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EWP ANNOUNCMENTS 
Executive List 

President Darryl O'Brien 
463-0612 

Vice-Pres Mike Fargey 
433-5236 

Treasurer John Paran 
467-7920 

Secretary Dale O'Brien 
434-9192 

Newsletter Walter Gahler 
(acting) 455-2518 

Promotions John Simpkin 
(acting) 451-6708 

Director Mike McGregor 
434-2474 

Clubhouse Dale O'Brien 
Jean Leduc 

POOL SESSIONS FOR EWP 
MEMBERS 

Wednesdays till end of March 
Flatwater 7 - 9 at WEM 
Cost $7.00 per session (1994 
membership required) 

Tuesdays till end of March 
Surfing 7 - 9 PM at WEM 
Attendance must be pre-booked 
with Dale 434-9192 
Cost $18.00 for two hours. 
Helmet I PFD required. 

1994 
Memberships 

are DUE 
Stroke Improvement 

AWA Clinic 
Saturday, March 5, 8 - 11 Pm 
WEM All welcome 
Cost $5.00 person 

Chlorine Cup Citizen Race 
Sunday, March 6, 8 - 10:30 PM 
Cost $5.00 per person 

Boat and Sportsmans Show '94' 
March 9 -13 

- The EWP will be there ! 
Lots of help needed - mark the 

dates on your calander. 
More Info to come. 

EWP Polo Tournament 
March 17 - 20 ( see ad further on ) 
We would like to make three or four 
teams each one with representation 
from our novice paddlers. 

If you don't want to paddle help us out 
by being an official (timer I scorer, 
boundry judge). Talk to Dale 

• 
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OLYMPIC DISAPPOINTMENT 

A story in the news a few days ago dealt with the subject of 
"Olympic disappointment". It ref erred to the plight of the 
Canadian Champions in ski jumping and women's cross country skiing 
who would not be going to the Olympics because they didn't meet the 
Canadian Olympic Association "standards of performance". 

It was a story that struck a tender nerve in my body, because 
the exact same problem prevented Dale and I from representing our 
Country in C-2 slalom at the Barcelona Olympics in 1992. It was a 
"problem" because we believe it was the "standards of performance" 
not our ability that was in question. For us it would have been 
the capping our a long competitive career which included 13 
national whitewater championships. We had proved ourselves the 
best in Canada on many occasions and we had also some international 
success including placing 12th in the 1990 Worlds and World Cup 
rankings of 15th in 1991 and 13th in 1992. 

The COA wanted objective standards of selection for the 
Olympic Games. But standards of performance were developed for 
slalom which were based on incorrect assumpions. The most serious 
error assumed that all the classes, kayaks, single canoes and C-2 
were homogeneous with respect to country participation. An 
analysis of the composition of past international events 
comparing the percentage of countries which win medals in each 
class of boats shows this assumption to be wrong. 

Class 

K-1 
K-lW 
C-1 
c-2 

In Table I the participation of medal winning countries 
in each class is shown for the '91 Worlds and PreOlympics 

'91 Worlds PreOlympics 

27% 21% 
44 29 
45 39 
58 56 

These results show that there is greater participation in the 
C-2 class from those countries which field medal winners that in 
any other class. This means that if you develop standards that say 
that to qualify, for example, you must place in the top 1/3 of your 
class, it will be more difficult to do in the C-2 class where a 
greater percentage of the most competitive boats are present. 
Stated another way, ... if there were 75 K-1s at a Worlds and 30 c-
2s, and the qualifying standard was top 1/3, it was certainly 
easier to place in the top 25 kayaks than in the top 10 C-2s 
because in any class at the international level, once you try to 
improve beyond 15th place, the competition is very intense. This 
situation is further compounded by the fact, as shown in Table I, 
that in K-1 only 30% of the competition comes from those countries 
most likely to win, whereas as much as 60% of the C-2 class is made 
up of boats from medal winning countries. 



Although we gave our best effort to qualify, we were not able 
to achieve the standards established by the COA in order to compete 
in the Olympics. I tried to convince both the CCA and the COA that 
the standards which were developed were "not a level playing field 
for all classes" and in particular, C-2. Did the fact that we were 
unable to qualify (despite being the best in Canada in C-2) mean 
that the boats in other classes were better than us 
internationally. Not so, our performance in international 
competition was comparable to and in many events, better than most 
of our team members in other classes. There was no doubt in my mind 
that if other Canadian boats in other classes could qualify to fair 
Olympic standards, than we should also be able to meet the 
standards as well. For if the criteria allowed for the selection of 
2K-1s, 3K-1Ws and 3C-1s, then based on comparable ability, at least 
one C-2 should have been able to qualify. Conversely if the other 
classes would have had to meet a standard comparable to that in the 
C-2 class, the Olympic team would have comprised two or three 
boats. 

We had finished 19th out of 27 boats in the PreOlympics at 
Barcelona in 1991. This was the third best performance of a 
Canadian boat at this race. In the Olympic Games there were 18 c-
2s, 89 % of which came from countries that won medals. If we had 
raced in C-2 and come dead last, it would have been the 4th best 
performance of a Canadian boat of the 8 boats that were sent. So 
even placing 19th in the Olympics (had we been there), the same 
result we had in 1991 in a larger field, we would have done better 
that 50% of the boats that represented Canada at the Games. 

The point to be made is that ill-developed standards kept us 
off the Olympic Team in 1992. So when I hear some official from the 
COA saying that they are not sending skiers and jumpers to the 
Olympic Games because "olympic qualifying criteria" were not met, 
then I say the COA should look at their standards of performance. 
Chances are its not the athletes' abililties that are in question. 
If you are the best in your country and you are of a reasonable 
international standard, then you should have the opportunity to be 
part of the Olympic Games. The premise that "everyone sent to an 
olympics has the chance to win a medal" is totally unrealistic. The 
reasons that one strives to achieve, have nothing to do with the 
winning of medals. By far the greatest benefits come from acquiring 
commitment, devotion and dedication to a goal and in the social 
experiences that encompass such an event. 
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A SUMMARY OF THE SUMMER GAMES 
from the EWP's point of view 

. •' . The City of Wetaskl1w1n 
(Alberta's 20th largest} hosted 
the Alberta Summer Games on 
Aug. 6,7 and 8, 1993. From an 
organizational point of view, 
these Games differed from any 
previous games because instead 
of the Games lasting 5 days and 
the athletes from the various 
sports coming in two shifts, 
everyone and every sport would 
be held in the 3 day period. 

Since 1985 slalom canoeing 
has been a part of the Summer 
Games. This year was no 
exception and the EWP was there 
in force ... as race organizers, 
race officials, enthusiastic 
spectators, chaparons, coaches 
and competitors. The paddling 
competitions were spread out 
over the three days, slalom was 
held on Friday, sprint on 
Saturday and wildwater on 
Sunday. Each event had its own 
special characteristics and 
excitement. 

As the Provicial Sport 
Advisor for whitewater 
competition in the Games, it 
was my task to provide 
technical information to the 
Organizers. That task began on~ 

· .~ whole year previously when Jean 
Leduc and I attended an 
organizational meeting in 
Wetask·win to meet with key 
officials and review possible 
race sites. It was also about 
that same time that the EWP 
began a program designed to 
prepare a team for Zone 6, the 
City of Edmonton,for the Games. 

As we selected a site, so 
did families begin to express 
interest in attending the 
Games. Pool sessions were held 
to introduce the kids to 
canoeing (meaning canoeing and 

kayaking}. Many sessions were 
held in the Millwoods wave pool 
during the winter. With the 
coming of spring, training 
moved to the Clubhouse, 
Quesnell and Lake Wabamum. A 
trip was also made to the 
actual race site to expose the 
kids to what the race course 
would be like. On June 21, Zone 
6 held trials on the slalom 
training course at Lake Wabamum 
and the Zone 6 Team formally 
came into being. 

