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I’ve been mumbling
DITOR S NOTE
By Sue Hughes
about having more and
different contributors
to RMSKC publications and it’s happened ! This issue
is full of accounts written by people who are new
members or who haven’t written for us before.
Everyone has their own style, and people focus on
different aspects of paddling. Expanding our group
of writers, and paddlers, enriches us all. I am thankful
for everyone who took the time to send in their
thoughts and their photos.
See you at the pool or the Winter Party, or before!
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HORSETOOTH RESERVOIR PADDLE
AND FINE PATIO DINING, JULY 15:
Thirteen RMSKC members launched at Satanka Bay at
the north end of the reservoir. The water was high and
they paddled south along the west side, poking into every
arm of Soldier Canyon Cove and Eltuck Bay, and on to
Orchard Cove for a total of about seven miles.
They ate lunch at Orchard Cove and then, because the
weather looked iffy and the speedboats were making
lots of waves, and because trip leader Jud Hurd had a
second lunch waiting at his house in Fort Collins, the
group decided to head back to the put-in and on to the
after-paddle gathering.
Jud and Gail Hurd served pulled pork sandwiches, from a wild hog Gail had shot in Oklahoma, baked beans from a
new recipe which Jud swears is better than the one we’ve been enjoying at PaddleFest for years, and coleslaw.
Not everyone who paddled stopped by, but those who did enjoyed the food, visiting with each other and getting
to know some of the newer members. Leah and Joe picked the sour cherries the Hurds didn’t want to leave for
the birds and were excited about making a pie. Craig Godbout, from Bellvue, who hosted the get-together in
2016, stopped by; he had been white water kayaking that morning.

Back in the coves it’s not
a big lake with heavy motor boat traffic

Harold Christopher
and Joe Findley weaving through the trees
Photos by Brian Hunter
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People who traveled to Ft. Collins for the Horsetooth paddle were: Leah Bornstein and Joe Findley, Sandy Carlsen
and Harold Christopher, Marsha Dougherty, Tim Fletcher, Von Fransen, Sue Hughes, Brian Hunter, Jud Hurd,
George Ottenhoff, Michaela Poole, Clark Strickland, and Dick Dieckman. [Dick missed the turn off to the Satanka
put-in and launched from the west side of the reservoir at Lory State Park. He paddled south along the west
shore ahead of the RMSKC group which didn’t know where he was and never caught up to him.]

Clark, Sue and Von showing the Emergency
Information Cards they carry in their PFDs

Most of the group
at the lunch stop in Orchard Cove

UNION RESERVOIR: Brian Hunter, Marsha Dougherty, Rich Webber, and prospective member Phil Sidoff
paddled Union on August 23. Brian was discussing Greenland paddle techniques with Phil on an ordinary sunny
summer paddle; no one took photos. [Phil has joined RMSKC since this outing.]
Another day Gary McIntosh and Ray Van Dusen drove to Longmont. Ray relaxed on the shore with a book and
Gary paddled with Rich and Kristy Webber, who’s getting back her paddling form following a drawn-out bout with
the aftereffects of a broken wrist.

GLENDO, WYOMING: Dave Hustvedt proposed a paddle on
Glendo Reservoir to be timed to view the eclipse. A handful of
people were interested but they soon learned that all of Glendo’s
camping spots were already reserved.
Annette Mascia found some at near-by Guernsey, but they were
pretty rough. The email from the rangers was blunt: the sites
were “very basic...newly mowed field...porta-potties but no
water…and people with trailers should bring leveling blocks”.
Camping for least two nights, to avoid the traffic jams on I-25
that CDOT had predicted, began to sound less and less attractive.
After dozens and dozens of emails, the adventure was scrapped.
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LAKE PUEBLO
Lunch stop

6-10-2017

As some of you know this was my first time to organize
By Jay Bailey, Trip Leader
a trip for the RMSKC. I have been organizing trips for
years but not for a group as diverse as the club; other
trips I have planned have been for folks whose abilities are well known to me. I love planning adventures and I like
to think I'm fairly good at it. That said, I have several thoughts about our Lake Pueblo paddle.

DETAILS

ABOUT THIS PADDLE:

The original plan was to paddle from Portland to Lake Pueblo. On the planned weekend the Arkansas River was
rising to 3,500 cfs and above and the decision was made not to do this float. [Read the description of the proposed
17 mile trip down the Arkansas River to Lake Pueblo in the following section.] The alternative was to launch from
the small craft boat ramp in the wildlife area west of the north entrance to the state park. This plan created a
round trip paddle of about eight miles.
This is a paddle I do regularly this time of year because it is beautiful and it takes full advantage of the "no wake"
rule on the west end of the lake. We had gentle wind and the paddle out was very enjoyable. Once we arrived at
the estuary created by the lake backing up into the Arkansas river we stopped briefly in the Taj Mahal Slough to
collect ourselves. While there we bird watched and got warning slaps from a beaver.
From the Taj we paddled up the river awhile. With the river moving that much water there was enough current
to make upriver progress somewhat challenging; it was Class I moving water. The farther up the river we traveled
the more apparent it became that we had reached our limits as a group. We did experience close encounters
with a strainer, a dropped paddle and a failed attempt to get off the river in moving water that was too deep.
Thankfully all ended well and we all learned from the experiences. One of the more pretty aspects of the upriver
portion of the paddle was watching Jay Gingrich negotiate eddies and execute ferry crossings.
On Sunday we did a short paddle into Turkey Creek Canyon and really enjoyed the morning. The weather for the
weekend was great except that it was miserably hot. We went swimming in the lake both days to cool off. The
nights cooled nicely and made for great sleeping. We had some noise problems Friday night made by campers not
sensitive to others. Saturday night was much quieter with no noise complaints from our group.
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THE

PARTICIPANTS:

I was pleased by the quality personalities that participated in the paddle. Everyone had an interesting story. I
really enjoyed their company. Group interactions were comfortable and easy. There was a lot to learn from everyone.
I didn't anticipate the wide range of skill levels and fitness. I had an impression that the club was composed
mostly of folks that had paddled a fair amount, and from following the RMSKC google group chat there seems to
be active skills development going on. Getting to know the individual and group dynamics takes time. This group
provided me with an enjoyable time and a perfect learning experience.
[Sixteen paddlers was a larger than usual group. They were Trip Coordinator Jay Bailey and Chris Davenport, and
Karen Amundson, Marsha Dougherty, Anne Fiore, Von Fransen, Jay Gingrich and Jane Lewis, Gregg Goodrich and
Anna Troth, Brian Hunter, Jud Hurd, Marlene Pakish and Julie Rekart, Julie Pfannenstein, and Clark Strickland.]

Jud Hurd, Julie Pfannenstein, Jane Lewis

IMPRESSIONS

OF

Jay Gingrich, Buster the Dog,
Marsha Dougherty, Karen Amundsen, Anne Fiore

RMSKC:

It seems from my brief exposure to the club that there is a core group
that participates regularly. I am a member of the Colorado Springs
Cycling Club (CSCC) and RMSKC reminds me of CSCC in content and
purpose. It is a great way for people with a common interest to get
together and play. I am impressed with the amount of events that the
club undertakes. I am also impressed with the effort that seems to be
made to provide opportunities for skills development.

A

SELF-EVALUATION:

I have thought through many aspects of the weekend and taken notes.
Although I’ve organized paddling events before, looking back I realize
I was new to RMSKC paddles and how they function. It would have been
Anna Troth, Brian Hunter
helpful to learn more about the expectations and norms within the club
and the ACA, especially before jumping into the water by leading such a large group. I could mention specifics,
like the importance of assigning a point and a sweep during a paddle, as well as keeping the group together during
the paddle. These are things I have definitely learned for next time. Learning the participants' the paddling
background is also important.
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LAST

THOUGHTS:

Thanks for paddling with Chris and
me. We had fun and hope to do it again.

Trip Leaders Jay Bailey (who is not in a witness
protection program) and Chris Davenport

Birders Gregg Goodrich and Anna Troth

BIRD LIST
from Gregg Goodrich and Anna Troth,
with additions from Jay Bailey




















Scaled Quail 1
Great Blue Heron 2
Killdeer 2
Spotted Sandpiper 2
Rock Wren 3

Marlene’s good photo of the black remiges,
or flight feathers, on this pelican’s wings

Yellow Warbler 4
Red-winged Blackbird 5
Western Meadowlark 2
Black-headed Grosbeak 1
Osprey 8 (4 active nest platforms)
American White Pelican 18
Double Crested Cormorant 10
Common Grackle
Western King Bird
Rock Dove (pigeon)
Red-Tailed Hawk
White Crowned Sparrow
Northern Mockingbird

This is not a pink stick;
it is a SNAKE. The locals call them “Red Racers,”
but they are Coachwhips. The Colorado Parks and Wildlife
website says that they are only pink in south east Colorado.
Photographs by Marlene Pakish
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THE ORIGINAL PLAN:
17 MILES DOWN THE ARKANSAS RIVER
TO

LAKE PUEBLO

By Jay Bailey, from his May 2017 email to RMSKC members

WHERE? Portland was at one time a small railroad town roughly 25 miles
northwest of Pueblo. Today it is the site of a cement plant that once
produced cement still referred to as "Portland Cement". On the map
Portland is mentioned where state highway 120 crosses the Arkansas River
east of Florence and becomes County Road 120. [See the map on page 9.]

The author

Our put-in is on the south side of the bridge that crosses the Arkansas River at the cement plant entrance.
From there we will paddle 17 miles to Lake Pueblo. Our takeout will be at the small concrete boat ramps located
in the wildlife area west of the state park on the north side of the lake. (The entrance to the wildlife area is
just before the north entrance to the state park.)
If you have never been in this section of the Arkansas River you're in for a treat. It is a beautiful low canyon
with just enough evidence of the past to make it interesting. I have had deer swim the river in front of me on
this float, there are bighorn sheep in the upper section, and I have seen domestic (or feral) goats scampering
around on the cliff sides.

WHEN? June 10, 2017. This will be an all-day event because we must shuttle our boats and ourselves to the
put-in and then shuttle drivers back to the put-in from the takeout at the end of the day.

PADDLE PLAN: The current in the river will be roughly 4 mph. The actual paddle time should be four to five
hours depending on the group’s whim. There is no need for hurry and no reason not to stay reasonably cohesive
as a group. We will stop along the way as needed for the call of nature breaks, stretching, and food, etc. We will
have a point person and a sweep person. There will be many eddies we can dive into for rest, conversation and
regrouping. No one gets left behind. No one wanders off.

GROUP SIZE: Who knows? I'm not sure there is any reason to limit the size of the group. I think it is more
important to be safe and aware of each other. This is a river that will be in flood in June.

SKILL LEVEL: I am calling this a Class I river trip because it generally meets that description. However it is not
a section of river to be taken lightly. The problem is that it is gentle enough to lull you to sleep and then get you
into trouble; one needs to be aware when paddling a river. It is important that you are comfortable paddling on
moving water; an understanding of how current forms eddies and how to negotiate an eddy line is also important.
I have seen more than one canoe wrapped up in a partially submerged tree on this stretch of river. Another hazard
I have encountered is current that sweeps into a cut bank. This situation is to be avoided because you will probably
capsize. There will be several standing waves. It is tempting to play on these waves but one needs to understand
that nearly all of the standing waves on this stretch of river are cause by tree debris; tree debris is an entrapment
hazard. There will also be "strainers" along the way with current moving through them.
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SKILL LEVEL,

CONTINUED:

Now that I have pointed out some of the obvious hazards I must say that this is a
relatively easy paddle for those fairly comfortable in their kayak.

