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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

Well, folks, it has been great fun for me to be your communicator for the past seven years. This is the last club newsletter that you will receive from me, though it’s probably not the last you’ll hear from me! I have enjoyed getting to know you, drawing you into the circle of paddling colleagues, sharing information, experiencing places through your eyes and words, making connections with folks who work on behalf of our water resources, and making lots of friends.

Please plan to join us for the club continuity planning session and fall party at Lynn Aldridge’s on October 19. Bring your ideas and your personal paddling passions with you, as well as a potluck dish to share – more on this later.

Have fun, keep paddling, stay in touch, and be safe out there!

- Robin Fortney, Editor

UPCOMING EVENTS

SEPTEMBER 20-21 – BIG SIOUX RIVER OR MISSOURI RIVER

The tentative plan, assuming there's rain in South Dakota between now and then, is to leave Friday afternoon (at your leisure) and make a base camp at Newton Hills State Park near Canton, South Dakota. We'll do two separate day trips, one on Saturday from Newton Hills to approximately Fairview, the other from Gitchie Manitou State Preserve (with time for some hiking at the farthest NW in Iowa a person can go) to either Klondike or County Road A18, depending on when everyone wants to head back. The Big Sioux is very much a prairie stream, with a few clay cliffs, tall ridges with oak groves and prairie, with farmland. Near Newton Hills, the river flows over glacial rocks in places, creating riffles.
 
The alternative trip, which is looking quite likely, will be on the Missouri River National Recreational River. In this case, the trip will be much different, and you'll need to pack accordingly. We'll arrive at the campground at Ponca State Park in NE Nebraska on Friday evening and run a shuttle to near Vermillion, SD, on Saturday morning, camping on a sandbar Saturday evening and returning home Sunday -- hopefully getting off the river by noon. It will be a 27-mile trip on a free-flowing portion of the Big Muddy, where the water is actually quite clear due to the Lewis and Clark Reservoir. But it is a big river, and wind-generating waves high enough to swamp a canoe are a possibility. It runs at ~4-5 miles per hour, so avoiding snags will be important. Water could be low here, too, but there should be enough to find a channel. Scenery includes huge sandbars and wooded/loess bluffs when the river bends to the Nebraska side.

 
We'll make a final decision on which trip we'll pick on or before Wednesday, Sept. 17. If you're going, contact me at paddlingiowa@yahoo.com, or Robin at rbfortney@midamerican.com so we can figure out the best driving arrangements.

SEPTEMBER 27-28 - CANOE VAN BUREN COUNTY

What:

Canoe VBC was postponed by high water and was rescheduled

When:

September 27 - 28

Where:
Starts in Selma at Shidepoke Access and goes to Keosauqua on Saturday. Sunday take-out is at Farmington. Shuttles and other good support are available.

How:

Registration fees are $15 and $2.50 per day for shuttle service.

Contact:
For information, contact 1-800-868-7822 or see 

http://800-tourvbc.com/canoe_vb.htm.

SEPTEMBER 27 – UPPER IOWA RIVE R CLEANUP

Volunteers are invited to join local canoe rental owners and the DNR Keepers of the Land AmeriCorps and Volunteer Program members in a cleanup project on the beautiful Upper Iowa River in Winnishiek County. The outing is planned for the weekend of September 27, predicted to be the peak fall color display in that area.  The owners of Chimney Rock Canoe Rental & Campground have offered free camping to volunteers, and they will take care of all shuttling during the canoe trip.  Canoes will be supplied free of charge for those who don’t have their own.  Participants can plan to camp Friday evening, September 26, or arrive by 9:30 a.m. for the Saturday morning start, September 27.  

Those who wish may also camp Saturday night and have the option of attending the annual Hawkwatch at nearby Effigy Mounds on Sunday, September 29.  For more information and to register, see our website at www.keepersoftheland.org, call Diane Ford-Shivvers, DNR Volunteer Program Director, (515)281-0878, Diane.Ford-Shivvers@dnr.state.ia.us or Chimney Rock Canoe Rental and Campground, (877)787-CAMP. 

Note: Diane says this may be cancelled due to low water, so call Diane if you are interested in participating.

OCTOBER 4-5 - FIRST AID IN REMOTE OR WILDERNESS AREAS


Iowa State University Extension 4-H and the National Safety Council are sponsoring a 16-hour First Aid Course for Remote and Wilderness Areas.  This course will be held at the new Extension and 4-H Building on Iowa State University campus on October 4 and 5.  Topics will include dressings and bandages, victim assessment and care, head and facial injuries, bone injuries, evacuation procedures, stings, bites, altitude sickness, frostbite, bone and spine injuries.  This course is required by the American Camping Association for staff or volunteers that are leading youth groups on extended camping, backpacking, canoeing, or kayaking programs in remote or wilderness areas.  CPR is not included in the training.  Rick Ruble, the instructor, is an EMT, a Healthcare Provider with the American Heart Association, and an American Red Cross First Aide and CPR instructor.  He is now a Wilderness First Aid training instructor with the National Safety Council through Iowa 4-H. The training schedule is Saturday, October 4, from 8 a.m. to 6 p.m. and Sunday, October 5, from 8 a.m. to 2 p.m. The cost is $50 and includes the manual, training and snacks.  Meals and lodging are not included.  To register, contact the Youth and 4-H program by calling 515/294-1017 or e-mail pmondt@iastate.edu. To register, make your check for $50 payable to the Iowa 4-H Foundation, and mail to Wilderness First Aid program, Extension 4-H Youth Building, Ames, Iowa 50011-3630.
TRIP REPORTS

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.
26.2 MILES - GREAT RIVERS MARATHON By Julia Martinusen

Sometimes you decide to do something, sometimes there's no decision to be made. It's a given. From the moment I heard about the Great Rivers Marathon from my officiating friends last spring, I knew I was going to row this marathon, as much as I resisted it at first. 

So that's how I, Orca (my single), and friend Randall found ourselves headed up to Minneapolis for the September 6 event. In the dark of the morning at Historic Murphy's Landing in Shakopee, Minnesota, it turned out I was the lone Des Moines rower, overshadowed by mighty eights, fours, quads, and doubles from the Minneapolis, Rochester, Madison, and Minnesota rowing clubs. There were about 10 other singles from various places, plus a lot of kayakers and canoers. And there were even more people 13 miles downstream from us, readying themselves to row or paddle the half marathon. We were about 250 rowers and paddlers in all.

As you would expect for a first-time event, some things went well, others did not. Because of a very disorganized (or nonexistent) registration process, we were about an hour late to start. It was a calm cool morning, but the sun was predicted to be very hot. The river was calm but low, meaning we had to navigate around some downed trees and deadheads on the way down to the start. A last-minute decision reversed the order of start, thank you! The eights started first, followed by the quads, fours, doubles, and then the singles. My bow crossed the start line at 7:40 am.-only 26.2 miles to go! The canoers and kayakers followed, but we never saw them on the course.

Being spread out along the river enabled us to really focus on the course, and a beautiful and interesting course it was—lots of turns and bridges. We rowed through very tree-lined natural areas with egrets and herons on either side. And we rowed through some industrial areas, with barges lined up along the bank, towering over us, 100 times our size. Luckily, the organizers had succeeded in making the entire course barge- and motorboat-free for the morning. 

My best friends that day turned out to be my boat, my water, my gloves, my mirror, and my stroke meter.

