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TRASHER CONTACT DETAILS
If you have anything for the Trasher, please email to kcc.trash-
er@gmail.com, or post to KCC Trasher, 34 Elder Way, Oxford 
OX4 7GB. All contributions greatly appreciated!

KCC ONLINE
Don’t forget the numerous online resources to keep in touch 
with KCC:
Web Site www.kingfishercanoeclub.co.uk
Diary www.google.com/calendar/embed?src=kcc.
 secretary@gmail.com
Twitter KingfisherCC
Facebook facebook.com/group.php?gid=2351138693

Simon Knox, kcc.secretary@gmail.com

APOLOGIES
Apologies from the Editor for such a tardy edition of the 
Trasher. It’s been manic the past couple of months and I just 
haven’t had time to get round to it.
However we have a plan for future Trashers. From the next 
one, we will have one bumper Trasher every three months 
(meaning four per year). Each one will be thicker than the 
current Trasher to fit in all the articles, but it will give the Edi-
tor more time to get it done.
And in addition, to keep everyone up-to-date with what’s go-
ing on in the club, we intend on producing a monthly ‘mini-
Trasher’ with diary dates and the occasional short article. This 
will be emailed out with the membership list, and posted out 
to those who have opted for a paper copy.
Hopefully this will mean everyone is kept more up-to-date 
than at present, and at the same time means that I’ll get the 
time to get the major Trasher out to schedule. Guy

MEMBERSHIP RENEWAL 2011
Hello all, as our festive hangovers are fading and the bath-
room scales are looking a bit daunting we have another fun 
job on our hands. KCC membership renewal. You’ll all be 
glad to hear that the membership fees are the same as last 
year. These are £35 for individual members and £70 for family 
membership. There is also a £2 additional fee for those who 
are not BCU members. There is a concession rate of £20 (£22 
for non BCU members) for those members who are current 
students or are unwaged at the discretion of the commit-
tee. 

You should already have been contacted by email or post to 

ask you to confirm that none of your details have changed. 
Failing that, there are membership forms on the website that 
can be downloaded, also reproduced elsewhere in this issue. 
If you could print off the form, correct any errors, sign and 
post the from back to me with the correct payment we can 
enjoy another year of paddling fun. 

Note that this is the last Trasher you will receive without re-
newing.

I look forward to hearing from you soon and to experience 
the full horror of what I volunteered for at the AGM.  

Duncan Sneddon
kcc.membership@gmail.com 

KCC DIARY
March
11-13 Fri-Sun Trip to the Tryweryn, suitable for all levels. Con-
tact Simon Knox.
17 Thu Pool session, Our Lady’s Convent, 20:00. NB no 
parking available on-site, please park on the road.
30 Weds 2-star training, Wilsham Rd, 18:00
31 Thu 15% off for all KCC/PYCC members at Riverside
April
6 Wed 2-star training, Wilsham Rd, 18:00
6 Wed Monthly Meeting, The Fox, 20:30
13 Wed 2-star training, Wilsham Rd, 18:00
20 Wed 2-star training, Wilsham Rd, 18:00
May
4 Wed Monthly Meeting, The Fox, 20:30
8 Sun Foundation Safety & Rescue Training, see over
12 Thu Beginners’ Course, Wilsham Rd, 20:30
19 Thu Beginners’ Course, Wilsham Rd, 20:30
26 Thu Beginners’ Course, Wilsham Rd, 20:30

Weekly
Every Wednesday
Club Paddling, Wilsham Road, 18:00
Every Sunday (check with Neil Murton/Louise Royle first)
Club Paddling, Wilsham Road, 09:30

FROM THE SURMANATOR…
After copious research on the matter amongst my caving 
friends (a devious activity indeed) it appears that one may 
procure themed animal teddy bear suits. see below 4 details. 
I simply MUST have one!!
Be the first on your block 2 B wearing aFrog Teddy Bear suit 
at Hurley WOWW.!!
http://www.berniescafe.co.uk/
http://www.caveclimb.com/
http://www.warmbac.com/Home.html

KCC NEWS
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BCU Foundation Safety & Rescue Training (FSRT)

The six hour BCU FSRT course is designed for all pad-
dlers irrespective of craft. The objective is to teach the 
students key safety and rescue skills to be able to deal with 
common emergencies that can be applied appropriately 
in a sheltered water environment. It is a practical course , 
you will get wet and  it is lots of fun.

FSRT skills form the basis of all safety and rescue training 
throughout the BCU Scheme. The course is a pre-requisite 
for those wishing to enter the BCU coaching scheme or go 
onto WWSR

For the course syllabus, prerequisites, what to bring and 
what you will be asked to do see http://www.canoe-eng-
land.org.uk/media/pdf/FSRT%20Syllabus.pdf

The course is open to up to six candidates – first come 
first served

Cost £20 pp (KCC members)

 £65 pp (non-KCC members

Course date Sunday 08 May.

Starts 09:30

Bring packed lunch

 boat 

 sense of humour

Location KCC, Wilsham Road, Abing-
don

Course provider Roger Wiltshire

Email for a booking form 
 roger.wiltshire3@btopenworld.com

Tutors KCC Coaches

CHAIRMAN’S UPDATE
As I started writing this a while ago: Happy Christmas, Hap-
py New Year and Happy Spring! Apologies for this addition 
of the Trasher being a bit behind schedule, but Guy has just 
been spending too much time at work in between pad-
dling. Anyway sit back and enjoy a good read……. 
It has been great to start the year with so many keen pad-
dlers around and lots of new faces.  At the end of December 
we were plagued with snow with low rivers and freezing 
hands. However this did not stop folk getting out on the 
water. There have been several folk still venturing out to 
paddle locally at Abingdon and Sutton Courtenay at week-
ends and Wednesday evenings. I even had a session in a 
wavehopper in December. I was very wobbly but Lee said 
I has stopped screaming on the way back from Abingdon 
weir so he assumed I had got better (it was very dark).  
The snow also did not stop a band of folk attending the 
Gene 17 adventure paddling weekend at Dartmoor in De-
cember. There was a lot of snow and ice around but 10 or 
so KCC folk & friends paddled Sat and Sunday with a group 
of half a dozen choosing to walk (different folk on different 
days). The river was quite low but still fun, we got to paddle 
a different line far river left instead of paddling euthanasia 
(this route is only passable in very low water) which was a 
first for me. The most dramatic incident was Nick splitting 
the crotch of this jeans when walking because he had too 
may thermals on underneath (or too many pork pies?). A 
good evening was had by all although I am not sure Simon 
has yet recovered. 
Thanks to everyone who attended the AGM, it is great to 
see some new faces on the committee as well as some well 
known ones. I am looking forward to the year ahead and 

