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This newsletter is a publication of the Central Iowa Paddlers, an informal group of paddlesport enthusiasts.  The mission of the club is to share information, promote recreation opportunities and paddlesport safety, and encourage care of our aquatic resources.  The group includes new and experienced paddlers with canoes and kayaks of all kinds.  Pass the word!

MEANDERINGS

This has been a wonderful summer for paddling.  Thanks for submitting your trip reports.  This issue is packed with your stories.

Al Foster and I finally arranged for our first IOWATER monitoring expedition on September 2.  We checked out the Middle Raccoon River a month ago and decided to establish two sites, one at the first bend below Hanging Rock and the other at Wiscotta Bridge.  Our results are reported in this issue.  We hope to get out to Redfield regularly and will keep you posted on what we find.

Check out the event calendar.  We have a busy fall and winter season planned. There are several interesting stewardship opportunities.  Join us if you can!

Be safe out there.
Robin Fortney - Editor
EMERGENCY SELF-RESCUE

By Steve Parrish

If your kayak suddenly capsizes in the middle of a lake 7 miles long by 3 miles wide, would you know what to do? That’s a question I faced recently.  Having rented a kayak in Green Lake, Wisconsin while out on business, I was out in the lake enjoying the feel of a long, sleek Walden kayak.  Experimenting with edging, I discovered I didn’t know the boat as well as I thought.  I tipped over losing hat, sunglasses, shirt and all.  That was the first time I’d ever tipped over without intending to.  One minute you're paddling, the next you're upside down in the water.

Having not prepared for a spill, my first reaction was fear.  “How am I going to get myself and this rented kayak to the nearest shore more than a mile away?”  My second thought was, “Hey, wait a minute, I’ve practiced all this rescue stuff, I wonder if it’ll work in a real emergency?” 

With the hot July we’ve had this year, I had practiced wet exits, paddle float rescues, and Eskimo rolls several times during the month.  In fact, the night before I’d flown to Green Lake, Bob Johansen and I had practiced boat reentries at Grays Lake.  I had borrowed Bob’s bailer just to get a feel for how one works (a lot better than my cut out Clorox bottle, I’d say).  So, even though I was dealing with a strange boat in a lake new to me, it wasn’t that hard to flip the boat, find and use the bailer, find and attach the paddle float, and prepare for reentry.  

New fear set in when it occurred to me that there’s a big difference between experimenting near shore versus having to do this out of necessity.   But, when I did as I had practiced, the reentry was smooth and virtually effortless.  I was bailed out and heading for shore in a matter of minutes.  Because I had brought the necessary emergency equipment onboard the boat, because I had practiced techniques several times this summer, and because I followed the training routine, a few seconds of shear terror led to a wonderful sense of accomplishment.  Sure beats a lost kayak and a long swim to shore!

IOWATER VOLUNTEER WATER QUALITY ASSESSMENT

On Sunday morning, September 2, Al Foster and Robin Fortney drove out to Redfield to begin monitoring water quality in the Middle Raccoon River.  Earlier, we had chosen two sites: the gravel bar on the bend below Hanging Rock and the Wiscotta Bridge, which is just below the mouth of the South Raccoon River. 

First, we did a Stream Habitat Assessment, which includes such information as an estimate of streambed substrate, microhabitats, adjacent land use, riparian zone plant cover and canopy cover.  

Then we did a Chemical & Physical stream Assessment.  We established a transect line and measured stream depth and velocity.  This took quite awhile as we were not very efficient and the bottom was rocky and uneven!  We decided (a) we would get a longer rope and better stakes for future monitoring, and (b) one site might be enough for starters.  Then we checked weather, water and air temperature, water clarity, color, and odor, and stream width.  Fortunately, the river level was low and the air temperature warm for our first monitoring event.  Of greatest interest was the chemical data:

	Parameter
	Sampling Result

	pH
	9

	Dissolved oxygen
	8 mg/L

	Nitrite
	0 mg/L

	Nitrate
	2 mg/L

	Phosphate
	0 mg/L


One of the rewards of the IOWATER program is really getting to know a stream.  There are often fishermen angling at Hanging Rock.  This was the first time we really noticed how many minnows and other small fish live in the Middle Raccoon.  Next spring, we’ll take the time to check for benthic macroinvertebrates (insect larvae, fish food, crayfish, etc.).  We are anxious to see how these parameters change during the upcoming seasons.  

GEAR TRADE

If you have gear to sell, trade or buy, send a note to the Newsletter Editor at 688 Polk Boulevard, Des Moines, IA 50312, or call 515-277-1763.

Seeking to Buy: 16-1/2 foot Kevlar Canoe (or similar lightweight version).  Contact Arnie Sohn at work (515-281-5814) or at home in Prairie City (515-994-2743).  

NOTES FROM THE TAKE-OUT

From Bob Johansen:

Last night at Gray's Lake there were three others and myself.  One was Jon Krieg in his Bell Canoe, Steve Parrish, and Sharon Debore.  She had a new Dagger kayak.  Steve and I practiced rolls with partial success.   Steve expressed an interest in going up to Lake Superior or the Niobara River in September. See you at the lake next week. 

From Bob Arthur:

I did get out on one trip last year, which I enjoyed a lot.  It was the River Ripple in Ottumwa.  Yes, my young partner and I got our T-shirts.  I was the guy in the older blue Folboat with the white hat.  I hope to get out on a few trips this year. I need to cut down on my wife’s honey-do list.  She is not a water person so I am going to sell or trade my canoe for a singe person boat.  This kayak I have now is too much boat for one person to handle, especially in windy weather.  I will look forward to seeing some good people at future events.  Thank you.

From Joy Harvey:

Guess what?  Roy left his dipstick at the Tunnel Mill take-out after checking the oil.  Please, keep the laughter to a dull roar.  We went back for it, ugh.  We got home at 10:00 p.m. with dipstick in hand!  Too much huh?

From Loren Lown:

Hi, folks.  This photographer takes lots of pictures at Chichaqua Wildlife Area.  The link in his email is for Hibiscus laevis (militaris) that is prominent in lots of the wetlands along the old meanders right now.  Just thought I'd share a good photo with others:

From Tom Bailey:  I walked down to the Hibiscus this morning and it was in full bloom. Just as I got there, it started to rain, which really made them look fresh. I got several pictures and put some up on my web site. Thanks for the information on them. I couldn't remember which species you called them but from everything I've checked, they are Hibiscus militaris. Is that what you called them? Let me know if I'm wrong. Here is a link to my web site:

http://www.primefocus-iowa.com/RoseMallow.html
 

From Mike Smith:

I thought this article about boating rights would interest you.   http://www.usatoday.com/news/nation/2001/07/27/boating-rights.htm
Excerpt: American Whitewater, a kayakers' advocacy group, logs 80-200 reports a year of conflict over access to more than 3,000 stretches of river in the USA. A sampling:

· Last fall, a property owner strung barbed wire across New York's Cincinnati Creek and built a low footbridge to make the stream impassable in high water.

· In March, a rancher in south-central California fenced and posted "no trespassing" signs on public access to Santa Ynez River.

· In western Virginia near Roanoke, floaters are at an impasse with a John's Creek landowner who claims title and control of the water under a royal grant that supposedly predates the Revolutionary War.

· Southwest of Denver, a property owner heaved a kayak and paddle into the South Platte River while the boater was scouting rapids from shore.

· Near Chico, Calif., a landowner on Butte Creek reportedly fired warning shots near kayakers last year.

· In New Mexico last year, a rancher blocked a federal forest access road to the Rio Brazos River.

· In Pennsylvania, authorities temporarily barred Laurel Hill Creek boaters from the stream.

· In Montana last August, kayakers on the South Fork of the Flathead River encountered a government fence blocking access near a dam.

