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Halloween Paddle  
Paul Binks  

 

 
 

ñIt was a dark, dark night, the wind howled and the spirits were getting restlessé ñ 
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Actually it was rather a pleasant evening, the 

rain had stopped and the wind died down. 

Five little kids and five big kids at heart set 

off in open boats for a half term Halloween 

paddle from the H&D.  

 

Most had made an effort to get dressed up: 

some more effort than others to be fair. I 

bought a cheap mask and wore it for about 

two minutes, whilst Liz and Eva went the 

whole hog with face paint and hair dye. 

 

New comer to the club Adam Welch made a 

good effort as did Joseph and Eve, though the 

mums and dads need to try harder next time!  

 

Also joining us and doing a good job of bat 

spotting was Tony Morley. It had just got 

dark when we returned to the H&D, but apart 

from a couple of bats unfortunately no ghosts 

or monsters sighted. Post paddle saw chips 

and games in the H&D, organized by Liz. 

 

Paul Binks  
 

 

Festive Meal at Hand & Dagger  

Tuesday 20 December 2011 at 7.00pm  
 

Weôve already got 38 bookings for this festival feast so e-mail me with your menu choices as soon 

as possible at Chairman@ribblecanoeclub.co.uk if you can come along. Or you can go on the 

website Forum and make your wishes known. Or you could text me at the number below. Martin, 

the Landlord is giving us a really good deal on this one charging us only £12.50 for the three 

courses instead of the full price of £16!!! Give me your money by the end of November at the latest, 

or your meal will be passed to Adam (Burger Boy). 

 

Starters 

01: Honey Roasted Parsnip Soup (v) served with granary bread from Phil's bakery, Lytham 

02: Smoked Salmon & Cream Cheese Cracker Scottish smoked salmon filled with cheese and herb 

      pâté and wrapped into a festive cracker 

03: Ham Hock Terrine served with a light pea purée & Melba toast 

 

Main courses 

04: Roast Fylde Turkey served with home-made stuffing, chipolatas, cranberry sauce, panache of 

      vegetables & roast potatoes 

05: Seared Fillet of Salmon with Tomato Hollandaise Scottish salmon from Lanigans of Lytham 

     served with tomato Hollandaise, panache of vegetables & sauté potatoes 

06: Braised daub of Beef slow cooked beef served with horseradish mash potato, panache of  

      vegetables & Bourguignonne sauce 

07: Roasted Butter Nut Squash (v) butternut squash filled with savoury cous cous and covered with 

     goats cheese, with a plum tomato sauce 

 

Desserts 

08: Christmas Pudding served with homemade rum sauce 

09: Apple & Cinnamon tart-tatin served with Lakeland vanilla ice cream 

10: Triple chocolate fudge gateaux served with Chantilly cream 

11: Tipsy Sherry Trifle made to our special recipe 

 

Itôs Christmaaaaaaaaaaaaas !!! 

See you there, if not before. Terry 07733386704 

mailto:Chairman@ribblecanoeclub.co.uk
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Tay Descent 2011  
Norman Green  

 
Paddlers: Kayaks  -  Norman & Mark Green, 

John Kington, Albert Risely, Wayne Lees, 

Rachel Body, Andy & Debbie Dowe.  

Open Canoe - Will Body, Allan Hacking, Roy 

Booth, Paul Binks, Mick Sumner, Tony 

Marsh. Sea Kayak - Rick Patterson 

 

This was the second year of the event, but the 

first time for us, and it was the popularity of it 

amongst club members that drew us to it.  

Pat and I travelled up to Perth in our 

Campervan on the Wednesday to extend the 

trip and to size things up before the event. 

After all it is a long way to travel for just a 

weekend, especially if you are retired and 

have the luxury of time on your hands.  

 

We were joined by Kath & Albert Risely 

who, like us, were staying in their caravan at 

the Perth Racecourse Caravan Site at Scone. 

I think everyone else from Ribble was 

travelling up to Perth, the base for the event, 

on Friday and staying in pre-booked Bed & 

Breakfast accommodation in the town.   

 

The Tay Descent is a weekend paddling 

festival based around the town of Perth and 

the river running through it. The actual 

paddling involves a Tour/Race from Dunkeld 

downstream to Perth, a distance of 23 miles. 

There is also a short course which starts at 

Stanley Mills and ends at Perth, a distance of 

7 miles. The trip can be done in single or 

double kayaks, sea kayaks, racing kayaks or 

open canoes. 

 

As well as the paddling, there is a Scottish 

Canoe Exhibition on over the weekend and a 

Ceilidh on Saturday evening, where the prize 

giving takes place.   

 

The Tay Descent is a good example of how 

the rise in the numbers of paddlers can be 

used to benefit an area of Tourism like Perth. 