hearing what plans everyone has. We started off with an 
excellent club weekend in South Wales (5/6 Feb) organised 
by Guy, which was combined with 3 star and 4 star assess-
ments. There was plenty of water and we paddled the lower 
Iron, Wye and Usk. With over 20 people we split into several 
groups and all had a great time (which I hope someone is 
writing up if they can remember anything after a large jug 
of white Russian had been consumed). Congratulations to 
everyone who passed their 3 and 4 star assessments (and 
good luck to those who are continuing to progress towards 
them). I really enjoyed seeing everyone ‘club’ together to 
make this such a fun and successful weekend. Next planned 
club trip to Tryweryn  12/13 March with grade 2 upwards 
water to keep everyone happy. 
Almost forgot, a few of us attended the Pyranah paddling 
weekend in Feb at the Dart where I got to run the Erm 
gorge for the first time (loads of fun) and fell in love with 
and bought a new Diesel. Looking forward to getting out 
in it again soon. 
In addition Hurley has been providing some fun, Sutton 
Courtenay with Sunday cakes has been popular and the 
pool sessions have been well attended. Just one pool ses-
sion left this winter (17th March) don’t forget. 
Loads of things planned for 2011: 2 star training starts when 
the clocks change (Wednesdays from 30th March); begin-
ners courses start May 10/12th (and are getting booked up 
fast); safety and rescue courses (FSRT, WWSR & AWWSR) all 
organised. Etc.  
Do check out the club calendar on the web site and join 
the KCC Facebook group where folk are posting messages 
about paddling (especially short notice paddles e.g. week-
end meet up at Sutton).  
See you all on the water soon.

Louise
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ENGLAND
Dart
Walkham
Tavy
Erme
Thames
Ock
West Dart
Nene
Trent

ALBA
Kiachnish
Spean
Etive
Orchy
Pattack
Loy
Arkaig

CYMRU
Tryweryn
Wye
Usk
Mellte
Nedd Fechan
Conwy
Glaslyn
Tawe

FRANCE
Durance
Ubaye
Guil
Guisane
Verdon
Claree
Onde
Fournell

ITALIA
Sesia

NORGE
Valdolla
Michelselva
Teigdale
Boura
Raundalselvi
Myrkdaleselvi
Sjoa
Ula

NEPAL
Sun Kosi
Tamur
Trisuli
Bheri
Thule Bheri

DEUTSCHLAND
Loisach
Rissbach

ÖSTERREICH
Sanna
Inn
Oetz

KCC
RIVERS PADDLED

2010
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THE ‘ALMOST MADE IT’ LIST
1. Pyranha Burn
Despite various attempts this year the venerable competitor in this prestigious competition managed to escape with 
little more than a minor denting after a descent of the Wolf Gorge after Doug decided out was the new in. 

2. Pyranha Everest
Driver-free grade 5 descents, Nepalese roof-racks, getting stuck halfway down waterfalls and upside down action on 
Scottish rapids can’t defeat the Everest. It’s battered and bruised but it’s not out yet. Simon has taken the precaution of 
insuring it for this season though!

3. Liquid Logic Hoss
Who knows? If it’s ever returned to Guy maybe he can let us know! After an unfortunate pin on the Spean Gorge it could 
still be there for all we know. So losable, yes. Breakable maybe, we’ll find out! 

4. Werner Paddles
Displaying tremendous tenacity (from both Guy and the paddles) the Werners once again proved they were king of the 
paddle world by not only refusing to break when broaching the Crack of Doom with Guy hanging on to them.

Kayaking kit gets abused. Here at the KCC Trasher 
Equipment Testing Department™ we compile a list of 
what has and hasn’t survived the year within KCC (and 
friends). Remember no paddlers were hurt in the mak-
ing of this list, um, hang on that’s not right... 

CAN WE 
BREAK IT?

Yes we can!

Pyranha Everest getting up close and personal with 

the best rocks Scotland has to offer

A be-shorted Mr Townley making a valiant 
yet unsuccessful attempt to save the Hoss
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THE ‘HMMM, IT’S GONNA COST YOU’ LIST
6. Pyranha S6
The only playboat to make it into out list is the Pyranha S6 as modeled by Dave H. Proving that not changing your boat 
regularly has detrimental effects as they grow old, wrinkly, brittle and finally crack. Just like paddlers really. 

5. Jackson Super Hero
After surviving the wilds of Nepal and the indignity of have Mr Knox’s arse cheeks moulded into its hull due to the 40 
degree heat, it took the legendary boat breaking abilities of the Kiachnish to KO this bad boy. We probably should have 
remembered which drop had the metal spikes in, still Mr Wiles didn’t seem too annoyed by having to walk out. 

4. Pyranha H3
Whereas the new kids on the block from the Pyranha line up are fairing well ,their aging relative hasn’t fared so well. So 
what does it take to best the H3? Grade 5 gnarl? Plastic eating crocodiles? Nope, just a bit of grade two and some strategi-
cally placed splits were all it took to take down the H3. 

3. Sweet Rocker
Designed in Norway to protect our noggins from errant rocks, paddles and skiers. This multi-sport helmet has the envi-
able reputation of being the best out there. Still stick it between a Scottish rock (or 5) and Simon’s head and it has met 
its match.  

2. Andy’s Intercostal Muscles
Ah the Mellte, lovely river with loads of stunning waterfalls and yet it took something a lot smaller than the drops on 
Andy Newell’s August Trasher cover shot to stop the unstoppable Irishman. Next time though Andy lets chose a rapid 
closer to the take-out eh? 

1. Dave’s Ankle
Come on, you can’t even pretend to be surprised? Well turns out that human bone is more fragile than than most kayak-
ing kit. It only took a gentle tap on Mr Surman’s ankle as he swam down the Sanna to prove that. Fortunately it only took 
three months, surgery and several metal pins to prove that its more repairable than most kayaking kit. 

Know something I don’t? let me know and we’ll update the list, just remember testing kit is serious work and should only 
be undertaken by professionals. Break it, not you.

Who knew intercostals could Mellte?