Meanwhile as the race days 
neared, activity on the race 
sites intensified to get things 
ready for race day. Slalom was 
held on the Pipestone Creek 
where it crossed the Water 
Plant Road. Slalom, the most 
activity intense event, also 
with the most competitors was 
staged on Friday, making all 
preperation necessary during 
the week. As the race day grew 
near, the hours spent getting 
ready grew long. Delays with 
organizers delivering necessary 
equipment left us working late 
Thursday night to get the race 
co~rse ready. 

Luckily it was a 
beautiful, clear, warm summer 
night. We were able to see it 
all and watch the sun rise in 
the morning. But as the actual 
posted race time neared, a 
major setback forced us to 
delay the race. Our scoring 
system with telephones to each 
judging station and to the 
start and finish to relay race 
information to the scoring 
centre complete with computer 
scoring system and photocopier, 
failed to function. After a 
delay of one and one-half 
hours, we could not solve the 



problem and elected to go with 
manual scoring supplemented 
with a few radios. Once things 
got underway, the race 
progessed very smoothly thanks 
to efforts of our EWP officials 
who manned every judging 
station and handled all result 
tabulation. 

In retrospect the 
Pipestone Creek provided an 
excellent slalom site to 
encourage maximum participation 
from around the Province. 
Slalom participation numbered 
147, by far, the largest slalom 
event held in the Province this 
year. Good competition and 
participation came from all 
zones except Zone 7, which was 
not represented. 

The enthusiasum which the 
competitors, kids 13-15 and 16-
18 years, bring to the 
competition makes the hours 
spent putting it all together 
seem worthwhile. We had a good 
team composed mainly of kids 
13-15 years old. Some even 
though they were younger 
competed in the older age group 
because our coaches thought 
they could win in that age 
category. We were not 
disappointed. We had some very 
exciting victories and some 
near misses, but everyone gave 
it their best effort. 

At the conclusion of the 
slalom competition, we 
organized a kayak water polo 
game and when that concluded, 
we had a squirt boat 
demonstration, followed by 
presentation of the slalom 
awards. Another popular 
activity that evolved was 
jumping off the bridge. The 
creek was quite deep under the 
bridge and many of the kids 
took the plunge. I felt obliged 
to try it myself. It was a 
great way to cool off. It was a 
long day for some of us, but 

the next day we had a break as 
sprint racing was held on Coal 
Lake. 

Of course, we had 
competitors in these events and 
so we provided support and 
cheering for them. We also 
provided our photocopier to the 
Sprint organizers for copying 
of start lists and results. Our 
Team erent won a few medals in 
this discipline despite very 
limited experience and practise 
in the specialized boats. 

On Sunday we had our turn 
again to stage the wildwater 
event which we held on the 
Creek again. Wildwater is an 
event which tests a competitors 
ability to navigate down a 
river from point "A" to point 
"B". The Pipestone Creek was a 
perfect event site for this 
level of competition. It was 
flat, with the water flowing 
very slowly, but it was 
tortuous which meant 
competitors had to know how to 
steer their boats. It was 
really the first true wildwater 
event of the Summer Games, 
since in the previous games, 
wildwater had been staged with 
the sprint event. The race was 
run in two heats, girls and 
boys because there were not 
enough boats to stage it all in 
one race. This format worked 
very well. 

Again our Zone 6 Team had 
some excellent results and 
again everyone gave their best 
effort which is really the most 
important thing of all. 

Who made up the Zone 6 
Team? Glad you asked, here' s 
the list ... 

K-1 Girls 13-15: 
Jodie Purnell 
Catherine O'Brien 

K-1 Girls 16-18 
Amy Paran 
Michaela Burke 

' 
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Boys K-1 13-15 
Colin Pinnell 
Jonathan Pinnell 

Boys K-1 16-18 
Cameron Wells 
Michael Holroyd 

In the canoeing events: 
Myron Chudyk 
Keith Pudwill 
Derek Beaupre 
Keith Heslinga 

Coaches 
Dale O'Brien 
Jean Leduc 
John Paran 

Chaparons 

Ken Chudyk 
Janet Paran 

EWP members 
officials: 

involved 

Darryl O'Brien 
Jean Leduc 
John Paran 
Mike MacGregor 
Mike Fargey 
Judy Biro 
Bruce Lord 
Bob Gregorish 
Rosemarie Chinchilla 

as 

-
~ 

ACCORDING TO THE MAP 
1rs AT LEAST lWO MORE 

MILES TO THE FAUS." 



lffE GIRLS OF me G-flt1ES 
Dale C. O'Brien 

I had the privilege of being one 
of the coaches involved in recruiting 
and preparing our Zone 6 Summer 
Games Kayak Team for the 1993 
Competition. We had a young team; 
there were only one or two who could 
not have competed in the 13 to 15 year 
age group. Not wanting them to be 
competing too much against each 
other, we entered some of our youthful 
group in the 16 to 18 year events. 

With only one or two exceptions 
our group was quite dedicated to their 
preparations, showing up regularly to 
the weekly practice sessions to put up 
with my incessant urging to "do this or 
that". Some of youngsters showed 
quantum improvements, for example, 
going from difficulty balancing a 
slalom kayalc to racing on the lake in 
windy conditions in a flatwater kayak.. 

With all our group I was 
universally impressed. Everyone, I 
believe, given time, hard work and 
technical coaching could end up in the 
medals. But don't get me wrong here. 
Medals are not the most important 
yardstick of success for which I as 
coach was looking. More important, 
would be an affirmative answer to 
three questions: 

1. Did you have fun ? 
2. Did you learn something? 
3. Would you do it again ? 

For my part, I would have to say "yes, 
yes and yes"! 

Kayaking is a very technical sport -
it talces years for most people to develop 
the skills. Therefore knowing the 
background of all the team we certainly 
had some performance expectations for a 
few of the group and I am sure the 
individuals concerned shared some of 
them. Our guys team was younger and 
less experienced than our girls, so it was 
not surprising the girls did somewhat 
better in terms of actual race performance 
even when they were entered in the older 
group. 

Three young ladies in particular 
from our team were dominant performers 
in the Games, each winning a selection of 
medals. Amy Paran, Michaela Burke and 
Catherine O'Brien accounting for three 
bro~e, five silver and three golds. You 
did great gals ! 

I am by nature a competitive 
person, someone who enjoys testing my 
skill against others, usually by doing, not 
indirectly as a spectator. But I must 
admit the excitement of my brother 
cheering for his daughter Catherine 
during the K-1 Olympic Sprint Race in 
which she was second (knowing that she 
had been in the boats only two times 
before ) was infectious. It was really 
exciting, even for me; and one of the 
truly wonderful experiences of being a 

• 



parent and one which I have as a non
parent experienced only through 
borrowing other peoples kids. 

Some of our group will not be 
seen again in the games. That in itself 
is sad, but is really sad that some 
parents have missed an opportunity to 
do something with their child, to be 
there for them, and cheer them on till 
their throat is sore whether they win or 
come last. 

I have great respect for the kids, 
but I have greater respect for the parents 
who make the sacrifices to get them 
there, and those parents willing to get 
wet and a little sore during the process 
are truly special indeed. 

My advice to parents for the next 
Games is this - be selfish - don't let 
myself or Jean or Darryl or Russ 
monopolize your boys or girls activities 
without involving you. Get out and 
help, there is lots you can do, because 
behind every kids team, there is a team 
of adults. Join the EWP's Adult 
Team. 

