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THE SPLENDOR
OF

SHADOW MOUNTAIN
LAKE
By Brian Hunter

As I usually do, I straddled my kayak, sat back in the seat, pulled in my legs and fastened my spray skirt. My
GPS gave me a time of 7:01 AM on 2 July. The temperature was 47 degrees, ten degrees warmer than the
predawn frosty chill that I woke up to over an hour earlier.
There was a layer of light mist rising from the mirror smooth
surface, not a breadth of wind was observed. My car was the
only vehicle on the Green Ridge parking lot and my 17.7 foot sea
kayak, Ginger, was the only boat in sight. I named her after
Ginger Rogers because she's a redhead with long sleek lines and
playful curves. When I put her on edge and take a long slow
extended paddle sweep stroke, she responds with a graceful
turn. Ginger dances on the water if I take the time and have
the skill to let her show me her stuff.
The sun had risen above the mountaintops of Rocky Mountain
National Park and it lit up the mountains behind Highway 34 on
the west shore of the lake. Still low in the morning sky, the sun
The author and his kayak, Ginger
cast long shadows defining ridges and gullies and revealing the
texture of the forest. Those features disappear when the sun rises higher in the midday sky. The east shore
where I would paddle was still deep in shadow but a little farther out the shafts of sunlight illuminated the
mist still rising from the surface. My inner voice told me that it didn't matter that I forgot my camera, it
could not possibly capture the scene before me. There are six mostly long, skinny islands just half a mile off
my port bow. All but one are osprey sanctuaries with many active nests full of hungry nestlings awaiting their
next meal of fish.
I took a dozen strokes and then stopped and leaned back to take it all in; the inner voice said, "What a splendid
morning, what a splendid place”. My thoughts were interrupted by an osprey circling overhead with a fish in its
talons. In typical osprey fashion, the fish was turned long-ways, head first like the external fuel tanks on a
fighter aircraft. The raptor flew in several circles displaying its catch. It was as if it said, "You should have
seen the one that got away," pretty much the same as any other fisherman would say.
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There were many trout rising and making rings as they rose from the depths to slurp insects from the surface.
The voice chimed in again, "If only you had your fly rod and a Parachute Adams." Never mind, I told myself
just enjoy this day as it unfolds.
As I paddled the shore line I spied all sorts of subalpine wild flowers: columbine, wild rose, lupine, alpine avens
(perhaps), dandelions, yellow stonecrop, yarrow (I think) and a host of others I could not identify. Shrubs and
flowers were prolific along the shoreline, in sharp contrast to the devastation caused by the mountain pine
beetle. Years of drought, warmer than average winters and forests in desperate need of thinning have all
contributed to an epidemic of these native insects who have nearly wiped out the pine forest. Some say it's a
normal cycle of nature but I believe it is visual evidence of human-caused global warming. No matter what we
think, Mother Nature will eventually right the wrongs we have inflicted. Like all the pine forest in the Rocky
Mountains, RMNP is a tinder box just waiting for any source of ignition to start a monster fire that will have its
way with the land.
I paddled for about a mile or so when I caught a glimpse of movement ahead. A few more strokes and I saw
it was a pair of buck mule deer. By now there was a faint breeze in my face so they hadn't scented me yet.
I quietly dropped my skeg and placed my Greenland paddle on the deck so I could glide closer. When I was only
about 30 feet away, the buck in the water who was facing away suddenly glanced over his rear with his ears
erect and an anxious look on his face. He was alert but not frightened and I could see his velvet covered
antlers which were just beginning to fork. He took a few cautious steps forward and then stotted [also called
pronking; stotting is a jumping gait with all four feet in the air at the same time that mule deer and pronghorn
use to flee, especially on rugged terrain] up the steep bank a few yards. By now the younger, smaller buck was
alert to my presence also. I glided slowly, quietly past and they both stotted a few more bounds up the hill
before stopping to see what I was doing. They must not have found me to be a threat because they returned
to browsing on the lush forbs growing so abundantly near the water's edge. They would enjoy a summer of
peaceful existence in the protection of Rocky Mountain National Park, but as the days grow shorter and winter
comes on, their testosterone levels will rise and their antlers will harden. Shortly after, the velvet will begin to
die and the bucks will rub it off leaving polished antlers ready for the coming rut. After the rut the antlers
will shed only to grow back in the coming spring.
I also encountered several mallard hens with their broods of ducklings. The downy little ducklings were amusing
as they scooted about looking for things to eat. They would stretch their necks, sitting as high in the water as
possible to pluck insects clinging to branches hanging low over the water. I thought that perhaps the meaning
of life in this wilderness was to find something to eat without being eaten. It's good to be at the top of the
food chain my voice told me. New life is everywhere, winter has left and spring is here.
I realized that I was near the canal that links Shadow Mountain Lake with Grand Lake so I paddled into the
smaller Grand Lake which is surrounded with people, homes and business. It was a bit of a jolt as my mind came
to terms with the fact that I was so close to humanity when it all had seemed so far away just a few moments
ago. There were fishermen on the shore and a paddle boarder who inquired about my funny looking Greenland
paddle. We exchanged pleasantries and I paddled on to the Headwaters Marina near the town's tourist area.
I headed back through the canal and toward the islands a little less than three miles away. Now there were
other boats on the water and the sun much higher in the sky. Just ahead I saw swallows darting about catching
insects; these agile little birds would make any fighter pilot jealous with their aerial antics. There was a gentle
breeze blowing from stem to stern reminding me of my Inuit name, Wind in His Face. It made me feel as
though I was going much faster than my 3 mph pace.
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Before I knew it I was approaching the three long skinny
islands nearest the east shore line. The middle island is
the only one that is not an osprey sanctuary and people
can haul out there for a lunch, snack or just to stretch
their legs, although camping or fires are not allowed.
After weaving in and out of the islands I headed for the
Green Ridge boat ramp just a half a mile away. As I
approached the dock the familiar feeling of gratitude
filled me. Gratitude is my favorite emotion.
Then the voice told me to write about this special paddle
since I did not have photos to help me remember the
splendor of Shadow Mountain Lake.