PRE-TRIP LOGISTICS: My plan is to camp at Juniper Breaks campground at Lake Pueblo State Park on Friday,
June 9. I have reserved a site in the G Loop. This loop is fairly close to the water and private to the east. If
you are coming from out of town I recommend you spend Friday night in Pueblo or at the state park. (There are
hotels in Pueblo West off the McCulloch Boulevard exit. The state park reservation link is: http://cpw.stat
e.co.us/placestogo/parks/LakePueblo/Pages/Camping.aspx)
Chris and I plan to spend Saturday night at the same campsite. We enjoy camping and it will be nice to have a
night under the stars after a great day of paddling. All are welcome to camp Saturday night as well and save the
drive home for when you are rested. There is the possibility of a Sunday morning paddle on the lake but it would
not be a club trip.

PUT-IN

AND

SHUTTLE DETAILS: Regardless of where you spend Friday night we will meet at Juniper Breaks

Campground, Lake Pueblo State Park early on the morning of the 10 th. I would like to have boats and equipment
loaded and ready to travel by 8:00 with hopes of being on the water by 10:00 or so. The drive to the put-in
should take about 45 minutes, but as you all know everything takes longer than one would think when a group is
involved.

We should attempt to take as few cars as possible to our put-in, so if you have rack capacity for extra boats consider bringing it to the campground. In the past we have left someone with the boats at the takeout while the
return shuttle to the put-in was accomplished. This requires that we have cars at the takeout for this purpose.
Drivers will be taken back to the put-in to retrieve cars. If you are staying with boats at the takeout you will
need things to make the wait pleasant such as food, water, sun protection, and a chair of some sort to sit in. The
wait can be pleasant if you’re prepared for it.

GEAR: Kayaks can be plastic or composite. A maneuverable choice is more fun. No canoes please. I have paddled
this section in a whitewater boat but it makes for a long slow slog back to the takeout once out of current. At
the end of the paddle there is a two mile or more paddle on the lake where there could be wind.
If you have and are comfortable with a whitewater throw bag please bring it. A helmet is optional but feel free
to wear one if you like. Of course we all need the usual appropriate PFD with whistle etc. I recommend you bring
a chair of some sort you can stow in your hatch; you will appreciate it at lunch. There can always be rain and wind,
so come prepared for the weather with clothing, ditch bag, sunscreen, etc. Bring plenty of water and food. If
you have a first aid kit bring it. The biggest on land hazards are cactus and snakes. Don't forget toilet supplies.

SUMMATION: Chris and I haven't done this trip in several years now. It is one of our local favorites. If the
weather or any other occurrence should interfere with this trip happening on the dates scheduled we will try to
reschedule.

WHY
FOR

THIS PADDLE PLAN WAS CANCELLED

2017

IS EXPLAINED ON THE NEXT PAGE
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MAY 25

EMAIL FROM

JAY BAILEY: Yesterday I drove out to our put-in for this paddle as due diligence. I

wanted to look things over and assess real-world river conditions. The Florence River Park is a nice little park on
the river at the junction of Highways 115 and 120. They have a boat launch ramp with easy access to the river.
This is a great place to put in with lots of shaded
parking. There is a bridge on Hwy. 115 less than
a quarter of a mile downstream of the put-in.
What I was told is that Fremont County had
chronic problems with erosion around the bridge
work. Roads and Bridges’ solution was to put in
rock work along both shore lines above the
bridge to force water into the center channel.
There is also a low head spillway just below the
put-in. They did a nice job of constructing the
spillway with a boat ramp on one side so that the
spillway is float-able.
The problem for us is that the rock work has created an eighth of a mile stretch of Class 3 whitewater with a
large hydraulic at the bottom of the spillway. Although this short section of whitewater would be fair game in a
whitewater boat, I think it means that a club paddle would be unwise. I have researched other possible put-ins and
have found none. The land between Florence and Pueblo is private. Rivers go up and down. This time of year the
river is only going to rise over the next two weeks.
All is not lost. The west end of the lake is an amazing paddle right now and USGS data seems to suggest that the
lake is going to get even larger as the lakes in the upper Arkansas drainage fill up and snow melt increases over
the next two weeks. Lake Pueblo becomes the only place left to store water.
What I suggest is that the plan for this club paddle remains the same except for where we paddle. This makes
logistics a whole lot simpler. The real bonus is that Saturday morning becomes leisurely. I like leisurely. If anyone
has other suggestions that would be great.
I'm disappointed but still excited to get together and paddle on Lake Pueblo.

Von
Von

Julie R.

Clark

Other members on this
year’s Lake Pueblo paddle:
Von Fransen, Julie Rekart
and Clark Strickland.
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RESCUE
ON THE

ARKANSAS,

FLORENCE TO PUEBLO
EDITOR’S NOTE: In

8-6-2017

By Sue Hughes, Anne Fiore and Jay Bailey
emails back and forth
with Jay as the previous
article about Lake Pueblo was being formatted and proofed, I commented that I was really sorry the
Arkansas River portion of that outing got cancelled. He responded that the conditions had improved
and would probably be good for the next week or two, and suggested that we get a group together.
We quickly planned an impromptu paddle with Jay’s partner Chris Davenport, and Gary Cage and Anne
Fiore, although Gary didn’t end up joining us. [Anne taught an RMSKC class on river paddling which I’d
taken. Read about it in 21-1b Mountain Paddler, Early Summer 2013.]
We put in below Florence where the bridge on Highway 115 crosses the river. As we did, I mentioned
I was worried that the water was zippier than I expected and that I thought I was in over my head.
Indeed, I was. Here’s the account of my capsize and swim, and Jay and Anne’s emails about it.

SUE’S

DESCRIPTION OF THE EVENT: The water was faster, and there were more turns and more debris to

dodge than any river paddling I’d done. Jay was ahead of me and Chris and Anne were behind me when, about
three miles into the 18-mile trip, I banked up against a huge tree trunk and flipped. I clearly remember thinking,
“Hum, this boat is not going to turn back over,” so I did a wet-exit.
I righted my kayak and Jay was there in a second. He gave it to Anne and Chris, and I held onto the tail of his
boat. It seemed like we went downstream with me in the water a long time before we eddied out. I was getting
shaky and had put on a dry fleece top of Jay’s when we realized
that Anne and Chris, who were wrangling my boat, weren’t going
to make the small eddy we were in and were headed farther
downstream to a more likely spot on the opposite shore.
I removed the dry fleece, got back in my wet clothes and swam
off the back of Jay’s boat again until we reached the other
bank where my butt bounced on the rocks until I could stumble
to shore. By the time we got there the others had my boat
completely pumped out and ready. I needed some time to get into
the dry clothes I had in my hatch, have a snack and calm down.
While I was gathering my wits, Jay looked around and found
some fresh bobcat tracks.

Bobcat tracks
in the muddy bank
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The rest of the miles down to Lake Pueblo were still twisty and
full of downed trees, and a rock that took a big chunk out of my
fiberglass boat, but we had a good time and Jay provided lots of
history about the things we saw along the way.
Looking back, I was appalled by how out-of-it and passive I was
during the incident. I don’t remember having any ideas about
how to proceed. I'm sure I would have risen to the task of saving
my neck if I hadn't felt that the situation was under control by
my mates’ actions, but I didn't have any background knowledge
from which to start. I’m so glad Anne and Jay did !

ANNE’S

Fiberglass crunch,
later repaired by Jerry Nyre of Canoe Colorado

NEXT-DAY EMAIL

ABOUT THE

ARKANSAS RIVER RESCUE:

Saw Sue go over. Glad that Jay was paying attention since I forgot to yell, “Swimmer,” although I’m not sure
how effective yelling is on the river and I might point out that my first responsibility was to pay attention
and not become a second swimmer. Once I had negotiated the same section, I looked ahead and saw Sue had
grabbed unto the rear of Jay’s boat and was holding unto her boat. I am not sure if I have the following
sequence correct, but here are things we did:
We relieved her of holding her boat by clipping her boat to my waist-tow-bag short line, the easiest and quickest
to access, which left them free to get her to shore. At this point, I will call out that Sue’s kayak was not actually
behind mine, more to the rear and one side. Lost gear: Jay scooped up Sue’s water bottle. Somehow I heard
that Sue lost her paddle and turning upstream saw it and scooped it up. I tried to stick it somewhere but could
not quickly so I started paddling with two paddles.
Jay and Sue tried to find a space on river right but there was no easy place to get out and no good eddies.
Finally they did find a spot to get Sue out of the water. I was in process of eddying out but missed the eddy
they were in. Having missing it, I wanted to turn back down river, which was tricky towing a boat.
During the process of turning back downstream, Sue’s boat got hung up on rocks, turned sideways, and flipped.
At this point there was no slack in that line so I could not move backward (pinned by Sue’s boat) or forward (no
slack in the line). After a few attempts of freeing that line, I finally simply unhooked my waist bag.
With that, I could at least paddle to Sue’s boat and unhook that tow line. In addition, I righted her boat (which
was actually easier than expected) and was able to head downstream.
Now, a new problem: that waist bag was caught up in my rudder and thus not only useless but a new hazard: being
caught up on a rock or other stream hazard. Why did I think about this? On the Niobrara a few years ago one
of those flimsy lines on my kayak came unhooked and I did get caught on a rock.
At the moment though, I concentrated on getting my second tow rope tied into Sue’s boat which I did successfully.
I thought I also secured ‘my end’ to my boat but either I did not or it came loose. Jay yelled that there was too
much slack and I pulled the boat in.
Now what to do? Get to shore!
At this point I might add the river was moving right along and still hazard-strewn. I could see a nice landing spot
but there was another hazard on the opposite side and it created a riffle with a nice eddy below (on the back
opposite the hazard). The eddy would be best but I was concerned that Sue’s boat would be hung up on the hazard.
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I made it to the bank but not out
of the water enough to try and
get out and pull both my boat and
Sue’s out. Luckily Chris was right
there to help! She got out, pulled
her boat up first than stabilized
me and pulled Sue’s boat to shore.
Now to get Jay and Sue on our
side: They paddled over but could
not stop on the upper side and
went through the shallows (which
must have hurt). Sue did have her
feet up and downstream the whole
time: the proper position. Once in
the eddy, she was able to swim the
remaining way. Whew! Made it.