The Rocker: a cracker of a helmet

The Sanna evidently has rocks made of Kryptonite
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Anyone who knows me knows that I have wanted to 
go to Nepal for ever (well at least since I was a teenager) 
and that only a few years ago the prospect of me walking 
up a hill, never mind a mountain in the Himalayas, was 
out of the question. So to say that I was exited about the 
prospect of 4-5 days paddling the Tamur [grade 4(+)] fol-
lowing a 3 day trek in was an understatement. I had never 
been on a multiday self supported kayaking trip before 
but I knew with the experienced guys from Gene 17 (Matt 
Tidy and Jakub Sedivy) that I would be in good hands. 

To start with I had never flown with a kayak before but 
had heard many horror stories, luckily for me I had no 
problem at all with Kingfisher airlines – but I did have Ian 
hide around the corner with most of my hand luggage so 
they could not weigh it!  

Matt from Gene 17 met me at Kathmandu airport and 
we took a taxi to Holy Lodge (where most paddlers seem 
to stay). There I met Tim MacAfee from the USA (yes he 
is related to the Sophos rival) as well as Sara James and 
Adam Dumolow from the UK who were on a year’s trip 
paddling and joined us especially for the Tamur. That 
night I was awakened in the early hours by someone with 
an American accent (I thought it was Tim) banging on the 
lodge door shouting about how he had been mugged at 
knife point and wanted to go home. In the morning I was 
relieved to find it was not Tim and that no one else had 
heard the commotion, but I was not in a hurry to explore 
Katmandu late at night! 

Due to road closures we had a change of plan which 
meant that Tim and I would have a day in Katmandu sight 
seeing with Jakub whilst Matt and Sara got supplies to-
gether. So we went to visit Swayambhu Stupa where Bud-
dist and Hindu temples co-exist. There were lots of prayer 
flags and I made sure to turn all of the prayer wheels for 
good luck before a bit of souvenir shopping. 

The next morning we were ready for the off and found 
a couple of rickshaws to load our laden (too heavy for me 

MY
MOST EXCELLENT 
ADVENTURE

Paddling Nepal
by Louise Royle

to carry) kayaks onto to get us to the bus station to 
catch a tourist bus to the Trisuli River. We had two days 
warm up paddle on the Trisuli which was a beautiful clear 
blue, big volume grade 2-3+ with spectacular views. I had 
to remind myself that I was actually on a river in Nepal (it 
was defiantly not the Thames) and it was fantastic just to 
look around and take it all in (plus remember to paddle as-
sertively!!). We stopped at a campsite where we had a very 
civilised cup of tea and a good meal (Dahl bat of course) 
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cooked by a cheerful Nepalese guy  who epitomised 
all that I had expected from these lovely friendly people. 
Unfortunately Tim and Matt were not too well so missed 
out on this food. The next day Tim opted to take the min-
ibus we had hired to collect us at Mugling, whilst Matt 
paddled with us. I had a most enjoyable paddle discover-
ing how difficult it is to roll a laden boat and how good 
Jakub was at pulling me upright when I was on my 4th or 
5th attempt to roll….  

We met up with the minibus and set off on an 18 hour 
overnight drive to Basantapur and I learnt that the most 
essential part of motorised transport in Nepal is a func-
tioning horn!  We stopped in a village on the way and had 
momos (like Chinese dinsum) that were wonderful plus 
the best noodles of the whole trip. The next stop was just 
at dawn on the bridge over the Tamur for breakfast tea. 
It was going to be several days before we were to pass 
under the same bridge in our kayaks. We got our first 
glimpse of the snow covered mountains of the Himalayas 
on the way up to Basantapur (2288 meters) where we ar-
rived at 8.30am, early enough to get straight into our trek. 
Whilst Matt arranged for porters to carry our laden kayaks 
we played with the local kids who came to see what was 
going on and climb on the kayaks. Mat wanted to have 
the third day as the longest days trek so that we could 
avoid staying at Gorja (he had been before and the tea 
house was a bit grim), however the porters would have 
none of it and insisted we planned to stop at Gorja. Af-
ter a meal of Dahl Bat to see us on our way an old ‘mad’ 
women came and danced around with our paddles, then 
we headed off up the trail. We walked to Chauki (2690 m) 
stopping on the way at a local tea house and waiting for 
the porters to catch us up. Now I know that I could only 
just lift my kayak, and there was no way I could possible 
carry it on that terrain at that altitude, but my porter was 
defiantly the town drunk and was always 1 ½ to 2 hours 
behind the others (except for the old guy with a walking 
stick carrying Sara’s boat who stayed behind to help him). 
The porter carrying Jakubs boat hurt his knee later in the 
day and after Jakub (who has a medical degree) exam-
ined it and strapped he was fine and was always the first 
to arrive still well ahead of my boat.   

That night we all stayed in a 
room in a local tea house which had a lovely vegetable 
garden and were treated to breakfast of fresh flat bread 
with honey. We were also given a red tikka spot (looks 
like I had a head injury) and a flower to send us on our 
way. This day’s trek was to take us through Lampokhari 
(2800 m) before descending to Gorja at (2060 m). This was 
meant to have the best views but unfortunately it clouded 
over and started to rain late afternoon. Even so the views 
were spectacular as we passed through meadows, paddy 
fields and woodlands of rhododendrons which must be 
worth seeing in full flower. I was enjoying the walking, 
even though it was useful to have the paddle as a walking 
stick, but did notice that my heart rate got high quite fast 
at the altitude when going up hill (they were mountains 
not hills). We stopped for lunch in a tea house with strings 
of yak cheese drying in the eves like necklaces. After an 
hour and a half the porters with mine and Sara’s boats had 
still not arrived but we decided that we needed to set off 
in order to get to Gorja before dark (where the porters 
had insisted we get to). Jakub stayed behind to make sure 
everything was OK and caught us up later in the day. By 
5.30 it was raining, getting dark and we were descending 
on slippery uneven rocks. We eventually got to the out-
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skirts of Gorja but it still took a while to find the tea 
house to stay for the night. We huddled around a candle 
(it was very cold at that altitude) with only 3 jackets be-
tween the 6 of us waiting for the porters to arrive with our 
gear. After some Dahl Bat the guys decided to go back to 
find the porters as it did not look like they were going to 
arrive. They left us the jackets and a pack of cards (don’t 
play cards against Tim, he is too good) and we sat listen-
ing to the rats whilst they trekked back an hour or so in 
the rain and dark to get our sleeping bags. When the guys 
eventually found the porters they yelped because they 
thought we wanted them to resume walking in the dark. 
They were somewhat relieved but embarrassed when the 
guys just took the warm gear we needed for the night. 
It was near midnight when they got back and we were 
all glad of the warm gear rather than the couple of very 
manky looking rat infested blankets. 