Osprey catching a fish:
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=nA3LtXnNIto

CHERRY CREEK RESERVOIR
October 13, 2013
Brian Hunter, Jud Hurd, Andy McKenna and
Sue Hughes spent a sunny morning kayaking
around Cherry Creek Reservoir. They enjoyed the
five mile outing; it wasn’t too windy and it wasn’t
too cold, but everyone could tell it was about the
end of non-drysuit paddling for the year.
Brian showed them pictures from the flood when
the picnic tables on the shore were under water and they went back into the Cottonwood Creek arm
all the way to a small beaver dam, which until the recent rains had been impossible to reach.
They saw blue herons and both a night heron and a green heron, cormorants, lots of western or maybe
Clark’s grebes, a couple pied-eyed grebes, a king fisher, blue-wing teal and a lone white pelican.
They talked plans for new boats, next season’s paddling, and warm water possibilities between now
and then. They had a lovely time just hanging out and getting a little exercise with old friends.
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JULY 20 TO 26, 2013
By Bernie Dahlen

On the 20th of July, a Saturday afternoon, eight intrepid
kayakers (Bernie Dahlen, Dick Dieckman, Jud Hurd,
Al Lovas, George Ottenhoff and leaders Marlene Pakish
and Julie Reckart) from RMSKCC met at the Grant Village
Rangers Station [A] in Yellowstone National Park for our
pre-departure orientation briefing, boat inspection and
safety film. All of this was in preparation for a six-day, self-contained kayak camping trip on Shoshone Lake.
Three of us had camped Shoshone Lake before, six of us had kayak camped Yellowstone Lake together in 2010
and two members of the group had experience kayaking camping in Alaska and elsewhere.
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After the briefing we met for dinner at a local
restaurant. Sunday morning, with our task masters
Marlene and Julie cracking the whip, we launched from
the south end of Lewis Lake [B] just a few minutes
after ten. We reached the Lewis Channel [C] in about
an hour, and the Shoshone Outlet [D] by 2 PM, after
dragging our boats about a mile of the way up the
three mile channel. Another mile and a quarter on
Shoshone Lake brought us to our assigned camp site
at Moose Creek [E] .
On Monday, we pushed off about 9 AM, paddled
westward to the narrows and crossed to the north
side of the lake and then northeast along the coast to
North Grizzly Beach [F] where we set up camp for the
next two nights. Exploring was the order of the day,
each and every day, after establishing our camps.

Walking the kayaks up the channel
from Lewis Lake to Shoshone Lake

Monday was no exception. Several
of us paddled up around the north
end of the lake before returning
straight across in a fairly brisk
headwind.
On Tuesday we didn’t have to move
camp so we had the whole day to look
around. Four of us thought we would
hike up to Pocket Lake [G]. We
couldn’t find the trail but we had
maps and two GPSs so how could we
go wrong? Several miles and two
hours later we pow-wowed and
decided if we couldn’t find the lake
in the next 30 minutes we’d slink
back to camp, tails between our legs.
Well, providence intervened and
voilà, Pocket Lake appeared, although
well below the ridgeline on which we
were standing. After scrambling
down the hill, fishing rods came out
and all was well again in the land of Yellowstone. The hike back to our boats took less than an hour. The day
ended with this beautiful sunset.
Wednesday was another pack-up and move day—the shortest move of the week at just over two miles so we
reached Windy Point [H] by 9:45. Sight-seeing and fishing rounded out the day. Thursday we were on the water
at the ordained time, 9 AM, and on our way to our last camp, Hillside [I] which is located at the southern most
point on the lake. I was particularly excited because Hillside is just a couple of miles from a geyser basin [J].
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So after setting up camp people headed over there in
groups of twos and threes. It’s not that this geological
hotspot is any better than others in the park, it’s just that
being in the back country it gets few visitors so there are
no fences or warning signs, etc. One is free to move about
as he wishes. For me this meant a dip in the warm water of
the adjacent stream.
Getting on the water early has some wonderful benefits
(I don’t care what you say, nine o’clock is early). The
breezes never came up before 10 so the water was glassy
smooth and reflected beautifully the sky and clouds as well
as the boaters. Each paddle stroke created observable
ripples and swirls, and in the clear water one could see fish
many feet below.

