report:  

A large group of twenty we rose early to meet at Brighouse bay, just south of Kirkcudbright at 10am.  We were briefed that ‘We will have a dry morning session and everyone will get wet in the afternoon, but of course if you want to get wet in the morning that’s up to you’  Mike had also mentioned in his e-mail that: ‘Sea kayaking is more civilised than river paddling’  Well we’ll soon find out won’t we.

Firstly we had a quick practice of forward paddling; easy enough; one stroke and you soar about ten feet.  Then we tried turning, this involves edging the opposite way to the way you want to go, weird!  Apparently I wasn’t the only one who found this unusual as Wendy managed to swim whilst practising Sweep strokes!  Then as she was already wet she decided to practice her rolling; she managed it this time!


After some practice of backwards paddling and getting used to the waves most of us donned helmets and were introduced to a pastime known as Rock hopping.  This involves trying to manoeuvre a ridiculously long boat into equally ridiculously small gaps between rocks whilst trying not to be thrashed by the tide; apparently its all in the timing, but I think remembering which way to edge might have been useful as well!

After Rock hopping we found ourselves just outside the bay where Mike suggested we could paddle a bit further out and experience some bigger waves.  A few people decided to give this a miss and stayed in the relative safety of the bay. I decided to be adventurous and go out a bit further but after a while the wind and waves became a bit much, so Ruth and I headed back to the others in the bay.  Meanwhile those who had gone out even further found themselves a little out of their depths and Tony went for a swim just to prove it.  (So much for that dry morning session then!)    Dave then raced Mike back to the main group in the bay and Dave won; (Of course I won’t mention that Mike was towing two full grown men behind him!)  By now everyone was hungry so we headed back to the shore for a well earned lunch.  

So well fed and watered we caught up with the fast retreating tide and set off ready for a wet afternoon session.  We had a go at stern rudders and hanging draws before we did the wet strokes.  A few of us (me included) rolled first to see if there is any difference in rolling a longer boat, I didn’t think so.  Then we did an all in rescue, this was done in pairs, with various different methods being employed, Adam and myself somehow managed to take in half the sea with us as we scrambled back into our boats, I managed a sort-of self rescue which involved getting into a sideways on boat and then rolling back up (Adam half pulled me up while I hip-flicked).

Dryish and not stinking of sea salt quite so much we headed into Kirkcudbright to search for a teashop, unfortunately they were all closed so Dave and Morag took Sandy home to Walters’ birthday meal (Happy 50th Walter) we found a chippy and discussed the day’s events. Wendy and Tony both expressed surprise that I avoided swimming (What’s that supposed to mean then!).

 I’m not so sure about more civilised Mike, but thanks very much from all of us anyway. 

Rachel


This year the MTB & White Water evening in the Brewry Arts Centre started as in the past in the bar waiting for the organisers to sort out teething troubles. They still having trouble with some  film formats which meant that we missed our own Dave Kwant’s offering of Team Slug tackling the upper Whitcomb river in New Zealand, a pity as his Himalayan adventure last year was great. This meant that the five minute promotion of the Weyhakin new DVD extended to fill the available time and we saw  the American lads tackling big water and falls at home in Montana, and using an Art pics. coffee table book of Icelandic water falls as a guide to the best water there. 


The featured film, Sacred waters -The Ganges introduced by Maria Coffey and Dag Goering had a false start, then the presentation of stills was more a documentary about Indian life and religions on the banks of the sacred river Ganges. From the foothills of the Himalayas, to the holy city of Varanasi, paddling 1,500 kilometres, picking their way through a maze of water channels, struggling with searing winds and quicksand, dodging floating corpses and living in constant fear of bandit attacks.

