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Fancy being on the AOAC Committee?  
A number of positions will become vacant at the end of this year (March 2010) so if youôre 
interested start thinking about which role you might like to do and contact the current post 

holder for more details. Without a new Committee the AOAC cannot continue!! 

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 the same time .  

V Book the activity and send me notice confirming date, time, pla ce, 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 the 

policy officer ( Nick Walker ) ð if you need any help filling it in, just ye ll.  

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

treasurer ( Richard Simms) 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 one of the organisers ð identified on the website , 

on the back of this magazin e 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 is the spice of life and that is what the 

Club is all about!  

Cheers!!               Carrie Stone 
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The Chairmanõs Bit 
Welcome to this autumn edition of the AOAC Magazine.   

I would like to welcome Alex Gibbons to the committee as Development Officer.  So if you have ideas 

on how the Club can be improved, then please contact Alex at development@aoac.co.uk.  To help 

introduce a new generation to the Club, Alex is planning to advertise the Club within some of the large 

local employers who have graduate recruitment programmes, such as Airbus a nd Orange.  If you work 

for an organisation with lots of under 30s, and can post a poster on your intranet or notice board, then 

Alex will be very pleased to hear from you.  

One important role of the Development Officer is to identify training needs within the Club, so we can 

continue the ethos of members leading and teaching other members.  Over the last few years the Club 

has lost several of its qualified mountain leaders, who have moved away from the area, so I am please d 

to report that the Club has approved a subsidy request for mountain walking leadership training.   

Kayaking has been enjoying an upswing in participation over the past 12 months, with previously novice 

paddlers rapidly gaining competence and confidence.  This has meant that the BCU level 3 award which 

the Club could tutor and assess was no longer sufficient, so the last committee meeting has agreed to 

subsidise level 4 white water kayaking training and assessments.  To meet demand, we have also 

approved the purchase of some new kayaks, and  associated kit, including small waist spray decks.  

Leaves are tumbling, the clocks have fallen back, and stepping from October into November has 

signalled a noticeable change in the weather from mild sunny autumnal days, to considerably cooler, 

grey, stor my days.  My barometer had been showing a pressure of between 1015 -1030Mb for October, 

but the past few days  has seen it hover at about 994Mb, a level I havenõt seen it at since last winter. 

That said it shouldnõt be an invitation to forget about the outdoors, and snuggle up under a duvet.  

There are ongoing opportunities to get out there and enjoy swishing your feet through the mounds of 

fallen leaves, e.g., walking along the Ridgeway, paddling, or going on multi -activity weekends in the 

Brecon Beacons or mid-Wales.   However, the number of days activities in the calendar for the next 

few months are looking a bit sparse, so consider introducing Club members to you favourite autumnal 

walk, or mountain bike ride.  

Until the next edition, get out there and en joy the outdoors.  

Richard 

AOAC CHRISTMAS PARTY 

SAT 19th DECEMBER 
 

FANCY DRESS THEME - SIT COMS 
 

Get your thinking caps on for Fancy Dress at the Christmas Party 

 

Halo, 141 Gloucester Road 

 
8.30pm till 1am 

 

Buffet and Disco 

 
Tickets £10 available from Carrie Stone and Clare Gundry 

mailto:development@aoac.co.uk
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A Right Gurt Giggle in the Gower! 

Tales from a very wet and windy Welsh adventure 

Now, one would have thought that a weekend of 
camping on the Gower in the height of summer 
would have been idyllic ð all that sun, sea, suppi ng, 
& sizzling sausages on the BBQ ð splendid idea!  
However, to be truthful, Liz (ex Wiltshire bird*!) 
& I had an extremely òlow momentó as we emerged 
from Sainsburyõs in Swansea ð rain, coming down 
like stair rods!  Somehow our BBQ ingredients 
suddenly became tres unattractive!  But we are 
the AOAC donõt you know & we battled our way 
through to the Gower to be met by a flurry of 
activity as other clubbies fought to get their 
tents up!  Things then took a turn for the better 
when the wine came out!  