On Friday, our last day, most
of the group wanted to get an
extra early start so they could
get all the way back to the
Denver area that evening.
Thus five members of the group
departed at 7:20 while the last
three of us didn’t get going until
9:40. It was our longest day
covering more than 12 miles and
we did it in about five hours
including breaks.

See more pictures on the following page. Many
more, a slide show and maps with each day’s
exact route are available at
http://berniedahlen.smugmug.com
and on the RMSKC's YahooGroup website
Back: Jud, Marlene, Dick, George
Front: Julie, Bernie with Wilson, Larry and Al
7

MORE PICTURES
FROM THE

SHOSHONE LAKE TRIP

Protection from the bears

Hotspots in the Shoshone Geyser Basin

The author
Most photos on this page by Jud Hurd; pictures in the article by Bernie Dahlen
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RED FLEET
STATE PARK
KAYAK CLUB OUTREACH
Brian Hunter learned about a paddle symposium
organized by Unitah County, Utah, in conjunction
with Red Fleet State Park. He, Bernie Dahlen,
Jud Hurd and Janet Scervino decided to check it
out and set up a booth with information about
kayaking and kayak camping.

Located in northeast Utah, twelve miles north of Vernal,
between Flaming Gorge National Recreation Area and
Dinosaur National Monument, Red Fleet State Park has a
750-acre reservoir and hundreds of dinosaur footprints.

RMSKC’s Kayaking Information Booth,
with Bernie, Brian and Janet
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The park’s name was inspired by three large
Navajo sandstone outcroppings which someone
thought looked like a fleet of ships [not pictured].
It is also known for its Dinosaur Trackway Trail.
Two hundred million years ago the area was a
desert, with oases of shallow desert lakes called
playas. Dinosaurs came to the small playas and
left tracks behind in the wet sand, which now lay
exposed in the sandstone.

The RMSKC group camped at the state park
(both full hook-up and dry sites are available)
and took time off from the booth for a paddle
in the reservoir’s no-wake area, surrounded by
200-foot cliffs. They saw a couple of beavers
and mink.

Over the weekend more than 650 people had
fun exploring a variety of water activities,
with kayaks, canoes and paddleboards provided
by Dinosaur River Expeditions, NOLS, Adrift
Adventures, Hatch River Expeditions and the
park’s own rental boats.

The organizers were very pleased with their first
paddle sports symposium and are planning to have
another one next summer.

Bernie trying a borrowed kayak sail

Photos by Jud Hurd and Bernie Dahlen
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EDITOR’S NOTE: You can read
Jud’s account of last year’s
scouting trip to Blue Mesa in
the 20-2b issue of the
Mountain Paddler, which is
on the RMSKC website.

Blue Mesa is the largest reservoir in
Colorado with 9,000 surface acres at a
live capacity of 7,519 feet. The current
pool level is 7,459 (down about 60 feet)
but there was still plenty of water to
enjoy for Jud Hurd, David and Lou Ann
Hustvedt, JJ Scervino, Brian Hunter and
Jay Gingrich and Jane Lewis.

BLUE MESA RESERVOIR
AUGUST 23 to 26, 2013
By Jud Hurd

They had overcast days and
some light rain off and on,
but they launched on the
northwest side of Middle
Bridge [A] and paddled 13.5
miles on Saturday as they
explored the West Elk [B]
and the Soap Creek Arms [C].

The next day David, Lou Ann, Jay,
Jane, Brian and Jud paddled the
Lake Fork Arm [D]. David and Lou
Ann went a short distance and
David tried to catch a three-foot
lake trout. Jud and Brian paddled
about 3.5 miles up the cove while
Jane and Jay paddled the full
length of the cove, a bit over five
miles.

B
C
A
D

JJ heard a forecast
of heavy rains and
flash floods for late
Sunday and Monday
so they all decided
to head home on
Sunday afternoon.
Jane, Jay, JJ, Brian, Lou Ann and Dave

Dave Hustvedt
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Lake Powell Houseboat III
September 22–28, 2013
TOWARD
BULLFROG

2013 was Rocky Mountain Sea Kayak
Club’s third wonderful houseboat trip
on Lake Powell. Bernie Dahlen, George
and Jen Ottenhoff, Dick Dieckman,
Marcia Dougherty, Brian Hunter, David
and Lou Ann Hustvedt, Clark Strickland,
Anna Troth and trip leader Jud Hurd
spent seven fun days enjoying the sun,
paddling, good friends and great food.
Because the previous trips had been from
Bull Frog in Utah, this year the group
launched at the south end out of the
Wahweap Marina near Page, Arizona.