Hope you're having a great paddling summer!   I've floated some of the Upper Missouri (White Cliffs), Yellowstone in the Paradise Valley, and just spent a few days in the BWCA.   Damn, I've run out of vacation time!
  

From Ric Olsen:

In the last few weeks, Robin, Vic and I have been canoeing in Wisconsin and this past weekend, we were on the River Ripple. You asked in one of your past E-mails if there were subjects of interest for this winter’s Armchair Paddlers Series.  I think there is.  On both trips we have encountered some bad river manners. In Wisconsin, a man and his wife were enjoying a quiet lunch in a scenic campsite along the river. A group of canoes with 6 adults and a number of children invaded while they were lunching. Never asked if they might joint them, just took over and ran them out, allowing the children to run amuck.  On the River Ripple, there was preteen kid with his mother in kayaks. They took it upon themselves to wet down anyone they deemed needing watering down with their giant water guns. I am vehemently opposed someone pressing their fun upon others without asking. 

Anyway, it is an idea that you might ponder.

Editor’s response: This matter of river etiquette is very appropriate to discuss, whether it’s noise, spraying water indiscriminately, leaving trash, trespassing on private land, cutting fences, or taking over a sandbar that’s already claimed. Here in Iowa, we take for granted our right to freely access and use rivers and lakes. I’d appreciate your comments.  If you’d like to discuss this further, I’d accept an offer to put together a panel discussion for an upcoming Armchair Paddlers meeting (maybe an outfitter, landowner, canoe camper, and paddler).

From Mike Smith: 

Wednesday evening I managed to paddle past the mouth of Coldwater Creek (tributary to the Upper Iowa) without noticing it, maybe because a ways upstream I had managed to flip my solo canoe in the process of practicing how not to use a big klunky kayak paddle in a tight turn.  Yesterday evening, I started farther upstream, but repeated part of my previous evening's float to end up at Chimney Rock Campground.  I was on alert not to miss Coldwater.  I paddled up the creek to the "head of navigation" and then waded

and swam through holes for about 50 minutes.   By 6 p.m. I reached an obstacle that reminded me that I was in hayburner country, steel gates and cattle panels across the creek to keep the cattle in the pasture upstream.  Wading and swimming up that creek reminded me of a quote from an Alabama Supreme Court justice who was taken pheasant hunting in Iowa a few years ago:  "This is the mostus fun Ah'v ha-ud in a long tah-em!"  But I wish some more of the ag conservation money could be spent on getting more cattle out of the streams.

P.S:   Next time I car-camp in the Kendallville-Bluffton area, I'll probably stay at Kiefer's Chimney Rock Campground.   They have a

nice tenting area along the bank in a cottonwood-walnut-ash grove across from an escarpment.   There is only a Kybo down by the river, but up the hill is the toilet/shower house, including a small hot tub.    

AREA OUTFITTERS

Have you ever wondered who the outfitters are in the areas you want to paddle?  Maybe you have your own equipment, but you need a shuttle.  Maybe you want to take family and friends paddling, but they don’t own equipment.  Give these outfitters a call.  Shuttle service typically runs from $10 to $20 per canoe.  If you have other outfitter contacts in the Midwest, please let the Editor know.

IOWA

River Basin Canoe & Kayak
13038 Hwy 61 North
Burlington, IA 52601
Phone: 800-748-3712 Fax: 319-937-6300

Bickford Canoe Rental
14610 30th Ave.
Monmouth, IA 52309
Phone: 563-652-5855

CanoeSport Outfitters
203 W. Salem Ave.
Indianola, IA 50125
Phone: 800-257-6080 Fax: 515-962-1246

Raccoon River Retreats

711 Bridge Street, Redfield, IA 50233

Phone: 515-833-2636

NEBRASKA

Dryland Aquatics Inc
Box 33 C
Sparks, NE 69220
Phone: 800-337-3119

TRIP REPORTS

Please send highlights of your trip to the Newsletter Editor as soon as possible after your event so we can all enjoy hearing about your adventures!

BOONE RIVER – JULY 1

By Robin Fortney

About eighteen paddlers from Ames, Des Moines and Boone paddled the Boone River.  I missed this river since low water kept us away last year.  A big crowd was waiting for us when Randall and I arrived.  I made a decision to change the route to simplify things - we’d paddle from Briggs Woods to Tunnel Mill, rather than Albright’s Landing to Bells Mill. We put in one by one, and spent the trip getting acquainted with new friends.  The water level was high enough to keep us above most of the rocks.   Someone chose an excellent spot for lunch, an area with an island and shallow riffles.  In addition to lunch, folks used the break to try out new boats, do a little fly-fishing, and practice ferrying. I really like the Boone.  It’s the combination of relatively clear water, rocky bottom, rock outcrops, riffles, and forested valley.    

Unfortunately, trash and tires litter the river valley and the river could use some TLC. 

VOYAGEURS NATIONAL PARK I

By John Pearson

In early July, I visited Voyageurs National Park, a half-million-acre area located west of the Boundary Waters Canoe Area Wilderness (BWCAW) in northern Minnesota.  The numerous small lakes and portages of the Boundary Waters are ideal for canoes; in contrast, the large lakes and scattered islands of Voyageurs Park are well suited for exploration with kayaks.  The Park is widely known as a playground for motorboats, an issue of no small concern to me as a solitude-loving kayaker before my arrival, but one that turned out to be no big drawback once we were on the water.   Permits are not required to enter Voyageurs Park: no reservations, no specified entry points and dates, and no requirement to stay at designated campsites (although many are available).  So far, this system seems to work well, but the present freedom from Boundary Waters-style regulation (which does in fact help protect BWCAW, a policy that I fully support) might change if lots of people discover the park.

My paddling partner was Karl DeLong of Grinnell, a plant ecologist like me.  We left Iowa on July 1 and detoured slightly to Bemidji, Minnesota to drop my son, Will, off at a Concordia College summer camp where he would learn about the French voyageurs by canoe-camping for 2 weeks, including a 5-day excursion to Voyageurs Park.  Accordingly, Karl and I kept our eyes open for Will’s group during our own journey.  However, this was made difficult by not knowing the route they would follow.  Our route would be a loop through the chain of big lakes represented by Kabetogama Lake, Namakan Lake, and Sand Point Lake, a round-trip distance of about 100 miles (see park map at http://www.nps.gov/carto/PDF/VOYAmap1.pdf)

What follows is a shortened and somewhat polished version of my daily journal entries, starting on July 3 at the Woodenfrog Campground, a Minnesota DNR facility on the southwest shore of Kabetogama Lake, the westernmost of the chain of big lakes we were to traverse:

Day 1

Rain at 4:30AM, then fog when we got up at 6.  Tents wet as we packed.  Drove short way from the campground to the day use area for the Woodenfrog complex and off-loaded our kayaks.  We shunned the boat ramp to avoid impeding the queue of motorboat trailers with our lengthy first packing and to avoid dragging our loaded kayaks over concrete.  Instead we packed and launched at an empty picnic area with a narrow sandy beach and a very convenient table (drawing a mild admonishment as we were about to depart from a ranger who insisted that kayaks should launch from the crowded boat ramp, not the deserted swimming area).  Launched at 9:30 into Kabetogama Lake.  Paddled east and north across the lake, skipping from one island group to another.  Camped on Nashata Point with a nice open view from a pine-covered rock.  Nice little stands of blue harebells decorated the margins of the campsite, requiring me to step carefully around them during trips to fetch gear while setting up camp.

A sudden blast of wind that evening caused us to retreat from our exposed dinner perch on the rock and motivated Karl to re-pitch his tent in a slightly better protected spot.  (In retrospect, I should have done the same.)  This turned out to be the beginning of a 24-hour surge of wind sweeping in from the northwest, directly down the long axis of the lake.

