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Not from successful love alone,
Nor wealth, nor honor'd middle age, nor victories of politics or
war;
But as life wanes, and all the turbulent passions calm,
As gorgeous, vapory, silent hues cover the evening sky,
As softness, fulness, rest, suffuse the frame, like freshier,
balmier air,
As the days take on a mellower light, and the apple at last
hangs really finish'd and indolent-ripe on the tree,
Then for the teeming quietest, happiest days of all!
The brooding and blissful halcyon days!

HALCYON CREW: Bill and El

                                    Leaves of Grass, Walt Whitman, 1891
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Not from successful love alone,
Nor wealth, nor honor'd middle age, nor victories of politics or
war;
But as life wanes, and all the turbulent passions calm,
As gorgeous, vapory, silent hues cover the evening sky,
As softness, fulness, rest, suffuse the frame, like freshier,
balmier air,
As the days take on a mellower light, and the apple at last
hangs really finish'd and indolent-ripe on the tree,
Then for the teeming quietest, happiest days of all!
The brooding and blissful halcyon days!

HALCYON CREW: Bill and El

                                    Leaves of Grass, Walt Whitman, 1891
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El and Bill have been 'water people' since childhood. El's love was sailing, racing small boats on Long Island Sound. Bill
enjoyed canoeing, especially long down-river and white water trips.
After they married, over 50 years ago, El introduced Bill to the joy of sailing. They owned sailboats most of their married lives,
and Bill coached a New England prep. school sailing team to win the New England Championships. Bill introduced El to river
travel and together they ran down-river and white water trips all over the country, in canoes, rafts, and sport-yaks. Bill ran
University rafting trips through the Grand Canyon for over ten years, and down many other western white water rivers.
Together they paddled down rivers throughout the US and Canada.
In 1985, after the last of their kids went off to college, they paddled together for two months in a double kayak down the
Missouri River. They had such a great time together, they decided to quit their teaching jobs and travel, on land and water.
They cruised the Great Loop in 1991 in 20-foot Flicka sailboat. In 2001, they purchased a 22-foot C-Dory Cruiser and have
since traveled over 25,000 miles living aboard. They have cruised all three coasts, many lakes, and down all Corpsdesignated navigable rivers in the US except one. This websites shares the experience of living aboard a small boat and
cruising America’s waterways.
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GETTING STARTED
LAUNCHING
WANDERLUST
CRUISING THOUGHTS
AFLOAT AND ASHORE
FAST OR SLOW?
RELAX
WEATHER
THE CANDY COUNTER
PATIENCE AND PRUDENCE
DETAILS DETAILS - KEEPING IT GOING
ENJOY
UNDER WAY
LOCKING THROUGH
SYMPHONY OF THE LOCKS
LOCK ORDER
TRAILER BOATING
TOWBOATS
TECHNOLOGY
'BOATER' HOME
SAFE HARBOR
SAFE HARBOR
GENERAL THOUGHTS
BLACK SWANS
REFLECTIONS
AT/FOR
PETS ABOARD

Geological Ramblings
GEOLOGY OF NORTH AMERICA
ICELAND - Where North American Geology Begins
GEOLOGY OF THE EASTERN CONTINENT
ROCKBOUND - Maine and Appalachian Mountains
THE FALL LINE - Eastern Seaboard
EXPLOSION - Chesapeake Bay
THE CANAL ROCKS - Geology of New York State
GEOLOGY OF THE MID-CONTINENT
ARK ROCK - Geology of the Mid-Continent
THE MIDCONTINENT RIFT
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IMPACT - Western Kentucky
ICE AGE - Mississippi River
GEOLOGY OF THE WESTERN CONTINENT
LAKES OF THE COLORADO - Colorado Plateau
FLAMING ROCKS - Northern Utah, Southern Wyoming
GEOLOGY OF THE ROCKIES - British Columbia
THE COLUMBIA ROCKS - The Pacific Northwest
TSUNAMI
ANOTHER TERRANE TALE - The San Juan Islands
GEOLOGY OF LAKE YELLOWSTONE
BIGHORN CANYON
INCLINATIONS

For the Kids
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A TEDDY BEAR TALE
RIDEAU CANAL (LAST PART FOR KIDS)
YELLOWSTONE - A DOG'S VIEW
YELLOWSTONE - A DUCK'S VIEW
FIVE ON A BOAT- LAKE POWELL
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October
LAUNCHING (10/21/00)
OREGON
November
LAKE POWELL
December
LAKE MEAD

2001
January
TEXAS
BRAZOS
AGROUND
LAGUNA ATASCOSA
February
LOUISIANA
March
NORTHERN GULF
EVERGLADES
ST. JOHNS RIVER
April
SOUTH CAROLINA
WACCAMAW & PEE DEE RIVERS
GEORGIA
INTRACOASTAL WATERWAY
FLORIDA
AMELIA ISLAND
May
CHESAPEAKE
POTOMAC RIVER
THE MID-BAY
June
NEW YORK
LONG ISLAND & THE SOUND
HUDSON
A FAMILY STORY
LAKE CHAMPLAIN
CONNECTICUT
CONNECTICUT RIVER
July

Top

QUÉBEC
THOUSAND ISLANDS
RICHELIEU RIVER & CANAL CHAMBLAY
ONTARIO-QUÉBEC
ST. LAWRENCE RIVER
August
ONTARIO
TRENT-SEVERN CANAL
RIDEAU CANAL
September
ONTARIO-QUÉBEC
TEMISKAWA WATERWAY
October
MINNESOTA
VOYAGEUR NAT'L PARK
November
KENTUCKY-TENNESSEE
CUMBERLAND RIVER
KENTUCKY-TENNESSEE-ALABAMA
TENNESSEE RIVER
C-DORY GATHERING