It was still raining the next morning as we watched 
the local kids smoking and playing backgammon whilst 
waiting for the porters to arrive…..We eventually left mid 
morning with the rain easing off. It was downhill (down 
mountain?) all the way (hard work on the knees) with views 
over paddy fields and well tended farm houses growing 
cabbages, oranges, ginger, bananas etc. as we descended 
into the Tamur valley. One family was out ploughing the 
land with oxen, whilst the kids shouted ‘give us your pen’. 
We passed Yaks carrying loads and everyone we met was 
very friendly greeting us with hands together and ‘na-
maste’. Unlike on the major tourist routes in Nepal we did 
not see any westerners on the trek although when we ar-
rived at Dobhan and signed in at the checkpoint we did 
read that Patch and Pete (who paddled at Riverside many 
moons ago) had passed that way only a few days before. 
It was still wet and slippery underfoot and Tim slipped 
and landed on this elbow which needed some attention 
(really needed a couple of stitches) but it got cleaned up 
and was OK for the rest of the trip, even if it did swell up 
like a tennis ball and ‘pop’ on several occasions, it did not 
stop Tim paddling.  

The campsite at Dobhan had some pre pitched tents 
under cover which were very welcome as it rained all 
night. We had a restful morning before a big lunch for very 
nice potatoes plus pasta and sauce (not Dahl bat). Jakub 
had at least 3 servings as had become customary, and we 
continued to refer to him as Fatty (I don’t think he had an 
ounce of fat on him!). Then the Tamur! We were straight 
into committing big volume grade 4, with laden boats, 
where the risk of getting anything wrong was amplified 
by the shear remoteness of everything. We inspected a 
long 4+ rapid that I decided to portage (with help from 
Jakub). I was really enjoying the big water but failed to 
make a cross and landed in a pourover where I spent a lit-
tle time and lost my shoes, but I did manage to hold onto 
my boat and paddles which eventually helped me work 
my way out (just as Tim caught my eye to try and throw 
a line, but I was a long way from the bank). The swim and 
several mouthfuls of water did somewhat knacker me 
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out. I paddled the rest of the trip in 
Jakub’s wetsuit boots and Matt’s Crocs 
that were 2 sizes too big, determined 
not to swim again and loose them. 

The next couple of days were easier 
paddling but still long tiring days and 
I was feeling under the weather with 
little energy and bad guts so was not 
paddling at my best, but a few portag-
es and Jakub’s magic hand to help with 
my rolls and all was well. We camped 
on lovely sandy beaches, preparing 
well earned hot meals before sleep-
ing under the stars with absolutely no 

sound of traffic, waking up with the 
sun, ready for another glorious day 
on the river. Towards the end of the 
third day on the river we met a raft trip 
with a group of guys from the UK, one 
of whom was in a kayak. Actually he 
was the first westerner I bumped into 
in over a week. I did bump into him, I 
made him capsize! Then when we met 
up on the beach to camp he came 
over to me and said ‘I think I know you, 
is your name Louise?’ It was Simon, a 
friend of Chris Wheeler’s who I pad-
dled with on several occasions 12-15 
years ago, and last time I saw him had 

rescued me from a stopper on the 
Lynn! So we had a good catch up as 
he was working for the British Em-
bassy in Kathmandu and has 2 young 
kids. Time flies but it is a small world. 
We also got to scrounge freshly baked 
parathas and toast off the rafters. 

The final days section on the Tamur 
was 35 km of class 4(+) so I was fed 
up with 2 lots of breakfast (porridge 
and eggs with tomatoes) to give me 
lots of energy for the day ahead. Also 
as we now had more space (and less 
food) in the boats, Jakub kindly took 

most of my kit to give me a lighter 
boat and a better chance of rolling if 
required (it was and I did). This was ex-
hilarating, committing paddling and 
lots of fun with one section I chose to 
portage (Ashram rapid) then finishing 
with a lovely gorge section before the 
confluence with the Sun Kosi. I was 
grinning from ear to ear as I stood with 
one foot in each river.  

Sara and Matt found a shop and 
came back with beer and some fresh 
veg. We paddled on to a quieter beach 
to camp for the night and finish off 

our beer and whisky. Sara had a bit 
of a rough time after chopping fresh 
chillies on raw sunburnt hands and 
spending the evening with her hands 
in river water to try and ease the pain. 
We also tried sun cream, mustard oil, 
condensed milk….. 

We had arranged to share a bus 
back from Chatra the next day with 
the raft company so we had a leisurely 
paddle down the Sun Kosi to the get 
out. There was a religious festival be-
ing celebrated and we met a large 
crowd of folk on the river bank next to 

a temple who took as many photos 
of us from their mobile phones as we 
did of them. We then had to wait for 
a few hours for the bus (which had 
no suspension) to arrive which took 
2 raft companies and ourselves back 
to Kathmandu on a 15 hour drive on 
a road which was a continuum of pot-
holes. On arriving back at Katmandu 
we had a well earned breakfast of 
steak and egg with gin and tonic to 
celebrate. It really had been an excel-
lent adventure with a great group of 
people in a wonderful country. 
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A sunny Autumn afternoon and a great response 
from Pathfinders and Riverside. This year we had 17 en-
trants from both clubs. Disappointingly no entrants from 
Kingfisher.

In addition to the 4 Wavehoppers based with us we ac-
quired eight more from Southern Region. This year there 
was 100% uptake of them, outnumbering the Boatercross 
entrants. A couple of previous familiarisation sessions be-
forehand meant that more Pathfinders were willing to try 
out these interesting boats. 

The Concept
There are two classes. Wavehopper (long specialist 

whitewater racers less stable) and Boatercross (short 
whitewater kayaks less than 2.5m). Paddlers are set off in 
pairs at one minute intervals from the footbridge over the 
Ock in the Ock Meadow just downstream of the Drayton 
Road Bridge. Wavehoppers go first followe by the 2,5m 
boats. They shoot the Ock Weir, join the Thames and fin-
ish at the club.

The ethos behind this event is firstly as participation 
for all, and secondly to broaden experience into different 
types of boat. It is a fun event for all. 

This Year’s Event
Matt Attree was the sole over 18 entrant and just pipped 
Chyavan Rees from Pathfinders (U 16 winner) by 10 
seconds (more or less given the superbly accurate 
Olympic standard timing system). Ollie Bowyer from 

OCKFEST 2010 
Ock Wavehopper Race · Saturday 25 Sept

Dave Surman

Riverside came in 8 seconds later. See Results for full 
details.

