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

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

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

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

everything happening at the same time .  

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

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

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

policy officer ( Nick Walker ) ð if you need any help fil ling 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 go es 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 - identified on the website , 

on the b ack 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!!               Carrie Stone 
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The Chairmanõs Bit 
Back in the spring, the Met Office predicted a warmer than average summer, and one which should be 

much better than those we've had over the past couple of years.  This is certainly borne out so far , 

especially with the mini heat wave we had in June . I feel there is something very special about a good 

English summer in our green and pleasant land.  The summer foliage on the trees, the golden hues in 

the fields, bright blue skies, all the summer sport ing events, and festivals.  I think it was even a 

relatively dry Glastonbury!   

Summer is also the busiest time of year for the Club with us all enjoying the longer evenings and 

making the most of being outside, and to enjoy our environs both in the city a nd outside, whether on 

foot, two wheels, on the water or dangling off the end of a rope.  

I would like to welcome those of you who have recently joined the Club.  I hope you've already been 

experiencing the joys of partici pating in one of the few member -run multi -activity clubs in the 

country, where one day you can do one activity and the next day do something entirely different.   

New ideas  

New members are also very important to the Club to help it regenerate itself.  New blood brings new 

ideas, and also new people to organise activities, to replace long standing members who having done 

their share of organising and leading activities over the years, have now refocused upon family 

responsibilities.  At some point we expect all members to put something back i nto the Club.  What will 

you be organising, leading or helping to organising?  I gather from our Activities Co -ordinator, Carrie 

Stone, that the calendar of events for the summer is looking good, but has room for more activities, 

while the autumn is lookin g a bit sparse at present.  

Whether or not you are a new member, if you have any ideas on how to improve the Club, or have 

constructive comments on things we could do better (bearing in mind we are all volunteers) then please 

get in touch, or join the comm ittee (see below).  

Wanted -  new Development Officer and Chairman  

We now have a vacancy on the committee for the post of Development Officer.  After about a decade 

as a committee member (much of which was spent as Communications Officer and Equipment Office r) 

Phil Webster has decided to step down from the position to focus on fatherhood and paddling within 

the Club.  Thank you Phil for all of your efforts over the years in your different roles.  

In case you are wondering what it involve s, here is how Dave Mur doch describe d the position prior to 

the March AGM : "The main role of the  Development Officer is to  identify any training or development 
needs within the Club, research how these needs could be met and propos e solutions to the Committee. 
This year I have c oncentrated on raising the First Aid skills levels in the Club and have organized some 
first aid training courses. This post is suitable for anyone with fresh ideas about how to develop and 
improve the Club for the benefit of all members. Itõs possible for  2 people to share this post. " 

No, I've not stepped down from the role of Chairman, but under the terms of our constitution the 

Chairman can only remain in the post for 3 consecutive years. As this is my third term we will need a 

new Chairman in the spring .  So please think ahead and consider whether you wish to step up to the 

role.  Please contact me if you would like any information about what it involves.  

Dingy sailing  

Last autumn I reported that we were in discussions with the Baltic Wharf Sailing Club regarding dingy 

sailing in Bristol Harbour.  The idea for the Club to have affiliate membership has been thwarted for 

now as no storage space became available in the Baltic Wharf boat yard.  If, however , any of you have 

contacts in any other local sailing club we would be happy to open dialogue to see if we can make dingy 

sailing more easily accessible to the membership.  

That's all from me for now, until the autumn, enjoy our green and pleasant land.  

Richard 
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Weekend in Dorset, March  

Our first dayôs walk was along the rolling cliff tops. 

