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To get the club's diary of events and ad-hoc messages
about club activities by e-mail please send a blank
message to:
camcanoe-subscribe@yahoogroups.com
In case you already didn’t know, canoeing is an assumed risk,
water contact sport.

December 2007 — Christmas Special!

Chairman’s Chat

Your Editor is determined that he will get another
Newsletter out before Christmas. So, what with writing
Christmas cards, I’'m determined this is that last year I
ever send one, I now have to pen one more Chairman’s
chat. I’'m now scratching my head to recall anything
interesting that has happened since last time [ wrote. Oh
yes, we have had an AGM (is that interesting?) at which
the membership were sufficiently trusting of the
Committee to let them get on with the proposed
Clubhouse extension. The latest is that we hope to have an
architect on board and go for planning in January. In
addition we have the go ahead from the Environment
Agency to fit the Bishop’s Mill flippers so again progress
is expected in the New Year if we can find a grant either
through the BCU or the City Council to fund the
development.

On the paddling front the Grumpy Old Men returned
successfully from their epic descent of the Spey from
source (well almost) to sea via a number of distilleries.
The full details are contained within. There is absolutely
no truth in the rumour that members of the expedition had
to be over 50; the youngest member, Sam at 49 explodes
that myth.

I hope a number of you took the opportunity to paddle
down to Reedies to do your Christmas shopping the other
day. Yes it’s that time of year and very shortly after it will
be the New Year’s Day paddle from Barrington to
Cambridge. You will all be very welcome to have a glass
of mulled wine and a mince pie at 27 High Street,
Barrington to fortify you before setting off for the long
paddle to the clubhouse. For anyone who has not done this
paddle it is a great start to the year, more details on
CamCanoe and on the website.

Now before I get back to the Christmas cards I would like
to wish everyone a happy Christmas and New Year
paddling.

Mike Norman

Coaches’ Tales

Can you remember how you got into canoeing? How
many years ago was it? Did you jump literally into the
deep end or tippie-toe into it? Was it to get the kids
paddling or just something do. Maybe there is a story to
tell; if there is, let Povl have some copy for the next
edition, be famous, get your picture in the Newsletter!

Two of our members have taken the trouble to tell us their
tale. They are two of our club Level 2 coaches, but not
just any coach. They are special, at one end of the age
spectrum we have Becca Nunn who at 16 years of age has
just qualified as a level 2 coach, one of the youngest
coaches in the country and a committed canoeist and
kayaker. On the other hand we have May Block, active in
the club, former Chair and now Secretary of the
Cambridgeshire Canoeing Association, Level 2 coach
qualifying in 1996, Level 2 Racing Coach and still active
in these fields on behalf of the club. Well done to both
Becca and May.

After some arm-twisting we managed to solicit their tale
in their own words so here we go, firstly with Becca.
Mike Norman

Becca’s Tale

My coaching tale is not a long one! But I have enjoyed it
none the less. I have been a member of the Girls’ Brigade
in Sawston for 11 years now and | remember going on an
activity weekend at Gratham water when [ was about 8
years old and somehow having developed a sudden
aversion to the water, terrified of getting on the water, in
my centre wetsuit and clutching my paddle, my mum
telling me to smile so she could take a picture and Brian
(leader at the Brigade) pushing me towards the water
saying (in Brian-like tones) “It’s alright girl, nothing to
worry about!” I don’t know what happened between there
and the end of the session but I was in a boat anyway!
Getting off the water, feeling shaky, I thought to myself:
“that was stupid, where did that phobia come from, more
to the point how can I get rid of it!” Then, being an 8-
year-old, I forgot all about it, until I was invited to another
canoeing session when I was about 11 years old. So, a
little cautious, but the fear mostly forgotten, I dragged the
heavy kayak into the water and hopped in. I stayed away
from the deep bits but soon I got into it: throwing sponges
at people was fun! Then the next year in the summer,
Brian decided he would teach a couple of us some 1*/ 2*
skills, but we never got time to finish the sessions so |
took it on myself to find myself a club! When I discovered
that Cambridge had a canoe club it all seemed to click into
place. So one day we went along to have a look, we met
Terry and signed up for a 2* course. I met lots of good
people and learnt lots of new things! However, 1 failed
because of that stupid fear again! So I took the course
again-this time determined to pass. When I realised I was
still being silly about getting wet, I spent the whole week
saying [ would do it. By the time it was course night again
I had convinced myself I could do it and did! Then from



there on I have had no fear of the water! In fact I'm
almost scared of not being in it now!