JAY’S

NEXT-DAY THOUGHTS:

Anne in a calmer part of the river

I've been thinking about our paddle a lot—almost preoccupied with the unfolding of our swimmer recovery. I
have a lot to say about that process but I also don't want to let a wonderful paddle become all about the rescue.
Our 18 mile paddle was the most exciting day of paddling I have had in a while and I'm sure it was for Sue. We
had a great day and successfully got a swimmer back in her boat. While waiting for the shuttle cars to return I
also got to watch a Snowy Egret and a Great Blue Heron argue over a fishing spot (the heron won as she was
twice the size of the egret).
Speaking about the float generally, I underestimated the technical nature of the river. It is true, as I have
said, that the river in this section is Class I but I now think there are sections that are Class II. [https://
www.americanwhitewate r.org/content/Wiki/safety: start. This is the American Whitewater site. It is a good
reference point for discussion.]
Next time I float the Portland to Lake Pueblo Arkansas River it will be with full acknowledgement that it’s a
whitewater paddle. I think we should have had helmets on and our tow systems should have been geared toward
whitewater. I am really happy that Anne was as prepared as she was and capable of utilizing her gear. I had no
tow system and only had a throw bag to utilize as a line. In our swimmer recover we never deployed a throw bag
once the swimmer was close enough to do so. I own a PFD with a Cow Tail Tow and I typically paddle with a sea
kayak tow belt but didn't have either on this paddle. Chris owns a tow belt. We seldom, or really never, have it
with us. We got lucky. Our swimmer recovery was successful partly because we had what we had and knew what
we knew. We deserve some credit for that but we also have to take ownership for what we didn't have.
What we could do in the future is be better prepared before taking on specific paddles. I need to remember
what I have learned in the past—pull those experiences and that knowledge out of the closet of my mind and
dust them off before a river trip does it for me. Practicing paddler skills is important. It is easy to get lazy
about this. Maybe next time we can have a pre-trip training session. Doing so would be a good way to review and
use our gear in a safe environment.
Another important thing is that the swimmer became cold. It could have potentially become a huge factor. The
day we paddled was not a hot day and the water was probably in the 60 degree range (just guessing). We should
have been dressed for immersion.
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My thoughts about the kayaks we used on Sunday are that rudders are probably not the best thing to have
sticking up on the back of a boat and we unfortunately found out that composite kayaks are definitely not a good
idea on this section of river. The design of the kayaks seemed to work fine but the rudders themselves just
stick up and can become a problem as Anne mentioned. I have seen composite kayaks used on the Colorado River
and the Green River with no problem. The section of the Arkansas we paddled is very different from either of
those rivers. My "local knowledge" of this stretch of the river has been duly updated.
I have already mentioned things I could do differently in the future: bring the equipment that I already have
and practice using it. I have other observations that probably should also be mentioned. In classes I have taken
in the past, and the experiences I have had whitewater paddling with experienced paddlers, it has always been
emphasized that decks should be kept clear and the gear we wear should be kept at the essentials. It's obvious
why. Once in the water, or once being assisted by another paddler, or once trying to crawl back into your boat,
it is easy to see how things that dangle can become a problem. This should be something that is considered in all
paddling environments. [Editor’s note: Deck baggage was not actually a problem in this situation.]
We all seemed to have enough paddle skill to navigate the section of river we paddled. What I noticed about us
is that we all need more experience paddling this type of water. Boats designed for this type of river travel
would help, but they’re expensive and probably not practical unless one plans to do more of it than we do.
To manage the boat handling we needed at times also required power in our paddle strokes. Developing that
strength requires training. I found the paddle was pretty physical at time. It is easy to see how fitness can play
an important part in recovery efforts.
All things considered we had a great paddle. I learned that Anne is a knowledgeable and experienced paddler. I
discovered that Sue is a good paddler willing to take on new experiences and push her limits. During our swimmer
recovery her composure made the experience easier than it could have been. I have realized many things from
our paddle. I won't stop reflecting upon it for a long time. The lessons will carry over to all the paddling I do in
the future. Let’s do it again !

BITS

FROM OTHER EMAILS:

For me, it’s nice to look back and see how many of the emails had “A Good Day” as the subject line.” Jay said,
“Thank you both for a wonderful day. I hope all of Sue's parts work in the morning. The boat will take a little
more effort. It can be made beautiful again. It was an adventure for sure.“
Anne wrote, “And thank you, everyone, too! We rolled into Longmont around 8:00 PM after a scenic drive north on
Highway 115 watching the rain storm roll in over the crags. It was a great day and nice to have a long day on the
river. And a good opportunity to practice river rescue with a sea kayak on a river that is moving right along.”
Later I remarked to Anne that I remember Jay saying a couple times while he was trying to get me back across
the river that the tow line should be shorter, but I don't know what his thinking was. I said I was zapped/cold/
passive enough that I wasn't aware of lots that went on.
She responded, “Taking a swim is pretty scary and very disorientating; of course it’s a bit hazy. I think Jay was
probably referring to that second rope bag and line that started to get away from me. Yes, at that point the line
was too long. I've participated in a bunch of paddle/boat/swimmer rescues (including being the swimmer) with white
water boats but this one was definitely different, starting with there being no place to eddy out for a long way.”
Jay sent these two links about using tow belts:
Whitewater: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=iOH19kjb4Xc
Sea: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=otEmFcTTrIU
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PHOTOS
FROM THE

ARKANSAS RIVER
PADDLE

Colorado Fuel and Iron’s gravity-driven conduit,
built to supply water to Lake Minnequa
for use in the Pueblo steel mill

The Taj Mahal.
a huge beaver lodge
near the beginning of the lake

Chris Davenport
Jay, Sue and Chris
Photos by Anne Fiore and Sue Hughes
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STERLING RESERVOIR,

Staying together
on Saturday’s homeward crossing

ON THE WINDY HIGH PLAINS
By Anna Troth

Sue Hughes, Jud Hurd, Annette Mascia
and Gregg Goodrich and I arrived at the
Chimney View Campground early Friday
evening, June 16th. Anne Fiore came later
and we were expecting Dave Hustvedt in
the morning. We set up tents and enjoyed
the open prairie vistas during Happy Hour.

Annette, Sue, Gregg and Jud

Although we wanted to be lazy, we decided to put in earlier
than usual on Saturday morning because of the wind forecast;
we texted that information to Dave.
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We launched from the Elks Boat Launch at 8:30AM to paddle the Darby Arm. Unfortunately Dave hadn’t gotten
our message about the time change, but we met him later in the day at our lunch stop.
The morning paddle was low wind and sunny, and
we paddled up the right side of the arm exploring
various inlets. We didn't make it to the end, but
paddled over to the other side and back down.
We had lunch near a heron rookery where Dave
found us. The wind was coming up so, even though
it was early, we decided to paddle back across
the arm and over to the boat launch where our
cars were. Anne Fiore expertly led us across in
the wind; see the photo on the previous page.
Dave paddled back to the Swim Beach launch area
where he’d left his car and headed for home, as
did Anne Fiore.

Paddling in and out of the trees
along the shore was a fun part of the first day.

The rest of the afternoon and evening it was very windy. Appetizers started
and ended early for those of us who stayed, and then we retired to our tents to
read. A few of us contemplated going home that evening. We had to be creative
to block the wind in order to cook our dinners.
Sunday morning dawned sunny, beautiful and calm. We drove over to the West
Trailhead to launch near the Cunningham Arm. We paddled up to the end of
Cunningham Arm in
the morning and
were done around
noon.

Annette used her
car door as a wind break

Sue, Jud, Gregg
and I had lunch in
Sterling at the
River City Grill,
which is excellent.

Sue, and Jud headed for home. Annette went to
visit the Overland Trail Museum in Sterling but it
was closed, so she left for Colorado Springs. Gregg
and I stayed Sunday night. The campground was
almost empty. We saw a beautiful sunset.

Sunday morning sunrise

There was lots
of poison ivy
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BIRDS RECORDED
Mallard 22
Ring-necked Pheasant 2
Western Grebe 1
Double-crested Cormorant 1
American White Pelican 60
Turkey Vulture 10
Swainson's Hawk 1
Red-tailed Hawk 4
Killdeer 12
Eurasian Collared-Dove 2
Mourning Dove 4
Great Horned Owl 1
Downy Woodpecker 1

BY

GREGG

Western Kingbird 2
Eastern Kingbird 6+
Horned Lark 2
Cliff Swallow 2
Rock Wren 1
House Wren 4
American Robin 1
Yellow Warbler 4
Lark Sparrow 2
Killdeer 9
Red-winged Blackbird 3
Western Meadowlark 5
Great Blue Heron 2

AND

ANNA
Red-tailed Hawk 2
American White Pelican 30

Any sport carries with it risks, and it's for everyone to know those risks and decide whether
they 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.

Gary McIntosh reaching to pull himself into his boat’s seat
at the beginning of a paddle float assisted re-entry and roll

17

GREEN RIVER, WYOMING
TO

FLAMING GORGE RESERVOIR
JULY, 2017
A

By Sandy Carlsen

Harold and I spent the July 4th holiday paddling
the Flaming Gorge Reservoir in Wyoming with
Anne Fiore and Gary Cage.
We paddled for four days and about 50 miles.
The put-in was at the boat ramp at Stratton
Meyers Park in Green River and the shuttle
down to Brinnegar’s Crossing took about an
hour and a half.

B

C
C

While Harold and Gary were taking the car to
the take-out, Anne and I talked with a local
guy that suggested we leave our car at
Smith's Food and Drug. It was only a short
walking distance from the put-in and it worked
out well.

A Green River put-in
D
B 1st Camp; below Boat Bottom
D

C 2nd Camp; on Blacks Fork (up
E
from Lost Dog Campground)

D 3rd Camp (there were no
E

camps on the east shore)

The first day we paddled seven
miles on the river where it then
flowed into the lake; then we went
a few more miles. The river was
running fast, about 10,000 cfs, but
it was still easy to maneuver our
boats on it. It’s so wide it was
difficult to tell where the river
ends and the lake begins.

E Brinnegars Crossing take-out
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The first night I kept telling Harold that I thought someone was yelling for help; he said, "No, you're just
hearing the birds squawking.” In the morning, we learned I was correct, across the lake was a group of people
yelling for help. We paddled over to them and it was a group of five whose motor boat had died the day before
and they had been trying to hike back to the marina,
which was about five miles away. They said they
hiked until about 11:00 the previous night and then
tried to get some sleep. I thought that was a mistake
as they could have fallen off a cliff at night or been
bitten by a snake, etc. This is a rugged area to try
to hike. They would have been easier to locate staying
with the boat.
While Harold and Anne went for help, Gary and I
gave them some water and food. It wasn't long
before a speed boat was heading toward us. Harold
and Anne had flagged down the people who had been
out looking for them, and sent them our way. All
five were safe!

The second day we paddled a little ways up the Blacks
Fork and camped there. Anne thought it might be a
good idea next time to camp there and spend a day
paddling the seven miles to the end and then back,
and camp in the same spot the next night, too.
The third night we camped about an hour from the
take-out at Brinnegar Crossing, listed as Holmes
Crossing on some maps.
This whole trip had beautiful campsites. There is so
much shoreline from which to choose. Since it was
a holiday weekend, there were quite a few car campers
where there was road access, but our campsites
were always private, flat and beautiful! We were
the only kayakers that we saw, but there are motor
boats and jet skis on the lake.

We paddled
about six hours a day, including breaks

We saw a lot of birds - a bald eagle, sea gulls, a
pelican, etc. We needed our expert birders, Gregg
Goodrich and Anna Troth, to know the names of the
others. It wasn't uncommon to see large fish jumping
out of the water catching bugs and we saw many
deer and antelope. This is a beautiful area!

Anne was a wonderful trip coordinator as she and Gary have kayaked in this area several times. They even knew
where to find the occasional outhouse along the route. I recommend paddling here; permits are not needed
and, even in July, the temperatures were 50s at night and 80s during the day.
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Harold Christopher

Author Sandy Carlsen

Trip Coordinator Anne Fiore

Gary Cage

Sandy and Harold

EDITOR’S NOTE: Finding a useful map and
marking sites on it is almost always the most
time-consuming part of formatting an article.
Thanks this time go to Belle, the manager
of the Flaming Gorge National Recreation
Area’s Visitor Center, who sent me several
paper maps, one of which I scanned for this
trip report.

An early morning camping view

Thanks also to Gary Cage, who supplied the
waypoints and distances on the next page,
and to Anne Fiore who added a warning about
the wind and cooked a wonderful dinner
while we reviewed all the particulars.
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DETAILS

FROM GARY CAGE: The trip was down the Green River into Flaming Gorge Reservoir from the city of
Green River to Brinnegars Crossing, Wyoming. [That site is sometimes spelled Brinnegar’s Crossing, Brinegars
Crossing or just plain Brinnegars. It’s also referred to as Holmes Crossing or Squaw Hollow on some maps.]

DAY ZERO: Shuttle from Stratton Meyers Park in Green River, Wyoming, to Brinnegar Crossing and
back took 1.5 hrs.

