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Isles of Scilly Camping Trip May 2008 

 
What an amazing few days we had. The 40 odd people, 
some of them very odd believe me, set off on the good 
ship across the very angry waters of the channel with 
multiple travel sick pills being eaten like sweeties!  
Arrival was a piece of cake thanks to Sarah Greenôs 
brilliant organisation.  The luggage was packed into a 
big container and taken straight to the campsite a mile 
up the hill from the port at St Maryôs.  A huge field 
awaited us and we all set to putting up tents, marvelling 
at their size ï both big and small and the ownerôs ability 
to erect them ï say no more. 

 

Then to the Mermaid, suitable refuelling and downstairs 
to the band for most people.  The Bishop & Wolf pub 
just down the street had some live folk music which was 
even better.  

That night was another matter, howling wind and rain 
left Susieôs tent flat and a plea for shelter in with Clare.  
Next morning several tents looked a little the worse for 
wear and a couple of people moved theirs to less 
windswept spaces.  The day was overcast but did not 
stop most people staggering off to see what they could 
see both on St Maryôs and over the water to 
neighbouring islands.  The Mermaid hosted most of the 
team again that night and a few intrepid souls stayed on 
the campsite and ate spaghetti bolognaise and drank 
gin and of course put the world to rights! 

 

Next day, Monday [bank holiday of course!] was a battle 
of the elementséé.. After shifting half of the tents into 
more sheltered spots, fixing tent poles which had given 
up in the face of the wind and rain, most of the team 
retired to the Bishop & Wolf for four hours of intensive 
Uno with occasional sorties into the rain for a bit of retail 
therapy.  Richard vowed he was not going to stick it out 
but friends persuaded him to try again. 

Tuesday saw four people packing their bags and 
departing the scene of the crime but the more hardy of 
the group looked at the sunshine and debagged into 
shorts and minimal tops!  Summer had arrived. 

Several cream teas at a wonderful café called Juliettes 
helped us stagger into a beautiful evening and a few 
mad people decided to go and join the local óhashô on St 
Agnes.  Two of the boats had arrived and the crew plus 
one stowaway idly watched as a bunch of hashers 
started running round the island following flour trails! [for 
anyone interested in the noble art of hashing contact 
Ingrid, apparently she does it every Monday evening, 
watch this space maybe AOAC will have its own team 
soon!].  Suitably fortified with chips we made our way 
back to St Maryôs and the pub.  Reality check on this 
meant karaoke with fake Elvis.  Several AOAC entries 
but Andy Ogbourne had the natural style and almost a 
voice to match!  Scary!! 

 

Next day the sailors invited a few bodies to join them in a 
jaunt to Tresco.  Very little wind but still a cracking good 
time.  We avoided the main gardens because of lack of 
time but walked round the island instead.  Inevitable stop 
for light refreshments and then motored home and the 
inevitable stop into the pub for last orders. 

Packing up seemed to take forever but apart from a few 
brave souls who opted to stay until the weekend, we 
wound our way down to the ótownô for last minute 
shopping and then back to the boat and homeward 
bound. 

Big thanks to Sarah and many thanks for promising to 
organise a repeat trip next year.  Looking forward to it 
already.  Cheers. 

Clare Gundry 
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Isles of Scilly Sailing Trip May 2008 

 
And so to Scillyé 

The sun was shining, the wind was blowing briskly 

from the east and we were on our way. That was 

Saturday and we were making our way to Falmouth 

to board our four yachts for a 60 mile sail to the Scilly 

Islands. With grand plans for an early start the 

excitement of anticipation was high amongst the 20 

sailors in the bar that night. Unfortunately, the wind 

died and the misty rain came in by the time our boat 

left the next morning. In conditions better for staying 

in bed we motored out of harbour and set course for 

around the Lizard. The other three boats sensibly 

took their time about getting under way.  