Testing out the Pipestone Creek, 
Cameron Wells style. THE FLIGHT 

THE LANDING 

THE GAMES TEAM PRIOR TO 
WILDWATER TRAINING ON THE 
PIPESTONE CREEK BEFORE THE 
GAMES. 

THE END 



Brazeau River Trip (July 31/93) 
by J. Paran 

If you go out in the woods today you're in for a big surprise, no 
it's not the teddy bear's picnic, its a 2000 l b Moose with a fat 
lip and a distinct dislike for paddlers. 

We assembled bright and not very early at the famous "green 
triangle" campground. The list of hardy (fool hardy ?) souls had 
slightly dwindled from last year. It included Rob Kerestes, Judy 
Biro, Dale O'Brien, Michael Lucewicz, John and Amy Paran and Jean 
Leduc. The Moose was not in attendance, however, evidence of 
it's close encounter with the side mirror of Dale's Van indicated 
it was a healthy specimen untrained in the use of handkerchiefs. 
Dale made various comments on how this rudely unannounced 
appearance at 100 Km/h affected his constituti on as we dined on 
tea and crumpets in the morning sun. 

Undaunted, we headed for the "put in", looking forward to 
our usually invigorating 1 Km jaunt through the woods carrying 
boats and provisions for a long days paddle. Following standard 
EWP operating practices we placed a fast, new, expensive car in 
the bush near Small Boys Camp .••. as a "contingency" as Dale put 
it, but we all felt there would be no need to shorten this trip. 
Additionally, we did not neglect the traditional EWP round of 
"lost in the woods" as Jean boldly led a speci ally selected group 
back up the ridge for some added "invigorating and jaunting". 

Just when you are thinking "it just doesn't get any better 
than this" you find yourself in a loaded Cl (I'm not talking 
horse power) on a raging torrent of waves and rock, passing 
through deep walled canyons, swirling whirlpools, hundreds of 
miles from the nearest civilization being gently but 
enthusiastically encouraged to get in those holes and "get 
thrashed", did I mention that you can only brace on one side with 
a single bladed paddle? There were many "breath taking views" of 
the river for me but I managed to put the blue part of the 
picture back on the top before basic functions became too 
distracting. In one case my attempts to roll up in a whirl pool 
became a bit tiresome to Dale who gently bashed me on the head 
with his paddle, his signal for: "give up you moron and grab my 
bow!" , •... you just don't find considerate people like this 
anymore. The long hours of playing the river began to take their 
toll allowing the group some extra rescue practice even on one of 
our more reliable rollers whose name won't be mentioned (initials 
JL). 

Soon we entered more sedate reaches of the river, but just 
when we began to get a bit bored Rob managed to disappear giving 
us the opportunity to practice our river search skills on a 
previous braided stretch. Fortunately for Rob we didn't find his 
dead body but the group discussed options on how we could make 
that a possibility when we found his live body and proceeded to 
paddle the last hour with freshly renewed determination. 

All in all a great time was had by all except for the moose. 
The Brazeau was scenic and exiting paddling done with an 
exceptional group of people. Paddling this river gives me a set 
of mental pictures that I often revisit over a long cold winter. 

.. 
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LEVEL l's RUN THE BRIERLIES 

Bob Gregorish and I had offered to take the latest Level I's 
out to the Brierlies, after seeing them in action during their 
classes with Dale. Jeff Dileabough, Ryan Bowen and Arnim Rodick 
showed up for the fun. We met early one Sunday (August 29?) morning 
at the clubhouse. An easy drive to Rocky, quick carbo load at the 
DQ, and we were off. The weather was warm and sunny, and the river 
was at a good level. 

We spent the first hour and a half practising ferries and eddy 
turns at the railway bridge. Jeff demonstrated the results of an 
upstream lean which the others noted. A short rolling session 
concluded the morning. 

After lunch, we headed downstream, hitting the eddies on river 
left rather nicely. Some short surfing ventures generated 
excitement on the way, as well as one nice recovery by Arnim. Bob 
led the crew river right to the "acid test" eddy at the shale bank. 
The score was Level I's 3 - Eddy O : Jeff's earlier demonstration 
had stuck. The rest of the paddle down to the Brierlies was smooth, 
and everyone was good to go. Again the Level I's triumphed - three 
Cheshire cat smiles emerged at the bottom of the rapids. All in 
all, nature and skill conspired to make a great introduction to 
whitewater. 

Kanupolo 



10 GREAT REASONS TO DRIVE MUCH FURTHER WEST 
THAN 178 ST. TO SURF YOUR KAYAK. 

Without question, surfing at the WEM wave pool 
with all of your EWP pals, and maybe even some 
non - EWP interlopers, is a great di version 
for glaciated local paddlers during our oft 
interminable winter season. Certainly there 
exists great opportunity for an increasing 
many to share the excitement of winter time 
surfing, WEM style, given the expanded role 
EWP has been handed in organizing surf 
lessons, sessions and activities at this fine 
Northern Alberta surfing facility. 

This past summer I had the consuming pleasure 
of extending this indoor surfing experience on 
to the predictably not so calm waters off of 
Long Beach, on the west coast of Vancouver 
Island. I did so with my friend Christy 
Taylor, who had been successfully convinced 
(coerced?) that this was, by light years, the 
preferred activity over cycling around the 
Gulf Islands. Eight days of unrelenting 
spiritual and athletic joy was the net result 
of this decision, as we surfed to fatigue in 
the churning waters off of these 10 kilometers 
of Pacific ocean washed sand. It made for a 
magnificent trip, truly worthy "mandatory 
destination" status fo~ aspiring or 
accomplished surfers anywhere. 

It is with this theme as a backdrop that I 
offer the following "10 great reasons" to 
continue wel 1 west beyond 178 St. , to Long 
Beach, to more fully extend your surfing 
experiences, episodes and mishaps. Without 
further preface, these reasons are: 

1) There are bigger waves. 
2) There are much bigger waves. 
3) It's free. 
4) More than 2 prospective surfers are allowed 

on a wave at one time. (Please take special 
note Bob!) 

5) It's not winter outside when you're done 
surfing. 
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6) It caters to and will actively challenge 
surfers of all levels, from rank novice to 
alleged expert. A rule of thumb surround-

-ing this point; if you want bigger, less 
predictable wave action, proceed due west 

.in your boat. If tamer events are desired, 
stay within the break. 

7) The 4 star restaurant overlooking the 
Wickaninnish portion of Long Beach offers 
two great bonuses; fine wine and dining 

before, during or after your surf session, 
in addition to providing a captive audience 
to display your finest surfing skills for. 

8) Pacific Rim National Park's Greenpoint 
campground is a gem to be treasured by 
surfers and non-surfers alike. It is set 

within a magnificent old-growth rainforest, 
backing on to the roaring wash of Long 

Beach. 
9) The dramatic and often stark drive across 

Vancouver Island to Long Beach gives one a 
pretty / clear' idea of some of the 

historical environmental corruption that 
has gone on in this part of the country, 

leaving one somewhat sympathetic to the 
causes heralded there now. 
10) Lastly, and perhaps the most noteworthy 

reason of all to venture towards the left 
coast's Long Beach; the abundant potential 
to run some fantastic rivers. The 
Maligne, the Thompson, the Cheakamus and 
the English all beckon audibly. 

I find myself somewhat wistful as I chronicle 
this; nonetheless, until available opportunity 
presents itself again, see you at the wave 
pool! 