DAY ONE: 12.4 miles from the put-in at Green River, past Boat Bottom and Spring Draw on the west side
to Campsite I; this took 3-4 hours:
12T0629154
YTM 4584006

DAY TWO:

14. 3 miles to Campsite II, up .75 miles, on the west side from Lost Dog Campground
on Blacks Fork. First Camp to Lost Dog was 4 hours, then one hour up Blacks Fork to
Second Camp:
12T0620965
UTM 4574355

DAY THREE: 12 miles to the north shore of a big peninsula (almost an island) jutting into the reservoir
from the west side to Campsite III. They crossed over here because there no campsites
on the east side. Second Camp back to Lost Dog was one hour. Then two hours to Buckboard
and another three hours to Third Camp:
12T0621584
UTM 4561749

DAY FOUR:

3+ miles to Brinnegar Crossing. This portion of the paddle took one hour.

A

WARNING ABOUT THE WIND FROM TRIP COORDINATOR ANNE FIORE: “Wyoming and Flaming Gorge tend
to the windy side. We had excellent weather this year but this trip may not always be a walk in the park...or a
paddle at the pond. Last year we paddled one hour in high wind and waves and the year before Gary and I paddled
for close to two hours in high wind and high waves (but no thunder and no lightening). That was the time the
rangers were drawing straws about who would go and fish our bodies out of the lake. Obviously no one had to
come get us, but bad weather is something people always need to be prepared for.”

THOUGHTS

FOR ANOTHER TRIP TO THIS AREA:

At one time Anne and Garry thought about putting in by the
Blacks Fork bridge on Highway 530, making a loop down past Lost Dog and into the reservoir, and coming back
out the same way to avoid having to run a shuttle, but the river bank by the bridge isn’t always suitable for a
put-in and there isn’t a structured parking area which makes it less secure than other places.

Photos by Sandy Carlsen, Harold Christopher and Anne Fiore

21

FLAMING GORGE II
LABOR DAY WEEKEND, 2017

Anne Fiore and Gary Cage changed their Labor
Day plans because of the western fires and
returned to Flaming Gorge for three days of
paddling. They put in at Holmes Crossing [A]
and went all the way to the bridge on Blacks
Fork Arm [B] and back down.

B

C
A Holmes Crossing, which is
called Brinnegar’s on the road
and Holmes Crossing on many
maps.

B Bridge on Blacks Fork Arm
A

C Campsite, up from Lost Dog

The first day they paddled about an hour past
one of the camps they’d used on the July trip [C],
which was not as nice as that one had been.
They had the site to themselves but it was a
place people could drive to so it had seen a lot
of use and was dirty.
The second day they went up Blacks Fork Arm,
past the bridge, about three hours up and three
hours down, and came back to their camp.

The third day they paddled back to the car at Brinnegars Crossing. The weather turned stormy, which was
significant because they could have shot across the open water north of the Brinnegar boat ramp but they
stayed along the shore because the storm looked serious. Staying to shore added a lot of time.
Anne says this paddle was about covering ground, but there were lots of places she’d like to go back into and
explore. If she does it again, she’d put in at Buckboard and look at a couple of places on the way to the confluence.

A hazy sunset from the fires farther west

Anne saw three-foot tall “somethings”
on a rock outcropping. She thought maybe
they were fence posts until they flew away!
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FULL MOON PADDLE
JULY 8, 2017
By Marty Strickland

FULL MOON PADDLE July 8, 2017
Eight lucky RMSKC paddlers enjoyed a magical evening on the July 8 th
Full Moon Paddle at Cherry Creek Reservoir. All the necessary ingredients
were present: a beautiful full moon, clear skies, gentle breezes, warm water
and the quiet of nature, as we slipped along the dark edges of the lake.
Cicadas and crickets serenaded us from shore, a few lazy fish jumped
and splashed, and two curious beavers swam across our path before
slapping their tails and making themselves scarce. We kept our
distance from a Great Blue heron hunting near shore.
For this nature-loving paddler, Cherry Creek Reservoir never looked
better. Quiet, calm, peaceful and cool, I don’t think any of us missed
the blazing sun or the jet skis or the need to apply sunscreen. We had the
lake mostly to ourselves. A few night fishermen with their lanterns dotted
the shoreline. A couple flocks of ghostly pelicans slid out of reach as we
floated nearby. Sleepy ducks and geese flapped to our sides in pursuit
of nighttime resting spots.
Our small flotilla moved along at a leisurely pace, with a few headlamps
and lanterns turned on for extra safety’s sake. But as the moon rose
higher it actually provided all the illumination we needed, and most of
us eventually turned out our lights to better enjoy the striking path of
moonlight on the water. Our ghost-like silhouettes made silent passage
through the dark, illuminated only by the full moon.
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Our trip around the shores and back again probably only covered four or five miles. This was definitely a
“quality over quantity” type of kayak expedition. Any participants who had fought through traffic and city heat
to arrive in time for this event were soon rewarded with feelings of calm and peacefulness. In addition to the
delightful silence, there were lots of sighs about just how beautiful it was out on that lake!
Upon returning to shore sometime around 10:45 or 11:00 PM, we had one more surprise. Julie Pfannenstein’s
fresh homemade rhubarb pie and whipped cream capped off our special evening.
We hope the paddle and the pie become an annual event
for RMSKC. And Sue Hughes, planner-extraordinaire,
should absolutely be in charge of choosing the dates for
all future Full Moon Paddles. She could not have chosen
a more perfect night for this soothing adventure than
the one we shared on July 8, 2017. Bravo!

Sunset from Tim’s boat;
he had lights inside it

Tim Shea snapping together his ORU kayak

Photos by Tim Shea

Julie, Marsha, Brian and Jud; other paddlers were
Marty and Clark, Sue and new member Tim Shea
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RMSKC PADDLERS
IN

THE APOSTLES
AUGUST, 2017
By Jud Hurd

The APOSTLE ISLANDS:
A National Seashore off the northern corner
of Wisconsin that juts into Lake Superior,
northwest of the Upper Peninsula of Michigan
and southeast of northern Minnesota
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Brian Hunter brought up this idea about four or five years ago but it was one of those trips that the RMSKC
talked about but never got around to doing.
Finally last winter, David Hustvedt and I put our heads together and decided to make it happen in 2017. We
spent some time researching what would be involved and laying out a preliminary paddle plan with all the usual
information people need to decide if this would be a trip for them: a trip description; dates and tentative daily
paddle plans; safety information; mandatory preparation for each paddler; participants’ primary assignments; and
some other general info and cost estimates. This rough plan with an invitation to join the paddle was sent out to
all the club members.
We got immediate responses and filled the roster with Jud Hurd (as Trip Coordinator), Marsha Dougherty,
Joy Farquhar, Tim Fletcher, Brian Hunter, David Hustvedt, George Ottenhoff and Clark Strickland. We then
continued to work on the trip plan as a group to identify and answer various questions. One of the things I really
enjoy about the RMSKC is the willingness of people to work as a team in planning and executing a paddle.
The first issue we had to tackle was getting
camping permits on our selected islands and
dates, as you can camp only in designated
areas. The individual sites hold from one
to seven people and you can’t get these until
30 days before the beginning of your trip.
We originally had limited the group to seven
people but we felt pretty iffy about the
30-day time frame, and nobody wanted to
buddy up in tents, so we opted to add one
more person to our group and go for group
sites which hold eight to twenty-one people.

One of only a few sunny campsite photos

Since there are fewer group sites, the National Park Service allocates these by lottery, which you apply for between
December 1 and January 10. In order to optimize our chances for getting selected early in the drawing, seven of
us called and registered for the lottery (a practice that is probably frowned upon by the NPS). Surprise! The
first name drawn for the lottery was Clark. We had agreed upon what islands, campsites and dates we wanted so
we got all our first choices. The other six names all got called and just had to tell them a member of our team
had already been selected and we had our permits. Okay, now we knew we had a trip.
Our first target was for everybody to arrive at the Buffalo Bay Campground and Marina [A on the map on the
next page] in Red Cliff, Wisconsin by Sunday, August 6. We would launch out of the marina on Monday the 7 th.
Teams of two traveled north at different times. Joy and Marsha went early to do some sightseeing. George and
Clark also left early because George has family in the area. Tim and Brian drove together as did Jud and Dave.
They both left on the 5th and it turned out they were traveling only about an hour or so apart. On our drive we
hit a visitor center rest stop and there was a car there with a P&H Cetus on the top. We met the driver who
was Lauren from Austin, Texas. She was on her way home after padding the northern shore of Wisconsin by
herself as she has a hard time finding people willing to paddle up to 20 miles a day. We had a nice chat and she
gave us some crystal ginger which is good for an upset stomach and some dried zucchini wafers she made. I find
that all serious kayakers are always nice people willing to talk paddling and share information.
Anyway, everybody showed up as assigned and we all set up our tents in the campground on a bluff above Lake
Superior and then set about exploring and going to Bayfield, three miles south of Red Cliff, for dinner. While
the smoke-filled casino didn’t appeal to any of the group, the handmade birch bark canoe in the lobby of the casino
did draw admiring inspection.
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MONDAY, AUGUST 7: We had a good night’s
sleep and went into Bayfield again for breakfast.
Back at Buffalo Bay we paid to park our cars in
the casino parking lot and prepared to load up
our kayaks. This is always a fun time to see if
you can get everything to fit. We did! We
had clear weather with a slight wind as we
launched around 11:00AM.

B
C

D

Our route took us across to the northwest
corner of Basswood Island, then east along
the south shore of Hermit Island, where we
stopped for lunch.

A

Paddling past an Apostle Island “sea stack”
with almost everything inside the boats

After a 10.5 mile paddle with waves about
one foot, we arrived at the southwest shore
of Stockton Island.
Many of the islands
were edged with granite overhangs

We found the long beach on Quarry Bay
where our campsite was located but the
sites are back in the trees and our group
site [B] was not readily visible from the
water.
We landed and walked the shoreline until
we found the path to the campsites with a
little help from some big boat people at
the dock.

Sandy beach on Stockton Island
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It was down a nice boardwalk to two large
wooden decks – one for tents and one for
cooking. Everybody hauled their gear to
the campsite and got their tents set up,
which was interesting trying to figure out
how to fit eight tents on that deck.
Then it was time to kick back, relax, have
an adult refreshment and talk about the
wonderful day we had. It was warm and
we did have mosquitos but they were
nothing like we had in Florida.
Wooden tent supports on Stockton Island

TUESDAY, AUGUST 8: Everybody was still a little tired from yesterday’s
effort so we decided to stay on shore this morning and hike 1.5 miles to
the Brownstone Quarry [C]. We had a nice hike through the forest to
the quarry which was in operation by the Ashland Brownstone Company
from 1886 to 1897. Since this was over a hundred years ago the site is
now totally overgrown but you can still see strong evidence of the quarry
operations that removed a million cubic feet of building stone.

Brownstone Quarry

I am always totally amazed when
I visit sites like this and think
about the technology (or lack of
technology) they had back then
and how they were able to do such amazing things. It was very hard to visualize how they could cut huge square
stones from this hillside, get them down to the shore and onto a boat for shipping to faraway cities. After oohing
and aahing and getting lots of pictures we
headed back to camp for lunch.
A NOTE ABOUT BLACK BEARS: The NPS says that the
After lunch, a few of us were feeling rested
up and decided to paddle six miles round trip
to Presque Isle Point [D] to the ranger station
and dock.

Apostle Islands has one of the highest concentrations of
black bears in North America. They may be found anywhere
in the park but are most common on Oak, Sand, Manitou, and
Stockton islands—two of which we planned to camp on.

