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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 happeni ng at the 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 retur ned to the 

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 ( 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 t alk to one 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 is the spice of life and that is what the 

Club is all about!  

Cheers!!               Clare Gundry 
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The Chairmanõs Bit 
Another year has arrived , Christmas and New Year are but a dim memory, and the evenings are getting 

lighter.  Before you know it the  clocks will have changed and it will be time to enjoy evening paddles, 

walks, cycle rides, mountain biking etc é but we do need people to co-ordinate these and organise 

them, so please step forward.  Let õs try and fill the calendar.  

Thank you to all those  who have been organising activities over the winter months, whether it be a day 

walk or a ski trip and everything in between.  It õs really good to keep activities going and not succumb 

to the winter blues.  Your efforts really are appreciated by all the c ommittee, and no doubt by the 

members who participate too.    

It would be nice if more members could remember to thank event organisers for their efforts - after 

all, how would you feel if you had organised a walk say, but didn't receive any appreciation o r worse 

still you received criticism about it?  Please think before making any criticism.  There have been a few 

instances of negative criticism over the past 12 months.  These have had a destructive effect, 

resulting in a number of much needed organisers across different activities withdrawing from 

organising events.  Remember that we are all volunteers who have busy lives.  Ask yourself - could I 

have done any better?  If so prove it by organising the next event.  If you have a complaint about an 

activity  organiser, please bring the issue to the attention of the Club committee, in a factually based 

objective manner.  

As you know, I like to pass a comment on the weather. 12 months or so ago, Dad told me about a 

weather trend - about every 22 years there ten ds to be a winter which is colder and more severe than 

average, and the last one was either the winter of 85/86 or 86/87é I hope those of you who attended 

the ski trip enjoyed your superb snow conditions, while those of us back here had our own challenges 

getting into work as parts of the country ground to a halt in the recent snows.  But wasn't it fun - 

while walking in the Polden Hills (to the south of Glastonbury) at the weekend after the snows came, 

survival bags surfaced from the depths of rucksacks to  become impromptu toboggans.  Having omitted 

to don waterproofs in advance I may have got soaked, but boy it was worth it.  J 

Our AGM is to be held on Monday 16 th  March in the  South Bank Studios from 8pm.  I hope that you 

will come along to hear the annual  reports and to vote in the new committee .  Elsewhere in this edition 

of the Magazine are details of the various committee positions and brief job descriptions.   If you wish 

to stand for election, you need to find two people who are willing to propose and second your 

nomination, and all three of you must indicate this on the sheet on the Club notice board.  

In addition to supporting your Club another good reason to come along to the AGM is to see whether 

you can spot yourself in a slide show of photos from activities over the past 12 months.  If you have 

any photos you wish to include, please send the high resolution versions to Clare Gundry  at 

clare@almostmature.com .  If you have lots of photos, can you pop them on a disc or a memory stick to 

avoid congesti ng the broadband connections.  Thanks.  

I have a couple of pleas to make on behalf of the Editor - can members please send photos to Liz on a 

continuing basis to compliment magazine articles and to update our web pages.  Also can each member 

who organises an activity please ask a participant or group of participants to do a write up on it for the 

magazine (e.g. in the pub afterwards or on the Saturday night).  We don't mind whether it is a couple 

of paragraphs or a couple of pages.   

Looking forward, we woul d like a working party to volunteer to organise a large Club fundraising event 

in the autumn.  The committee would love hear from anybody who has any ideas e.g. as a black tie ball, 

or another barn dance.   

Anyway, enough from me, hope you enjoy the spring . 

Richard 
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Ski/Snowboard Trip to Alpe dôHuez 

As Iôm writing this in Oscars season I thought it would 

be apt to mention our very own recent awards that 

took place on the annual AOAC Ski Trip.  Although 

with the amount of skiers either switching over, or 

trying out boarding, it may soon be known as the 

Boarding Trip!!! Welcome to the dark side boys and 

girls!!! 

So for the benefit of those not on the ski trip and for 

the happy memories of those who were ... ladies and 

gentlemen without further ado here are this yearôs 

nominations!! 

Crash of the week  

In third place John OôConnell for skiing off the roof of 

a hut he found in the middle of nowhere!! 

In second place John O'Connell for trying to perform 

a ski jump, but left his skis embedded at the bottom 

of the ramp and ended up carrying on going through 

the air in true Superman fashion. 

But the winner is errrr,  oh yes... John OôConnell for 

skiing off a cliff and ending up in hospital needing an 

operation to pin his shattered arm.  

