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Want to send info to the Trasher?  
Send images and words to Guy Davies 
at kcc.trasher@gmail.com or send a CD 
to: Trasher HQ, 34 Elder Way, Oxford, 
OX4 7GB.

Farwell!

Thanks for supporting the Trasher for 
the last few years. It has been fun but 
is now time to hand over to some new 
blood - Guy Davies. Please continue to 
send in your great articles and photos 
from all over the country and world to 
your new editor. All the best, Nikki.

New elected committee
Chair - Louise Royle

Secretary - Simon Knox

Editor - Guy Davies

Treasurer - Dave Hodgkinson

Equipment Officer - Roger Pass

Membership Secretary - Neil Murton

Coaching co-ordinator - Roger 
Whiltshire

Odinary Members - Dave Surman, 
Vicky Rolls, and Hilary Boothroyd with 
one vacent place (any volunteers?).

And the trophie winners this year 
were:
Richard Grant for winning the 
Waterline cup for the best beginner.

Guy Davies for winning the Julian 
Howells Trophy for the best improver

Ashley Mead for winning the Trash of 
the Year award

Pool sessions have started
Pool sessions are an ideal opportunity 
for club members to practice rolling 
and other skills in warm clean water. 
If you are a L3 coach and would like 

to volunteer to be the lifesaver, please 
contact the club secretary. The sessions 
cannot go ahead without your support.

Club Paddling
Wednesday evening paddling has 
officially finished until next year now. 
Though some souls may brave the 
dark and cold to visit the weir.

During the winter months there 
are usually paddlers out and about 
on Sunday mornings. If anyone is 
planning on doing this regularly then 
please let me know so I can let anyone 
inquiring know.

3* Canoe Training/Assessment
Elements is running a  3* Canoe 
Training / Assessment Course  in 
December.  They are offering a 10% 
discount on the course fee to any KCC 
members who want to have a space 
on the course.

Date(s): 12th & 13th December 2009

Times: 9am – 5pm on both days

Cost: £100 per candidate 

For more information or just to stay 
in touch you can contact me on: Tel: 
07771701727 Email: rob@elements.
eu.com

Neil doing first aid!

U HEARD IT HERE…

Quick notes from 
the Surmanator...
Golly Gosh!!

Scotland 2009...
Seems like the toll for the week is:

4 brokenboats various owners

1 ouchy back 1 0wner

I weird wrist 1 owner

I dodgy shoulder, i knackered 
thumb, 1 broken leg 1 owner. 
Essex Boy Trashathon huh?

Wanna see how not to land
Surmanator on the Tummell. 
Sweet boofin`, crao landin into 
two inchezawater onto a rock. 
Chiropractor £38 . Ouch n ouch 
again.

Happy 60th Birthday Dave
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Trash your diary!!!
16
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19	 KCC	Pool	Session
21
22
23
24
25
26	
27
28
29
30

November 2009

1

2	 KCC	AGM
3	 Monthly	Meeting:		

20:30	at	The	Fox	Inn,		
29	High	Street,	Steventon		
OX13	6RZ

4

5	 KCC	Pool	Session
7/8	Dee	Trip
9
10	
11
12
13
14
15

December 2009

1

2	 Monthly	Meeting:		
20:30	at	The	Fox	Inn,		
29	High	Street,	Steventon		
OX13	6RZ

3	 KCC	Pool	Session	
4
5

6	 Canoe	Camping	Club	trip	
-	River	Cherwell

7
8

9	 KCC	Christmas	Meal
10	

11	
12
13
14
15
16
17
18
19
20
21
22
23
24
25
26
27
28
29
30
31

November 05
KCC

12
PF

19 
KCC

26 
PF

December 03
KCC

10
PF

18
Xmas

25
Xmas

31
Xmas

January 07
SCOUTS

14
SCOUTS

21
SCOUTS

28
PF

February 04
KCC

11
PF

18
½ Term

25
KCC

March 04
PF

11
SCOUTS

18
SCOUTS

25
SCOUTS

Pool sessions 2009/10

To avoid disappointment, please book your places early. Everyone is welcome. 
Send your choices and payment BY 20th NOVEMBER to: Dave Hodgkinson, 40 Victoria Road, Abingdon. OX14 1DQ.
If you have any questions, give me a call on 07979593290

The KCC committee invite you and a guest to the

KCC Christmas meal 2009
When: 7pm Wednesday 9th December.
Where: The Coseners House, Abbey Close, Abingdon. OX14 3JD
Cost: £27 each
Buck’s Fizz reception at 7pm, Dinner served at 7.30pm.
Bar open from 7pm till Midnight.
Again, we will be holding a ‘Secret Santa’. Could everyone, including 
guests, bring along a wrapped gift for a tombola. Suggested gift 
value is around £2.
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1 Where was DS born Kid/ NJ/Bicester/London?