I took 3*, then went on to get my CST, canoeing awards,
first aid and coaching qualifications so that I could repay
Brigades and the Club for getting me into such a great
sport! I love kayaking, canoeing and anything/everything
in between and I’ve had so much fun over the few years
I’ve been kayaking, I just hope I can pass on some of my
enthusiasm!!!

Becca, 16

And now for May:

May’s Tale

I had not been canoeing for decades and indeed had no
burning ambition to go canoeing. But somehow I’'m where
[ am.

It all began during the summer of 1981 when Cambridge
Canoe Club had an open afternoon at half term. We
brought our two sons and a friend of Stephen’s down to
the Club. Our two boys had a wonderful afternoon and
begged to be signed up for a 1* course immediately whilst
Stephen’s friend had had a bad capsize and never wished
to see a canoe again! So the boys did the 1* course and
Bill and I were impressed with its concentration on safety.
Meanwhile Sue (our daughter) had been canoeing with the
Girl Guides. When we enquired further we learnt that she
knew all about capsizing in theory but had never done it.
So we decided that the following spring she should go on
a 1* course. She agreed to this on the condition that Bill
did it also. What I did not take on board until just before
the course started was that Bill was only going to go along
with this, if 1 did it too. I was horrified. 1 was not a
particularly good swimmer and preferred not to get my
face wet! But I did go and religiously inspected the
riverbanks week after week in a kayak, as I struggled to
go straight. Not a natural canoeist at all. But I persevered,
passed 1* and began to enjoy it. By that time all three
children were into competitions, slalom and marathon.
They had started with second-hand boats and then had
progressed to home-made fibre-glass boats, made with a
mould in our garage over an Easter holiday. There was
little time for me to canoe by the time I had sorted the
family out with boats, equipment and logistics. Much of
my early canoeing was in a double with Bill. This hardly
improved my steering problems and certainly did not help
marital relations, so we went our separate ways in single
boats. During the later 1980s I took part in most of the
Club activities, the New Year’s day paddles, the Club
trips to Symonds Yat, Aysgarth and the River Ure, the
Club’s informal slaloms and the winter Hare and Hounds
race, all in the same boat, my home-made fibre-glass
Snipe. Very early on in my canoeing life (1983 or 84) |
became heavily involved in running the Cam Marathon,
which suddenly the Club was asked to run on behalf of the
BCU Marathon Committee, and then continued to run the
sponsored XP Cam Marathons in 1985 and 1986. This
was at the time when the race results were produced on a
typewriter with six carbon copies. I was no typist, but
Roger Clifford’s mother Frances was superb and she

always produced accurate results very soon after the race
(by that [ mean within a week — none of this two minutes
after the last boat is off the water, which is what paddlers
expect now).

In the summer of 1986 a group of veterans (over 35 years
of age) decided to try to get into racing boats. There is
little one can do to help to a fellow paddler except in the
way of oral support as we shook and wobbled up the river
and down again, over the summer. Canoeing was now
fun, a social event and a real challenge. I see from the
record that I spent the summer of 1988 in a Rapier —
definitely going up the tippy stakes. I then moved into
racing doubles for the Hare and Hounds races, paddling
first with Bill, then Gil Graham and finally with Helen
Gray in the Puma. We always laughed about that as we
ended up with the Puma as all the men found it too
unstable to paddle!