This award in future years will now be known as the 

John OôConnell Darwin Award.  

Diplomatic incident of the week  

The winner of this category is Alex Gibbons who 

refused to pay the 50 cents for the public toilet. She 

pushed in front of a French woman and told the 

attendant she was with the other person, who then 

promptly got charged for Alex as well!!! 

Most improved beginner  

There were a few nominations in this category 

including Fiona Reid on the planks and Kathleen 

OôReilly on the board.  But as they both had already 

been for a week before, they were pipped at the post 

by someone who somehow managed a dramatic 

improvement despite missing two lessons and going 

back to bed after breakfast on more than one 

occasion...and the winner is Chris Ashdown!!! 

Horlics award  

The Horlics award goes to Phil Heathcott for not only 

managing to go to bed the first every night but not 

even managing to go out for one drink on any 

occasion!!! 

Burning the candle at both ends  

The usual suspects of Lisa Ellis-Wiltshire, Vince Holt 

and Matt Routledge had stiff competition from Kevin 

Stephens, the eventual winner, who managed to ski 

everyday with only 3 hours sleep a night. But 

considering he has 3 kids and only gets 3 hours 

sleep a night anyway there have been calls for a 

stewards enquiry!! The jury is out on that one .... still 

in the bar somewhere in Alpe DôHuez no doubt!!! 

 

Photo by Steve Woodward 

Lost in France  

The lost in France award had only one possible 

winner...... Ann Marie Deacon, as she stood out head 

and shoulders above the resté oh if only she had 

actually used those head and shoulders!!  The 

nearest bar to the hotel was literally fifty paces away 

on the opposite side of the pavement (it was so close 

there was a snowball fight from Kate and Adrianôs 

balcony with people in the bar!!).  Ann Marie came 

out of the bar, retraced her steps to the restaurant 

she had been to earlier and then retraced the 

convoluted route through the town she had taken to 

the restaurant back to the hotel. Only to find herself 

half an hour later on the opposite side of the 

pavement from where she started!!!  To be fair to Ann 

Marie she had asked her brother Matt where the 

hotel was and he told her he did not know!!! Brotherly 

love for you!! 

 
Photo supplied by Kate Rogers 
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The Special Blonde Moment Award (AKA School 

for the Gifted Award)  

There were lots of nominations during the week such 

as Matt Routledge going up the mountain with one of 

Duncanôs skis, and Karen Ross taking her faulty 

boots back only to find she had not laced them up 

properly. But there was only one name mentioned 

consistently throughout the week. This award goes to 

Fiona Reid for such acts as walking out of the ski hire 

shop with two boots which were not only different 

sizes, but also different colour and manufacturer, and 

for taking a wrong turn, losing her entire ski class and 

ending up in the Piste Basher Garages!!!!  Ahhh 

bless, we have all missed our daily dose of delightful 

dippiness since we got back!!! 

Fancy dress  

The week ended in true AOAC style with a fancy 

dress parade where everyone made a great effort. 

The winner could only have been Lisa ñBigglesò Ellis-

Wiltshire who made a grand entrance with the 

cardboard Bi-plane she had managed to construct in 

true Colditz style somewhere in the hotel!!! Runners 

up were Jo Byrd (yes blondes do have more fun donôt 

they Jo!!) and Andy Ogborne. The group winners 

were Caroline and Neil for their Laurel and Hardy 

impersonation.  

 

Photo by Steve Woodward 

And so ended another successful ski and boarding 

week with fun on the slopes in the snow, and off the 

slopes in the hot tub sauna and bars of Alpe DôHuez.   

And finally ..... if Carlsberg had made  ski awards 

then Posh Andrew would have won the Grope on the 

Slope  award  as he never missed a chance to forge 

new links with the locals, keeping the whole group 

amused with his sexploits ... even refusing to let the 

rest of his ski class get in the photo with him and his 

lovely ski instructress!! 

Written by Stuart Bardsley 

 

Photo by Liz Catchpole 
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New Year in the Lake District 

Paul Thomas reminisces about the two Club trips to the Lake District over New Year 

New Year in Langdale,  

organised by Rob Giles & Carrie Stone  

Anyone who has been on a previous Club New Year 

trip may have been put off this year by doubts about 

the weather.  However, those who made it up to High 

Close in Langdale were treated to five days of high 

pressure, with sunshine and clear blue skies 

(dependent on whether you were above or below the 

cloudbase of course!). 