Day 2

Awoke just after midnight to strong winds shaking the tent.  Had a somewhat sleepless night due to incessant (and unstoppable) flapping noise.  Up at 6:30 to bright clear skies but lake full of waves and whitecaps.  We quickly dismissed our tentative plan (hatched last evening before the wind started) to paddle to Gold Portage as too much work against the strong northwest wind.  This turned Day 2 into an early layover.  We did take an exhilarating day trip in unloaded kayaks around Sugarbush Island, paddling hard over choppy waves approaching 3 feet in height on the windward side of the island and then gliding smoothly on flat water on the lee side.  With my rudderless boat and relatively unskilled paddling technique, I am much slower than Karl, whose slim sea kayak and experienced strokes always put him a few minutes ahead of me across rough passages.  The wind lasted all day, not letting up until evening, which was still breezy.

This was the Fourth of July, and at 10PM we were entertained with the distant sight and belated, faint popping of fireworks across the lake at the Kabetogama resort complex (5 miles southwest) and at International Falls (20 miles northwest).

Day 3

Bright clear calm day.  Paddled to small island next to Round Bear Island, a straight-line distance of only 5 miles from Camp 1, but paddled another 10 miles in lightened kayaks in an afternoon loop trip to the east end of Lost Bay.  Put ashore at the Park Service dock at the south end of the Cruiser Lake Hiking Trail.  We had intended to hike partway across the Kabetogama Peninsula, but when we set off at 3PM, it was hot and windless.  Deerflies were very troublesome.  We only made it to Agnes Lake (less than ½ mile from the trailhead) before deciding to forego hiking in these miserable conditions in favor of getting back on the cool, breezy lake.  Before returning to the boats, we were rewarded with the discovery of what Karl identified as wolf scat, full of deer hair, laying in the trail.  Karl wondered aloud how many wolves resided on the Peninsula.  On the returning leg of our kayak route, we explored the long, narrow bays dissecting the east side of Round Bear Island.  Nice quiet waterways bounded by aspen forest broken by rock outcrops covered with mosses, lichens, and polypody fern.

Day 4

Overcast skies, cool, becoming windy as we re-entered Kabetogama Lake.  Crossed a wide channel against a strong south headwind so as to gain protection of the lee shore.  Traversed east past the Ash River Visitor Center, where a Park Service garbage truck was unfortunately grinding and banging noisily.  Passed the entrance to Sullivan Bay, through Blind Indian Narrows to Williams Island near the mouth of Moose Bay.  Lots of motorboat traffic in the Narrows because all boats going between Kabetogama and Namakan lakes must funnel through this strait.  However, this has been the only segment so far where motorboats have been at all bothersome to us.  Set up camp and again set off with lightened boats to explore the head of Moose Bay- and all the way up the stream feeding the bay about 2 miles through riparian forest, finally breaking out into large open wet meadow/willow community.  Karl found a dead Bald Eagle with a deformed beak.  

Met a pair of kayakers at the mouth of the stream as we returned to camp, one who was paddling a stunningly beautiful cedar strip kayak of his own design and building.  Karl conversed with John Fisher, the kayak craftsman from LaCrosse, Wisconsin while I talked with his wife Linda, an environmental activist.  Linda told me that she had been issued a ticket by a game warden in a motorboat that day for not having a state registration number on her kayak (which her home state of Wisconsin does not require or provide).  She got off with a warning ticket instead of a $90 fine upon promising to purchase a Minnesota registration at the end of her trip.

Day 5

Warm sunny morning, clear and sunny all day.  Cool breezes on open lake were welcome.  We paddled 12 miles from Williams Island into Namakan Lake through the Wolf Pack Islands to the southwest edge of Blind Pig Channel.   At one point, we were accosted in the middle of the lake by a pair of game wardens in a motorboat who wanted to check our boat registrations.  Our Iowa registrations were sufficient to avoid a ticket.  They were unable to answer Karl’s question about the wolf population on the Kabetogama Peninsula.

Nice long trip today through island groups and along cliffy shoreline coated with mosses, lichens, and jack pine.  Found absolutely beautiful primitive campsite on small, rocky islet covered with red pine and interesting moss/lichen community.  Fantastic view, interesting ecology!

We went swimming in the lake, which was a mild temperature that allowed more than just a frigid dip.  Karl even donned his mask, snorkel, and flippers and swam around the island investigating rock reefs and aquatic life.  For our evening paddle, we wove through the archipelago of small islands to the east of our campsite and enjoyed a cool, calm, colorful sunset.

Day 6

My 50th birthday!  Very warm already in morning, actually hot in the sun.  Packed the boat in the morning sun and was quickly drenched with sweat.  Learned later from Karl’s weather-radio that the afternoon temperature rose to 88 degrees, nearly breaking the record for this date of 92.  A short paddle brought us to the Namakan Narrows, a long, narrow channel between forested bluffs, ranging from head-high (at kayak level) to tall cliffs.  Found very faded pictographs on one cliff face in the Narrows, hard to make out any shapes.  Broke into expansive Sand Point Lake.  The east shore had numerous granite bluffs that gleamed whitely in the hot sun.  A paucity of undesignated campsites on the rugged shoreline and the press of unusually hot, humid weather forced us to uncharacteristically select a designated campsite with its typical picnic table, campfire grill, bear box, cribbed tent pads, latrine, and trampled, over-used look.  Feeling fatigued from the hot, humid conditions (hopefully not my new age!), I spent the afternoon, now windy as well as hot, resting in a spot of shade under a big white pine in our blufftop camp while Karl explored Grassy Bay.  I passed him on his returning leg as I went out on an evening tour to Staege Bay.

Day 7

Warm night.  The western sky never dimmed after sunset last night until after midnight!  Bright, sunny morning but thankfully somewhat cooler and less humid today for the beginning of our return trip.  North through Sand Point Lake and back though Namakan Narrows, west to Blind Pig Channel.  Stopped at our favorite campsite of 2 nights ago, then decided to layover there first for the afternoon and then for the night, as it was now Karl’s turn to feel tired.  Strong afternoon winds kicked in and stirred big waves and whitecaps that smashed into the rocky bluff beneath our camp- very entertaining!  

We were surprised to see a green, covered canoe with family of four (parents in bow and stern with two small children- cute as a button with their own little paddles that barely reached the water- in the middle) appear around the tip of a nearby island in early afternoon, exchange waves with us as they passed our islet, and then begin a struggle against the wind and waves on their way west into the vastness of Namakan Lake.  Although their manner exuded confidence and experience, I nonetheless worried on their behalf about capsizing in the middle of the maelstrom.  Through binoculars, we watched them laboriously work their way farther and farther from our island (and shore!) before the suspense finally moved me to trail them in my kayak in case they needed help.  By the time I had reached the point where I had last seen them, they had vanished over the local, wave-filled horizon and there was no point in putting myself in continued danger for no purpose.  When I returned to our camp through tossing seas, Karl informed me that he had seen them round a distant headland.

A few minutes after my return, Karl drew my attention to an empty, drifting aluminum canoe seemingly caught in the lee of an adjacent island.  After watching it float unattended for several minutes and beginning to wonder about the fate of its former inhabitants, I once again climbed into my kayak and paddled over to investigate.  I briefly lost sight of the canoe behind the island as I angled across the big waves and discovered when I rounded the point that someone had evidently pulled it ashore.  In fact, there were five canoes and a red kayak resting on the beach, but no person could be seen anywhere.  I paddled back to camp.  We later saw the canoe drift again, but I did not investigate a second time- and again an unseen person must have retrieved it.