I am sure that local accommodation providers 

were pleased that the event allowed them to 

fill their rooms at a time when many visitors 

had left for the season. From talking to staff at 

Scone Palace, visitor numbers on the Saturday 

of the event was the ñBusiest of the Season.ò 

This demonstrates that the ñPaddler Groupies 

and Roadiesò appreciate the fact that the event 

gives them a reason to visit somewhere even 

if they are not actually paddling. It also 

demonstrates that we are a ñCultured Lotò or 

at least the non-paddling partners and 

supporters are. 

 

The paddlers and supporters came from far 

and wide, with many people from the South 

of England and some from the North of 

Scotland. A prize was awarded for the person 

who had travelled the furthest to the event. 

This was won hands down by Calvin, who 

had travelled from Hawaii. (Beat That) 

 

 
 

As we had arrived on Wednesday we took the 

opportunity to take a look at the sections of 

river we were concerned about. Campsie Linn 

has a reputation from last year as being the 

place where a number of Ribble paddlers took 

an involuntary swim and Stanley Weir also 

caused a few similar problems.  

 

Albert, Kath Pat and I decided that we should 

take the video camera and film these two 

from the riverbank so that we could check out 

which lines to take on the Saturday of the 

tour. This was no problem at Stanley Weir, 

but Campsie Linn is a very wide bit of river, 

where there used to be a quarry.  
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The river used to flow around the right hand 

side of this, but now actually flows straight 

through it. The result is that the river is 

divided into four sections each section 

separated by a rocky outcrop. Of the four 

possible routes down, we could only see two 

of them. From our vantage point we were 

only sure of one thing; that the two places 

paddleable on our side of the river were far 

from attractive and we were just hoping that 

the other two were more inviting. We had 

been advised that the SCA would have safety 

people present on the day to advise us about 

choice of routes down. At that moment the 

choice would probably have been ñNone of 

the above.ò  

 

By comparison, Stanley Weir had a large slot 

in it with smooth green standing waves at the 

bottom where it would be easy enough to 

paddle down without any problem, or so we 

thought. 

 

After Stanley Weir is a section of river which 

was described as being a long section of large 

standing waves, where you have to be fully 

focused to avoid problems. This is called 

Catôs Paw and Hell Hole. Upon inspection we 

thought that these descriptions were a little 

over exaggerated, since there were plenty of 

route options to avoid any trouble. 

Furthermore the standing waves did not look 

particularly big or difficult to avoid if you 

wanted to.  Reassured by these discoveries we 

went back to the caravan site for a nice 

evening meal and a small glass of tipple. 

 

On the Friday afternoon we met up with the 

other club members at the Perth Concert Hall 

where all participants were required to 

register and collect T Shirts, numbered bibs 

and information packs for the event. The 

event seemed to be well run so far with 

everything going to plan, so far so good. 

Allan Hacking had his notebook at hand and 

was checking that everyone knew what 

arrangements were for the shuttles, who was 

travelling with who, who was carrying whose 

boat etc.  

 

Saturday morning was a bit of a culture shock 

for Pat & Me, we had to be out of bed 

BEFORE IT WAS LIGHT (shock horror we 

are pensioners we donôt normally do such 

things). However we had to be at the start by 

9 am and this was a 45 minute drive away 

(donôt ask me to work out what time it was it 

is too traumatic to think back). All I 

remember is being in a state of 

shock/apprehension/fear and completely 

unable to eat my porridge. Pat was not 

paddling and Albert & Kath were providing 

the transport so all I had to do was to don my 

paddling kit and get my arse into gear ready 

for the trip. I was already nervous at the 

prospect of paddling 23 miles let alone doing 

it on a now swollen and unfamiliar river and 

doing the last part of the trip into a fairly 

strong headwind. On the plus side there was 

no rain forecast for the day. 

 

On the drive up to the start I sat in quiet 

contemplation, eating my rapidly cooling 

porridge and wondering; what the hell was a 

pensioner like me doing undertaking 

something that would cause his feeble body to 

require the consumption of several Ibuprofen 

tablets and many hours of rest to repair the 

damage I was now going to inflict upon it. 

The thought of going to a Ceilidh after this 

was not very appealing either. I was also 

afraid that if I actually completed the trip in 

one piece I might fall asleep in my dinner at 

the Italian restaurant anyway.  

 

We arrived at the start point at a football pitch 

on the outskirts of Dunkeld, and met up with 

the other club members. I discovered that two 

members of the group had been indulging in a 

vomiting competition after competing in a 

wine drinking contest the previous evening.  

They had called it an honourable draw and 

were by now fit to paddle, but rather quiet.  