An unique event was the start by The Abingdon Town 
Crier who started the race. Admittedly this only happened 
because Jen blocked his front gate whilst unloading the 
trailer! Only Jen could get away with this by suggesting 
he come and start the race. He was very amenable to this 
and put on his Town Crier gear (well half of it anyway coz 
he couldn`t find his hat and bell!) and came over.

We finished up with the traditional barbeque with 
dodgy sausages! Well I suppose someone has to increase 
the younger generation`s tolerance to bacteria! 

Thanks
Particular thanks must go to Jen Clough from Riverside 

who made it all happen from her end by her persistence. 
She and I also towed a trailer load of Wavehoppers back 
from Pangbourne late one night, retying all the boats in 
a layby in the middle of nowhere at midnight and then 
struggling to find somewhere secure to leave them. Also 
big thanks to Tony who has been a star in transporting 
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me around whilst I have been unable to drive and 
without whom it would have been difficult to ensure 
many PYCC activities continued during my injury.

Thanks also to all who turned up, parents, friends etc 
as timers, drivers, safety boaters, barbecuizers and all the 
hundreds of other jobs that need doing to make this hap-
pen.

Finally thanks to BCU Southern Region for the loan of 
the Southern Region Wavehopper fleet and to James 
Hinves Senior BCU Paddlesport Development Officer for 
not only loaning us the superb competition bibs, but also 
for dropping them off at my house.

See you next year!!

Wavehopper Race
U.18 R.Slade 12.54
U.16 C.Rees PYCC 11.26, O.Bowyer RIV 11.35, M.Weber PYCC 
11.52, A. Ratnage PYCC 13.19
U.14 T.Howard PYC 13.34, E.Sadler PYC 28.00 (inc cpsz)
U.12 Sam W RIV 12.21, J.Stacey PYC 13.57, Ben RIV 13.58,Sarah 
PYC 16.40 Ed Sadler capsized
Guest Over 18er Matt Attree 11.16 

Boatercross
U.16 T.Marsh PYC 16.32 (inc asst resc)
U.14 Owen RIV 14.53, Sam G RIV 14.59
U.12 Louis RIV 15.19, Max 15.31 

WVH Overall
1 Chyavan Rees PYC 11.26
2 Ollie Bowyer   RIV  11.35
3 Marius Weber  PYC 11.52 

BCX Overall
1 Owen RIV   14.53
2 Sam G RIV  14.59
3 Louis RIV    15.19
om Marsh assisted capsized boater 
Safety boaters Allen Stacey, Andy Newell, Harry Quigley, 
Mike Neal, Dave Surman

Finisher Matthew Melson

Barbecuizer Charlie 

Thanks also to all parents, drivers, spectators and barbecuiz-
ers.

Results
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I spent this summer a little closer to home, touring 
Europe with a battered old transit van and some kayaks. 
While I was on the road, through the medium of telephone 
and facebook technology, the Austria ’10 crew formed a 
plan, beautiful in its logistical complexity: I would swing 
by Munich airport, pick up Doug when he flew in from 
Sweden and then drive South as the others set off from 
England with a car and more kayaks. We’d all converge in 
Landeck for a week’s paddling that would culminate in 
that holy grail of all trips to the Tirrol: The Stadfest....

“How about a gentle warm up on the Sanna?” We all 
sat around the kitchen dining area of the lodge at Sport 
Camp Tirrol looking, without exception, a little worse for 
wear. Dave, Simon, Fred and Andy had arrived only five or 
so hours before, having driven all the way from England. 
Aquaman-Doug and I had been there since the afternoon 
of the day before and while waiting for them to arrive 
had spent a few hours at the campsite bar making our 
introductions, and then headed back the lodge and made 
significant inroads into the bottle of Latvian spirit Doug 
picked up at the duty free on his transfer from Sweden.

So Simon’s suggestion didn’t take much selling, we all 
particularly liked the ‘gentle’ and ‘warm up’ parts. However, 
as we drove up the side of the river, we couldn’t help notic-
ing the colour. Far from the clear blue customary to Alpine 
water, the Sanna this day was decidedly brown. This wasn’t 
a total shock, we’d been informed of some landslides the 
week before that meant a few of the rivers were still a little 
murky, but this was muddy-from-a-very-recent-thunder-

AUSTRIA 2010
“The Lonely Goatherd Tour”

Tuesday morning. 8:30ish.

words: Seth Townley

storm brown. It was true that it had been raining a lit-
tle when we went to bed (mine and Aquaman’s memory 
of this was a little hazier than the other’s) but surely not 
enough to effect levels, right?

Getting on our impressions were fast, bouncy and big. 
I found it hard at first to equate the river I was on to the 
Sanna I paddled in 2005: I just didn’t remember there be-
ing anything like this volume. The first half kilometre or so 
was a little shaky. I took an unnecessary roll on a botched 
surf attempt and we had to stop for Dave to adjust his 
footplates which had cut off circulation in his legs. I for 
one started to feel I should have maybe waited to tackle 
this river until I was armed with a few more hours sleep.

But soon enough we were in the swing of things, cold 
water splashed in faces perked everyone up and we start-
ed to enjoy the swollen brown river. It started showing a 
closer resemblance to the Sanna I remembered.

So it was in a jovial mood that we reached the top of the 
Pians rapid, back on it and tiredness forgotten, now relish-
ing the idea of the week of paddling to come. Andy was 
in front and he stopped in the big eddy at the top to allow 
everyone to catch up and have a quick neck-craning ses-
sion from boats to see what we could see.

Fred, who is a do-er and not a neck-craner, however, 
shot past and entered the rapid. Again I was having trou-
ble relating the water I was on to anything I paddled in 
2005, but I was pretty sure there was nothing too taxing 
so decided to follow. I think this policy was taken up by 
the rest of the group. So there all six of us were, lemming 
styling it down Pians.

On the one hand it was just big bouncy fun like the rest 
of the river, but the introduction of some meaty holes fol-
lowed by what may well be a tricky roll followed by what 
may well be an uncomfortable swim gave it a bit of edge. 
I had to briefly switch into ‘every man for himself  mode’ 
to get down it. So when I broke out at the bottom, hav-
ing lost track of everyone’s positions, and looked back up 
the rapid to see an upturned yellow and orange Pyrana it 
could have been any one of Aquaman, Surman or Simon.  

