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The Chairmanõs Bit 
 
Itõs December, the year is almost at an end.  How did that happen?!  The happy memories of those 

summer evening cycle rides have faded a bit, to be replaced by the anticipation of the festivities 

to come over the next few weeks, and my (faint) hope for snow in the mountains at New Year.  

The autumn has proved a busy one within the club, although it does tend to be the same few 

dedicated people organising trips and events.  The time for New Yearõs Resolutions will soon be 

upon us, so, go on, make one of yours to organise or jointly organise an activity or an event.  If you 

have any questions about organising something or if you are worried about some other aspect e.g. 

deposits  / trips finances etc., please ask a member of the committ ee - we'll be happy to offer 

guidance.  Organising an activity is a great way to meet people and a way to give something back to 

the club.  For those who are stuck for ideas, we are developing a collection of 'How To' 

documents on the website.  These will give you ideas about how to organise something similar to 

that which has been done before.  If you have organised something, please complete a How To 

sheet, to make it easier for others in the future.  

Many activities have continued to be oversubscribed, an d so the reserves lists have been actively 

used.  Please remember to use the reserve list.  I would ask, however, that if you sign up for an 

activity, and then change your plans, as a matter of courtesy please let the organiser know as soon 

as possible.  This will allow more time for the organiser to fill your place by another member.  It 

also increases your chances of receiving a full or partial refund.  Failure to let the organiser know 

that you are not attending can cause concern that you have got lost en  route, or that you have had 

an accident.   Also, don't rely on being able to contact the organiser once they are at the location 

of the event since some accommodation is out of mobile reception range.   

As mentioned elsewhere in this edition we celebrated t he club's pearl anniversary on 10th 

November with the charity ball at Ashton Court.  This was attended by over 25% of the club, and 

a wonderful evening was had by all.  Susie Orr, Ali Hobbs and the rest of the Ball Committee did a 

fabulous job in organisin g the evening and I would again like to thank them for all their hard 

efforts and months of preparations.  I also wish to thank all of you who helped raise funds by 

obtaining and donating prizes, attending the Ball or by buying raffle tickets.  At the last  count we 

had raised a tremendous £1,700 so well done everyone.   

Finally, I wish you all every happiness for Christmas and the New Year and may 2008 prove as 

fun -filled as 2007é 

Richard Hiscoke  
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Severn Springs Mountain Bike Ride ï 24 November 
Susie Orr braves one of Luciaôs legendary Cotswold mountain bike rides 

I saw this bike ride advertised and got very excited: 

10ï12 miles, yep I think I can manage that after 

nearly 3 years off the bike, however let it be said 

these were Lucia miles!!  I went on this bike ride 

feeling slightly anxious as Luciaôs reputation went 

before her.   

It was a bit of a damp miserable morning driving up 

the M5 to meet the others, yet as soon as we got into 

Lucia country, although a bit chilly, the rain stopped. 

Eleven of us met in the lay-by opposite a pub and 

near a small stream (both of which were very useful 

at the end of the ride!). 

We all set of like a band of merry men (and women) 

for our first hill, one thing we could guarantee lots of 

on this ride.  Before we even got to the hill, on the 

first bit of mud, Steve was off his bike, not once but 

twice and on the second fall managed to take 

someone else with him! On giving him a bit of jip 

about two falls so early his response was a sheepish 

ñitôs my first ride with clipped pedalsò  - now I am torn 

between ultimate respect and shock. 

Before we made it to the pub we encountered lots 

and lots of mud. Fortunately the rain had stopped but 

it had rained just enough to make the mud incredibly 

sticky and for those of us without disc breaks it 

proved a dead weight on the bike. On several 

occasions throughout the ride we had to prise great 

wads of mud from the bikes.   

After two hours out we had a nice stop in the Air 

Balloon pub. I debate that the bowl of chips I ordered 

(enough for two people I was told) was even enough 

for two pixies let alone one hungry mountain biker!  It 

was lovely to have a sit down but possibly we sat for 

too long, as it was a bit hard to get going. I did hear 

at this point that the cars were in fact just round the 

 

 corner (very tempting I thought!!) but no I must hang 

in there, I must. Fortunately the first hill after the pub 

was down and the next very soon after was up with a 

beautiful view ï so it was only polite to walk up this 

hill so that I could admire it properly!!! 

After another two hours on the bikes, we were back 

at the cars tired but happy, or at least I know I was 

tired and happy ï canôt talk for the others! We all 

followed Karlôs very wise lead with our bikes down to 

the little stream to get the worst of the mud off.  

Some then went for a congratulatory pint at the pub 

opposite ï I personally could hear a hot bath calling 

me, so I set straight off down the M5. 

There were indeed lots of hills, plenty of mud, 

spectacular views combined with some great 

socialising.  Lucia was the perfect host, always 

checking everyone was ok and providing chocolate.  

The route was really well navigated, absolutely 

stunning and I for one had a thoroughly enjoyable 

day, thanks Lucia. 

Do you know a good off-road route? Would you be 

willing to lead a ride? If so, get in touch with Clare 

Gundry (Activity Organiser) to book a calendar slot or 

have a chat with our biking organiser Stewart 

Redwood. 
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Have You Visited the AOAC Forum Yet? 
Phil Webster provides some essential tips on how to use the AOAC Forum  

The AOAC Forum is the ideal place to easily communicate 
with other members of the club.  Itôs available for use by all 
members, itôs free to use and allows discussions and 
question \ answer sessions without the need to send emails.   
 