2  Where was DS first full time job Tesco/Nature 
Conservancy/WRO/ILEA?

3  On one of DS road trips to the US in 1979 where 
did DS work illegally

 As a bear hunter in California?

 As a waiter in Kentucky?

 As a fairground worker on the Fun House that was 
featured in Travolta`s 
Grease?

 At Jimmy Carter`s peanut farm in Georgia?

4  What was DS first kayak Dancer/Mirage/Pint/
Snipe?

5  Ds first foreign country visited France/US/Wales/
Scotland?

6  How many times has DS seen Bruce live 1/5/7/10?

7  Which band has DS never played in DSCB/WFOTB/
Dagon/Dave Surmansteen and the Z Street Band?

8  Which region has DS NEVER paddled  NAmer/
SAmer/Asia/Australasia ?

9  Which school did DS work in first RM Whitachapel/
UH Hackney/GH Kidlington/Eton College?

10  DS First record bought 

 Does your chewing gum lose it`s flavour  
Pinky Perky

 My Little Budgie Bruce Forsyth

 The Birdie Song

 Born in the USA

11  When did DS take up WW kayaking  
1970/80/90/�000?

12  Where did DS spend his 50th Birthday Anerica/ 
Kidlington/Costa Rica/Nepal?

13  Which mode of transport has DS NEVER used to 
access or egress a river. 

 Horse/ Helicopter/ Train /Minibus?

14  What instrument does DS play Accordion/ 
Melodeon/ Guitar/ Spoons?

15  Which of the 
following has DS NOT 
played. Navajo Tribal 
Reserve Arizona/ 

 Virgin Atlantic 
7�7 as the Inflight 
Entertainer/ Bowery Centre for the Poor 

 And Destitute New York City/ West Ham United 
Football Ground? 

16  DS achieved ambition of stretch limoing in which 
city London/Ljubljana/LA Leamington Spa?

17  Which WWTS can provide you with 8 inch toasted 
tea cakes after egressing The river. Dorchester 
Abbey Tea Shoppe/Carol`s Old Swan Tea Rooms 
Rhayader/Drover`s Rest Tea Rooms Llanwrytydd 
Wells/Green Ginger Ashburton?

18  On which of these DS paddled US rivers was 
Deliverance filmed Ocoee (Tenessee)/Chattooga 
(North Carolina)/Nolichucky (North Carolina)/ Big 
Laurel Creek (North Carolina)

19  Which of these dishes would DS choose from a 
menu. Scampi/Sea Trout/Lamb Shank/Braised Pig`s 
Trotters?

20  Which would NOT be regarded by DS as the food 
of the devil Egg White/Beetroot/Prawns/Baked 
Beans?

21  Which has DS NOT done in the last three months. 
Got a speeding ticket/eaten a bear/had a Senior`s 
breakfast in the USA/tidied his car.

22  Which venue did the DSCB never play. Sidmouth 
International Folk Festival/Queen`s Theatre 
Hornchurch/Three Blackbirds Folk Club, Leyton/
Playhouse Oxford?

23  Which boat did DS egress and say goodbye to at 
Penmachno Bridge on the Conwy. Spud/T Slalom/
Magic Bat/Dancer.

24  From which river did DS get airlifted with his 
shoulder? Teifi/Ogwen/Mawdach/Conwy.

25  What is the name of the DSCB`s guitar player. 
Del Boy Simpson/Homer Simpson/Mrs.Simpson/
O.J.Simpson? 

How much do you know about The Surmanator?
Essential knowledge for all Surmanologists.



TRASHER SEPTEMBER/OCTOBER 09 5

I made whats become a regular pilgrimage to Roy Bridge in Scotland. With plenty of water, 
indeed too much at times, there was plenty to do on the water and I managed to get the 
following rivers in at a leisurely pace:

·  Upper and Lower Tummell   ·   Roy   ·  Kiachnish   ·  Arkaig   ·  Coe   ·  Orchy 

Notable moments included:

· Driving to the Kiachnish, deciding it was too low so going to the Nevis only to realise 
it was too high after we’d kitted up in a gale and walked down to the get in. This was 
followed by an hour of amusement trying to find the shuttle drivers. Once this was done 
returning to the Kiachnish we decided it was at a perfect level. Somehow we managed to 
forget that it had risen from nothing in the last two hours and was still raining… 

· Coe gorge – I’d forgotten what a brilliant piece of 
river this is. 

· Various unnamed souls receiving numerous 
injuries after taking a hard left line on the last drop 
of the Lower Tummell. 

· Some of the group I was with managed to squeeze 
in the Etive on the last day but as I’d spent most of 
the day trying keep my stomachs contents inside 
me I opted out of that one. 