ñIôm not heading for that rock. Iôm heading for the 

lighthouseò is disconcerting to hear when you are 

down below brewing up some tea. In the game of 

scissors, paper, stone played with sea, rock and 

large plastic boat the rock will always win against the 

latter! And there are plenty of rocks. Scilly is a group 

of islands, thousands of rocks (each seems to have a 

name) and a few lighthouses 25 miles or so off 

Landôs End.  

The largest island is St Maryôs where our boat headed 

for the first day. As the wind picked up to just sailable 

the weather reports came in with warnings of the gale 

later. But after only a couple of hours, in brighter 

conditions, we were motoring in calm again just as we 

could see Landôs End to the north. We kept going but 

the other three boats opted to see the gale out in 

Newlyn. So we got a nice breeze to sail the last 2 

hours of our crossing, mooring in St Maryôs Pool just in 

time for sundowners and a good meal aboard.  

We should have got the dinghy inflated as we found 

out the next day. In strong winds the harbour master 

asked us to move to more sheltered moorings. A very 

nice chap he seemed only too pleased to explain to a 

crew member, dressed only in her t-shirt and 

knickers, all about the expected weather and the best 

place to moor up. Unfortunately, the wind was so 

strong that I misheard the cry of tied up ï we werenôt. 

 

 

And in getting control of the wind-blown yacht I 

managed to clip the propeller of a neighbourôs 

outboard. Fortunately, Rachel is fluent in French and, 

after a Gallic outburst, she managed to calm him 

down enough to explain that we would replace it and 

he even managed to trade pleasantries about 

monkeys in trees, pens, aunts, gardens and other 

nautical ventures!  

Back to the dinghy: any camping club member 

realises that a large piece of floppy plastic has the 

same characteristics as a tent when you try to put it 

up, in a strong wind. Then add the context of a 

sloping and rocking floor in the wet and it becomes 

clear that we had a period of enforced relaxation 

aboard for the day. The wind did not subside until 

late evening when we formed a shore party of two. 

The other three decided that getting dressed for 

leaving the boat was too much trouble. In the pub we 

were greeted as heroes by the club camping trip to 

Scilly. (They had been in the pub all day so anything 

different was a bonus!) Meanwhile the Newlyn party 

had taken in the local culture by catching the latest 

Indiana Jones movie.  

From then on the weather was brilliant. We all went 

ashore the next day ï to go shopping! Being the only 

male of five crew I did not fight the tide but went for a 

walk to look over St Agnes and the western rocks. 

During the week I was often asked what it was like be 

amongst an all female crew. The main difference 

seemed to be that when I attempted humour and 

alluded to a TV programme no one wanted to then 

recite the entire episode! And that we were extremely 

well provisioned. In fact we had enough chocolate 

comestibles to keep us all in comfort for ages. All but 

one meal was had aboard, including cooked 

breakfasts, and every supper included aperitifs, vino 

collapso and pudding. And then there were 

elevensies, twelvesies, afternoon nibbles and teatime 

treats as well!  
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Davide: the only dolphin in the Club 

Itôs a good thing we could run off all this food. 

Another skipper had found out that there was a Scilly 

branch of the Hash House Harriers (see 

http://www.hhh.org.uk ) and that they were running 

on St Agnes on Tuesday. So we sailed there to join 

them. As we came out of harbour another yacht was 

just turning in after the crossing. So they dropped in 

behind us and we anchored just by the causeway on 

St Agnes. Some campers joined us for their first hash 

run (nice to be able to say that Scilly was your 

mother hash) and we all enjoyed a meal in the Turkôs 

Head. This is now run by the people who used to run 

Over the Moon in Hotwells road; gorgeous food. And 

so back to the boats. By this time Ingrid had taken on 

the mantle of dinghy meister (now known as Ingridôs 

wheels).  