2002
March
ALABAMA
BLACK WARRIOR RIVER
LAKE MARTIN
C-DORY GATHERING II
April
ALABAMA AND FLORIDA
CHATTAHOOCHEE RIVER
FLINT RIVER
APALACHICOLA RIVER
GULF INTRACOASTAL W-WAY
MOBILE BAY
MOBILE & ALABAMA RIVER
THE FALL LINE
May
CHESAPEAKE BAY
RAPPAHANNOCK RIVER
EXPLOSION
June
FAST OR SLOW?
September
MAINE
ROCKBOUND
LOBSTERING
DOWN-EAST GATHERING
LIGHTHOUSES
GHOSTS OF THE PAST
CRITTERS
TIDE
MAINE WEATHER
UPPER MISSISSIPPI RIVER
MID-WEST C-DORY GATHERING
October
RELAX
WEATHER
PADDLEBOATS
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ISLANDS
TRAINS
TOWNS
MISSISSIPPI MOMENTS
ST. CROIX RIVER
MIDWEST LIGHTHOUSES
ICE AGE
November
OHIO RIVER
DECISION
ALLEGHENY RIVER
MONONGAHELA RIVER
PITTSBURGH
NEW CUMBERLAND LOCK
MISSY V
STEAMBOATS ON THE OHIO
SYMPHONY OF THE LOCKS
LOCKING THROUGH
THE CANDY COUNTER
LUCK IN UNLUCK
December
MERRY CHRISTMAS

2003
January
TRAILER BOATING
LOCK ORDER
TOWBOATS
KENTUCKY GATHERING
IMPACT - Western Kentucky
February-March (Closed for El Repair)
April
UTAH-ARIZONA
TIME AND THE RIVER
LAKE POWELL
RARE BIRD
NEIGHBORS
TECHNOLOGY
May
LAKE POWELL GATHERING
NIBBLE
June
ALASKA
DIXON
CLOSE TO THE EDGE
July
ALASKA
TOTEMS
ROCK ART
WILDLIFE
CRUISING ALASKA
August
WASHINGTON
BLAKELY GATHERING
EXPLORING A RIVER
September
LANGLEY GATHERING
October
RIO VISTA
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PATIENCE AND PRUDENCE
November
CALIFORNIA DELTA
THE PERFECT DAY
THE IDEA
A UNIQUE PLACE
DELTA SURPRISES
ISOLATION
STEAMERS
FERRIES
BRIDGES
TOWERS
SALTIES
FOOD
MARINAS
TOWNS
BIRDS
CONCLUSION
NEVADA
NELSON
December
NEVADA (R&R)

2004
January-February
NEVADA (R&R)
March
NEVADA-ARIZONA
LAKE MOJAVE
LAKE MOJAVE GATHERING
THAILAND
THAI RIVERS
April
UTAH-ARIZONA
LAKES OF THE COLORADO
BEAUTY AND THE BEAST
LAKE POWELL '04
May
UTAH-WYOMING
FLAMING GORGE
FLAMING ROCKS
June
SWITZERLAND
LAKES
WASHINGTON
SAN JUAN ISLANDS
BRITISH COLUMBIA
GULF ISLANDS
July
DETAILS
BRITISH COLUMBIA
THE BEGINNING
LAKE SHUSWAP
LAKE REVELSTOKE
August
BRITISH COLUMBIA
ARROW LAKE
WASHINGTON
LAKE ROOSEVELT
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OREGON
ROGUE RIVER
IDAHO
DWORSHAK RESERVOIR
SNAKE RIVER
September
WASHINGTON - OREGON
COLUMBIA RIVER
THE COLUMBIA ROCKS
WARRENTON GATHERING
LOOKING UP A RIVER
UTAH - ARIZONA
LAKE POWELL
October
DETAILS, TOO
MISSOURI
TRUMAN RESERVOIR
OKLAHOMA - ARKANSAS
ARKANSAS RIVER
ARK ROCKS
November
ARKANSAS
LAKE OUACHITA
MISSOURI - ARKANSAS
BULL SHOALS LAKE
December
NEVADA(R&R)
NELSON

2005
January
NEVADA (R&R)
TSUNAMI
February
NEVADA-ARIZONA
MOJAVE GATHERING '05
March
TENNESSEE
NASHVILLE GATHERING
April
TENNESSEE - KENTUCKY - ALABAMA - MISSISSIPPI
SPRING ON THE CUMBERLAND RIVER
SPRING ON THE TENNESSEE RIVER
A TEDDY BEAR TALE
May
TENNESSEE - KENTUCKY
THE GREAT LOOP
THE THOUSAND MILE LOOP
LITTLE TENNESSEE AND TELLICO RIVERS
LAKE CUMBERLAND
DALE HOLLOW LAKE
June
MARYLAND
EASTERN SHORE GATHERING
CHESTER RIVER
AN AMAZING VARIETY
JUST YOU, THE BAY AND GOD
EASTERN SHORE, FROM THE WATER
EASTERN SHORE, FROM THE LAND
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July
NEW YORK
CLINTON'S BIG DITCH
CAYUGA-SENECA CANAL
ANOTHER FAMILY STORY
August
NEW YORK
WESTERN ERIE CANAL
EASTERN ERIE CANAL
THE CANAL ROCKS
SO ONCE WERE THEY
THE ERIE TODAY
September
NEW YORK
AND YOU'LL ALWAYS KNOW YOUR PAL
FINGER LAKES
LE GRAND CIRCUIT NAUTIQUE
October
NEW YORK AND ONTARIO
OSWEGO CANAL
LAKE ONTARIO
RIDEAU CANAL 05
OTTAWA RIVER
November
QUEBEC, VERMONT
December
COLORADO (R&R)

2006
January
COLORADO (R&R)
February
CALIFORNIA
SAN DIEGO
March
MOROCCO
April
ARIZONA / UTAH
LAKE POWELL GATHERING '06
May
WASHINGTON
LOPEZ ISLAND GATHERING '06
PASSAGE NORTH - WA, BC, AK
PASSAGE NORTH
CROSSING
PRINCESS LOUISA INLET
IVORY ISLAND
A FISH TALE
GETTING AROUND
CRITTERS
WHERE TERRANES COLLIDE
TOMBSTONE FEAST
June
ALASKA
EATING OUT
WALKING AROUND
July
ALASKA
LE CONTE GLACIER