The hostel was a large rambling mansion set above 

Langdale with stunning views, open fires and easy 

access to the fells.  Twenty minutes walk away was 

the superb Brittania Inn in Elterwater, and 10 minutes 

drive took you to the outdoor retail mecca of 

Bimbleside and the discount handbag emporiums of 

Grasmere. 

There were lots of walks for all levels of fitness and 

mountain biking for the pedallers.  The fantastic 

weather enabled everyone to make the most of the 

short days, with some quite challenging outings as 

well as a number of easier options at low level.  

While it was all superb, my favourite memory will be 

of standing on Ulscarf, in the centre of the Lake 

District with a 360° panorama and able to see every 

top in crystal clarity while the valleys below were 

filled with cloud. 

On New Year's Eve Carrie and Gavin cooked while 

others dressed up in their finery for the festivities.  

We enjoyed a fantastic meal followed by games and 

the partying went on long after my bedtime. 

 

Celebrity personalities of the week:  

¶ Keith for making tea and washing up everyone's 

left overs, and not just on New Yearôs Day! 

¶ Lucia & Aj for bringing a barrel of Real Ale. 

¶ Carrie & Gavin for the banquet on New Year's 

Eve. 

¶ Katie for leading walks every day. 

¶ Big Stu for keeping the fires burning. 

Celebrity Ale:   Black Betty Porter at The Old 

Dungeon Ghyll Hotel. 

Best Pub:   The Brittania Inn at Elterwater. 

 

New Year Extra in Coniston,  

organised by Andy King  

For those who didn't want to rush straight back to 

Bristol, Andy had booked a couple of rooms at Holly 

Howe YHA in Coniston.  What a contrast its warm 

centrally heated rooms were to the draughty mansion 

at High Close.  This smaller group continued much as 

before with a variety of high level walks around the 

Coniston fells in freezing conditions.  Evenings were 

spent at some of the many excellent pubs in the town.  

After assembling in the lounge on New Year's Day 

after participating in various different walks, we 

adjourned to The Black Bull Hotel and Pub, home of 

the Bluebird Brewery.  By now we had attracted 

some additional followers and were able to plan 

some spectacular adventures for the next few days. 

Ascents were made of Wetherlam and all tops to Old 

Man, and a circumnavigation of Goat Water via Dow 

Crag.  As is traditional, something was left for next 

time and apparently a great deal of handbags were 

acquired in Grasmere. 

I'm pleased to say that everyone was appropriately 

attired with correctly co-ordinated outfits, and no-one 

clashed!  Some mention also should be made of the 

benefits of satellite navigation.  If you don't want to 

walk the two minutes to the pub, satnav enables you 

to get there in your car, only you might get lost on the 

way! 

Best Pub:   The Sun Hotel, Coniston. 

Best Beer:   Old Man Ale. 

Best Grub:   The Back Bull Hotel.  'You can't put a 

better bitta' Bluebird bitter beer batter on your 

battered bitta' haddock' or summat like that. 
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The Day After the Night Before! 

A restorative walk through Westonbirt Arboretum the day after the excesses of the October Barn Dance 

The clocks had changed and winter had well and 

truly arrived. Grey and gloomy clouds were gathering 

on the horizon and slowly they congregated. The 

hardy few who had emerged from under their duvets 

were well prepared for whatever the elements had in 

store. Gaiters and waterproofs, woolly hats and 

gloves had been retrieved from their summer 

storage, ready for the arduous trek ahead! 

Quietly and without ceremony we were off, innocently 

following Katie with her cunning plan. Across 

ploughed fields, acres of newly emerged winter 

wheat and along muddy tracks, but nothing would 

distract us. All the while the events of the Barn Dance 

were minutely dissected, and the mystery of that last 

but one dance; with the up and over bit (Iôm still 

confused!). The clouds continued to gather, the sky 

darkened a bit more, but on we gamely battled over 

the stiles and through the mud. Finally we entered 

into beautiful silent woodland and Katieôs cunning 

plan became apparent. As we opened the gate to our 

destination, the sun shone and Westonbirt Arboretum 

appeared in glorious Technicolor.  

Following a stop for coffee and cake off we all went 

on our separate ways to explore the wonderful world 

of trees that is Westonbirt. We stomped through the 

fallen dried leaves, oohing and aahing at the jewel  

red Acers. A rendezvous point and time had been 

arranged, but as they slowly made their way back to 

the designated spot a small weak-willed group were 

sidetracked by the lure of the ééé.garden shop. A 

great deal of deliberation was required, and two little 

seedlings were eventually selected and carefully 

wrapped for the trek home. Trust me, it could have 

taken a lot longer! 