On the hike to the quarry Tim said he saw a flash of black
We had a pleasant paddle and stopped at the
disappear into the woods. Later our neighbors in Group Site A
visitor’s center to talk with the volunteer
said a bear came through their camp and swatted at some
rangers. One of the displays at the center
stoves and then ran through our campsite.
was Skar, a stuffed, adult black bear that got
just a little too comfortable being around people on the island.
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The paddle back was into a 10 mph wind with waves up to 18 inches, so
we had to work a little harder but we made it. Now for one of the best
times of the day: relax, review the great day we had and eat some dinner,
which was interrupted with a short thundershower.
In addition, the rudder raise/lower cable on Tim’s boat broke so Brian,
our club handy-man, dug into his stash and came with some cable he
brought because he and Tim thought there might be a problem, which
they were able to fix. The side benefit is that Tim and Dave discovered
the source of water entering the rear hatches on their Delta kayaks.
A fix for the diagnosed problem will be undertaken at a later date. See,
every cloud has a silver lining.

F

Tim and Brian planning
the rudder cable repair

WEDNESDAY, AUGUST 9: This was going to be
one of our longest days as we made our way to
Rocky Island. The group got up around 6:00AM
and we launched around 9:30. Way to go team!

H
E
G

I

We got this done even though George, Dave and
Clark saw the bear on the boardwalk. When
Clark saw it, he hollered and told him to scat,
which he did. Way to keep us safe, Pres.

ANOTHER

NOTE ABOUT BEARS: They are

a reality for what we do and we all need to
adhere to rigorous bear safety practices.
This includes keeping all our food and
food-smelling stuff in the bear boxes
provided at every campsite, and not taking
anything into our tents that smells even
the least bit edible: no toothpaste, chap
stick, sunscreen, deodorant, etc.

Our route to Rocky Island took us southwest around the corner of Stockton Island and then north to the south end
of Manitou Island. After a six-mile paddle, we stopped at the dock on Manitou Island [ E] and had lunch.
As we were pulling in, two other kayakers were also landing.
There is a volunteer ranger on Manitou who also greeted us
and we all visited while we ate lunch.

More about the fish camp: https://
explorationvacation.net/2013/07/manitou-fish-camp

Manitou is popular because of the Manitou Fish Camp, a
collection of shacks used by two commercial fishermen,
Hjalmer and Ted Olson, from 1938 until the park took over
in 1970. The buildings are currently undergoing restoration
and it was really fun talking to the volunteer ranger and
hearing the stories about the camp’s history and the fishermen
who worked it.
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After lunch, our two kayak visitors headed west toward Oak Island and we headed north along the east side of
Otter Island to our destination on Rocky Island. We began the day with pretty good weather conditions but
these were deteriorating as the day wore on. A low front was moving in and we could see rain in the west as we
approached Rocky [F on the previous page].
Fortunately, the rain held off until we landed,
and got our tents and the bug house set up.
All in all, it was a good day with an 11.9 mile
paddle, meeting some nice people, seeing
some history and watching rain squalls chase
us into Rocky Island. But again, it was time
to relax and visit, which we seemed to be
very good at.

THURSDAY, AUGUST 10: Well, you know

The storm coming in

the old saying about the best laid plans of
on the way to Rocky Island
mice and men. We were a great example of
that old adage. Our plan for the day was to paddle over to Devil’s Island [northwest of Rocky Island off the map on
the previous page] and check out the large sea caves on the north end. It was going to be the highlight of the trip.

The bug house on Rocky Island

Tents set up under tarps on Rocky

But the low front that chased us into Rocky had other plans for us. We could hear it blow and rain all night and
we got up to a strong wind and strong chop on the water. Being the brilliant and decisive trip coordinator that I
am, I immediately asked the group, “Uh, what da’ y’all think?”
They all agreed that we should not paddle in those conditions, so everybody settled
in for a long day on shore. Clark decided to sleep in for the day. The rest of us
decided to hike a trail across the island to the west shore.

Brian’s rainy close-ups
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We walked back to the dock and ranger house
where Ann (the current volunteer) was packing
up to leave the island; Katherine, another
volunteer, would take her place. In just a few
minutes we saw the NPS boat headed our way
so we waited to help with the exchange.
After Ann left we began our nice hike which
gave us a view and appreciation for the interior
of the islands. When we reached the west
shore, we could see Devils Island and dreamt
about that paddle.
But from two miles away we could also see
large plumes of white water spraying up on the
The NPS Zodiac bringing out the new host,
east shore of Devils as the wind blew the
with her kayak to paddle during her two week tour of duty
waves into the rocky shoreline. The wind and
waves breaking across the low dock at the volunteer house also all made us feel good about not trying to paddle.
On the way, back we ran into Robert and Jill from St. Paul who were camping at the other end. They are a nice
young couple who come to the Apostles a lot.
Back at camp Marsha had the excellent idea of
starting a fire. Everything was so damp that it
was hard to get paper to light. But Scout Master
Tim jumped in there and with everybody helping
we finally had a nice fire roaring.
Let me tell you, nothing feels better at a cold,
wet camp than a good fire. In order to get the
wood to burn we would stack cuts inside the fire
ring to dry them out somewhat. So, I thought,
why not dry out my socks the same way? It was
interesting to watch the steam come off those
socks as they heated up.

Okay, end of a disappointing day but we made the best of it. Déjà
vu of Annette Island last year as I spent my birthday watching it
rain all day. But many large kudos to this group of people. They
really take to heart our club philosophy that flexibility is the word
of the day and we will adjust our itinerary daily based on current
conditions. Everybody did just that without any griping or grumbling.
I tell you, you can’t ask for a better group of people to paddle with
than our members. Of course, a little extra adult libation also helps.

FRIDAY, AUGUST 11: Our little front moved through and we
woke to bright sunny skies and calm lake conditions. Dave’s watch
said the pressure was coming up which also indicated good weather.
So we took off for our next camp on Oak Island.

Trip Leader Jud Hurd
standing in the wind on Rocky Island
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We paddled south to the west side of Otter Island and then
to the north end of Oak Island. After stopping for lunch, we
paddled down to the dock and volunteer ranger house.
After this rest, we headed south to our campsite [G on the
map on page 29] which turned out to be the nicest site I
have been to, with a wonderful landing area on a sandy beach.
Then it was a short hike up to the campsite which was on a
cliff looking out to the south over the lake. We had a large,
flat area with lots of tent sites, bear boxes and picnic tables
(which were at each campsite). The view to the south is one of
the most picturesque that I have ever seen, with the added
benefit of a nice south wind which kept us very comfortable.
The day’s paddle was 10.7 miles but we had a northeast wind
which pushed us right along so it was pretty good paddling.
We did have some heavy chop on a crossing where the water
was more exposed to the wind coming across the lake. But
once you get past these you usually have protection on the
lee side of the islands.

Enjoying the view from Oak Island

Our plan was to spend three nights at the
Oak Island site and explore the surrounding
islands before heading home.
A pleasant surprise was Robert and Jill, whom
we met on Rocky, also paddled to Oak and were
camped next to us in the single campsite.
They joined us later in our camp for a visit
and brought us a bunch of Bonbell cheese.
Oak Island campsite

They are a nice youngish couple and it was fun
talking to them. I think they were impressed to hear about RMSKC and some of the paddles we had done. I
showed them our planning sheet; they were really impressed with how much planning goes into our trips. They
were interested in our stoves and our food planning and everything. We told them we are thinking about another
trip to Glacier Bay next year which is a destination they have always wanted to go to. We gave them an RMSKC
card and our contact information and invited them to join the club and join us in this paddle. They said they
would be in touch. We will see.
Ed and Kristine were the volunteer rangers on Oak Island whom Brian met when we stopped at the dock. They
also visited with us for awhile. They wanted to see what this Rocky Mountain Sea Kayak Club was all about. I’ve
got to tell you folks, we seem to turn heads everywhere we go. Ed is ex-navy so he and Dave swapped a lot of
stories; it was fun to hear them talk. Ed went into the navy as an enlisted man, worked his way up to officer
school and then went through SEAL training: one impressive guy. I am constantly amazed at the interesting people
we meet out paddling and camping. After all our guests left it was time for our usual evening routine: relax, review the wonderful day we had and have dinner.
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SATURDAY, AUGUST 12: Our plan had us paddling to Basswood Island today but we changed that. Dave, George
and Clark decided to stay in camp and hike the island. They had a nice hike among the mosquitos to the highest
point in the Apostle Islands: 1,081 feet above sea level. But they couldn’t see anything as they were surrounded
by trees.
The rest of the group agreed to paddle to Raspberry Island [H] to visit the lighthouse complex, considered the
show place of the Apostle Islands. This was a 10.5 mile round trip to a wonderful destination. As we approached
the south end of the island, we noticed a really nice sand bar on the east shore. Our notes stated that there was
a sand spit trail .75 miles from the lighthouse to the east side of the island and that was what we were looking at.
We continued to paddle to the dock and discovered
there was no place to land a kayak: there was nothing
but large boulders on either side of it. Fortunately,
the dock is a U-shape and Marsha paddled to the
back side of the U and found that the water was only
about knee deep. So, we could land there, tie our
boats to the dock and climb the stairs up. The guys
stood on the dock while Marsha and Joy in their dry
suits wrangled the kayaks alongside it.

Joy in the water
getting the boats secured

The U-shaped dock with the kayaks;
the post on the grass in the foreground holds the technology
that has now replaced the entire Raspberry Lighthouse complex

The kitchen of the living quarters of the lighthouse has been
restored to the way it was circa 1900. It was interesting to
hear about the lives of the lighthouse tenders in that era.

The lighthouse originally consisted of five buildings
put into operation in July, 1863. The timing of this
underscores the importance of the lighthouse
and the Great Lakes shipping industry at that
time; the funds were dedicated by Congress for
the lighthouse during the Civil War (1861 to 1865)
when most money was going to the war effort.

Climbing 78 steps up
to the six-building lighthouse complex
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The complex has been totally restored to the 1906 time
period. In 1903, a fog whistle building was added to alert
ships during low visibility times, although the low visibility
was due mostly to the smoke from forest fires rather than
fog. The lighthouse was in operation until 1947 when it was
converted to an automatic operation. The NPS website
[https://www.nps.gov/apis/learn/historyculture/raspberry
-light.htm] provides more info on this historic site.
After the tour we paddled back to camp with a good tail
wind. The evening was our usual routine of relaxation,
dinner and reviewing the day.

The restored light house

SUNDAY, AUGUST 13: Since we had gone to Raspberry Island our plan was to paddle and explore Basswood
Island [I] . However, in looking at the map I realized that entailed paddling five miles south to the island which
was directly opposite Buffalo Bay and then paddling five miles back to our camp on Oak Island, and then getting
up on Monday and paddling almost the same five miles back to Buffalo Bay. Well, that seemed kind of silly to me.
Dave and I, and Tim and Brian decided to end the trip a day early and paddled to Buffalo Bay on Sunday instead
of Monday. We did the 5-mile paddle out and headed home.

Clark and Joy by one of the old shipwrecks

Joy coming out of a cave

Marsha, Joy, George and Clark stayed and paddled the
east shore of Oak Island. They saw eagles and a group of
mergansers with 15 chicks. There were sea stacks, archways
and rock caves to explore; one cove near the marina had
marked sites of shipwrecks. Clark sent links about the wrecks:
http://www. wisconsinshipwrecks.org/ Vessel/Details/255 and
http://www. wisconsinshipwrecks.org/ Vessel/Details/486
Overall, the group paddled 50 - 55 miles. We saw a lot of
wonderful parts of America, met some really nice people and
had a splendid time. The group enjoyed this trip so much that
they are speculating on where to go for 2018. So keep tuned
for future trip announcements.

