Carlisle Canoe Club


September 2002


�News


AGM – The Carlisle Canoe Club AGM will be held on Tuesday the 24th of September in the Eden Suite (upstairs) in the Sands Centre at 8.15pm. All members welcome, paddling slides or videos afterwards.


New Website! Carlisle Canoe Club is now online at CarlisleCanoeClub.com! Currently featuring nearly 200 photos of the Alps, Norway, Sea paddling, the Nith, the Trweryn, the Orchy, the Etive, the Eden and more, and newsletters going back seven years (when it rained every day and slalom was in fashion and Jim wasn’t quite so old…). If you have any photos for the photo gallery please email them to me or give me them on the river or at the AGM.


Email List – A club program and club news is sent to our email list every month. Over 50 paddlers are now on it – email Info-at-CarlisleCanoeClub.com with subject “Add me to the email list” to join. You can view past messages, including the latest club program, on our website.


Tom Botterill (Our usual editor Alice is busy moving house)


Club Program


Tuesday 24th September – AGM at 8.15pm (after the club session) in the Eden Suite in the Sands Centre


Thursday 26th September – Last evening club session – Saturday morning sessions will start in a few weeks when we get dates off the fishermen.


Every Thursday starting Thursday 5th September – Pool rolling session in St Aidans School Pool, 8pm-9pm.


Saturday 28th September – Club trip to Upper Derwent – Contact Ray on 016974 73181 (perfect beginners trip)


Check your email for details of Saturday morning sessions, Eden open days, and the Eamont-Eden trip.


�
Contact Details – September 2002


Tom Botterill	-	-	01228 561928	Tom-at-CoolFreeSoftware.com�Dorine Botterill	-	-	01228 561928	Info-at-CarlisleCanoeClub.com�Steve Fleming	-	-	01228 549862	theflemingfamily-at-supanet.com�Ray Petrie	-	-	016974 73181	salucpetrie-at-whsmithnet.co.uk�Jim Wilson	-	-	01228 537658	info-at-carlislecanoes.co.uk�Mark Tomlinson	-	-	01228 536536	n/a�Martin Middleton	-	-	01228 818860	n/a�Dave Biggs	-	-	01228 818876	dbiggs-at-carlisle.ac.uk�Neal Andrews	-	-	01228 631738	N.Andrews-at-Cluttons.com�Walter McPhee	-	-	016977 41530	waltmac-at-hive5.freeserve.co.uk�Mark and Alice Nixon	-	01228 513066	alice-at-heathfieldclose.fsnet.co.uk�Mike and David Tinnion	-	01228 528455	davidtinnion-at-hotmail.com�Andy Sproat	-	-	01228 528595	andrew.sproat-at-nwda.co.uk�Mike Sproat	-	-	01228 538378	n/a�Dave and Morag Thompson	01228 528896	thompson23-at-supanet.com�Steve Searle	-	-	01228 670126	n/a





Absolutely Fabulous! – Sea paddling in Scotland





Absolutely fabulous is the only way to describe the recent club sea trip to the Garvellachs.  Jim, Mike & David T, Dave B and Philip & I met up on Friday evening at Arduine, where the closure of the campsite left us with an interesting problem - Where were we going to camp?  Mike solved the problem – ‘’Anyone for a night paddle?’’  We all agreed enthusiastically.  It was a perfect balmy evening.  With the boats off the cars and packed up with all the necessities, we set off at about 10pm – as we paddled towards Shuna we were silhouetted against the multicoloured sky as it slowly darkened around us.  Lit compasses and torches really came into their own especially when Jim and Dave B were temporarily lost in the twilight!  This truly was a magical experience as the phosphorescence sparked like green fireworks as our paddles hit the water.  Our first camp was set up on the tip of Luing – finding all the gear in the kayak and setting up the tent in the dark was certainly an experience not to be missed!  (And you soon become adept at dodging the sheep poo too – a vital skill!)  