The return journey was uneventful but it did provide 

more opportunity to discuss the night before, and the 

general consensus was: if you werenôt there you 

missed a great evening. One last task was expected 

of Katie before the day could be considered a 

resounding success, and this proved to be the most 

difficult. An open pub was located on the third 

attempt and it was hot chocolate all round, yes that 

right; hot chocolate - much to the consternation of the 

barman. This however was no ordinary hostelry, as 

none other than HRH Elizabeth II had also sought 

refuge here during a great blizzard. This unforeseen 

royal visit is commemorated with a dedicated óRoyal 

Suiteô and we debated over steaming mugs what 

exactly a night in this illustrious room ï no, suite ï 

included. 

Thanks Katie for organising a great walk. 

Written by Elin Jones 
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Multi-Activity Weekend in Avebury  

A scary landlady, Neolithic burial mounds and the hazards of sheep poo!    

Staying at the privately run, but nevertheless YHA 

bunkhouse at Clyffe Pypard, one had the enduring 

sense of being part of something bigger, like an episode 

of 'The League of Gentlemen' for example. 

The accommodation was warm and dry, and was semi-

detached to a real ale pub.  What more can you ask?  

The proprietor had thoughtfully provided flip flops for 

you to wear to the showers which were situated in the 

pub toilets.  Woe betide anyone who wore their outdoor 

shoes indoors though, and a few fell foul of the 

intimidating landlady on this score. 

The weekend got off to a good start at lunchtime on 

Friday when Gavin set out from Bristol on a tandem 

bicycle, to be joined shortly by Carrie in Bath.  Things 

took a rather bizarre turn when Carrie despite occupying 

the rear (no steering or brakes) seat of her own bike 

arrived at the pub/hostel before Gavin having lost him a 

few minutes earlier going down a steep hill in complete 

darkness.  Several tense minutes passed while we 

battled for mobile phone reception, but (surprisingly) 

none was to be had!  Fortunately Gavin eventually 

arrived having apparently noticed that Carrie was 

missing and having found a more interesting route.  He 

immediately fell foul of the outdoor shoe rule and the 

rest of us had, once again, to listen to the public 

information broadcast. 

The clouds and rain dispersed on Saturday and we had 

a great walk circumnavigating the ancient landscape 

that surrounds the village of Avebury.  The walk 

encompassed hillforts, burial mounds, stone circles, an 

axe sharpening stone and a long barrow you can go 

inside.  It included a long stretch of the Ridgeway path, 

 
Photo by Simon Walden 

which unfortunately had been badly damaged by off 

road vehicles.  Somehow we ended up in the pub at the 

heart of the village before retiring once again to our 

eerie lodgings. 

Sunday was spent reacquainting ourselves with the vast 

stone circle that surrounds Avebury, of late Neolithic/ 

early Bronze Age construction and the astonishing 

Silbury Hill.  I particularly liked the English Heritage sign 

warning ladies with unsuitable footwear of the hazards 

of sheep poo!  The conversation inevitably drifted to 

speculation about transportation and construction 

methods as well as the 'Raggedy Trees' which are 

springing up all over the place, and ended with a pint or 

two in the pub, before a splendid lunch, and with the 

arrival of rain, our inevitable departure. 

Thanks again to Clare for organising this weekend.  She 

can't half pick 'em! 

Written by Paul Thomas 

 
Photo by Paul Bonwick 
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Murder, Mystery and Mayhem at Maypool 

Christmas Weekend Dec 08  

My first impression of the hostel was ñwhat stunning 

locationò swiftly followed by ñbrrrrrrrrrr, ótis chilly!ò  Exit 

stage left to the local pub where it soon became apparent 

that we had managed yet another successful take-over 

bid of the entire bar ï we never disappoint!  Emotional 

scenes ensued at the end of the evening as we realised 

we had to brave our dorms!  Several thermals later and 

successfully wedged in our bunks, too cold to move, our 

room was very grateful to wake up in the morning without 

losing any of our body parts to frostbite! 

After breakfast with the kayakers out on the water, Carrie 

organised a 12 mile walk from the hostel into Dartmouth 

and beyond which had stunning views of the river.  Our 

first challenge was to take part in an amphibious exercise 

getting from one side of the Dart to the other.  A quick 

ring of the quay side bell ï ding dong ï and we were off!  