It can be used to:- 
 

¶ Ask questions on running an event 

¶ Ask questions about the club 

¶ Advertise events 

¶ Organize lifts 

¶ Sell items 

¶ Ask the committee questions 

¶ And more! 
 

Sounds good?  Then visit - www.aoac.co.uk/forum and 
start the ball rolling! 
 

Not Sure How to Use the Forum? 
 

Forums can be daunting places, pages of postings, 
usernames, logging in \ out, how to post a question, how to 
reply ï it can all seem very confusing at first, but it really is 
simple to use! 
 

First some definitions of terms used on the Forum:- 
 

¶ Post - Create an entry on the Forum, either a new 
Topic or reply to an existing one 

¶ Thread ï A series of postings on the Forum 
related to a single Topic 

¶ Category ï Defined area for postings 

¶ Board ï Sub-Categories of postings 

¶ Username ï The name members are known by on 
the Forum 

¶ Topic ï A new posting on the Forum  
 

You donôt need to register to read postings on the Forum ï 
just click on the titles to open them and see what has already 
been posted.  If you want to reply to a posting or post a new 
Topic then you will need to register and login first. 
 

This article is not intended as a comprehensive guide to 
the use of the Forum, instead itôs just an introduction to 
getting started.  The best way to learn how to use the many 
varied features of the Forum is to just have a go! 
 

Step 1 ï Load the Forum  
 

In your web browser (ie Internet Explorer) go to the AOAC 
website ï www.aoac.co.uk ï in the menu at the top click on 
ñForumò ï you should then see the Forum page. 
 

 

Step 2 ï Register 
 

Before you can post on the Forum, either a new thread or 
in reply to an existing one, you need to register ï this 
ensures that only AOAC members can post and avoids any 
ñspamò clogging up the boards. 
 

At the top left of the screen it will say ñWelcome Guest.  
Please Login or Registerò, click on ñRegisterò and the 
registration screen will be displayed. 
 

Username ï This is the name you will use to login \ logout 

of the board, please use your first name and at least the 
first character of your last name ie ñBobSò. This not only 
allows other members to know who you are, but also 
allows the board administrator to quickly verify who you are 
and that you are an AOAC member. 
 

E-Mail ï This needs to be a valid email address that you 

have access to, it will be used to notify you of your 
registration process and allows personal messages to be 
sent to you.  IMPORTANT ï If you do not tick the box ñHide 
email address from public?ò then it will be available for all 
members of the Forum to see. 
 

Choose Password \ Verify Password ï Please use a 

secure password, not your username, or your surname.  A 
mixture of upper \ lower case \ characters \ numbers is 
best. 
 

I Agree ï Click on this box and then on the Register button 

to submit your registration. 
 

You should receive notification of your registration by email 
almost immediately.  Once your registration has been 
confirmed by a board administrator then you will receive 
another email and this will then allow you to post to the 
Forum. 
 

 
 

Step 3 ï Login and Update your Profile 
 

Click on Login and enter the username and password that 
you used for registration.  You should then review your 
profile details and settings, click on ñProfileò towards the 
top left of the screen ï From here you can modify all 
aspects of your account and notifications.  Look through 
the settings on the left hand side of the screen under 
Modify Profile. 
 

http://www.aoac.co.uk/forum
http://www.aoac.co.uk/
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Most of the settings are self-explanatory, but if you need 
help, either post a question on the Forum (see below) or 
email the Forum administrator for help. 
 

Step 4 ï Post on the Forum 
 

At last! Youôve found the Forum, had a look through the 
postings, registered and updated your profile ï now you 
can finally put your own posting on the Forum. 
 

Login to the Forum and select one of the Categories to 
post in ï try clicking on ñGeneral Discussionò. 
 

To start a new Topic, click on ñNew Topicò on the right 
hand side of the screen. 
 

 
 

Type in a subject, and then your message.  Use the 
formatting controls to format the text (simply type your text 
between the special codes that are displayed).  Click on a 
Smiley if you want to insert one of them. 
 

Click on Additional Options if nothing is displayed, this 
gives you an important option ï Tick the ñNotify me of 
repliesò box and when someone else posts a reply to your 
posting then you will receive an email telling you so. 
 

Finally click on the Preview button to see how your 
message will look (useful for checking your formatting), 
before clicking on Post to submit your message. 
 

Step 5 ï Reply to a Posting 
 

Replying to an existing posting works in much the same 
way as creating a new one.  Select a category, click on the 
existing posting to view it and any other replies, then click 
on ñReplyò from the right hand side of the screen. 
 

This will display a similar screen to the posting a new Topic 
screen, use it in the same way as above. 
 

Step 5 ï Removing \ Amending a Posting 
 

Itôs possible to amend and \ or delete postings that you 
have made ï to do this click on the Category and then the 
Topic within that Category, find the posting you want to 
delete and click on it to display it.  If you are able to amend 
it or modify it then the options to ñModifyò and ñRemoveò will 
be shown on the right hand side of the screen. 
 

Step 6 ï Personal Messages 
 

One of the most useful functions of the Forum is the ability 
to send and receive messages to members without the 
need for email addresses.  These messages are private 

between you and whoever you choose to send to, they are 
not viewable to visitors to the Forum.  
 
When you are logged in, click on ñMy Messagesò at the top 
of the screen. 
 