After an early morning radio call from Dave B (5.00am!) we were all up around 7:30 the next morning and fortified with the ever-popular porridge we were off on our first full day’s paddle.  The sun shone brightly as we paddled up Shuna Sound and round Torsa.  Some curious seals decided to take a good look at us and keep us company for a short distance – some of the braver ones coming within 12 feet of us!  After a blast through Cuan Sound we stopped for lunch on the top of Luing in a sheltered bay.  We took the opportunity to look across the glistening sea to our destination for the day – the Garvellachs.  On the way over to these islands we stopped on Belnahua for an explore of this deserted slate mining island – which now had its own blue lagoons in place of the old quarries.  Mull was glowing red in the distance as paddled on.  We circumnavigated the Garvellachs, stopping to look at an eagle on the top of Garbh Glach and in turn being carefully watched by a herd of deer.  The sun was still shining as we reached our campsite for the night – the site of an old monastery and beehive cells on Eileach an Naoimh, which we reached via a natural harbour used by the monks centuries earlier!  We emptied the boats and trekked up the path to the campsite, which we were to share with yet more sheep!  After a well-earned tea and a slice of expedition gingerbread - Jim and David set about starting a campfire.  Dave B was suffering from a cold – but that didn’t stop him telling us ghost stories about the islands! 





It was an early start the next day as we wanted to visit the infamous Grey Dogs - the tide would be flowing in the right direction to create some surf waves about 10am – David T was eager to catch them at their best.  It was another glorious day as we paddled across to Lunga and Scarba.  Although the Grey Dogs weren’t running as hard as they normally do this part of the trip was more like being on a river than the sea with eddies, standing waves and strange whirlpools to negotiate.  Jim, Mike & David T and Philip enjoyed themselves surfing in the waves before we broke into two groups.  Jim, Mike & David T and Philip whipped round Scarba and through the Gulf of the Corryvreckan (between Scarba and Jura) – the site of a famous whirlpool (where they were watched by yet more deer).  Reunited we had our lunch on Scarba and set off for our third campsite on Belnahua – along the way we met more seals who came out to greet us.  We met up with another group of kayakers on Belnahua – friends of Jim – who had decided to spend the whole weekend on the island as the weather was so good.  This campsite had excellent facilities – soft, sumptuous grass to sleep on and drying rooms for all the gear (ruins of miners’ housing).  Tired but relaxed we had our tea basking in the sunshine and looking out across to Scarba – a wonderful view.  Unfortunately, this island did not have a supply of firewood- even after extensive searching we only came up with enough for David T to get a fire going for about 10 minutes!  


On our fourth and final day we set off for Easdale – a very small island off Seil – where we were to visit the infamous teashop – a must for any trip with Jim!  An easy crossing (with strange circular eddies and eddy lines) saw us paddle into the harbour.  A short walk later we were all sitting in the sunshine scoffing cream scones and tea.  From here we made a quick decision to visit the Bridge over the Atlantic – the tides were just right, which meant that we wouldn’t have to carry the boats through this notoriously shallow stretch.  We paddled round Seil and up the Sound of Insh, accompanied by a curious seal, and then made our way down Clachan Sound and under the infamous bridge – Jim and Philip taking the official photographs.  As we paddled through Seil Sound it was really peculiar to hear the sound of cars – which we hadn’t seen or heard all weekend!


It was a gentle cruise all the way back to the landing point at Arduine.  We were all reluctant to finish what had been a wonderful trip – perfect weather and sea conditions, accompanied by seals, deer and eagles.  We celebrated the trip by stopping at Lochgilphead for fish and ships before heading off home.


Debbie Keeling


�
The Alps - June 2002





This July seven paddlers from Carlisle Canoe club – Mike, David, Tim, Neal, Steve S, Mark T and Paul – left Carlisle for the French Alps. First stop was Cambridge to pick up me, I had only realised I could go two days before and had only secured a place the previous day. It was the first foreign whitewater trip for all of us. Fortunately we where joining Stirling Canoe Club (Drew, Grant, Ian, James, Sid, Steve, Heike and Brian) on their annual trip so they could show us all the rivers – thanks Stirling!


The journey went smoothly until just past Calais, when we found ourselves alone on the autoroute with no diesel. We had an increasingly desperate search of the remote and pitch-dark French countryside with cryptic road signs before eventually we coasted into a working petrol station. The night passed quickly after that, despite the quality of Neal’s CD collection. By eight a.m. we where heading for the hills, at nine we saw our first whitewater, and at ten we had arrived at Briançon (Serre Chevalier 1200). After debating the pronunciation of La Rue Frogart we fortunately managed to find the apartments, right next to the slalom site! They were locked though, and we weren’t interested in sleep any more, so after chips and paprika for breakfast in a café we headed straight for the get-on to the Guisanne.


The Giraffes! (from left: Mark T, Neal, Tom, Tim, Steve S)


Our first Alpine whitewater was about four kilometres long and seemed to take about three minutes. It was like paddling downhill, but fairly straightforward and we soon arrived at the much more placid section downstream for a leisurely afternoon paddle.