As the sun grew hotter (there is no shade on the river), my focus grew ever more on water. My plan was to drink every 20 minutes. That lasted an hour. I wound up drinking every 15 minutes the second hour, every 10 minutes the third hour, and every 5 minutes the last 30 minutes. In all, I drank 5 liters of water, downing the last swallow after I crossed the finish! I was passed by other singles twice and passed other singles twice. Unfortunately, one of the men who passed me, I later passed. When I passed him, he was lying in his boat floating by the side of the river, as white as a sheet. In all the time of his approaching and passing me, I'd never seen him take a swallow of water. When he finally did pass me, it was as I was taking a water break. As I rowed by, I called over to him to see if he needed help. He did, so I enlisted a nearby safety boat to rescue him. He never finished. Water is a necessity in a race like this.

At about 8 miles, I felt blisters forming on my hands. Knowing I could not continue with blisters, I did what I caution all of my rowing and sculling friends not to do. I but on biking gloves—backwards, so the padding would not interfere with the sensitivity of my hands to my oars. I rowed with my backwards gloves for the next 18-plus miles.

With all the twists and turns in the course, I became ever more grateful for my new sculling mirror, a birthday present from my mother. My rowing friends knew I was frustrated with it in the days leading up to the marathon and I had even thought of not wearing it. However, during that long row that day, I not only learned to use it, it became my chief navigation tool. I know I rowed a straighter course and shaved many minutes off my time because I did not need to be constantly turning and adjusting my point.

My stroke meter kept me rowing on pace. Though I'd expected to row at a slow and steady 22, I found myself at a pretty even 25 for most of the row. If I saw that I was speeding up or slowing down, my stroke meter would help me find that rhythm again. I also looked at total stroke count. When I figured that the total count (1000 strokes) would only turn over about 5 times, the race didn't sound as long.

I had estimated rowing about 7 miles an hour and expected a time somewhere between 3 1/2 and 4 hours. However, when I reached the Mississippi River at around the 3-hour mark, I knew I was ahead of schedule and I was overjoyed. Reaching the Mississippi meant only 4 miles left to the finish. With everything I had left, I tried to row my best, with whatever strength I had left. 

Eventually I passed by a paddle wheeler and realized the finish line was right there! After I watched the orange finish flag drop, I glanced at my watch. My official time was 3 hours and 28 minutes, faster than I'd ever dreamed. I took a last swallow of water and winced my way painfully to the dock, where help was waiting to carry the boat up. Although final results have still not been posted, at this writing, I believe I was the second woman sculler to finish and hope to have a second-place medal to remind me of this great challenge-truly the most physically challenging event I've ever tried. 

If this little article has inspired you to think about challenging yourself and perhaps some of your rowing friends to row a marathon, mark your calendars. The committee is already making plans for the second annual Great Rivers Marathon on September 11, 2004. Go for it. It feels so good when you finish!!!

ISLE ROYALE - August 22-29, 2003 By Steve Parrish

Following a successful trip to the Apostle Islands last summer, several of us talked about a “big trip” in 2003.  In early February I applied for permits to group camp at Isle Royale.  This lead to a fun six months of planning and a great late August trip of ten Iowa kayakers touring Isle Royale. 

Isle Royale is a National Park in the northern part of Lake Superior.  It is large, isolated and has a rugged beauty. The island includes challenging ridges, summiting at 794 feet, and an odd collection of flora and fauna.  For example, it has substantial populations of moose and wolves, and yet there are neither deer nor raccoons.  Its remoteness and beauty explain why it is the least visited National Park in the U.S. and yet the most often revisited.  

Ten of us (Steve Parrish, Bob Johansen, Dave Kraemer, Dave Foster, Matt Maxwell, Rick Dietz, Jerry Kemperman, Betsy Wallace, Brian Lange, and John Pearson) drove to Grand Portage, MN to take a 22-mile ferry crossing to the island on the 55-foot Voyageur II.  Although the trip was scheduled for 6 nights of camping, high winds and rough seas resulted in our staying an extra day on the island.  The trip blessed us with mostly great weather, incredible hiking and calm paddling.  We planned a fairly conservative itinerary so that we could avoid being stuck in bad Superior waters and so that we would have time to hike and explore the island. 

The trip was a wonderful collection of lessons learned. Below is a small sampling of these experiences.

LESSON:  Organize, plan, and communicate among the participants.

RESULT:  Since we had months of emails going back and forth about the trip, and even a pre-trip meeting, we had no mix-up in plans, room enough in our boats, and very little duplication of supplies.

LESSON: Involve and invite a variety of people.  

RESULT:  We had a diverse group and benefited because of it. From the wonderful lectures by John Pearson, DNR Botanist, to the story telling skills of Doc Lange, to the engineering skills of Dave Foster, to the culinary mastery of Dave Kraemer (just to give a few examples), the entire group was entertained, educated, and well fed.  Amazingly, ten people can coordinate plans, get along, and show up at the right place when needed.  We had one “free” day where we didn’t have to change campsites.  It was interesting to see how four went off to challenge the open waters of Superior (many had bought new kayaks in anticipation of the trip), others went inland to explore the lakes and trails of the island, and others simply stayed and enjoyed camp life.  Yet we could all get together and enjoy the incredible evenings.  We saw Mars at its nearest point, shining an eerie red column on the still waters.  We were entertained by moose (cow and calf) grazing near our campsite, and we ended one evening watching a display of the Northern Lights that could rival a Hollywood opening.  

LESSON:  The boy scouts are right:  “Be Prepared”

RESULT:  We had a few unplanned events.  Two of our intrepid group became sick (nothing that destroyed the trip for them or the group), and as mentioned we ended up staying an extra day on the island because of high seas.  But the group didn’t let these or any other unscheduled happenings become a problem.  We had the collective skills and supplies to assure that the contingencies were covered and the experience remained safe and fun.  This includes the hours of paddling practice we all did in the off-season to assure we were up to the challenge of kayaking.  This is best demonstrated by an incident that could have been disastrous, but ended up just an amusing story. 

Coming in from a day of paddling the open waters, Dave Kraemer decided to demonstrate his rolling skills.  Unfortunately, his attempted roll didn’t work and he was upside down in the COLD waters of Superior.  When he reached for his spray skirt pull loop, it was tucked under the combing and Dave could not pry the neoprene loose from the boat.  Wisely, he reached his two hands to the hull of his boat, and slapped twice, the universal sign for “I’m in trouble down here!”  Rick Dietz was in his kayak just feet away.  He quickly turned his boat, positioned himself at a perpendicular angle to Dave’s turned over boat, and “t-boned” Dave’s boat.  Dave immediately grabbed Rick’s bow and used it as an outrigger to flip his boat right side up.  Once Dave caught his breath, he explained that he, Rick and others had practiced two-boat rescues during the winter.  Having a “plan B” for when things go wrong proved to be a lifesaver in this instance!  

LESSON:  Plan the trip as an experience, not as a kayaking vacation

RESULT:  I will remember this trip as so much more than going out with 9 others to paddle Lake Superior.  Before we ever left the mainland, we had the fun of meeting Dave Foster’s parents in Grand Morais.  The ferry trip itself was a chance to see the whole island and its incredible lighthouses, not just the northeast quadrant we explored.  Taking time to look at wolf tracks, eat wild berries, explore a “moose ranch” (that is a whole story in and of itself!), talk with others encountered on shore or on the trails – all unplanned for and yet a part of the trip.  And there’s nothing wrong with learning a few things.  John and Jerry made botany and ecology come alive, Betsy’s stories of the arctic and world famous paddlers took us away from our Iowa myopia, and the Park Rangers lectures and conversations opened our eyes to a bigger world.  Bob’s untiring energy, Rick’s boating skill, and Matt’s practiced athleticism are all inspirations for the next trip.