 
 
This area allows you to see and read messages from other 
members and also to start sending messages to other 
members, all you need is their username ï these will be 
displayed next to postings they have made on the Forum. 
 

Click on ñNew Messageò on the left hand side of the 
screen. 
 

This screen is a cross between an email and Forum 
posting screen, you can add multiple recipients and even 
blind-copy people in.  The ñFind Membersò link allows you 
to search on part names. 
 

Want to stop receiving personal messages from someone?  
Go into your Profile, select ñPersonal Message Optionsò 
and amend the options there.   
 
 

Doôs and Donôts When Using the Forum 
 

¶ Do not put your telephone number, email address 
or any personal information in any posting ï 
remember that ANYONE can see postings on the 
Forum, not just members. 

 

¶ Do be polite in your postings. 
 

¶ Donôt swear or use all capitals in postings. 
 

¶ Do use Personal Messaging to contact members 
privately and exchange information such as 
addresses and telephone numbers. 

 

¶ Do not abuse the Messaging facility ï any 
member who sends abusive or offensive 
messages to another member will have their 
account removed. 

 
 
Questions?  Email forum@aoac.co.uk and Iôll do my 
best to help! 
 

 

mailto:forum@aoac.co.uk
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New Members Weekend ï 16-18 November 
Richard Macpherson joins other new members on Dartmoor   

The November New Members weekend was 
based at a large house on the west side of 
Dartmoor, near Tavistock.  Originally the building 
was split into two, for the manager and captain of a 
nearby copper mine.  Now itôs owned by an ex 
travel journalist and photographer, so the walls are 
covered in articles and photos relating his 
adventures, as well as a wall of live band photos 
(from the Rolling Stones to Elton John).  The film 
compendium in the book rack also proved very 
useful for the most obscure charades ever played. 
  
The Saturday morning was grey but dry, and we 
split into two groups to walk on north Dartmoor.  
As we tried to follow Rob, he eventually realised 
what a speed limit was, and we managed to get 
there as one party!  The walk took in a number of 
tors, and some beautiful classic moorland, with the 
added benefits of very few people around (and no 
live firing!). 
 
The benefits of short winter days were apparent 
when we got back to the house in time for cream 
tea, laid on by Rob.  This was then followed by a 
feast of soup, curry, chilli, and crumble.  And yet 
we still seemed to have room for more alcohol.   
 
Rob the teacher came to the fore after the meal 
with his (in)famous pub quiz, and the web 
browsing phones proved very useful for solving the 
disputes over the answers ï we didnôt all agree 
with the adage that teacherôs always right!  
Fortunately for house harmony it was a draw 
between the two teams. 
 
On Sunday, after a night of torrential rain, we 
headed for Princetown.  Two of us went for a fast 
mountain bike ride down to the south of Burrator 
Reservoir, and then back round and up on the old 
railway line.  Everybody else went for a walk, and 
we all rendezvoused back at the Plume of 
Feathers for lunch.  While some went for an 
original pint and pudding option, after the 
recommendation of Jo óbest carvery everô, I went 
for the meat and seven veg option! 
 
Thanks must go to Rob Giles for organising a 
proper weekend ï bit of outdoors, good weather 
(well for the time of year, and relative to Bristol!), 
and lots of food! 
 
And as a final note, if you want to get the full 
experience, without the rain (hopefully), book on 
Robôs trip in the summer.  

 

 
 

Next New Members Weekend 
Friday 14th - Sunday 14th March 2008 ï  

Forest of Dean 
Rob Giles writes: Iôve only gone and excelled myself yet 
againéfor the first New Members weekend of 2008 I have 
booked St Briavels, this is a real 13th Century Castle tucked 
away in the Forest of Dean and comes complete with 
drawbridge and moat ï ok, that bitôs dried up but you can still 
see it in the garden!!! Yep this is going to be a truly magical 
weekend for new members and some old timers (lol). 
Unfortunately I have only managed to book 30 places in the 
castle so you will need to be quick!!The weekend will start 
with a casual drink to the early hours on Friday evening 
followed by a full day on the hills either mountain biking or 
walking then itôs back to relax, chill out around the castleôs 
lounges, visit the dungeon or get locked in the stocks 
situated in the garden. Saturday evening will be a special 
catered 3 course dinner, hopefully a medieval banquet 
(included in the price ï yes thatôs right, included!!).  All you 
need to bring is your favourite tipple and dress up in some 
old medieval clothes or just damn old gear, if all else fails 
Chris Huntôs wardrobe can be hired out!!!. Sunday will be a 
relaxing breakfast followed by a shorter day ride, walk or just 
chilling. If you would like to check out the site please use this 
link: http://www.yha.org.uk/find-accommodation/heart-of-
england/hostels/St-Briavels-Castle/index.aspx. The cost for 
this magical weekend is a mere £60 and that includes 
Saturdayôs medieval banquet and both days breakfasts!!! So 
if you fancy joining me for this humdinger of a weekend then 
simply email me at robertgiles212ò@òbtinternet.com and I 
will send you my address to which to send the cheque. All 
cheques to be made payable to AOAC for £60 (full non 
returnable deposit). PLEASE PUT CONTACT NO AND 
MEMBERSHIP NO ON REVERSE.  

http://www.yha.org.uk/find-accommodation/heart-of-england/hostels/St-Briavels-Castle/index.aspx
http://www.yha.org.uk/find-accommodation/heart-of-england/hostels/St-Briavels-Castle/index.aspx
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Dartmouth Sailing Weekend ï 11-14 October 
Richard Hiscoke gets wet ôn windy with the sailing crowd in Dartmouth 

Having signed up for a sailing weekend some months 
in advance, I was looking forward to slipping out of 
the office on the Thursday afternoon and heading to 
Dartmouth for a weekend on the high seas.  When 
the day arrived my hopes were low. The BBC in-
shore waters forecast wasn't promising ï high 
pressure, fog, and barely a breath of wind. Ho-hum. 