 

After having our boats and equipment 

scrutinised we were awarded a nice pink 

circular sticker and asked to stand in a large 

mass of paddlers ready for the instruction to 

launch and paddle over the river to the starter 

on the far bank. 

 

Eventually everyone seemed to get tired of 

waiting and simply overran the officials at the 

exit point in the corner of the field.  
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This is where the real fun began; there was a 

very narrow gap through which around 100 

paddlers were trying to pass carrying and 

dragging small boats big boats, short boats, 

long boats and very long boats.  

 

 
 

To add to the fun when you actually got 

through the narrow gap there was a drop of 

about 3 feet and a lot of trees and bushes and 

a path with a 90 degree turn on it. Well if you 

consider that boats like sea kayaks or K2ôs are 

18 feet long at least and donôt bend in the 

middle you have a situation which can and 

did develop into a bit of a farce.  I had mental 

images of a K2 crew consisting of Laurel and 

Hardy.   

 

The launching area was a bit crowded and I 

saw at least one large man in touring boat 

capsize as he seal launched down the bank. 

(Maybe Oliver Hardy is here after all I 

thought). 

 

 
 

The Ribble contingent set off in small groups 

to get the show on the road, the first thing I 

noticed was how fast the water was flowing 

as we did a ferry glide to the starter on the far 

bank. It was a fair bit higher than when I had 

last seen it on the Wednesday, and was 

wondering how it would affect the problem 

sections further down. On a positive note the 

fast current would help us along to Perth quite 

nicely.  

 

 
 

We all negotiated the first bit of the river 

without problems and eventually stopped for 

lunch near Kinclaven Castle. We had 

completed the section which was flowing 

mainly easterly and now we would be 

paddling roughly south westerly, which was 

where the wind was coming from. 

 

 
 

After lunch with a sense of foreboding we 

headed down to Campsie Linn to see what 

fate had in store for us. We arrived to be 

greeted by officials from the SCA who 

advised us of the options for shooting this 

section. Basically these were going down the 

far right (the chicken chute) or down the 

second from the right which was a 

straightforward fall with about a 4 foot drop 

on it. 
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I opted for the chicken chute, but discovered 

it was a fairly technical section where you had 

to negotiate a fast flowing rapid with 

overhanging trees and a few rocks. At least 

two of these rocks were strategically placed to 

catch out the unwary or unfortunate paddler 

as one or two club paddlers found out to their 

cost last year. 

 

Good luck or good paddling prevailed and 

everyone managed to do Campsie Linn 

without capsizing, irrespective of which route 

down they chose.  

 

Half Time Score RCC 15 River Tay 0. 

 

Now we had to face Stanley Weir followed by 

Catôs Paw and Hell Hole. 

 

 
 

After Campsie Linn Allan Hacking called us 

all together and advised us that the next few 

kilometres required us to be very focused and 

we should look out for each other because the 

river would become more challenging to 

paddle. With these words in mind we set off 

for Stanley Weir, although I was less worried 

about it having seen it on the previous 

Wednesday. 

 

As we approached the weir we were met by a 

member of the SCA safety crew who advised 

that he would show us the route down and 

that we should follow him up to the point 

where he broke out left to wait for the next 

group. In fact the route was indicated by the 

fact that there was a paddler sat in the eddy at 

either side waiting to rescue any swimmers.  

 

The guide paddled down the weir followed by 

John, Wayne, (not John Wayne no cowboys 

on this trip) myself, then Mark. Not wishing 

to be too picky but when I saw the line that 

the guide took straight through the diagonal 

curling stoppers I chose to take my own line 

straight down the green shoot in the middle to 

avoid a potential capsize. This was probably a 

wise choice because if anyone swam on this 

section it could be a long one since this was 

the start of the Catôs Paw and it was not what 

I was expecting. 

 

I am reliably informed that the Tay has the 

greatest water flow of all the rivers in the UK. 

It certainly felt like it when I was paddling 

down Hell Hole and Cats Paw.  

 

As mentioned earlier I wondered why this bit 

had such a fearsome name. On the Saturday 

the river was quite a bit higher than when we 

had seen it on the Wednesday, and my 

curiosity was explained as I paddled through 

large waves and boils trying to get across to 

river right to break out after the right hand 

bend.  

 

When I approached the eddy after the bend I 

started to line up to break out but suddenly 

realised the eddy was about a foot lower than 

the current racing past it and the eddy line 

was a mass of gnarly looking boils. Although 

I normally aim to break out high in an eddy, I 

quickly decided to break out at the bottom 

end of this one to try and avoid an 

embarrassing swim in front of all the SCA 

rescue boats waiting to pounce on victims of 

the Hell Hole. 