Lake Superior is a paddling treasure not that far from Central Iowa.  I can now vouch for both the Apostle Islands and Isle Royale.  I look forward to stories in this newsletter that reveal other gems!

RACCOON RIVER By Ric Olsen

We canoed the Raccoon on July 5th and the river was flowing at 196 cfs. It was quite pleasant running with a small amount of paddling. We took out at Marlowe Ray in 5 hours. On July 8, it was at 250 cfs and the trip took even less paddling with no scuffing on any rocks. We made Marlowe Ray in approximately 4 1/2 hours. 

On July 12th, it was at 776 cfs. We made PWA-Trent tract (the first bridge) in 45 minutes. We made the whole trip in 3 1/2 hours (to Marlowe Ray). When we put in, there was a DNR person there to advise us against going. We did the trip in solo canoes and my partner and I both have had two sessions on Canoe-U in with the Minnesota Canoe Association.  We found a number of chutes to play in and lots of eddies to rest in. Since then we have taken lessons with Mike Wild of Wolf River Guides in Wisconsin. 

All of these trips included a 30-minute lunch on a rock bar, and some playtime in some of the chutes along the way.

NORTH RACCOON RIVER – AUGUST 8 By Robin Fortney

Bob McConkey has spoiled us central Iowa paddlers this summer. He organized quite a few trips on the Raccoon River system and we’ve had lots of fun. One of my favorites was the moon light float on August 8th. The group met at Adel City park boat ramp about 6:30 p.m. for the shuttle and met a couple of guys putting a motorboat in the water. They asked if we had had a good float trip, and we said we were just starting. They gave us a surprised look and said they were heading upstream to camp out on the river and maybe they’d see us. We put in at the Highway 44 boat ramp. The evening was warm and the sky clear. We paddled leisurely, stopping first at a beautiful white sand bar to chat and enjoy the golden warmth of the setting sun. Then we paddled on to another high white sandbar. Bob built a fire to cook hot dogs and we circled around it, spreading snacks and drinks out to share. We chatted until the moon reached its zenith and then we loaded up for the moonlight adventure. The river level was low and the current slow, so the night paddling wasn’t too scary. Bob had ordered each of us to bring a flashlight, and we needed them to make our way around the occasional snags. At night you can hear owls and coyotes calling. My hearing improves and my eyes strain to see the silver path of night sky reflected in the water. We eventually passed the boat campers who lit the night with obscenely bright lights. We elected not to take up their invitation for a drink and proceeded downstream to Adel. We got off the river around midnight and all appreciated the extraordinary beauty of a night on the river. I for one was wishing I had brought my sleeping bag because the night and the sandbars were perfect.

SUMMER NIGHT AT RACCOON RIVER PARK IN WEST DES MOINES By Robin Fortney


I was scheduled to participate in a Sunday afternoon retreat at the Raccoon River Park lodge in West Des Moines in early September. It was a warm day and I decided to take my boat in case the event ended before dark. About 6:30 p.m. I was freed up, so I changed into my swimsuit and headed to the boat ramp and put in. It was a quiet place, and I shared the former sand quarry with a few fishing boats. I decided to paddle the edge as that is where the wildlife appeared to be. I followed the Vs of numerous fingerling fish swimming near the surface and was pleased to see painted turtles sunning on logs, belted kingfishers diving for fish, great blue herons stalking fish, and green herons stalking crayfish. In a shallow back water lagoon, a saw a great egret and a flock of raucous common terns getting ready to migrate. Eastern kingbirds flitted among the dogwoods eating up berries. I felt good to work at paddling my kayak on the lake as I have spent most summer weekends in my canoe leisurely floating downstream.

KAYAK TRIP TO ISLE ROYALE NATIONAL PARK - August 2003 By John Pearson

Our group of ten Iowa kayakers (Steve Parrish, Bob Johansen, Dave Kraemer, Dave Foster, Matt Maxwell, Rick Dietz, Jerry Kemperman, Betsy Wallace, Brian Lange, and me) traveled to Isle Royale National Park for a 4-day paddling-and-hiking trip.  As a botanist, I also kept track of the plant species that I saw, aided by a checklist (The Vascular Flora of Isle Royale National Park by Allison Slavick and Robert Janke, 1993).  

I sighted the first plants for my botanical logbook long before we landed on the island.  The dominant trees of the boreal forest, white spruce and balsam fir, cloaked the island with a dark green hue visible from the forward deck of the 55-foot Voyageur II  as soon as it cleared the harbor at Grand Portage shortly after 8AM and began its 22-mile journey across Lake Superior.  I dutifully recorded “Picea glauca, Abies balsamea” as we cruised into Washington Harbor at the southwest end of the island two hours later.  Several other trees were easily identified at that time as well: quaking aspen (Populus tremuloides) and paper birch (Betula papyrifera), both abundant as large patches of deciduous trees and co-mingling with spruce and fir; isolated, tall white pines (Pinus strobus) on a dry ridgetop, their windblown limbs ascending gracefully above the general forest canopy; and the dense, green, frond-like foliage (speckled with the immature, yellowish cones of late August) of eastern white cedars (Thuja occidentalis) crowding the cool, moist lakeshore.  However, other than a brief on-shore rest stop at the Windigo Visitor Center in Washington Harbor and a non-disembarking pause at McCargoe Cove, the Voyageur II stayed several hundred yards offshore on its course around the island, making identification of plants smaller than trees almost impossible until we landed at Rock Harbor in the afternoon.

Glimpsed at the western extremity of the island, we repeatedly saw this basic distribution of the major tree species- spruce, fir, aspen, and birch- throughout Isle Royale, though with interesting variations in places.  After leaving Washington Harbor, we cruised northeastward along rugged, black cliffs of basalt on the north shore and passed a vast acreage of aspen-birch forest.  Aspen and birch had quickly grown up in the spruce-fir forest that had burned down in an enormous fire that swept nearly a quarter of the island in 1936 (including right down to the Lake Superior shoreline here between Hugginin Cove and Little Todd Harbor).  After 67 years, the slow-growing conifers were only now beginning to poke their pointed crowns through the nearly continuous canopy of tall hardwoods.  Edges between the “young” hardwood forest and the “old” conifer-studded forest were clearly visible where fire had skipped over a steep bluff and where it had finally stopped near Lake Desor, extinguished after burning for 3 months by wet weather and hundreds of firefighters.  “Old” is only a relative term because copper miners in the 1800s had burned virtually all of the forest in an effort to reveal the bedrock of the island during searches for mineral veins; thus much of the “old” forest itself is probably only a few decades older than the forest that regrew on the 1936 burn.  Most likely, the oldest upland forest of significant extent on Isle Royale is no older than 160 years, dating to the first wave of extensive burning by miners in the year 1843 when the island was officially acquired from the Ojibwa Indian tribe.