 The white rocker that emerged from underneath it af-
ter several valiant rolling attempts confirmed it was Dave, 
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he’d been caught out by a hole on the hard left line, it 
transpired (“But that used to be the line!...in 2005”). Simon 
and I saw Dave out of the river and waited for his thumbs 
up signal from the bank to chase his boat which was al-
ready almost out of sight around the corner. The others 
followed us but hadn’t seen Dave so it took them half of 
the boat chase to realise that it was a boat chase.

Once we were all up to speed with the unfolding events, 
though, we became an efficient machine, following the 
loose boat, and collecting the debris of water bottles and 
first aid kits it was depositing as it went. My extensive ex-
perience of chase boating with the university club (and it 
is now extensive experience) has given me a javelin arm 
of Olympic standard (probably) and I dispatched Dave’s 
Werners to the side from the middle of the flow. The boat 
was almost unstoppable but eventually, once we were al-
most back in Landeck, Andy managed to bully it into an 
eddy and we got it out and emptied it.

We dragged it up the bank, left it in a bushes behind 
the forecourt of the Honda garage and sprint finished the 
river. Once back Simon and I leapt in the van and drove up 
in search of Dave. There was no sign of him and after a lot 
of looking we decided he must have hitched a lift to the 
get-out at the campsite. Or he’d decided to swim it.

To our relief we discovered that the former was the case 
when we got back with his collected boat and paddles. 
The only niggle was that he seemed to be nursing a twist-
ed ankle. But in typical Surmanator fashion he was up and 
hobbling in no time with all of his usual pip. So naturally 
we thought nothing of it.  

The next day we spent in the Oetz area, warming up on 
the Impst then driving up to run the lower Oetz. My only 
memory of the river before that was as a 16-year old in 

2005, left behind standing on the bridge 
watching everybody disappear round the corner. So I was 
quite excited to actually get to run it this time around, 
and it didn’t disappoint. Even at the slightly lower level it 
was that day it’s continuous enough to hold your interest 
the entire way down, and it’s challenging without being 
pushy.

Even so, during the first half of the river it’s very hard not 
to have the necessary portage playing on your subcon-
scious and raising your heart-rate ever so slightly. I think 
the feeling all kayakers have upon looking at the Lower 
Oetz weir with its river-wide monster towback must be 
akin to that of your average hobbit looking at a giant black 
tower with a flaming eye ball on top. The thing is pure evil. 
One day I mean to cast the one bung plug to rule them all 
into it and destroy it forever. That or lots of dynamite.

Dave seemed completely unperturbed by the events 
of the day before or his sore ankle, and was enjoying the 
rivers as much as the rest of us. Sure, the leg was going a 
funny colour and swelling up a little, but hey, you don’t 
really use your legs for paddling, do you? 

Nonetheless, on arriving at the get in for the Rissbach in 
Bavaria the next day and looking at the leg, we decided 
that maybe Dave should sit this one out. And maybe go to 
see a doctor. But not instead of paddling, after paddling.

Decision reached, Andy, Simon, Doug and I got on the 
river and left Dave in a cafe (Fred had flown to Vienna just 
for the day). The Rissbach is quite a small technical run 
that throws up a few nice surprises in the form of pleasing 
little set-piece rapids every now and then. And on run-
ning it for the first time its bendiness, particularly in the 
little gorge section at the end, provides endless oppor-

Wednesday

Thursday
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tunities for practicing making tight, must-make ed-
dies. The grade 6 waterfall just after the get out gives what 
would otherwise be a tame run a bit of edge.

After lunching at Dave’s cafe where Dave had actually 
managed to cake himself out (no mean feat) we headed 
further into Bavaria to have a look at the Loisach. De-
scribed by someone somewhere as the Dart Loop of Ba-
varia, and as probably the best run in the entire area we 
had some expectation of this river. Dave couldn’t resist, 
and concerned about his cake intake that day, kitted up to 
avoid spending the afternoon in another cafe.

Immediately after getting on and rounding the first 
bend, however, and without any sort of introduction or 
warm up rapid, was the first obstacle: a river-wide tree. I 
thought it was rather rude of the river to throw up some-
thing like that at such an early stage, we’d barely met each 
other.

We portaged and continued down the river cautiously, 
inspecting frequently. The river flows through a thickly 
forested area and there was a lot of foliage debris every-
where. It wasn’t long before we encountered more trees 
across the river that resulted in another portage by every-
one but Simon and myself who found a sneak line on the 
left under one of the trees that was propped up under a 
big rock.

On that first run we didn’t appreciate what a gem of 
a river we had found. It is a fantastic technical run, with 
infinite opportunities for picking and adapting new and 
interesting lines. But on that first run every bend and ho-
rizon line was ominous, and the beautiful deep valley felt 
claustrophobic and threatening.

We were slowed down for about half an hour trying to 

rescue a pinned boat following one of Aquaman’s 
swims. It was a real brain teaser and we cycled through 
reaching for it, fashioning a paddle hook and paddling to 
it with a line and crab before I eventually jumped in on a 
line to get a rope on it.

At this stage Doug decided to finish the river on the 
road with his boat on his shoulder, which turned out to be 
a great thing, because he overshot the get out by half a 
kilometre and found a steakhouse that did all-you-can-eat 
ribs and served Andy a steak bigger than his head. It was 
during the course of this meal after getting off the Loisach 
that we decided someone should probably take Dave to 
the hospital: the swelling of his leg had not been made 
better by the day’s activities.

So, having eaten the equivalent of an average sized farm 
in meat between all of us the others went to collect Fred 
from the airport and Dave and I went looking for an A&E. 
We stumbled upon the Garmisch-Partenkirchen Hospital, 
that just so happened to be overlooked by an Olympic 
ski-jump facility.
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As we walked (or hobbled in Dave’s case) 
into the A&E, Dave said without a hint of 
self-doubt “I’m the only person I know who’s 
never broken a bone”. I laughed and told him 
not to speak too soon, not believing for a 
second he was speaking too soon. You can’t 
spend two days paddling grade four water 
with a broken ankle. That’s impossible.

Two hours later, Dave was lying in a bed 
with hospital overalls on and his leg elevated 
and was discussing with the doctor which 
day his operation to have pins inserted 
might be. The possibility of being out in time 
for the Stadfest on Saturday was brought up 
but the doctor didn’t seem impressed. They 
were also deeply unimpressed at the list of 
Dave’s activities following his accident.

“Don’t worry” said a nurse “we are right next to the ski 
jump, in the season we do ten of these operations a day.”  