I had not entirely forgotten the GP boat as I gained my
proficiency award in the summer of 1989. The Club was
now very short of coaches, especially women, so I took an
Instructor Training weekend in spring 1990. This was the
beginning of a period of upgrading my personal skills
resulting in my passing 2* and 3* later that year. Much of
that winter was spent in the pool desperately attempting to
learn to roll. I found it very difficult not to panic when
upside down and repeatedly exited my boat instead of
attempting a second roll. Stephen was fantastic. He was so
patient standing by me, week after week, pulling me up as
I failed to roll yet again! As I had embarked on the
coaching/skills side of things I was now torn whether to
paddle the GP boat or the racing boat as I turned out on
the river each week, but decided that if I needed a
coaching Certificate then racing boat fun had to be put
aside. I spent a happy summer in 1992 with Jamie Hulme
practising rescue skills in the river. There was nobody
about to help us with this, so I read the book during the
week and we spent wet hours putting the theory into
practice when the river was quiet. I gained canoe rescue at
the end of the year, but failed my L2 assessment. So, I
spent the winter in a racing boat and got a good winter
racing with my fastest time ever in the Hare and Hounds
with Dave Demery of 31.47 minutes. Next summer, it was
back to coaching, both in the pool, on the river (1* course)
and at St Ives with the Scouts. All to no avail as again |
failed L2 coach assessment. Really disheartened about
this as I felt that I was being penalised for having the
wrong image. So, next summer [ made an effort to paddle
in waters other than the River Cam. As Chair of CCC |
participated in the Heidelberg exchange on their visit to
Scotland, went with the Club to Symonds Yat, to
Leicester for coaching, and following advice, took another
Instructor training course, this time in Norfolk in 1995.
The following year I went to paddle with Mike James at
Glaxo Canoe Club. He tore all our support strokes to
shreds saying that we must not lie back but sit up! He then
departed to Devon without the promised further help. I
was now very low and torn between jacking it all in or
deciding not to be beaten by these blokes! I was quite
confident in rolling in the pool but found it hard to
transfer these skills to a fully laden coach-equipped canoe,
especially once I was wet and cold when the muscles



tended to freeze up. David Savage suggested that I come
and practise at Mepal with its lovely clean water. Bill was
most supportive. He came to Mepal and stood beside me
as I practised rolling and support strokes, pulling me up
when necessary. Eventually it all came together and I
could even have three attempts at a roll if needed, before I
baled out. Fortunately, this time I went for assessment the
water was still warm and I was able to perform well
before I got too wet and cold. So finally, six years later, in
1996 I qualified as a L2 Instructor. I had yet to retire from
working, but [ was not far off retirement. The trouble now
was twofold. My back had taken a hammering with all
those support strokes and rolling and needed a good rest
and I no longer enjoyed paddling a closed cockpit kayak.
It was such fun to paddle my racing boat that it was many
months before I went back into the GP kayak.

Perhaps the most challenging of all the courses that I ran
on the River Cam was one that the other coaches did not
wish to take. This was for the over 50’s and it was great
fun. Learning was slow but they were all very determined
and it was most rewarding when they all passed
successfully. There were three main attendees, one of
whom [ subsequently learned was a distinguished
Cambridge professor. When learning to do emergency
stops I prefer to use a whistle rather than call stop, as I do
not have a very loud voice. The professor was heard to
mutter ‘nobody has blown a whistle at me since Primary
School’.

The advantage of being a L2 coach is not just coaching,
but it also means that you are able to take paddlers touring

in this part of the world with Grade 1 and occasionally
Grade 2 waters. As the Chair and now the Secretary of
Cambridgeshire Canoeing Association this means that we
do not have to scrabble around as an organisation to find a
qualified coach to accompany our annual tours.