Day 8

Very pleasant, sunny, clear, cool day.  Windy conditions made whitecaps on water but no problem in advancing upwind except for occasional broadside waves that slopped into the cockpit despite my spray skirt.  After several miles of paddling, we passed by the campsite where the family in the green canoe had settled yesterday after their hard-earned passage through the wind and waves.  We waved back and forth across the bay like old friends.  (I later learned from my son Will, whom we had earlier dropped off at summer camp in Bemidji and whose group was paddling somewhere in Voyageurs Park independently of us, that this was a German family who was touring America.  This family had stopped at Will’s camp for lunch and had thanked them for their hospitality by singing.  According to Will’s story during our reunited drive home to Iowa a week later, the “German family in the green canoe” had left his camp “in big winds” in the early afternoon- about the time that Karl and I spotted them from our islet.  Will also said that their own fleet consisted of five canoes and a red kayak, and that one of their canoes kept drifting away from camp.  We laughed when we deduced that Will had been unknowingly camped on the island right next to ours!)

Paddled into the Wolf Pack Islands and camped on a small islet with a granite “porch” to the north and with ideal, pine needle/grassy tenting sites that evidently had not been used in several years.  Karl and I took an evening kayak trip to Junction Bay- the best so far on the entire journey.  Low light angle and colorful sunset made for wonderful ambiance as we paddled smoothly along the grassy margins of quiet bays where we had close encounters with deer, mergansers, herons, otter, and beaver.  Came unexpectedly upon a pair of waterfalls at the outlet of an upper lake.  Very nice twilight and calm water as we paddled back to camp just after sunset.

Day 9

Launched at 8AM after morning swim.  Lake very placid and glassy this morning, making travel very fast and easy.  We went a very long way today, from Wolf Pack Islands, through the Blind Indian Narrows, and into the east end of Kabetogama Lake all the way to Nebraska Bay- about 20 miles.  Clear, sunny, mild conditions all the way through.  I enjoy watching the countryside unfold into successive landscapes as we round points and traverse the length of lakes on these long paddles.

We went on another evening tour, this time to Daley Bay about 2 miles west of camp.  A broad, open marsh dominated by tall graminoids- cattails, reeds, bulrushes- with some sedges, horsetail, and bladderwort in shallower waters.  Feeling tired, I turned around at 7:30, letting Karl continue to the extreme head of the narrowing bay.  I arrived back in camp at 8:30 and built a beacon fire for Karl’s return at sunset.

Day 10

Up at 6AM, I watched the mist rising out of the marsh to the east of our islet.  I thought I heard a faint flute music fading in and out at the edge of my hearing to the west, but there was nothing but forest across the bay.  I listened to it for several minutes before it blended with the sound of loons and white-throated sparrows.  

Knowing we had only 10 miles to go to our intended destination in the Chief Woodenfrog Islands at the northwest end of the lake, we lounged around camp until 10AM.  The rock ledge at the edge of the water sported piles of recent otter scat, chock full of crayfish exoskeletons.  We noticed that the water column was full of green plankton, which we later confirmed was a bloom of blue-green algae.  Among the big lakes we had traversed, this bloom is unique to Kabetogama Lake because of its shallower depths and warmer, more nutrient-rich water.  This effect appeared to ripple further up the food chain into more abundant populations of invertebrates, mayflies, crayfish, fish, pelicans, cormorants, bald eagles, and otters on Kabetogama compared the other, more oligotrophic lakes.

After a leisurely breakfast, we headed west along the south shore through Irwin Bay, then struck north across the lake via a chain of islands.  At one point, while crossing a modestly sized channel, a speeding motorboat passed uncomfortably close to me, veering away from a collision only in the last few seconds.  A fisherman in a nearby boat who had observed the incident remarked, “That fella didn’t seem to see you.”  A reminder to be more careful now that we have returned to a more populous part of the park!

No wind- just light and variable puffs of air all day, making for calm paddling, but also for hot and still conditions in the full sun.  At noon, we stopped at our old campsite on Nashata Point and were disappointed to see that a large group of insensitive campers had obviously occupied the place in our absence.  Trash in the fireplace (why do people think metal and foil will burn?), charcoal graffiti on the rocks, toilet paper strewn about, and a generally trampled look everywhere.  The harebells I had so carefully stepped over the week before were flattened.  A redeeming aspect of this lunchstop was an otter that swam past our rock just offshore, our third sighting of the trip.  Karl remarked that seeing three groups of otters on a single trip was very rare, equal to what he’d seen in 35 years and many thousand miles of paddling!

Onward around the north shore, we eventually came to Rottenwood Island and camped on still another small island.  Very hot and still in the afternoon.  After dinner, we set out to find the Gold Portage into Black Bay and Rainy Lake.  Saw flowing water for the first time on the trip as we entered the narrow stream leading to the rapids by the portage.  Just beyond a streamside portage landing, the quiet stream flowed suddenly down a chute full of churning whitewater about 500 feet long.  It took less than 5 minutes to walk past the rapids to the lower put-in landing.  This would be an easy portage for a loop trip into Rainy Lake, provided that you did it in the cool of morning when the pestiferous deerflies were asleep!  As it was, dozens of the pests swarmed around us in the hot, still air.  We hurriedly paddled back upstream to the open lake to escape them.

After a refreshing evening swim, we sat meditatively on the rock point of our campsite and watched a pair of beavers climb onto the shore beneath our perch, eat some twigs, and paddle past completely unaware of our presence.  Neat!

Day 11

Reluctant to admit that our trip was nearly finished, we poked slowly and windingly through the last remaining chain of islands between Rottenwood Island and Woodenfrog Campground.  Even so, we approached the take-out before noon.  Mindful of our previous admonition, we landed at the boat ramp (not the swimming beach!) and lifted our boats over a concrete sidewalk.  This trip was over.
In summary, let me answer some of the common questions I’ve been asked since my return:

What about bugs?  The big, deep lakes and the small, dry, rocky islands of the Voyageurs landscape are not good breeding habitats for mosquitoes.  “No bugs!” became our standard, gleeful declaration as we set up camp, prepared dinner, or sat watching the sunset.  Only after sunset, when it was time to go to bed anyway, did the hordes finally materialize and drive us into our tents.

What about motorboats?  We were pleasantly surprised at how untroublesome the motorboats were to us.  To be sure, we saw dozens of motorboats each day, but they were generally powerboats speeding distantly across open water, slow houseboats camped next to shore, or stationary fisherman floating silently nearby.  During our eleven days on the water, I had one uncomfortable encounter with a nearby, speeding motorboat (evidently piloted by Mr. Magoo).  Where funneled into narrow straits (as at Ash River, Blind Indian Narrows, and Namakan Narrows), speedboats and their wakes were an annoyance, but elsewhere they were just part of the background.  If only a motorless wilderness will do for you, then do not visit Voyageurs Park, but if you can tolerate a mild amount of powerboat traffic, then a whole new landscape otherwise perfectly suited for kayaking awaits.

What about future trips?  I will definitely return to Voyageurs Park.  The open expanses of big lakes, the maze of islands, the rocky shorelines, and extensively forested uplands rival the Boundary Waters or other North Woods landscapes popular with canoeists and kayakers.  I would especially like to do a circumnavigation of the Kabetogama Peninsula, venturing out onto the wilder, more isolated shore of Rainy Lake.  

VOYAGEURS NATIONAL PARK II

By Karl DeLong

John Pearson and I just got back from 11 days of kayak touring through Voyageur's Nat. Pk. No bugs, no rain, no permits, no designated camp spots (as the BWCA) and no fees. We camped on pristine points of red pine, explored the many bays and found otter, beaver, deer, muskrat, eagles, osprey, pelicans and a few nesting colonies of herring and ring-billed gulls. Had a few days of high wind to 30 mph when we paddled for fun in empty boats, but 7 of the 11 days were windless.

NORTH RACCOON RIVER – JULY 4

By Robin Fortney

Nearly twenty people, and lots of new faces, joined us for a festive float trip on the North Raccoon River.  We put in at Minburn and took out at Adel.  The day was typical Fourth of July, sunny and hot, and the river a bit muddy.  The group paddled briskly for some reason.  I prefer a leisurely pace when the day is wide open and the weather is fine.

