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Planning an Activity  
We do need people to start thinking ahead and planning new things for us all to do BUT in 

order to  make things happen effectively there are  a few  guidelines to follow....  

V Contact me at activitiesó@óaoac.co.uk  to check the activity is okay for AOAC 

insurance to cover and to let me know the proposed date so we don't end up with 

everything happening at th e same time.  

V Book the activity and send me notice confirming date, time, place, cost etc. If there is a 

deposit to be paid I will get the treasurer to sort it with you.  

V Do a risk assessment form, generic ones exist for most activities, to be returned to t he 

policy officer (Paul Thomas) ð if you need any help filling it in, just yell.  

V Fill in an income & expenditure form (on website). This needs to be returned to the 

treasurer ( Melissa Bates ) with any money immediately after the event : 

treasureró@óaoac.co.uk 

V Send me an advert for the event and I will ensure it goes into calendar  on the website 

and the weekly emailed newsletter . 

V At this point you need to put something on the notice board to advertise the event.  

If you need advice about an activity talk to o ne of the organisers - identified on the website , 

on the back of this magazine  or the club notice board.  

Looking forward to a fantastic year packed with loads of activities that are well attended and 

lead by loads of different people  ð after all , variety i s the spice of life and that is what the 

club is all about!  

Cheers!!               Clare Gundry 
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The Chairmanõs Bit 
When I first sketched out this piece it was a balmy October day.  Updating it post barn dance some 

three weeks later and we are embraced by North Easterly arctic windsébrrr.  Anyhow I hope you've 

all had an enjoyable òsummeró, if we can call it that.  Most activities were, as usual, well attended, 

including the Thank You BBQ laid on for event organisers at the end of August.  Amongst other thi ngs 

I participated in were a number of the evening road rides, at least one of which was completely dry! 

Thanks to Fraser Bridgeford and his team for organising these.   

Looking at the autumnal and winter and spring 2009 activities calendar, some weekends are looking a 

bit sparse, so there is plenty of opportunity to organise an activity.  How about a woodland ramble?  

What will you be organising?  

Earlier in the year I mentioned that we were exploring opportunities to offer dinghy sailing to the club.  

Paul Thomas and Gavin Spittlehouse recently met with the commodore of the Baltic Wharf Sailing Club 

(BWSC) here in Bristol.  BWSC is keen to develop an associate membership scheme with us, and we are 

exploring what this may involve, including purchasing a coup le of dinghies for Club use.  Likely advantages 

to associate membership of BWSC are that we may be able to participate in racing events, and develop 

links with the dinghy sailing school.  We hope to have finalised details in readiness for the new sailing 

season in the spring.  

As with all activities, we will need a dinghy sailing co -ordinator.  Those participating will also be 

expected to help out with basic maintenance and safety checks for time to time.  Please contact Paul 

Thomas is you are interested in the co -ordinator's role, or interesting in the dinghy sailing generally, 

so we can gauge the level of interest within the club.  

Also on the subject of sailing, a long term goal is help some experienced sailors to gain yacht master 

and eventually an instru ction qualification.  Once this has been achieved, we hope to offer competent 

crew and day skipper courses within the club, and it would put yachting on a similar footing to kayaking.   

Training subsidies are available for many qualifications.  The club ha s recently approved subsidies for 

sailing first aid courses, VHF radio courses, day skipper practical courses and a yacht master theory 

course.  Please see the training policy  and application form and on the club's website for details.  

As many of you will know, the club supports the Calvert Trust Exmoor, a charity which helps disabled 

people participate in outdoor activities at their residential centre in the middle of Exmoor.  La st year, 

amongst other fund raising events, we had our pearl anniversary ball.  To raise funds this autumn, we 

had a barn dance with a bring -and-share supper on 25 th  October at the Hope Hall in Hotwells.  All who 

attended had a great evening of fun, frolic s and dancing to raise about £530 for this good cause.  So a 

big thank you to all who supported this event, and to all who helped set up  and tidy away afterwards.  

With the numbers attending we had been expecting to raise over £600, so if you haven't paid yet, 

please get in touch and send you payment in as soon as possible, to Fiona Beaumont, Melissa Bates or 

me.  I can be contacted at chair@aoac.co.uk.  