WEST CANYON
WAHWEAP
MARINA

LABYRINTH
CANYON

FACE CANYON

They explored Face Canyon, West Canyon and Labyrinth Canyon, including a couple of very cool hikes into slot
canyons at the back of Face and Labyrinth. They did have high winds running 15-20 mph and gusting to 29 mph
a couple of days which limited their paddling somewhat, but everybody still got to do lots of kayaking and had a
great time. On the next pages are some of their comments and favorite pictures:
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THE SLOT CANYONS IN LABYRINTH CANYON
Photos by Brian, Anna, Bernie and Jud
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ANNA TROTH: I know everyone enjoyed the slot canyons, but I also had fun with Jen mixing (and drinking)
margaritas. There was a blender on the boat and Lake Powell glasses you could put your initials on and keep.
Here’s the recipe; you’ll also need limes, salt and ice:
1 oz. Triple Sec (Hiram Walker)
2 oz. Tequila (we used Lunazul)
8 oz. Freshies Margarita Mix

JEN OTTENHOFF: Anna was the queen of the margaritas.
I was only the tester and helper. She was awesome
with the drinks but she was a hoss in the water, too.
We had some windy days and paddled in whitecaps on
the last Friday. I was scared to death but that Anna
paddled steady as she goes.
Anna, who volunteers on archeology digs,
keeping a sharp eye on the ground

Several of us took a hike behind where
we were moored in West Canyon during a
windy day. It was fun seeing Anna find
artifacts. We all saw rocks but she found
a preform, a point that had not been
finished. Unbelievable!

Anna, Lou Ann, Brian, Bernie, Dick and Jen also found
an abandoned sheep camp with a small shelter and a rock corral

George

Clark

Bernie
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BRIAN HUNTER: The same, yet very different! That describes the south vs. the north, of Lake Powell that is.
I have been on three supported trips to this enchanted and mystical paddling location. Launching from the
Bullfrog farther north, my first trip was a special time of epiphany. Paddling back into narrow slot canyons
(only a few inches wider than my 23" beam), I realized just how special my kayak was as a vessel to get into
otherwise unreachable places. Launching from Wahweap farther south, on this trip the water was 111 feet below
full pool. Lower water uncovered beautiful narrow slot canyons, making for dramatic hikes. [Paste 36.99087 111.28685 into Maps Google (set to satellite view) to see where we started our last day hike into Labyrinth slot
canyon.]
One big takeaway for me is that low water means new opportunities for paddling and hiking that are hidden at
higher water levels. I wish we could have gotten google maps when we were there to see stuff just a little ways
away. I discovered that the zoom to max level google imagery is a different date than smaller scale imagery, in
this case max zoom was very close to
current water levels, although I am
not sure that will not always be true.
I also benefited from the onshore
high winds and waves in West Canyon.
The wind blowing toward the shore
provided safe conditions to try both
self and assisted rescues, and to
practice controlling my kayak in the
challenging rough water. When are
we going again?

Brian, about to start his re-entry

DICK DIECKMAN: “It was a wonderful trip. I especially liked the way we all
pulled together to get the jobs done that were maybe not that much fun.
The food was great.” By not-so-much-fun jobs did Dick mean loading and
unloading the boats or pumping out the black water tank?

Dick

Jen wrote, “Dick not only
plays the guitar some but
also builds them. The one
he took along he had just
finished and it was
beautiful.”

Anna, George and Lou Ann unloading
Dick’s hand-made wooden kayak

Brian working
the holding
tank pump
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MARSHA DOUGHERTY: The interesting
bush that we were seeing at the
campground and downtown Moab has
the common name Desert Willow.
However it is not a willow. It is
Chilopsis linearis, which is closer to
the catalpa family. Unfortunately, it
is not cold hardy in our area.

Marsha in Labyrinth Canyon writing in her journal

http://aggie-horticulture.tamu.edu/ornamentals/natives/
chilopsislinearis.htm

CLARK STRICKLAND: This RMSKC event was my first trip to Lake Powell/Glen Canyon National Recreation Area.
What a wonderful introduction to a fantastic publicly-owned site, and it was so lucky to be there in September
and not after the October 1 shut-down of our National Parks. Admiral Jud and Captain Dave guided us well and
safely. The food was all anyone could wish. Sunsets were spectacular. Fishing was fair (for some). The slot
canyons were truly unbelievable. The ship’s company was fun, welcoming, sharing and jovial (especially after
Anna’s margaritas). The only sad aspect
was Sue’s last-minute cancellation.
I especially liked the appropriately
conservative decision-making to return to
the houseboat on Thursday afternoon,
when the paddling group approached the
mouth of Labyrinth Canyon. The winds
were lively enough to make for a choppy
sea state opposite sheer cliffs with no
place to land in case of a problem.
My boat did the most light-footed dance
as we returned to a good dinner. I was
glad to have launched that day, gratified
to paddle with friends and happy to
return safely.
Clark, relaxing on the way out from the Wahweap Marina

When can we go again?
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DAVE HUSTVEDT: What can I say? It was
windy. We paddled and then we drank booze,
ate, and went to sleep. Then we awoke and did
it again.