En route to our starting point in Rock Harbor, we rounded the northeast end of the island.  This end of Isle Royale can be likened to the shape of a right human hand placed palm-down on a table, fingers and thumb clasped together, pointing northeast.  More realistically, imagine the hand of a skeleton, five bony fingers of land separated by narrow bays of water:

· The tip of the “thumb” is Hill Point, separated from the index finger by Five Finger Bay.  We bypassed an archipelago of long, narrow offshore islands between the “knuckles” of the thumb (Amygdaloid Island, Belle Isle, Green Island, Dean Island, and smaller islets) that would be an intriguing destination for a future kayak trip.

· Tipped by Locke Point, the index finger is separated from the middle finger by Duncan Bay.  Also bypassed on this trip, this peninsula is remote, rugged, and trailless.

· The middle finger, extending farther seaward to the northeast, is separated from the ring finger by Tobin Harbor and is named the “Greenstone Ridge”.  As the 50-mile long topographic spine of Isle Royale, this prominent basalt ridge contains the highest points of the island above Lake Superior (Mount Franklin (474 feet), Mount Ojibwa (736 feet), Mount Siskiwit (605 feet), Ishpeming Point (777 feet), Mount Desor (794 feet), and Sugar Mountain (762 feet)), a backpacking trail (the “Greenstone Trail”), and two lookout towers (on Mount Ojibway and Ishpeming Point).  Tipped by Blake Point, this finger points directly at Passage Island 3 miles to the northeast across a frigid, wave-tossed strait.  Our day-hikes would take us to the basalt, barrens, and bogs of Greenstone Ridge on three occasions.

· Tipped by Scoville Point, the ring finger is separated from the little finger by Rock Harbor; the upper knuckle marks the approximate position of the marina, lodge, campground, visitor center, and ranger station in Snug Harbor, a tiny inlet of Rock Harbor.  An unexpected layover would allow us to experience Scoville Point during the height of a storm.

· Tipped by Gull Rock, a featureless, guano-stained fingernail of basalt, the little finger is bordered on its “right” or southeast side by the watery void of Lake Superior.  The upper segment of the finger is Raspberry Island; the park headquarters are located on the middle knuckle, on Mott Island; the bottom segment is Caribou Island, itself broken into “East” and “West” islets.  To be consistent with the analogy of a skeletal hand, the little finger must be severed at its base to form a gap named the “Middle Islands Passage”.  Our spectacular last day of kayaking would take us through the gap and along the outer edge of this outermost chain of islands.

Our trip was to be a loop around most of Rock Harbor, a long, narrow channel merging with Lake Superior at its open, northeastern end and terminating in the spoon-shaped bay of Moskey Basin on its landlocked, southwestern end.  Although 15 miles in length, Rock Harbor is only a half-mile wide, bracketed by parallel shorelines of hard, black basalt.   Our original 4-day itinerary was extended to a fifth day by a storm on Lake Superior.

*****

Day 1- Snug Harbor to Daisy Farm.  Our assigned campsite was located a quarter-mile from the dock (only a “hop, skip, and jump” according to the ranger, who evidently had never carried multiple armloads of unwieldy kayak gear) in a tiny man-made clearing in the woods.  During casual observations around camp, I was able to add dozens of plants to my checklist, including the most ubiquitous species: thimbleberry (Rubus parviflorus), bunchberry (Cornus canadensis), bearberry (Arctostaphylos uva-ursi),  bigleaf aster (Aster macrophyllus), bead lily (Clintonia borealis), pearly everlasting (Anaphalis margaritacea), shining clubmoss (Lycopodium lucidulum), twin-flower (Linnaea borealis), one-sided pyrola (Pyrola secunda), and cow-wheat (Melampyrum lineare).  These would prove to be common and abundant in virtually every forested area in the park, the standard by which to appreciate differences in newly encountered, less widespread habitats. 

After packing our kayaks and switching our watches to Eastern Time (Isle Royale is in Michigan), we set off at 10:30AM against a brisk headwind from the marina in Snug Harbor toward Daisy Farm, about 6 miles to the southwest.  First impressions of Rock Harbor: Lake Superior swelling through gaps in the outer reef, white surf breaking on black bluffs, dark boreal forest on tilted basalt bedrock, colorful kayaks advancing through choppy waves under a low gray sky.  Our group of ten kayaks split amoeba-like into two halves around a reef in the middle of the harbor.  I fell in with Brian, Steve, and Dave Foster along the north shore as we traced the shoreline to where the map indicated “Suzy’s Cave” on the adjacent upland.  Landing in mild surf on a rocky beach, we made our way uphill through a gently sloping glade or “barrens”, a grassy opening in the forest where the soil was too thin to support trees.  Oatgrass (Danthonia spicata), blueberry (Vaccinium myrtilloides), and common juniper (Juniperus communis) were the dominant grasses and shrubs, sparsely covering a large outcrop of lichen-encrusted basalt.  A small cave at the tree-covered top of the hill would have been nearly unremarkable had it not been a 5000-year old relict of Lake Minong, a predecessor of Lake Superior with a shoreline some 50 feet higher than present; its waves pounded out the sea-cave that must now be approached by hiking instead of floating.

After re-embarking in the kayaks, I paddled across the channel toward the other group and found them resting on a small, cobble beach between low bluffs of basalt.  The steep face of the nearest bluff was adorned with bright orange crustose lichen, the pale green, drooping threads of “old man’s beard” (Usnea , a fruticose lichen), and arching trunks of eastern white cedars rooted in crevices.  Watching the shorelines as we passed, we saw the Park Service headquarters on Mott Island, the forested spoil piles of long-abandoned Siskiwit Mine, the weathered remains of a (wolf-killed?) moose carcass, and bedrock glades with scattered jack pines (Pinus banksiana).  At Middle Islands Passage, the reunited group glimpsed Lake Superior across a wave-battered reef and admired a picturesque lighthouse that once warned of its danger.

 Our landing at Daisy Farm was followed by a brief drudgery of hauling gear to an inland group campsite.  An after-dinner trek to the Ojibway Tower, a former fire lookout on Greenstone Ridge, was spiced with a thunderstorm that approached as we climbed the final hill from a narrow, wet valley full of speckled alder (Alnus incana).  Thunder rumbled ominously as we reached the top of the tower stairs and peered through a gathering gloom at distant lakes, hills, and forest, all framed against the blue expanse of Lake Superior.  We quickly descended the steel tower, then lightning and showers chased us away on rain-slickened trails.  In the twilight as we approached the meadow near camp, we spotted a pair of moose- cow and calf- moving slowly along the forest edge; the cow grunted softly to its huge calf and then both disappeared into the dark woods.

 Our idyllic first day was capped with a triple astronomical encore that night: the rising of Mars to the southeast, its red light unusually bright because of its historically close passage to Earth; the Milky Way overhead, incredibly detailed in a Moose carcass

moonless sky; and the ghostly streaks of the Northern Lights playing above a cloudless horizon.