It was fascinating to see what the spring floods had wrought.  There were new islands and areas where the floodwaters had left braided paths across the lowlands.   We stopped for lunch on one of these new paths.  Robin cooked hamburgers on a Weber mini-grill and Sandy pulled out a very fancy picnic lunch.  It was a movable feast shade and sun-lovers shared their goodies.

Kerry took advantage of the river level and explored some of the new sloughs, as well as Dead Man’s Slough.  He’s the only person I know who has paddled it and, fortunately, he came out alive!

The group couldn’t just end it all at the take-out.  Several of us gathered at the Dairy Stripe in Adel for ice cream before heading home.

MIDDLE RACCOON RIVER – JULY 7

By Robin Fortney

Again this year, Dallas County Conservation Department hosted an archaeology seminar and float trip on the Middle Raccoon River.  We started at the Redfield dam and took out at Pleasant Valley Access across the river from Kuehn Conservation Area.  Professor Joseph Tiffany of Iowa State University discussed the peoples and evidence of their passing through this river valley over the past ten thousand years.  At several stops along the way, paddlers gathered on gravel bars to hear Dr. Tiffany discuss current and past archaeological digs in this river system.  The high point (no pun intended) of the day took place at the last stop above the Pleasant Valley Access when Margaret Harden reached down and picked up an arrowhead.  “Like this?” she said to a surprised Dr. Tiffany, who was speaking at that moment about the various hunting points used by earlier inhabitants!  You never know what treasures you might find on the Middle Raccoon.  I’ve seen people pick up bison skulls and hump bones, points and other artifacts, and elk antlers, etc.  What curiosities have you discovered?

DES MOINES RIVER I

By Gerry Rowland

I enjoyed a run from SE 14th St. to Yellow Banks Park on Saturday, July 7.  Except for a lot of trash at the start, the river was in good shape.  I made about 6 mph with the current.  A great blue heron flew with me.  There were 2 eagles, a mature and an immature bald eagle about a half-mile north of the old power plant off Vandalia Road  (the site of the new power plant on SE 45th).  I also saw what looked to be an eagle nest on the south bank.   My tow car got its back window knocked out by a flying kayak, so I rode my bike back 9 miles along Vandalia Rd.  Hey, let's get MidAmerican to spruce up the river (bike trail, pedestrian bridge, etc.) while we make sure they don't hurt the eagles.

CANOE VAN BUREN - JULY 14 & 15
By Gerry Rowland

We had a great time, thanks to Stacey and all the volunteers.   What a wonderful place is Van Buren County.  Our journey began in Selma, IA just east of Eldon on Hwy. 16. As the many canoes and kayaks pulled into town, the volunteers were waiting to direct them to Shidepoke Access across the river.  I searched high and low for the origin of the word Shidepoke.  One of the volunteers says my father-in-law is correct that a Shidepoke is a kind of wading bird.

The pioneer cabin was open for the morning.   The history of Iowaville and Selma is depicted in books and artifacts inside the cabin.  The story of Chief Blackhawk's death and burial are told here.  Seeing the inside of the pioneer cabin will put you in a mood to paddle the historic waters of the nearby Des Moines River.

The pot in the fireplace is a replica of a pot that once held the bones of Chief Blackhawk.  There were many Canoe Van Buren volunteers on hand to get us checked in and oriented.  Registration was from 8-10 AM so the pace was very relaxed and enjoyable.  Stacey Glandon, Executive Director of the Villages of Van Buren, had everything well-organized and we all enjoyed the yellow staff T-shirts that let us know at a glance who to ask for help.

Once your boat was dropped off and your car parked, there was an assortment of fascinating vehicles to shuttle you to the west side of the river, Shidepoke Access.  Last year the paddlers of Van Buren received "red carpet" treatment.  This year we had all that and a red carpet.   The river was running moderately fast, about 16,000 cfs.

At Shidepoke, there was plenty of shade to do your boat setup in preparation for launch.  Kayakers from Omaha were working on their boats as I was getting ready.  A large contingent from Burlington rented boats from River Basin Canoes and really showed a lot of patience waiting for all of them to be unloaded.

Each kayaker had his/her boat carried to the water, and had assistance getting settled and launched.  What a team effort this is. Volunteers, we salute and appreciate you!!

As we launched at Shidepoke one of the many chase boats kept careful watch from the pretty blue river. About a mile downstream, I was over-taken by a canoe with three paddlers.  Turns out they were from the Coast Guard, and a jolly lot they were.  Besides, this wasn't a race, and it was 5 miles to Douds and another 10 miles to Austin Park.

 I heard the sounds of a marching band and saw the canoes and kayaks at the Highway 98 Bridge.  There was a parade with all manner of attractions.  The marching band played Hogan's Heroes, and marchers threw us candy.  Riders on horseback, horse drawn outhouses, creamery wagons, an ambulance, classic cars, trucks, tractors - we saw it all. Now we'll want a parade every year.  Thanks Douds-Leando.

I paddled with the Omaha group and the Coast Guard past the unadorned silos of SE Iowa.  We would soon be well into the wooded high bluffs where no plow has ever turned the earth.

Past Douds, we were in a playful mood  (there was spray from a water canon).  The Coast Guard group found a parasol to save their delicate skin.  Actually, it was a hot and sunny day, but with a light breeze that felt ever so good.   I had a nice chat with a lady on the bridge about the 20 houses in Kilbourn.  The signs on the bridges were a great help, especially to those disadvantaged with no GPS.  The bridge at Kilbourn is about 12 miles downstream.  From here, the river turns west and south to Austin Park, about 3 miles away.

Past Kilbourn, high bluffs, deep woods, and deep blue water comfort the soul.  It was about 2 hours and 30 minutes to do the 5 miles to Douds, the 7 miles to Kilbourn, and the 3 miles to Austin Park.  Lunch was served, and volunteers made smoothed the landing and take out.  Leaving Austin Park after lunching with friends from Des Moines (Bob and Chuck from Central Iowa Paddlers) and a visit to the nice clean Kybo, I was treated to the lovely scenery framed by puffy white clouds in a clear blue sky.

There were once again quite a few boats in my group as we passed the bridge at Pittsburg.  Once again, the bridge signs were appreciated.  Pittsburg was home to Phil Stong, who wrote the musical, State Fair.  Boats in the water, Lacey-Keosauqua State Park as a backdrop, this trip was a photographer's delight.  Nestled in the trees, at the shore in Lacey-Keosauqua, is the monument to the Mormon wagon trains that crossed the Des Moines River here at Ely Ford.  One hopes the river was just a tad lower for them.  Great blue herons escorted  us the 5.5 miles from Austin Park to Keosauqua, where the historic steel bridge spans the Des Moines River.  Keosauqua is one of the oldest cities on the river, established in 1839, just 4 years after the expedition of the 1st U.S. Dragoons explored the river from Montrose to Emmetsburg.

The amazing custom kayak carts and the ingenious landing sticks made the process

of getting boats out of the water ever so much easier, especially here at Keosauqua where the water was running quite fast.    This was our last stop of the first day, completing 21 miles.

Sixty boats lined up along the shore made an impressive display.  From here, the shuttle took us back to our cars at Selma.  Our boats were well cared for overnight.

The boats were ready for us at sunrise on Sunday.  Launch was still an hour away.  Keosauqua was bathed in pink and blue looking downstream at sunrise. We were grateful for the delicious pancake breakfast served to hungry paddlers by the Lions.

Heading north and east toward the end of the great bend, this is a family outing on a family-friendly river with lots of young people paddling. Sunday morning, we paddled the 4 miles to the north and east along the great bend, and were

treated to the lovely scene as we made the turn south towards Bentonsport. The run from Kilbourn to the end of the great bend is 12 miles, the longest bend on the 400 miles of the Des Moines River.