Various sights along the way included an ancient 

round church, so aged that even the graffiti carved 

into the stone had dates ranging from the 1200s to 

1665. The stone walls, with their greenish tinge, were 

reminiscent of an underwater cave, dank and dark, 

despite the shaft of sunlight emanating from the 

perpendicular arched window; while iron candle 

brackets hung from the vaulted ceiling. You could 

almost imagine a medieval teenager, bored by the 

Latin chants of the priest, getting out his penknife and 

carving óWat was ôere in 1209?ô 

Emerging from the church, we were out into the 

blazing sunlight, and the rest of the journey was in 

the great outdoors, along often sheer cliff edges, 

where the sea sparkled, as did the conversation. In 

fact so absorbing was the conversation that Iôm afraid 

I donôt remember much more of the walk, except that 

it was stunning ï sheer white cliffs, sea as blue as 

the Mediterranean, grass which was, well, very 

green, interspersed with some very pretty purplish 

flowers, a few very fluffy white sheep, some steep 

and slippery descents through wooded paths, little 

streams gurgling down the valleys to the sea é  

In fact the weather was so unseasonably lovely for 

March, that a visit to the ice cream shop en route was 

not only desirable, but necessary, and with choices 

ranging from champagne to strawberries nô cream, it 

was no surprise that some greedy people even went 

back for second helpings. 

Other things I remember from the walk include some 

oddly sloping stone walls which seemed so inexpertly 

put together that it was amazing they had stood for 

so long. The discovery that they were built by French 

POWs during the Napoleonic wars led to quite a few 

jokes, which amused us all the way to our final stop 

on the journey é the pub. A few refreshing beers in 

the garden where some chickens were strutting their 

stuff, and an innocent comment about the 

impressiveness of one of the male chickens which 

led to a small misunderstanding and considerable 

amusement, bought the day to a fine finish.   

The second day was a beach walk to the famous 

Durdle Door ï a natural rock arch over the sea. The 

views on the road to this landmark, of rolling hills set 

against a glittering sea were so breathtaking that it 

seemed incredible that this was our own country and 

not some exotic, faraway land. It was one of those 

moments when I am reminded what a beautiful 

country we live in.  

Durdle Door was very lovely, and it was only natural 

that we should want to spend time lounging on the 

beach. As it was March, but sunny and we were on 

the beach, there was some confusion about what 

attire was appropriate ï some people had opted for 

the shorts and T-shirt approach, while others were 

equipped with fleece jackets, woolly hats and jeans. 

A few of us went paddling, but the sea was very cold. 

We finished up with ice cream, followed by cream tea 

and scones before heading home. All in all, a truly 

splendid weekend! 

Words by Nic Reisner, photo by Clare Gundry 
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Sea Kayaking Along the Purbeck Coast 

Sea-kayaking is a fantastic way to explore the coast; 

with the maximum of freedom and the minimum of 

draught on your boat, you can get into the bays and 

caves and enjoy beaching in coves that no-one else 

can reach. The south-west has some of the best 

coastline in Britain to enjoy ï and itôs close to us!  

True, Weymouth doesnôt sound the most exciting 

place to start, but the Purbeck coast and the Isle of 

Portland have stunning cliffs and Portland Harbour is 

full of interest too. Eight of us, mostly beginners, had 

a dayôs tuition in late March run through Weymouth 

Outdoors Education Centre (WOEC).  We started off 

a little gingerly, getting the hang of the long, slim 

boats and finding that sea kayaks can slice through 

the water at 5 mph - but when we tried to explore up 

the Fleet, it was in full ebb - going about 5 mph!  So 

after a lazy lunch on Chesil Beach, we bimbled along 

the edge of Portland Harbour and admired the 

remains of Sandsfoot Castle, half of which is still on 

the cliff-top and half now at its bottom. Several 

squalls hit but just cooled us down. After about four 

hours on the water and only one capsize, we called a 

halt and retired for tea.  

 

We stayed again at Portland Bird Observatory, which 

as ever looked after us and put up with the late-night 

noise; several of us slept in rooms up the lighthouse. 