After b eing told to òSHHHHHHHHó by the 
campsite manager on a number of occasions 
fol lowed by moi becoming the òshush meisteró a 
few of us congregated on the beach (in the rain !) 
to carry on the merriment into the small hours!  

Cycle rides & coastal walks were the order of the 
day on Saturday, apart from a small òbreakawayó 
group who decided that beach Olympics would be a 
splendid way to spend the day.  Steve & Simon, 
vying for the gold medals , organised the activities.  
First up was òSling the Seaweedó, highly technical 
& you had to get the right technique within the 
òzoneó & weõre sure itõs an event the IOC will 
consider for the 2016 games!  After 2 rounds & a 
stewardõs enquiry, Simon (I think) or was it one of 
the girls, won, much to Steve Downõs dismay! 

 

Next up  was the òSand Dune Shuttleó an event 
which involved us running like headless chickens 
through a chicane & up a sand dune then back 
down to the next person!  A highly competitive 
event in which I ended up going A **e  over T *t  
down the sand dune then resembl ed a piece of 
sandpaper ð not a good look!  

 

The final event was òPass the Pinotó in which we all 
excelled!  A n extremely cheeky bottle emerged 
from Simonõs rucksack, splendid show old boy, 
which was graciously received by all contestants!  
Steve rounded o ff the proceedings by trying out 
the pole vault, it snapped & he ended up in a rock 
pool ð nice one! 
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The rest of the day was spent in varying degrees 
of sogginess either in the pub or tents & finally a 
few hardy souls went onto the beach to catch 
some surf!  Emma & I had second thoughts on the 
surf lark & spent a most enjoyable hour  practising 
Salsa in a chip shop foyer on the beach while 
waiting for the surfers return ð such class! 

Sozzled & soggy, we then woke to glorious 
sunshine on the Sunday morning & all sat around 
watching our tents & cars steam dry from the 
previous night õs deluge!  Then it was off to 
Rhossilli Beach for boogie boarding , bronzing  and 
kite flying !  Big Stu provided a splendid display of 
sand sculptures, paying particular attention t o 
detail on his mermaid ð very pert they were  too !!  
After the  beach BBQ we rounded the weekend 
off with a game of cricket ð Posh Andrew adding 
to the afternoonõs entertainment by running onto 
the pitch & streaking ð òI say, thatõs not cricketó, 
but actual ly, it was!!  All very funny!  

 

Thanks to Ali for organising a fantastic weekend 
in a stunning part of the UK.  Great set of people  
as always & I had a fab time ð rain? What rain !   I t 
certa inly didnõt dampen our spirits & mineõs a 
Bombay Sapphire ð cheer s! 

* You can take the bird out of Wiltshire but you 
canõt take Wiltshire out of the bird ð hurrah!!  

Words by Ali Hobbs  
Photos by Liz Catchpole and Ian Harding  

Boscastle Weekend Sept 2009 

Two accounts of a sunny weekend by the sea in Cornwall 

The Newbieôs tale 

When I first joined the club at the end of last year, I 

was told to ñdo a tripò as soon as possible.  I kept 

putting it off until finally I took the plunge and booked 

onto the Boscastle trip at the end of September.  I 

knew some of the people going from kayaking (and 

theyôre all really friendly) so I hoped the others would 

be too.  I wasnôt disappointed. 