The next morning we were rested and it was time for some real paddling. Stirling lead us to the Claret, which was low, which was unfortunate because we were soon inspecting a nasty-looking undercut while being told that they had never known it was there last time they had swum down that section! We were much happier when we got on though, and we sped down with no accidents, keeping well clear of the undercut. That afternoon we headed to the Onde, supposedly a quality river, but it was low as well and after the first rapid was a disappointing scrape down rocks. The weather had been poor the previous week and there had been very little snowfall that winter so rivers relying on meltwater were empty. However there was water in the l’Argentier la Besse Slalom site, so we went for a play on the surf wave, with Paul coaching us from the bank.


That night we headed for the supermarket to discover that beer was only 11p per bottle! Fortunately the walk back to the apartments wasn’t too far to carry dozens of them back. We wanted to get back as soon as possible after we had been shown up by Mark demanding «Where’s the French sticks like eh?» A few beers later we all headed for the Sports Bar where we discovered the Giraffes! These where metre-high glass towers on each table, full of beer and with a tap on the bottom. Their innovative design meant no queuing at the bar and even faster drinking! A few Giraffes later people where struggling to keep up, and soon only Neal, Steve, Paul and I where left. Soon only Paul and I where left. I don’t know what time we got back, I think Mike does, the next thing I can remember is waking to the news that I had to be ready in fifteen minutes, and the smell that Paul couldn’t take his drink.


�The first freezing Durance water over me the next morning was a big relief and my head soon stopped spinning. The sun was shining as we paddled the classic gorge section, an easy paddle until we got to the portage round some grade VI falls. Whoever was leading our group didn’t tell us that we got out at the last gasp eddy (lucky we did really). The grade V portage was probably the hardest part of the river, and involved traversing a seventy-degree scree slope no mountaineer in their right mind would cross. The river continued down several good, continuous rapids, eventually emerging at l’Argentier.


After some sunbathing we headed up a spectacular road, twisting round and climbing the sheer side of a gorge, to the Guille – four kilometres of continuous grade IV and a big hole at the bottom. It was the best river of the holiday and at a good level. For the record, Sid (Stirling) swam near the bottom, providing much amusement as we retrieved lost kit from the lake at the get-out.


The next day we went back to the Guisanne to run the whole section to the apartments. There was more water in it, and various people had some dodgy vertical rolls on the first drop under a bridge. The other rapids where continuous and steep, giving us another great run. That afternoon we drove west and ran the Romanche, which was too low but with one good rapid near the get-out.


The next day England played Nigeria so of course Mike and Mark had to be up early to watch it. The Scots had to come along too to cheer on Nigeria, who lost (just like Scotland usually do). Afterwards we set off to the Rabeaux Wave, probably the most famous playspot in the world. Unfortunately it was washed out (!) and the campsite was completely deserted. We retreated to Briançon and ran the Guisanne again. After getting out at the apartments we ran the Town Gorge (actually the top of the Durance). This short run featured a dam with a cool wooden water-slide alongside for paddlers and lots of playspots. That day we met three Irish paddlers who had arrived the previous day and set up camp, then had woken in the night to hear their kit being nicked. They had retrieved it but other paddlers on the same site hadn’t been so lucky. They had moved into the same apartments as us that morning, I guess this is why the Rabeaux campsite was deserted.�


We set off the next day up the Col d’Izourd from Briançon, as featured in the Tour de France and with the names of all the famous cyclists painted on the road. The summit was well over two thousand metres and the air was thin and cool. We got out for group photos, then descended the other side to the top section of the Guille. This was a lot more placid than the bottom so we where a bit disappointed, but we did get to inspect the Grade V Chateau Queyras gorge and Triple Steps (I’ll be back…). That afternoon we went to the Gyr which some of the Stirling paddlers had run the previous day. Drew had come armed with a saw and we spent an hour doing forestry on one of the rapids that had been blocked by a tree. We saw why he needed to when we came speeding through later – it wasn’t too easy to stop halfway down a rapid on a river that fast. The thirty-minute run was so good that five of us drove back up and got on again as soon as we got off.