Dave

Dave, Anna and the party table

THE LONE PADDLEBOARD’S COMMENTS: I am a sit-upon kayak
and a SUP combined. If you don’t know, SUP is for Stand Up Paddleboard, but some people think SUP is
silly...like,“Hey, what'S UP?” I have a place for my owner to sit and a place to stand up. My color is red in
front and yellow in back. Beautiful. Check out my picture with my owner at Lake Powell.
She brought me along so other kayakers on
the houseboat could try stand-up paddling.
My trip to Lake Powell started with me
strapped between my big brother and big
sister sea kayaks on my owner's car.

Lou Ann on her open cockpit kayak

At Lake Powell the eleven other kayaks and I
got lifted to the top of a houseboat. It was
fun to see the reaction of people near the
houseboat when all of us went up, and when
we all came down. I got strapped next to
Jud's cot. The rest were strapped together
on their sides to the railings on both sides.
My owner was in charge of the strapping, but
forgot to bring a long rug so we could slide up
the roof better.

Marsha and George paddled me around. Another kayaker tried for a few seconds but jumped off. Too bad I had
to stay on shore while the group went out in really rough waves and wind. I would have been so much more stable.
My owner is never afraid of falling off a sit-upon, but thought the sea kayak was scary in the bad weather.
Fortunately the weather was mostly very nice and the water was warm. When I got home, I said "Hi" to my twin.
We rack together. My owner offers to let anyone who wants try us. We are great for stable paddling.
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JuD HURD: Jud [below on the right] was the organizer and accountant for the trip, and wrote the introduction
to this article. He sent a quote that seems to sum up the fun-filled week: “People never really grow up, they just
learn how to behave in public.”

Although they went to a different
section of the lake, saw different
things and experienced different
weather, the logistics of Houseboat
III were similar to previous trips.
Some people carpooled to the put-in,
others didn’t. Most but not all
camped at the marina the night
before.

Back: Clark, Bernie
Front: Dick, Anna, Brian, Marsha, Lou Ann, Wilson, Dave, George, Jen, and Jud

Breakfast and lunch were left to
individuals, but dinners were
communal, with two people cooking
each night. Expenses for the boat,
insurance, gas and the evening meals
were shared; this year the costs
came to $390 per person.

Here and on the next page
are more pictures that
capture other bits of
this amazing area.

Evidence of recent hard rains at the
mouth of the slot canyon in West Canyon
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West Canyon reflections

View from above the houseboat in West Canyon

West Canyon

View from West Canyon
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COLORADO RIVER
LOWER GRAND CANYON RAFT TRIP
MAY 28 – JUNE 3, 2013
By Jud Hurd

Back in 2007 I did a Colorado
River six-day oar powered raft
trip through the upper Grand
Canyon. All during that trip our
tour guide kept referring to the
lower Grand Canyon as the Land of
the Giants. Ever since then I have
wanted to go back and complete
the whole canyon by doing the
lower portion. The Land of the
Giants just kept calling to me. So, I got on the web and researched all the raft vendors and selected a
Grand Canyon Whitewater (GCW) five-day motorized raft trip on the lower Grand Canyon from May 29th
through June 2nd.
Now we all know trips like this are a lot more fun when done with a friend so I sent an invitation out to the
RMSKC membership hoping someone would join me. As it turns out Dick Dieckman had never been to the
Grand Canyon, not even to go to the South Rim just to look down into the canyon. Visiting the Grand Canyon
had been one of his goals so he decided to join me. I was super excited to have a friend with whom to share
this experience.
We made our reservations in August and put down our $400 deposit. GCW provided custom-made rafts (duh),
life jackets, all meals, toilet facilities, unlimited water/lemonade/soda pop, and a sleeping bag, pillow, cot,
tent, chair and two dry bags. We brought a backpack, rain suit, clothes, water bottles, flashlight, toiletries,
medicines and alcohol. The alcohol arrangement was interesting. Our trip was just the lower canyon which
meant we had to hike in on the Bright Angel trail and pick up the raft trip just down river from Phantom
Ranch. Since we weren’t at the raft launching we couldn’t bring our own alcohol. GCW takes care of this by
providing a Beverage Order Form from the Cork ’N Bottle. You fill it out, include your check and mail it to
Cork ’N Bottle. They fill your order and deliver it to GCW who puts it on the raft for you. Dick and I decided
a case of Tecate would be good. That would give us each three beers per night to drink. Dick had some
doubts whether we could drink that much but I had confidence we were up to the task. Turned out I was
more than right.
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Another essential item for a Grand Canyon Colorado River trip is
Belknap’s Waterproof Grand Canyon River Guide. This gives you
some information on geology, history, archaeology, natural history,
etc. But most important is a map of the Grand Canyon starting
at Lees Ferry, Mile Zero, and ending at Lake Mead, Mile 279.
This was nice to have to look forward to our next day’s run, the
rapids we would hit and to make notes about the trip. I highly
recommend this for anybody doing a river trip.
Our official trip started at 5:30 AM at the Bright Angel Lodge
lobby to meet our trail guide and get instructions for hiking down
to the river. A dozen people took off for an 8-mile hike down
Bright Angel Trail. We hit the river at about Mile 89 where
Pipe Creek flows into the Colorado. The hike was strenuous but
the reward was joining our raft group while enjoying a delicious
riverside sandwich lunch. After lunch we loaded our personal gear
on the rafts and everybody boarded the rafts to head down river.
Bright Angel Trail