No helmets, no kayaks, no white water, in fact the Journey was in a big red collapsible Canadian type craft. I was worried at the start that maybe I had persuaded people to make the long travel to Kendal to be bored, but I was drawn into the presentation and hardly noticed that it was mostly composed of camera panning across wide angle stills rather than a movie, the pace and artistry of the editing was exceptional and at the end I was happy to have seen it


Back to white water, Never Say Nevis Again, was a home grown film from some Scottish lads paddling the river Nevis. Not as professionally slick as the American film but more real, raw and true to life, cold wet and exciting, the on board cameras take the viewer right in to the action. They even were brave enough at the end to show the out-takes, of the rolls, swims and stoppers that trapped the unwary .

            For the bike enthusiasts , Chain Reaction 5, was Mountain biking round a course down a mountain with some nasty falls thrown in OUCH.  The Hans Rey story BMX meets mountain biking a history of US. Mountain biking.


.The best bike film was a four minute short from the festival, film school set in the lake district of a father and son team mountain biking on unicycles.


In all an entertaining evening with insights into what it is possible to do in a kayak on rivers, or do I mean what rivers are possible in a kayak.

Walter


Surf-kayaking at Embleton, Sunday 19 September 2004

It’s a bit of a lottery trekking 100 miles to the North East coast in hope of perfect surfing conditions, I suppose, but 20 of us took the chance on this first club trip of the new season. Equinoctial gales, I heard the weatherman call them, typical of mid-September. Encouragingly strong winds they were, too, on Sunday morning. Westerlies. Which means off-shore, if you're out east. Which means if you stop paddling you'll end up in Holland I think. 

We (paddlers everything from novice to expert) got straight into our boats and enjoyed a gentle morning's surf while hoping for an improvement in conditions with the change of the tide in the afternoon. I think I'm getting the point. Proper paddlers wake up on a weekend and hope for the worst weather going, while everyone else puts the kettle on and snuggles in front of a fire. Conditions stayed much the same through the afternoon, though, and we spent the afternoon on a paddle and surf up and down the beautiful sands, overlooked by Dunstanburgh castle. Most of the group stuck out the afternoon, and frankly I was quite happy with this calm introduction to the art of surf-kayaking. The bigger stuff can wait for next time.

So what to report, then? The club's new G3 kayaks got good reviews from Andy and Mick (but they do need massive spray decks). And Ray got very wet. Was that him getting back into his boat? Not just once, either.

Thanks to Walter for organising the trip, and to everyone else for providing good company on and off-shore.


Richard Wamsley
 

The Nith Dumfriesshire 12th December 2004-12-20

     After the Saturday session at the sands Neal mentioned that he would like to do a river trip the following day on either the border Esk or the Nith naturally I jumped at the chance and here is an accuratish account of what happened…

     Ten members gathered at the club at about nine am Rachel, Morag, Dave, Neal, Mark, Graham, Andy, Sandy, Mike, Dorine and Tom to decide what to do.  It was decided that the Nith would be high enough to paddle so off we set.  The Nith is usually a grade four paddle although with not too much water in, it would be about a three. I still expected it to prove a challenge to river running novices like me and Rachel, (sorry R). After arrival, and the usual kitting up, we were finally on the river!

     The most interesting section of the Nith lies above Drumlanrig castle and runs through impressive rocky scenery and a gorge with some exciting narrows of the river- it was obvious that it was going to be an exciting ride all the way!

     It was the perfect chance to try out the many things that were taught during the club sessions. Such as low brace supports on the break ins (thanks Ray) and high brace supports on the rougher stuff. The importance of being able to reverse ferry glide was self evident to avoid obstacles.

     The first significant occurrence happened when Morag failed to avoid a rock  - this resulted in a swim for her. This surprising event set the tone for the day as both Rachel and I had two swims each and Dorine also had a swim in the gorge, although she did roll later on

As our journey went on, the level of difficulty was sustained but with lots of support and encouragement in the group everyone negotiated each section safely.  As everyone else had paddled this river before we were given the best advice on which line to take although I’m sure my boat has one or two scratches more than it did before!

A personal highlight of the day was the seal launch off the giant rock- compulsory for most first timers- I wonder if a back flip is possible?  