On the last day we returned to the Guille to run our favourite section again, and the section below the Triple Steps. Tim and I stared at it for a long time wondering about running it, but we chickened out in the end. The section down to the Letterbox was as good as the section below. Four of us ran the Staircase (IV+) above it and the others set off on the portage round the Letterbox. Just after the point of no return my new nylon Schlegals spontaneously broke! and after throwing one end to the bank I paddled on C1 style…straight into a rock…rolled…straight into the first hole…straight into the second hole…rolled a few times…straight into another hole trying to break out where I rolled again…then across the river to grab a rock and cling on while Mike came to drag me out. I didn’t want to run the Letterbox C1!  That afternoon we had one last play run down the Guisanne before heading for a meal out and the bar again. We had another great night of Giraffes; I’m not sure how Steve and Neal felt the next day though. Paul had given up alcohol though so he was ok.


We all had a great weeks paddling, despite the water levels being a bit low sometimes. There’s a lot more to paddle and I can’t wait ‘til next year!


Tom Botterill


�
Norway 2002 


Andy Sims, Steve Martin, Rich Arnott (mbker), Mike Atkinson (another mbker) and Tom Botterill went for two weeks of paddling, mountain biking and walking in Norway


We set off on a wet Wednesday morning with the Landrover and Mike’s car loaded with three kayaks, five mountain bikes, and food, drink and camping equipment for five people. The first challenge came at Tynemouth, where we had to reduce the Landrover back to 2.5m to fit on the ferry. Our holiday had begun - relaxing on the back deck sipping duty free beer and watching the sun set beats driving to the Alps!


Twenty-four hours later we arrived at Bergen where it was raining! as it does there 275 days per year. In five minutes we were through the first tunnel on the way to our first destination – the Voss play wave! It is supposed to be a hole, or a wave, or nothing, depending on water levels. It was nothing, which apparently is the sign that the rivers are at the right level.


We started shopping around for campsites and eventually settled on camping on a site amongst the house-sized boulders that had fallen from overhanging cliff above. Steve and I spent the evening inspecting the river running past the site on mountain bikes. The Strondaelva wasn’t in the guidebook but we had read that it had been paddled and was about grade IV.


The next morning the sun was shining as we set off down the Strondaelva. Almost immediately it entered a steep gorge through the woods. We decided the second rapid was a portage so we climbed out and hiked through the woods for fifteen minutes looking for somewhere to get back in. We ended up missing the rest of the gorge and just running the last drop. We continued downstream over a few small grade III drops until we came to a slightly bigger one where we debated whether it was possible to run it upright (there was a diagonal slot halfway down). Steve showed us that it wasn’t and Andy and I portaged it.


Past the campsite, the river entered another rapid that Andy went to inspect. Unfortunately the breakout was tiny/non existent and he ended up swimming down the river with his kayak. Steve and I chased him down the rapid and I caught up with him just as he managed to climb out…then had no choice but to run the drop in front of me and head straight for an undercut. I guessed I would be swimming too when I was swept under it and immediately capsized but I managed to hang in while my boat was bounced slowly along the wall and managed to roll up. I broke out round the corner to discover that I had actually just avoided been sucked down a sump – half of the river was going under the boulder I had rolled against.


Meanwhile Andy was still sitting on a rock in the middle of the river and his boat was nowhere to be seen. Steve went off downstream in search of it while Losh (a Swedish paddler who was tagging along) and I towed Andy off his rock. After staring at the river for a while Andy spotted the stern of his boat sticking out from under the undercut I had been rolling against. It wasn’t moving anywhere, and we weren’t going near the sump so we decided to leave it.


Steve and I continued on downstream, portaging Tricky Drop, a 10m waterfall with a ledge halfway down (this was run for the first time last year – the local Extreme Sports festival paid someone £100 to run it). We paddled a few more drops alongside a group of absolute beginners who where being pushed down them by their instructor, then rescued at the bottom.


That evening, we walked back to where Andy’s boat was pinned armed with climbing gear. Spectators soon gathered on the opposite bank as Andy abseiled over the edge of the boulder to clip a line on his stern. After scrambling around a few trees we had a line set up straight to the kayak. Three of us managed to pull it out of the undercut surprisingly easily, but then the boat full of water was too heavy to drag up the steep bank. Fortunately, Andy had cracked his bow (dodgy Piranha plastic) on the first rapid of the holiday, so we just waited until all the water had leaked out before hauling the undamaged boat ashore.