We rafted for five days and 137
miles on the Colorado River with
24 fun people and four guides.
The Grand Canyon Whitewater
guides took wonderful care of us,
providing canyon history and
narrative, reading us stories, and
preparing delicious and healthy
meals.
But most of all they kept us safe
while providing exciting rides
through the rapids. The lower
Grand Canyon has been described
as the Land of the Giants.

A guide enjoying a pool

That reputation is well
earned as we went
through a number of
very large rapids. We
also got to enjoy side
hikes up canyons to visit
waterfalls and swim in
crystal blue pools.
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It was amazing how busy the canyon is as we passed a number
of other groups including oar boats and dories, both private
and commercial. Part of the traffic was the wildlife including
a number of birds, lizards, one scorpion and lots of big horn
sheep grazing along the river banks. Of course, there was
also plenty of time to just relax and enjoy the beauty and
serenity of the Grand Canyon.

Dick Dieckman

It didn’t take us long to get into the daily rhythm of river rafting which went something like this: After a
good night’s sleep in our sleeping bags on the cots under the stars we wake to hot coffee, tea and juice while
the guides prepare us a great breakfast. Everybody slowly gets up and visits while sipping their beverage and
enjoying a hearty breakfast. The guides clean up and we
pack our dry bags and get ready to board the rafts. Chain
gangs are formed to quickly load all the gear and soon we are
off to enjoy quiet stretches of the river where you can just
relax or contemplate on whatever you want.

We also hit a number of great rapids. Your experience of
the rapids depends on where you choose to sit. You can pick
the bathtub—the front—where the rapids wash over you, or
you can choose the princess seat where you hardly get wet.

The bathtub experience
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We stop for lunch and the guides lay out a nice spread which usually includes fresh lunch meat, cheese,
vegetables, chips and dips. After lunch it is back onto the rafts for more exciting rapids. We may stop and
do a short hike or we may hike at our lunch or evening
stop. At one stop we even did a little cliff jumping.
Eventually we stop for the evening and form chain
gangs again to off-load the rafts. Everybody finds
their spot for the night to set up their cot while the
guides start dinner. The beer and other drinks come
out to enjoy with a nice appetizer as we visit with
other people on the trip.

The author, about to jump

After dinner we again sit and visit until
it is time to go to bed and stare at a
star-studded sky. We get up the next
morning and it starts all over again.
Well, after five days and four nights
enjoying this very special place, our trip
finally came to an end at Diamond Creek,
about Mile 225. Everybody grabbed
their personal gear and got off the rafts
Raft guides cook good food and lots of it
and onto old school buses that took us up
to the highway where we boarded small buses for the drive back to Flagstaff and then to the South Rim.
Dick and I spent the night and then headed home the next day.
This was one of my more memorable trips and it was made especially memorable because I got to share it
with a good friend. I would certainly do it again, except for the hike in. That was a killer. Rafting the
Lower Grand Canyon should definitely be on everybody’s bucket list; I hope everyone gets an opportunity
to do this trip.

EDITOR’S NOTE: RMSKC wants everyone to
paddle safely: take lessons to improve your
boat control and rescue techniques, and own
and use the proper equipment for the water
temperature and possible changes in weather.