St Martinôs was the next dayôs port of call. On the 

east side of Tresco, the channel between them is full 

of rocks. Making our way into Tean (pronounced as 

in: do you want any tea Anne?) sound certainly 

concentrates the mind. You get into it by lining up the 

TV mast on St Maryôs with a rock on St Martinôs. But 

at one point you have to ñborrow 100 metres to the 

leftò (from the pilot book) as you pass another 

island/rock. Roughly translated this means keep on 

your present course and youôll hit a rock. Passing 

large rocks close to your left is one thing but playing 

scissors, paper, stone with the unseen is complete 

madness unless you have a very competent crew ï 

which we did ï with Ali at the helm! But to deflate our 

egos Simon came in right behind us and made it look 

easy. And we had a welcome from campers on the 

shore. They were over for a day trip too.  

That night, back in St Maryôs Pool was the second 

time that all boats were together. Having learned 

from our previous mooring debacle we now had an 

efficient system in place. I would lie hips over the 

bow of the boat while Ingrid would stand astride me 

with the boathook ready to lift the mooring. Louise 

would sit on my lower legs to stop me going 

overboard. As I was shouting distances and 

directions to the helm I was aware that some rather 

rude comments were being directed my way from the 

other AOAC yachts. But at least we picked up our 

mooring first time guys! We all had visits from the 

campers that day. Ours was particularly impressed 

when asked whether she wanted lemon or lime in her 

G&T.  

That night I visited the campsite. After returning our 

crew to the boat I went ashore to wander out of Hugh 

Town in the total darkness guided only by previous 

vague directions from a drunken rabble in the pub 

and the noise of happy campers around a picnic 

table. After a few drinks it started to rain. The crowd 

dived back to their tents with what looked like a well 

practised submarine dive drill. Suddenly alone, I 

wondered where the exit was. I had no idea whose 

was a club tent so I couldnôt risk calling through a tent 

flap and it was very dark and getting wetter by the 

second. After a few minutes I did find a way out and 

drifted back to the dinghy (a swimming pool by now) 

just as the rain stopped.  

On the last night we went to Bryer and moored in 

New Grimsby Sound. Beautiful. And the next morning 

we set off for Falmouth at 06.20. With the slowest 

motor I have ever known we crept home. We spent 

16 hours getting back. We could see the Lizard 

lighthouse for nearly 8 hours. We ate two meals, 

hundreds of biscuits, more tea than China, and were 

so generally glad to get back that we cracked a bottle 

of bubbly as we entered harbour. So the four yachts 

were together for the third time that week; but only 

just. We caught the rest, well sozzled having been 

there four hours earlier, in the pub just in time for last 

orders. And thatôs a half-midnight closing time!  

After the usual spring clean and ship shapeliness 

debunk most of us had a last coffee in the marina 

before departing for Bristol. But the slowness jinx got 

us there too. There was a rolling road block on the 

A30 and we didnôt make it back until late afternoon. 

However, even the trials of the way back could not 

detract from what was a superb holiday. Lovely 

weather, lovely crew, lovely welcomes wherever we 

went and wonderful food. We will be back to Scilly.  

 

 

Matt Hughes 

http://www.hhh.org.uk/
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Spring Bank Holiday Camping in Tehidy Cornwall 

A tale of tents, weather, walking, football, art, drinking, eating, dancing and a shark attack! 

Iôm not really into camping, I donôt own a tent or any 

other type of camping associated accessories (OK ï I 

lie, I have an air mattress and sleeping bag), but after 

coming back from Croyde with such good memories, 

and finding out the next trip involved camping, I 

thought, what the heck, letôs do it.  Luckily, Mark 

Athay is a very kind man, and he loaded my car up 

with his 3 man tent (how am I going to put that up?), 

primus stoves, full dinner service, lanterns, torches, 

table, chairs and finally the kitchen sink (OK ï Iôm 

lying again!).  To this, I added my sleeping bag, air 

mattress, rucksack, sports bag, wetsuit, coolbag 

crammed with food and a shed load of beer and port. 