In the pub tour, the Cove House Inn won the Best 

Pub award; it has fine views over Chesil Beach, a 

warm welcome and delicious seafood. On Sunday, 

we had a gentle wander round the Isle of Portland; 

there were plenty of seabirds off the Bill but sadly no 

Puffins, only two pairs now breed on Portland. A 

relaxed weekend, enjoyed (they said) by everyone.  

 

 

WOEC is a Council-run organisation with excellent 

trainers and all equipment included; itôs very good 

value. Twice a year, it runs ósymposiaô in which you 

can choose from a wide range of day-long sessions, 

from Beginners to Advanced, with day-long paddles, 

topics such as Navigation, Safety Skills and an 

overnight camp up the Fleet. Eight Club members 

went on it last September to improve their skills and 

have a good time.  The next course is on 17-20 

September; it is fine to come for just a day, a dayôs 

tuition costs just Ã45. Itôs a great way to get into an 

exhilarating sport, so contact me if you would like 

more details: damurdoch@hotmail.com 

 

Words and photos by Dave Murdoch 
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More Cheese Grommit! 

An Easter weekend in Hawes in Wensleydale, home of James Herriot and the famous cheese factory 

Easter seems a long time ago now but the memories of the 

Club trip to Wensleydale are still fresh in my mind. The 

omens for the weekend were not good as we set out on the 

long drive north ï heavy rain was forecast and it duly 

rained for most of the journey. Traffic was also heavy and 

as we sat in a jam for about an hour around Spaghetti 

Junction I began to question my decision to go away on 

one of the busiest weekends of the year. Still, we were kept 

entertained in the car by tales of ferrets and salsa dancing, 

courtesy of Emma, and before we knew it weôd arrived at 

Hawes YHA in the heart of the Yorkshire Dales. After 

securing our bikes in the bike store and dumping our bags 

in one of the dorms we settled down for a cup of tea and a 

beer before hitting the sack for the night. 

Iôve been in a few hostel bedrooms in my time, but I can 

safely say the 8-bed dorm I was in was the smallest Iôve 

ever seen! I found myself marooned on a top bunk, unable 

to leave it until my 7 roommates had done all their dressing 

and unpacking and had left the room. There was no room 

to swing a hamster, let alone a cat! No matter, I was on 

holiday and not in a rush.  

Downstairs the kitchen was no less frenetic. It looked as if 

most of the 40 or so AOACers were in there at once, 

brewing tea, stirring porridge, and making sandwiches. 

There was lots of do-si-doôing and ñoh sorry, can I just 

reach past you and get thaté..ò going on. I retreated to the 

lounge until it had all died down a bit.   

Despite all this dallying on my part I found myself ready to go 

walking before many of the others. It soon became apparent 

that the lack of enthusiasm was due to the weather ï it was 

still raining heavily and the hills of Wensleydale were 

shrouded in cloud. But clad from head to foot in waterproofs 

an impressive number of us (including a heavily pregnant 

Tracey ï sheôs made of stern stuff) braved the elements and 

set off on a circular walk round a moor north of the hostel.  

It was quite a slog to reach the top of the hill. After what 

seemed like hours, we found a sheltered spot to rest. 

Someone passed round a large Tupperware full of flapjack 

(Iôm always amazed at these organized people with huge 

rucksacks!!) and soon we were on our way again. Some 

people had had enough at this point and the group split, 

with one contingent seeking the fastest way down to a tea 

shop and the rest of us determined not to let the weather 

 

 

get the better of us. Off we trekked along the ridge and 

round the other side of the hill. With the rain easing up and 

the sun coming out, we even managed 20 minutes of lying 

on the grass putting the world to rights. Thanks to the Stus, 

Paul, Steve, Juliet, Jane and Derek & Liz for the great 

company and friendly banter, which all added up to a good 

dayôs walk. Muddy and windswept we arrived back in 

Hawes in time for a well earned pint before heading back to 

the hostel for a little lie down to recharge the batteries 

before the eveningôs activities. Suitably rested some of us 

headed back out to the pub for a pie and a pint while others 

braved the madhouse of the hostel kitchen.    