For many years | acted as Secretary to the English
Regional Development Team — East. It was not necessary
to be a member of the Coaching Service, but I am
convinced that being so gave me increased credibility. So
too on the Environment Agency Regional Fisheries,
Environment, Recreation and Conservation Committee
(historically a committee for anglers), where at my first
meeting I was greeted by an angler with ‘Oh no, not a
canoeist’. It is amazing the number of people who, on
learning that you are a canoeist, then go on to ask “can
you roll?”, so it is very good for self-esteem to be able to
say ‘yes’.

Since becoming a L2 coach I have not just taken the
compulsory updating courses such as Aquatic First Aid. I
am now a 3* open boater and also hold a L2 kayak
Competition Racing Coach qualification, and have been
involved in Junior Paddlepower courses.

I still paddle, though out of choice in a fibre-glass kayak
rather than a heavier polyethylene boat and am now newly
off the river on this bright sunny day with a chill wind.
Anybody coming to join me?

May Block, Ageless (Ed.’s words)

An inspiration to both young and old. No excuses now, get stuck in.
3



Grumpy old gits go doon the Spey

The Cast
Sam Browning, Boz Kempski, Ross Miller, Mike
Norman, Paul Pickles, David Savage

Prelude

The peace of an October Saturday evening in the
Invernesshire village of Kingussie was suddenly
shattered by the arrival of three cars, each bearing two
occupants and one open boat. This marked the start of
the Grumpy Old Men trip. First, an important ritual was
observed; it was the evening of the rugby World Cup
final. So we selected a hostelry on Kingussie High
Street and settled down to watch 80 minutes of intense
physical combat, punctuated only by rousing support
for the England team from the appreciative Scottish
audience.

The get-in

Day One
The alarm went at 7 am; amazingly, we were all outside

the bunkhouse at 7:30. Ten minutes later, we stood on
the bridge at Newtonmore looking at the chilly waters
of the Spey. Gear was rapidly unloaded, and then all
three cars set off on the 70-mile journey to the sea. This
meant a chilly four hours for the non-drivers. The
drivers enjoyed bacon rolls in Aviemore, followed by a
rapid tour of Speyside distilleries before reaching the
sea at Spey Bay.

—

Just paddling along

Two cars were left there. One car was driven back to
Fochabers, where a taxi was then successfully
summoned to transport the three drivers back to
expedition HQ at Newtonmore. One cup of tea later, it
was time to launch.

From Newtonmore the rivers twists gently down for 8
km to Kingussie. Here the character changes as the
Spey winds through the Insh marshes for another 8 km.
Then Loch Insh: 2 km of open water. We set off across
the loch in a slight chop, two things happened: slight
chop became 3-foot waves, fortunately directly stern
on; a Viking longship in the shape of Sam and Paul,
under sail, flew past. Then, to universal relief, we
crossed a sandbar at the far end of the loch and rejoined
the river. By now, it was getting dark; at the second
attempt, we found a small but functional campsite near
the mouth of the Feshie. Tents were rapidly put up,
stoves appeared and food was cooked.

It became rather cold so we rapidly scouted for wood
and lit a fire on the beach by the river edge.
Contentment became total when a bottle of Usquaebach
(see below) was produced. Much later on we crawled
into our tents.

_ .
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The old gits gét mzr.ry

Day two
Monday morning was initially cloudy and cold. This

speeded things up and by 9:30 am we were launching in
the little creek we had previously used to leave the
river. The Spey picked up speed with a few easy rapids.
After an hour or so we stopped for a rather chilly brew,
then onwards. Suddenly civilization, in the shape of
wooden chalets, became apparent as we neared the
metropolis of Aviemore. We hauled out on a beach, and
lay about as Boz and Sam set off for a quick shopping
trip. Sam returned with more fuel and Boz with a bottle
of Jura (which could also be construed as fuel). It is
worth noting that Boz was oblivious to the fact that he
was walking through Tescos wearing a black buoyancy
aid, dry trousers and other river paraphernalia; when he
arrived at the check-out clutching only a bottle of Jura
at 11 am in the morning the somewhat puzzled cashier
asked “Is that your only purchase, Sir?” We set off
again, more flowing water and little bubbly rapids.
Gradually the river widened and, surprisingly, the sun
came out. We took advantage of this to have a pleasant



lunch stop. Then back into the boats and onwards. By
now the river was wide and flat, so some repetitive
paddling was called for. After another hour or so we
reached our objective, Boat of Balliefurth campsite.
This is adjacent to the river and is canoe friendly (fires
encouraged). We put up the tents, gathered firewood,
started to cook, lit the fire then put the world to right
over a glass of Jura.