Well, thatôs the car filled up, I hope Big Stu (whom I 

was car sharing with) travels light! 

Big Stu doesnôt travel light.  Finally, and more 

importantly, without sacrificing any of the beer, we 

managed to cram all the gear into every available 

space. Iôm sure the chassis was scraping along the 

ground ï buy hey ho, off we set.  Within 5 minutes of 

hitting the M5, the heavens opened ï memories of 

last yearôs flash flooding and people being stranded 

on motorways for hours on end concerned me but we 

got through it.  I hope it doesnôt rain like this whilst 

weôre camping. 

My good ole SatNav got us nearly to our destination 

ï close enough in my book ï considering all the 

phone calls Little Stew was receiving all evening from 

peeps well and truly lost, we did quite well.  It was a 

glorious sunny afternoon whilst Big Stu (with me 

helping/hindering a little bit) pitched the tents.  We 

had a well-deserved beer then sat back whilst peeps 

chipped up (after driving around and around Tehidy 

for hours!).  Lisa & Phil had already pitched up (and 

had a frog guarding their tent) as they had set off 

from Essex at 4am that morning ï obviously very 

keen. 

The campsite at Magor Farm was very pleasant, the 

facilities were basic, but the showers were powerful 

and hot. Being on the edge of Tehidy Country Park, 

there was lots of greenery and also a stream running 

one side of the perimeter. Toby and Eric made use of 

this to keep their gallon of scrumpy cider chilled. 

Chris Dawson kindly ferried us in his Vintage VW 

Golf ñDo you still have to pay road tax Chris?ò, to the 

nearest pub ñThe New Innò in Park Bottom (oooh err 

missus).  Wow, what a warm welcome! The pub 

landlady (Elvira ï Mistress of the Dark) was so nice 

to us all, as were the locals (as Jim King would find 

out the next evening). And, the resident pooch was 

the sweetest looking white poodle (mongrel?) I have 

ever seen. 

 

We all tucked into our pints of HSD (local strong real 

ale) and hearty pub dinners ï a sign that this was 

going to be a top weekend. Elvira then told us that 

they were having a disco on Saturday night, and also 

introduced us to the local taxi driver woman who 

would ship us back and forth from the campsite. 

Fantastic! 

We got back Friday evening, to find that Jim had 

pitched a tent the size of Buckingham Palace, we all 

piled into the main reception room, chairs, tables and 

all and was given the full tour. 

Saturday morning was bright, and the atmosphere 

was quite relaxed.  The majority of us set off for a 

coastal walk northwards to Portreath. The views out 

to sea were stunning ï thereôs something quite 

refreshing about being close to the sea, perhaps itôs 

the sound of the waves crashing, or the squawking of 

the gulls ï but it did feel good.  We got down to the 

beach and had our lunch. We then walked a little way 

to the fish n chip cafe above the beach for more tea 

and cake. 

Now, this was only half of the walk ï however, myself 

and Big Stu had other plans. Our mission was to find 

a pub that would be playing the Bristol City v Hull 

Championship play-off at Wembley.  OK, so we were 

splitters ï but once youôve been on one coastal walk 

youôve been on them all!!!!! 
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There are no pubs with Sky in Portreath!  However, 

as luck would have it, and once again the peeps of 

Cornwall coming good, the owner of the fish n chip 

cafe drove us to the next town ï which was 4 miles 

away.  The Railway Inn in Pool not only had Sky but 

it also had a big screen ï yay! Eric and Toby joined 

us whilst we watched poor Bristol lose ï oh well. 

We got a taxi back to the campsite, then it was time 

for a communal bbq.  We all chucked our burgers, 

sausages, vegetable kebabs (inedible), bananas with 

chocolate and other goodies on.  Nobody got food 

poisoning and we didnôt set fire to any tents so that 

was considered a success. 

 

Lisa had arranged our transport for the eveningôs 

entertainment, and so the taxis to the disco turned up 

at 9:30pm and off we went. 