SCOTLAND WEEKEND 2009

by Simon Knox
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OCKFEST 09  
BOATERCROSS 
AND 
WAVEHOPPER 
RACE
Sunday September 20th

It was a great day! The Autumn 
sun shone, it was mild. Joe Callard 
had written to Peak UK and got 5 
free prizepacks of T shirts and Kayak 
Session Magazine. Barbecue fuel had 
been bought, the Abingdon Herald 
had been notified. A suitable date 
had been agreed with Riverside, who 
had been invited, Kingfisher had been 
invited, the bibs had been borrowed 
from southern region, and myself and 
Tony had made a total of 360 mile 
round trip to collect and return extra 
wavehoppers from Cropredy. 

It was therefore disappointing 
that we had only five entrants from 
Pathfinders, one from Kingfisher and 
none at all from Riverside.

I would like to thank all who did 
turn up, Simon to take photos, Alistair 
to help with safety, as did Allen, the 
two parents who did the timing at the 
finish,  those who did the shuttling, 
and finally to Matt for turning up and 
taking part.

From a Pathfinder view we probably 
packed too much into September. 
As well as Monday night sessions, at 
which we had record numbers, we 

ran two days of two star training and 
assessment as well as the Triathlon 
and I s`pose the guys `ve got to do 
homeworky type things sometime. 
The date also clashed with The 
Boneshaker Race. 

This is the third year I have organised 
this and it has always been successful, 
but there has always seemed a 
shortage of Kingfishers willing to enter.

The idea of the event is a fun event 
that EVERYONE can enter and an 
opportunity for Kingfisher Pathfinder 
and Riverside members to get to meet 
and get to know each other at the 
barbecue afterwards. That has got to 
be a good thing!!

So next year why not make a 
resolution to come along and take 
part. You can do it in your own short 
boat or enter in a Wavehopper. 

Wavehoppers really are good 
fun, why not give it a try either by 
yourselves or with others,  using 
the boats at the club. I have offered 
familiarisation sessions and will do it 
again if anyone contacts me. During 
the winter evenings Marcus, Andy 
Newell and myself will be out there 
paddling WVH`s in the dark, nice n 
scarey, and great fitness training!

The Report
All racers elected to wavehopperize 

it! This year each was started in 
whitewater race style at minute 
intervals. Due to the exceptionally 
low levels this year there were a few 
grounding problems and even an 
unexpected OBE from Charlie. Lenny 
PYCC winner of the Stratford on Avon 
Wavehopper Race earlier in the season 
fought hard to get the sought after 
PINK Wavehopper and beat Joe to take 
first place.

Results
1 Tom Leonard (PYCC)

2 Joe Callard (PYCC)

3Matt Attree (KCC)

4 Jaz Stacey (PYCC)

5 Charlie Melson (PYCC)

6 Aiden Ratnage (PYCC)

Officials
Starter- Dave S

Finishers- Kirsten + Lenny`s Mum

Safety Boats- Allen, Alistair

Photographer- Simon

Wavehopper Transporter Facilitators 
(WTF)- Dave S, Tony

Shuttlers- Mathew, Dave S, Kirsten, 
Gemma.

Prizes/Tree Clearance Operatives 
(TCO)- Joe Callard Harry Quigley

Many thanks to Dom Murphy (Banbury 
Canoe Club) for the loan of 6 WVHs 
and to James Hinves (Southern Region 
Paddlesport Development Officer) for 
loan of the numbered bibs.

Next Wavehopper Race at Newbury 
Sunday Nov 15th. PYCC will be there. 
Anyone else?

davidsurman@hotmail.com
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I know a growing raft of kayakers who 
decline to read any literature on a river 
before paddling it. I think I may well 
adopt this policy: back in August I spent 
a sleepless, stomach-churning night in a 
guesthouse in Leh, wondering what on 
earth awaited me on the river that Mark 
Rainsley describes as the ‘one river [that] 
keeps appearing in my dreams.’   

The next day as we (the raft group and myself ) pulled off 
the Leh-Srinigar highway at the confluence of the Zanskar 
with the Indus, however, I began to relax. Looking down 
at the river as we drove up the epic canyon I couldn’t see 
any specific features that could justify my night of unease: 
choppy bottlenecks, some holes, swirly eddies. Nothing I 
haven’t come up against before. This was going to be easy. 

As we were kitting up at the get in, I 
sat nonchalantly eating a banana on my 
kayak, watching some of the nervous 
first-timers in the raft put on their 
helmets backwards, and the guide came 
to inform me that –due to a forgotten 
deck – I’d be the only kayaker in the 
entire group. Still I remained confident and unshaken. 