Don't forget that membership was due to be renewed by 1 st  Octob er.  You need to renew before 

you can participate in any more Club activities.  

That's probably enough from me for now.  Do enjoy swishing your feet through the autumnal leaves .  

Richard 

http://www.aoac.co.uk/apply-for-a-training-course-grant.html
mailto:chair@aoac.co.uk


4 

Wimbleball Watersports Weekend Aug 2008 

Dinghy sailing in deepest darkest Somerset 

For me, one of the most memorable things about this 

excellent weekend was my first sight of Mike's 

caravan.  A veritable Tardis, containing everything 

you could possibly require for even a lengthy 

overland expedition, yet small enough to keep in your 

understair cupboard when not in use.  I shall be 

recommending that the Club buy several asap.  We 

actually got the entire group inside at one point, 

although Ali was looking a bit claustrophobic, and 

Mike seemed a bit anxious about his suspension. 

 

Not to be outdone, Charlie had one that folded up, a 

sort of origami shed on wheels!  It has been a 

revelation on the road to Damascus for me.  Only a 

few years ago, people commented on the extravagant 

proportions of my Vango Equinox tent (I could get in it 

without touching the sides!).  Nowadays it seems, 

anything goes.  It was pleasing to see that some still 

adhere to principles of minimal camping though, and 

had the damp patches to prove it. 

Anyway, as well as admiring caravans, eating 

monster steak & chips and drinking a few beers, we 

did get around to some sailing.  (I've got to say that 

the path to the pub must have been the muddiest I 

have ever seen!  And I really don't blame those who 

drove - the walk back along the road was much 

better even if twice the distance.)  Saturday saw most 

of us out in a variety of dinghies, ranging from Picos 

to a Laser Stratos keel boat with a symmetric 

spinnaker.  Maurice demonstrated his pulling 

technique, where he takes a girl out in a boat then 

'accidentally' capsizes it.   

 

Sean, apparently still a virgin, at least as far as 

sailing is concerned, impressed us all by getting the 

hang of it really quickly.  Although he spent as much 

time under the boat as in it, the smile never left his 

face.  Jo Byrd (the organiser) and an all ladies crew 

managed to sail around all afternoon in the Stratos 

without even getting their feet wet.  It all got a bit 

competitive later in the day when the racing started.  

Even the most mild mannered cruising sailor 

becomes Dick Dastardly round the cans.  I was most 

put out when after being cut up at the buoy, I 

managed to capsize spectacularly and enjoyed the 

unusual spectacle of watching the boat right itself 

and sail off on its own, all before my head emerged 

from the water.  

Saturday evening was barbecue night and some 

astonishing devices were unveiled, many still puffing 

out smoke well into the next afternoon.  Sunday was 

for the windsurfers, and those who didn't fancy it 

went for a stroll around the lake.   

Thanks to Jo for organising it all and to Ali, Allen, 

Alex, Paul, Rachel, Matt, Tracey, Nick, Richard, 

Simon, Charlie, Ingrid, Sean, Mike and Martin for 

making it such a laugh.  I really hope we can do this 

again next year. 

Written by Paul Thomas 

(Top tip from the weekend: To lose weight; run up a 

hill in a wetsuit) 
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Windsurfing at Wimbleball 

Windsurfers get some expert advice on how to stand and look cool on a board  

Windsurfing is all about posture. Shoulders out, legs 

apart, upright stance. Avoid the temptation to hunch 

up with your bottom stuck out. You'll fall in and you 

won't look cool. That was the sage advice our 

instructor had for Paul, Richard, Simon and I before 

our windsurfing class. I listened intently. My previous 

windsurfing experience had only taught me to go in 

one direction, away from the beach. This time, I 

wanted to learn to tack. Who is the patron saint of 

windsurfers? I didn't know but felt in need of some 

help, especially with the bit about looking cool.   

Joanna sailed off across the bay, foregoing the 

instruction. We started out on some starter boards 

with small sails. The wind was light, the sky 

threatened rain. One great thing about windsurfing is 

that you are going to get wet, so who cares if it rains 

anyway? The first stage involves pulling the sail up to 

a vertical position using a rope while keeping your 

balance. I focussed on my sail and the treacherous 

off-kilter fibreglass board separating me from the icy 

depths below. I knew the other guys were having the 

same experience because I kept hearing ñAargh 

(splash)!!ò. After an hour, we were happy with getting 

up on the boards but weren't going anywhere. The 

wind was too light. After lunch, we stepped up to 

bigger sails.  