93 Ram River Trolls 
by 

Anthony A. Osborne 

Do you want to come with us on our annual Ram River Trip this weekend? ... No, I 
would love to, but you should have given me more than just THREE days notice. ... Sorry 
about that, but I thought you knew, it was advertised in a notice. ... Well I guess I just 
haven't been reading the notices . ... Will Russ be able to come on the trip? ... I don't 
know, he's not home now, but I'll tell him about it and let him give you a call. 

That is what I remember of a brief telephone conversation I had with Jean Leduc on 
Wednesday August 18, 1993 at about 7:30 in the evening. 

When Russ came home and I told him of the trip and that he was to call Jean, he said, 
"Dad you should come with us, You have always told Vince and Me to seize the 
opportunity'', "So seize the opportunity ... next year you will be one year older and probably 
~II • 

After Russ got off the telephone with .Jean Leduc, Russ began relating all of the fun He 
and Vince have had in the previous two Ram Riv.er trips they had been on as well as how 
cold it had been. This time the trip was about five weeks · earlier and the forecast was 
definitely for better weather. 

The seed was planted. I thought about it the rest of that night and for most of Thursday. 
By the time Russ got home that evening I had made up my mind. If I could find a partner, 
I would go. I telephoned a few people who I thought would be interested and who I 
would be comfortable paddling with, but they all had other weekend plans. I phoned 
Jean and told him of my decision, he said great, he would phone around to find a partner 
for me, and if all else failed he would abandon his kayak, and be my partner in a canoe. 
He then painted the dream of how wonderful the trip would be, and·we discussed what 
gear food and preparation would be required. 

Later that night Jean called me back stating he had located a partner for me in the name 
of Neil Usher who was a River Canoe instructor and a member of the EWP, (Edmonton 
Whitewater Paddlers Club) a vel}' competent paddler. Being that I had no formal paddling 
training I felt assured. 



Excited about the trip, I was motivated to fix the broken thwart on my McKwik canoe, 
which had broken on a previous trip. I also started putting some of my gear together. 

On Friday evening after work, I met Russ, and Father and Son and his friend Jerret were 
off to Rocky Mountain House, where we were to meet the O'Briens, a Couple from 
England, and my partner Neil Usher at the /GA parking lot at 7:00 PM. At 9:30 PM (not 
bad) when we were finally all together and headed out for the put in point somewhere 
west of Rocky, by the North Ram River, at a place known as the hunters campground. 

Realize, we were now driving in the dark, eating the dust from the gravel and dirt road 
and eventually a cow path. We set up camp in the dark by the light of O'Briens 
headlights and lantern. I slept soundly under a plastic tarp, with the not so distant sound 
of the North Ram River playing its gurgling song in my ears all night long. 

Day One: The Trip 

Saturday, departure day, we woke up had breakfast, then began breaking camp. Jean 
Leduc who had come from Edmonton that morning with my canoe arrived at about 9:30 
am. The shuttle of vehicles to the take out point and finally departure by about 12:15 pm. 
It didn't take too long for my partner Neil Usher to realize he had a novice paddler on his 
hands and that his fun weekends work was about to begin. 

There were River Trolls all over the place. We weren't in the water 20 minutes going over 
a series of shelves that the Trolls held the stern of the canoe pointing towards the right 
bank, while another splashed the entire interior of the canoe with water. Other trolls threw 
boulders in our path and yet another troll grabbed the left gunnel with its green fickle 
fingers of fate and spun the canoe sideways like an unguided powerless torpedo. This 
happened again and again and again and still again. Jean had not told me that a swim 
suit was part of the gear I required for this trip. 

On another very technical portion of the trip it was felt the two open canoes would have 
to be carried up a steep grade, past a narrow gap entry which was infested with river 
trolls and then lowered about thirty feet by rope into an eddy which was knee high. First 
we lowered Russ and Neil then the two boats, then the equipment then Jerret, then Me. 
Have you ever been lowered down vertical rock face which seemed to me like 500 feet 
with jagged rocks at the bottom, an eddy which could propel one into the main current 

" of treacherous water, or if you were lucky one could plunge head first into his own 
canoe? Jean never told me that diapers were part of the gear I required for this trip. 
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I'm not certain whether it was five or six strokes of the paddle I managed to execute 
before we found ourselves going down a series of shelves each with about a 2-3 toot 
drops, canoe loaded with water and the Trolls spinning us around in order tor us to 
accomplish the magnificent teat of navigating the last seemingly fifteen toot drop 
backwards. 

When I finally came up for that stuff commonly known as a breath of air, I was next to the 
canoe. All I could see was a wall of rock coming towards me. (or was I going towards 
the wall of rock?) I thank my lucky stars the canoe was between me and the rock, 'cause 
when the canoe hit the rock wall, I hit the canoe. I was thankful that the canoe had some 
give to it. Jean never told me that iron jaws and a chin guard was part of the required 
gear tor this trip. 

It was a good thing that the River Trolls had an additional ten feet and an elastic band 
sewn onto Dale O"Briens throwbag, otherwise it would never have reached me as I was 
helplessly being pulled towards the entry of another raging gap of water. 

Dale managed to pull me onto a batch of smooth, troll snot covered rocks. I thought I 
had lost my sense of vertigo while in the water, try losing it while on a pile of rocks. Jean 
never told me that shin pads was part of the required gear for this trip. 

Jean had run into a few challenges of his own when he had to abandon his Kayak and 
it plunged down the falls only feet away from where Neil and I in our backwards canoe 
had plunged only moments before. His kayak was being pummelled in a roller over and 
over again tor a good three minutes, then it disappeared tor a good thirty seconds. Next 
we saw his yellow kayak behind the waterfall in a vertical position swinging back and forth 
like a pendulum in a grandfather clock. It must have taken its 20 toot sweep about 6-7 
times before it got sucked down and then torpedoed out of the roller. I was thinking, "Oh 
what a neat trick, if only I could have done that." On second thought 
however??? ... @@@,,, I was glad I didn't. 

I now found myself without a partner and without a canoe, they had been swept down 
trough the raging gap of water I had been rescued from. There were not to many options 
tor me to re-unite myself with my partner and canoe. I had to go through the gap. I would 
have to either be crazy enough to jump into the raging current from a rock ledge above, 
or I would have to learn how to walk on water. Whichever way I choose, Dale would be 
there to greet me in an eddy on the other side. 
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As I lost my grip on the rock shelf above I made a gallant attempt at walking on the water, 
but instead of looking at my goal which was on the other side of the gap, I began looking 
at the obstacles immediately in front of me, causing me to loose my faith and sink into the 
water very rapidly. There must have been at least 1 O Trolls on each of my legs sucking 
me under many times. Dale to the rescue again. I hung onto Dales stern rope as tight 
as I could, and the Trolls kept pulling on my legs as hard as they could. Jean never told 
me that air tanks was part of the required equipment for this trip. 

I can't remember too much else of that first day in the Ram River, and I don't really know 
if the events as I have described them are in any kind of chronological order. Somehow 
I do recall that the series of events were being distracted by pain and cold. Jean never 
told me that an electric blanket which could be plugged into a current bush was part of 
the required equipment for this trip. 

While sitting around the campfire dressed in the driest warmest clothing I could find in 
my dry bag I had visions of a helicopter coming to fly me out of this place, but Jean never 
told me that I needed one. I dismissed the thought right away and began thinking about 
the nice pleasant on firm ground portage we would be greeted with the next day. 

Although the day could have ended with much more serious results, the campfire humour 
which abounded, the camaraderie and the good food made day one a trying but 
worthwhile experience. 

Sleep didn't come easy for me inside of Neil's tent. Jean didn't tell me I should have 
brought my own sleeping pillow, which might have been much more comfortable than my 
wet floatation device and jacket. It rained for a good portion of the night. Instead of 
lulling me to sleep, the sound of each drop of rain was amplified by the water which was 
still in my ears from the spills of the previous day. -Jean didn 't tell me I needed Q-tips to 
dry out my ears before bedtime. 