By the time that Dave was settled it had been too late 
to be worth driving back to the campsite, so I slept in the 
van outside the hospital, which is where I woke up the 
next day. Soon the others arrived, and after seeing Dave 
and making sure his incarceration in the trauma ward was 
well documented on SD card we drove back through Gar-
misch and spent the day getting better acquainted with 
the Loisach.

After the first run we knew where all the trees were and 
all the unsettling threat of the river was gone and it was 
just good fun. We ran it twice and made the most of all the 
micro-eddies and obscure but neat lines we could find. 
The slightly tense feeling of the day before when we had 
no idea what tree-based monstrosity awaited us around 
the corner was gone and we could just enjoy ourselves 
completely.

The following day we stayed a little closer to home, 
running Wolf’s Gorge in the morning, and re-visiting the 
Sanna (twice) in the afternoon. We lost Doug quite early 
on while on Wolf’s Gorge, and he managed to scramble 
out and walk back to the get in and nurse his various 
bruises and await rescue, but his kit was once again dis-
tributed at various points along the bank for us to collect 
later.

That night was the Stadfest, which in the end was a 
non-event. We were all safely tucked up in bed by 9:30 in 
the evening, having enjoyed half a pint there. But we did 
hear later of some British kayakers who may have slight-
ly embarrassed themselves dancing manically to all of 
the bands (including the lederhosen-clad Red Hot Chili 
Peppers tribute band) and one idiot amongst them was 
photographed climbing onto the stage at the end of the 
evening and leaping into the crowd [reconstructed in 
photo below].

It was inexplicable, then, how ill we all felt 
the next day on the way over to see Dave. 
On arriving at the hospital Andy had to ex-
cuse himself and go and sit on the balcony, 
while Simon and I sank into chairs around 
Dave and tried to not let the strong disinfect-
ant smell push us over the edge. None of us 
could quite bring ourselves to remove our 
sunglasses.  

Only Fred seemed in any way capable of 
normal human behaviour (although I can’t 
speak for Aquaman, he was on a train back 
to Munich airport) and went to fetch the cof-
fees. Looking back now, with the benefit of 
hindsight, the week can definitely be divided 
into two sections: before and after the Stad-

Sunday & Monday

Friday & Saturday
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fest. If you’re reading this article for in-depth analy-
sis of whitewater rivers or exciting descriptions of boat 
chases and rescues, you may as well stop now. All of that 
is over.  

By the very end of Sunday we felt just about up to a 
run down the Sanna, which I must admit was refreshing 
and probably did a lot more for our conditions than the 
painkillers and caffeine. The next day we drove back to 
Oetz and spent a long, long time looking at the upper 
Oetz thinking, and I quote: ‘Hmmm’. In the end we let our 
ambivalence decide and opted for the safer option of re-
running the lower Oetz. 

So we finished with a slow wind-down from a great 
week of paddling on a two-day hangover. And what did 
we achieve with it all? We temporarily crippled the Sur-
manator - while simultaneously putting Simon’s hopes for 
the Trash of the Year accolade in jeopardy – we dented 
my university’s brand new Burn when it went for a ride 
on Wolf’s Gorge, and we rocked out Landeck, possibly for 
years to come.  
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SPORTS
ILLUSTRATED
(it’s not all just paddling and drinking, you know…)

Todd Morris Memorial Triathlon 2010
Despite the poor weather, we had a fantastic turnout this 
year, with some amazing personal bests being set. As the 
rain would not stop, the BYO BBQ was abandoned and we 
all went for an excellent Sunday carvery instead. 

In the rush to get out of the rain, I failed to collect dona-
tions for the nominated charity – MacMillan Cancer Sup-
port, so I’ll be collecting at the next Monthly meeting and 
AGM. 

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

RESULTS
 Name  Kayak  Bike  Run  Total     2009  2008  2007  2006  2005

1  James Crask  0:13:30  0:20:51  0:21:26  0:55:47           1:01:00      

2  Joe Callard (U18)  0:13:37  0:22:52  0:19:20  0:55:49     1:01:04  1:07:57  1:17:33      

3  Doug Johnson  0:16:06  0:21:11  0:20:45  0:58:02                  

4  Mike Neal  0:18:02  0:19:12  0:21:08  0:58:22        1:06:53     1:09:11   

5  Doug Winstone  0:16:45  0:21:58  0:20:46  0:59:29           1:00:42      

6  Dave Hodgkinson  0:16:33  0:24:10  0:22:11  1:02:54     1:03:01     1:00:41  1:02:17  1:01:44

7  Lee Gill  0:16:11  0:23:48  0:28:02  1:08:01        1:15:31  1:08:52  1:11:49   

8  Lee Royle  0:15:32  0:23:03  0:30:58  1:09:33                    
                  

KASC (Kingfisher Aunt Sally Club) 
Match Report

The annual raison d`etre for the existence of KCC was held 
at The Fox at the end of July.

The annual Aunt Sally match between Team Surmanator 
and The Rest of The World was well attended by athletes 
from as far afield as Sutton Courtney.

Despite rumours that a far Eastern betting syndicate had 
to get Team Surmanator to hit irons on the third stick of 
the first leg , the eighth stick of the second leg and the 
tenth stick of the third leg, such skulduggery was re-
sisted and Team Surmanator won with their reputation 
4 sportsmanship in tact. This occurred despite the team 
captain getting his second stick over the fence into the 
neighbour`s garden!!
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PYCC 
HARDCORE 
ARCTICIZING
“The Yat like you’ve never seen it before”

Yeah man it warmed up to a trop-
ical 4 degrees at this December week-
end so Pathfinders Polar Explorers hit 
the Yat!! Coupla ice cream seal launches 
and abitta titanicization near the ice at 
the edges of the river.

We witnessed a spectacular descent 
of the Yat Rapid by a huge sheet of ice. 
Then we followed it`s example. One de-
scent was enough at that temperature, 
after which it had to be a tea shoppe in 
Ross On Wye…
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words: Dave Surman

Howzabout this for a plan? One car leaves UK on Friday 
night with three kayakers and four boats bound for the 
Swiss Ticino and Italian Val Sessia. Another kayaker flies to 
Milan on the Tuesday, takes a train to as near Val Sessia as is 
possible and is then picked up from the station by the other 
car and reunited with his boat. Radical paddling then en-
sues until yhe following Saturday when all four kayakers and 
boats are crammed into the car to go to the Briancon area of 
the Durance Valley via the airport at Torino where one of the 
original kayakers is deposited for a flight home.