Disappearing to different corners of the lake, we had 

apparently learned a bit. I had figured out how to use 

my body to steer closer or further from the wind. The 

others were at different stages of development. 

Simon was gearing up to try what looked like his first 

windsurf somersault with triple twist. It turns out that 

windsurfing isn't that hard after all. The club members 

walking around the lake had enjoyed a great aquatic 

show. Thank you to Joanna for organising the trip! 

Let's do it again.  

Written by Nick Walker 
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Sea Kayaking in Dorset Sept 2008 

Eight Club members went down to sunny Weymouth 

in late September to take part in the grandly named 

annual Weymouth Outdoors Educational Centre Sea-

kayaking Symposium (ósymposiumô sounds better than 

ócourseô). It was actually sunny and hot, a great 

weekend for getting onto and into the water.  The sun 

brought out the beauty of Portland Harbourôs castles 

and woods, and (better still) dried us out quickly.    

The Symposium ran for four days with a menu of 

workshops such as Navigation Afloat and Rescuing 

Yourself (and Others), valuable skills for an activity 

much more challenging than white-water paddling.  

The professionals who ran the course are excellent 

teachers and know the coast intimately, so it was a 

great opportunity to mix some stunning journeys with 

expert tuition. There were several half-day paddles 

along the Purbeck coast and some bimbles round 

Portland Harbour, and an overnight up the Fleet, 

camping out five miles up Chesil Beach.  Sadly I 

missed this one (I was in the pub); the experience of 

paddling on a still night through the phosphorescent 

waters of the Fleet was magical.  On the Sunday, 18 

of us enjoyed a sensational all-day paddle round 

Portland Bill, the islandôs southern tip.  Anyone who 

has been to the Bill has seen the Race, the 

treacherous swirl of water several feet high off the Bill 

that even big yachts avoid. But with an easterly wind 

and the right tide, and watched by hundreds of day-

trippers, we sped round the Bill in fine style.  We 

played in some scary rock caves, then pulled up on a 

rocky beach and treated ourselves to large quantities 

of ice cream.  On the way back, we had a fine time 

paddling through the órock gardensô (boulder screes) 

below the islandôs western cliffs and admiring the 

seaweed gardens in the still water. I had Total Body 

Pain for 24 hours but the sense of achievement 

lasted longer.  

 

Sea-kayaking has not been a regular Club activity for 

years but AOAC now has a critical mass of 

experienced and/or keen sea-kayakers, so we can 

plan more regular trips. Weymouth is close and 

convenient and the Centre has all its own equipment, 

so we are hoping to run a weekend there in late 

March for paddlers who havenôt been sea-kayaking 

before (though you need still-water experience up to 

1* level).  This will be tutored by professionals from 

the Centre and we will stay in the lighthouse at the 

Bird Observatory, which by chance has a pub close 

by. The September Symposium is a great way to 

meet other paddlers and to practice essential skills 

with experts; I expect to be back in 2009 for the 

overnight paddle I missed this year. If you would like 

to have a go at sea-kayaking next year, keep an eye 

on the website. 

Written by Dave Murdoch 
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New Forest Weekend June 2008 

 
Twenty of us headed down to Hollandôs Wood caravan 
and camping site in Brokenhurst, arriving between 3pm 
and midnight, where Philppinoôs (in house joke) helped 
various people put up their tents. This was a blessing 
for me as my tent turned out to be just big enough to 
sleep a baby! Some friends had borrowed my tent years 
ago and forgot to mention that they had lost one pole 
plus tent pegs!  There were no camping shops in the 
area so I enquired at the reception if I could adapt 
something to make a pole and buy the secondhand 
rusty pegs that were on offer. But as luck would have it 
the warden had a spare tent which he was happy to 
loan out for a fiver, which I have since bought. 

Friday evening ï The club drunk the pub dry, and ate all 
the beef and ale pies plus chips (such a healthy lot!) -
well we did need the energy for the bike ride the 
following day! 