Sunset on Rocky Island

Photos from Jud, Brian Hunter, Tim Fletcher,
Dave Hustvedt, Marsha Dougherty and Joy Farquhar
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POST-APOSTLES
WANDERINGS
Wisconsin is a long way to go, and several of the Apostle Islands
paddlers coupled the journey with other trips.
Marsha and Joy carpooled out and back, with adventures on both
ends of the RMSKC paddle. Their road trip out took them on back
country roads past unknown limestone stacks and peaks, the Corn
Palace in Mitchell, South Dakota, and to visit Marsha’s family in
Minneapolis. There they spent two days catching up on family news
and exploring the area and Lake Minnetonka.
They also had
wander time on
the way home,
so they spent
another week on the road.

View through bow lines
on the Mackinac Bridge

Their first stop was a ferry to Madeline Island for camping
overnight and a day exploring island history, hiking and
looking at real estate. They took the ferry back to the
mainland and onward to Ashland to pick up Marsha’s dog,
Buster, who had been boarded there while they were paddling.

Buster and Joy

Then it was on to Grand Island National Park
(“definitely coming back”). In Munising they filled up
on the best pasties at Muldoons and drove to visit
Joy’s brother and family in Naubinway in the Upper
Peninsula of Michigan.
Next it was the ferry to Mackinac Island, where only
bikes and horse carriages are allowed; it’s well known
for fudge and salt water taffy. It was too late for
Traverse City’s famous cherries but they bought
pounds of dried ones to take home. Then came nearby
Sleeping Bear Sand Dunes, an old camping spot of
Joy’s from the 60s.

Joy at the
Sleeping Bear Sand Dunes
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The last stop was all the way to Alliance, Nebraska, where St. Matthew’s Episcopal church had set up a campground
for the eclipse. They arrived at 4:00AM after a bout with big hail, and found their reserved spot. In the morning
the church provided an exquisite breakfast and information sessions about the solar event. After the lectures they
drove to nearby Carhenge. Joy says you must look this up: http://carhenge.com/. The eclipse was total, in a cloud
free sky. They spent another night in camp before heading for home. They had a grand time!
George also spent more time in Great Lakes country before returning to Colorado. He has family on Lake Superior
and he was met there by his wife, RMSKC member Jen Ottenhoff, and their daughter, son-in-law and grandson
from the Bay Area.

George and Jen’s grandson
at George’s brother’s place on Lake Superior

EDITOR’S NOTE: Here are more pictures of the
younger generation. Jud bought small rec boats for
his grandsons’ visit this summer. He says they had
a blast paddling but he was too busy to take photos.

Making ice cream with kids
is easier to photograph than paddling

Marty and Clark’s grandkids:
two of four cousins
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THREE
MOUNTAIN LAKES
By Anna Troth
Gregg Goodrich and I paddled the east
side of Shadow Mountain Lake, Grand
Lake and Lake Granby around the time of
the eclipse, August 20-23, 2017.
The first day we put in at the bridge
parking lot at the canal between Shadow
Mountain Lake and Grand Lake. There
were a few other kayak paddlers putting
in there, and a very clean restroom. We
paddled the east side of Shadow Mountain
Lake and saw several Osprey and nests.

B

When we got back to paddle Grand Lake
the wind came up so we only did some of it.

A

After we got off the lake, on the way
to the Roaring Fork campsites at Arapaho
Bay campground on the south end of Lake Granby [A] we saw two bull Moose and got this video: https://
drive.google.com/open?id=0ByETq77Zd-xeR0ZCYVpnbHBwQkU

We stayed at our campsite for the eclipse in the
morning, then paddled around Arapaho Bay that
afternoon. Again, we saw more Osprey and two Bald
Eagles.
The next morning we paddled up the east side of
Lake Granby to the entrance of the Colorado River.
That is where we were greeted by three river otters:
the first we have ever seen in the wild! We had lunch
on Rocky Point [B] and then headed back to Arapaho
Bay campground. There was no wind and no clouds.
We were thinking about paddling Monarch Lake on the
last day, but decided to have a leisurely breakfast,
pack up and head home.
We checked out campsites while we were here and
may lead a trip to this great wild area just west of
Rocky Mountain National Park and the Indian Peaks
Wilderness next year.
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Anna Troth in her new Delta 15.5 GT

Granby is bordered by
Rocky Mountain National Park
and the Indian Peaks Wilderness

Red-naped
Sapsucker

Canada Goose 10
Mallard 4
Common Merganser 15
Osprey 14
Spotted Sandpiper 4
California Gull 2
Black-billed Magpie 1
American Crow 6
Common Raven 2

Black-capped Chickadee 8
Song Sparrow 5
Bald Eagle
Broad-tailed Hummingbird 1
Belted Kingfisher 1
Northern Flicker 5
Mountain Chickadee 1
White-crowned Sparrow 4
Green-tailed Towhee 1

Indian Peaks Wilderness

Steller’s Jay 2
American Robin 7
Western Wood-Pewee 1
Dark-eyed Junco (Gray-headed) 3
Red-naped Sapsucker 1
Yellow Warbler 1
Yellow-rumped Warbler 4
Yellow-rumped Warbler (Audubon's) 3
Wilson's Warbler 3
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THE COLORADO RIVER TRIP
MOAB TO SPANISH BOTTOM
AUGUST, 2017

EDITOR’S NOTE: Almost everyone who went on this wonderful trip wrote a report. Some of their
details overlap, but each puts a slightly different spin on their memories. You will enjoy them all !
The logistics for this paddle were very similar to last year’s Green River trip. If you haven’t read that
account, it will give you useful background information about river paddling and Tex’s Riverways’ jet boat
support. You can find it on the RMSKC website in issue 24-2b of the Mountain Paddler, Fall 2016.
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GEORGE OTTENHOFF: Expect anything on a trip on the Colorado River in
September. This trip was an amazing variety of experiences. The scenery
on the entire stretch from the Potash put-in to Spanish Bottom was absolutely
spectacular. It was very hard to stop marveling at the beauty of the red rock
towers and walls against the backdrop of the deep blue sky, with green shrubs
and white angel trumpets in the foreground, and it was impossible to stop taking
pictures.

On the second morning, as we were packing our
kayaks we looked up to see a boat carrying what
appeared to be a baby grand piano wrapped in
movers blankets heading downstream.

We couldn't believe that it could really be a piano, but the
passengers on the boat did not respond to the questions
we shouted at them.
Later in the morning, as we stopped to look at some
petrified wood, a park ranger from Canyonlands National
Datura, a desert plant with
Park also stopped. He was a personable young man who
white trumpet flowers and dark blue-green leaves
checked our permits and asked how we were handling our
human waste. He also informed us that there was a natural amphitheater downstream called The Grotto where
there was going to be a classical music concert that afternoon sponsored by the Moab Music Festival.
Since it was being held in the national park, he said that we
would be able to attend for free. That confirmed that we
had seen a piano on the river that morning, and we decided
the Grotto was our destination for lunch.

Ranger Winslow reviewing the NPS regulations

When we got there, we tied our kayaks to tamarisk bushes,
and slogged through the mud to shore wearing our spray
skirts and PFDs. The sponsors were horrified to see these
eight filthy river rats. We were quickly informed that,
although we had the right to attend the concert, the portable
restrooms, drinking water, chairs, food, and drinks were
reserved for the patrons who were paying $250 each to be
shuttled to the concert by jet boat.

Nonetheless we enjoyed sitting on the rocks while listening to a chamber ensemble rehearse a Brahms piece, and
a Venezuelan flutist and native percussion duo assessing the acoustics of the rock amphitheater. Our tuna salad
on crackers lunches and granola bars never tasted better.
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We decided, however, that by the time the concert
concluded it would be too late for us to make our way
downriver to our intended destination. Therefore we
left and got back on the river before most of the paying
guests arrived, and the concert started.
The weather for the first few days was hot — mid to
upper 90s — with clear skies. Those conditions made a
swim at the end of the day very welcome, and made us
grateful to have Brian’s large tarp for shade, until the
wind got very strong.

The Grotto, with magical acoustics

The clear skies also were wonderful for lying on the sand
at night to watch for meteors and satellites. The skies
began to cloud over later in the week, bringing better
temperatures for paddling.

Chatting and cooking under the tarp

On arrival at our final destination, Spanish Bottom, as we were trying to put up our tents we were hit with a
storm that began with very strong wind, followed by heavy rain that was followed by hail. It was a miserable
time for a while for those of us who were in the middle of setting up tents. [When the first rain stopped, some
people found the site they’d chosen was cut in half by a deep gully and were glad they hadn’t gotten their tent
erected earlier.]
Red river water after the storm

After the storm finally
passed, we were blessed
to see a double rainbow
over the cliff across the
river: a wonderful gift
for our last campsite.

On Friday morning the
river was dark red and
George’s soaked tent
full of debris from runoff
from the storm the previous afternoon. When the jet boat
arrived to take us back to the put-in, we learned that the
storm had been very intense, and had covered a very large
area. Creeks around Moab had washed a large amount of mud onto the city streets. The trip out by boat at
35 miles per hour was like a fast forward video of our trip, except in reverse. That ride alone was a memorable
part of the trip.
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TIM FLETCHER: We traveled at a
relaxed pace that let us enjoy and
soak in the beauty and serenity of
the wonderful Canyon Lands area.
We had a couple of short hikes to
Puebloan granaries that were very
interesting. I always like to try to
imagine how life was about 800
years ago along the river that we
still enjoy so much today.
Ruins on a point upriver from Indian Creek;
Others with primitive art are across from Lathrop Canyon

I loved the sandbar and island campsites, in
spite of all the sand that the wind deposited
in our tents and gear.
The scenery was so beautiful and it was
great at the end of the day to cool off in the
river and then sit back and relax together.

The most surprising event was the morning we
saw a baby grand piano traveling downriver in a
raft, headed for a classical music concert in
the Grotto, a natural amphitheater located in
the canyon wall just inside the park boundary.
We had no trouble finding wide, flat campsites

Most of the weather was great, with the exception of a
couple very windy afternoons and the big storm that hit
at Spanish Bottom.

The blowing sand got into everything

At least we were fortunate to get off the river and to the
campsite before it hit. And then afterwards the sun came
out and let us dry things out, put up our tents and get
ready for the second wave of rain.

The lightning was probably the scariest part of that experience for all of us. I think the weather really reminded
us that Mother Nature is in charge and that we need to be prepared and be flexible. It also helped to be traveling
with a great group of people that really work together and help each other out.
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ANNETTE MASCIA: 'Twas a most unusual river experience:
instead of an adrenaline pumping, high energy race to our final
campsite, it was a relaxing, stress-free paddle through timeless
desert canyon lands with scenic eye candy. Our leisurely pace gave
ample time to discover petrified wood sites, identify named rock
formations, explore Ancestral Puebloan ruins, ruminate about the
lives of the Ancients who lived along the river, and to learn why
they chose the sites they did to cultivate grains for survival.

On the short hike
to the petrified wood

Although I dreaded the prospect of daily
camp setup, teardown, and repacking the
boat, journeying along an ancient river with such idyllic canyon views became
an opportunity to bond with the desert, immerse myself in timelessness, and
imagine how living back in the day of the Ancients must have been.
Two of the most colorful pieces

OK, so they didn't use WAG bags, baby wipes and freeze dried foods, but it's the
concept that's important. When I finally overcame my reluctance to bathe in the
river, and even shampooed twice (albeit with eco-safe soap), I felt akin to an
Ancestral Puebloan maiden who eons ago might have done likewise on that very spot.
As for bonding with
nature in the desert,
three moments come
to mind. First, a
sudden storm picked
up during dinner prep one afternoon, darkening the
skies, threatening to blow down our shade tarp, and
sending sand whipping my skin and eyes.