Breezily, I chucked away my banana skin and put on 
my helmet. Then, as an after-thought, I picked up my 
sunglasses and slipped them on (they are now at the 

bottom of the Zanskar). I 
gave the guide a grin and 
a double thumbs-up and 
we were off. Looking good 
in my pink shorty, shades 
and yellow Riot Disco, I was 
ready to enjoy some fresh air 
and exercise on some ‘big ‘n’ bouncy’ Himalayan whitewater. 

The first slight hitch, I realized as I broke into the flow 
after the laden raft, was that the deck-less safety boater 
had walked back to the jeep with my heavy splits that I’d 
adjusted to Lefty, leaving me (with the best of intentions) 
with his lighter Robsons. Which were right handed, and 
feathered much closer to 90 degrees than I’m used to. 
No matter, being a lefty (on average the more intelligent 
species) I was sure I could cope. 

Three pleasant minutes of floating down with the 
considerable current, exchanging banter with the raft 
ensued. Then we rounded the bend, and all of my illusions 
about an easy ride were shattered. 

I learned many things about myself that 
day, one of which is that I have no sense 
of scale. ‘No specific features to justify my 
unease’ I’d thought. When I made that 
judgment, I realize now, the river was a 
very, very, long way below me. 

I was suddenly amongst four or five 
conflicting flows, colliding and going back on themselves. 
All of my seven years’ worth of skill and experience on 
whitewater (such as it is) flew out of the window in that one 
second. None of the normal rules applied. I was keeping 

TaKing a Spin on The ZanSKar
By Seth Townley

i learned many things 
about myself that day, 
one of which is that i 
have no sense of scale.
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pace with the water, leaning forward, driving the boat 
around those boils. Then out of nowhere a new flow hit me 
square on from the left and pushed me into a wave pile to 
my right. Momentum carried my up sideways, span me at 
the top and I was over. 

My first roll failed in the choppy water. So did my second, 
third and fourth. My blade was just sliding through. With the 
oxygen in my screaming lungs failing me I leaned forward 
and felt the blade. Either it was the unfamiliar feathering, 
or the water rotating the paddle in my hands but it was in 
no way position correctly. I adjusted it with my hand on the 
blade and the fifth roll brought me up, gasping. 

I was still on the rapid, so I started paddling like crazy. 
The something out of the ordinary –my sense of it, anyway 
– happened. First I was stopped dead in the water. Ok, 
some tow back, it happens. Paddle! Nope, then I was 
going sideways. Strange. Then backwards, then sideways 
the other way, and then forwards and sideways again. My 
nose started rotating upstream and then sinking. My boat 
started a second full rotation as it became more vertical. 
Completely perplexed I lashed out at the water and span 
out of the bizarre pirouette I was doing. 

Floating backwards downstream, I looked back intently 
at the patch of water where all of this had just occurred, 
in the matter of a few seconds. All the conflicting currents 
that I’d had to contend with on the rapid above all collided 

in this one spot, and began swirling together to make the 
whirlpool that had just had me. Two meters in diameter, it 
made about half a meter’s indentation to the surface at its 
centre. I shuddered. 

I was still panting heavily, trying to get my breath back, 
and the inside of my right thumb, not used to leading like 
my calloused left was red-raw. I caught up with the raft, and 
all my cocky bravado had returned, but this time it was just 
a façade. 

What metaphor can I use to describe my experience of 
paddling the Zanskar? I was a downhill mountain biker who 
had got lost and cycled off his familiar, if sometimes a little 
challenging, trails and onto a six-lane motorway. Except the 
lanes of this motorway were not parallel to one another, the 
criss-crossed all over the place, causing the endless convoys 
of articulated lorries that I was cycling amongst to crash 
into one another and make massive, fiery pileups. It was 
cycling, but not as I knew it. 

The river continued to throw more and more of the same 
at me, a mash-up of currents, man-crunching holes, boils 
the size of obese African Elephants after Christmas dinner 
welling up underneath me. Time after time I was thrown 
up and upside down, and it was all I could do to maintain 
my grip on the paddle. In my head swimming was not 
an option: I was the only kayaker and the wide, wide river 
was a dark and lonely place for a solitary swimmer with no 

TaKing a Spin on The ZanSKar
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chance of a recue. Every roll was a breathless operation, my 
right hand had to leave the shaft and grip the blade to keep 
it in position (have I invented a new rolling technique? This 
may require some research). 

The laughs and exhilarated screams of the rafters, who 
had no idea of what I was going through, started to sound 
like cruel taunts. It was lonely and exhausting out there. 

Finally a particularly large bottleneck got the better of me. 
I Went over and began the now routine process of grabbing 
the blade and setting up to roll, but something was wrong. 
I rolled hard, willing the boat up with all my remaining 
strength, but only made it half way. I got a glimpse of a world 
spinning uncontrollably: the cliffs and the sky and the clouds 
all rotating on a fixed point above me. 