The next day we set out to Norway’s only mountain bike route (well the only documented one anyway) – the Rallarvegan, a road built for the construction of the Oslo-Bergen railway which runs high up through the Hardanger Vidda mountains. After hours of pouring over maps and checking extortionate train and ferry prices, we decided on a route avoiding all of these. We started our journey at Flam, where the cruise ships dock at the end of a fjord. There is a railway going straight up (and through) the mountains to join the Oslo-Bergen railway 1000 metres up – apparently the track corkscrews through tunnels inside the mountain to gain height. We set off up the road that soon turned into a dirt track as it climbed. An hour later we where climbing up steep hairpins, passing hundreds of tourists pushing their bikes down, and surprisingly no one else going the same way as us. After reaching the main railway at Myrdal, we set off on an easier ride towards Finse through valleys with spectacular waterfalls and our first views of a glacier. The climbing wasn’t over though; the summit was at 1350m and 25km away. There was even the remains of a snowdrift to try to ride through – the route is probably impassable nine months of the year.


At Finse we stayed in the DNT hut (like a youth hostel but costing £45 per night!! – a shock in the morning). It was luxury compared to camping, except for me on a mattress on the floor, and we got our only opportunity to eat Norwegian food – processed fish soup with dinner, and rich and creamy brown cheese and various fish pickles for breakfast. We played unnameable card games late into the night, (until they came and switched the lights off, a hint maybe) and made our £5 beers last as long as possible.


The next morning, after fixing our only mechanical (Mike’s gripshift) in the bike shop in Finse, we set off back the way we had come. It was easy this time and we where soon at Myrdal. We wanted to head towards Voss…except contrary to the signpost there wasn’t a cycle route to Voss – there was a railway tunnel or a four-hour hike. The “crazy Englishman” at the station eventually persuaded us to part with another £6 each for a four-minute train journey through the tunnel, and we where off again down 30km of steep descent towards Voss and the campsite.


The next day we paddled the Raundelaelva, which we had had a quick look at when we biked past the previous day. A group of very good/crazy English paddlers where running it (anyone who leads a group to the last gasp eddy above a fatal-looking 20m waterfall/HE scheme is very good or crazy). We paddled from Skiple to Urland, which seems to be the classic section. We got to the put-in, a gorge above a bridge down a toll road, just as a group of swimmers set off down the river (a company in Voss takes tourists equipped with knee pads and wetsuits and on bodyboards down the first few kilometres). The rapids got progressively harder downstream, and after dodging round the side of a two metre drop and rolling in a few grabby holes we came to a short rapid ending in a big hole that Andy and I portaged, just so we could protect it for Steve of course. The next two rapids where runnable grade V with big holes and a drop. We portaged though (not reluctantly) and headed on to the Urland play wave, a very fast, wide wave so smooth and clear you could hardly see the water. It was a quality river, but two drops and one portage later we where knackered and glad to reach the get-out.


Tuesday was the hottest day yet and after packing up camp we made our way to the Hurrungane National Park. After driving 1000 metres up hairpins up the side of a fjord, Steve and I set off up Dyrhaugstindane (2147 metres) – a boring 1000 metre ascent up a steep boulder field followed by a short scramble to a jagged summit on a knife-edged ridge. The view over towards the Jostedalsbreen glacier and the other spiky mountains, and looking vertically down to a glacier breaking away into a blue lake far below was spectacular, but we didn’t stay for long as black clouds where approaching, and we marched back down in the rain.


After a night rough camping next to the highest road in Northern Europe, surrounded by lemmings, buzzards and reindeer, we headed east again in search of BIG WATER. We had marked all the classic rivers on the map and we soon found a campsite in the middle of nowhere but more importantly in the middle of all our highlighting. We didn’t have time to paddle that day though and set of on the bikes instead. Around Grov Camping was a network of dirt roads used for cross country skiing in winter and ideal for biking and where having a great ride until Andy riding on the left met a car driving on the right which sent him tumbling down the ditch. Fortunately he wasn’t too badly injured – he was more worried about his bike (the old Norwegian driver was probably in shock though). After coordinated jumping up and down on Andy’s buckled wheel we got it to turn again and returned slowly to camp.


The Sjoa is Norway’s most famous and most paddled river. Even though, we only saw one other group each day we paddled it. It was the biggest volume river I had ever paddled. The first day all three of us ran the Classic section – 15km of monster standing waves, boiling eddy lines and a few holes, and ending with a short gorge with some nasty-looking stoppers and rocks to dodge. Steve and I had a few play runs down the slalom site while Andy did the shuttle. The next day Steve and I returned to run the gorge section, another 15km of big water with potential grade V rapids. We got in down a track about 1km from the guidebook get-on to avoid portaging the waterfall and grade VI gorge. The river soon entered a spectacular wooded gorge, well away from the road. The water level was “medium” according to the man at the slalom site, and there was nothing too nasty or grade V, or maybe we found the chicken chutes and avoided the right holes. At the get-out there are two play holes under a bridge (as featured on Playak.com) where I ‘played’ while I waited for the shuttle. When Steve came back, and we had eaten the Biggest Danish Pastry in Norway (how can anyone resist buying that) we decided to run the top of the classic section again, this time playing on all the waves we hadn’t had the confidence to the day before.