Day 2- Daisy Farm to Moskey Basin.  Letting our rain- and dew-soaked tents dry in the morning sun, we set off again to Ojibway Tower, but followed a different trail.  On its way to Greenstone Ridge (the “middle finger”), this trail crossed the same “ring finger” ridge as yesterday, but crossed the intervening valley farther upstream, in the swampy lowlands below Lake Benson.  The water-logged hydrology of this segment of the valley had allowed peat to accumulate between the lake and the alder-choked stream that we had crossed the day before.  A small bog occupied the peaty valley here, crossed by our trail atop a single-planked boardwalk.  I stopped to examine a new suite of plants and was soon absorbed in identifying Sphagnum moss, bog buckbean (Menyanthes trifoliata), marsh marigold (Caltha palustris), pitcher plant (Sarracenia purpurea), Labrador tea (Ledum groenlandicum), bog laurel (Kalmia polifolia), cranberry (Vaccinium oxycoccos), tamarack (Larix laricina), and black spruce (Picea mariana).  I also found a few plants of the bog twayblade (Liparis loeselii) in flower.  After listening to my gesticulating narrative of bog vegetation, the others eventually filed past me as I opted to linger on the boardwalk, crouching over specimens, flipping through field guides, and scribbling notes.  

I caught up with Jerry, Betsy, and Dave Foster at an opening in a maple forest.  Jerry and I had noticed that the dominant tree in this forested area was sugar maple (Acer saccharum), a species familiar to us in Iowa but at the far northern edge of its natural range on Isle Royale.  Its abundance in a deciduous forest on the high slopes of the Greenstone Ridge was due to the warmer, drier habitat here compared to the cool, moist conditions that favored coniferous forests of spruce, fir, and white cedar closer to the lakeshore.  As I passed under the maples, I also noticed the bright red fruits of Jack-in-the-pulpit (Arisaema triphyllum), a common companion of sugar maple back in Iowa.

Shortly after leaving the opening, we reached the crest of the Greenstone Ridge and turned northeast toward Ojibway Tower, still another 1½ miles away.  A combination of thin, rocky soil, a dry, windswept location, and past forest fires had created a mosaic of grassy openings, shrubby thickets, and patches of tall aspen-birch forest along the crest of the ridge.  The grasslands and shrub fields afforded grand views of the island landscape.  The shrubby patches were composed primarily of hazelnut (Corylus cornuta) but included a diversity of shrub species including chokecherry (Prunus virginiana), ninebark (Physocarpus opulifolius), serviceberry (Amelanchier sanguinea), bush honeysuckle (Diervilla lonicera), dogwood (Cornus rugosa), wild rose (Rosa acicularis), common juniper (Juniperus communis), blueberries (Vaccinium myrtilloides and V. angustifolium), pussy-willow (Salix discolor), buffaloberry (Sheperdia canadensis), and snowberry (Symphoriocarpos albus) as well as small trees of mountain-ash (Sorbus decora) and  red maple (Acer rubrum).  We arrived at Ojibway Tower under a clear, sunny sky, quite a contrast from the dark, stormy conditions of yesterday afternoon.

After lunch in the shade of the fire tower, we hiked back to camp by yesterday’s trail, arriving about 2:30PM.  Camp was struck, kayaks were packed, and we paddled onward to Moskey Basin at the southwest end of Rock Harbor.  The analogy of Moskey Basin as a spoon is very apt: as we paddled down the “stem”, the linear channel narrowed and became shallow before widening and deepening into an oval bay at its far end.  The shallows were very scenic with scattered mussel shells clearly on a sandy bottom visible through limpid water.  Deeper waters were a beautiful aquamarine.  Seven loons, apparently in a social gathering with territoriality temporarily suspended, swam in loose circles about each other, calling in their eerie “tremolo” voice.  I could not determine if an overlapping chorus from the shoreline was from another group of loons, perhaps on Lake Benson on the other side of the ridge, or just an echo of the Moskey Basin loons reflecting off of a rocky hillside.

We landed on massive bedrock that had been rounded and polished by glaciers pushing down the valley thousands of years ago.  Crevices supported tiny gardens filled with rock spike moss (Selaginella rupestris) and three-toothed cinquefoil (Potentilla tridentata).  After dinner at our new inland campsite, we all filtered individually and in small groups back to the smooth outcropping at the lakeshore and gazed down the length of Rock Harbor toward its confluence with Lake Superior over ten miles away.  Light refracting across the water surface made distant islets appear to be floating in air.  Rick and Matt paddled across the bay, their sleek kayaks leaving a gentle wake on glassy water.  A family of mergansers cruised past a rock ledge.  Otters cavorted offshore and a 

moose appeared at the head of the bay at twilight.  We stayed on the rock and talked until after dark. 

Day 3- Moskey Basin sidetrips.  I took an easy, solo kayak trip into the Moskey Basin bays near the dock shortly after sunrise.  Morning mist lingered in the narrow, sedge-draped corridor of a small stream draining from distant Lake Richie.  The dark green foliage of the dominant tussock sedge (Carex stricta) was dotted with the creamy white flowers of turtlehead (Chelone glabra) and pink blossoms of closed gentian (Gentiana rubicaulis) , a harbinger of autumn.  A lighter shade of green along the water’s edge turned out to be a bed of scouring rush (Equisetum) when I paddled closer.  Long, narrow leaves of submerged wild celery (Vallisneria americana) waved gracefully downstream several feet under my hull.  Other nearby bays were shallow, sandy scallops in the shoreline and supported monotypic stands of spikerush (Eleocharis) and hardstem bulrush (Scirpus acutus).  As with the shoals seen yesterday, the sandy bottom was littered with mussel shells.

Back at camp, two main options for spending the day were being chosen.  Rick, Matt, Brian, and Dave Kraemer were suiting up in cold-water gear for a kayak outing beyond the Middle Islands Passage (the “Gap”, as we called it) along the wild, surfy shore of Lake Superior.  Betsy (feeling ill) and Jerry remained in camp for the morning, but later paddled out to join the Superior group as they were returning to the Gap from far along the Superior shore.   Feeling that that challenge was out of my kayaking league, I opted to go “bog hunting” inland along the trail beyond Lake Richie leading to the Greenstone Ridge.  Remembering the topographic setting of the bog that we had found yesterday en route to Ojibway Tower from Daisy Farm, I hoped to find another bog- replete with orchids and other new species- where the trail crossed the valley beneath the big ridge near Lake LeSage.  Bob, Steve, and Dave Foster also chose Richie Lake as their day-hiking destination.

The 2-mile trail to Lake Richie started at the boardwalk over the small stream that I had paddled earlier in the morning.  From there, it crossed gently rolling to slightly hilly terrain through forest variously dominated by aspen, birch, spruce, and fir and occasional glades.  Having become widely separated along the trail, Steve, Dave, and I reconvened where the trail met the shoreline of Lake Richie.  We lunched in the shade a white cedar grove, glad to be out of the bright, hot sunlight.  We encountered several backpackers hiking laboriously on the trail or lounging in their shady campground sites.  Steve started back to Moskey Basin, Dave decided to stay at Lake Richie to fish awhile, and I pressed on toward Lake LeSage.  (No one in our group had seen Bob since he left camp ahead of us, although some backpackers reported seeing a hiker matching his description “way up the trail”.)

After hiking over a ridge and descending to a boardwalk over a swampy stream, I cooled off in the shade of a dense riparian woods (lots of black ash, Fraxinus nigra, here) and passed some time tabulating the checklist of plants that I had developed to this point.  The total stood at 134 species (out of an island total of 700), including the water parsnip (Sium suave), water arum (Calla palustris), water hemlock (Cicuta bulbifera), skunk cabbage (Symplocarpus foetidum), and purple meadow-rue (Thalictrum dasycarpum) growing in the wet, shaded ground next to the boardwalk.  So that I would not have to recount the entire list later, I began numbering the new species that I encountered after leaving this rest stop.  

