
Day 10 Mon 23rd
After what now seemed like a huge lie in we headed towards our white water rafting 
centre, a 2 hour journey that initially started to climb higher through the snow capped 
mountains surrounding Cusco before dropping to the Sacred Valley. All the JoLters  seem 
to be coping well with the altitude with only a few niggles although having to do a tyre 
change on one coach left a few breathless again. Seems we have acclimatised to Cusco's 
height of 3300 metres. The scenery was beautiful, snow capped mountains and small 
Peruvian villages with a lot of the locals in native costumes. 

At the white water rafting centre we all got 
changed and enjoyed the snacks provided. 
The safety talk was followed by a 
demonstration on dry land of the 
instructions we were likely to hear on 
route. We all looked very fetching in our 
paddle jackets followed by buoyancy aids 
topped with safety helmets. Carrying our 
paddles we headed for the rafts in 5 
teams. 
We had time to practise our manoeuvres in 
the gentle waters surrounding the centre, 
forward, backwards, stop, right forward 
( which also meant left backward) and 
drop, a command that meant dive for the 

bottom of the raft and grip the safety ribbon! 
As we headed down the river we tried out our 
moves and started to experience the class 1 
and 2 rapids learning how to work as a team 
and synchronise our paddling. Feeling that we 
weren't quite wet enough teams started to use 
the paddles to splash water over rival rafts 
resulting in some very soaked JoLters.  
Underhand tactics were used when 'Wild 
Ones' managed to kidnap Shawn from 'Cusco 
Stars', he engineered his own escape by 
jumping in and swimming to return to his team. 




As we meandered down the river the rapids got more frequent and more challenging. 
Delwyn lost his balance on one tricky spot and fell in only to be immediately immersed 
again by the following boat.  It was cheers all round when he made it back to his raft.
We finished off on the 'slippery one', a class 3 rapid which brought shrieks and screams 
from the JoLters.  With the campsite in sight a lot of the JoLters jumped into the water to 
enjoy a swim before heading with the rest of the teams to the riverbank for warm clothes 
and lunch. 

The afternoon was spent setting up the tents and 
collecting firewood for our campsite surrounded by 
spectacular mountains and the river.  Occasionally we 
could hear and see the train as it headed for Macchu 
Pichu, a train we ourselves will catch in a couple of 
days. 
No contest for spectacle of the day, Delwyn winning the 
awards hands down although Jamie Lee was a 
contender for soaking Alan, and Lauren another, despite 
her small stature, ending up at the bottom of a scum 
whilst playing in the camp.  We headed for our tents 
under some of the brightest stars ever seen, tired from 
the early start and all the rafting.


