
Hello fellow paddlers, once again the season draws to a close and we brace ourselves 
for colder weather. There has been a load going on as usual through the season. We 
now have six new level one coaches, the first three youngsters to pass the first level of 
paddle power, successful one and two star candidates, a well packed three star course 
currently running and much more. 
Within this issue of the Throwline you will find a nomination form to fill in if you would like 
to join the committee and give something back the club.  Anyone is welcome to apply 
and memberôs opinions and ideas are greatly appreciated. The AGM will also soon be 
upon us and everyone is welcome (7pm, Thursday 25

th
 November at the Beachy 

Head PH). This is an opportunity to see how the club runs from the inside, have your 
say in the new committee, add your vote to changes in the constitution (see note below), 
ask any questions you may have and much more. The club will also be providing food, 
which is a bonus and always goes down well. 
We hope you have enjoyed this season as much as we have and a big thanks to all who 
have made it possible. To the committee who work tirelessly behind the scenes all year 
round organizing and coordinating and to the coaches who make the Sunday sessions 
and the ócome try itsô you all enjoy, possible. 
Pool sessions will be starting soon, they are an ideal place to learn / practice that roll or 
just have a mess about. Keep watch on the website for further details. 
From me, the committee and the coaches - thanks for a great season.  It has been a 
privilege to see so many new faces and watch so many people progressing in the sport. 
We look forward to seeing you all back on the water when the sun is back out and the 
season restarts. 
 

Oli Wilkinson  

 

Notification of Proposed Amendments to the Club Constitution 
 
The Club Committee has over the course of the last year been working towards 
achieving the required criteria for the club to gain Club Mark status.  
For those not already familiar with the scheme - Club Mark is the only national cross 
sports quality accreditation scheme for clubs with junior sections. It is built around a set 
of core criteria which ensure that accredited clubs operate to a set of consistent, ac-
cepted and adopted minimum operating standards. Having Club Mark may prove cru-
cial in future if the club wishes to gain further grants for equipment & boats. 
One of the requirements for gaining club mark is that the clubs constitution must in-
clude certain principles, rules & practices. As such the committee has been forced re-
vise and amend the existing club constitution in order to meet the criteria.  Other 
amendments have also been made in order for the club constitution to conform to the 
requirements of a CASC (Community Amateur Sports Club). 
A copy of the proposed & revised version of the club constitution in available upon re-
quest to club secretary or by download from http://www.cvcc.org.uk/cvcc-constitution-
proposed-version.pdf. 
 
The opportunity to object to any aspect of the proposed changes will be offered to the 
club membership at the AGM. 
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Cameras ate the Cuckmere...and not one of mine! By Steve ñBurtò Douch. 
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Everyone is said to have their 15 minutes of fame and recently I thought I was going to get mine after nearly 
50yrs on this planet, but hey, but I will have to settle for the 3 or so minutes the BBC gave me! 
  
It was a cool overcast evening at the Cuckmere that the BBC had arranged to meet me at the CVCC Barn to 
do some filming on the topic of the Cuckmere Valley flooding that the EA seem happy to allow. 
  
A very friendly Matt Baker of the 'Countryfile' programme screened on Sunday evenings, introduced himself 
and his crew of cameraman, soundman, director and researcher. Having dug out my best looking wooden 
paddle and borrowed a nice wooden one from Iain's wardrobe, we donned the cleanest looking kit I could 
find in preparation of our paddle on the meanders. Now as hopefully some of you saw in the programme, the 
first view of me is my big rear end lifting a Canadian open boat away from the camera! Could have picked a 
better view I thought!  
  
First task was to transport the crew over the river in front of the Canoe Barn to set up an ideal position on the 
opposite bank. The idea was for Matt and I to paddle along in front of the Barn, with the view of the valley 
down to the sea in the background. With the camera set up around 100 metres or so from where we started 
to paddle it was easy to forget the camera was there. Matt was great at putting me at ease, suggesting we 
just chat as though long term friends - him asking me five or six questions on the potential impact of the 
Cuckmere Valley being flooded sometime in the future. 
  
Now as many of you know, I have had a keen interest in this project which began around 10 years ago, so 
the chance to put forward the interests of not only CVCC, other local clubs and the paddling general public, 
was not to be missed. During the day I had began to get nervous of the thought of a camera in my face and 
fumbling my words trying to get out what I wanted to get across, but in the end it was easier than I thought 
and although not all that I said was aired on the TV due to editing, I was happy with the overall tone and con-
tent. It was a shame though that the Environment Agency, whose long term plan it is to see the valley be-
come a flood plain, had a fair few minutes more than me or the other interested parties had! 
  