     The hardest section of the trip was undoubtedly the gorge towards the end- this included 3 sets of rapids and a chute in quick succession. This required powerful paddling to break free of the stoppers that formed at the bottom of the drops.  With so many obstacles to avoid – the sculling draw and the bow rudder were invaluable – lots of perfecting to do in the future I think!

     As for an introduction to Scottish rivers the Nith was an excellent starting point and was about the right difficulty for me o the day.  I hope to continue to paddle this grade as I learnt so much on the trip. I’d like to say thanks to the others for the good company and excellent advice (and for rescuing me when I swam!!!) in particular to Neal whose idea it was.  Finally thanks to the Thornhill teashop who supplied tea and cakes on the way home.

Tom Grindley

Editors PS

Rachel was excellent on this trip and deserves special mention for her efforts – well done girl!

     One of the teenage paddlers pulled three, yes three!!!, female Café staff, and no, it wasn’t Sandy!

     Morags seal launch was silent as she confidently carved her way into the water like a slick carvey birdy thing.  (She screamed like a big girls blouse and landed like a boat of King Edwards) but is keen to go again.


Those who made it out of bed in time met initially at the Sand’s Centre.  Those who forgot to set their alarm clocks (Elliot Hunston), and those with all their own gear met at the Derwent water car park.

As a fairly new member of the club I wasn’t familiar with usual procedures, and didn’t realise, when I saw Sandy doing a rapid commando crawl behind a series of parked cars, that this was the time when the person to write the report was about to be “volunteered”, and consequently got landed with the job.  Got by the short straws might be another way of putting it. Apparently the usual topic is commenting on unplanned capsize events, but with calm water and not much wind there didn’t seem to be much chance of this.

Indeed, everything went smoothly.  The water level was pretty high, following one of the wettest autumns on record.  The recent influx had made the water pretty cold, so everyone not into aquabatics was very careful not to capsize.  The general idea was a leisurely trip, heading for Nichol End, but the lure of the large lumpy scones was so great that everyone set off in that direction at a speed Donald Campbell would have been proud of. Those in the sea kayaks were at a definite advantage, and I noticed Sandy kindly giving Jamie a tow for part of the way.

After the visit to Nichol End, displacing extra water, and leaving more of a wake after eating a whole scone, I tried to keep in a straight line – but with the water becoming more choppy and not being in a sea kayak this became rather more difficult.  The conditions, though not severe, may have led to the first capsize and X-rescue, but being a novice reporter I was not in the right place at the right time to record to whom the honour befell.

After the trip many people tried some of the more unforgiving craft brought along to broaden our experience.  I tried a wave hopper.  Everything seemed to go well at first, but my support strokes seemed to antagonise it and I ended up hitting the water on both sides like a percussionist till it gave up and settled down.  I most definitely did not try the K1, which is designed to go very fast, including rolling over sideways.  Dave managed the greatest distance, but seemed to need two people with himself outside as well in the shallows to turn it.

After a pleasant further 45 minutes trying to strap two mutually incompatible kayaks to a roof rack, it was time to go home.

Helen McKenna - 28.12.04 
Ok - it's arrived – Dave Biggs has just bought a Feathercraft Klondike. Having paddled with me for the past 6 months he has got to realise that if he wants to do the more adventurous stuff without suffering (or towing me for long periods of time over mega kms in bad weather) something needed to be done! His answer - a Feathercraft Klondike - check it out: 

http://www.foldingkayak.com/kayaks.htm 
I did have reservations! I mean - would we have any friends wanting to paddle with us left when we first had to build the boat before even thinking about paddling it! We'd have to start a good hour and a half before everyone else. And why wait until December before buying it!!! It's cold then - and we'd have to test drive it in Winter! 

Boat arrived 20th December so Dave did a dry test run putting it up at work. He duly reported back that it took him and a work mate an hour and a half to put up - but assured me that would get quicker! 

Next dry run was 27th December in the drive - Dave put it up and I helped disassemble it and pack it away. It doesn't take as long to disassemble as it does to assemble! No major fall outs - YET! 