Passing under the J-40 bridge, we're just a mile from the historic steamboat town of Bentonsport.  Two folks gave the canoeists a thumbs-up as they zoomed on by.

I have a great affection for Bentonsport.  I camped at the Bentonsport campground, and even had a fire courtesy of my neighbors.  The landing at Bentonsport once again had the swift current and the help of the volunteers.  It was 8 miles and about an hour and 30 minutes from Keosauqua.  In Bentonsport, I headed first for the General Store for some fudge and a look at the museum and the historical artifacts.  The County Conservation Board maintains the store, but it has the feel of an 1840's steamboat town.  Lailani and Evelyn run the store and provide a friendly welcome and a willing

ear to river travelers.  This year they can also direct travelers to the new art gallery on the second floor, to the Indian artifact museum, and to a new craft shop in the old post office building.

The 19th century iron truss bridge that links Bentonsport and Vernon was restored with volunteers and donations.  It is a treat to walk 700 feet out over the river rapids.  Even the shelter is trimmed with steamboat Gothic gingerbread trim.  I've enjoyed quiet evenings and village potlucks here, plus fresh running water and restrooms.

Iron and Lace, the lace and blacksmith shop, is a longtime attraction that adds to the historic flavor of the village.  The gardens along Main Street (Hawk Drive) are especially lovely this  year. The gardens in the old mill foundation next to the boat ramp area must see.  This year I saw the long arbor hedge for the first time.

Indian artifacts dating back 13,000 years are on display at the new museum in Bentonsport.  This is a labor of love, one man's collection of 50 years.  The beautiful hardwoods of the walls and displays are absolutely astonishing, as are the stories of how this was collected.  The bridge signs were very helpful.. I always leave Bentonsport reluctantly, but on this day the spectacular scenery south of Bentonsport (and lunch in Bonaparte) was calling.  Bonaparte is 4 river miles downstream. Our friendly volunteers from the Villages of Van Buren once again got everyone out at the Bonaparte access.  Lunch was served, and we enjoyed visiting the historic

buildings and walking on the remains of old Lock #5.  

Bonaparte is a city that makes the most of its history.  It is one of the top historical small city destinations in the USA.   Pride in history is shown with a plaque designating the remains of Des Moines River Lock #5, a National

Register Historic site.  The lock where hundreds and thousands of19th century steamboats once passed is now a lovely garden and playground.  The Lock and Dam system was established in the 1850's, and fell into disrepair with the loss of

steamboats during the Civil War and the coming of the railroads in the 1860's.  In the 1850's Van Buren County had 40,000 residents, today about 11,000.

The Bonaparte Retreat restaurant has a delicious menu and the Canoe Van Buren paddlers kept it busy the previous evening. It is a jewel in the crown of this historic city.  For you readers, the library with its brand new book drop is just down the street in the Auntie Green House museum.  Bonaparte has all the modern amenities as well.

The fastest water on the river is at Bonaparte rapids.  The lunchtime entertainment was to see how each boat would approach the rapids, which are actually the remains of the dam that was part of Lock and Dam #5.  Everyone made it, but my video clip shows just how fast a ride it was.

We had herons all along the way.  The great blue heron is my totem and my guardian in all my river adventures.

The run from Bonaparte to Farmington was 6 miles, and just about an hour.  Once again, the canoe carts got our boats up a fairly steep ramp, and there were hot dogs and clean kybos.  I had taken advantage of the sunrise shuttle to leave my car, so I had my boat loaded and was back to Bentonsport for one last taste by mid-afternoon.

The Villages of Van Buren are a delight, just like the soft pastel garden in the art gallery in Bentonsport.  To all our paddlers, come again.  To all those who could not be with us, join us next year.

WINNEBAGO RIVER – JULY 23

By Al Foster

The sliver of the nearly new moon was just enough light to bring Randall & me to the takeout last night. We managed to get on to the river about 6:30pm, which was about an hour later than we had planned, but we had an excellent time on this small quick moving stream.

We put in just below the milldam in the town of Fertile, which is located straight north of Clear Lake. The river gauge was at 3.8ft with a flow of about 250 cfs and rising  (excellent level).  From Fertile to I-35, the river was anything but straight, with small riffles about every 50 yards that kept us from daydreaming too much and numerous small rock outcrops. Wildlife is plentiful and the river at sundown is bird watchers paradise. Five Blue Herons played tag with us all the way to the takeout.  Multiple varieties of ducks were the primary water birds along with the many sandpipers. Kingfishers were also numerous along with hawks and a Great Horned Owl. Several deer were surprised by our presence along with a baby swallow that fell out of his/her nest and plopped in the water next to me as we paddled under a bridge. Don't worry, I gave the little fellow a ride to shore on the kayak.

Kayaks were the boat of choice as there were about ten fences across the river that we were able to easily go under. Only one was electric and most were marked. Next time down I will try to take some materials to mark the remaining ones. They got kind of hard to see latter in the evening.  

From I-35 down to County Rd B15 (the takeout) which is just upstream from where S34 crosses the river the river widens and several nice sections of rock outcrops which are a treat to float by or do shore lunches on. Except for the Interstate there was little if any noise from cars and the river valley seemed to insulate us from I-35 most of the time.

The trip took three hours, but fours hours at this level would about right.  Randall and I decided we wanted to be closer to the takeout when the lights went out so we paddled aggressively for an hour or so to get on down river.  As dusk was drawing near, the river did widen and was considerably straighter allowing for more speed and less chance of unseen fences. In this section, you are much more open to the sun or had there been a full moon this would have been an excellent stretch to canoe as the moon would come over the water instead of trying to set in the west.

BOONE RIVER – JULY 29

By Al Foster

Short trip report: 15 boats, 89F, sunny, locally heavy down pours from water cannons, river gauge at 4.2ft, very little effort required, 6.5 hrs on the water including two 1-hour breaks and lots of swimming for some.  Briggs Woods to Tunnel Mill.  No bridge climbing this time.  Lots of fun!

IOWA RIVER – AUGUST 4

By Robin Fortney

I have wanted to explore Iowa’s rivers to find the most scenic stretches.  Part of my motivation is to find candidates for nomination to State Preserves status.  Several of you have offered names of potential candidates, but John Pearson offered to lead the State Preserves Board and Central Iowa Paddlers down a section of the Iowa River that has a necklace of three state preserves, additional state-owned land, and at least a couple of local and county parks.

About twelve paddlers met at the Hardin City Access at 9 a.m. and shuttled cars to Pine Lake State Park.  We paddled a bit too briskly for my taste, past the new Highway 20 bridge pilings that were very high and actually attractive – noise should be minimal for life in the river valley.  We stopped for lunch at the park above Steamboat Rock Dam.  Kristina and Kit found a rope swing and had fun cooling off.

We then portaged our boats and gear around the dam, about 1000 feet.  We all wished we had a set of portage wheels!  Continuing on down to Pine Lake State Park, a total of 14 miles, we passed rock bluffs and lots of floating tubers.  Kit took advantage of a cable across the river and rode down it for a big splash.  We then passed Fallen Rock State Preserve and County Park, with hidden bluffs and moss-covered fallen rocks.  This stretch was the loveliest and a great candidate for State Preserve status.  Thanks, John, for another great paddling trip!

RIVER RUMBLE – JULY 28-AUG 4

By Bob Johansen

River Rumble 2001 took a different route than the usual Mississippi River this year.  This offered a chance to discover a prominent Midwest river and communities along the banks.  The Illinois River is much smaller that the Mississippi, but large enough to accommodate river barges and locks.  We only had one lock to go through on the trip, which was below Peoria.