Jim looked very dapper in ï and these are his words 

ï óhis pulling shirtô. It was first time he had worn it, 

and so far it has now got a 100% success rate! 

The disco was cheesier than a piece of cheese in a 

cheese factory! It was perfect! Although I think the DJ 

had attention deficit disorder as he played about 30 

seconds of each track before getting bored and 

changing the tune!  Little Stew, Karl, Ian, Liz, Chris 

and Lisa got the proceedings going. Flailing limbs, 

strange shapes and gurning faces adorned the dance 

floor! It wasnôt long until most of us were up on our 

feet or in some cases on our bums ooops-up-side-

your-heading! 

Jim and Little Stew seemed to be very popular with a 

couple of the local lasses ï I wonôt divulge too much 

information as ówhat goes on tour stays on tourô ï but 

letôs just say ï the sharks were outsharked!  De-dum, 

de-dum, de-dum, de-dum! 

We returned back to the campsite about 1:30am, just 

as it started to rain ï so we all piled into Buck Pal to 

tease a somewhat dishevelled Jim!  

It rained all night.  Sunday started off quite gloomy 

but it cleared up into a nice day. Most peeps went for 

a fry-up at the Hells Mouth Cafe. A few road rage 

incidents aside whilst trying to find somewhere to 

park, the majority of us arranged to meet in St Ives 

 

outside the Tate Gallery for some culture. Now, I 

know that óone manôs art is another manôs graffitiô ï 

but honestly! Some of the pieces of work in there a 5 

year old could have done ï Liz Osgood seconded 

this and she should know being a teacher. Thatôs all 

Iôll say on the matter. 

After criticising the art, it was Pasty OôClock ï and 

Big Stu took us to the shop that sold the biggest 

pasties in St Ives, nay, Cornwall!  Yum yum!  Still had 

enough room for an ice-cream though! 

Dinner at the campsite Sunday evening was a more 

relaxing affair, with a few primus stoves, and Big 

Stuôs hot air balloon going, peeps knocked up pasta 

dishes etc.  To spare Jimôs shame, we went to the 

óRed River Innô in Gwithian. The sun had come out 

and it was a beautiful evening.  

After the pub, we returned to the campsite, lit a 

campfire and all sat around having a chat and a laugh. 

Although, I did get a bit stroppy when I turned around 

to see all my cheese had been stuffed and all my port 

drunk before I even got a look-in! Animals! Luckily I 

had another bottle of port stashed away which I kept 

close to me!  It was a great way to end the last night of 

what had been a truly wonderful weekend. 

Monday morning, we awoke to what can only be 

described as a monsoon. The rain was lashing down, 

the winds were blowing a hooley and nobody fancied 

the task of taking down the tents and packing up.  

So, off to Hells Mouth Cafe for a hearty breakfast 

then ï in the hope that the rain would stop by the 

time we got back.  It didnôt. We got very wet. We 

went home. But we did have smiles on our faces J 

Cheers Little Stew for organising ï Iôll be camping 

again with the AOAC I promise. 

 

Lucia Mundiñano 
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Easter in the Peak District 

 
This year, the Clubôs Easter trip was to the Peak 

District. Andy King booked a number of rooms in 

Hathersage YHA, a large Victorian house converted 

into a hostel in the village of Hathersage in the Hope 

Valley in the High Peak area of the Peak District. By 

about 10.30pm on Thursday night most people had 

arrived and were already checking out the local pub, 

the Little John, which was to become our main source 

of food, drink and entertainment for the weekend. 

We woke on Friday to a beautiful sunny Spring day. 

Some enterprising people had already checked out 

the local train times and so we duly trouped off to the 

local station to catch a train to Grindleford. From 

there we embarked upon an 8-10 mile circular walk 

that took in some fine views of the famous ñgritstone 

edgesò in the High Peaks.  Returning to Grindleford, 

the weather had deteriorated from sunshine and fluffy 

clouds to wind and rain and most people diverted into 

the nearest cake shop to wait for the train back to 

Hathersage. However, a few of us wanted to finish 

the walk before getting stuck into cake so we trudged 

across the fields in what was now driving sleet to 

arrive back in Hathersage rather wet and windswept. 