Top

ANAN
BRITISH COLUMBIA
BABINE LAKE
WASHINGTON
BELLINGHAM GATHERING
September
PACIFIC NORTHWEST
TRIBUTE - HISTORY OF THE NW
FOUR ON A BOAT
October
ENGLISH CANALS
CHESHIRE RING
ICELAND
WHERE AMERICAN GEOLOGY BEGINS

2007
January
WASHINGTON
SEATTLE BOAT SHOW
February
COLORADO (R&R)
March
ARIZONA (Vacation)
April
COLORADO (Writing)
CROSSING
SAFE HARBOR
May
Colorado (Kayaking the Colorado River)
June
Washington
San Juan Islands
A TERRANE TALE
SUCIA ISLAND STATE PARK
SAN JUAN ISLAND NATIONAL HISTORICAL PARK
CLARK ISLAND STATE PARK
Details
DETAILS: KEEPING IT GOING
July
Washington
San Juan Islands
JONES ISLAND STATE PARK
DOE ISLAND STATE PARK
BLAST ON A BOAT
LIFE ON AN ISLAND - CENTER ISLAND
Puget Sound
CARVER
South Puget Sound
SOUTH SOUND
POULSBO
Bellingham Gathering
BELLINGHAM GATHERING '07
August
Idaho
LAKE PEND D'OREILLE
PRIEST LAKE
COEUR D'ALENE LAKE
September
Washington

Top

FALL IN THE SAN JUAN ISLANDS
ENJOY
October
Colorado
BLACK SWANS

2008

Top

January
COLORADO (R&R)
February
GREECE
GREECE - Where Western Civilization Began
March
COLORADO (R&R)
April
COLORADO (R&R)
May
COLORADO CAMPING
June
COLORADO CAMPING
July
WASHINGTON
STATE MARINE PARK GEMS
BLIND ISLAND
CLARK ISLAND
DECEPTION PASS (INCLUDES BOWMAN BAY, SHARPE COVE, AND CORNET BAY)*
DOE ISLAND*
GRIFFIN BAY
HOPE ISLAND
JAMES ISLAND*
JONES ISLAND*
LIME KILN POINT*
MATIA ISLAND*
PATOS ISLAND*
POSEY ISLAND
SADDLEBAG ISLAND
SKAGIT ISLAND
SPENCER SPIT*
STUART ISLAND*
SUCIA ISLAND*
TURN ISLAND*
UPRIGHT CHANNEL
EAGLE HARBOR, CYPRESS ISLAND* (DNR AREA)
August
WYOMING
LAKE YELLOWSTONE
YELLOWSTONE ASHORE
YELLOWSTONE GATHERING
YELLOWSTONE HOT SPRING LIFE
September
WYOMING/UTAH
The Grand Slam of Great Western Lakes
GRAND SLAM (Yellowstone, Jackson {Tetons}, Flaming Gorge, Powell)
JACKSON LAKE - TETONS
LAKE POWELL GATHERING '08

2009

Top

January
COLORADO (R&R)
February
COLORADO (R&R)
March
COLORADO (R&R)
April
COLORADO (R&R)
May
WYOMING
YELLOWSTONE - A DOG'S VIEW
YELLOWSTONE - A DUCK'S VIEW
June
ARIZONA / UTAH
LAKE POWELL '09
July
WASHINGTON / BRITISH COLUMBIA
CHEMAINUS
BELLINGHAM GATHERING
SIX ON A BOAT
BUST - OR A NEW HOME FOR THE TRAILER
August
WASHINGTON / BRITISH COLUMBIA
NANAIMO GATHERING
SPIRIT ISLAND - ISLE OF THE DEAD
REFLECTIONS
MONTANA
FLATHEAD LAKE
HUNGRY HORSE RESERVOIR
LAKE McDONALD, GLACIER NATIONAL PARK
SAINT MARY LAKE, GLACIER NATIONAL PARK
September
MONTANA
MANY GLACIER, GLACIER NATIONAL PARK
TWO MEDICINE LAKES, GLACIER NATIONAL PARK
ALBERTA
WATERTON LAKES NATIONAL PARK
MONTANA
CLARK CANYON RESERVOIR
UTAH
UTAH LAKE
UTAH / ARIZONA
LAKE POWELL
October
ARIZONA / UTAH

2010
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December
PANAMA
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Pacific Northwest
Colorado Canyons
The Thousand Mile Loop
Canada
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Inside Passage North
Rocky Mountains
The Great Horseshoe
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California
Gulf Coast
Heartland

Top

THAILAND
THAI RIVERS
ENGLAND
CHESHIRE RING (CANALS IN ENGLAND)
ICELAND
WHERE NORTH AMERICAN GEOLOGY BEGINS
BALKANS
GREECE
WHERE WESTERN CIVILIZATION BEGAN
PANAMA
PANAMA CANAL

Pacific Northwest
WASHINGTON / BRITISH COLUMBIA
GULF ISLANDS AND VANCOUVER ISLAND
CHEMAINUS
SAN JUAN ISLANDS
NIBBLE
STATE MARINE PARK GEMS
BLIND ISLAND
CLARK ISLAND
DECEPTION PASS
DOE ISLAND
GRIFFIN BAY
HOPE ISLAND
JAMES ISLAND
JONES ISLAND
LIME KILN POINT
MATIA ISLAND
PATOS ISLAND
POSEY ISLAND
SADDLEBAG ISLAND
SKAGIT ISLAND
SPENCER SPIT
STUART ISLAND
SUCIA
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TURN ISLAND
UPRIGHT CHANNEL
NATIONAL PARK
SAN JUAN ISLAND NAT'L HISTORICAL PARK
DEPT OF NATURAL RESOURCES
EAGLE HARBOR
TALES
A TERRANE TALE
BLAST ON A BOAT
LIFE ON AN ISLAND - CENTER ISLAND
FALL IN THE SAN JUANS
SIX ON A BOAT
SPIRIT ISLAND - ISLE OF THE DEAD
BUST - OR A NEW HOME FOR THE TRAILER
PUGET SOUND
CARVER
SOUTH PUGET SOUND
SOUTH SOUND
POULSBO
OREGON
COOS BAY
ROGUE RIVER
IDAHO
LAKE PEND D'OREILLE
PRIEST LAKE
COEUR D'ALENE LAKE