What a difference a day makes! We woke up on Saturday 

morning to glorious sunshine and some stunning views 

from the hostel of the Wensleydale hills. There were 

bleating sheep and gamboling lambs as far as the eye 

could see. It was a perfect day for a bike ride. In convoy we 

drove past the stunning Ribblehead viaduct to Horton in 

Ribbledale for the start of an epic ride up Pen-y-ghent. It 

started off well but with one sheep run looking pretty much 

the same as the next we managed to lose the path and 

ended up pushing our bikes through a bog for the better 

part of an hour. Big Stu and Claire, relatively new converts 

to mountain biking, were beginning to wish theyôd stuck to 

walking! However, we got back on track and found a sunny 

spot for lunch part 1.  

A long sweeping downhill brought us to the bottom of a 

valley and the chance to stretch our legs on a long section of 

road which conveniently led to a great little pub at Litton. 

Situated in a sun trap it even brewed its own beer ï perfect.  
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Suitably refreshed we set off again, across a stream and 

up a monster of a hill, described as the ñlung busterò in the 

route instructions. It certainly was, and the rest of my body 

wasnôt too happy either! Pam and Steve showed the rest of 

us how itôs done, managing to ride (and chat!!) the whole 

way up. Reaching the top we crossed a stream via some 

steeping stones and collapsed in a heap for lunch part 2. 

The stream brought out the competitive side in Big Stu, 

who decided to see if it was possible to ride across without 

getting wet feet ï it wasnôt, especially when your front 

wheel hits a rock halfway across! Steve engaged brain and 

removed said rock, and rode across with ease.  

 

We were now on the homeward stretch, and soon we 

reached the top of what was to be one of the best downhills 

Iôve ever ridden. It was fantastic, long and sweeping, it 

seemed to go on for ever. We were all on such an 

adrenalin high by the time we reached the bottom. A short 

road section brought us back to Horton in Ribbledale, 

where we headed to the café for tea and cake. That was a 

great day. 

Saturday night was spent mainly in the local curry house. 

Despite booking ahead the restaurant was overwhelmed 

with the sheer number of hungry AOACers. Curries 

consumed (eventually) we headed next door for some 

decent beer. 

Sunday was another scorcher of a day. While Katie led 

another 3-boot walk up and down dale, Jane and I went for a 

circular bike ride around East Bolton Moor at Castle Bolton. 

The trail hugged the side of a hill for the first half, giving us 

fantastic views across Wensleydale. Then came a killer hill 

up to the ridge and then a long sweeping road descent down 

the other side. I felt like I was in the Tour de France.  

 

 

As always, what comes down must go up, and sure 

enough there was another trail winding up the side of the 

hill through some disused mine works. Somehow or other 

we managed to take the wrong path and ended up 

pushing/carrying our bikes uphill through a peaty bog to get 

back on track (Iôm sensing a pattern emerging hereé). The 

ride ended with another fantastic long downhill section, Iôm 

sure I took off a few times going over the bumps. The joy of 

riding a full suspension bike! 

All that was left to do on Monday was pack up, clean up 

and head out for our final walks/bike rides of the weekend 

before hitting the motorway for the journey home. Sadly 

there wasnôt time to visit the ñWensleydale Cheese 

Experienceò ï will definitely do that next time Iôm in the 

Dales. All in all it was a great weekend. Thanks to Andy 

King for booking the hostel and for everyone on the trip for 

being such good company. 

Words by Liz Catchpole,  

photos by Paul Bonwick and Steve Woodward 
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May Bank Holiday Weekend in Challaborough 

The Club tried out a fantastic new location for the annual May BH weekend caravan trip 

Well, that was the weekend that was!  

 

We arrived at the site which was right on 

the beach and although a bit bijou ð small 

to you and me ð the lounge was big enough 

for everyone and the weather was so 

brilliant for the majority of the time that 

outside was the new inside, so to speak. 