The main activity day was Saturday and a few 

hardcore walkers were arranging a 15 mile hike 

round the coastline from Widemouth back to 

Boscastle.  I heard a few horror stories in the pub the 

night before such as ñDonôt do it, itôs a killer walkò, 

ñYouôll never be the same againò but I decided to do it 

anyway.  We managed to set off early (even without 

any tea from Keith) and started our adventure full of 

beans, striding out and chatting. What was all the 

fuss about I was thinking.  A few ñups and downsò 

later, all became clear.  The views were spectacular, 

the sun was shining, the sea was glistening but the 

hills were so frequent they soon became small 

mountains ï well to me anyway. However, sensibly, 

we took a lot of short breaks and kept going at a fairly 

steady pace.  The good thing about hiking is that you 

can chat for hours and we did!  The main topics of 

conversation were: running marathons (boring for 

everyone else except myself and Aj), the pros and 

cons of men, eating Cornish pasties during a hike 

and basically how amazing we were!  Our lunch stop 

was in Crackington Haven. I was really looking 

forward to a nice cup of tea and to try the infamous 

Cornish pasty.  However, Aj had different ideas and 

insisted I shouldnôt have a pasty for lunch as it would 

hinder my ascent out of Crackington Haven.  As the 

newbie, I thought I should listen to the more 

experienced AOACôers so did as I was told. Instead, I 

ordered an unsatisfying saffron cake thing and had to 

watch feeling rather miffed while Keith started to tuck 

into a huge pasty. Note to Newbies: donôt listen to Ajit.  

 

We continued and along the way decided that we 

were invincible and made a pact to tell everyone 

back at the hostel how easy it was.  After we arrived 

back, we legged it slowly up the rock to see the 
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sunset and unfortunately after one sip of wine, I 

interrupted Ajitôs tales of inhumane strength and 

stamina to announce to everyone that we had made 

a pact to say how easy it was.  Note to Newbies: 

donôt break pacts after one sip of wine!  Back at the 

hostel we ate a delicious chilli made by Ali and Allen 

for a bargain price and drank lots of wine.  A few of 

us played Taboo and some were better than others, 

ahem.  I mean, a few descriptions were a little 

suspect: ñSome people eat themò (youôd naturally 

think it was food but no, the answer was worms. Nice 

one Ajit).  Samôs attempts werenôt much better 

either!!  Note to Newbies; donôt go on the same team 

as Ajit or Sam. 

I had a fantastic time and enjoyed everyoneôs 

company.  If youôre reading this and wondering 

whether to go on a trip, I fully recommend it. Youôre 

made to feel very welcome, youôre included in 

everything and as long as you can have a laugh 

youôll have a great timeé. Just make sure you donôt 

listen to Ajitôs dietary advice. 

 

Words and photos by Sally German 

Samôs story 

The sun was shining... sandwiches were packed...  

so in true AOAC style a group of us set off along the 

coast toward Tintagel (ósea to the rightô!).  

It really was a glorious day ï blue skies and clear 

views out toward the sea, the coastline is truly 

dramatic and unspoilt with views all the way down to 

Bude. We perched on the rocks at aptly named 

óRocky Valleyô for lunch ï whilst Big Stu aka óDavid 

Baileyô took some choice shots of crashing waves in 

front of us. 

We ï or at least I ï appeared to ómissô the acclaimed 

óLadies Windowô (a hole in a rock to those who donôt 

know) obviously too much chatting from the girlie 

section of the group! 

Soon enough the image of King Arthurôs Castle 

loomed and the obligatory tea shop stop was taken at 

Castle beach café...  where upon memories of a 

flying parasol remain. We were lucky to escape with 

our lives!  Unfortunately a neighbouring customer  

 

was not so lucky ï but thankfully no significant 

damage resulted ï to the lady or the parasol! 

Refreshed we branched off ï a few us meandered 

down to Castle beach... where upon we came across 

what we thought were a visiting óbowlingô team 

hidden behind the rocks. Well with what looked like 

their bowling bags, bowling uniform and huddling 

together on the sand ótalking tacticsô how were we to 

know they were a spiritualist group or óearths 

cleanersô as they remarked ¾ thanks to Susie.J we 

were corrected on judgements and assumptions..! 

A peer into óMerlinôs caveô as the tide was low and a 

few more choice photies before we legged it back up 

the hill to Tintagel to catch the next bus back to 

Boscastle ï as a cool swim in the sea was 

beckoning. 

So with the sun still shining and changed into more 

appropriate attire, myself, Lucia, Damian, Liz.O, Big 

Stu and Elise headed along the path to the harbour 

mouth. Oh how much we were looking forward to 

diving into the clear, cool water! The memory of 

walking alongside a huge pipe and slight óeggô smell 

as we trundled along to the sea paled into 

insignificance when the water looked so very clear 

and inviting. Oh how we all laughed and encouraged 

Lucia to perfect her diving off a rock into the water ï 

although still conscious ourselves of the previously 

mentioned ópipeô and óeggô, we kept our heads above 

water! Poor Lucia... big mistake... huge mistake!! 