Day three
We knew this would be long so we were afloat by 9 am.

For the first hour the river was wide and flat. Then the
flow started to pick up. We rounded a bend and there
was Grantown rapid, long, bouncy and Class II. This
was negotiated and we stopped for a brew. On
resumption the river narrowed and the gradient started
to increase. After a few easy rapids we came to an
island. We all chose left as that was the bigger channel,
thus far that was fine. The two channels joined on an S-
bend which also had the large concrete pillars of Advie
bridge, and, crucially, underwater posts from an older
bridge. One boat rode through unscathed, the second
had a man overboard and the third boat flipped. Once
the carnage had been resolved we chilled out on the
bank and cooked lunch in the warm sunshine. Back in
the boats the river remained fast flowing and the rapids
interesting rather than scary. We knew that one of the
day’s test pieces, Blacksboat rapid, came one kilometre
after the confluence with the river Avon. So as we
rounded a bend, and heard an increasingly loud noise,
we remained very relaxed, as we had not seen the
Avon. Two things rapidly became apparent. First, we
had missed the Avon and this was indeed Blacksboat.
Second, like it or not, we were heading down it. The
rapid was fairly brief, but very bouncy; quite a few
waves came over the top. This necessitated a rapid trip
to the bank for an emptying session. Then the two
crews who had run the rapid had a long sit in the
sunshine as the third boat decided to portage.

Blacksboat rapid — the top

All together again, we resumed. More rapids followed,
we had a sense of anticipation, as we knew that
Knockando rapid lay somewhere ahead. Suddenly we
were on it, steering became important as several large
and jagged rocks lay in our path. Over the course of
400 metres we went from extreme left to eventually end
on extreme right. As we eddied out into the pool below

we realised we were underneath Knockando distillery.
We cracked on, as we were still at least 10 km from our
proposed campsite at Craigellachie. More rapids
followed, some requiring care. It gradually became
apparent that we would not reach Craigellachie before
dark. By now we were in a salmon fishing utopia with
wooden huts and manicured lawns decorating stretches
of riverbank. One such stretch occurred in the outlet of
a little gorge, importantly there was also a beach where
a fire could be lit. We beached the boats and hopped
ashore, this was home for the evening. Tents went up
quickly, food was cooked, and the fire was lit. A razor
sharp, icy wind blew down the river; we huddled closer
and closer to the fire. Eventually the wind prevailed,
driving us into our sleeping bags.

Study in concentration

Day four
We were all up as light broke at 7:30 am, to discover a

heavy frost covering everything. Just over an hour later,
we cast off into a river shrouded in dense mist. One
hundred yards later, we encountered a Class II rapid;
route finding became an art as rocks metamorphosed
out of the mist. We all came through and then entered a
mini canyon immediately christened “The Freezer”. We
emerged at the other end into watery sunshine and
paddled past Aberlour, then Craigellachie. The
temperature was gradually improving so we stopped for
a brew. Then onwards past Rothes. We encountered
another island, went right, and then had an anxious
moment as the left hand stream rejoined via a pour-over
at right angles to our current. Down we went through
interesting rapids, the temperature increased as did the
number of jumping salmon. Lunch was just outside
Fochabers, after what turned out to be the last
challenging rapid. Then we were back on the river,
which was still energetically moving seawards. We
realised we were close when we passed under the old
railway bridge at Garmouth. Seagulls suddenly replaced
herons. We rounded a bend, there was a shingle spit
with surf waves breaking over it. We pulled in and
jumped ashore in hazy sunshine. Smiles, back slapping
and photographs followed. We had arrived!