We all decamped to the pub to celebrate 

my birthday (21 and a bit! ) and then 

indulged in a decadent bop at the disco. 

(Eat your heart out J ohn Travolta! ) 

 

The major event of the weekend was the ôshort walkõ that started just round the corner 

from the site (or so were the instructions we were given ð more fool me for not checking 

on a map!). Off we went, trogging across the beach with about 18 people, eventually after 

about 1½ miles we came across the ferry to go across the w ater to the other side of the 

estuary. One man and his dog, I kid you not, took the first batch of bodies, returning for 

the second lot who were then told ð having paid the fare ð that the last ferry was in 10 

mins!!!!!! Well what would you do? We waited f or the third boat load to join us but they 

decided to hoof it back home, chickens.  
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So, our  intrepid explorers set off to do the 3 mile walk. Lovely scenery, great company, 

generally putting the world to rights, we returned to the start point for a welc ome pint é. 

probleméé the pub was shut! Operation tea shop followed but guess whaté. it too was 

shut. My reputation for maximum refreshment walks was now on the line. Undaunted I sold 

the idea of a pint on the island! Buté.. no ferry, no bus, no taxi and a fairly wide estuary to 

get round! In the words of a well known book ôwe canõt go over it, we canõt go under it, weõll 

have to go through it so that is what we did. We sent Gavin, the tallest and Ian, the one in 

the wetsuit [he swam back but that is anothe r story!!] to test the depth of the water.  

After consulting one of the natives who told us we shouldnõt try walking across we mapped 

out a route and ôõcommando Philõõ led the way! The ladies averted their eyes from the 7 

black boxer attired gents and the commando performance and suffice to say once we had 

changed the other side there was no VPL on us, apart from Julia who got a piggy back over.  

 

We finally made it back to share a 

mega barbq and to share our 

stories, which seemed to get more 

daring with e very pint that was 

consumed! 

 

The next day was another scorcher 

and we staggered off to Burgh 

Island. After the obligatory walk 

around it, about 20 mins, plus time 

at the top to ogle the nesting 

birds, we arrived at the pub just in 

time to join the queue. The lady  

serving decide d 

to clear tables 

just at the height 

of the queue so 

by the time the 

pint arrived we 

were dry as a 

ééé Nice pint 

though!  
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Other highlights of the trip , from my perspective , were lounging on the beach with nibbles 

and beer, kite fl ying the next day, the people sandwich and celebrating our own disco Diva 

aka Adrian (sorry he requested no photos! ). 

 

Fantastic weekend, many, many thanks to Carrie and her henchman Stewart  for organising 

it and for finding yet another brilliant venue . 

 

Cheers, Clare Gundry  

 

Next Bank Holiday Weekend ð 28 th -31st  August  

The AOAC has been going to Trevaylor Campsite near St Just, Cornwall for 

the last 6 years and a number of members have been going since the 1980s!  

There are some great walks from the camp site and Sennen Cove, one of the 

best beaches in Cornwall, is just a short drive away. Most Club members are 

normally found lazing on the beach at the end of hard day of walking, surfing, 

kayaking or maybe just relaxing on the beach.  

The campsite is great for barbeques and the local pub does food as well as 

serving the famous Doombar.  

The Club has paid for the exclusive use of two fields so please book with the Club, donõt book with the 

campsite directly. The AOAC has exclusive use of the two fields from Th ursday 27 th  until Monday 31 st , if you 

are staying for the Monday night you can pa y the campsite directly.  

Price is £6 per night per 3 -person tent or less , and £8 per night for a bigger tent.  There is an additional 

charge of £2 per person per night.  Theref ore a 3 -person tent with 2 people will b e charged £10 per night 

and a 5-person tent with 2 people will be charged £12 per night.  

To book a place on this trip, please sign up on the board and give a cheque to either Stu Redwood 

(stewart70redwood@yahoo.co.uk )  or Carrie Stone  (Carrie@aoac.co.uk) . 






