I gulped for air but got water, and then I was under again, 
still spinning. Suddenly there was no surface to feel for, no 
blade to adjust. Just blackness and spinning. ‘Can’t swim! 
Can’t swim’ was all that was going through my head. I was 
rolling like a maniac, although I don’t know if I even still had 
a paddle in my hand. My lungs felt as if they were being 
dragged over broken glass. 

All I remember from what happened next is that I 
registered that the spinning had slowed 
down, and then suddenly I was out of my 
boat. The raft was gone, I was alone on 
the Zanskar. 

I looked down at my hand, it was on my 
boat. Good, good. Something bumped 
into my other hand, which was floating 
uselessly by my side. My paddle. Excellent! 
I was in an eddy under and outcropping of 
rock, where the river had carved under the 
cliff. I felt remarkably calm, and even started 
to enjoy myself, bobbing up and down in 
my eddy, comforting plastic in one hand, 
comforting carbon-fiber in the other.

I looked out into the stream, and the 
last minute or so slowly started to make 
sense. There was a massive whirlpool, 
bigger than any of them so far, slowly 
and threateningly rotating like some 
nightmarish giant’s plughole. Floating 
there, in the solitude of the great river, I 
started to admire the way this terrifying 
monster of the Zanskar hypnotically 
swirled.   

Once enough oxygen had re-entered 
my brain I kicked to the side, hauled my 
boat out, emptied it, and got back on. As 
I rounded the bend the raft was waiting 
for me in an eddy. It gave up a cheer as I 
came into view, but I was too exhausted 
to respond. 

We stopped at the next beach and I collapsed onto the 
grey silt that had been gently warmed by the sun. I looked 
up at the steep banks and accepted the fact that there was 
no walking off, I must finish the river. 

The guide walked over to me, an easy grin on his 
Nepalese face. He clasped my by the hand and pulled me to 
my feet, slapping me on the back. 

‘Close to the end now, not so rapid from here.’ I looked 
him in the eye and realized I didn’t blame him or his 
company for my trying experience. Ok, he’d forgotten to 
bring enough decks to allow both myself and another 
safety boater to get on the water, but who has never turned 
up to a river missing some or all of their kit? Before every 
rapid he’d called me to the side of the raft and given me 
clear, concise instructions, and guided me clear of all the 
meaty holes. 

The rest of the river down to Nimoo was, as promised, 
uneventful. I got off the river a wiser and humbler 
person than when I got on. The moral of the story is: 
underestimate Himalayan whitewater and it will give you 
such a beating that you want to cry like a small child. And it 
will take your sunglasses. 

TaKing a Spin on The ZanSKar
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Even if you never 
paddle it again you`ll 
have a useful word 
for those difficult 
Scrabble games.

You know that 
feeling. You are going 
out for the night, you 
want it to be good, so 
you go to that tried 
and tested pub that 
you know does good 
beer and good food. 
But somehow there`s 
a nagging desire 
to try out that other 
pub that looks good 
BUT dare you take 
the risk? What happens if the beer 
is rubbish, the food is boring and the 
atmosphere  
non existent?

It`s the same with paddling. There`s 
a certainty that the tried and tested 
favourites will go, but you`ve got 
the desire to try something a bit 
unknown with all the attendant risks.

And so it was in Scotland. There had 
been rain the previous night and we 

knew classics such as the Roy and the 
Orchy would be running nicely and 
provide a guaranteed good quality 
day, but there was also the Allt 
Camgharaidh!

We had heard of this little burn the 
previous year. It is situated way down 
the far end of Loch Arkaig and can only 
be reached by paddling a kilometre 
across the loch, finding the outlet and 
walking up through bog and glen. 
Furthermore there is no guarantee it 
will be running when you get there.

It was however a day for an 
adventure. The 
weather was mild 
and the colours 
of the trees in late 
October were 
stunning. Locating 
the correct point 
of departure from 
the loch proved 
a little tricky, but 
with the help of 
the occupants of 
the only cottage 
for miles , we were 
able to locate 

Rubha Giubhais, 
which with an OS 
map we could 
have done for 
ourselves.

The paddle 
across was 
scenic and 
straightforward 
as we aimed for 
the headland 
opposite. 
Paddling up the 
inlet we found 
the point where 
the burn drops 
into the loch with 
a grade 5 drop. 

There is a line but the consequences 
of missing it are pretty unpleasant 
with a variety of headbanging, 
rock impacting and cave dwelling 
experiences on offer! We decided 
that a more pleasant entry to the loch 
would be called for.

Getting out on river left we hauled 
our boats up and started the long 
trek through heather and bog 
amongst spectacular remnants of 
Caledonian Pine forest. We scouted 
as we walked up and found the 
run to consist of interesting little 

A BURNING desire for something new? 
Why not try the Allt Camgharaidh
by Dave Surman
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shoots with the occasional ledge 
drop. It all looked good!