A full bladder in the wee-wee hours of the morning also made sleeping difficult. Instead 
I had to struggle with a tent door zipper which I first had to find and then un-jamb (try 
doing that quietly, so not to disturb your tent partner). Out of the tent finally, and a sigh 
of relief. If only Jean would have told me about bringing a hot water bottle in order to 
store specimen, how much more simple it would have been. Back to bed, finally sleep, 
only to wake up five hours later. 
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Day Two: The Portage 

Breakfast, pack up the gear, duct tape a few cracks on our not so river worthy canoe and 
break camp. We loaded up our gear only to ford across a thirty foot knee high expanse 
of water to a bolder infested island on the other side. The island was only about two 
football fields long (as the crow flies) but if one were to count the number of steps up and 
down and around the trees and boulders, even a pro football player would have had 
difficulty scoring a touchdown. 

First the gear, then the canoe, load the canoe, ferry across the same water we had forded 
across on the other side of the island and get ready for the portage. I was already 
perspiring thirsty and exhausted. 

I was told the portage was about one mile long over a canyon of very turbulent and 
treacherous water that no man, boat or beast other than river trolls could survive. A 
narrow goat trail high above the water along the canyon wall was the only way to travel 
before we could put our boats to water again. First the gear. During one portion of the 
portage, I was only able to put half a shoe at a time on the rock ledge about 300 feet 
above the water. I had thoughts that even mountain goats would have to be crazy to 
navigate this stretch of ledge. I carefully stepped one foot in front of the other insuring 
that half the width of my shoe was firmly planted on the ledge before taking the next step. 
I realized that any falling rock only took one bounce and then it was in the water. You 
couldn't even hear the splash due to the thunderous roar of the water below. 

Finally I reached a 100 foot 60 degree decline on a solid sheet of shale rock to another 
bolder infested bottom. This was near the water and was the only path to take. A cousin 
to the River Troll, better known in these parts as a Trail Troll managed to tie a root around 
my boot causing me to rapidly decline on my buttocks as one foot gave way. I also 
managed to wrench one knee in the process. Jean never told me that buttocks padding 
was required gear for this trip. 

Once the gear was at the new put in point, we had to go back to get the canoes. I 
somehow in my wisdom knew the ascent would not be as swift and accommodating as 
the descent. Jean didn't tell me that spiked golfing shoes was required gear for this trip. 

Finally all of the boats were lowered by rope and in place. My travelling companions 
decided this was a good place to eat before navigating two more parts of technical water 
and then paddling the rest of the way in virtual safety to the take out point. I was not able 
to eat as thoughts of yesterday began knotting up my stomach and tightening up my 
muscles. 
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It was now about 3:30 in the afternoon and the time of reckoning once again upon us . 

First Dale, Darryl and Jean in their covered Challengers and kayak down the 12 foot wide 
gorge of churning water. Careful not to try it sideways 'cause the boats were longer than 
the gorge was wide. They would provide rescue to any swimmers. Then Russ and Jerret 
in their open canoe. They didn't even make it out of the strong eddy which pulled them 
into a roller and pummelled their boat causing them to swim through the gorge. 
Our turn. By the grace of God, Neil and I navigated the gorge, and the three shelves at 
the end of the gorge and into a waiting eddy and to shore, we were only half filled with 
water. 

As the spectators were shouting with joy for us, I could not understand why the official 
photographers who had gone before us didn't have cameras in their hands to capture our 
marvellous feat on film. Instead they all had throwbags in the ready, aim, fire, positions. 

Then after a long wait the English couple Ian and Carolyn in their covered tandem canoe 
appeared out of the gorge. They were giving us plenty of latitude, in the event we were 
still swimming they didn't want to mess up any rescue attempts. 

Back in the water again. The river trolls decided we should go for one last swim. They 
clouded my mind and told me to try and put the brakes on and stop the canoe prior to 
going over one last two foot shelf. You see Jean didn't tell me I couldn't backpaddle on 
the approach to a waterfall, so I believed the river trolls. 

It was then that Jean advised me that the Ram River normally runs at 11 cubic meters per 
second, but due to the rainy summer the water is probably running near 28 to 30 cubic 
meters per second. (almost three times its normal flow) I couldn't stop a boat with that 
kind of volume running under me nor should I have tried, even if the river was running 
normal. I learned something from Jean that day. "Paddle hard and forward over a drop." 

While in seemingly calmer less technical water by comparison, we kept asking how long 
it would be before reaching the takeout point. Dale said about two hours and fifteen 
minutes, Darryl said, about an hour and 45 minutes and Jean said about an hour and a 
half. (learned something else that day. Total the three times, divide by three, then 
subtract the third from the total and add 15 minutes. One would then come out with what 
is known as O'Brien Time, as opposed to daylight, or mountain standard or metric time. 
Perhaps it was River Troll time. We made take out by about 7:30, MacDonald's in Rocky 
Mountain House by about 9:00 pm. Home, I can't remember. I can only recall waking 
up sore, waterlogged and stuffed full of Big Mac. 
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I have been told that this was a majestically beautiful valley to take a trip on and that the 
scenery and serenity was spectacular. The ruggedness of the Alberta foothills was a site 
to behold and breathtaking, (which has a dual meaning for me, as my head was 
underwater for a good portion of the trip.) A natural paradise. 

Lost or Damaged on the trip: 

One pair of prescription glasses, one machete, one blue bed roll, one poncho, one bic 
lighter, one water damaged cannon camera, one beaten up underwater camera, two rock 
beaten canoes, a sense of pride. 

Benefits gained on the trip: 

A greater respect for the awesome power of nature and an even greater respect for the 
other eight persons I got to know better and had the privilege of spending one 
unforgettable weekend with. 

Now ask me, "Do I believe in River Trolls???" My response, ''You should really find out for 
yourself." As for me .... , 

Next year, when the telephone rings, and the voice on the other end asks; ·~e you 
interested in going with us on our annual Ram River Trip?" Guess what my answer will 
be? 

It was only by luck, a good partner, a great rescue team, fate, and a lot of, and I do mean 

'a lot' of Divine Intervention . .. that .. "WE DID IT. 11 
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Honeymoon on the Ram 
About three weeks ago a little 

package arrived in the mail from Great 
Britain and it contained two pieces of 
wedding cake along with a confession 
and thankyou note from Iain and Carolyn 
Clough. They kept it a secret that they 
had been married a week prior to their 
visit to Canada, and it was their 
honeymoon. 

Their inclusion in this years Ram 
time was a confluence of their schedule 
and the EWP Trip Schedule. Darryl and 
I felt comfortable including them because 
we knew that Iain was a very skilled 
whitewater paddler who along with his 
brother had won the British slalom and 
wildwater titles on several occasions. 
This in spite of the fact that his new wife 
was at best a very inexperienced paddler 
- we felt with the right boat, that Iain 
would be able to look after her. 

We provided them with one of our 
OBECO Whitewater Trippers (16.5 feet 
in length and 36 inch width) for which 
we had constructed a canvas cover 
complete with kayak rims and covers. 

Now the Ram has the potential to 
be a great trip. In the past few years we 
have managed to make it quite rigorous 
and hoped this year by going a bit earlier 
we would have slightly higher water and 
eliminate a bit of walking particularily 
through heavy bush. Weather forecasts 
seemed to herald fine weather so it was a 
go situation. 