The weather was glorious and really warm; Aj even got 

his legs out!  On arrival in Dartmouth Carrie did a great 

job of herding us away from all the shops and cafes, only 

allowing us to stop for a quick pasty break.  We walked 

out to the headland having left Sarah and Aj in the sun 

enjoying a cream tea (which I have to tell you scored a 9 

out of 10 on the AOAC scone Richter scale ï most 

acceptable!) before ending up back in Dartmouth but 

alas, no time for any shopping as dusk was falling and we 

still had to catch the ferry back to the ñhostel sideò and 

walk another 2 miles back to the hostel. 

We arrived in the dark knackered but happy after such a 

fab walk and what a transformation to the Great Hall ï 

beautifully decorated ready for the evening meal.  Juliet 

and I popped into the kitchen to see what needed doing 

and were greeted by Clare wielding a knife and 6 large 

bags of sprouts, we didnôt dare refuse!  Juliet did a great 

job peeling and chopping the sprouts with a bread knife 

as choppy knives were not in abundance. 

Sprouts prepped, it was time for a shower, but I soon 

discovered that the girlies showers were still freezing 

cold from the morning.  The boys were busy gloating 

that their showers were hot and were quickly shoved out 

the way by a random gaggle of girlies hell bent on a hot 

shower.  But there were no lights in the cubicles ï arse!!  

Not to be beaten head torches were quickly donned.  

Bath towels and head torches ï so chic dahlings and 

definitely this yearôs fashion must have! 

Meanwhile, down in Hellôs Kitchen Maurice was having 

a master chef class with Clare in the art of gravy making 

ï ñjust stir and I want no lumps in it,ò came the clear 

instruction ï no pressure then and cue the sieve!!  To 

add to the hysteria now setting in, the steamer oven 

decided to leak and Clare then discovered that the main 

oven wasnôt big enough for all the roast potatoes and 

parsnips so we racked óem and stacked óem and shut 

the oven door quickly muttering ñItôll be fine!ò  

Miraculously everything was fine and ready on time and 

tasted scrummy.  

 

The Murder Mystery followed which was great fun even 

though I canôt remember Whodunit!  Think it was the 

dodgy looking Nun or was it Herr Strudel or could it 

have been the gibbering blibbering Bunny ï I simply 

didnôt care as the gin was flowing nicely through my 

veins and the parsnip and potato palaver was becoming 

a dim and distant memory ï luvvvvverly! 

The next day dawned bright and sunny and many 

people emerged looking decidedly fragile but all helped 

clean the hostel which surprisingly had not suffered too 

much carnage from the previous night, before heading 

off for the day kayaking, sailing and walking. 

A great time was had by all and well done to everyone 

who helped chop, prep, wash up, clean up, lead walks 

and generally contribute to the weekend.  But the real 

thanks must go to Clare and Andy who put in a 

phenomenal amount of hard work, time and effort 

catering for over 55 of us to make the weekend such a 

tremendous success.  Thank you and well done for 

organising such a fantastic weekend. 

Written by Ali Hobbs 

Photos by Elise Ralph 
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Mountain Biking and Limbo Dancing in Dolgellau 

Although the weekend in North Wales was advertised 

as a mountain biking and walking w/e, the majority of 

us were keen bikers who went all that way to take on 

the mighty Coed Y Brenin forest trails.  Bike upon 

bike were hastily piled up in the storeroom on Friday 

and there was no space to swing a cat let alone find 

your bike the following morning.  Only the 4 new 

members on the trip didnôt have bikes, but Jack, on 

his first trip with the AOAC, decided to join the merry 

band of bikers and hire a bike from the visitor centre.  

Therefore the walk on Saturday up to Cadair Idris 

comprised of Matt Hughes and 3 new members.  

Matt being the more experienced member (and 

slightly hung over, Sharonôs Bells whiskey to blame) 

led his first AOAC walk.  Just to say Matt did bring a 

bike up, but never had the chance to use it. 

Most of us had arrived early on Friday evening, and 

so we were eager to go out and eat, but little did we 

realise that we had to undergo an endurance event ï 

we were finally satisfied and fed at about 10.30pm.  

The first pub promised us food, but changed their 

minds, and so we found another pub, making sure 

we did not wander into the Welsh bar, but they too 

had no food.   Eventually we came across a lovely 

well presented pizza restaurant with a warm welcome 

from the head waiter, the restaurant was not 

particularly busy and there was no problem getting us 

all around a table.  Drinks came relatively quickly and 

pizzas were then ordered about 8.30p.m. and all 

seemed well.   An hour passed, then another and 3 

pints later we were still waiting, then the bread & 

olives arrived ï I know I love fresh pizza, but not all 

the way from Italy! The headwaiter was nowhere to 

be found and all the complaints were directed at the 

stroppy inexperienced waitress, but we finally got our 

delicious pizzas and an apology from the German 

owner.    