Eventually I made it to the marina on the Kingsweir 
side of the river, and Andy Lock arrived in a RIB so I 
could join our flotilla of yachts for the weekend: Nahli, 
Doris, Dandelion and Viandante, which were all 
moored to a pontoon in the middle of the river.  It 
seemed that I was the last to arrive that evening, but 
was soon making merry with the rest of the Crew on 
Dandelion. 

Saturday morning dawned bringing with it the fog and 
a very gentle breeze.  So much for the forecast at the 
marina, which had been more promising.  No sailing 
then.  After a leisurely breakfast we slipped away 
from the pontoon, to practice skills in the river such 
as picking up moorings, man over board, dodging 
ferries and gliding across the river.  This was a useful 
skills reminder to all on board. 

Later in the day we were happily minding our own 
business, motoring along the coast, with our skipper, 
Matt, having a doze, when the VHF crackled into 
lifeé"zis is German Vorship zero two zero nein-aé 
alter your course immediatelyéyour actions are 
hostile, alter your course or ve shoot at youé"  This 
came as quite a surprise, but we decided not to alter 
our course which was the most direct to Newton 
Ferris.  We couldn't seen any warships, and there 
were barely any other craft about for quite some 
distance.  If there were a German warship in the 
vicinity, what was it doing in British in-shore waters 
anyway?    

A little while later the VHF crackled into life againé 
"zis is German Vorship zero two zero nein-aé ze 
fishing vessel to our hind quarter must alter its course 
immediatelyé" silence followed, then "fishing vessel 
to our hind quarter, your actions are hostile, turn to 
starboard immediately or ve vill shoot at youé" 
silence followedé  "your actions are hostile, turn to 
starboard immediately or ve vill shoot at you.  Zis is 
our last varning" several further 'last' warnings 
followed then " zis is German Vorship zero two zero 
nein-aé our shots ver a varning, next time ve shoot 
at you not at ze vateré".  Excitement indeed. 

We ended up at a pontoon in picturesque Newton 
Ferris.  Before we had time to decamp to the pub for 
a hearty meal and a few beers, a flotilla from the 
University of Plymouth sailing club turned up and 
rafted up against us.  We were boxed in.  So much 
for any earlier morning departure plans.   

  

Come the morning, the uni crews had gone.  Things 
people will do to avoid paying mooring feesé  Our 
plan for the day was to pop around to Plymouth for 
lunch, where we caught up with former club member 
Kim Goonseskera, and then to make it to Salcombe 
for afternoon tea and ice creams.  

Back on the high seas, we were beating against the 
wind along the coast and making slow progress.  So 
slow in fact that we came into Salcombe under the 
cover of darkness, navigating our way around 
unseen and perilous dangers (which Matt gleefully 
pointed out to us the following morning).  

Sunday morning was bright and breezy, and so we set 
out eagerly awaiting a good sail back to Dartmouth.  
Although it was great being on deck with warmth from 
the sun, we soon found that we were sailing at 3 knots 
but were making no progress along the coast.  We 
being hampered by the tide.  There was nothing else 
for it but to motor-sail much of the way back to 
Dartmouth.  

Thanks to Matt for skippering on Dandelion and to 
Andy for organising a weekend which was enjoyed 
by all. 
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Avebury ï A Playerôs Account ï 16-18 November 

Adrenaline junky Vince Holt tries out some gentle walking in Avebury 

The original plan was sound: book up a weekend way, 
get some extreme mountain biking in and have good 
times with all the AOACers Iôd got to know over the last 
few years, before coming back home the usual wreck, 
exhausted and in need of collapse into a hot bath. 

Where was this Avebury place anyway, I asked myself 
after having been persuaded by fellow Cheltonian Lucia 
to come along. I looked it up on the map to discover it 
was just 5 mins away from my last place of work. 

Then suppressed memories of my last AOAC weekend 
in a bunkhouse slowly started to resurge. Whilst great 
times were had by all at St Davidôs, it wasnôt the best for 
recuperation ï creaking beds, weak bladders and over-
hoppy beers certainly put paid to that. Talk about global 
warming, some serious carbon offsetting was needed to 
cover the methane generated that weekend! 

Furthermore the temperature had dropped, snow had 
started to fall in the Alps, and my interest was quickly 
taken by other trips and events being booked further 
afield. This escalated to the point whereby the effort 
required to dig out the bike and put it in the car exceeded 
the level of interest in doing anything that didnôt involve 
strapping a plank of wood to my feet. 

If biking was out, that just left walking. I normally only 
like activities that have a risk of death or serious injury, 
or provide some kind of major cardiovascular workout. I 
didnôt anticipate this fix being satisfied from a walk, but I 
was just happy to seek a more social/therapeutic 
experience.  

Being aware of the óno jeansô walking rule (despite having 
walked in jeans before and somehow managing to 
survive the experience), I decided to fall in line and 
purchase some decent walking trousers (I thought these 
were quite cool until I saw everyone else wearing a pair!). 