Any sport carries with it risks, and it's for you to
know those risks and decide whether you are prepared
to accept them before undertaking any activity.
Kayaking is no different; it can be dangerous if not
done in a safe manner and should never be undertaken without proper training, experience and the
correct use of relevant safety equipment.
The Rocky Mountain Sea Kayaking Club cannot therefore accept responsibility for any injury or
accident which might occur as a result of articles, suggestions or images published in its publications
or on its website.
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MISCELLANEOUS TIDBITS
FROM
GLACIER BAY
By Sue Hughes
Paddling in Alaska had never
been in my plans, but when an
opportunity came up this August I remembered the
expeditions RMSKC members had written about and
off I went with a good friend and my daughter.
Our eight-day commercial trip was supposed to
have delivered us by tour boat to the point where
the East Arm [labeled “Muir Inlet” on this map] and
the West Arm spit from the lower part of Glacier
Bay. It was unclear why, but it turned out that we
paddled all the way north through the Beardslee
Islands and then spent just a couple of days by the
glaciers in the upper reaches of the East Arm.
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That was the first of the trip’s many issues, but
the bottom line was I had a good time and learned
lots and lots about myself and about paddling in this
part of the 49th state.
My first major realization was about the boats that
guide companies use: I’d always said that I would
THE BEA
not take a commercial trip because I didn’t want to
RDSLEE
S
GLACIER BAY, EAST ARM
motor around in a tandem. It turns out that is not
the only problem. I still don’t like doubles, but it’s
almost impossible to keep up with them if you’re in a single, and if it’s a wide, rocker-less heavy single it’s not
enough fun to bother. There are places where going with a commercial operation might be preferable to fielding
your own expedition, but I will think hard about the kayaks a business provides before I paddle with another tour.
I also learned something about my own paddling style. I’ve done miles and miles a day on Lake Powell and I’m a
pretty strong paddler, but what I like best is poking around. I’ve laughed that there’s not much difference
between one red side canyon at Lake Powell and the next, but I still want to see them all. That’s what I assumed
we’d do in Glacier Bay: have enough time to stop and check each cove and stream that we came across. Because
so many miles were added before we even got to the East Arm, most days were spent paddling from Point A
directly to Point B. For me that’s even less fun than steaming around in a double.
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Here are some other, more general, things I learned about
kayaking and camping in southeast Alaska. Some of them may
be of use to you if you are thinking of going:

It might RAIN.

Truly, it might rain really, really hard,
so hard you can’t see the mountains or the wildlife at
all. It might rain that hard for days and days.
Actually it could easily rain every single day of your
trip. It didn’t happen to us, but the possibility would
definitely make me think twice before I went again.

The mountains, on a rainy day

Close-ups work even in the rain

The PHOTOS you have seen won’t be what you will be able to take or even what you will see.

It took me
some expectation-adjusting to realize that “You will see whales” meant that you’ll see whale spouts and
maybe a back or, if you’re lucky, flukes coming up and
going down. Silly me, it hadn’t occurred to me that the
images I was expecting were captured on a rare sunny
day, by a photographer with a fabulous camera and an
expensive long-distance lens, who’d been out looking
for weeks and weeks...and then just got lucky. You
probably won’t get a glimpse of a mother otter hugging
her baby on her stomach, either.

Poor John Muir, I don’t know how he did it.

Thankfully,
My best whale picture
there is a lot of CLOTHING available today that can
make your trip much more comfortable. This is one of many sites for help comparing waterproof
fabrics: http://www.shopdenali.com/gg_wbbrands2.aspx. Here are some specifics:

HATS:

A goretex wide-brimmed hat makes it easier to see and hear than a hood. Kristy
and Rich Webbers have nice ones they got from REI. I loved the fleece skull cap I wore
under my hat when it was cold.

GLOVES:

In my opinion, the jury is still out on pogies vs. gloves. Dave Hustvedt swears by
his NRS titanium gloves but they’re expensive and hard to get on when your hands are
wet, and they don’t last long. Neoprene gloves mean your hands are prunes after a couple
hours of paddling. Pogies are cumbersome and not as warm as I was led to believe.

BOOTS:

High-top boots are the only way to go. I thought my Chota mukluks had much
better arch support and treads than the Xtra Tufs that everyone in Alaska favors.
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Specifics about CLOTHING, continued:
UPPER BODY:

I put on my light-weight synthetic down sweater (nano-puff) the minute I
stopped paddling. A fleece vest is a god-send, as are fleece quarter-zip shirts.

LOWER BODY:

Fleece pants and then heavy-duty goretex rain pants with a gusset in the
crotch so they move easily in all directions were perfect.

Here’s a list of PERSONAL

ITEMS,

some a little quirky, that made me happy:

I took my own PADDLE and my own PFD because it was worth the extra baggage charges to have a
light-weight paddle and a pfd that fit.

I prepared deck-sized, laminated CHARTS of the area we were paddling in, even though we were on a
guided trip; I also took my deck compass. For me, being able to look at the chart and know where we
were going and the names of the places we were paddling past was the best part of the trip; I am so
glad I took them.

I made LABELS for every dry bag.

With a lousy short-term
memory but a burning desire to have all my things easy to
locate, I need labels. I used pieces of the white tyvek-like
book mailers from Amazon.com and an indelible marker.
What a life-saver they were. Mine were pretty specific
and I got teased, but I relied on them all the time.

BANDANAS...because Kleenex do not work in the rain.
EYESHADES...because it’s hard to go to sleep when it’s still
sunny at 10:00.

A THERMOS to carry hot tea...because the ocean is 40º and
cold water to drink isn’t the answer.

A few PRUNES in the morning and an IBUPROFEN PM at night cured almost everything.
My blue plastic IKEA SHOPPING BAG was an ideal gear carrier; when I put it down stuff didn’t get full
of pebbles.

Expensive brand name ZIP-LOCK BAGGIES, the kind with hard plastic sliders, were a great purchase.
They shut easily and reliably, even when my hands were cold or wet.