 

Everybody was up bright and early on Saturday 

morning, despite a late night and a bottle of Bells 

whiskey having been consumed.  We arrived at the 

Coed Y Brenin centre and split into groups as there 

were so many of us. I decided to roll along with the 

beginners (after devouring a bacon sarnie) while Ian 

Harding and his full-suss crew led the advanced 

party of bikers around the MBR trail, and we would 

take up the rear.  It was a beautiful, challenging, 

technical and adrenalin soaked ride with huge 

boulder paths with drop offs, tight bends, fast 

chicanes, rocky descents and bendy tracks in the 

forest and some fast downhill sections within the 

route.   

 

The hard work going uphill was worth all the effort, 

myself and Matt Deacon would take it in turn to lead 

from the front and race each other down each section 

ï the adrenaline rush was awesome and there were 

few margins for error as I found out to my cost.  I 

came off down a steep rocky section, but no bones 

broken. However Karl Rust had a more spectacular 

fall as he hit a huge boulder and the bike stuck and 

catapulted Karl head first over handlebars and 

boulder, diving face first on the gravel path.  No 

serious damage or injuries, but a very grazed face 

and wounded confidence and that would be the end 

of activities for Karl for the weekend.  He spent the 

rest of the w/e nursing his wounds with a bag of 

frozen peas strapped around his head.  Another 

casualty was Jack, who managed to buckle the 

wheel on his hire bike, but with Paul and Matt 

standing on the wheel balancing each other they 

managed to straighten it sufficiently enough for Jack 

to cycle back to the visitor centre for repairs.  The 

group was getting smaller, but there were some fast 
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breathtaking downhill sections we just had to repeat 

again, to soak up those adrenalin experiences again 

and again and the aptly named óDreamtimeô was my 

favourite. 

All had a great day and the adrenalin was carried 

forth into the evening entertainment which started off 

with a small pub-crawl; well, the pubs were about 100 

metres apart and there were only 3 in total. We 

ended up in the third pub that looked more like a 

workingmanôs club and reeked of urine, but they did 

serve the best beer.  From there we went on to the 

Arts Centre where there was a local band playing 

and we duly took the opportunity to drink more while 

listening to their first song, óUse Somebodyô by Kings 

of Leon and they werenôt too bad at all.  Most of the 

AOAC were indulging in that classic Club pastime of 

chatting up the local ñtalentò ï Sharon and Alison 

were sat on the floor near the stage, flirting with the 

band members, while the guys were getting to know 

the local young lovelies when I realised the lead 

vocalist was singing óUse Somebodyô again.  Just 

over an hour later, guess what? Yes, óUse 

Somebodyô was performed again. Realising they had 

a limited repertoire I made my escape before I could 

endure another rendition of óIôve been roaming 

around, always looking down at all I see, you know 

that I could use somebody, someone like you, ooooh 

woah ooohô etc etc.  The others followed soon after 

and back to the house for some more Bells whiskey 

and fun... 

I must say that the accommodation was superb, well 

presented, spacious rooms that were not over-

crowded with beds (no bunk beds), adequate sized 

kitchen with large dining table, living room with sofas 

and even a pool room.  The house was well-heated, 

great location in the centre of town and enough 

showers & toilets to accommodate everyone 

(although there was a rather strange toilet behind a 

curtain in the girlôs room).  So back to the evening 

entertainment, after a few games of pool, a few 

glasses of wine and the last of the Bells it was time 

for the limbo dancing (a regular event on the AOAC  

calendar).  No guesses as to which gender had the 

more agility at this activity, but Paul Skuse was not 

lying down without a fight.  But there is no beating 

Sharon who eased under the bar (broomstick) with 

nimbleness and elegance.   

 

The next morning, there were a few sore heads but 

everyone was keen to get out. Ian Harding and his 

crew were keen to confront the Red Run route in the 

forest while many opted for an easier walking day.  I 

decided to join the ñeliteò group of bikers and was not 

disappointed, with more technical winding downhill 

sections and challenging boulder drop-offs. Although 

my legs were feeling it by the end, boy it was worth it.  

We all met back at the visitor centre café with the 

walkers to grab a tasty meal, some cake and tea, 

with grins on our faces discussing the thrills of the 

day and the next MTB event ï I canôt wait.  If you 

want to try a new sport in the Club, or have some 

experience then mountain biking will offer you a new 

level of adrenalin, fitness and sheer excitement with 

a great bunch of friendly and helpful bikers.   A big 

thank you to Chloe for organising such a great 

weekend, I think we all thoroughly enjoyed it, it was a 

great advert for new members and I canôt wait for the 

next trip. 