Approaching the last valley before the Greenstone Ridge, I finally spied a wetland through the trees and hurried down, hoping that my prediction of a bog in this location would be proven right.  However, upon arriving at the boardwalk, I saw that the wetland was just a beaver pond at the head of Lake LeSage.  Although somewhat disappointed that my bog-hunting was unsuccessful, I was still able to add a few species to my list, including cattails (Typha latifolia, #135) and arrowhead (Sagittaria latifolia, #136).  Moving on, I met 

Bob on the trail just as he began his return from Lake LeSage; he reported seeing a turtle in the lake, an animal that we had not yet seen on the trip.    I continued onward a short distance to the lake, then hiked up to the Greenstone Ridge after another break.  Having expected another protracted climb up a long, steep hill, I was surprised to find that the ridge crest was less than 100 feet above the lake; there is evidently a low saddle in the otherwise high Greenstone Ridge in this part of the island.

The hot sun was becoming less oppressive as I started on the return leg of my hike in the late afternoon.  My tabulated species total began to creep steadily upward as I explored habitats at a more leisurely “botanizing” pace.  I soon encountered #137 (creeping-snowberry, Gaultheria hispidula) on a shaded, trailside bank above the beaver pond; its namesake white berries, low-growing habit, and resemblance to other members of the heath family (an “ericaceous” trait) helped me identify it.  Later, at a complex of sunny and shaded hillside seeps near Lake Richie, I found northern rein orchid (Habenaria hyperborea), soft rush (Juncus effusus), woodland horsetail (Equisetum sylvaticum), and three-way sedge (Dulichium arundinaceum).  I especially enjoyed my trip back through the grassy barrens between Lake Richie and Moskey Basin, where an ambiance of evening sunlight, the pleasant fatigue of a day-long hike, and a sense of growing familiarity with the ecology and geography of the island combined in a satisfying blend.  When I finally reached the shore of Rock Harbor at Moskey Basin , I paused only to remove my boots and sweat-soaked shirt before striding into the cold, clear water for a refreshing full-body dip.  

Back in camp, we all traded stories of our outings.  The Lake Superior trip beyond the “Gap” had gone well, exploring the coast past Conglomerate Bay all the all to Saginaw Point.  One anecdote featured Dave rolling his kayak on purpose, but failing to come up in wavy conditions and ultimately signaling for assistance upon discovering (while underwater) that he could not release his tight, neoprene spray skirt from the cockpit combing (the grab loop had been tucked unreachably under the seal, which he could not pry open with his fingers); Rick promptly maneuvered his kayak into a right angle with Dave’s to let him use his arm for a bow-supported rollup.  That’s what friends are for.

Day 4- Moskey Basin to Snug Harbor.  Today was scheduled as the last day of the trip and required a long paddle down nearly the full length of Rock Harbor.  We had discussed the options of returning the 10 miles to Snug Harbor via the “inside passage” within the protected channel of Rock Harbor (as we had come three days ago) or via the “outer passage” that led along the Lake Superior side of the “little finger” ridge of narrow Caribou, Mott, Shaw, and Smithwick islands.  I hoped we could choose the latter, but we needed to assess the wind and waves at Middle Islands Passage before deciding.  Although it promised new and exciting scenery, the outer passage could also be dangerously exposed to the unmitigated power of Lake Superior, which stretched unbrokenly over the horizon all the way to the unseen shores of the upper peninsula of Michigan over 50 miles away; the marine navigation chart also indicated that the water just offshore was over 300 feet deep.  However, that decision still lay a hour ahead of us.  

We set off from Moskey Basin on a cool, bright, beautiful morning.  Dave pointed out a pair of otters trailing Jerry and Betsy’s kayaks.  Without a rudder or skeg, I soon discovered that I had to correct the course of my kayak against a strong quartering wind from the north with a broad left sweep at each paddle stroke.  Laboring against the wind, I began to fall behind the others and fell still farther behind when I deviated into bays searching the shoreline for small sandy beaches with beach pea (Lathyrus maritima).  Brian had expressed interest in seeing this herb after learning that bears relished it (he had raised a bear cub and still maintained his interest in their natural history); I had seen this species by our landing at Suzy’s Cave several days earlier and hoped to spot another occurrence for him.  After unsuccessfully scanning several bays for beach pea, however, I glanced ahead and could barely see Dave, Jerry, and Betsy as small dark dots against a sparkling background of sunlit waves.  Squinting into the greater distance, I could not see the others except for pinpricks of sunlight flashing rhythmically from their wet, windmilling paddle blades.  I decided to suspend my search and close the widening gap.

I caught up to everyone when they stopped at the Bangrund Cabin (across the bay from Daisy Farm), the summer research quarters of the Isle Royale wolf research team led by Dr. Rolf Peterson.  Although no researchers were present when we arrived, the station was open to visitors.  In addition to the quaint cabins once used to house fishermen associated with the historic Edisen Fishery, the grounds contained a large outdoor exhibit of moose skulls resting abundantly on low wooden bleachers.  Each skull, meticulously numbered and recorded, had been retrieved from carcasses throughout the island over the decades since research on the wolves- and moose, their primary prey on Isle Royale- had begun in the 1950s.  I wondered if the skull missing from the moose carcass that we had seen on the shore near Siskiwit Mine was among those on the bench labeled “The Class of 2003”.

We paddled a short distance farther to the Middle Islands Passage, where we would make our decision for the final route.  Bobbing in the wavy gap, we gathered together for a council and observed that the strong north wind was churning the normally quiet water of Rock Harbor into rolling waves.  On the southern, lee side of the Caribou Island chain, the water was calm despite being exposed to the full aspect of Lake Superior.  Everyone agreed to choosing the outer passage.  I was delighted that this wild and scenic route would also be the safer and easier one under the circumstances.  Nonetheless, out of respect for the dangers of the open lake, we instinctively paddled together in a compact group in case someone should flip unexpectedly and need assistance.  I noticed that Rick, one of the most adept kayakers in our group, quietly took up station at the rear of the group when we reached the open coast to be in a favorable position for providing a rescue.  

Our individualistic rising and falling on swells as we paddled aggressively forward on interweaving paths reminded me of Brian’s analogy (that I once heard him coin during a slide presentation about Red Rock Lake) likening a group of kayakers to a pod of orcas swimming along the surface of the sea.  To my left, the shoreline we were hugging was a line of black basalt bluffs splashed brightly with orange lichens and capped with verdant conifers.  We passed a cleft in the black rock wall containing a sea arch standing strangely several meters above the lakeshore, another relict of a higher ancient shoreline.  To my right,  every glance into the blue vastness of Lake Superior reminded me of William Clark’s exclamatory entry to his journal when the Lewis and Clark expedition first spied the western sea: “Ocean in view! Oh the joy!”.
Stopping for lunch on Mott Island behind the Park Service headquarters, we discovered a large slab of conglomerate rock that had been lifted beyond the erosive reach of Superior waves on the back of the geologically rising basalt bedrock.  Although hard to human hands, this layer of compacted silt, sand, gravel, and cobbles is lithologically soft, yielding to erosion to form valleys bounded by parallel ridges of durable basalt.  The rugged ridge-and-valley topography of Isle Royale owes it existence to tilted, alternating beds of hard basalt and soft conglomerate, but this was the first time that we had seen an aboveground example of a conglomerate member of the bedrock complex.  In most places on the island, it lies cryptically at the bottom of bays, bogs, bayous, and beaver ponds.  Just as we were leaving Mott Island, Jerry found a patch of beach pea for Brian and me.