Whether it was the sea water, something you ate or 

indeed beer from the night before you did suffer a 

little!  I do wonder however if it was somewhat 

psychosomatic given we found out from the hostel 

warden, that indeed that was a sewage pipe leading 

down to the harbour mouth..!! Still, the blow hole was 

mightily impressive..! 

Words by Sam Gaudion 
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Mountain Biking in the Quantocks 

Our little group met at the car park in Holford early on 

a beautifully warm and sunny Sunday morning in late 

September.  After all the normal fettling and faffing 

we finally set off up the first climb of the day, 

gradually stretching out the riders as the climb got 

steeper. It has to be said that the Quantocks are 

particularly hilly and not for the faint-hearted but our 

cheery group continued to the top to be greeted by 

the open vista of the Bristol Channel with a clear view 

to the hills and valleys of Wales.  

 

Riding across the open moorland we came to the top 

of Smithôs Combe and then set off at respectable 

intervals to career downhill, criss-crossing the stream 

to various whoops of delight and the screech of brakes.  

Regrouping at the bottom, we were treated to sight of 

Duncanôs buckled front wheel, the result of slamming 

slightly too hard into the bank of the stream. Try as 

he might he just couldnôt get it back to its normal 

shape so unfortunately headed back to the car. The 

rest of us carried on, skirting the edge of the 

moorland before ascending through the forestry trails 

in West Quantoxhead back towards Beacon Hill. 

A well timed lunch break saw us basking in the sun 

and looking back towards Minehead and Exmoor in 

the distance. Before long we were heading towards 

Bicknoller Post and then off downhill again into 

Weacombe. No accidents or mechanicals this time 

but another strenuous climb tested the resolve and 

sense of humour of some of our party. From this 

 

 

point it was agreed that we should head back across 

the moor towards the ominously named Dead 

Womanôs Ditch before smiles were restored on the 

final single-track descent down Holford Combe and a 

thoroughly deserved cream tea at the picturesque 

Combe House hotel.    

Thanks to Steve for his stalwart map reading; also to 

the brave new member Tim for keeping a cheery 

outlook despite getting out of his comfort zone at 

times and to Karin and Katy for upholding the fact 

that mountain biking is not just for the boys. 

 

  Words by Ian Harding 

Photos by Steve Woodward and Ian Harding 



8 

Kayak One Star Course 

A kayaking novice learns some paddling moves with the AOAC  

Before I started on the 1 star kayaking course at 

Saltford I never knew it was possible to be a ballerina 

on the water, but after weeks and weeks of 

pirouetting on the Avon I now know that it is!  

I should say that pirouetting, i.e. spinning round and 

round, was not part of mine or anyone elseôs plan but 

just the kayaksô way of telling us that they were in 

charge and we were going to have to try a little bit 

harder! 

Miraculously though the ten of us learnt how to paddle 

forwards and backwards and various numbers of bow 

strokes and stern strokes and earned ourselves the 

award at the end of it ï our ticket to being able to 

paddle down the weir and more.  

The instructors Mark, Andy, Dave, Lucia and Sarah 

were brilliant and very patient with us and very wisely 

started off by teaching us the basics on dry land. We 

were all sat in our kayaks on the bank of the Saltford 

car park, and occasionally Andy or Dave would hop 

on the kayak that was tentatively balanced on the 

picnic table to give us more of an idea of the strokes, 

if they were lucky Mark would even turn the kayak for 

them (whilst it was perched on the table) so we had 

an idea of which way the kayak would move with 

each stroke ï if only it was that easy on the water!  

Then comes one of the most difficult parts ñkeeping 

your weight lowò whilst sliding into a wobbly kayak 

resting on the water and then away!  