Written by Stewart Redwood  

Photos by Ian Harding 
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Biking with the AOAC 

Iôm glad to report that regardless of the prevailing weather, 

the number of AOAC mountain bike enthusiasts taking to 

the hills and valleys seems to be growing as is the number 

of rides being organised. 

Contrary to popular belief our rides arenôt exclusively for 

the armour-clad gravity junkies but are very much inclusive 

to all members regardless of ability, age or gender. Even 

the lack of a bike is not an obstacle as there are some of 

us who have a small (or large) collection of bikes in our 

sheds and are happy to make them available to fellow 

members in return for a beer or a large pack of jelly babies 

in Jimôs case. And donôt forget the Club store also contains 

some bikes that are available to hire. 

Being Bristol based means that most members are fairly 

conveniently placed for our local rides which include 

Ashton Court and Leigh Woods. They last around 2-3 

hours depending on the number of stops needed to repair 

the odd puncture or for refuelling. The rides are led by one 

of our experienced riders who will be familiar with the 

terrain and able to adapt a route to suit the group     

allowing for varying skills levels.  

At the same time we think itôs part of the fun to include 

more testing aspects into the ride including dropping in and 

out of bomb holes, tackling adverse cambers and rooty, 

technical descents. Itôs great to see improvements in riders 

with little or no previous experience during the course of a 

ride as they gain confidence to tackle climbs or drops that 

previously they would have got off and walked! 

Further afield but still close to Bristol, the Mendips are a 

firm favourite with the Club and the rides there usually start 

and finish from a local hostelry. Other rides over the course 

of 2008 have taken place in the Cotswolds, Quantocks, 

Exmoor and Dartmoor, and the Lake District and are often 

part of organised weekends away. These rides are quite 

often longer than average and therefore more demanding 

in terms of levels of fitness required although if there are 

sufficient numbers, an optional shorter ride can sometimes 

be arranged.  

The mountain bike centres in Wales are also firm favourites 

and last year we arranged several trips to Cwmcarn near 

Newport and Afan Forest Park further along the M4 

towards Swansea. These are purpose built, mountain 

biking and walking centres with dedicated trails to keep 

walkers and bikers apart. Rides vary in length from 15 to 

over 40 kilometres of mixed single track and fire roads and 

have the advantage of being completely free from traffic. 

Both centres have excellent facilities including a cafe and 

showers and are open all year round which is handy when 

the local trails are reduced to quagmires!  

So far this year we have already enjoyed an excellent 

weekend visiting the MTB mecca of Coed-y-Brenin in 

Snowdonia as organised by Chloe and a post Valentineôs 

Day visit to Glyncorrig (Afan). In addition we have started 

holding informal skills sessions for anyone who wants to try 

for the first time, or improve on skills such as bunny hops, 

track stands, wheelies and endoôs. Itôs highly entertaining 

stuff and brings out the kid in you. 

 

Injuries are rare and usually limited to the odd scrape but 

smiles are infectious and there are plenty of those in the 

course of a ride. Our aim is that it should be enjoyable for 

everyone regardless of experience and we try to 

accommodate both the hares and the tortoises! Swapping 

stories of big airs, near misses and general derring-do over 

mugs of tea or pints of ale after the ride is all part of the 

fun!  

We welcome new riders although as it is physically 

demanding you should have a reasonable level of fitness 

from taking part in some sort of aerobic exercise or it may 

limit your enjoyment if you are resorting to pushing your 

bike up every single hill. Also a word on bikes; a hybrid 

bike is perfectly OK and will cope with most of the rides 

however a bike with working front suspension will be better 

suited to the job. Brakes and gears should be checked 

before setting out on the ride to make sure they work and 

not left until the first hill to find out they donôt! We do carry 

tools and some spares but these are for emergencies only 

and not for general bike maintenance.  

Wearing suitable clothing will make things more 

comfortable for you but Lycra is not essential! Full finger 

gloves and a decent helmet complete the list. A small back 

pack is a good idea to carry spares, food and clothing. For 

spares you should try to bring your own spare tubes, tyre 

levers and pump and know how to use them. Your ride 

leaders will have these items but you should get into the 

habit of carrying your own gear.  

Finally take sufficient water and items of food for keeping 

your energy levels up during the ride and to avoid 

óbonkingô, the riding equivalent of runners hitting the wall in 

long distance races and not what you were thinking! 