Black GARBAGE BAGS meant I could get my wet gear, and all of it was wet, home without soaking
everything else in my duffle.
For you desert paddlers, some bits about CAMPING

IN REAL RAIN

in the Land of the Midnight Sun:

Keep a pair of dry socks in your sleeping bag and never take them out.
Actually, keep a whole set of clothes that is used only in the tent so you’ll always have something dry to
sleep in, even if it means putting on wet gear in the morning.

Sadly, goretex is only good up to a point.

A rubber rain jacket is the only thing that will totally keep
you dry if it’s pouring day after day but, of course, you’ll drown in your perspiration.

Put a tarp up over your tent spot before you set up the tent—everything will stay much drier.

Then

you’ll need another tarp for cooking under, won’t you?

Get out your flashlight before you go to bed, even if it’s going to be light for hours; it won’t be easy to
find later in the dark when you really need it.
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Enough about the minutia, what about
the trip itself? Although the paddling
days were too long, the Beardslees, in
the southern part of Glacier Bay, were
an interesting maze and there was lots
of wildlife. I do wish we had been able
to take more time to work on navigating
among all the islands; I was never sure
where on the chart we were which was
frustrating.
When it was clear, the peaks of the
Fairweather Range to the west of the
lower bay were stunning. It wasn’t
windy and the water was sheltered so we only had significant seas for a couple of hours on two different days.
The weather was mostly sunny, and warm enough to want shorts during a few of the lunch breaks.
The upper East Arm has less vegetation because it has
only been out from under glacier ice for about a hundred
years, but the tundra-like landscape was lovely, too. The
variety of rocks made me wish I’d studied more geology.

High tide on the shores of the lagoon in front of
McBride Glacier, which is marked with an arrow

The very best part of the trip was camping two nights on
the shores of the lagoon in front of McBride Glacier and
then paddling there among the icebergs with seals and
flocks of screaming black-footed kittiwakes on the cliffs.

Low tide on McBride Lagoon

Later that day several of us went farther up
Muir Inlet to check out Riggs Glacier. It has
receded so much in the last few years that it
is no longer a tidewater glacier.
I wish we’d had time to go all the way to up
the far arm to Muir Glacier, but the next
morning we needed to head back down the
west side of the East Arm to catch the boat
which would tour us around the West Arm and
then drop us at our lodge in Bartlett Cove.
Riggs Glacier, farther up the East Arm from McBride Glacier
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Most of the last two days back to the pick-up point
were rainy and bleak, with the only mosquitoes of
the trip and a night of a drenching downpour. Thank
goodness everything got soaked the last days of the
trip instead of the first!

Crossing the mouth of Wachusetts Inlet

On the East Arm south of Wachusetts Inlet. Here the
vegetation is still scrubby and the water is turquoise from
glacial silt but the ice bergs have disappeared. Closer to the
lower bay the water clears and the trees get larger.

The author in McBride Lagoon

Thank goodness, also, for the Rocky Mountain Sea Kayak Club. I would not have gone on
this tour if I hadn’t read the accounts of the self-supported trips to Glacier Bay that
Dave and Lou Ann Hustvedt made, with Jud Hurd and Al Lovas the second year. [Check
issues 19-2b and 20-2b of The Mountain Paddler on the RMSKC website.]
And I would have been miserable without all the help friends and RMSKC members gave
me before I left: I learned about tyvek labels from Brian Curtiss and taking a thermos
to fill the night before from Jay Gingrich. Countless others discussed cold weather and
rainy weather gear with me and many sent me off with their charts, gloves, pogies, hats,
mosquito nets, paddle pants, and even a storm cag. Thank you, everyone.

Darling Daughter
rocking her plastic
sprayskirt while the
weather was still warm
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MERCHANTS WHO OFFER DISCOUNTS
FOR

CLUB MEMBERS:

 AAA INFLATABLES (dry gear, clothing, PFDs)

3264 Larimer Street, Denver
303-296-2444
 COLUMBIA RIVER KAYAKING/SEA KAYAK BAJA

RMSKC
SUPPORTERS

Puget Island, WA, an hour from Astoria, OR
www.columbiariverkayaking.com/baja
 CONFLUENCE KAYAKS

1615 Platte Street, Denver
303-433-3676
 GOLDEN RIVER SPORTS

Take your ACA card
and mention RMSKC
when asking for your
member discount.

806 Washington Avenue, Golden
303-215-9386
 OUTDOOR DIVAS (15%)

1133 Pearl Street, Boulder
303-449-3482
 RIVER MOUSE KAYAKS (Club member Ray Van Dusen)

ray@rivermousekayaks.com
303-421-3729
10% on gear; 5% on your 2nd (or more) kayak

 Fine British boats  Werner paddles  BCU Level 4 coaching 

COLUM B IA RIVER KAYAKING and
303-421-3729

SEA KAYAK BAJA
10% DISCOUNT FOR RMSKC MEMBERS

www.columbiariverkayaking.com/baja
Raymond Van Dusen
ray@rivermousekayaks.com

13 years experience in Mexico  Safety-conscious fun 
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