Onward along the rocky coast past more and still more stunning scenery with an atmosphere of secure, yet challenging exploration, mile after mile....We soon encountered “Loralei Lane”, a narrow water passage within Shaw Island, itself a slender segment of the “little finger” row of islands forming the outer boundary of Rock Harbor.  Brian and I opted to remain on the Superior side of the lane while the others disappeared into the channel through the flooded canyon.  Our sudden sense of isolation as two small specks alone on the edge of giant Lake Superior was exhilarating.  We caught occasional glimpses of the others through reef-studded gaps in the canyon as we paddled along on parallel courses.  At a large gap in the wall about a mile later, many of us traded places between the inner and outer routes.  Successive views of colorful fellow kayakers through rocky windows between increasingly jagged islets were dramatic and made me ache to use my camera, which had run out of film.  I spotted the bright yellow flowers of a low woody plant growing impossibly on the bare rock of an austere islet and knew immediately it had to be shrubby cinquefoil (Potentilla fruticosa), a species that I first met in the Pryor Mountains of Wyoming over 25 years ago.

Late in the afternoon, we emerged into Smithwick Channel, a broad opening in the chain of outer islands directly across from the marina at Snug Harbor, but as previously planned, we continued northeastward on to Raspberry Island to see the bog mentioned in the park brochure.  The bog was smaller than the one we had encountered along the Ojibway Tower trail, but contained several interesting plant species.  In addition to the Labrador tea, buckbean, pitcher plant, cranberry, and Sphagnum mosses that we had seen before, I also pointed out leatherleaf (Chamaedaphne calyculata) and  the carnivorous sundew (one of four species of Drosera in the park).


As we walked into the adjacent forest, I was impressed by how different the vegetation looked from what we had commonly seen to date in forests on the main island.  The virtual absence of moose on Raspberry Island (due to its small size and isolation from the main island) has allowed browsing-sensitive plants like Canada yew (Taxus canadensis, an evergreen shrub) to flourish and remain abundant here long after moose invaded the main island (probably by swimming from the mainland first around 1904, plus several times since then); conversely, it has nearly been extirpated on the main island due to a century of heavy browsing by moose.  Thimbleberry (Rubus parviflorus), a deciduous shrub avoided by browsing moose (almost certainly due to its poor taste or low palatability because this species of raspberry lacks thorns to repel browsers), is super-abundant on the main island, where it has increased to fill the voids left by plants preferentially “browsed out” by moose; on Raspberry Island, this shrub is present but not particularly abundant.  Although wolves have preyed upon moose almost exclusively for over fifty years (since coming  to Isle Royale across an ice bridge in 1949), they have obviously not reduced the moose population to a level that would allow the vegetation of the main island to recover its pre-moose, Raspberry Island-like condition.

After leaving Raspberry Island, half of the group proceeded to the marina and campground, but Rick, Matt, Betsy, Jerry, and I extended our kayak tour of the outer islands another mile.  The north wind that had been blowing all day had disappeared and the water was now still.  Even Lake Superior was calm.  Long, low, oceanic swells gently lifted our kayaks as we cleared the tip of Raspberry Island, where Betsy and I spied a flock of cedar waxwings flitting among the cedars.  We paddled easily along the last few rocky islets.  We circled barren Gull Rock, its black rocks stained white with guano from countless generations of gulls and cormorants.  The wind began to blow again as we left Gull Rock and had risen strongly by the time we entered Snug Harbor a mile later, sending new waves crashing onto the rocky shore.  Signs of civilization increased: the Voyageur II cruising ahead of us in Rock Harbor, tourists waving to us from the veranda of the lodge,  and a paved sidewalk (next to a marina, post office, and hotel) at the head of Snug Harbor where we finally stepped out of our kayaks.

Day 5- Scoville Point.  To finalize our preparations for the 8AM loading of the Voyageur II, we all got up early and broke camp while Dave Kraemer prepared a delicious breakfast of pancakes for everyone.  After two gear-lugging trips between camp and the dock and a last-minute bout of sorting and packing on the dock, we were ready.  However, the pilot informed us shortly after 8AM that the boat would not run today because of high seas on Lake Superior.  During the night, the wind had shifted again and was now blowing fiercely from the southeast.  From a knoll by the ranger station, we looked out through Smithwick Channel and could see hordes of white-capped waves on the open lake.  A Park Service ranger relayed a marine weather report to us that the storm-driven waves on Lake Superior were 11 feet tall.  

We had no choice but to return to our just-abandoned campsite and re-establish camp for another night’s stay, so once more trudged up the trail with our unwieldy loads.  (Steve checked into a rental cabin, having become suddenly ill last night, and spent the day recuperating there.)  Afterwards, we hiked to Scoville Point (the rocky tip of the “ring-finger” peninsula), a 6-mile round trip made challenging by a thunderstorm that broke upon us as we reached an open, rocky coastline exposed to the full force of the wind and its pelting rain.  Waves crashed spectacularly into massive boulders and sheer cliffs, sending spray high into the air.  As we advanced toward the point, the vegetation changed from tall boreal forest to clumps of stunted conifers to low, shrubby barrens dominated by creeping juniper (Juniperus horizontalis) and finally to stark expanses of bare, windswept rock above wave-battered bluffs.  We picked our way carefully along the crest of smooth, wet bedrock to the final overlook on the outermost tip.  I crept out to the final precipice and lay flat to peer over the edge.  Huge gray waves rolled unabated from Lake Superior through the open strait between Gull Island and Flag Island to my right and struck the bluff beneath my perch with a terrific blast of white surf.  Veering along the base of the bluff after rounding the point, each wave smeared surf along the entire inner shoreline to my left.

Bolts of lightning flashed between low, dark clouds and the agitated waters of Lake Superior, soon followed by booming of thunder.  Despite my raingear, I was soaked from spray and wind-driven rain.  With wet clothes in a whipping wind, my mind whispered “windchill ”.  Although I was reluctant to depart this battle of the elements, my better judgment warned of lightning strikes and hypothermia if I remained.  It was time to leave.  I got up and trailed after the others, who were now profiled against the gray sky as they hiked away from the point over a nearby hilltop.  As I walked, I scanned the rolling, pavement-like rock surface for wisps of vegetation that might consist of unique plants adapted to this unusual habitat and was rewarded with the discovery of a low, heather-like mat of black crowberry (Empetrum nigrum).  The floristic guidebook I had been consulting informed me that this was an arctic species known on Isle Royale only from Scoville Point and Passage Island.  I knelt on one knee and lightly held a sprig of crowberry between thumb and finger, in awe that I was grasping a tiny biogeographic relict of the tundra that once covered Isle Royale before a warming climate allowed boreal forest to usurp its realm...except on a few sterile, windswept shorelines like this one.