On July 28th, some 120 paddlers converged on Beardstown, Illinois where they parked their cars and trucks for the week while they traveled down the Illinois River for six days.  Two buses hauled the group to Starved Rock State Park with trailers to haul canoes and kayaks.  People who took part were from as far away as Germany, New Jersey, California, Texas, Georgia, and locals from Minnesota, Illinois, Iowa and Michigan.  The minimum age allowed on the trip was 14 and there was no limit on older age – one active canoeist was 83.  Starved Rock, the largest state park in Illinois, was available through special agreement with the Illinois Department of Natural Resources.  All the canoes, kayaks, vehicles, boats, tents, and people were allowed in one location at the park.

The sendoff on Sunday, July 29th, was very special as a local Native American performed a ceremony with a peace pipe and songs to wish us well on our journey.  A similar ceremony had been performed for the Iowa and Illinois bicentennials a few years ago.  There is a lock and dam downstream, and in the first few days current was almost absent, requiring a steady effort for the paddler.  The shore was covered with fishermen for the first few miles, as the fishing is exceptional in this area.

We covered 22 miles the first day, which could be done easily except that the temperature was in the 90’s by afternoon.  There were two rescue boats, as well as a pontoon boat and the U.S. Coast Guard who accompanied us down to Peoria.  The rescue boats were utilized by the few who found the heat and distance more than they cared for.  Some paddlers, such as Blair Campbell, welcomed a second paddler aboard.   There was also a voyageur canoe for those who wanted a different experience or needed sag wagon.

The pattern for each day was that the lead canoe with the trip organizer, Rex, set a fast pace with everyone following, rescue boats on the outside and sweep kayak in back.  The leader and rescue boats kept in contact by radio.  We would cover two to four miles and then stop to regroup, pause and continue.  There was a midmorning break on a sandbar, one at noon at a town if one was available, and a break in the afternoon.  Once in a while, we found a restaurant or boat club that offered a welcome stop with refreshments and air conditioning.  These were few and far between, but readily taken over when the opportunity presented itself!

The evening stays were at Hennepin (a county seat), Chillicothe, Peoria, Kingston Mines (very small town with two bars and not stores), Havanna, and Beardstown.  Usually, an evening dinner was available where we camped as well as a breakfast either catered or offered by local folks.  In Chillicothe, we stayed at a very large city park with an impressive country club (a former estate) where we had dinner and breakfast.  The revitalized riverfront in Peoria had a new park under the bridge over the Illinois River.  This was a trip highlight.  There were several excellent restaurants within walking distance, an impressive fountain and entertainment close by.  Peoria is located a the start of a very large lake, called Lake Peoria, which was a challenge to cross the next day.  We had a head wind with white caps and several miles to cover before coming to a lock and dam.

The one unusual overnight stop was on the sixth day where the group left the river and portaged to Anderson Lake State Park.  As on many prairie rivers, it is not unusual to have lakes joining the river [old oxbows].   In times of high water, it is possible to float off the Illinois River into Anderson Lake.  This was not the case when we arrived, so everyone had to pitch in to carry boats from the beach up a road for a short distance to the lake.  It was all done in good spirits.  The good thing was that we only had to travel 12 miles before coming to the portage spot.  A local caterer and bar owner provided dinner at Anderson Lake State Park.  We had a catfish and buffalo dinner with all the extras, plus seconds. It was great as was the atmosphere.

The final day we covered 22 miles to Beardstown.  City officials came out to meet the group and then paddled back into town in the voyageur canoe.  Black powder guns were fired off on the shore and a tugboat rang its bell as we came ashore.  The State Fair Queen and Civil War re-enactors also met us.  A banquet was held on the last evening and include a first rate dinner at the local Elk’s Club.  We honored those who had devoted many hours to setting up the trip, arranging for communities to stay in and food, showers and entertainment.  One highlight of the evening was the introduction of a 96-year old man who had come to the dinner to meet fellow canoeists.  He had traveled the Illinois River to St. Louis with his son some years ago. He was excited to hear about the River Rumble and made sure his daughter would bring him to see the event.  He donated $200 to the organization as a special gesture.

The trip can be tough, especially during the heat and headwinds that we had this year.  The reward is a great time paddling for a week with a group that is almost family by the end of the trip.  There were numerous barges on the river and scenery is similar to the Des Moines River by Ottumwa, with a few more power stations.  

Phil Berrie of Urbandale was my partner during most of the trip.  This was the first time he had paddled a kayak for any significant distance (though he is a skilled sail boater and grew up on the Mississippi River) and he ended up buying a kayak from Wenona who had several available for sale on the trip.

The word is that the River Rumble may try the Minnesota River next year.  It is worthwhile, I assure you, and a great adventure for a week.

RIVER RIPPLE – AUGUST 11

By Gerry Rowland

The River Ripple was held for the third time on August 11.  222 people in 126 canoes and kayaks paddled 17 miles from Hardfish Access near Eddyville to the 63rd St. bridge in Ottumwa.  The event was well organized, with new features added to make it even more enjoyable.

This year's Ripple was organized and led by the YMCA and the Wappello County Conservation Board.  The registration process went smoothly, with boats launched from 8-9:15 AM.  There was no halfway stop, but with the river at about 1500 cfs there were plenty of sand bars for stopping.  The motorboat patrol had to pull two canoes downstream due to excessive rowdiness, but otherwise the paddle went well.  Cool temps and a breeze out of the NW made for comfortable paddling, and many did the 17 miles

in about 4 hours.

Downstream, a temporary dock got people out of the water quickly, with lots of volunteers to help.  There were rides available to go to the Ottumwa Summer Festival, and we all got meal tickets.  I also visited the 1830's fur trader encampment across the road.  There were air-conditioned buses to take you back to your car, and the T-shirts were great.  This is a great float trip, and it will hopefully be on again next year.

OLD SKUNK RIVER - AUGUST 19

By Robin Fortney

Loren Lown, Natural Resources Specialist with Polk County Conservation Board, called awhile back and offered paddlers an opportunity to get acquainted with one of Polk County’s wet and wild places.  The county owns some 7,000 acres of the old Skunk River bottoms at Chichauqua Wildlife Area.  You can get there by taking County Highway S14 north of Bondurant about 7 miles, then following signs to Chichauqua Wildlife Area.  For more information, see: http://207.108.41.13/departments/conserv/parks/cbgm.asp.

Seven paddlers gathered for a leisurely exploration of the old narrow oxbows.  The shallow water was covered in duckweed and filled with big fat tadpoles.  Great blue and green herons were numerous.  Loren drew our attention to the unusual buttonbush shrubs growing along the water’s edge.  Ginny was the first to notice the cardinal flowers blooming bright red along the bank.  Don noted that the area would be a perfect place to bring his grandkids.  Robin mentioned that Chichauqua has miles or trails and is a great place to cross-country ski.

Loren hopes that some paddlers will take a shine to this area and get to know it.  Chichauqua has the potential for a water trail at least ten miles in length if some corrugated bridges are built at appropriate places.  A corrugated bridge consists of logs laid side-by-side on the ground, making it easy to pull your boat over the ground. We picnicked along the bank afterward.  Robin grilled brats and we shared some great desserts.  

I encourage you to explore this place.  It’s close. It’s gorgeous.  It’s a wild place with no motors.  Access to water is easy.  Check the place out in any weather or season.  

Call Loren Lown at 515-323-5300 if you’d like more information about becoming a steward with Polk County’s Corps of Recovery!

DES MOINES RIVER II – AUGUST 25

By Robin Fortney

I called Jerry Kemperman to join me for a paddle trip down the Des Moines River because I wanted to hear about his recent paddling trip in the Arctic.  Eight others joined us at Des Moines’ SE 14th Street boat ramp.  The initial plan was to paddle the 19 miles down to the Hartford access.  However, with fairly low water and a bigger group, I decided to do a nine-mile trip to Yellow Banks County Park.