The instructors made the course really good fun with 

a series of races with the A-team versus the X-team, 

not taking the whole thing too seriously was definitely 

the way to go. Other little games like walking across 

a row of kayaks ensured we had a lot of fun and got 

very wet! Ironically, the taller men seemed to come 

off the best after this exercise! Most of the men 

successfully walked around the row of kayaks 

gripping onto our buoyancy aids and helmets only to 

land back in their boats dry as a bone! Others, like 

Nic, were not as fortunate and learnt the important 

exercise of climbing back into their kayak from the 

water! Those with the smaller boats (like myself) also 

ended up half submerged in water when a 6ô2ò man 

walked on the back of their boats!  

 

The most nerve-racking bit of the whole course was 

learning to capsize and, believe me, all the drills on 

dry land go out of the window when youôre actually 

upside down. But the instructors prepared us really 

well and were watching our every move when we went 

over and so we all felt safe. Well done, especially to all 

the ladies in our group, who did it week after week and 

felt a lot more confident by the end.   
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For the test we had to paddle up and down the Avon 

for a couple of hours and show that we would be safe 

on the water in the future by displaying various 

strokes and answering questions about 

circumstances that we could find ourselves in, then 

came the dreaded capsize and a swim to the bank. 

What surprised me about the test was how casual it 

was and that helped because I felt much more 

relaxed on the water. At the end of the course all of 

the instructors performed Eskimo rolls to show that 

they werenôt just pretty faces!  

 

All in all it was such good fun and I feel so much 

happier on the water now than when I took my first 

tentative strokes on the River Avon. And I know that 

it is down to all the instructors instilling us with so 

much confidence, so thanks guys for all your help 

and well done everyone who passed this summer 

and have taken their first steps to becoming kayaking 

extraordinaires!  

Words by Laura Harrison, photos by Lucia Mundiñano 
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Force 9 in the Firth of Clyde // There are warnings of 

gales in é Maliné 

Tales from the Scotland Sailing Trip September 2009 

Saturday ï Provisions  

Having spent what seemed like half the day in Tesco, 

Port Glasgow, procuring provisions, Fiona Hiscoke 

and I were the last to arrive at Largs Yacht Haven on 

4 September.  Some while later, all 4 trolleys of 

provisions were bumped down the footbridge, on to 

the pontoon where Hullaballoo was berthed.  After a 

frenzy of activity by the crew, eventually all had been 

stowed in practically every conceivable place inside 

on board: cupboards, under sinks, bunks, the chart 

table, water tanks, beside the batteries under the 

seats in the cabin etc.  

There was one exception to this ï the carrot cake 

that Paul Thomas had carefully nursed and protected 

during the long drive up from Bristol in Andy King's 

overfull Rover.  Looking somewhat battered, it was 

callously jettisoned, being mistaken for cake left on 

board by the previous charterers. 

Under heavy grey skies and with cries of something 

about "égale force 7é" from the other two boats, 

Storm Wind and Jim Bob (whose crews had stayed 

to go to the Largs Viking Festival), we slipped our 

mooring and headed out of the marina, past 

Cumbrae, and up the murky grey waters of the Firth 

of Clyde towards Greenock. 

Soon we were cruising along at an exhilarating 8 

knots with 3 reefs in (which means that only 30% of 

the sail was up).  The Scottish clag descended upon 

us, and our destination, Holy Loch, looked anything 

but holy, upon arrival there at dusk a couple of hours 

later.  

There is not much in Holy Loch: a chandlery, a hotel 

(which Andy and Paul rated 1/10 on the sail ale 

scale), and a pub which was full (the only one that 

would be all week), with plenty of men in kilts and a 

6/10 on the sail ale scale.  

 

Sunday ï Pants  

 

Sunday morning was glorious, providing splendid 

views up the steep heathery and bracken covered 

loch side to the mountains at its head.  It was, 

however, pants day.  Overnight a pair of blank pants 

had appeared on the cabin steps.  Thoughts turned 

to which member of the male crew had discarded 

them overnight.  All became apparent over breakfast 

when Paul revealed in disgust that he had found the 

pleasant present in his bunk, kindly left by the 

previous charterers. 