But the huge slabs of chocolate cake and the pint 

mugs of tea in the Outside outdoor shop café soon 

perked us up. Back at the hostel the kitchen was full 

to capacity with hostellers cooking up tasty evening 

meals, so after much needed warm showers it was 

back to the Little John for us to consume the first of 

many huge meals ï they were so big that some 

meals even came on two plates! Just as well we 

were on an activity weekend. 

On Saturday, while most of the others went on walk 

near Kinder Scout and Jacobôs Ladder, Rich, Karl 

and I went mountain biking across Offerton Moor, 

along a Roman Road and around Ladybower 

Reservoir. After a full-on day of sleet, strong winds 

and a ridiculously technical descent down to the lake 

it was a relief to get back to Hathersage in one piece. 

We took refuge from the elements in the Outside café 

once again and warmed up over more pint mugs of 

 

 

tea and slabs of cake (apricot slice this time). That 

evening was again spent in the Little John, 

competing with each other over whose meal was the 

largest. Meanwhile the walkers seemed to have been 

having a competition of their own ï having ñmissedò a 

few trains back to Hathersage some (naming no 

names!) finally rolled up about 8 pints the worse for 

wear, grinning from ear to ear. 

We woke on Sunday to find that the Easter Bunny 

had delivered loads of snow as well as lots of choccy 

eggs! The hills looked so tempting in their blanket of 

snow that we just had to get our bikes out once more 

and get stuck in. Some people chose the sensible 

option and hired bikes for a gentle pootle around 

Ladybower Reservoir, but Jane, Paul, Karl, Fiona 

and I opted for the more ñhard coreò route, tackling 

the snow drifts on top of the moors behind Edale. 
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After pushing my bike for about 45 minutes through 

deep snow up a steep, rutted farm track I was 

regretting that decision. But once at the top it was an 

amazing and bizarre experience biking in snow, just 

like skiing on wheels. We eventually made it round to 

Castleton via a tricky technical descent down the 

Limestone Way, to end up having a well-earned cake 

stop. Suitably refuelled we then biked up to Mam Tor 

via the old road which has been closed to traffic since 

the 1970s due to a landslip, and then back to the 

cars. We felt we well deserved the monster portions 

in the Little John that night.  

 

 

Our final day on Easter Monday was spent walking 

up to Mam Tor via Hollins Cross where 6 footpaths 

meet. Despite the snow flurries and driving wind we 

had spectacular views of Rushup Edge and other 

parts of the High Peak covered in snow. There was 

just time for one last cake shop stop before heading 

back to Bristol. Thanks again to Andy for organising 

the weekend and for everyone on the trip for being 

such a great laugh.  

 

 

 

Liz Catchpole 
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Ski Trip to Courchevel Jan 2008 

 
Although Iôve been on quite a few ski trips before, the 

January ski holiday to Courchevel was my first time 

with the AOAC, and as a new member, I knew very 

few people before I went on the trip. I hoped it wouldnôt 

be too cliquey and that I wouldnôt be forced to spend 

the holiday sitting on chairlifts on my own. Fortunately, 

I wasnôt disappointed, and can honestly say this was 

one of the best ski trips Iôve ever been on.  

All the ingredients of a great ski experience were there 

ï stunning mountain scenery, fabulous snow (even if a 

bit short of fresh powder), delicious food, great, 

friendly company, and plenty of people of all different 

levels to ski with ï from beginners, near beginners, 

intermediates and advanced skiers to Vinceôs 

hardcore off piste, kamikaze, if-you-donôt-end-up-

hanging-upside-down-in-a-tree-youôre-a-wuss group.  