So - now for the big test - Derwentwater - 28th December 2004. We'd been at a 40th party the night before and were paddling with friends - would they still be friends after this? Time would tell! 

Plan was to meet at Kettlewell on Derwentwater at 1100 hours. We arrived first and had just got the boat out of the car when Morag and Dave arrived followed closely by Tom and Wendy. 

They all looked on in amazement as Dave and I proceeded to take loads of pieces out of a big duffle bag and proceed to assemble it. This was a novelty for about ¾ hour and then it got a bit tedious. To cut a very long story short they got fed up of waiting and went off on a wee paddle - having been assured we'd have everything under control by the time they got back. 

True to our word - and mainly due to Dave's practical ability all we had to do when they returned was get in and start paddling. A short first run - wee trip up Lake to Nichol End for tea and scones and then a wee run back. What could be easier! 

We set off,  Dave and I paddling duo for the first time.  Once we'd got in sync things were fine – UNTIL…... we hit the middle of the Lake and a squall blew up! Water got confused - wind was coming from all directions and I didn't like it!!! My paddle strokes got shorter which made it difficult for Dave to get his paddle in! After a wee talking to my paddle strokes increased again and things got a little better - for a short while, UNTIL….. the squalls started again! The wind was coming straight at us and I felt the boat was listing to the left - this could have been due to the fact that I was responsible (God I hate that word) for blowing up the left hand sponson and I obviously don't have as much wind as Dave!!!!! All I could think of was thank god he hadn't got the sailing rig up too - it would probably have put me off for life! I like to take these things easily! 

We made it to Nichol End safely and disembarked. Soup, Tea and Scones beckoned. Got to say they were exceedingly good - although they did take some time coming! Poor Morag - after asking for the drinks for the 4th time started to get a complex. Wendy to the rescue and stood at the counter for 20 minutes while the scones were cooked and the different jams decanted and drinks were made. Have to say they were well worth waiting for! 

Luckily the journey back should be quicker as we'd have the wind at our back! Hmmm . I also had full view of the mini waterspouts that sprung up out of nowhere and twisted their way across the water - scary! We made it back in one piece - although I have got to learn to relax - if we get into confused water I have a tendency to stiffen up and Dave says I have to 'go with the flow'! I did lose concentration once - unfortunately it happened when I was supposed to be making the boat stable for Dave to get out and umm .. I .. umm . let go so he kinda fell in! Ooops - I know I shouldn't have but I did have a wee laugh - and very sure he will get me back (although he did call me 'thick' when we were trying to put the boat together so I really think we're probably even!!!)! 

Managed to dismantle the boat in quite a short time. All in all a good first outing - and we're both still speaking too! 

Onward and upward - here's to the next outing. May even go for photos for that one!


Happy New Year to you all.   For those eagle eyed people reading the newsletter they will have noticed that Tony hopes you all enjoy the Christmas break…….ooops!  My apologies for the newsletter being a little late, whilst technology can be wonderful it can also be extremely challenging.  After being so proud of myself adding articles to the newsletter when they came in my computer did not so much crash as self destruct!!!  Guess who had not backed up a copy!!  Anyway, at last, here is the newsletter, unlike the Alps report, hopefully that will arrive before the next Alps trip.  Thanks, as usual, to all the people who have written reports.  Please feel free to write them and don’t wait to be asked, we know that the Caldew and Kent have been done recently and know that there’s plenty of people would like to read about them.  Send them to: - thompson23@supanet.com

Dates to note!!

Pool sessions start again on the 6th January

Eden Trip – 16th January – see Martin

Lower Esk trip – 30th January if there is water!

Eden trip – 13th March

Sponsored Roll –17th March - See Mandy or Wendy

Wavehopper Race –April 24th 

These are already arranged but keep your ears open for other trips/events etc.  

Wishing you all the best for the New Year and hoping you have great paddling in 2005.

Morag

Christmas/New Year 2004   
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