Knowing that I was falling behind the group again, I got up and hurried on, making only mental notes of other new plants that I passed.  In the first copse of stunted, wind-pruned trees, I found Jerry waiting for me.  Together we progressed along the runoff-flooded trail and caught up to Dave, Brian, and Matt where the trail skirted Tobin Harbor.  We stopped to examine an old copper mine, then returned to the Snug Harbor marina, where I retrieved dry clothes from a drybag in my kayak and changed out of my wet trappings in a restroom.  Like several of the others, I spent much of the remaining afternoon in the guesthouse in the resort complex, writing in my journal and watching the storm through a lakeside window.  Later, as I walked back to the campsite for our last night on the island, I recorded my final plant observation of the trip: common peppergrass (Lepidium virginicum, #198), a weedy mustard growing the crack of a concrete sidewalk, a harbinger of our return to civilization.

*****

The Voyageur II was able to resume operation the following morning and carried us through subsiding waves, the remnants of yesterday’s storm, back to Grand Portage.  An hour of unloading the boat and stowing gear in our fleet of automobiles was capped with a round of group photos and goodbyes.  Brian and I drove his truck, topped with our kayaks, down the North Shore toward cell phone coverage, Interstate-35, and home.  It was 2:30AM when we pulled into my driveway in rural Indianola (Brian still had another 25 miles to drive to reach his Knoxville home!), having pushed through without an overnight stop.  It felt strange to recall that we had started the day by breaking camp in a spruce-fir forest on Isle Royale.  

SAFETY STUFF

From John: At the Great Lakes Sea Kayaking Symposium, I got a great handout on cold-water paddling put out by Atlantic Kayak Tours Inc. It covers everything - cold shock, hypothermia, first aid, equipment, etc. It’s all on their web site at: www.atlantickayaktours.com. Click on the Expert center link and scroll to Cold Water Safety.

OTHER INTERESTING NEWS

From Rick: Hot off the press is a large fold-out map of the entire Upper Iowa River that shows access points, camping locations, river miles, and more. The Iowa Natural Heritage Foundation helped sponsor this publication, and can provide a free copy for you. The back of the map offers lots of information about the natural resources, geology, archeology, and communities of the river - so it’s informative, even if you don’t canoe. The map is published by Northeast Iowa RC&D and is available at many places near the river. To receive your free copy through INHF, stop by the office M-F 8:00-4:30, or send $1.50 shipping/handling to INHF, 505 Fifth Avenue, Suite 444, Des Moines, IA 50309 or http://www.inhf.org/upperiowariver.htm. And if you’d like more than one, send $1.50 for the first copy and $0.75 for each additional copy to cover shipping/handling.

From Vic: Thought you might be interested in this new message board on paddling and camping in Iowa. Seems like it may have potential.

http://www.network54.com/Hide/Forum/260880
From Ric: I have been keeping track on the Raccoon River below Lemon Mill in Panora. I have been using www.americanwhitewater.org/gauges/. On the map of the U.S., click on the state of choice and then pick the river you are interested in.

From Gerry: Check out www.desmoinesriver.org for news from Iowa’s longest trail at 414 miles. The Des Moines River Water Trail was established June 2000 by 17 counties, the DNR, and the Army Corps of Engineers.

GEAR SALE OR TRADE

Boats For Sale by Rick Story at 515-282-4434:

· 2001 Bell Wildfire, 14-foot solo white and gold Kevlar boat with wood trim. Better than new. $1300

· 1995 Dagger Seeker 16-foot sea kayak with extras. Nice ride and in good shape. $650

Boats For Sale by Bob Beavers at 515-327-1325

· Bell Merlin, solo Kevlar boat with old style wood trim and spray cover. Looks great. Custom made by Dan Cooke. $1200

· Stewart River solo wood and canvas canoe. Like new, 14½-foot. $2500

Canoe Wanted: 

Please keep your keen eyes open and ears alert for anyone selling a good used tandem canoe made of material other than aluminum. We have a Grumman 17” double end now and I am tired of the weight. I plan on keeping it and having another. Any ideas? Please contact Kelly.Green@PrairieMeadows.com.

CHILDREN’S CORNER By Robin Fortney

I was rereading Kenneth Grahame’s book ,“The Wind in the Willows,” recently and thought you might enjoy the following excerpts, comments by the Water Rat that resonate with me and maybe with you, too:

“Believe me, my young friend, there is nothing – absolute nothing – half so much worth doing as simply messing about in boats.”

[And the Mole who is being introduced to the river by the Water Rat says,] “So – this – is – a –River!”

“The River,” corrected the Rat.

“And you really live by the river? What a jolly life!”

“By it and with it and on it and in it,” said the Rat. “It’s brother and sister to me, and aunts, and company, and food and drink, and (naturally) washing. It’s my world, and I don’t want any other. What it hasn’t got is not worth having, and what it doesn’t know is not worth knowing. Lord! The times we’ve had together! Whether in winter or summer, spring or autumn, it’s always got its fun and its excitements. When the floods are on in February, and my cellars and basement are brimming with drink that’s no good to me, and the brown water runs by my best bedroom window; or again when it all drops away and shows patches of mud that smells like plum-cake, and the rushes and weed clog the channels, and I can potter about dry shod over most of the bed of it and find fresh food to eat, and things careless people have dropped out of boats!”

Take a kid paddling and pass your passion on.

CENTRAL IOWA PADDLERS - 2003 SCHEDULE OF EVENTS

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, and extra paddle.
July through mid-October – Gray’s Lake

See page 2 for details.

Sundays starting 9/7 – Pool Sessions at Iowa State  - Perfect Your Roll

Join the pool sessions on Thursday from 7:30 PM-10:00 PM, but we will also be having them Sundays from 9 AM-Noon, both in State Gym Pool. Sunday pool sessions will start on the 7th of September. Contact eg2@iastate.edu for more information.

September 27, Brushy Creek Lake – Fall Color Cruise and Builders Show 
Meet us at the southwest boat ramp at Brushy Creek Lake near Fort Dodge. This is an open invitation for builders to bring home-built watercraft to show off. There will be a door prize drawing for those who bring a homemade boat. 10:00 to 1:00 pm - show, picnic (you bring it), and door prize drawings. At 1:00pm, we will cruise Iowa's most scenic paddling lake!  Paul and Marge Morris with Cedar Tree Inc., Des Moines's premier boat building suppliers, will be there to help one and all with boat building! There will be lots of cedar strip canoes, maybe you will get the chance to paddle one!
For more info contact Rick Dietz (515-232-1484 or rsdietz@yahoo.com) or Jim Dodd (515-332-2069 or jdodd50@hotmail.com).
September 27, Des Moines River - Des Moines Rowing Club Regatta

Volunteers needed - contact Julia at 515-282-4301.

Saturday, October 4, Des Moines River

Join us for a float trip from Boone Waterworks to the Highway 30 access. For more information, contact Don at 515-465-9368 or river41@aol.com.

October 19, Club Planning Meeting and Fall Party

Be thinking about the club and what you want it to be as leadership changes. We will make plans for the future and then celebrate the season with a potluck picnic. Lynn Aldridge has tentatively offered to host the event at her home in Mingo. More information later.

November 12-15, Missouri River Float and Bike Ride

This is a paddle & pedal trip with motel camping. We will float about 20 miles from Portland to Herman and then bike the Katy Trail. For more information, contact Bob at 515-964-7671 (h) or 515-247-5912 (w).

January 2004, Book Signing Party

Nate Hoogeveen’s Paddling Iowa book is due to be published this month and we’re planning a book signing party. Watch for details.

June 19-26, Des Moines River from Fort Dodge to Des Moines

Mark your calendar now to participate in next year’s Project A.W.A.R.E. hosted by Iowa DNR.
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