As an afterthought I also remembered we were 
supposed to bring some food, so picked up a box of 
Nutrigrain and dug out a couple of apples from the 
fridge. I remember my boy scout motto of being 
prepared! Then with a minimal supply of clothing to 
change into, and a duvet (I donôt do sleeping bags) I 
jumped in the car and travelled light. 

 

My original plan was to turn up on the Friday evening, 
socialise, drive back after the pub closed, then return 
the next morning, despite having paid for the 
accommodation. It was just 40 mins down the road after 
all, and the torrid St Davidôs experience was still fresh in 
the memory. 

This plan too, like all the others, fell by the wayside as I 
tucked into my third pint of Old Sarum ï it tasted just too 
good! Of course I couldnôt catch up with Lucia (despite 
trying) who at that point was three pints ahead, and 
proud of it too! Thankfully she refrained from singing 
Copacabana ï that normally kicks in after the seventh 
pint, and the bell tolled to save us all from that fate. 

The evening was a very cheery one, with many of the 
best characters AOAC has to offer being present. But of 
course all good things have to come to an end, and one 
by one we all retired for the evening. 

Luckily my random choice of room was one that Lucia 
wasnôt habituating (the Old Sarum being a particularly 
fruity beer).  After just three pints of the stuff my mixed 
dorm etiquette escaped me (were we supposed to bring 
pyjamas?), but luckily it was dark, I was last to bed (as 
usual), and I think I got away with it. I just hope Jill was 
still asleep in the bunk below in the morning and didnôt 
have to witness the descent! 

Next morning, after a surprisingly restful night, I realised 
the different levels of preparation adopted for a 
weekend such as this. The kitchen was piled high with 
various goods, some of them having arrived in crates! 
Well I had my Nutrigrain bars and the coffee was 
provided, so what more could a man want? Little did I 
realise how later on I would come unstuck by this! 

So breakfast was short and sweet (for me), but it was 
revealed over breakfast that I am a man of Isobelôs 
dreams. Well, she had some bizarre dream about me 
growing a mullet ï hope she hasnôt somehow got hold 
of my school photos! 

After breakfast, walkers and bikers congregated outside 
ready for the off. It was at this point I realised that Andy 
L was wearing his lycra cycling shorts. Just glad Iôd 
finished breakfast thatôs all I can say. Isobel pointed out 
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that at least his shorts were black and not red, which 
tend to leave even less to the imagination! 

We then drove off to the starting point for the walk, and 
after Captain Faftastic (Clare) finally got herself, and us, 
all together, we set off on our merry way. We soon 
discovered the best part of the trip just ten minutes in ï 
the tree swing! So I would get my fix after all, even if the 
adrenaline I craved came only from fear of the branch 
snapping and landing on my head. But it had to be 
done, so I was first up. As test pilot, my swings were a 
little tentative but I soon gained in confidence and 
started flying harder and rotating. But then Liz came 
along and showed us how it was really done.  

The walk proceeded very pleasantly, and we saw the 
usual round of fields, trees, obelisks, deer, and stone 
circles ôn stuff. Aj did a great job not just in leading and 
navigating, but also in concealing his disappointment at 
our leisurely pace.   

I scoffed the Nutrigrain bars, and the sandwich that Lucia 
had kindly donated well before the designated lunch 
break. My apple went to Daisy the horse, who we thought 
had maybe once been mistaken for a cow. The walk was 
great for enthusiastic debates such as these and we 
readily put the world to rights on all manner of topics.  

Suffice to say, one of the most treasured things about the 
walk (other than the tree swing!) was the company, great 
social banter and lots of jokes. At one point I observed 
some cows and remarked they must be cold. Others 
agreed, drawn in, as I then delivered the punchline ï yes, 
they must be Friesian ï give them a jersey! 

 

Avebury visitor centre became a convenient place to 
visit the conveniences. Unfortunately I needed a little 
longer in there than anticipated. I returned to see a 
crowd of people, all ready to move on. They turned to 
me as Charlotte called out óI thought youôd locked 
yourself in?ô I had 8 expectant faces engaged with mine, 
all requiring a response. So rather than making a polite 
excuse, I decided just to come clean with the truth. 
óSorry guysô I said, óI guess I must have ODôd on the 
Nutrigrain bars!ô Did I get any sympathy? No, they just 
all burst out laughing, I dunno, friends, where are they 
when you need them?! 

Anyway we carried on and I really think I got the hang of 
this walking malarkey, you just put one foot in front of the 
other in a repeated fashion until you come to a pub. I 
realised that I actually do this every weekend and so in 
many ways am in fact quite experienced at this sort of 
thing. The pub in question was the Red Lion, nice old 
place that sold beer ôn lattes that were readily consumed.  

 

We then went back, ate food and drank beer (lots more 
pints of Old Sarum) before playing some games of pool 
(killer ï Luciaôs suggestion). Charlotte proved to be 
spectacularly successful at this despite not having played 
before, and won a couple of times ï a natural! Whereas I 
proved to be one of the worst players in the world, 
despite owning a pool table in my house! Still, I had the 
Old Sarum as my excuse. Andy L also had the Old 
Sarum as an excuse for his demonstration of a home 
grown chemical weapon. The turgid memories of St 
Davidôs bunkhouse came flooding back once more! But 
after the coughing fit and tears had subsided, all was ok, 
and everyone had survived. Nasal hair does grow back 
after all. And sorry Andy, trying to bribe us with that tea in 
bed in the morning didnôt work, this still goes to print!  