In Briancon a rendez vous is effected with two more cars 
from the UK. Consolidation of passenger load is effected by 
partner and baby of driver of Car 1 being reconsolidated 
from Car2, whilst Italian fly in kayaker from Car I is reconsoli-
dated into Car 3. Meanwhile another duet of kayakers has 
assembled by one flying from Barcelona to Milan, hiring a 
car (car 4), overnighting and picking up other kayaker and 
boat who has flown to Milan from Stockholm via Latvia! This 
newly assembled duo then arrives in Briancon in an Italian 
hire car with one kayak. The kayaker without kayak then 
uses spare boat that has been brought out with car 3! What 
could go wrong?

Amazingly nothing went wrong. That is apart from the 
weather. It appeared that rainfall and a late snowmelt had 
combined to massivize the rivers big time so an alternative 
plan had to be hatched for the second tranche of this par-
ticular adventure.

AVENTURA 
FRANCO 
ITALIANO
PHASE 1 OF THE SURMANATOR’S TRIO OF ALPINE 
EXTRAVAGANZAS TO MARK THE END OF THE 
INTERNATIONAL BUS PASS TOUR SEASON
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Sezione 1: Val Sessia
Val Sessia is well known as a creek boater`s Heaven but it is notoriously difficult 
to predict levels due to interacting factors of snowmelt and rainfall. We had been 
out to this beautiful valley three years ago at a similar time and although levels at 
that time meant that certain rivers and sections were too low, it meant that low 
water runs like the Sesia Gorge and steep runs like the Egua, Sorba Slides and the 
Sermanza were all good to go. This year there was a lot more water and the camp 
site at Campertogno was full to the brim with the creek boatin` aristocracy from 
all over Europe!

Before I arrived the advance party had jumped in with both feet to run the 
Versasca in Switzerland and the Mastallone in Italy, both of which they decided 
afterwards were nt really warm ups! Accordingly the third day it was decidedto do 
areal warm up on the Lower Sesia which we repeated for my first day as aproper 
warm up. We spent the next three days on the two sections of the Sesia which 
were superb continuous pieces of water that had been too low to run on our 
previous visit. One day the weather was pretty unpleasant so we had a chill out 
visiting day.

The campsite Il Gato e Il Volpe (The Cat and The Wolf ) has a bar and an excellent 
restaurant and pizzeria which we patronised. Most kayakers don`t seem to ven-
ture into the village to eat and I think this is a big mistake. Not only is it cheaper to 
do so but you get the real flavour of an alpine villageas although the locals speak 
little English they are very friendly. Our favourite was Bar Gianoli where we cap-
pucinoized regularly in the morning and where we went for the superb and very 
reasonably priced Italian 5 course meal one evening. The owners remembered us 
from our visit three years ago. After that we went to the local bar with the good 
ole boys where we saw a photograph of the river in monster flood from ten years 
or so ago.

We gotta get back!! 

Paddling Val Sessia: 
Dave Surman, Neil Taunt, Lee 
Gill, Liz Garnett
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Section 2: Durance/Verdon
After conversations with Simon Westgarth in Val Sesia we had heard rumours of massivization of the rivers in the Dur-

ance Basin. After meeting up in Briancon we camped at Camping Les Trois Vallees just outside.

We decided to do the run down the bottom part of the Guil into the Durance above St. Clement, through The Rabioux 
and down to Embrun, the so called Sunshine Run. This runs at ant level and turned out to be a good high volume run, 
big wave trains but nothing hard.

At the end some people were eager for more and so went to  look at the short “grade 3” run on th Briancon Gorge. It 
was then that reality struck. It was not grade 3. It was a non stop roller coaster in the trees with no eddies. It was a non 
starter. A further inspection the following morning as well as an inspection of the normally mild Upper Guisane con-
firmed that we should be looking to relocate.

We therefore decided to “go over the top” over the col towards Provence via the Upper Ubaye and into the Verdon Val-
ley where levels were reported to be more reasonable.

The col is massive and we even grabbed a sighting of a marmot on the way! We dropped down through the Upper 
Ubaye valley and discovered that the usually bony upper section was running well. It would`ve been rude not to have 
jumped on, and so we did! After a rather messy new rapid formed by some scree washed down by a small tributary it 
became a nice surprisingly consistent run.

Carrying on by road we dropped into the Upper Verdon valley. We checked it out from the bridge at a cutesy little ole 
walled town Colmars . It was running brown!!

We carried on and camped further down the Verdon Valley just south of Castellane. This is a big tourist centre but we 
were there before so was fairly quiet. Doug struck up some entente cordiale with the site owner collecting the bread 
every morning and winning the ultimate gallic accolade “Monsieur, I see you carry your bread like a Frenchman!!”

The following day we decided to retrace our steps upstream, past the dam, back to run the grade 4 Allos to Colmars 
section we had looked at. The water colour had cleaned up and the run did not disappoint with blind corners and po-
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Paddling Durance/Verdon:
Dave Surman, Vicky Rolls, 
Martin Rolls, Neil Taunt, 
Wendy Williamson, Ro-
byn Williamson, James 
Crask, Doug Aquaman, 
Dave Hodgkinson, Jonny 
Kennedy.

tential tree hazards making for an exciting run down. Doug 
kept us on our toes with an OBE which resulted in an excit-
ing boat chase/bank vegetation scramble.

The following day we ran the Verdon Pre Canyon a scenic 
but easy section of water.

The following evening there followed a long and protract-
ed debate concerning the viability of doing a run on the 
main canyon itself.

There is no doubt The Verdon Gorge itself is a classic run. 
It is recommended you allow 8 hours due to the length of 
run and the necessity for some difficult portages. It is grad-
ed as 5, not so much for the difficulties of the rapids as for 
the consequence of error. Basically it is siphon cityinvolving 
paddling through a cave.Not a place to make mistakes. Af-
ter much consideration it was decided that, at this time and 
place, it was not a goer. The right decision, I believe.

Instead of paddling we decided to walk it, and that pro-
vided high grade “scrambling” at several points. Robyn Taunt 
Williamson at the tender age of one claimed a first descent 
for a one year old on Neil`s back and a passing comment 
from a French hiker “I `ave never seen un bebe in ze gorge 
before!!”

The final day most of the group opted for a run on our find 
of the week, the Upper Verdon from Allos. I opted for the life 
of a semi retired gentleman and opted for a leisurely café au 
lait or two in the old town of Colmars! 
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