Inside Passage North

Top

PASSAGE NORTH
TRIBUTE
FOUR ON A BOAT
BRITISH COLUMBIA
CROSSING
PRINCESS LOUISA INLET
IVORY ISLAND
A FISH TALE
GETTING AROUND
CRITTERS
WHERE TERRANES COLLIDE
TOMBSTONE FEAST
BABINE LAKE
ALASKA
DIXON
CLOSE TO THE EDGE
TOTEMS
ROCK ART
WILDLIFE
CRUISING ALASKA
EATING OUT
WALKING AROUND
LE CONTE GLACIER
BEARS

California
THE PERFECT DAY

Top

DELTA
THE IDEA
A UNIQUE PLACE
DELTA SURPRISES
ISOLATION
STEAMERS
FERRIES
BRIDGES
TOWERS
SALTIES
FOOD
MARINAS
TOWNS
BIRDS
CONCLUSION
SAN DIEGO BAY
SAN DIEGO BAY

Columbia River

Top

BRITISH COLUMBIA, WASHINGTON, IDAHO, AND OREGON
EXPLORING A RIVER
THE BEGINNING
LAKE SHUSWAP
REVELSTOKE LAKE
BIRDS
THE COLUMBIA ROCKS
LAKE ROOSEVELT
DWORSHAK RESERVOIR
SNAKE RIVER
LOWER COLUMBIA RIVER

Colorado Canyons

Top

LAKES OF THE COLORADO
BEAUTY AND THE BEAST
WYOMING, UTAH
FLAMING GORGE
FLAMING ROCKS
ARIZONA, UTAH
TIME AND THE RIVER
LAKE POWELL'00
LAKE POWELL '03
LAKE POWELL '04
RARE BIRD
NEIGHBORS
LAKE POWELL '06
LAKE POWELL '08
LAKE POWELL '09
NEVADA, ARIZONA
LAKE MEAD
LAKE MOJAVE
NEVADA
NELSON

Rocky Mountains

Top

UTAH
UTAH LAKE
WYOMING
GRAND SLAM
LAKE YELLOWSTONE
YELLOWSTONE - A DOG'S VIEW
YELLOWSTONE - A DUCK'S VIEW
YELLOWSTONE ASHORE
YELLOWSTONE GATHERING
A TEDDY BEAR TALE
YELLOWSTONE HOT SPRINGS LIFE
YELLOWSTONE - A DOG'S VIEW
YELLOWSTONE - A DUCK'S VIEW
JACKSON LAKE - TETONS
MONTANA
FLATHEAD LAKE
HUNGRY HORSE RESERVOIR
LAKE McDONALD, GLACIER NATIONAL PARK
SAINT MARY LAKE, GLACIER NATIONAL PARK
TWO MEDICINE LAKES, GLACIER NATIONAL PARK
MANY GLACIER, GLACIER NATIONAL PARK
CLARK CANYON RESERVOIR
ALBERTA, CANADA
WATERTON LAKES NATIONAL PARK

Gulf Coast

Top

TEXAS
TEXAS
BRAZOS
AGROUND
LAGUNA ATASCOSA
LOUISIANA
LOUISIANA
ALABAMA
ALABAMA
GULF INTRACOASTAL WATERWAY
MOBILE BAY
FLORIDA
GULF INTRACOASTAL WATERWAY
NORTHERN GULF
EVERGLADES

The Great Loop

Top

THE GREAT LOOP

The Thousand Mile Loop

Top

THE THOUSAND MILE LOOP

The Great Horseshoe
ALABAMA, GEORGIA, FLORIDA

Top

CHATTAHOOCHEE RIVER
FLINT RIVER
APALACHICOLA RIVER
GULF INTRACOASTAL WATER-WAY
MOBILE BAY
MOBILE & ALABAMA RIVER

Heartland

Top

MINNESOTA
VOYAGEUR NATIONAL PARK
MISSISSIPPI RIVER (MINNESOTA, WISCONSIN, IOWA, ILLINOIS AND MISSOURI)
ST. CROIX RIVER
MISSISSIPPI RIVER (UPPER)
PADDLEBOATS ON THE OLE MISS
TRAINS
TOWNS
MISSISSIPPI MOMENTS
MIDWEST LIGHTHOUSES
ICE AGE
OHIO RIVER (PENNSYLVANIA, WEST VIRGINIA, OHIO, INDIANA, ILLINOIS AND KENTUCKY)
DECISION
ALLEGHENY RIVER
MONONGAHELA RIVER
PITTSBURGH
MISSY V
NEW CUMBERLAND LOCK
STEAMBOATS ON THE OHIO
LUCK IN UNLUCK
KENTUCKY
LAKE CUMBERLAND
KENTUCKY, TENNESSEE
FALL ON THECUMBERLAND RIVER
SPRING ON THE CUMBERLAND RIVER
MERRY CHRISTMAS - 2002
IMPACT - Western Kentucky
DALE HOLLOW LAKE
FALL ON THE TENNESSEE RIVER
SPRING ON THE TENNESSEE RIVER
A TEDDY BEAR TALE (A STORY FOR KIDS)
TENNESSEE
LITTLE TENNESSEE AND TELLICO RIVERS
MISSOURI
TRUMAN RESERVOIR
OKLAHOMA, ARKANSAS
ARKANSAS RIVER
MISSOURI, ARKANSAS
BULL SHOALS LAKE
ARKANSAS
LAKE OUACHITA
ARK ROCKS
ALABAMA
ALABAMA
BLACK WARRIOR RIVER
LAKE MARTIN