The bright skies soon gave way to more Scottish 

clag, but it became drier when approaching our 

destination that evening, Rothesay on Bute.  A traffic 

light system is in operation at the harbour entrance.  

If the lights go red, you have to rapidly retrace your 

wake away from the harbour to avoid being mown 

down by the Caledonian MacBrayne ferry to Largs.   

Once safely past the ferry, you are in the outer 

harbour, where the pontoons are designed for much 

smaller yachts than 41ô long Hullaballoo, so we 

gently shuttled forward and aft, waiting for the 

footbridge (which blocked the entrance to the inter 

harbour) to be lifted.  This happened some 15-20 

minutes later, allowing us to navigate through two 

submerged concrete supports, into the inner harbour, 

and to comparative shelter from the approaching 

force 8 / 9 storm.  

As soon as we had docked, Andy, Paul, Maurice 

Houkes, Helen Tanner went ashore to find a battery 

shop ï the 9v battery in the boatôs smoke alarm was 

dying, causing it to bleep regularly through the night.  

An hour or so later, once dinner was ready, they 

returned from the óbattery shopô, with no 9v battery, 

and tales of how Helen had upset the shopkeeper by 

contaminating the battery with lemonade.   
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After dinner, the crew braved the torrential rain and 

gales force winds for a dash from the yacht, up the 

bridge off the pontoon, through large puddles to the 

óbattery shopô... only to find that it had closed.  

Humph.  It was 9pm.  By default it scored nil on the 

sail ale scale.  Being confronted with the option of a 

longer dash to the next óbattery shopô, or retracing 

our steps, the hardy weather beaten sailors retreated 

back to the shelter of Hullaballoo. 

Those Monday blues  

The overnight gales and torrential gave way to 

another bright blustery morning.  Time to inspect the 

Victorian facilities on the harbourside.  The facilities 

are a local working tourist attraction and award 

winning museum, with a Twyfords curator in 

attendance.  The gents are most impressive, with at 

least 24 white streaked black marble urinals standing 

about 5 feet high; clear cisterns (which at one time 

were fish tanks); a good range of conservatory 

plants; original patterned Victoria green or black 

tiling, and light streaming through the glass part of 

the roof.   

Once the footbridge had been opened to let us out of 

the inner harbour, we were soon tacking our way up 

the beautiful Kyles of Bute, passing seemingly 

isolated whitewashed cottages.  Vivid colours from 

the gorse and heather amongst the mainly green 

bracken leapt off the land into the loch.  At the 

northern end of the Kyles, we anchored for lunch and 

seal watching.   

 

 

That evening the VHF radio crackled into life for the 

shipping forecast with its usual soothing and 

melodious tone and a gentle Scottish accent.  "There 

are warnings of gales in Viking, North Utsire, South 

Utsire,é Shannon, Rockall, Malin, Hebrideséò.  

Hmm more gales.  The Malin area forecast for the 

next 24 hours could have been better.  Gale force 9 

rising to storm force 10.  The in-shores forecast for 

the Firth of Clyde that followed didn't offer much 

comfort eitheré 

We were beginning to question whether we were 

wise to come to Scotland for sailing, let alone in the 

autumn, but thanked our blessings that we were 

safely moored up in Tarbert on a pontoon and 

sheltered from the south-westerly/westerly storms.  

Meanwhile Jim Bob and Storm Wind were to ride out 

the storm on mooring buoys in Lamlash and Loch 

Ranza on Arran.  We heard later in the week that the 

crew of Jim Bob had been confined to the boat for 24 

hours, as there had been a 3 feet swell in Lamlash 

harbour and it had been too dangerous to take the 

dingy ashore.  

Wednesday ï Goat Fell  

Having sat out the storms by walking in the hills 

around Tarbert on Tuesday, we slipped moorings 

before sunrise and were rewarded by a glowing pale 

golden light all around, bouncing off the gentle ripples 

on Loch Fyne and with sightings of porpoises.   

 




