From comments I have received from CVCC paddlers, friends and colleagues it seemed to go well and I am 
happy with the 3 or so minutes they gave me!  
  
Have to end here as Clooney on the phone wanting to discuss a remake of the film 'Deliverance'! Or maybe I could con-
sider 'Captain Mack'......cue Ritchie! 

10 minutes from the Club + 10% Discount 
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 WOMENôS DEVELOPMENT DAY 2010 by Phoebe Bishop-Wright. 

It was with some trepidation that, the evening before I was due to embark on my second ever experience of kayaking (a 
sport that the male members of my family are completely besotted by, a sport that has possessed them like some kind 
of mania-inducing tropical disease and rendered them able to think or talk about little else) I telephoned a friend I had 
previously persuaded to accompany me to the óWomenôs Development Dayô on the Cuckmere meanders. These misgiv-
ings were due to having the tricky task of renewing her initial enthusiasm whilst also relating the details of the day 
ahead; a crack of dawn start and the high probability of a good dunking and a lot of upper arm ache. 
Despite this somewhat unappealing (at least to most non-obsessed folk) prospect she agreed to enrol, a decision that I 
think was swayed by the unwavering eagerness of my legend of a grandmother.  
So the following morning this is how I came to find myself standing on the edge of a rather muddy looking stretch of wa-
ter wearing a wildly unflattering helmet, waterproof jacket and with a slight sense of apprehension.  
At first the idea of a women-only event seemed vaguely patronising and unnecessary but soon after arrival I realised the 
absence of men made for a pleasant, less competitive or self-conscious atmosphere. Certainly for novices I can appre-
ciate how it is nice not to feel that your vastly inferior techniques are up for scrutiny (not that the intention would be to 
bully or to say that the female instructors werenôt as competent as any men would be!). 
It was definitely preferable to be surrounded by people equally new to this paddling lark as myself as apposed to hoards 
of speedy Gonzalez, spray decked, dry suited, booted semi-professionals.  
The session began with basic dabbling about (at first much like a floating dodgem-car fiasco) rapidly progressing (as we 
took to the water like amphibians in a backwards evolution) to a game of grandmaôs footsteps (thereôs something very 
satisfying and zombie-apocalypse-ish about that game) then forming a raft and even standing up one by one for just 
long enough to shriek our names and favourite foods. The image of my friend yelling ñIôM RACHEL AND I LIKE YORK-
SHIRE PUDDINGSò and my grandmother Pat, bounding up from her tandem canoe (shared with the other Pat) to pro-
claim her love of steak will stick with me for a very long time to come. 
After a welcome cup of tea everyone was keen for further aqua adventures, some of us even dipping our toes into the 
world of canoeing. This was a very different experience altogether and I admit I may have ïdue to the frustration of 
navigation being a little harder to master- succumbed to a short bout of river-rage! It was a lot of fun to be able to pick 
up some steam thanks to three times the horsepower though and as we made our way towards the steps some of us 
were plucky/foolish enough to revert back to the smaller plastic boats and get launched off the steps theme-park style. 
Overall I think I can safely say, on behalf of every one of the XX chromosome persuasion that attended, that the day 
was an indisputable success and that we all left with a high opinion of the activity and a desire to try it again. 
The picnic afterwards whilst regaling others (who may be convinced to come along next time) with tales of collisions, 
hilarity and the astonishing lack of capsizing was definitely worth it. 
And much to my surprise actually my arms did not ache a bit the next day!  
Who knows in a few months I might be giving that rapid aficionado of a brother of mine a run for his moneyé 
 

Congratulations to all these club members who passed the following Awards: 

1 Star  
  
Ellie Clayton-Harding 
Justin Early 
Lesley Farrant 
Carey Grundy 
Rodney Hyams 
Justin Lawrence 
Shirley Sepstrup 
Kate Watsham 
  

2 Star  
  
Melanie Cranshaw 
Peter Day 
Jamie Edwards 
Hannah Parkinson 
Neil Parkinson 
Graham Rayner 
Maggie Richards 
Kim Sweet 
Jacqueline Tatton 
  

Level 1 Coach  
  
Henry Bishop-Wright 
Pat Cox 
Joe Galway 
Oli Minto 
Richard Sansom 
Kim Sweet 
Stephen Wright 
  



My first season By Justin Early. 