East Coast

Top

MAINE
MAINE
ROCKBOUND
LOBSTERING
LIGHTHOUSES
GHOSTS OF THE PAST
CRITTERS
TIDE
MAINE WEATHER
ISLANDS
CONNECTICUT
CONNECTICUT
CONNECTICUT RIVER
NEW YORK
ST.LAWRENCE RIVER
THOUSAND ISLANDS
NEW YORK STATE CANALS
HUDSON-LAKE CHAMPLAIN WATERWAY
HUDSON
LAKE CHAMPLAIN
A FAMILY STORY
CAYUGA-SENECA AND ERIE CANALS
CLINTON'S BIG DITCH
CAYUGA-SENECA CANAL
WESTERN ERIE CANAL
EASTERN ERIE
ANOTHER FAMILY STORY
THE CANAL ROCKS
SO ONCE WERE THEY
ERIE CANAL TODAY
FINGER LAKES
AND YOU'LL ALWAYS KNOW YOUR PAL
NEW YORK, ONTARIO, QUEBEC, VERMONT
LE GRAN CIRCUIT NAUTIQUE (1,000 MILE CIRCLE)
THE IDEA - LE GRAN CIRCUIT NAUTIQUE
OSWEGO CANAL
LAKE ONTARIO
RIDEAU CANAL
OTTAWA RIVER
RICHILEAU RIVER
LAKE CHAMPLAIN
EASTERN ERIE CANAL
COASTAL NEW YORK
LONG ISLAND & THE SOUND
CHESAPEAKE
POTOMAC RIVER
THE MID-BAY
RAPPAHANNOCK RIVER
EXPLOSION - GEOLOGIC HISTORY
CHESTER RIVER
AN AMAZING VARIETY
JUST YOU, THE BAY AND GOD
EASTERN SHORE, FROM THE WATER
EASTERN SHORE, FROM THE LAND
SOUTH CAROLINA
WACCAMAW & PEE DEE RIVERS
GEORGIA
INTRACOASTAL WATERWAY
FLORIDA

AMELIA ISLAND
ST. JOHNS RIVER

Canada
QUÉBEC
RICHELIEU RIVER & CANAL CHAMBLAY
ONTARIO-QUÉBEC
TEMISKAWA WATERWAY
ONTARIO
TRENT-SEVERN CANAL
BRITISH COLUMBIA (SEE WESTERN STATES)
ALBERTA (SEE ROCKY MOUNTAINS)
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2009

Top

Did not attend a gathering

2001

Top

KENTUCKY GATHERING
TENNESSEE GATHERING

2002

Top

ALABAMA GATHERING
DOWN-EAST GATHERING
MIDWEST GATHERING

2003

Top

LAKE POWELL GATHERING
BLAKELY GATHERING
LANGLEY GATHERING
RIO VISTA GATHERING

2004

Top

LAKE MOJAVE GATHERING
WARRENTON GATHERING

2005

Top

LAKE MOJAVE GATHERING
NASHVILLE TENNESSEE GATHERING
EASTERN SHORE (CHESAPEAKE) GATHERING
YOU'LL ALWAYS KNOW YOUR PAL (ERIE CANAL)

2006

Top

SAN DIEGO BAY
LAKE POWELL GATHERING
LOPEZ ISLAND GATHERING
BELLINGHAM GATHERING

2007

Top

SEATTLE BOAT SHOW
BELLINGHAM GATHERING

2008

Top

YELLOWSTONE GATHERING
GRAND SLAM OF GREAT WESTERN LAKES
LAKE POWELL GATHERING

2009

Top

NANAIMO GATHERING
BELLINGHAM GATHERING
LAKE POWELL GATHERING

2010
MISSISSIPPI RIVER GATHERING
GUTTENBURG, IOWA
LAKE POWELL GATHERING
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C-Brats Online!: http://www.c-brats.com/

Top | Home

Gatherings

Links

Contact

Home

About

Themes

Years

Locations

Contact

E-mail: bill_fiero@hotmail.com
Webmaster: brycefiero@gmail.com
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LAUNCHING
-----How do two, seemingly normal, people become wandering nomads?
Even more strange, how do they do their wandering by living aboard a
22' C-Dory power boat?
-----The saga begins ...

Home Sweet Home

PSYCHOSIS
-----Authors make much of the passages of life - you know - like high school graduation, getting married, retirement. But,
there's a passage apparently ignored by psychologists, and it caught us by surprise. Something snapped when the last kid left
home.
-----We looked at each other and bingo! Our minds raced along with possibilities - we suddenly had no obligations except to
each other. Oh, I know, that's not true - you are always a parent, and there's thhe job, the mortgage, the bills to pay… We sat
on the floor, bottle of wine between us, and stared at each other in sudden amazement - it was not the realities but the
possibilities that floored us. Suddenly, and prophetically, we understood what sailors meant by a sea change.
-----Moments of great insight and moments of insanity must be difficult to differentiate. We were dazed by what might be.
Why, if we wished, we could shuck off responsibility as easily as a caterpillar becomes a butterfly. All it required was
imagination, guts (or is that stupidity?), and a touch of insanity.
-----El smiled, and took a sip of wine. "Yes, we'll always be parents, but the kids are well-launched and have solid keels."
-----"But, honey, the jobs?" I was trying to hold on to a thread of reality.
-----"Quit," was the quick response.
-----"The mortgage?"
-----"Sell the house!" El was always the gambler and thrill-seeker in our house.
-----"The bills? We have to live somewhere and we still have to eat." I could feel my fingers losing their grip on practicality. We
were slipping over the edge.
-----"Well, let's crunch the numbers and see if it's possible," came the quick reply.
-----"We're nuts," was all I could say as I headed to the computer.