It was great having lots of different people to ski with, 

and making loads of new friends. Although teased 

mercilessly about the size of my backpack (certain 

people seemed to think I had a crew of Sherpas 

hidden inside) it was really good fun skiing with Mark, 

Lucia, Matt and Lisa, and we frequently spent entire 

chairlift rides in hysterics. People tended to swap 

groups on a daily basis, so each day we were skiing 

with a slightly different crowd ï which meant it was 

easy to meet new people every day. 

The Three Valleys is one of the largest skiing areas 

in the world, so you are never short of places to ski. 

There are plenty of tree runs for those of us who like 

picture postcard pine trails by peaceful streams, with 

even a bizarre trip to the Wild West thrown in for 

good measure. This was the Indian trail, which was 

presumably designed to keep small children amused. 

After the lifts have shut, however, and you are skiing 

home in the fading light between dark looming 

spruces, it is a surreal and slightly spooky experience 

to come across a deserted clearing of tepees half 

buried under the snow, as if youôve been transported 

from Courchevel to Colorado. You could almost hear 

the tom-toms of an Indian war party in the distanceé 

 

 

Then there are the sun soaked slopes, with some 

real high-speed adrenalin runs. My all time favourite, 

Lac de la Chambre, a red run linking Val Thorens 

and Meribel, is sublime. It is never too crowded and 

we were able to bomb down it without stopping, 

hitting the schuss at scary speeds ï at which point I 

started hearing violins and found myself imagining I 

was on Ski Sunday!  

Four days in, some of our group decided we were up 

for a challenge, and decided to check out the Grand 

Couloir ï the scariest black in the Three Valleys.  

Imagine a narrow ridge with an almost sheer fall on 

either side ï and that is just the beginning. We spent 

half an hour peering over the wall at the top, trying to 

psyche ourselves up. Eventually, Lucia decided she 

was going to give it a go, and launched herself onto 

the ridge. Lisa, Roland and I followed more 

tentatively. It was the hardest run Iôve done ï once 

youôve got across the ridge, there is a wall of snow to 

lower yourself down, and then a steep and narrow 

mogul field, with some monster moguls to negotiate, 

squeezed between two sheer walls of rock.  

We all made it through, and I was on such a high that 

the following day, I volunteered for the suicide 

mission ï Vinceôs off piste experience. This was 

fantastic. We went to the Hidden Valley ï an off piste 

wilderness where there was no one else for miles. 

There were only four of us, so I felt privileged to ski 

with this elite group which had something of a 

reputation ï Vince had earlier in the week managed 

to lose three quarters of the group he was leading! 

Having not done much off piste, I certainly found it a 

challenge, especially as, given the lack of fresh 

powder, we were skiing on wind-hardened crust. 

Fortunately, the others were very patient, and I 

managed to negotiate my way down, and was 

delighted to be invited back the next day. 
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Of course, it wasnôt all hard skiing on the slopes. 

Although the bars in Courchevel were a bit limited, 

making organising a pub crawl something of a 

challenge, we had great fun on Luciaôs pub quiz, 

though sadly our team, óSnow Ideaô, despite carving 

an early lead, wiped out on the music round. The 

traditional fancy dress ówhat I want to be when I grow 

upô was a highlight, with some highly imaginative 

costumes. Astronauts, pilots and vets mingled with 

footballers and floozies flaunting their finery, while 

those with rather suspect career choices ï including 

transvestites and train spotters ï paraded without 

shame through the streets of Courchevel. 

And who could forget our rustic French dining 

experience? Our chalet staffôs night off was to be our 

opportunity to sample the finest Savoyard cuisine in a 

traditional Alpine restaurant, complete with wood fire, 

walls decorated with sinister looking farming 

implements and ancient wooden skis (circa 1850) 

suspended from the rafters. Unfortunately, the 

restaurant didnôt have our booking, but invited us to 

partake of its accommodation ó§ la derri¯reô. 