After a sweaty hour of scrambling 
over tussocks and falling in bogs 
we came to a deer fence after which 
there was a narrow but inspectable 
gorge containing a sheep fence 
over the river. Partly because we 
had had enough walking and 
partly because a sheep fence in 
a gorge didn`t seem particularly 
appealing, we launched below.

It wasn`t hard but, as is often the 
way in these things, what looks 
straightforward from a distance 
from the bank is not always quite 
as straightforward on the river. 
Suffice it to say there were a couple 
of out of boat experiences within the 
first few minutes caused by awkward 
little surprises.

We carried on down with more 
shoots and slides with  the crux of 
the run coming at a ledge with a 
significant stopper 
which required a 
positive angled 
boof into the 
eddy. Definitely 
a case of boofin` 
not goofin`!! All 
of this was done 
with a backdrop 
of pines, heather 
and a distant sun 
drenched Loch 
Arkaig.

On reaching the drop at the end 
a second inspection confirmed our 
desire to keep our heads together 
(literally) by walking round and re 
entering the loch for a paddle back.

A great trip, thoroughly 
recommended if you want something 
a little different. Just check it`s rained 
enough the day before, take a chance 
and go!!

The Allt Camgharaidh can be found 
by driving up almost to the end of 
Loch Arkaig and paddling across the 
loch from an area known as Rubha 
Giubhais. Precise details are in the SCA 
guide Scottish Whitewater.

Dave Surman struggled up glens, fell 
into bogs, oh yes and paddled down 
things with Ben Williams, Phil Baker 
and Nick Burley.
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In the Beginning 
Norway: Trolls, fjords, a-Ha and big scary grade 

5 rivers. Having never been there, my entire knowledge of 
paddling in Norway was based on the tales of beat downs, 
multiple swims and other such carnage that friends had 
spoken about in hushed tones after a pint or two. Despite 
this, in my mind it still seemed to be a place every self 
respecting white water paddler should visit at least once. 

So when Andy cast his e-mail far and wide asking if 
anyone fancied a jaunt across to Scandinavia to visit the 
land of trolls, I jumped at the chance. It seems that I wasn’t 
the only one. What I originally assumed would be a small 
group paddlers quickly turned in to a large band of twelve 
friends of mixed paddling ability; from youngsters looking 
for grade five thrills to bus pass holders and a mix of thirty-
something grade three and four paddlers looking for an 
alternative to the Alps. 

  Sitting firmly in the thirty-something bracket and being 
comfortable paddling grade four but slightly nervous about 
anything bigger I began to wonder: was it possible to do 
Norway without the Gnarl...  

First Things First
Rivers aside, the first challenge was 

getting there. Since the ferry from Newcastle to Bergen was 
discontinued last year the easy option no longer existed. 
Our choices were essentially reduced to flying or driving. 

Of course driving (being the harder option) was the 
one we chose. We decided that not being restricted by 
baggage allowances and hire car companies was worth the 
extra effort. That extra effort amounted to over 30 hours, 7 
countries and 1500 miles of driving each way as, to keep 
costs down, we took the Dover to Calais ferry. 

A few of the more sensible members of our party elected 
to fly with Ryan Air and, in what must be a first in my 
experience, didn’t get messed about by either the airline 
or car hire company. Although this worked out more 

Norway 
Without the Gnarl

by Simon Knox
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expensive than driving, it’s an option I’d give a lot more 
serious thought to next time. 

Still between three drivers and with the aid of the modern 
miracle that is satnav, the drive was bearable and even by 
the end of the trip we were all still talking to each other. 
Although, when it took seven attempts to get a non-draw 
result in a game of paper-scissor-stone, it became apparent 
that perhaps we had spent just a little too much time in 
each other’s company! 

The Country
As a place, Norway is beautiful; a land 

of stunning scenery and friendly people. Outstanding 
mountain vistas, high desolate moors and expansive fjords 
provide a backdrop that will stay with you for a long time 
after you leave.  

After much consultation of the guidebook and various 
trip reports off the Internet we decided that we would start 
our trip in the Hedmark region. Here we hoped to find a 
higher percentage of grade 3/4 rivers to break us in gently, 
before becoming more nomadic and moving around to 
other areas sampling the watery delights. 

This approach meant pitching and striking camp 
frequently. Fortunately Norway is blessed with a multitude 

of reasonably 
priced camp sites 
and wild camping 
is legal if you 
want to reduce 
the costs even 
more. Certainly 
you will soon be 
trying to spend as 
little as possible 
because, and 
there’s no other 
way of saying it, 
Norway is a bloody 
expensive place. 