It was a daring group that gathered 

at the Hunters campsite adjacent to 
the North Ram River. No longer 
was this river to be the domain of 
closed boats only; the majority here 
were open boats. Veteren Ram man 
Russ Osborne had decided to take a 
friend from work, Jarret, on an 
whitewater adventure. The Past 
President of the Alberta Whitewater 
Association and father of Russ, Tony 
Osborne, had decided to experience 
a little whitewater. He was teamed 
up with Neil Usher who has a wealth 
of open boat experience to help get 
him down the river in one piece. 
With Darryl and I in Challenger Solo 
Boats and Jean Leduc in his T -
Slalom our Ram Team was 
complete. 

It was a beautiful day that 
dawned August the 24th and after a 
great breakfast of flap jacks and 
coffee we packed up, completed the 
.shuttle and were on the river by 
noon, a truly remarkable 
achievement when compared to our 
previous trips. We finally were 
going to realize the pleasure of 
spending a little time in the canyon 
to relax and fish or hike or laze 
about. 

The North Ram paddle took 
about two hours and was punctuated 
by a lunch stop on a quiet little bend. 
The water was higher and all of us 
took the opportunity to practice a 
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few maneuvers and just enjoy the river, significant rapid. The higher water 
here up by one to two feet, meant the 
rocks were further down and one 
could probably run down either side of 
the entrance drop. Russ and Jarret 
and Tony and Neil decided to portage 
and we set up to lower them, their 
gear and boats down the 3 5 ft. wall 
after the short portage . The rest of 
the boats then all ran the drop safely 
to gather at mouth of the canyon. 
Ahead loomed shear canyon walls 
towering above . It was darker and 
colder since the sun didn't stay long on 
these rocks and ahead we knew now 

the great beautiful country and fine was going to be some fairly good 
weather. whitewater. We had to keep moving -

Our arrival at the "sagatiwah" or there was no turning back from this 
meeting of the waters (the confluence point. We wanted to get through to 
of the North and South Ram Rivers) the campsite before dark. One quarter 
brought the flow up to 28 cubic meters mile ahead was the horseshoe ledge. 
and looking downstsream at the bigger We had some concern about the size 
rapids it was clear that ,... of the eddy on the right 
the truly open · ·'A#t ··· ···~i just above the ledge with 
boats( those without the higher water - an 
covers) were going to be eddy you had to make 
at risk for swamping. or be swept over the 
We deployed our group ledge. 
for guiding and rescue. I led from below 

Tony and Neil filled up 
on this first section but 
managed to get to shore 
before tipping. 

It was with 

the entrance rapid was approached. difficulty. I hopped out 
We did not want to be rescuing or and pulled my boat forward over the 
chasing a swimmer through this rocks to make room for the bigger 
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double canoe. Darryl followed just 
behind us. We had come through 
some smaller rapids above but I had 
not considered them as a source of 
difficulty for the other canoes. This 
was a mistake; by moving ahead, I 
was beyond visual contact with the 
remainder of the group behind. Both 
open boats swamped in the narrow 
canyon and required assistance. We 
should have been close enough to 
help. 

The four of us who arrived first 
stood ready with throwbags just below 
the ledge, ready for problems. Just 
above, Russ and Jarret and Jean 
misjudged the takeout eddy location 
and had pulled into an eddy just above 
the proper one but it had no access to 
the portage spot. Russ and Jarret 
attempted to line around the comer 
and into the proper eddy. The current 
was very strong causing them to lose 
control of the canoe which was swept 
over the ledge. The paddlers 
scrambled to safety along the wall. In 
the meantime Jean had attempted to 
walk his boat around the comer and 
suffered the same fate when it filled 
with water. He tried to hold it, but 
could not and had to let it go. Darryl 
was busy rescuing canoe and gear 
below the ledge. About the same time 
Neil and Tony made it down to proper 
spot, however their stem was swept 
out into the main current and they slid 
backwards over the six foot ledge 
capsizing in the process. 
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I had climbed onto a midstream 
rock to rescue some gear and was just 
getting back when they dropped over 
the ledge spilling into the water. Neil 
and the canoe were hauled to shore. 
Tony was carried through the eddy on 
toward the next section of rapids, so I 
chose him as a throwbag target and 
hauled him in. 

While this was all going on, 
Jeans boat had been carried over the 
main part of the horseshoe ledge and 
became trapped in the dangerous 
reversal. It started out with a few 
cartwheels, then would get sucked 
down to reappear to do a few more 
cartwheels before disappearing again. 
Suddenly it popped up behind the falls 
and stayed in a vertical position as it 
moved sideways back and forth 
behind the pouring wall of water. It 
was probably a short time but it 
seemed longer before the bow popped 
out from behind the fall and the boat 
shot sideways into the angled less 
powerful reversal, not before some of 
his gear started to abandon ship only 
to stay even longer in the reversal. 
Finally the sleeping mat and food bag 
came out as well. The mat went 
downstream but the bag ended up 
decorating the front of the same 
midstream rock off which I had 
retrieved Tony's tarp, necessitating 
another crawl out there and back.. 

Well this was getting to be 
slightly more excitement than 
anticipated. Ahead was 300 yds of 



class III/IV whitewater, with no 
possible portage route, which we knew 
was going to be tough on the 
uncovered boats. I went down first, 
followed by Darryl. The other boats 
would come one at a time on signal so 
we would just have one problem at a 
time. 
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There were two things wrong with 
the site selection for rescue. First, I 
was too close to the rapid - fast 
flowing water was below me; 
anything in it was carried fast and 
powerfully downstream. Second, I 
had no room for a downstream belay. 

Russ and Jarret came now. 
There were three significant Their line was good through the first 

holes arranged on this stretch. The hole but the open canoe took on 
current wanted to force you right, to water anyway. They plowed through 
the outside of first bend which would the second hole and the boat 
take you through the first big hole and submerged putting them in the water 
against undercut again. As Russ went by 
boulders lining the ·~· . guiding the canoe , I 
right hand shore. It .. ·'.:~ shouted "rope" and when 
was therefore most · he looked to me I laid it 
prudent to be left, across his arm with a 
brushing a large ... .... . ... ...... .. ...... ," ..... , .... ,.,,.. good throw. I braced for 

what I knew was to 
come. As the rope 
suddenly tightened I 
found myself airborne 

:1;::=~~:ss -:~~E:J£;tl~d 
pretty good idea what their fate was to Thankfully Russ recognized the 
be but they had to go anyway. futility of my effort and released my 

After Jean had joined Darryl and rope. Darryl and Jean went with 
I, Iain and Carolyn came next and them. 
gained some air time as they plunged Tony and Neil came now. It 
over-the first drop too far right They wasn't long before the canoe was full 
kept straight through the final two and they had to abandon ship. Tony 
holes and pulled in across from me. was hauled in again with a throwbag 

I had gotten out and was while Neil and boat carried on. 
perched on a rock with my throwbag Below Russ and Jarret had been 
and camera so I could view upstream. assisted to shore. Neil and boat 
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went over the next drop followed 
immediately by Darryl and Jean. Jean 
fished out Neil while Darryl chased the 
canoe. By a stroke of luck it caught up 
on the head of the island long enough 
for Darryl to snag it, otherwise it 
would have been lost. 

Back upstream, the rest of us 
now moved downstream about 400 yds 
to the brink of this final big drop 
before the campsite. Tony waded and 
swam hanging onto my canoe to arrive 
at the same location. Russ and Jarret 
waited at this point which usually was 
a nice eddy affording a look at the 
adjacent rapid. However the higher 
water had eliminated that haven and 
one could only park there with 
constant effort. We were all getting 
tired; five hours of paddling and 
assorted activity; significant immersion 
time in cold water for a least four 
group members with a mandatory 
swim for Tony through this last rapid. 
He had to be cold and tired. 