Next day it was belting down with rain and whilst I admire 
the hardy stalwart types with their stiff upper lips who 
battled on with the walk, despite the roads now being 
rivers due to the monsoon, I joined the Larry Lightweight 
club and had a cooked breakfast in a nice dry warm café, 
and that was the AOAC weekend done & dusted. 

In summary, I believe (hope!) a great time was had by 
all. Itôs not the activities per se that makes a weekend 
like this, itôs the people and the characters, and the 
people on this weekend were certainly characters all 
right! Thanks to all those who participated, for their 
cheery disposition, and for providing great memories! 
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Mountain Biking in Avebury ï 18 November 

Starring Matt ñRoutemasterò Routledge, Andy ñLycralegsò Lock, Fiona ñFoldingBikeò Gillison and 

Lucia ñSix Pintsò Mundi¶ano! 

A few days before the w/e, Matt studiously put together a 
19mile circular route starting and finishing in Avebury to 
take in the famous stone circle, parts of the Ridgeway and 
the monument.  However, on the Friday evening upon 
arriving in the youth hostel in Clyffe Pypard, Mattôs plan 
was under a bit of disarray due to the fact that we were 
actually 5 or so country miles from Avebury.   

The next morning, it was thought that driving to Avebury 
wouldnôt be very prudent, especially if I was to keep my 
driving license after being forced at gunpoint to drink 6 
pints of the local ale the evening before (thatôs how I 
remember it anyway!). 

We donned our kit, mostly sensible cycling wear ï 
including some very daring lycra leggings bravely modeled 
by Andy. We got our bikes out, at this point they were 
sparkling clean (ish) and watched fascinated as Fiona 
actually unfolded hers ï it was like something out of 
Transformers ï Iôm sure it was being used as an ironing 
board the evening before! 

And so off we set ï up the steepest of hills (and I know 
about hills) ï only to get a few hundred yards to carry out 
essential maintenance on Mattôs bike (ok we lifted the 
saddle up but itôs things like this that can take you off the 
cliff edge!).  This was done to the heckles of the AOAC 
walking rabble as they drove past us in their warm 
comfortable cars. 

Anyway, another few hundred yards we looked behind to 
see Andy pushing his bike up the hill but with the peddles 
still going around ï something not quite right there. Now 
Iôm not sure what the technical term is, but the plasticy-
thingymajiggy that sits between the wheel and the gears 
had come loose ï anyway, a bit of mud later on seemed to 
sort that out.  To be honest, what with his front wheel being 
buckled as well, I donôt think having your bike falling off the 
back of a car bike rack at 60mph is very conducive to a 
healthy bike (but thatôs another story for Andy to tell). 

As for the rest of the journey to Avebury, well all I can say 
is that it was MUD glorious MUD, loads of it. It was only a 
matter of time before one of us fell off ï and that would be 
me! Not to be outdone, Fiona then went, then Matt.   

Eventually we got to Avebury, give or take a few mud fights 
on the way, for the start of our bike ride! 

 

  

We set off for Windmill Hill then the aim was to have lunch at 
the Monument.  Hunger pangs gave way sooner, so we 
stopped before the Monument ï enjoyed a brisk lunch, 
consisting of sandwiches, sausage rolls and a huge lump of 
cheese! We then spent 10mins poking mud off the bikes 
then set off again.  When we got near to the Monument, it 
started to rain ï here it was decided to bail out and head 
back for home. Things couldnôt be that easy though, and we 
had to have the obligatory puncture to fix. Very impressively, 
Andy managed to whip the old tube out, put the new one in 
and pump it up all before hyperthermia set in! 

 
The return leg was just as treacherous, and included lots of 
falling off bikes again for good measure.   

I think the fall tally for the day was  

SixPints = 3 
Routemaster = 3 
FoldingBike 2, 
LycraLegs = 0 (however, I think he must have fallen at 
some point but it was just not witnessed!) 

Highlights of the day included getting to the start of the bike 
ride, managing to stay on the bikes for at least some of the 
ride, the mudslinging and I not needing to be airlifted to the 
nearest hospital when we did come off the bikes! 

 Lucia ñSix Pintsò Mundi¶ano 
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AOAC Pearl Anniversary Charity Ball ï 10 November 

A write-up of the big night from lucky prize winner Jane Simmons! 

So, the 2007 AOAC Ballééé Lucky me, I was 
ñchosenò to do the write up for the big event!!... 
slightly ironic really as it is the only event I have 
managed to get onto (save for the badminton which I 
have been spectacularly bad at!!!). So, how was I 
chosen to do this write up? Well, just before dinner, 
an announcement was made that one lucky diner 
would find a serviette under their chair and win a 
fantastic prize. My excitement peaked as I realised I 
had won the coveted prize. I was especially excited 
as I canôt remember the last time I won anything. So, 
when I spotted the Champagne (Cava as it turned 
out), I visualised opening it on the holiday I had 
woné..oooh, somewhere really exotic. So I was 
brought swiftly back to earth with a large bump as I 
realised that the prize was to write this! 