Forget eating 
and drinking out, bring some supplies with you and cook 
at your camp site to reduce trips to the supermarket. If you 
want to drink, buy your beer on the ferry as a single can 
of the cheapest lager cost the equivalent of £2.50 in the 
supermarket. 

One option we did use at quite a few camp sites was the 
Hytta, small cabins with bunks and cooking facilities. These 
were a relatively inexpensive way of spending the night 
when it was raining or if we couldn’t face the prospect of 
putting up the tent yet again. 

Hopefully my descriptions of the travelling and living 
haven’t put you off (and in reality we lived comfortably and 

affordably by being sensible) because it would be a shame 
to miss out on the highlight and point of the trip... 

The Rivers 
Norway is a white water Mecca, everyone 

knows that. The rivers are big and scary; it’s where people 
who use phrases like “super stoked” and “gnarly” inter-
spaced with “dude” go to get their thrills. 

And it’s true there is plenty of that kind of thing, big drops 
and long rapids are present in abundance. However it’s 
also true that if you’re comfortable on alpine type grade 
3/4 rivers there is also plenty of stuff for you to paddle, the 
majority of it roadside with easily portable rapids if it all gets 
a bit too much. 

Over nine days of paddling we managed fourteen 
sections of river ranging from grade 3 to 5. Not everyone 
paddled everything and on occasion we took the 
opportunity to split the group in two. This allowed everyone 
to run rivers that they were comfortable with. By doing 
this everyone found plenty to enjoy, and when you’ve got 
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a large group of paddlers all looking for different levels of 
challenge, this is no mean feat. 

We started in Hedmark and were lucky that it was raining 
as we arrived later in this region’s season. Here we paddled 
the Trysilevia, Unsetåa and Setninga. All of these were grade 
3/4, each starting at the easier end and gradually ramping 
up to the harder stuff. They were different to the rivers we 
paddled later on in the trip; these rivers were almost British 
in character, which along with the rain made us feel at right 
at home. 

Starting here was actually a great decision, it broke us 
back into paddling gradually, allowing us to dust off those 
cobwebs that had appeared since the winter paddling 
season. 

Leaving Hedmark we decamped to Sjoa and got straight 
on the fabled Sjoa Playrun. The difference between this and 
the rivers in Hedmark was stark; the water was big, fast and 
cold whilst the sun shone from a clear blue sky. 

Catching this at what the raft guides assured us was 
a very high level, our first run down rapidly turned from 
a hugely fun big water experience to a prolonged boat 
chase. It was a little bit of a wakeup call and I think we soon 
learnt that just because something was run by the locals in 
playboats, we shouldn’t treat it with any less respect. Still 
no harm was done, apart from one lost set of paddles and a 
subsequent rerun went far more smoothly. 

The Store Ula despite being graded at 5 provided 
great easier sections for the entire group between the 
bigger drops. The keener members of the group lapped 

up the more difficult drops and slides whilst others took 
photos and we all played fantasy lines at the final famous 
waterfalls. Combined with the stunning scenery (even the 
portage was outstandingly beautiful) no one came away 
disappointed with the days paddling here. 

The Upper Jori entertained the same bunch who had fun 
on the Ula Slides the day before, whilst others had a rest 
day. Despite the grey skies the power of the huge set piece 
rapids brightened up the day of those of us who fancied 
tackling some of the harder stuff. 

Moving on a little further north we explored rivers around 
the Otta area. Here we split the group a bit more with those 
looking for the harder rivers paddling the Upper Rauma 
and Upper Asbjornia. The rest of the party sampled the Lora 
and Lower Jori; whilst these provided plenty of G3/4 fun for 
most of the group the Asbjornia nearly broke those who 
paddled it. The five kilometre walk-in, followed by several 
large portages and a lot of rope work seemed to sap the 
energy of the team leaving them seemingly keen to calm 
things down a bit over the next couple of days! 

The Ulvåa provided miles of flat water interspersed with 
fantastically long rapids to entertain everyone as well as 
providing some amusing beatings for the video camera. 

A brief foray to Lom provided the trips only culture 
quotient in the form of a rare 12th century stave church and 
gave the chance for the entire group to paddle the short 
but exciting Ostri (Åstre). This provided fast alpine style 
thrills that brought smiles to our faces (at least I think they 
were smiles!). The paddle out from the lake at the start is 
magnificent, although you don’t get long to appreciate it 
once the rapids start and you enter the gorge. 
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To end the trip two of our group were desperate to run 
the waterfalls at the end of the Store Ula, so we returned to 
watch them make perfect lines whilst the rest took photos 
and video from every conceivable angle. 

The Åsengjuvet section of the Sjoa brought the trips 
paddling to an end with a hugely enjoyable big volume 
run that left everyone with happy memories to support us 
through the long drive home. 