Sequel
At least half the grumpy old men had done nothing

more than single day paddle trips prior to attempting
the Spey descent. The prolonged absence of streets,
traffic noise, crowds, shops etc. was a very welcome
relief. For some of us, it quickly became apparent that



paddling a fully loaded 15ft open Canadian on moving
water was quite different from our previous experience
of paddling on the flat with minimal loading. As well
as being recreationally enjoyable, it was also a lasting
learning experience.

Made it to the sea!

Information

Cambridge to Newtonmore is approximately 500 miles
by road. We put in at Newtonmore, which is 114
kilometres by river from Spey Bay. It might be possible
to paddle from Spey Dam, 15 kilometres upstream,
however several major tributaries enter above
Newtonmore, thus water levels would need to be high.
We paddled the river in lowish flows; this probably
made both Knockando and Blacksboat rapids harder.
Salmon fishing runs from February to the end of
September. There is a detailed description of the river
on the SCA website:
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Usquaebach is a Gaelic word meaning “water of life”.

We tested several versions of this potion:

- Macallan 10 years old: thought by some to have
“complexity”

- Tesco finest 12 years old: felt by one to be as good
as the above, others suggested this has been placed
in a Tesco stockroom for 12 years, if sell-by date
expired then re-branded as 15 year old

- Isle of Jura 12 year old: fragrant with hints of
heather and peat

- Tesco Highland Malt: flavoursome with hints of
oak.

Newsletter

The newsletter relies on contributions from members
for its content. The committee members get a regular
nagging and usually come up with something but don’t
forget that you can have an input.

Have you been on any outings recently that others
might like to hear about? Is there anything that you
would like to know about? I can also include pictures —
just e-mail a jpeg image or send a photograph, and it
could appear in these pages.

A challenging trip on the River Alde
October 2003

I had organised a family visit to Suffolk to coincide
with one of the highest tides of the year so that we
would have the possibility of a car shuttle by a non-
paddler. For our first outing on the tidal River Alde, the
plan was to drive to Snape Maltings at the head of the
navigation. Launching near high water at 15:00 hours,
William and I would have an easy paddle in our open
canoe down to Aldeburgh sailing club. The trip would
be about 5 miles and I was expecting the current to be
running in our favour at up to 3 miles per hour. The rest
of the family would be able to go round by road and
pick us up in time for Sunday afternoon tea in
Aldeburgh. That was the plan.

We arrived at Snape Maltings, and I was dismayed to
see a very stiff breeze blowing from the east. We faced
a long paddle into a strong head wind. I foolishly
decided that paddling with the wind and against the tide
would be ok and so we drove round to Aldeburgh
Sailing Club, which sits on the narrow neck of land
leading to Orford Ness. At the coast however, the wind
was much stronger, and lifting the canoe off the car
roof was tricky. Ignoring all the warning signs, we set
off on the deceptively calm waters of the River Alde,
paddling upstream against the now fast ebbing tide. The
strong tail wind soon had us in its grip though, and we
raced through the water, making progress upstream. As
expected, the tide was running against us at 2 or 3 mph
and we tried to avoid the tidal races in the deep water
channel. We stayed near the banks for shelter and for
safety in the event of a capsize. The waves were well
over a foot high in the middle of the river where there
was the dreaded “wind over tide”. The waves were
threatening to swamp us if the canoe turned side on. At
times we were paddling flat out to make progress and
we steered towards areas of calmer water when
possible. At the widest point of the River Alde, where
Long Reach is nearly a mile across, we were more than
200 yards from the south bank. However, our paddles
were stirring the muddy bottom and we were in danger
of running aground. We steered further away from the
bank, unable to avoid the choppy tidal races. William
thought it was great fun and we continued paddling at
full power.