Saturday about 5am ï I was awoken up by the crows 
squawking, so I got up and went off for brisk walk to the 
shower block (half dazed) tripped over a guy rope and 
landed smack on my face. Morning sandy grit is not the 
best cereal choice and Iôm so glad no one saw me. 

Saturday 09.30ish ï Lorna, Dave and I hopped into their 
van (an ex yellow AA van) and sneaked a few others 
into the back (shhh donôt ôtell the police!) to fetch our 
hire bikes. We cycled back to the campsite, picked up 
the rest and headed off to Beaulieu through pine forests 
past a lake and into a tea shop.  Then onto Bucklers 
Hard for a beer, a spot of sunbathing and watch the 
boats go by. Claire, Sue, Charlie and I formed a splinter 
group and cycled past lovely cottages and onto the 
moors with a head wind. Charles was an excellent guide 
and in total we rode 20 miles.  

The others completed 33 miles during which Mark got 3 
punctures and Luciaôs bike dismantled itself onto the 

road (the sprocket broke), so she caught the train back 
to Brockenhurst. 

The BBQ ï some people purchased food at the local 
butchers and the remainder of us put an order in with 
Dave (an agent for Tescoôs delivery). There was a feast 
fit for a king! Salmon steaks, venison sausages, 
marinated chicken breasts etc etc. Oh and of course not 
forgetting hot chocolate bananas!  

 

Sunday ï everyone else was woken up by the natural 
sunlight or their alarm clocks. But not Lucia, an 
unnamed joker had planted leftover food outside her 
tent for the New Forest poniesé  

Beachern Wood was where we met our forest rangers 
for the guided 10 mile walk. The route included various 
flora and fauna such as swamps, heathland, brooks and 
a jungle of ferns which must have been at least 4ft tall. 
There were ponies, deer and butterflies also seen along 
the way. 

It was lovely meeting old and new members and I want 
to thank Dave and Lorna for organising this trip.  We all 
had a good laugh and were well looked after. 

Written by Nicky Carey 
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Exile in Elba: Log of the Spanky 

Highlights of the Clubôs annual overseas (geddit?) sailing trip, this year to Italy 

An oddly named fleet of boats set sail from Punta Ala 

for Isola d'Elba on the 21st of September.  Semolina, 

Gigolo, Swinger, Spanky and Nepotism took 

advantage of a brisk north easterly to sail the 22 

nautical miles to Porto Ferraio, a gorgeous natural 

harbour with typical earthy coloured houses fringing 

the old stone harbour wall.  We arrived just before 

sunset, the early birds assisting the harbour master 

and the other crews with the first 'stern to' mooring of 

the trip.  A wide variety of restaurants and bars 

helped to refresh and refuel us before we settled 

down to sleep that night. 

The city was founded in 1548 by Cosimo di Medici, 

after whom the main street is named, and remained 

as part of the Duchy of Tuscany until handed over to 

Napoleon on the occasion of his first exile there.  It 

became part of the Kingdom of Italy in 1860. 

The next few days saw us circumnavigating the 

island, harbour to harbour and bay to bay.  We saw 

dolphins and practised stern to mooring with a  

vengeance.  In Marciana Marina we ended up 

secured to the corner of a pontoon, and with quite a 

strong swell entering the tiny harbour the boat started 

to bang against the huge tractor tyre acting as a 

fender.  Each bang was followed by a snatch on the 

mooring lines, and the whole crew, unable to sleep, 

were soon on deck adjusting things in our pajamas.  

At that point I was so glad I had acquired these most 

essential items.  How have I managed bunkhouses 

for all these years without them? 

Each boat soon developed a particular character 

linked to her crew's idiosyncrasies and the boat's 

name.  One vessel, to remain nameless, but 

commanded by Captain 'Pugwash' Taylor, took on 

the appearance of a laundry ship, with various items 

of underwear and bizarre ensigns fluttering in the 

rigging.  Although health & safety must have taken a 

high priority as they kept their fenders out all the 

time.  Others were run with almost naval discipline, 

although it is strongly suspected that the entire crew 

of the flagship fell asleep on watch during one 

passage! 

 

  