Double rainbow over a cliff
with a white layer we saw for several days

I scurried to the shelter of my tent while the others
bravely stood their ground beneath the tarp. After a
few drops of spit from the sky, the storm passed and
I opened my tent to see a beautiful double rainbow
appear above the ridge. Lesson learned: weather in
the desert is like weather in the mountains. If you
don't like it, wait 15 minutes and it will change.
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Second, on the last morning, while changing clothing in my tent, a small scorpion ran down the side of my ground pad
and ducked beneath the pad. In disbelief, I squealed, scrambled out of my tent, pulled all my stuff out, and gingerly
lifted the pad to uncover the critter. Grabbing my fly swatter, I lifted the scorpion, flung it out, and crushed it
dead with a nearby rock. Lesson learned: survival of the fittest or, scorpions are not welcome in my tent.
Lastly and most dramatically, upon landing at our
final campsite, we began to unload our boats while
admiring the Doll House cliffs in the distance,
unaware of nature's exclamation point about to
descend upon us. Within five minutes ominous
clouds blew in, the wind picked up, and Tim
ordered us all to secure our boats and climb
immediately to high ground.

Posing for a photo with their Emergency Information Cards just
minutes before the storm came boiling upriver from behind
them: Marsha, Annette, Von, George, Tim, Brian and Jud

I pulled out my rain jacket, grabbed my lunch
and water bottle, and high-tailed it up the bank
as the rain hit. I frantically looked for shelter,
screeching with fright as thunder and lightning
cracked loudly overhead.

Ducking beside a large boulder, the downpour turned to
pelting hail, and I watched in disbelief as torrents of red
water rushed down to the river. Chilled to the bone, I
scarfed down my lunch to create some internal heat, staring
at the remains of a tree which had been previously struck
by lightning, and waited and waited and waited for the
storm to pass, praying that lightning would not strike
twice in the same vicinity.
Thankfully, it did not; I was even more thankful that we
were not on the water when the storm struck. Lesson
learned: respect the unpredictable forces of nature in
the desert and be prepared for any eventuality.

Annette in her tent,
next to a rivulet of water;
some of the gullies the rain cut
in the campsite were almost a foot deep

JUD HURD: Tim led another wonderful river
trip, with another great group of people which
always enhances any expedition.
The scenery on the upper half of this trip is
absolutely marvelous. The cliff walls are very
red and dramatic, and as you look back up the
valleys leading to the river you see so much
diversity and so many different and fascinating
rock formations.
I found myself somewhat mesmerized by all
of this as I floated along under beautiful skies.
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Dramatic cliffs, beautiful skies and,
early in the trip, almost clear, greenish water

There are a lot of islands and sand bars along the shores so
we never had any problem finding a perfect camp site every
night. And speaking of perfect camp sites, the addition of
Tim’s potty house with my throne was a great enhancement.
I think this needs to be a standard on any self-supported
trip requiring WAG bags and a boom-box.

Cliff view from Jud’s throne
inside Tim’s privacy tent

One morning we were eating breakfast and saw a raft going
down river that looked like it had a piano in it. We later learned from a ranger that four times a year the Moab
Music Festival hosts world-class musicians for a concert held in a grotto on the river. We found the grotto and
got to listen to them practice and enjoyed their beautiful music.
We had great weather until the last afternoon when we had thunderstorms roll over us twice and drench us, the
first before some of the group even got their tents set up.
The morning after the storms Tex’s picked us up and took us back to Moab where we enjoyed a traditional meal
and malts at Milt’s. That’s when Marsha discovered that she had lost her phone and billfold. She and Annette
stayed over and had Tex’s take them back to our last campsite to look for it. It wasn’t there, but fortunately,
she found it jammed into the bow of her boat a couple weeks later after the Lake Powell trip. All’s well that ends
well. So, with that good ending I will say goodbye and start dreaming about next summer’s trips.

VON FRANSEN: This was my rookie multi-day river trip with the
Rocky Mountain Sea Kayak Club. My goal from the start was to go on
multi-day floats of some of our western rivers. Since buying my kayak
two years ago I’ve been learning the ropes and getting outfitted for
the sport.
From practicing recovery procedures at Meyers Pool during the winter
months to group paddles at area reservoirs, the club has been invaluable
in my learning the techniques necessary for safe kayaking.

Not such a rookie: Von used
his kayak as a lunch table on the first day

A lot goes into preparing for your first float trip. The gear alone
takes thoughtful planning. My backpacking equipment from years ago
didn’t measure up to the latest technology and needed updating. Menu
planning was decidedly different: much better than years gone by.
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The six-day Moab to Spanish Bottom paddle on
the Colorado was the perfect kickoff trip for a
newbie. Lucky for me it was with a group of the
most seasoned kayak campers in the club. The
company was enjoyable, the pace relaxed and the
scenery spectacular. And thanks to the expert
advice of Brian Hunter I was well prepared for
all eventualities, including the dramatic climax of
the trip: a desert storm of epic proportions.
I’m looking forward to future float trips with
the club.

Von, Tim and Jud relaxing with a fine box of wine

BRIAN HUNTER: Thursday, the 14th of September, was the last night of our Colorado River adventure. We
hauled out in Spanish Bottom just a little upriver from Cataract Canyon where we would be picked up the next
day by Tex’s Riverways’ jet boat for a thrilling ride back up the Colorado back to civilization.
Downriver the sky was a mass of angry black and gray clouds
with a distant rumble of thunder and even the occasional
flash of lighting. Tim and I were hoping the storm would
skirt around us, but our worst fears were soon realized.
In a matter of about 15 minutes the 20 -30 mph wind was
blowing rain and hail sideways up the river toward us, and
cloud-to-ground lightning strikes were occurring all around
Spanish Bottom.
It lasted for about 20 terrifying and wondrous minutes.
The Colorado rose at least a foot and a half, turning deep
red from the mud, and carrying trees and other floating
and submerged debris downstream toward Lake Powell.
We dispersed into the woods trying not to be either the
tallest thing or next to the tallest around.

Marsha below the Doll House spires,
with the clouds building downriver in front of her

SUE HUGHES: On past camping trips we’ve had
detailed daily reports from Marsha, and we
missed them for this trip, but she was too busy
organizing her life after misplacing her phone
and credit cards to pull those together this
year. We all send huge thanks to Annette for
staying in Moab to help her with that.
Other things that didn’t get mentioned: Jud
made Bananas Foster the last night before our
camp at Spanish Bottom; it was amazing!

Jud supervising the tarp raising

He also helped set up the tarp, most of the time.
That’s Tim pounding in the stakes that he and
Brian made. Brian’s mallet, named Thor, weighed
three pounds. The stakes were enormous.
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The ski poles
Ray has used on many river trips

Brian and Tim’s super-stakes
saved the tarp and the potty house when the winds started

Another big help in the winds were Ray’s ski poles that he sent with Marsha. We tied the boats to them and
pounded them at least half-way down every night.
We did find several of the named formations that Annette mentioned:
Guillotine Arch was confusing, because with one hole on top of the other
it looked more like wrist openings on the stocks that Puritans used than
a French guillotine, but the hike up the draw at its bottom was a nice
break from paddling, and we saw bobcat tracks in the mud.
“Coffee Pot” ruin
took us a while to
locate; I guess we
weren’t thinking
1950’s percolator.

Guillotine Arch

The rock tower had
a ruin on a ledge half
way up the side, which
made us wonder how
in the world the
builders had been
able to do that.

Coffee Pot Ruin,
on river left at mile 20.2

1950s coffee pot

If you like classical music, check out the Moab
Music Festival. Getting the world-class musicians
and the patrons to the grotto on Tex’s jet boats
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makes the tickets expensive, but for your friends or relatives who aren’t into kayak camping it would be a magical
experience: http://www.moabmusicfest.org/calendar/2018-grotto-concert-I
And finally, a shout-out to Tex’s Riverways. We were as impressed with the service this year as we had been in
2016. Brian said it best, “This was my second extraction by Tex’s Riverways. These guys are like a SEAL Team:
well trained, dedicated to the mission, and operating
with the precision of gears in a fine Swiss watch.
The current owners of Tex’s are selling the business
and I can’t imagine any other owners who are going
measure up.”

The cover photo and the two
on this page by Annette Mascia.
Other photos from Brian, Jud,
Tim, George, Marsha, Von, and Sue

STARTING TIME: “Starting time” means the time that everyone in the group will be in the water ready to
paddle. Be sure to arrive early enough to have your boat off the car, loaded and ready to go by that time.
DAY PADDLES: Non-member guests may paddle with the Club on day paddles
if they sign an American Canoe Association Waiver and Release of Liability form and

pay the $5 ACA event fee. ACA members from other Paddle America clubs may join
RMSKC day trips if they provide a current ACA card; they must also sign a paper
Waiver at the put-in but do not have to pay the event fee.

MULTI-DAY PADDLES: According to RMSKC policy, overnight and extended trips are open only to
RMSKC members; additional criteria for members’ participation may be included in the trip description
at the discretion of the trip leader.
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HORSETOOTH RESERVOIR
OPEN SWIM SUPPORT
By Dave Hustvedt

The nineteenth 10-kilometer Open Water Swim was
held at Horsetooth Reservoir in early September. This
year 86 contestants donned swimsuits, goggles and swim
caps for the privilege of swimming in the Reservoir for
two to five hours.

swimmer

As always, each swimmer is accompanied by a support
or rescue craft. These are usually kayaks, although
canoes and SUPs are also used.
There is also a fleet, primarily of kayaks, that acts as
rovers on the course. The rovers help participants and
support craft get connected after the start of the
race; it is a challenge for the support paddlers to see
the race numbers written on the backs and arms of the
swimmers as 40 or 50 of them splash by at the start.
The rovers also run interference between swimmers
and power boats leaving the marina about halfway down the lake. Rovers at the end of the pack of participants
invariably help herd one or two hypothermic or exhausted swimmers to shore for pick up by a power boat.
The swimmers and support paddlers meet for dinner (usually spaghetti)
in Fort Collins on Saturday evening before the race. At 5:00 AM on
Sunday they gather at the south end of the Reservoir to load boats on
a truck and board buses for the trip to the north end. The race starts
at 7:00AM with waves of nine swimmers leaving every 15 seconds. The
support boats are staged out in the main lake where they eventually
meet up with their swimmers. If a swimmer hasn’t crossed the finish
line by noon they are taken out of the water by rangers in power boats
that also patrol the race course for support.
Lou Ann and I started accompanying swimmers several years ago. In the
past three years I have been a rover which involves more paddling but is
much more interesting. The race has a website [www.horsetoothswim.com]
with more information and a sign up link for support kayakers.
Dave at Lake Powell,
wearing this year’s
volunteer t-shirt

Assisting with the race is a great way to put kayaking skills to use and to
tell other paddlers about the Rocky Mountain Sea Kayak Club.
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POWELL HOUSEBOAT V
SEPTEMBER, 2017
The houseboat was reserved, names were
drawn, an organizational meeting was
held, some people’s plans changed but
others were added to the roster, and
Powell Houseboat 2017 was set to happen.
Captains Dave Hustvedt and Jud Hurd,
and trip coordinator Sue Hughes would be
joined by new members Annabel Saunders
and her husband John Anderson, Ann
Marie Odasz, Julie Pfannenstein, and
Karen Amundson. Old-timers Marsha
Dougherty, Brian Hunter, and George
and Jen Ottenhoff would round out the
dozen.
They met in Page, although Julie stayed
home at the last minute because of hip
problems and Brian returned to Denver
after a fender-bender on the way out.
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Karen and Marsha dropped Marsha’s dog off at a kennel in Clifton and listened to a Hillerman
novel set in Navajo country to get some local flavor. Sue rode with Jud; Dave drove all day from
before daylight after a birthday party at home; Ann Marie came in from visiting friends; and Annabel
and John left their horses and livestock in Westcliff in care of her father from England. George
and Jen arrived happy to know they’d be staying at a motel in town because the weather in Page
was blustery and much colder than expected.
The campers helped each other pitch their tents
in the wind and Dave and Ann Marie decided to
sleep in their cars. Then they all met at the bar in
the marina for a get-acquainted dinner. The night
was so cold and windy they wondered how the
weather would be on the water.
They met at the dock the next morning an hour
too early, because they were still on Utah time and
the rental office was on Arizona time! But it was
sunny and the wind had died down, so nobody
seemed to mind.