I thought it would be great to write about my first season with the club. It started at the beginning of May when I took my 
daughter to a óCome and Try itô session. My dad used to see Tony walking his dog by his house and got talking to him 
about kayaking and dad then kept saying how much Megan would enjoy it and that I should take her. So, as Megan 
kept asking when we where going I gave in and one cloudy damp Saturday morning we arrived with the intention of just 
Megan having a go. But Pete had been let down and most of the people who had booked did not turn up so low and 
behold he said would I like to try? I said I would have to decline the offer as I was not dressed for the occasion, but with 
both Megan and my wife saying go on have a go I did and the rest, as they say, is history. I used to own a big fibreglass 
kayak in my youth and did most of my paddling in the sea off Seaford and Saltdean; sometimes playing chicken with the 
Ferry in the summer when the water was calm. We would see who could get closest before the captain would blow his 
horn or who would lose there nerve first - ahh the things we did as kids. With the scouts, it was a bit more sedate, but as 
my old Kayak was built like a battleship it could handle most of what was thrown at it and being young and brave I used 
to go out in some fairly big seas and think nothing of it! So to get in a modern plastic boat was quite strange. However, I 
soon realised how much I enjoyed paddling and got the bug. I have to say what great fun it has been as well - despite 
capsizing a few times and wading ankle deep in mud and how well Megan has been looked after; she unfortunately has 
taken a bit longer to grasp it (perhaps if she stopped talking and listened she might have got it sooner). In July came the 
BIG SPLASH - what a great laugh that was both Megan and I had a go at most things, she loved it although I think we 
spent most of the time in the water. My wife went and had a go on womenôs development day and she has now joined 
so both Megan and her can now train together. I Canôt wait until next year when I can do some trips up river and to the 
sea and who knows maybe even pay a visit to the Nene WW centre. I embarked on my one star along with several oth-
ers and where coached by Stephan and Martin (thanks guys). I never realised there was so much to this sport and have 
just gone out and bought a boat so I can continue throughout the winter when time and weather permit and hone my 
skills. I would also like to take this opportunity to thank everyone for making this season so great and particularly taking 
extra time to coach Megan who enjoys it very much and is sad that the season is over but very much looking forward to 
next year and doing it all over again. 

 

ITôS A BIT CAMP by Richard Brinkmann. 

I shall begin this article with a list of things that simply cannot be kept apart, things that are meant to be together. 
 
Vitoria & David Beckham (dubious) 
Elizabeth Taylor & Richard Burton (very dubious) 
Peanut butter and marmite sandwiches (not dubious) 
Katie Price & Brighton canoes own brand airbags (draw you own conclusion)....... 
Kayaking and camping. ??????????? 
Yes camping, bedding down on the hard frozen soil with the sound of a rushing river steadily rising from the heavy rain-
fall ready for tomorrowôs epic.  
I remember once having to look out of my tent window many times convinced the Upper Dart was going to wash my tent 
away overnight. 
 
Why oh why oh why do we curl up in a damp bag and subject ourselves to the flatulence and choral snoredom of oth-
ers. An evening of 4 hours bad sleep to rise at the cold crack of dawn and pour ourselves in to soggy neoprene (mine is 
often frozen and can be picked up like a board). Where are the hot showers, the fresh linen and room service? 
 
Well what I love about kayaking, are the still and quiet moments when we get off the water, the chuckles round the 
campfire after an epic swim, the cup of hot Ribena I'm about to sip longingly from, before Tony D dips his frozen fingers 
in to warm up (yes he did), the sound of a little French beer, lovingly packed for it cheapness, hissing open, the zipping 
up of the tent and trudge down to the get in, the still, outdoors moments that bond us, we can't get in a Hilton or unlike 
Lenny insists a "Premier Inn". 
Give me a fully fumigated tent and some skin so soft and I will show you a happy kayaker. 
 
I love camping. x 
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Intermediate Alps Trip August 2010 by Colin Beard 