 

I sat in the eddy waiting for the rest of the 

group to catch up, hoping that no one would 

capsize here and need a rescue, if they did 

they would have to rely on the SCA I was not 

leaving this comfy little eddy until my heart 

rate had slowed down a bit after the recent 

battle with the boils. 

 

My fears were unfounded and all of the group 

came through the right way up and made the 

break out. From here on down it was 

relatively plain sailing the Mighty Tay, 

although still charging along, calmed down 

and allowed us a more relaxed paddle back to 

Perth.  

 

Perhaps relaxed is not the right word actually 

since it became a real slog into an increasing 

head wind.  
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Latest Score RCC 30 River Tay 0 

 

We were coming across other paddlers 

particularly young ones, who were showing 

signs of cold and fatigue, we did our best to 

provide encouragement but it was down to 

them to draw on their reserves of stamina, and 

will power to finish the course.   

  

Finally Perth and its bridges hove into view 

and we pressed on into the wind looking 

forward to reaching the end of the trip. 

  

 
 

We passed under the bridge with a banner on 

it saying ñFinish.ò If only that were true we 

still had what was described as a 600 metre 

paddle to the egress point. 600 metres felt 

more like 6 miles, but when we finally 

reached the slipway we were greeted by lots 

of fire and rescue personnel who dragged us 

up the ramp on a plastic mat and helped us 

out of our boats, other helpers appeared from 

nowhere and carried our boats up to the car 

park so that we could concentrate on making 

our wobbly legs work again and join our 

boats on the car park. Well you canôt knock 

service like that can you?  

 

 

Well actually one of our group suggested that 

next year these helpers, most of whom were 

young and attractive females, should wear 

bikinis. This did not go down well and he was 

threatened with a slap for his cheek. 

 

 
 

After completing this trip I have to say I was 

really pleased that I had done it. Despite my 

reservations and fears I had enjoyed it (apart 

from the headwind bit).  

 

I could now answer the question: what the 

hell was a pensioner like me doing 

undertaking something that would cause his 

feeble body to require the consumption of 

several Ibuprofen tablets and many hours of 

rest to repair the damage I was now going to 

inflict upon it. 

 

The answer: having a brilliant  time. 

 

The Saturday Night Ceilidh was well 

attended, and provided a good opportunity for 

the prize giving ceremony.  
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Binky & his double can you find them both  

 

As mentioned, Ribble paddlers, apart from 

Rick Patterson, were doing the ñTourò as 

opposed to racing, so we obviously didnôt win 

any prizes.  

 

Rick competed, with honour, in the Sea 

Kayak category, being placed 4
th
 out of 7 

competitors in a very creditable time of 2 

hours 58 minutes and 22 seconds. Having 

paddled down the course in a river kayak I 

have to admire anyone doing this in any kind 

of long pointy boat that you canôt turn quickly 

enough to get out of trouble. When I saw the 

K2 racing kayaks at the start, I didnôt fully 

appreciate how brave/skilled/foolish/bonkers 

(you choose) they were to paddle the river in 

these conditions.  

I only saw them at the start; because once 

these crews get paddling they leave paddlers 

in other types of boat trailing in their wake.  

 

Some of their times were amazing. The 

winning K2 had a time of 1 hour 59 minutes 

and 22 seconds as compared to the times of 

the Ribble Touring Paddlers, which ranged 

from 5 hours 12 minutes 6 seconds to 5 hours 

27 minutes 42 seconds. To be fair we did stop 

for lunch and comfort breaks and to take 

photographs, shoot some video, have a rest, 

have a chat, have a play, admire the scenery 

etc. After all we had come to enjoy the 

experience of paddling the ñMighty Tay.ò  

Can I mention that none of our group swam, 

so thatôs an improvement on last year. 

 

The event was organised by the SCA, who 

did a good job, and are to be congratulated for 

the way they made the weekend so enjoyable. 

It was a task requiring a lot of organising but 

was done in a friendly way and the operation 

ran smoothly, as far as the competitors were 

concerned anyway, (apart from the Laurel & 

Hardy Start, but the SCA are aware of it and 

have promised to sort it out before next year). 

 

On the following day some of the group 

decided to paddle the stretch of river Tay 

from Kenmore on Loch Tay down to 

Grandtully, but thatôs another story. 

 

Thanks to those taking part and their support 

crews for doing the driving, cooking, 

organising, photography etc. 

Norman Green  

Booking Equi pment  
A reminder to any members wanting to borrow club equipment 

Please remember to follow the standard booking procedure, which is: 

Email Me (Any time before Tuesday evening) or ring me on a Monday evening  

(see contacts page for address & telephone number) 

Collect and return kit at H&D on a Tuesday evening 

 

SIMPLE!  
 

 

Happy Paddling - Graham Kingaby 