Delighted, we trooped out to discover our two tables 

happily situated é in a shopping mall. 

It was the first time I had eaten fondue Savoyard 

opposite a McDonalds, or had my meal augmented 

by traditional Mall muzak, but while the ambience 

wasnôt quite what we had expected, we all agreed 

that the comedy value of our órustic French dining  

 

experienceô almost made up for the delights of a 

traditional meal, especially when the fire brigade 

turned up halfway through to deal with some 

wayward youths who had set off the fire alarm.  

All in all, this was a fantastic holiday, and since the 

only thing I could find to complain about was the fact 

that the bedroom doors in our chalet took 5 minutes 

to shut, I will definitely be signing up for next yearôs 

trip! 

 

 

The 2009 ski trip to Alpe DôHuez is now fully booked, 

but the reserve list is open. Usually a few people 

have to drop out of the trip due to circumstances but 

if you're handily placed in the front few places of the 

Reserve List starting grid you could well be in with a 

chance of being there too! 

To sign up to our reserve list go to 

http://www.aoac.co.uk/Skiing.html, download the 

Reserve List form and send it with a £50 deposit, 

cheque payable to AOAC, to the address on the 

form. 

Nic Reisner 

 

http://www.aoac.co.uk/Skiing.html
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Pinkery Conservation Weekend 

 

I'm writing this whilst relaxing in the bath, having just 

returned from a fantastic weekend of conservation on 

Exmoor. Gosh, I need to soak my muscles as they 

have had an exhilarating workout in the great 

wilderness and stunning scenery around Porlock. 

Who needs to be stuck in a gym to maintain fitness! 

As usual, the crowd met up for supper at the Black 

Venus public house on Friday night, then returned to 

the Pinkery Centre for a good nightôs sleep. The total 

blackness and lack of sound was commented on by 

all, it's so peaceful. 

Morning came with a full cooked breakfast, then off to 

join a locally organised clean up of Porlock beach. 

We removed sack loads of rubbish, fuelled by plenty 

of tea and homemade cake to keep levels of energy 

up for when the ranger took us along a portion of the 

coast path running along the edge of the ancient 

estate of Ashley. Now owned by Lord Linton, the 

estate used to contain a grand house which burnt 

down many years ago, but the overgrown gardens 

that remain are stunningly landscaped across many 

balustraded terraces and completely captivate the 

imagination, even containing many stonewalled 

tunnels designed to enable invisible movement 

around the grounds. The coast path passes through 

some of these tunnels and laurel trees were causing 

destruction of many areas of wall along its length so 

heavy 'pruning' was required. 

 

Being constructively destructive is so fulfilling! Out 

with the loppers and bow saws, and many shouts of 

'timber' made short work of the clearing process. 

Sunday continued with the same vigour, and 

concluded with a cream tea before hitting the 

motorway. Now I need to be nice to those 'sawing 

muscles'. Make sure you join us next time ï next trip 

is in November. 

 

Emma Lane 

Tennis with the AOAC 

This summer the AOAC is playing tennis 

outdoors (weather permitting!) 6pm to 8pm 

every Wednesday until the end of 

September. We play at Canford because 

the surface is much better than the Horfield 

courts we used two years ago. Your game 

will improve because the bounce is much 

more predictable and the surface is safer to 

run on, especially if damp.  

You can either pay a one off fee of just 

£40 to cover the entire season (6 months 

of tennis) or dig down the back of the sofa 

for £4 each week for 2 hours of tennis. We 

have four courts most weeks, with 10-16 

players, and we reserve at least one court 

each week for beginners/rusties (as a 

minimum you should have played when 

younger or had a few recent lessons).  

Please email Steve Grant if you need 

more information at tennisòATòaoac.co.uk 

(you can call me on 07968 268357 if 

urgent). I would appreciate an email to 

gauge your interest in playing, but you can 

just turn up and play. 

Source: http://maps.bristol-city.gov.uk/default.aspx 