Last years Intermediate Alps Trip in May 2009 was great fun and as soon as I got back to the UK I started to think about 
organising a return trip for the following year. In May we had experienced very high water levels in the Alps which con-
sequently restricted our choice of rivers to paddle. So I booked our accommodation for the first week in August 2010 
gambling that water levels would be lower later in the year and therefore provide a greater range of rivers to choose 
from. 
After an enthusiastic response from club members we decided to have a warm up paddle in June at the Tryweryn Na-
tional White Water Centre, near Bala in North Wales. We spent two days there practicing paddling in small groups and 
improving our white water skills. Strangely we had the river virtually to ourselves on both days. Thanks go to Steve 
Douch and Tony Dray who came along to help with coaching.  
Our Alpine accommodation was Kokopelli (a spacious mountain farmhouse near Embrun) with all the ómod consô. To 
keep costs down I wanted to fill the house with 12 people. Initially I managed to fill nine spaces: Martin and Pat Cox, 
Mick Kemp and Rosemary Holland, Iain and Helen Paterson, Stephen Wright and his son, Henry and not forgetting my-
self.  
Mick made up the numbers in the farmhouse by recruiting three friends from Exmoor Kayak Club: Dan French (who 
runs Exmoor Adventures) Bob Mullis and Cassie Jones. Christened óThe Somersetsô Mick and his team provided great 
support on Alpine rivers and kept a party atmosphere going throughout the week. Letôs hope we can meet up again on 
the water soon. 
It was also great to have Kevin and Joe Galway and the Minto family staying a stones throw away at a nearby campsite. 
On some days we had 15 paddlers on the water at one time, which conveniently split into three groups of five. 
Various members of the group have agreed to write up different river trips and other activities taking place during the 
week and I hope you enjoy reading their articles.  
Before any action a word on sustenanceé 

Epic saga of Food, Food glorious Food (and Drink) by Rosemary Holland 

As there were 12 of us staying at Kokopelli (super 5* accommodation) and 6 on the campsite, Colin decided it would be 
a very good socially if we all ate together in the evening at our place, with one group being in charge of each meal. 
So on the first day when Colin had decided that he, Mick and I would do the first stint and we were actually paddling, 
Debbie Minto dropped the bombshell that supermarkets close at 12.30 on Sundays in France ï whoops! She and 
Sophie agreed to try to find somewhere that was open and do our shopping, they managed to find a Spar and got eve-
rything ï thank you so much Debbie and Sophie. So we did a BBQ with salad and French bread and melon for afters. 
Colin and Mick managed the BBQ; I did the salad with quite a lot of help from various people, which was very nice. 
Monday it was the Minto family assisted by Kevin and Joe, they produced a huge amount of food, Coq au Vin, potatoes, 
vegetables, salad, French bread and melon. Trouble with the cooker meant that we were starving when the food was 
ready; it takes a long time to cook for 18. 
Tuesday was Team Burnôs turn alias Dan, Bob and Cassie (Team Burn - not because of their culinary skills). They 
made Chilli con carne (best minced steak!) with rice, which was really nice, they then renamed themselves Team Sweet 
Chilli Burn! Iain and Helen also bought two huge quiches as an alternative, most people managed both ï paddling 
makes you hungry. Then Iain produced 3 tubs of Carte dôor ice cream which went down very well. 
Wednesday it was decided to use up left-overôs, so we all brought bits and did our own thing; slight hitch with our deliv-
ery boys (Joe and Henry) waiting over two hours at the local pizzeria and a search party having to be sent. 
Thursday Pat and Martin assisted by Stephen and Henry made absolutely super curries, one mild and one medium, 
these were amazing - most people came back for seconds and still managed to consume the great fruit tarts. 
Friday we were all going to go out for a meal but our favourite restaurant could not fit us all in, so we again decided to 
have a BBQ with everyone bringing there own thing to barbeque. This was really good; Colin, Mick and I had lovely 
steaks, a bargain at 10 Euros for 4. 
I havenôt mentioned the small consumption of alcohol. Between us we managed to put away over 200 bottles of lager, it 
was very cheap and a lot of bottles of wine - NO ONE GOT DRUNK - this all led to quite a few trips to the bottle bank, 
thank you Colin and Stephen. 
We all did our own thing for breakfast and made sandwiches usually with French bread and various fillings for lunch. 
Some of us had brought bikes and Stephen regularly visited the village Boulangerie and bought French bread for who-
ever was quick enough to ask him before he went. Joe always turned up at the last minute and rushed up to buy bread 
to make lunch for him and his Dad. 
All in all a great week, great food (and drink), great paddling and great company. 
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Hello to Cuckmere Valley Canoe Club by Cassie Jones.  

Most of you wonôt know who we are, so a brief introduction is in order: My name is Cassie Jones and along with Bob 

Mullis, Dan French and Mick Kemp make up the eponymous Team Burn (due to the boats all four of us have come to 

own, and love). We are members of Exmoor Canoe Club who received a kind invitation from Mick, to accompany his 

Mumôs canoe club, CVCC, on a paddling trip to the French Alps. There were three spaces available and the club were 

keen to get more coaches and women on board (so Iôm not entirely sure how Bob managed to get a place...) 