We quickly decided the running 
order and I paddled upstream a short 
distance, came down close to the left 
hand wall where I knew a fast tongue 
would lift me away from a violent 
interface of two powerful currents 
explored by Jean last year. An 
accelarated plunge down about four 
feet, sudden torque on knee straps as 
edges are grabbed by antagonistic 
currents, a quick cross-bow to keep my 
bow away from the right hand eddy at 
the bottom and I found myself through 
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and upright. Spinning around I 
paddled back up as far as I could to 
await Tony who was now to 
negotiate this stretch using the Italian 
fish technique. As I sat there waiting 
in the turbulent aireated water, the 
unpleasantness of a swim here 
entered my mind. At that point I 
became aware of a colored 
submerged object flushing around the 
comer. I thought, more gear to 
salvage, but then suddenly jolted to 
realization it was Tony as he almost 
came to the surface only to be sucked 
down again. As he reached me I 
supported him and took him 
downstream the hundred yards to the 
beach where Neil and Darryl were 
waiting. He needed some warming. 

I paddled back up to just 
below the drop to assume my rescue 
position as Iain and Carolyn pulled 
made the turn and came bursting 
through the hole, steering off the wall 
to pass by me. They turned and 
joined the rescue crew poised for the 
eminent descent of Russ and Jarret. 
It was not possible from our location 
to clearly see all of what happened 
upstream. I recall seeing the front of 
the canoe with Jarret come out from 
behind the large rock. The canoe 
should have turned downstream to 
line up for the drop. It stayed rather 
sideways dropping over the ledge and 
as it hit the powerful jets at the 
bottom, was launched into the river 
left wall with a resounding crash. A 



moment later Russ and Jarret were in 
the water again. It wasn't a long swim 
this time and it ended at the campsite 
where already a fire was going and 
warm clothes were only a dry bag 
away. 

Everyone was busy for a while 
doffing wet gear, setting up camp and 
preparing supper. The evening was 
very pleasant, in spite of a little rain - a 
great pasta meal washed down with red 
wine and topped off with a pudding 
dessert. We retired each to own warm 
sleeping bags with our own special 
memories of the days events and no 
doubt looking to tomorrow with a 
variety of anticipation and excitment. 

Morning came, bright, warm and 
beautiful; and with it, a clear idea of 
what we had to do. Originally, Darryl 
and I and Iain and Carolyn were going 
to camp in the canyon an extra day; but 
now we thought it best for us to all 
travel out together in case of further 
difficuties on the river. 

After a harty breakfast, camp 
was broken and packed up in 
preparation for the big portage around 
the waterfalls. First we had to wade 
across the fast flowing current breaking 
around the island, then carry to the end 
of the island, load the gear into boats 
and travel 60 feet to begin the 3/4 mile 
carry around the falls. It was hard 
work, but everyone pitched right in and 
before long all the gear was piled at the 
bottom of the final belay slope. As it 
was now lunch time we spread out on 
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the rocks under the warm sunshine and 
took on energy for the four hour paddle 
ahead. 

To exit this canyon we had to 
negotiate a notch about ten feet wide 
through which the water surged in a 
sideways fashion off an adjacent 
headwall into which the main current 
plowed. To have a canoe sideways 
across this notch would mean instant 
destruction. Jean, Darryl and I wanted 
to run the drop just above the notch 
and to put in several eddies higher than 
the rest of the group. I went first over 
the five foot drop crashed through a big 
haystack and with a few strategically 
placed strokes kept myself off the 
headwall and slipped through the 
notch. Darryl came next and got a bit 
off line , being forced into a small eddy 
against the wall just above the notch. 
He was in a precarious position against 
the wall with a powerful current 
pushing against his upstream edge. He 
inched cautiously and safely backwards 
along the wall and through the notch 
escaping from what could have been 
some underwater cliff face 
exploration .. Jean in his kayak made it 
look easy. We prepared to support the 
others in their attempts. 

Russ and Jarret started first. As 
they moved out from their start eddy 
just upstream of the notch attempting to 
enter the main current they didn't 
realize they were being drawn into a 
hole at the top of the eddy until too 
late. It was a brief but masterful 
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demonstration of hole riding in an open 
boat followed by an equally 
impressively violent upstream flip. 
Russ did well to get control of the canoe 
and line it up to pass safely through the 
notch. They had to swim over the two 
drops at the canyon exit followed 
closely by Jean before achieving the 
shoreline just below. 

It was with a certain aura of 
anticipation that we readied ourselves 
for the attempted passage of Neil and 
Tony. They came along the wall 
exposing their upstream edge to a strong 
oncoming current. We sensed 
catastrophe at any moment. To their 
credit they controlled the boat, passing 
through the notch and the subsequent 
two ledges only taking on a little water. 
Iain and Carolyn followed again with no 
difficulty and we all gathered below in 
preparation for the next rapid section 
about 1 /2 mile away. They were the 
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last of the totally obstructing rapids 
we were to encounter. Their 
negotiation was achieved by all, each 
boat matching their skill, desire, 
ability and equipment to the route 
they chose. 

The next four hours were spent 
paddling out along the beautiful Ram 
Valley alite with fall colors under a 
fine day. The many standing wave 
sections poised a constant swamping 
hazard for the uncovered canoes 
requiring backpaddling and sponging 
out frequently. A few prime surfing 
waves were enjoyed to break up the 
continuous downstream travel. 

It was a tired bunch that 
welcomed the view of the bridge 
ahead, indicating the North Prairie 
Creek Road and the trips end. As we 
packed up we all felt, perhaps some 
more than others, that we had been 
Ram tested again. 

The End 
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LEAGUE SCHEDULE (revised Jan 30, 1994) 

No. Day Date Time Opponents Location 

1. Wed.January 19th 8PM EWP I vs EWP II WEM 

2. Wed.January 26th 8PM EWP II vs UAI WEM 

3. Wed.February 2nd 8PM EWP I vs UAII WEM 

4. Wed. February 9th 8PM EWP II vs UA II WEM 

5. Wed February 16th 8PM EWP Ivs UA I WEM 

6. Sat. February 19th 9PM EWP II vs SAG Millwood 
7. Sat. February 19th IOPM UAlvs SAG Millwood 

8. Wed.February 23rd 8PM EWP I vs EWP II WEM 

-
9. Wed. March 2nd 7PM UA Ivs UAII WEM 

10. Fri. March 4th 9PM UAIIvs SAG Millwood 
11. Fri. March 4th IOPM EWPI vs SAG Millwood 

• 
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Polo Tips 
by 

Darryl 0 'Brien 
(excerpted from "Canoe Polo Coaching and Tactics by Brian 

Barfoot, British National Coach) 

Kayak water polo, at least the way we have been playing it, 
appears to be somewhat disorganized ball chasing periods, 
punctuated with the odd goal. We must recognize that if we 
hope to engage in higher level competition this summer, we 
need to refine our skills. 

In a series of articles in this and subsequent news letters, 
I would like to review parts of the book by British National 
Coach, Brian Barfoot on coaching and tactics for the benefit 
of our polo enthusiasts. In the first article, I would like 
to cover a series of dribbling drills which we can practise in 
groups of two or three. {This is not referring to our antics 
at BP after the paddling sessions). 

WHAT IS DRIBBLING? 

Dribbling is the skill of a single player moving the ball down 
the court. The rules state that once you pick up the ball, or 
receive a pass, you cannot paddle with paddle or hands and you 
only have 5 seconds in which to decide what to do. Otherwise, 
Jean blows his whistle, and the other side gets the ball. If 
there is no one to whom you can pass, dribbling is the only 
way you can move the ball. 