POSSIBLE
-----Computers are great at solving problems - particularly those that involve number crunching. Printed out, the results look
so authoritative and exact. We forget the uncertainty of the numbers that we put in, since there in front of us is the final
answer - in black and white - and definitely deffinitive!
-----El and I have always been independent people - you know, marching to our own drummer and all that. Well, our financial
advisor was named Mortimer. IBM built him and he sat on a table in our den. Mort, one of the first PC's, was great at
answering "If ... then?" financial questions. And that's just what we needed to know. "If we quit, then can we still eat?"
-----We plugged in the numbers from our checkbook and yellow sheets and figured out our expenses (the income was easy to
calculate, and we swore we could hear Mortimer chuckling as he figured out that side of the ledger - as teachers, we earned
somewhat less than ball players. In fact, my students earned more as parking valets than I did with my teaching).
-----After grinding and clunking for about ten minutes, ol' Mort spit out "Death by Starvation." Everything was outgo, and
nothing was income. Without the computer, I could have figured that out in about 2 seconds!
-----Therefore, we would have to juggle the numbers a bit - I believe the bean counters call that "creative accounting." We
obviously needed more on the income side of the ledger, so we projected total returns from our investments and pushed the
"GO" button on Mortimer. This took longer - maybe 15 minutes - and out came a new answer - "Slow Death by Starvation."
We were getting closer.
-----Into the hopper went the income projections we had just received from Social Security. It wouldn't be much, since during
all those years of teaching we were both outside the "safety net," as the government likes to call it, dangling over the
precipice of financial ruin. But, we had our forty quarters - parking lot attendant, pinsetter in bowling alley, Christmas tree
sales - all those high-paying jobs of thirty years ago. So, back to the IBM cruncher. This didn't take long - since the numbers
from Social Security were infinitesimal. Out came another, slightly more encouraging result, "Death by Slow Starvation,
Predicted to Occur in four and a half years." But there was an optimistic footnote - "*After Age 62, Slower Death by
Starvation."
-----We had to get more creative - in went our estimates of pensions. They weren't programmed to pay out until age 65. Since
Mort said we wouldn't live that long, we plugged in "take it now." He thought that was reckless and "not financially prudent,"
but we ignored the flashing warning signs. On the highway of life, we had learned that's often a good idea. You know, a little
risk and all that. Of course, this time the hazard was slow starvation. Mort thrundled and fumed with the new numbers and
then popped out his vision of the future: "If you eat nothing but rice you'll exist, until your demise at age 59."
-----We were desperate. We cut out the non-essentials on the spending side, like clothes, ice cream, and M&M's, but that
didn't change the results much - "age 59 and two months." We would have to do some radical surgery. El was right; we'd
have to sell our house!
-----In a stroke that entry into Mort reduced most of our expenses - mortgage, taxes, insurance, and all the bills associated
with telephone, electric, sewage, garbage, water, and maintenance. In short, everything except food. Oh, yes - we needed a
place to put our heads, but we'd worry about that later. Now, the income side looked brighter. The sale of house, furnishings,
car, clothes - actually, everything we had worked for all our married lives - yielded money. This would go into investments that
would yield income!
-----Mortimer groaned over this change. It was obvious that he didn't like this homeless alternative - his groans, clunks, and
sighs were muchh louder than usual. After about a half hour, with a flickering monitor, he queried, "And Me? Am I Gone
Also?" A teardrop splattered on the inside of the screen and we could see that we were really asking too much of him. El and
I had a quick consult, and then typed into the program, "No, our good and trusted friend. You will be sent off to college, in
Colorado, just like the other kids in the family. You will have a chance to soak up beer, record thesis data, and enjoy a new
life style with our son, Brad."
-----We pushed the "GO" button again, and the screen lit up with "WOW!" and the computer went back to grinding. We had
supper, took a dip in the pool, and watched the evening news before Mort quit making hideous noises. The screen was
brightly lit and so, shortly, were we - "Barely (Pun Intended) Possible," it said.

LET'S BUY A BOAT
-----There are many different ways of being homeless. For most of one year, we carried backpacks and walked fifteen to
twenty miles a day - and not just ordinary strolling, mind you, but up and down the Appalachian Mountains. From Georgia to
Maine! Walking the Appalachian Trail end to end solved the problem of no house, and no direction in life. We had a tent and

the direction was north!
-----We lived out of the back of a station wagon for another year kicking around New Zealand and Australia. Oh, the stories
we could tell - like that night with a Boomslang - but that's another tale.
-----We have lived in Youth Hostels (had to lie a little about our age, and dye our hair) on every continent, except the Antarctic
(there we stayed on a boat). Ah, there was that night in a tent in Nepal, with our socks soaked in blood from leeches on our
legs and feet - but that's another story.
-----Now, remember, I said at the beginning of this tale, that we were teetering off the edge of sanity. There have been many
evenings, sitting on the floor with our wine, on the edge of tears, when we thought we had gone over the edge. In our travels,
tinges of reality occasionally slipped into our lives - like, someday, we might have to settle down. As a diversion, in our
peripatetic wanderings, we'd ask each other, "How about here? - nice weather, good view of the mountains?" Soon, El
noticed a pattern in our scrutiny of potential sites to settle.
-----"They always have water," she said in a flash of insight.
-----I pondered that for a moment, and agreed she was absolutely right - "and usually, lots of water," I added.
-----"So, the answer to our housing is obvious," she said, eyes flashing and with that special smile she saves for reckless
moments. "Let's buy a boat."