 

On Friday 30
th
 July we loaded up Danôs van with boats, kit and a few kilos of tuna sandwiches and left Somerset, blindly 

following the sat-nav to Embrun. One thousand miles, twenty-six hours and some dodgy renditions of Lady Gagaôs 

óAlejandroô later we arrived at the Lac de Serre-Poncon, near Embrun. Stuck in solid traffic in the afternoon sun we de-

cided to jump in the lake for a quick swim. And so the holiday began... Once back in the van we managed to find the 

Kokopelli Farmhouse, made acquaintance with CVCC and later ventured out to find some dinner. While the mobile piz-

zeria in the village of Chateroux-Les-Alpes cooked a pretty tasty stone baked base, the trout topping was possibly not 

the best selection I could have made ï Trout pizzas not being one of the better known varieties! 

 
Cassie, Bob, Dan and Oli at the put in for 

the Gyronde (left). 

 

The whole gang, having a rest on the 

banks of the Durance (right). 

 

 

 

 

On Sunday 1
st
 August the whole group headed to the St Clement slalom course for a gentle introduction to the world of 

Alpine water. The course had a pool that was perfect for practising rolls, with a slide and narrow canal leading down into 

the river. After several runs of the course and a lunch break we split into groups of five and ran the Lower Durance (2) to 

the Rabioux wave. It was a great river to warm-up on, with bouncy wave trains and big eddies. Everyone ran the wave ï 

some people simultaneously, resulting in what Bob referred to as the Tupperware party. After some deliberation Henri 

(AKA Henry), Joe and Bob all had a play on the wave. Bob then (quite literally) bought the t-shirt, while a couple of other 

individuals quietly lamented their lost dignity. 

Bob on the Rabioux (left). 

Mick, Ian, Stephen, Kevin and Colin at the put 
in for the Gyronde (right). 
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Continued... 

Monday saw the whole group descend upon the Argentiere slalom course where we spent the morning practising skills and 

getting used to the bigger volume water. After lunch we headed off to paddle the Gyronde - a fantastic grade 3 creek run, 

with spectacular scenery, lots of boulders and tight eddies. We split up into groups of four to run the river and arranged to 

reconvene back at Argentiere. After eddy hopping down the river our group stopped to play on a little weir: Bob, Dan and I 

dropped in backwards, wherein I capsized and rolled numerous times, screaming like a banshee and unable to extricate 

myself from the miniscule stopper. Bob and Dan found this highly amusing, while poor Oli watched on, wondering whether 

someone should perhaps be attempting a rescue. Eventually Dan pulled me out. ñI could have died!ò I cried. ñI nearly died 

tooò, Dan replied. ñWith laughter!ò Although Dan and Bob did their best to make me feel wholly incompetent I was reassured 

to read about the weir with óa nasty tow back at low levelsô in Colinôs guidebook and was relieved that the ódragon teeth 

metal spikesô had not damaged more than just my pride. Thanks team!  :) 

 

On Tuesday we all decided to have a óday offô, which for Team Burn entailed running a new (grade 4) river, a bit 
of climbing and swimming in a nearby lake!  Only being able to sit three in the front of the van, we bundled Mick 
in the back and set off to the Ubaye. But after driving twenty miles along twisty mountain roads and not having 
heard any of Mickôs Celine Dion for some time we thought it best to let him out for some light, air and water. After 
finding the put in for the Ubaye Racecourse, Mick, Bob and Dan set off to run the 7km stretch from Le Martinet to 
Le Lauzet, while I generously drove the van back to the take out. They egressed a couple of hours later with big 
grins and a plan to run the same section en masse the following day...  
 
On Wednesday 4

th
 August the whole group ran the Ubaye Racecourse (4). It was a bigger volume river than the Gyronde, 

with a stunning backdrop, bouncy rapids, big boulder gardens and culminated in the beautiful ómini Ubaye gorgeô. It was 

loads of fun with everyone in the group having a go at one section or another. 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

On Thursday we decided to have another ófree dayô, so Team Burn (without me) departed for a trip to the Ubaye Gorge (5). 

While the rest of us headed off to the Lake and the Via Ferrata. Henri, Rosemary, Kevin and I got dropped off at a car park 

above a pretty little beach, which upon closer inspection transpired to be a concrete slab! Not entirely comfortable with the 

notion of sunbathing on concrete, we headed off to find ourselves an isolated bay where we slept, read, swam, ate and pad-

dled around for most of the day. Only when it started to rain did we decide it might be time to head home. When we got back 

to the farmhouse we found out that Team Burn had paddled the Racecourse again, after inspecting the gorge and not being 

confident that they could run it without my support. :) 

Mick at the put in for the Ubaye Race-

course (left). 

Henri on the Ubaye (right). 

 