At the End
Norway: Trolls, fjords, a-Ha and big scary grade 

5 rivers? Well yes, we saw statues of trolls. We saw fjords. We 
drove across the border blasting a-Ha from the car stereo. 
And yes, we found big scary grade 5 rivers. 

However, we also decided that Norway is a fantastic 
paddling destination, not just for the hair boaters out 
there. In just under two weeks we managed to paddle 
rivers that included big volume, steep creek, pool drop and 
continuous low volume at a range of grades that everyone 
in our group could enjoy. 

We came back with our own tales of beat downs, multiple 
swims and other such carnage. But what paddling trip 
doesn’t? Besides, now I feel like I can call myself a self 
respecting white water paddler! 

There is plenty of material out there to help you plan 
a trip to Norway; the guidebook is fantastic, giving the 
character of each river without spoiling it with a rapid by 
rapid description. This and various internet write-ups mean 
that there is no excuse for not being able to find something 
to suit your needs. 

We clocked up the miles but could easily have squeezed 
in a few more rivers, to our disappointment we never 
managed to get over to Voss. Likewise if we’d taken it a little 
easier we could have easily allowed the scenery and the 
country to occupy us with its majesty for the entire trip. Still 
there’s always next year. 

So if you’re bored of the same Alps trip every year or want 
to try something a little more challenging, give Norway a 
look. Being sensible and picking your rivers carefully will 
mean that you should have a fantastic time. 

Hopefully this has given you a flavour of what to expect, 
now go and read the guidebook and start planning next 
year’s trip. 

This trip was paddled by: Andy Wicks, Martyn Read, Jethro 
Peskett, Simon Knox, Dave Hodgkinson, Vicky Rolls, Lee Gill, 
Fred Wondre, Dave Surman, Phil Baker and Doug Johnson. 
Martin Rolls kindly provided shuttle bunny duties and Ol 
Renison came along for the drive. 

If you don’t fancy driving then Ryan Air fly to Oslo Torp 
from various locations in the UK and are boat friendly. Plenty 
of hire companies will hire you a car. Our group hired one 
with rails and took their own bars which they cable tied on. 

More information on paddling in Norway can be found in 
Jens Klatt and Olaf Obsommer’s book, Norway: The White 
Water Guide (ISBN13: 978-3980931540). There are also 
various write-ups at http://www.ukriversguidebook.co.uk/
articles.htm that we found helpful. Gene17 also produce a 
map of the Sjoa and Otta area that shows where to get in 
and out. 
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“The gears on my bike don’t work”

“I’ve been really ill recently”

“My boat has no footrest”

“The dog ate my bike”

“I can’t run”
These were some of the excuses I used along with the 

other competitors in this year’s Triathlon. We had a fantastic 
turnout of both KCCers and PYCCers with many regulars 
taking part for the 5th year in a row. A few even managed 
to set personal best times. The after race BBQ went well, 
with no BBQ melt down and no reported occurances of 
food poisoning. In the process, we managed to raise £75 
for Macmillan Cancer Support (http://www.macmillan.
org.uk) which will hopefully be doubled by my employers 
Vodafone.

A big thank you to all that took part and came along. 
Hopefully we will see more new faces next year

Dave H

Todd Morris Memorial 
Triathlon 2009

Name Kayak Bike Run Total 2008 2007 2006 2005
1 Joe Callard (U18) 0:16:19 0:21:14 0:23:31 1:01:04 1:07:57 1:17:33
2 Dave Hodgkinson 0:16:17 0:23:58 0:22:46 1:03:01 1:00:41 1:02:17 1:01:44
3 Andy McMahon 0:16:15 0:24:08 0:24:12 1:04:35 1:08:10 1:04:25 1:08:24 1:08:07
4 Jordan Sanders (U18) 0:17:20 0:23:40 0:25:16 1:06:16
5 Dave Surman 0:16:30 0:24:35 0:25:40 1:06:45 1:30:41 1:08:22 1:19:07 1:13:43
6 Chyavan Rees (U18) 0:16:35 0:23:45 0:26:48 1:07:08 1:26:54 1:17:57
7 Andy Newell 0:16:15 0:23:20 0:32:15 1:11:50 1:13:25 1:11:09 1:09:52
8 Neil Murton 0:16:20 0:25:48 0:35:34 1:17:42 1:20:17 1:12:52 1:24:12
9 Simon Knox 0:17:40 0:22:05 N/A N/A 1:23:34
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DIG THE ROCK STAR POSE! STRETCH LIMO`D INTO LJUBLJANA. 
TEAM SLOVENIA GETS THE ROCK STAR TREATMENT AFTER 
BEING STRANDED IN LUBBY AFTER THE PYCC TRIP.
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Tony’s Dart weekend