C-DORY
-----El has always been a water person. She grew up almost living in her sailing dinghy back in New England. As a kid, she
was always tacking and jibing (come to think of it, she's been good at that all her life). When we were first married, and living
on the Llano Estacado where a drop of water had a life span of 0.1 nanoseconds, El bought a boat! We hauled that boat 60
miles (one way) with our VW to find enough water to float her, but El was ecstatic. Now, three kids and several boats later,
she could sense the ultimate boating experience - living aboard!
-----Now you can't live on any old boat. Maybe you can fish, or poke around weekends on an old tub, but to live aboard there
are a few necessary amenities. El ticked them off, "A place to sleep, a place to cook and maybe a good place to read a
book."
-----"How about a sound hull and a good engine?" I added. Remember, El is the risk-taker in our duo.
-----"Sure, that too," she said, like it was an afterthought. "Let's look."
-----"We need the smallest boat we can live on," I suggested, knowing Mortimer II, the new laptop computer investment
advisor, would refuse anything much bigger than a rubber ducky.
-----" …And also trailer," El added. "We're nomads. We'll want to explore the three coasts and everything in between."
-----My mind had barely grasped three coasts, let alone everything in between, when El said, "So, what are we waiting for?"
-----We scanned the Internet, the marinas, and the bookstores. The search quickly narrowed. There are many big, BIG boats
to live aboard. Some have sails, some have motors, and some have both. There are, however, very few small boats one can
live aboard - and trailer.
-----Now, El is the water person, so for years, every time we were near water, she was always "kicking" boats, like guys kick
tires. She had spotted C-Dorys and liked what she saw. We had a day trip out of Sitka ,in December, looking for sea birds, on
a C-Dory and it was warm and comfortable. El knew the Dory hull - the fisherman off Rhode Island swore by them. "Let's
check it out," she concluded.
-----We went to Kent, Washington, and checked them out. In five minutes, we had the answer. "That's it," El said.
-----"The hull is bombproof and the Hondas are quiet and reliable," I was still pondering.
-----"She's perfect," El was confident. "Comfy V-berth, great stove, and it even converts to a heater. Plenty of room for
storage. Dory design. Perfect."
-----"Let's give it a sea trial," I ventured, being the conservative one.
-----The next day, we were in Oregon on the water in a C-Dory. "We have a home," concluded El.

HALCYON
-----We ordered a boat and had a month to wait for delivery. "You're lucky," said Harry Andrews, of Coos Bay Marine. "It's
usually many months."
-----So, we went to Africa with our son, the ornithologist, to chase birds through the marshes of Botswana and Zimbabwe. We
also walked into a pride of lions, but that's another story.
-----"What will we name her?" El queried.
-----"Tough question, hon. Let's ponder."
-----So ponder we did, and we came up with Halcyon. The mythical bird of olden times. She built her floating nest at sea,
thought the ancients. She had to know when there would be weeks of calm or perhaps she had the ability to calm the seas.
"Halcyon it is," said El. "Hopefully, our 'nest' will float on calm seas."
-----"Hopefully," I underlined, being the worrywart in our duo.
-----We drove to Coos Bay with barely disguised excitement - the addition of a house, a car, a kid - or a boat - is an exciting
time for a couple. We parked the truck, walked around the corner of the shed, and there she was - our new lifestyle.

El Meets Halcyon

CHRISTENING
-----Our son, Scott, has inherited El's water-loving genes. He helped us every step of the way to the reality of Halcyon:
-----"You need a windlass, Dad. It's less expensive then a chiropractor."
-----"Mom's right, Pop, you need to enclose the cockpit. A bimini won't give you enough weather protection, and with
enclosure, you have another room for guests."
-----He had to see Halcyon. On launch day, he flew into Coos Bay, with a bottle of champagne.

Scott, El, Bill, Halcyon (and Champagne) 10/21/00

(10/00)
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CRUISING AMERICA - HALCYON
DAYS
WANDERLUST
-----There are positive and negative aspects of
being nomads. It is easy to focus on the
romantic appeal of a nomadic lifestyle.
However, to be realistic, you should also
recognize and evaluate your ability to cope
with the negative side.

Nomads

SOME THOUGHTS FROM COOPER HOLLOW

Cooper Hollow, Tennessee River, Alabama
-----Nomads. This word brings different images to mind in different folks. Some see hobos. Others feel the
romance of being footloose. Wanderlust or just bums? We have received queries from folks, some with CDorys, about our nomadic lifestyle. These are two replies to the same question you might have: Should we do
it?
The Open Road
-----Steinbeck wrote "God made hobos to make other men yearn." Some years ago, a Texas C-Dory owner
took his boat easterly along the Gulf, around Florida and up the Atlantic coast to Chesapeake. There,
overcome by homesickness, he turned southerly for home. We met him as we cruised the Texas coast - a
charming gentleman. Now he is grounded by his wife's health problems. He loaned us his charts and more