Karen

New member Karen Amundson sent in the following account of her Lake Powell experience.
She’s canoed for years and been very active with Rocky Mountain Canoe Club, but this was her
first time paddling on a kayak club houseboat trip.

RMSKC’S HOUSEBOAT TRIP
ON

LAKE POWELL OUT OF WAHWEAP
By Karen Amundson

SUNDAY, SEPTEMBER 24: We packed up our camping gear, had breakfast at the marina, and parked to unload.
I paid an employee on an ATV with trailer bins to take stuff to M25, our 53-foot houseboat, while others used
the hand carts that were available. Then we stacked our two kayaks on Marsha's wheels and hauled them down
to the dock. All ten sea kayaks were hooked by carabiner to a rope and pulled to the top deck of the houseboat.
Jud and Dave, our boat captains, backed the boat out of its slip. We travelled upriver at 7mph to Marker 52 to
get to Oak Canyon [A on the map on page 50]. This is farther than usual for an RMSKC's trip, but we had used
Castle Rock Cut to skip eight miles and we were excited about seeing the nearby Rainbow Bridge [ on the map].
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Marsha and I were in charge of dinner for that night; we served hors d'oeuvres of tomatoes caprese and beets
with blue cheese about 4:00. The captains checked three spots to land—one was too shallow, one too rocky, and
one just right other than being weak in the tent site category—before pulling in at the last open place in that
bay due to our late arrival.
About 6:00 we served a Greek halibut dinner with spaghetti squash and grilled veggies (all veggies from my garden).
The four single ladies, Marsha, Sue, Ann Marie and I, set up tents just as it was turning dark, and all the others
slept on the big boat. (In addition to the six aforementioned people, we had Annabel and John from Westcliffe as
our youngest members, and enjoyed their accents and phrases because they were from England. George and Jen
rounded out the crew with their pleasant personalities.)

MONDAY, SEPTEMBER 25: In the morning we got up and crowded the kitchen—oven, microwave, toaster, two
refrigerators, and a giant cooler and grill on the front deck—to make our individual breakfasts.
We then packed our lunches and other goodies
into the downloaded sea kayaks and took off for
Rainbow Bridge. We paddled out of Oak Canyon,
then west in the main lake channel, then south
in Forbidding Canyon and finally southeast in
Rainbow Bridge Canyon.

The kitchen at a quieter moment

The channel marker for
Rainbow Bridge National Monument

We arrived at a major dock, but skirted it and went to
the end of the water, where we had to bushwhack to get
up to the tourist trail that went a fourth of a mile to the
impressive Rainbow Bridge.

The trail to the arch

It is one of the biggest natural bridges in the world and
incredibly gorgeous. Jen had wanted to see it since finding out about it in high school. The 14-mile paddle was
a life record for her and lots more than she’d expected. Actually, it was a long first day’s paddle for all of us.
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You can access the Bridge via trails (avoiding the lake travel) from two different directions, but both of these
are backpack trips of about 35 miles round trip. The lake is the most convenient method, and many tour boats
come here from Wahweap. On our way out from the Bridge we were hit by lots of waves from various big boats
and then hit by waves again as they reflected off of the narrow canyon walls. It was very challenging, and we
discussed the situation after dinner and planned to paddle as a more compact group going forward.
On the way home Marsha and I also explored Secret Canyon, about half a mile of its 1.5 mile length. Dave
cooked salmon, halibut, and venison shish kabobs for dinner, all of which he captured himself prior to the trip.

TUESDAY, SEPTEMBER 26: We did Twilight Canyon
after starting with a safety talk. This time Marsha
was the lead and Dave was sweep.
We crossed the main lake channel in formation and
entered the narrow canyon to explore. We got to a
tight tributary canyon on the left and followed it
until we were blocked by a 12' log and John hopped out
to move it. The hike would have needed some technical
moves, so we all backed out. A few of us had knocked
down to half paddles due to the narrow passage.
Crossing the channel in formation
to make ourselves more visible to motor traffic

John moving
the log out of our way

Then we went up the right arm and when the water ended
we hiked to a sunny spot for lunch. It was a beautiful
canyon. On the way out Dave showed us a mannequin head
wedged 12' up on the wall, and that was kind of spooky.
We did eight miles of paddling, so then had a long afternoon at the houseboat. We watched helicopters scoop
up water, probably for a small fire somewhere south of us. Sue served three kinds of tamales and a salad, with
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Mexican rice that Jud made. Her rum cake was wonderful and
we used it to help celebrate Marsha's big six-Ohhh birthday.

WEDNESDAY, SEPTEMBER 27: We got up to thunder and
took down the tents just as it started to rain. We skipped the
short kayak to a Moki steps hike that we’d planned, put the
kayaks up top, pulled up sand anchors, and disembarked. Then
we stopped at a nearby WC and pumped out the waste tank.
We motored back toward Wahweap in a drizzly/driving rain.
We only saw a few boats moving, and had an engine losing power
because of air in the fuel line. We stopped at the Dangling Rope
Marina to get input on the issue, which Dave was able to work
around, and bought paper towels, souvenirs, and junk food.

The Birthday Girl
getting the weather report in Oak Canyon

John and Dave fussing with the engine

A chilly day on the dock at Dangling Rope:
Karen, George, Jen, Annabel and John, who is
wearing his paddling raingear called a cagoule

Sue carrying the line along the catwalk
to the back tie-off after the anchor was set
A strong line with a carabiner, a heavy piece
We pulled into shore behind Madonna Arch [B], partway up
of rug to protect the deck and the boats,
Dry Rock Creek Canyon, sank the four anchors, unloaded the
and folks who know the technique are all you need
boats, leveled some spots and set up a few tents. Then five
of us paddled to the end of the Dry Rock Creek Canyon, 5.2 miles roundtrip. We spotted four arches and a cool
balanced rock. Jen and George cooked up tasty tortellini with a broccoli salad and sautéed pears for dessert.
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THURSDAY, SEPTEMBER 28: The day was sunny
and lots warmer than Wednesday. We split into
two groups with George, Jen and Dave doing the
nearby Dry Rock Creek Canyon and the rest of us
going over to Middle Rock Creek Canyon, about a
six mile paddle. Then three people continued to a
short side canyon that we had missed the prior
day, and the rest headed back to the houseboat
for a leisurely lunch.
John jumped off the houseboat for a swim. The
water was a reasonable temperature but the
outside air was 8 to 10 degrees cooler than the
norm for late September, so you never knew if
you would warm up after getting wet.
Marsha’s paddle held aloft was the signal
to group up before we moved out into the larger water
of Rock Creek Bay; the arrow points to the tip of Madonna
Arch, which looks more like its namesake from the other side

That evening he and Annabel cooked a flavorful
mushroom stroganoff, a pot of mixed vegetables
and three kinds of cake for dessert.

FRIDAY, SEPTEMBER 29: Seven of us headed to
Rock Creek Bay and up its largest arm while Jen,
George, and Dave did the Middle Rock Creek
where they saw three Desert Bighorn Sheep.
The larger group followed the shoreline and found
a couple of cool, deep side canyons. Jud and Ann
Marie headed back to the boat to cook but Marsha,
Annabel, John, Sue and I went almost to the end
of the wide canyon and then came down the other
side to a wonderful lunch spot.
Several people had picked up trash on our travels,
but Marsha collected a small sand anchor here as
well as a foot-long fish cage two days before.

John and Ann Marie in the “car cave” on the wall
across from our campsite that became a landmark for us

Leaving our lunch spot
we came to a large
bowl in a rock wall
that Annabel wanted
to explore.
John tried to climb
into it from his kayak
John coming back
but the rock was too
over the saddle
vertical and too smooth,
after having visited
so he got back into
John’s first attempt getting out of his boat
the bowl in the rock
his boat and we went
around the bend. There we found a spot where he could get out on a flatter incline. Up and over the saddle he
went to look into the depression. He said it had evidence of animal hangouts and a small tree.
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The five of us did 14.5 miles. I only had enough stamina
for this because we kept a fairly slow, exploratory pace.
Back at the houseboat, it was the warmest day yet so
I went for a swim and also went down the slide. I was
pretty new to sea kayaking and had never done a Lake
Powell trip, so I felt pretty flush with success.
Jud treated us to a great Brunswick Stew with jalapeño
cornbread, and homemade lemon cake with lemon curd.
We had our second campfire, with Dave adding dead
tumbleweed-like bushes that burst into fireworks patterns.

The boat, with the slide
and our RMSKC banner,
in the cove behind Madonna Arch

SATURDAY, SEPTEMBER 30: We reluctantly pointed
the houseboat toward Wahweap Bay and headed to
port with the heavier weekend traffic.
Our South Lake Powell maps had information on 96
side canyons, so it was sad that we had only been able
Fire Marshal Dave monitoring our campfire
to explore seven of them. I can see how sea kayaking
with a houseboat on Lake Powell could become an addiction, and I am hoping to do more of these supported trips
with good food and canyon paddles. It costs more than a week of river paddling, but is a steal compared to similar
commercial trips. [The total was about $360 per person for the boat, gas, insurance and the shared dinners.]

Silhouetted paddlers

PHOTO CREDITS: The dramatic image on the cover of this
account was sent to Marsha by a fellow who recognized us
at the Wahweap Marina as the subjects of a photo he’d
taken from the drone he was operating around Madonna
Arch. We think the four kayak dots were John, Marsha,
Sue and Karen, on their way back to the houseboat after
their paddle up Dry Rock Creek Canyon on the first
afternoon we were docked there.
[NB: The NPS does not permit drones or Dave would
have brought his. https://www.dartdrones.com/blog/
can-you-fly-drones-national-parks/]

Many canyons looked like
they had hidden entrances

The other pictures were taken by the people on the trip;
everyone sent in at least a handful of their favorites.
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MERCHANTS WHO OFFER DISCOUNTS
FOR

RMSKC MEMBERS:

 AAA INFLATABLES (dry gear, clothing, PFDs)

RM S KC

SUPPORTERS

3264 Larimer Street, Denver
303-296-2444
 CONFLUENCE KAYAKS

2301 7th Street, Denver
303-433-3676

 GOLDEN RIVER SPORTS

806 Washington Avenue, Golden
303-215-9386
 SEA KAYAK BAJA MEXICO

www.seakayakbajamexico.com
 COLUMBIA RIVER KAYAKING

Skamokawa, WA, an hour from Astoria, Oregon
www.columbiariverkayaking.com
360-747-1044

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

 SUBURBAN TOPPERS - discounts for members on all

products: Yakima, Thule, Rhino-Rack, caps, etc.
5795 E Colfax Avenue, Denver
303-320-8677
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