So, Iôd better actually write about it. Well, everyone 
looked absolutely fantastic. Several men commented 
that they had not seen any of the women before ï 
where had all these ravishing beauties sprung from? 
Itôs amazing what a bit of slap and a pretty dress can 
do and it made a big change from the usual walking 
boots/raincoat attire! The food was delicious, well 
mine was anyway, although as the waitress served 
me my chocolate mouse, she told us that the only 
pudding to have was the treacle sponge! Apparently 
she goes around looking for any leftovers of treacle 
sponge! Lovely! The huge amount of cheese on offer 
after dinner was a definite bonus for the cheesaholics 
amongst us!  

The conversations in the toilets (the ladies, I didnôt 
get to visit the mens) were highly entertaining! 
Cleavage was the main topic of conversation I seem 
to recall. Is too much on show? Not enough? Will 
they stay up? etc. I mention no names!! Several 
people offered to do the write up for me, in exchange 
for the divine bottle of Champagne I had won. 

AOAC Pearl Anniversary Charity Ball 
- £1700 raised 

Thanks to everyone who came to the ball on 10th 
November, all seemed to be having a good time and 
I have heard lots of fab comments post event so all in 
all I think we could say that it was a success. Best of 
all we raised a phenomenal £1700 for charity, which 
is split equally between The Calvert Trust and British 
Heart Foundation. Thanks to all of you for giving so 
generously and buying lots of raffle tickets. I can't 
finish without saying a massive thanks to the crew 

that pulled this event off and sold raffle tickets 
ruthlessly ï take no prisoners, only money! There 
was much more to it than I had ever imagined but 

there was a great group of us who worked together 
for a successful fun filled event. 

Susie Orr 
 

They swiftly withdrew their offers when I said I would 
gladly give up my bottle of Cava. One chap was 
spotted asleep during both the speeches and the 
dancing, quite a feat I think. The band was really 
great, a highlight of the evening for me and I have the 
blisters on my feet to prove it. We stayed dancing 
until the bitter end and shoes were shed so as to 
dance through the blisters. All in all, a great night was 
had by all!! Thank you so much to all the organisers!! 

PS The Cava was delicious thanks! 
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Dinghy sailing in Penzance ï 14-16 September 

Capsizing is the fun way to learn to sail, as Nick Walker discovers 

A group of 14 club members were guests of the 
Penzance Sailing Club for a weekend of dinghy sailing 
in the middle of September. We were to master the 
waters between Penzance harbour and St. Michaelôs 
Mount while crewing Lasers and Topaz (1- person 
boats), an Omega and an Enterprise (2-person boats). 
To make sure we felt comfortable, our hosts had 
arranged the kind of support team that would make 
Dame Ellen MacArthur jealous ï several motorised 
rescue boats each with the option of direct radio 
contact with the Coastguard. Just for good measure, a 
rescue helicopter ran practice exercises overhead and 
an RNLI boat sailed by while on its way to somewhere 
else.      

Saturday dawned with beautiful blue skies. There 
was no wind at all on the campsite but the flags on 
the bay fluttered gently. Perfect for learning to sail. 
To move a dinghy, you must trim the sails properly. 
To keep the boat from keeling over, you need to 
throw your weight around to level the boat and 
counterbalance the force on the sails. Our group 
proved really good at throwing its weight around. In 
the afternoon, we raced on a circuit where we tacked, 
gybed and somehow avoided colliding with each 
other. After securing a resounding victory in the race, 
Paul Thomas supplied the only capsize of the day. 
He became distracted by a sticky daggerboard while 
bringing his boat into harbour. He apologised to the 
crew of a passing yacht who had to duck to avoid his 
rapidly descending mast.  

 

On Sunday morning, the seafront flags tugged hard 
on their moorings. Our brave cohort ventured out on 
a 3 km ñthere and backò trip to St. Michaelôs Mount. 
We gave a camera to the guys on the rescue boat to 
take some nice photos. Unfortunately, they only had 
time to take 13 shots in 3 hours. Our boats capsized, 
then we righted them, then they capsized again, we 
righted them, then they capsized again. This was the 
way to have fun. Some people, who had less fun, 
made it all the way to St. Michaelôs Mount and back 
without capsizing. 

 

Watching this carnage, the sailing club anticipated 
the mood and supplied a motivational DVD for us to 
watch over lunch. It was sort of like a ñspectacular 
motor racing accidentsò film except featuring sailing 
boats. ñItôs WIN OR SWIM, WIN OR SWIM, WIN OR 
SWIM for the Nokia crew!!!!ò screamed the maniac 
commentator as a 49er somersaulted, breaking its 
mast while catapulting its sailors through the air. 
Meanwhile, the wind outside was getting stronger. It 
had doubled in strength since the morning and the 
waves had white tips. We left the dinghys and settled 
for faster, bumpier trips round the bay on a rescue 
boat. Light winds on day one with heavier breezes for 
some more challenging stuff on day two had been 
absolutely the perfect conditions for this trip.       

Enormous thanks go to the Penzance Sailing Club 
for their fantastic hospitality. As well as looking out 
for our safety, the club put on the best tea, coffee, 
ham and cheese rolls, soup and cakes that you can 
possibly imagine. Massive thanks also go to Andy 
Lock for organising this weekend and to Clare 
Gundry for being his second-in-command while Andy 
himself was in Croatia.       
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Lower Dart Scores Double Top!!  
Ian (dry now) Baggelaar powers through his first white water paddling weekend in October 

As a new member in January 2007, one of my missions in 
joining the AOAC was to learn to paddle and get out on 
some white water.  Starting off as one of Dennisô 1-star 
novices it soon became clear paddling was going to be a 
lot of fun, I was going to meet a great bunch of folks and 
my need for faster, whiter water was not going to go away.  
After a couple of trips to Symonds Yatt to get my white 
water wings the Lower Dart was beckoning.  
 