If you want to join in the fun there is a new emailing list that 

goes out well in advance of any day ride as well as the 

normal Club postings for weekends away. As a final word, 

we have a higher than average number of ladies regularly 

turning out for rides which I believe goes to show the 

inclusivity of mountain biking within the Club. So for you 

ladies out there who want to give it a try, just come along 

and you will be made very welcome. 

Written by Ian Harding 
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Solent Sailing Training 

On Friday 12th September five of us slipped out of our 

offices early to meet up in Redland before setting forth for 

Haslar Marina in Gosport for Part 1 of a RYA sailing 

course ï competent crew for Roland and Jon and day 

skipper for Mervyn, Martin and myself.  At Haslar we met 

up with our instructor, Paul Molyneaux.   

After a swift drink at the marina, Paul talked a naval 

security officer into allowing us onto the local naval base 

so we could dine at the Joint Services Yacht Club, 

which although nice, isn't as grand as it sounds.  It soon 

became apparent that Paul has a wealth of sailing 

experience, having most recently completed a Joint 

Services passage from Greenland to Gosport which 

took six weeks. 

Saturday saw us practising a range of sailing skills 

which are expected of competent crew and day 

skippers, before we planned the passage along the 

Solent and pilotage up to Lymington.  To catch the tide 

back up the Solent on Sunday morning, we slipped our 

moorings at first light, and were shortly rewarded for our 

early start with an orange sunrise and a still morning, 

not great sailing conditions but beautiful all the same.  

Part 2 took place 5 weeks later.  Thursday night saw us 

navigate through Chichester harbour to Itchenor.  Friday 

morning dawned with another bright orange daybreak. 

Over the weekend we crisscrossed the Solent 

numerous times, navigating up and down various rivers 

by day and night, visiting various harbours, and honing 

the sailing skills previously developed.  

After dining in Yarmouth on Saturday night we were to 

sail up the Solent into the Beaulieu river.  The weather 

forecast in Yarmouth harbour suggested we would have 

Force 4-5 winds with us up the Solent.  Superb.  

However, a few minutes after unfurling the headsail we 

were becalmed.  Before putting the engine on we noticed 

that the GPS speed over ground reading was 4.6 knots 

(being the speed of the tide pushing us up the Solent).  

An average speed for a 36' yacht is about 5 knots, so it 

was a pretty strong tidal flow.   

One of the tasks allocated to me was to navigate the 

night passage up the Solent into the Beaulieu river.  

This was complicated by some of my navigational aids, 

e.g. buoys and cardinals, either not being illuminated or 

having been removed.  Having safely arrived and picked 

up a mooring in the Beaulieu river, we were able to 

relax up on deck with a glass of wine, in the still night 

air, surveying the land and sea bathed in a rich milky 

moonlight, and listening to the occasional call by 

moorhen, coot or warbler, which broke the tranquility of 

the gentle ripples against the hull.  Bliss. 

At about 9.15 Sunday morning we saw a launch 

heading towards us.  From a distance this looked the 

same as that used by the Beaulieu river warden.  We 

scrambled to slip our moorings (having first calculated 

whether there was enough water to allow us to pass 

over the shingle bar at the estuary) to try to avoid 

paying mooring fees.  The launch continued to pursue 

us along the river towards the Solentéwhen eventually 

it became apparent that it was only a fishing launch. 

After lunch in Newtown Creek, Paul took each of us to 

one side for a few wordsé Thankfully, we'd all passed 

the assessments.   

We had a final good sail of the weekend back into 

Haslar Marina, slicing our way through the Sunsail 37' 

race, and dodging all of the traffic coming in and out of 

Portsmouth Harbour.  

Thanks to Rachel Dunn for organising the course and 

thanks for Paul for all of his instruction, coaching, hints 

and tips.   

Written by Richard Hiscoke 

 

Have you seen the new AOAC t-shirts, hoodies and jumpers which have been 

worn at Club meetings recently?  Do you want one?   

They have the Club logo on the front and 5 different logos on the back 

(featuring a climber, a paddler, a mountain biker, and a skier).  We've got 

some limited stock in various sizes in either navy blue or white.  

Styles:  

¶ Men Crew £11;  

¶ Ladies V-Neck £11;  

¶ Men Polo or Ladies Polo £13;  

¶ Men Hoodie £19;  

¶ Ladies Hoodie £20;  

¶ Sweatshirt £14  

To check size and colour availability and to order, please contact Richard Hiscoke (cheques payable to AOAC).  

For further info email Richard@aoac.co.uk or call 07974 725481. 

 

mailto:Richard@aoac.co.uk