BASIC POINTS OR TECHNIQUES 

1. The last paddle stroke prior ~o picking up the ball should 
set the course of the kayak in the direction of the dribble. 

2. The ball must be lifted clear of the water before it can be 
thrown. 

3. Dribbling should be practised with either hand. 

DRIBBLING DRILLS (performed with or without a paddle, one ball 
per player or in relay form) 

1. Starting at one end of the pool, throw the ball ahead 3-4m; 
paddle up to it (keeping the canoe straight) and throw it 
ahead again. 

2. Dribbling freely around the pool, making sure the canoe 
always faces in the direction of the dribble. 



3. Throw the ball approx. 8 m forward, paddle around the 
outside of the ball, make a 90 degree turn with the ball near 
the cockpit, using a bow rudder stroke. Then throw the ball 
diagonally forward in the opposite diagonal and repeat the 
sequence. Throw the ball after the turn is made in the 
direction of the turn. 

4. As in Drill #3, but turn on the inside of the ball with a 
reverse sweep. 

In the next newsletter, we will examine the skills of passing 
and shooting. Stay tuned. 

2941 - 101 Street 
Edmonton, AB 

T6HOS6 

The Spring Paddling Season is not far away and 
it is going to be a good one. 

If you need any paddling gear, contact us as we 
have a good stock of spray jackets, helmets, 
PFDs ! 

OBECO Custom Paddles are a best value ! 
If you want one - we need a little time to make it 

Get 'REVENGE' 
High Performance Design ! 

Extreme Maneuverability ! 

Comfortable Secure Fit ! 

Great for the Pool or the River ! 

Custom fabricated by OBECO in a variety of layups to 
suit you pocket book - come and talk to us. 

Business Hours 7:30 to 10-.30 PM Tues and Thurs 
Call before you come in case we are away 

450-1086 or 434-9192 or 463-0612 

• 

• 



Edmonton Whitewater Paddlers 
1994 Canoe Polo Tournament 
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1994 EWP Canoe Polo Tournment 

This March 17, 18, 19 and 20 our Club will strive to continue with what 
we hope will become a popular tradition for kayakers from all over Alberta - our 
Annual Polo Tournament. This year the format will be much the same as last 
year. 

We invite clubs from all over Alberta to enter a team. Teams may 
consist of up to eight players, five of which are actually playing at any one time. 
Additional players may be substituted at appropriate intervals according to the 
rules during the games. 

The Edmonton Whitewater Paddlers offers its Polo Fleet for the games. 
Other boats may be used only if they are deemed safe enough (blunt ends) by the 
referee. So you don't need to bring boats but you do need to bring paddles, 
helmets and PFDs which must be worn during the games. 

Players DO NOT have to be expert paddlers to participate. In fact it is one 
of the best aspects of kayak polo that experts, novices, racers, recreationalists, 
guys and gals ALL play together. It is fun, exciting and great exercise. 

Games consist of two fifteen minute straight time periods with a brief half 
time break to switch ends. Games will be played according to International Polo 
Rules which are enforced by two referees per game. Copies of the rules will be 
forthcoming to all teams well inadvance of play. 

As last year we will arrange an informal boat show with local participating 
dealers. On Saturday night and Sunday morning you will have the opportunity to 
demo boats on flat water. 

Our goal is to have EIGHT TEAMS. The deadline for registration is 
March 6th, 1994. Registration Fee is $150 per team. To register, or if you have 
questions please call Dale at 434-9192; Fax 463-0612 or write: 

EWP Canoe Polo 
c/o 11215 - 53 Ave. 
Edmonton, AB 
T6HOS6 

Incidently, March 17 is a thursday - no out of town teams will play then. 

Those teams from out of town that would like to be billeted for the 
tournament please let us know by March 6th. 
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Edmonton Whitewater Paddlers 

Membership Application 

Name ......................................... Phone ... .. ..... .... .. .. . 
Address .................................................. .............. .. . . 

A whitewater canoe and kayak club 

since 1973 with Provincial and 

National sport affiliations 

City ... .. ... ...... .... ... ............... Postal Code ................. . 

Circle only one membership category below (see back side for explantion of categories). 

It is possible to up-date to racing membership at a later date if you so desire. 

- Regular single (over 18 years) 
- Family (four family members) 

(additional members add $3 .50 each) 
Single Racing (over 18 years) 

- Family Racing (four family members) 
(additional racers add $10.00 each) 

- Junior (no other family involved) 
- Newsletter Membership 
- Promotional Contact 

$32.00 
$45 .00 

$65 .00 
$85 .00 

$20.00 
$20.00 
$ 5.00 

Note: All memberships expire as of December 31, and therefore all members, old 
and new must complete and send in a membership form for the new membership 
list. 
Membership charges are pro-rated as of July 1st and September 1st. 

Membership fees are payable to: 
Edmonton Whitewater Paddlers 
Re: Membership 
c/o 11215 - 53 Ave. 
Edmonton, Alberta 
T6H OS6 

WAIVER OF RESPONSIBILITY 

For Information: 
434-9192 
955-3425 
463-0612 

I, the undersigned acknowledge the inherent risks and dangers associated with the 
sport of whitewater canoeing and kayaking. I therefore waive any and all claims against 
the club, its officers and members, both severally and individually for damage to or loss of 
equipment, and/or injury or loss of life incurred through my participation in this sport . 

Signatire . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Date .. ..... ... ..... .......... . 

Under 18 years or age, signature of parent or guardian 



Edmonton Whitewater Paddlers 
Explanation of Membership Categories 

"' 
1) REGULAR SINGLE (over 18 years) $32.00 • 

- newsletter J> 

- clubhouse access on Club night (first year) 
- personal clubhouse access (second or more years) 
- rental of boats for recreational trips 
- rental of race boats for in Province races 
- AW A membership and insurance coverage 
- ARCA membership 
- discount at local merchants 
- discount for Club sponsored courses 

2) FAMILY (four family members) $45.00 
- benefits as per regular membership 
Note: in excess of four paddling family 
members requires an additional $3 .50 per person. 

3) SINGLE RACING (over 18 years) $65.00 
- all benefits as per regular membership 
- no rental charge for use of designated race 

boats at AW A races in Alberta 
Note: regulations as per A WA rental policy apply. 

4) FAMILY RACING (four family members) $85.00 
- benefits as per single racing membership 
Note: in excess of four paddling family members 
requires an additional $10.00 per family member. 

5. JUNIOR MEMBERSHIP $20.00 
- less than 18 years only when no other family 

member wishes to join 

6) NEWSLETTER MEMBERSHIP 20.00 
- past members living more than 100 km. from 

Edmonton wishing to keep in touch. 

7) PROMOTIONAL CONTACT $ 5.00 
- given to all persons (non EWP members) with 

any EWP course or clinic. 
- includes one issue ofEWP Newsletter and one 

issue of AW A Throwbag. 
- cannot be purchased separately. 

Note: All memberships expire December 31st, and therefore all members, old and new, must ' complete and send in a new membership form for the new membership list. • • • 
EWP Memberships charges are pro-rated as of July 1st and September 1st. 

It is possible to update to a racing membership at a later date. 



EWPI 

1. Darryl O'Brien 
2. Mike Fargey 
3. Russ Osborne 
4. John Paran 
5. Bob Gregorish 
6. John Simpkin 
7. Jordie MeKenzie 
8. Jean Leduc 
9. Brock Wilson 

EWPII 

1. Amy Paran 
2. Dale O'Brien 
3. Mike McGregor 
4. Bob Smith 
5. Bruce Lord 
6. Jam es Zimmerman 
7. David Manning 
8. Michael Holryth 

" 9 . Stewart Smith •• 