After an essential tea and bacon butty stop we kitted up 
and set off for the Dart.  Dennis had warned that the river 
was low but still could be a lot of fun and with Keithôs 
briefing, reminding the novice paddlers that pin-point 
accuracy, poise and balance would be required, thoughts 
of a dayôs swimming sprang to mind, but with nerves and 
everything else crammed into my our wetsuits we were off. 
 

Well the Dart didnôt disappoint, one or two of us practiced 
falling out of the boat (on purpose of course!!!!) and Dave 
Morgan mastered the art of running rapids without a 
paddle, backwards and staying the right way up.  All in all a 
fabulous paddle even with the odd section of rock hopping, 
getting stuck and spinning around, and that was just 
Dennis!  (Paddlers advice 1: donôt follow Dennis.)  Mark 
was his usual courteous self, only splashing those who 
looked a little hot of course, and reminding one or two of us 
which way up the boat should really be. (Paddlers advice 2: 
donôt splash Mark unless you can swim.) 
 

By lunch everyone was running the white water, skipping 
rocks, twisting and turning, and just as you thought you 
were paddling well you would look up at Keith, serenely 
making his way without any effort and realize thereôs more 
to learn, but hey if itôs as fun as this bring it on.  With lunch 
over it was just a short paddle back to where we met in the 
morning, everyone with big smiles and agreeing weôd had 
great fun paddling, fantastic countryside and good 
company. 
 

Back at the cottage, I have to say after a dayôs paddling tea 
and scones went down a treat, the accommodation was 
excellent, with everyone relaxed and recounting a good 
dayôs paddling and looking forward to Sunday.   
 

Sunday saw a change of tack and a decision to head to the 
beach for a little sea kayaking paddling experience, and 
what an experience!  We started off with a paddle out 
around Burgh Island and a play in between the rocks.  For 
me and a couple other paddlers this was our first 
experience of being all at sea so what lay in store for the 
afternoon just knocked our wet suit socks off.  
 

Our first introduction to wave surfing!!! I canôt put into words 
how much fun we all had catching waves, breaking through 
the surf, some people even had the nerve to surf on Markôs 
wave, what a cheek!  A variety of styles were used, some 
involved staying in the boat, while others took the more 
unusual approach of flipping theirs over and filling them 
with water, either way everyone had a real blast. After a 
couple of hours and all with the widest smiles a good day 
was done and it was time to head in, pack up and head for 
home.   
 

A fantastic weekend was had by everyone, so I would just 
like to conclude by thanking everyone who planned and 
organised to make the weekend possible, and I look 
forward to the next time we all get to splash around. 
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Lots of People A long the Way  
Ali Hobbs and Matt Routledge walk the Cotswold Way this autumn 

I approached this walk with some trepidation as the 

mountain biking Lucia had organised the week before 

had resulted in so many casualties. I thought 

hopefully a walk would be less risky.  

A small crowd from Bristol collected in Bradley Stoke 

to head up to Wooton-Under-Edge to meet up with 

others from Cheltenham and the surrounding area. 

On arrival in the car park there were swarms of 

familiar faces and also a number of new people, with 

Lucia doing her best to check off people and get 

them shepherded into cars to go to Dursley were the 

walk was starting.  

 

We started from a car park opposite the Old Spot Inn, 

which we were promised we would come back to at 

the end. Lucia did her guide bit and gave us a bit of 

history about Dursley and the pub. Then 27 people 

started up a steep hill towards the golf course on the 

Cotswold Way. The next snippet of information was 

about the Stinchcombe Hill golf course, there is a 

website dedicated to getting rid of this golf course 

were you can add your protests against the course. 

From here we could see the Tyndale Monument 

which some of us were to climb later, it looked miles 

away. We did a circuit of the golf course then came 

upon what looked like a bus shelter but I think you 

may have been waiting for a while expecting a bus, 

there was a good view from there, only slightly 

spoiled by the M5 in the middle and the noise from it.  

It was then down hill through a wood, across fields to 

North Nibley to the first of our pubs. Lucia told us 

there were reports of the pub being haunted but it 

didnôt stop us going in though we did go outside 

having bought our drinks for a well earned lunch. I 

was thankful after lunch that I had my sandwiches 

and didnôt have the roast lunch some had, though it 

did look good, but would have felt heavy as we 

climbed up to 203 metres to the foot of the Tyndale 

Monument. Some of the more hardcore (who am I 

trying to kid?) climbed up to the top of the monument 

for a very clear view in all directions. We could clearly 

see the bodies of those who, on climbing the hill, had 

found it all too much for them, and had needed to 

throw themselves down at the foot of the tower.  

 

Lucia assured us it was all down hill from now on, but 

I have been on a walk with Lucia before and been 

told this and then been surprised by some resistance 

on my legs which felt like an incline. We carried on 

along the top of the hill, passing an Iron Age fort and 

on to Wotton Hill, then down to the town of Wooton 

under Edge and some of the cars.  

We did a shuffle back to Dursley and the promised 

pub ï a great way to round off a great day, which 

was incredibly mild and sunny for October.  

Many thanks to Lucia for organising this walk, for all 

her points of interest on the walk and for herding 

everyone round. I have to report there were no 

injuries and no car key pot.  

Matt Routledge 