As Gerry notes, the riverbank is trashy around the boat ramp.  The river feels industrial as we pass banks armored with construction debris, Des Moines’ sewage treatment plant where there are multiple outfall structures and banks covered with riprap, the Des Moines power plant site, and the State Highway 65 Bridge.

The day started out cool and drizzly, but clouds soon opened up and we had plenty of sunshine. The Des Moines River was in a friendly mood, with low flow, plenty of sandbars and few snags.  It was nice to have the Mason kids along and watch Kit’s paddling skills improving.  Kristina’s young friend took a turn at paddling the kayak and did a great job, too.

We stopped for a break on the sand bar across from the sewage treatment plant and got a science lesson from Phyllis.  Robin couldn’t help but pick up the pop bottles and bait boxes lying all around.  Later, we stopped for lunch and photographs at on the sandbar adjacent to the power plant site where Robin used to work and where the new gas-fired combined-cycle electric generating plant will be.  Always a favorite spot for fishermen, a gaggle of boys set up their poles while we were there (the north side of the bank, where Highway 46 used to run, is no longer open to the public).  Some of the girls threw caution to the wind and did some river ranging after lunch.

Leslie couldn’t help but take a break on the sandbar above the Highway 65 Bridge.  It is wide and made of clean white sand.  Most of us stopped about a mile above the take-out to goof off as the day was young.  It was fun watching Kristina and her friend play in the river, in the sand, and in the mud.  John and Kit were surprised when a water snake crawled across their feet.  Leslie suggested that it would be fun for the Central Iowa Paddlers to have a special T-shirt.  I agreed as several others have mentioned it before.  I encouraged Leslie to gather some design ideas that we can circulate for a vote.

The wind picked up when we finally decided to head home.  There were a couple of vantage points where we could see bluff tops covered in the yellow loess soils from which Yellow Banks Park gets its name.  Thanks, Gerry, for the shuttle and for waiting for us loafers to come in off the river.  What a nice, satisfying day!

CENTRAL IOWA PADDLERS - 2001 EVENT CALENDAR

Participants should contact the trip coordinator ahead of time for trip details and in case river conditions or plans change.  Take rain gear, extra clothes in a dry bag, plenty of water and snacks, hat, sunscreen, PFD, extra paddle, and anything else you may need to be comfortable in hot, cold, dry or rainy weather!  Trip Coordinators should provide the following information to trip participants: stream section or lake, date(s), meeting time and place, expected float time, and level of difficulty.

Scheduled and pickup trips are encouraged.  If you want to lead a trip, please provide the following information to participants: Stream section or lake, date(s), meeting time and place, your name and phone number, and class of river, or difficulty, if applicable.

To put information in the newsletter, submit a notice to the Newsletter Editor, Central Iowa Paddlers, 

688 Polk Boulevard, Des Moines, IA 50312.  Deadlines are Feb 15, Apr 15, Jun 15, and Aug 15.  

Use the subscriber list to contact people about spur-of-the-moment trips.  

Contact the Newsletter Editor at 515-277-1763 if you have any questions or want to forward trip information to members having an email address.
Tuesdays at Grays Lake in Des Moines

From May 1 through October 10, we will meet on Tuesday evenings on Grays Lake in Des Moines from 6 to 8 o'clock.  Grays Lake is located on Fleur Drive across from Waterworks Park in Des Moines.  Bring your canoe or kayak.  Watch the bridge and new boathouse being built.  Make new paddling friends, try out a new boat or learn some new paddling skills.  We put in down by the swimming beach.

Saturday-Sunday, September 22-23, Root River

We will join paddling friends in the Sierra Club to paddle the Root River on Saturday and bike or hike the Root River Trail on Sunday.  Plan to meet at the Old Barn Resort on Saturday morning by 9 a.m.  Call Robin at 515-277-1763 if you have questions.

Saturday, September 8, Boone River Cleanup

Meet at the Briggs Woods Park boat ramp on State Highway 17, just south of Webster City, at 10 a.m. (takes about 90 minutes from Des Moines).  For the first 2-3 hours, we will do some river cleanup, so bring your canoe if you have one, gloves, spade, and strong friends!  We'll off-load trash and tires at the first bridge and then float on down to Tunnel Mill.  For more information, contact Mike at 515-246-9870 or Robin at 515-277-1763.  Thanks, Mike Smith, for initiating this stewardship activity.

Saturday & Sunday, September 22-23, Root River and Trail

Bring your boat and bike for this joint trip with Sierra Club friends.  We'll do a 12-mile float trip on Saturday and then bike on Sunday.  We'll camp at Eagle Cliff Campground (tenting with showers) east of Lanesboro on Highway 16, so plan to meet us there by 9 a.m. Saturday (takes about 4 hours from Des Moines).  We'll dine out on Saturday eve.  For more information or to rent a canoe, contact Doug at 515-247-0159.

Saturday & Sunday, September 29-30, Upper Iowa River Cleanup

We will join area canoe outfitters and the Iowa Department of Natural Resources for a stewardship weekend.  The plan is to remove snags on the Kendallville to Bluffton stretch.  We suggest that you bring your boat, handsaw, gloves and friends.  Chimney Rock Camp Ground near Bluffton has offered to host us and provide canoes.  For more information, contact Diane at 515-281-0878 or Robin at 515-277-1763.  Thanks, Diane Ford-Shivvers, for coordinating this stewardship activity.

Sunday, October 7, Des Moines River

Join Robin for a birthday celebration.  Meet at Sycamore Access in Johnston at 1 p.m. for a 4-hour trip down the Des Moines River to Birdland Access in Des Moines.  Bring your paddling gear and your lunch.  Robin will provide the birthday goodies.  For more information, contact Robin at 515-277-1763.

Sunday, November 11, Fall Party

Mark your calendar for a potluck party 1-5 p.m.  Venue to be announced.  Plan to bring your 2001 paddling photos.  We’ll provide a short training session for trip coordinators.

Sunday, December 9, Armchair Paddlers Series

Join us at Canoesport Outfitters in Indianola from 2-4 p.m. for a presentation by John Pearson on his summer 2001 trip to Voyageurs National Park.  Contact Robin at 515-277-1763 for more information.

Sunday, January 13, 2002 Armchair Paddlers Series

Join us at Canoesport Outfitters in Indianola from 2-4 p.m. for a presentation by Karl DeLong on paddling safety and rescue.  Karl will address Safety and Rescue: Whitewater, Flatwater, Large Lakes and Marine Crossings. Whitewater paddlers quickly become familiar with the numerous paddle strokes necessary to maneuver in powerful currents and waves, and, in the process of learning, are routinely involved in self-rescue and the rescue of others. Many of these skills are also useful to flatwater boaters on lakes, rivers and bays when unexpected currents, wind, or waves make conditions marginal, especially if far from shore or in cold water. Unique concerns of paddlers on the Great Lakes and ocean bays include fog and fast boats, and Karl will also cover air horns, strobes and flares and navigation. Karl will also address cautions for wilderness travel in areas where there is not much help.  Contact Robin at 515-277-1763 for more information.

Sunday, February 3, Season Planning Potluck

Mark your calendar for our annual season planning potluck.  Be thinking about where you would like to paddle next year and what trips you’d like to organize.

Date and Place To Be Announced, First Aid Training

John Pollak is making arrangements for First Aid Training by the American Red Cross sometime this winter.  We’ll let you know the details later.

Sunday, March 10, 2002 Armchair Paddlers Series

Join us at Canoesport Outfitters in Indianola from 2-4 p.m. for a presentation by Jerry Kemperman about his 2001 Arctic river paddling experience.  Contact Robin at 515-277-1763 for more information.


Canoeing and kayaking are potentially life-threatening sports.  Participants on trips promoted by the club must accept responsibility and liability for their own preparedness and safety.
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