After two days of spectacular paddling we couldn’t think of anything better to do so we set off again to do the Jore. This was a much smaller river, maybe the size of the Irthing, flowing from the end of a lake down a remote and inaccessible valley. It was low because of the unusual lack of rain, but got bigger when a stream joined halfway down the gorge. It was continuous grade 3+ all the way to the delta (the + gives me an excuse for hitting rocks and running a rapid backwards); it would be better with a bit more water though. The elvepaddling guidebook was as useless as usual and we were expecting a portage around every corner that never came (it could have been a couple of drops below the road bridge in higher water). For future reference the get-out is the road bridge at Dombas, not the easy paddle through a tree-choked delta followed by fifty minutes hiking and paddling through forests, fields and bogs up the river it flows into.


The next day we moved on again, to a campsite in a fjord near Stryn in the west, where it was in the shade twenty hours a day. At the end of the valley though it was hot and sunny and the Briksdalbreen glacier reaches down to just a few hundred metres above sea level. We followed the crowds of cruise ship passengers up the path to the glacier where there were companies offering glacier tours. We where amazed when Andy managed to borrow crampons from one of the companies. We had climbing and walking gear so we roped up and set off up the glacier. It was Steve’s and my first time on a glacier and it was weird walking up diagonal slopes of congealed ice cubes. It was warm and sunny as well, except for the occasional icy blast of wind from the main Jostedalsbreen. Water was rushing under the ice we where climbing on and out from under the glacier to form the swollen river down the valley. 


The only other path in the valley headed up over a pass between the Jostedalsbreen and Myklebustbreen glaciers. Steve and I spent the next day climbing the unnamed mountain known only as 1567, but it was the only one with a path most the way up which could be reached without crossing glaciers and it had a good varied scramble to the summit and good views across the Myklebustbreen and down the valley. On the way down the steep path I ventured too far into the woods eating raspberries and headed off down a cattle track that headed deeper and deeper into the woods, and soon I was scrambling over giant moss-covered scree and crashing through dead undergrowth. After about twenty minutes of descent I got to a waterfall crashing through the woods and had to backtrack hundreds of metres. I could see the path on the valley bottom though and after another ten minutes of nettles and dead trees I emerged into the daylight.


The next day we packed up again and headed towards Bergen, stopping on the way to paddle the Jølstra. Elvepaddling described it as continuous grade V but we had been recommended it and it was at its lowest summer flow, and after some inspection from the road we set off down. It was another of those “this is the best river I’ve ever paddled” rivers with continuous grade IV rapids and big munchy holes, as Andy found out halfway down when he came swimming out of one of them. We managed to rescue him and his boat just before a river wide stopper. A couple of rapids later, the river stopped. It went round a corner, then there was a dam and the river went down a big HE scheme the guidebook had forgotten to tell us about. After a couple of k’s of walking through forests and along roads we found the water again, but two drops later, where everything needed inspecting, we where knackered and decided to call it a day.


We caught the ferry from Bergen the following afternoon, after a morning in Bergen looking around the fish markets, drinking coffee (minus the plastic and UHT taste), and finding more giant cakes we couldn’t resist buying. It was a relaxing end to a great holiday and I can’t wait to go back. 


Summary


The paddling was the best I’d ever done and there was so much more we didn’t do, mainly grade V and above, and probably lots that have never been paddled. The Elvepaddling bilingual guidebook was well out of date and inaccurate, and didn’t cover a lot of rivers. We found out about the rivers around Voss, and you can watch Tricky Drop being run at www.guidebook.free-online.co.uk/norway.htm. A small group from Cambridge Uni. went a couple of weeks before use, and did a lot of the same rivers and some more. They have written a brief guide and trip report, which is at www.srcf.ucam.org/cucanoe.


Norway could be a very expensive country, especially shops in rural areas, and DNT HUTS! Showers and even hot taps come attached to coin metres. We saved a lot of money by bringing almost all the food we needed, and two weeks supply of alcohol. “Duty free” wasn’t cheap either. Campsites where cheap though, so where the huts you could hire at most of them which would be much more comfortable under usual weather conditions. The ferry is definitely the easiest way to get there, £190 per person is well worth it.


Tom Botterill