We entered a very wide bay with the shore several
hundred yards away in all directions and we could not
locate the main channel. The river was rapidly turning
into a big expanse of mud too soft to walk on. We had
not faced this particular challenge before. We could see
the water level was visibly dropping as we sat and tried
to work out what to do next. We were up the proverbial
ship creek without a map or compass. We tried to push
on, looking for a deeper channel until the canoe became
firmly stuck in the mud. There was nothing for it but to
pole the canoe backwards through the mud and retrace



our track back into water where the boat would at least
float.

We sat and looked around the bay and gradually it
dawned on me that there were tree branches or withies
stuck into the mud apparently at random. I remembered
from other estuaries that local boatmen sometimes mark
out channels in this way.

We set off to the south following a rough line of withies
but ran aground again. Was the channel to the left or to
the right of the withies? We found the channel could be
on either side or on neither side - that is, there was no
channel anywhere near the withy. We could see Tken
Church and followed a line of withies towards it.
However, this creek turned out to be a dead end and we
paddled back down the channel to a fork and followed
another line of withies towards a farm building. It was
becoming clear to me that the estuary was going to dry
out completely, well before low water and we would be
unable to walk out or paddle out until the tide started
rising again in a few hours time. I considered using my
mobile phone to report that we were going to be late
arriving at Snape, in fact very late, but I decided to keep

going.

Just to add to our difficulties, it was about 17:45 by
now and the autumn light was fading rapidly. The
withies were so far apart that we were sometimes
unable to see the next one and the channel ahead.
William was able to see much better than me in the
gloom and he guided us towards each marker. The
channel was very shallow in places but we came to the
end of the wide bay near lken Cliffs and found a narrow
creek flowing between reed beds where the way ahead
was clear. Finally, across the top of the reed beds, we
could see the roof of Snape Maltings. We paddled the
last bends as fast as possible and arrived at Snape
Maltings at about 18:20 just as darkness was falling.
There was a big sailing barge moored at the quay - had
it arrived by road?

We were very pleased to see Louise who had been
waiting for some time at Snape Maltings, but she had
been unable to phone us.

The trip had been a real challenge, requiring planning,
boat handling skills, careful navigation and some hard
paddling. Although my planning had turned out to be
totally inadequate and our navigation skills were poor
at times, we were pleased to finish with dry feet, and
we had not had to call out the rescue services.

What more can you ask from a canoeing trip?

Paul Pickles

Your committee, 2007-2008

To contact any of the committee members, find them
on the river, leave them a message on the bulletin board
or mailbox at the clubhouse, or send an e-mail to one of
the addresses below. Just add
“cambridgecanoeclub.org.uk” after the @.

Honorary President  Bill Block president@...
Chairman Mike Norman chairman@...
Secretary Robert Bramley  secretary@...
Treasurer Nicole Zahn treasurer@...
Membership Arthur Davis ~ membership@...
Quartermaster Nick Nunn quartermaster@...
Social Secretary Andrew Cleland social@...
Competition Richard Stagg  competition@...
Coaching Terry Elsey coaching@...
Touring Tim Mitchell touring@. ..
Members without portfolio:

(chair, clubhouse

extension committee) Mike Price mike@. ..

(junior representative) Gabriel Kempski gabe@....

Webmaster/

Newsletter Editor Povl Abrahamsen newsletter@...

Updates by e-mail

The CamCanoe e-mail list is used by Cambridge Canoe
Club to distribute updates to the club's diary of events
and ad-hoc messages relating to club events. This
includes paddling opportunities that come up at short
notice and last minute changes to normal club
arrangements.

If you have urgent information for club members, e-
mail any committee member who can post the
information for you. Make sure to include your email
address in the message if you want replies. Non-urgent
information can also be sent to the newsletter editor for
publication in the newsletter.

If you are not yet a member of CamCanoe, you can
subscribe at any time by sending a blank email to:
camcanoe-subscribe@yahoogroups.com

You can unsubscribe at any time by sending an e-mail
to:

camcanoe-unsubscribe@yahoogroups.com