importantly, took the time to write out ideas and cautions for cruising "his" coast. He asked us to keep writing
him about our experiences, and we have. He wrote back, "When I was on my trip, folks often said - 'I wish I
could do that.' Today, when I read your letters, I say to myself those same words."
-----For some this lifestyle is impossible - physical, age, family, or financial constraints prevent it. We write our
tale of Halcyon Days for them - for our friend Leon, in Texas - so we might vicariously enjoy this voyage
together. He "can do that" with us. His warm smile and infectious generosity we carry in our hearts - he is
surely with us.
-----For some few of you, however, this life seems a possibility. "Maybe some day I can do that," you think.
Swinging on our hook in Cooper Hollow, we decided to write these thoughts for you.
-----Work life seems to present a conflict not easily resolved in 21st century America: time vs. money. Our first
five years of marriage, we had jobs that paid well and promised security, but they didn't allow much time for
fun. So, we quit them and took teaching jobs that paid half as much but gave long holidays. It didn't seem
possible we could ever have both time and money together, nor was it. We lived in Nevada -- we knew casino
odds. We could either play the red or the black.
-----Then we had a flash of insight - it isn't how much you earn that's important, but how much you spend. If we
could resist the temptation for material things, we could reduce our expenses. Friends told us that was
"positively un-American," and we certainly weren't the norm. We learned to live simply. We love the outdoors.
Backpacking and bird watching can be inexpensive hobbies.
-----When my Dad was approaching retirement, he and Mom were planning what they would do in their new
lifestyle. They had opted for security in their lives, and now, with retirement, they would have time and enough
money. They could do all those things they had put off during their years of work and raising kids. We talked
late into the nights about his plans. At sixty-three, he died on a business trip.
-----When we reached fifty, our last kid went off to college. We had no family responsibilities to tie us to a
home. We were blessed with good health. We were physically strong and young enough to backpack and still,
puffing, climb a mountain. We continued to live a frugal lifestyle.
-----The trap, however, was set. The "earning years" were ahead of us. In fifteen years, we could vest our
retirement and draw the maximum return. We would finally have a bundle and time. We could "take those trips."
Then, it struck us - those were Dad's words.
-----We quit our jobs - professions we loved. We sold our house, gave away everything (but the photo albums)
to the kids who were starting homes or to Salvation Army. We bought a little used motor home and hit the road.
We quickly found our expenses were halved without a house and things. More importantly, we discovered we
never owned those things - they owned us. They were anchors in life. Anchors hold you in a storm, but they
keep you rooted in place. We pulled the anchor.
-----We have since traveled to every continent. We have kicked around in youth hostels, driven around in used
cars, and followed our dreams - crazy dreams. We lived in a cabin on the shore of Hudson Bay in February to
experience the north in winter. We paddled 1,300 miles and two months down the Missouri River in a twoperson kayak - the first three weeks we didn't see a soul. We put on our backpacks and for six months
everything we needed was on our backs - we hiked the Appalachian Trail from Georgia to Maine. Trailtoughened, we headed for six months exploring and hiking New Zealand (yes - we did the Milford Track) and
then another six months banging around the "back blocks" of Australia. We weren't 'on a tour.' We lived in
cabins, youth hostels, and the back of our used station wagon.
-----We watched Leopard Seals from an inflatable off the Antarctic Peninsula, and then, afterwards, spent
another few months kicking around Patagonia and the Chilean fjords in rental cars, buses, boats, and youth
hostels. We spent a Christmas in Oaxaca to see the Radish Festival (yep, there is such a thing, and it is
marvelous). We trekked in Nepal and then crossed the Himalayas on foot, bus, and Chinese Army trucks to
see the Portala in Lhasa.

-----Two years ago, we boated up part of the Amazon with a local Indian fellow. That same summer we
paddled canoes down the most remote river in North America - the Thelon - with our son, wolves, and musk
oxen. Foor the past two years, we decided to ferret out five hundred species of North American birds - you
wouldn't believe the places we had to go and what a feathered treasure hunt it was. We got #500 in Texas on
our first Gulf coast C-Dory cruise. Have we seen it all? Lordy, no! Thoreau mused that the whole world was in
his back yard and he was right. Many lifetimes could be spent out there without exhausting the possibilities.
-----What it requires is what we had in our youth, and can still muster in our older years - imagination, energy,
and good health. SSo, was it a good choice to quit? For us, unequivocally, yes. It is a choice with risk. We have
been lucky - especially, for good health.
-----What about our family? They, like most, have scattered from their home state. We see them more often,
being footloose, than would have been possible if we were still in Nevada. We have been to the birth of each
grandkid, helped families during illness or moving days, shared a week each year all together, and remained
close.
-----And, for us - like Mehitabel, "oh, the things we've seen."
The Flip Side
-----For every yang, there is a ying. The reason few people are hobos is simple - it's a life of uncertainty,
insecurity, and sometimes, simple discomfort.
-----Along with the litany of romantic-sounding travels, we can as easily relate the tales of the black flies, on
that arctic canoe trip, so thick the horizon danced. Or the piranha in the Amazon, the ice storm in Antarctica,
and the lumpy, hard beds in a Japanese monastery. Then, there were the screaming muscles exhausted from
toting a 35-pound backpack up yet another mountain - or the harshness of a Texas norther when all that keeps
you from shipwreck is a small anchor line - and you're sleepless much of the night knowing that fact.
-----Yep, there's a flip side. We find the challenge, closeness to nature, time for people and adventure
compensates for that down side, - most would not. And lest you think this is a guy-thing, El is the one who
wanted the small-scale, simple, boating life. Nothing gets El more quickly to her flash point than some macho
dude on a Sportfish saying to Bill, "How did you get The Wife on the boat?"
-----We were tandem cruising on the Connecticut River with friends on their boat. NOAA radio said four days of
wind and rain. We were holed up in a beautiful cove, weather protected, off the river. We saw four days on the
hook as a delightful time to read and write and watch the beauties of storm from the intimate view of the water they saw four days of prison - and headded to town for a house. Of course, we were the only ones swinging on
a hook in that cove. It ain't for most - the smart ones bolt - for good reason.
-----Recently, we were tied off in a marina. A gal, strolling the marina, wanted to see inside our boat. On
peering inside, she asked, with raised eyebrows, "You live on this boat?"
-----El replied, "Yes, for the past year."
-----She slowly shook her head, saying, "If I lived on this boat, I'd kill my husband."
___________________________________________________________________________________________

THE DOUBLE LIFE
By Don Blanding
How very simple life would be
If only there were two of me
A Restless Me to drift and roam
A Quiet Me to stay at home.
A Searching One to find his fill

Of varied skies and newfound thrill.
While sane and homely things are done
By the domestic Other One.
And that's just where the trouble lies;
There is a Restless Me that cries
For chancy risks and changing scene,
For arctic blue and tropic green,
For deserts with their mystic spell,
For lusty fun and raising Hell,
But shackled to that Restless Me
My Other Self rebelliously
Resists the frantic urge to move.
It seeks the old familiar groove
That habits make. It finds content
With hearth and home dear prisonment,
With candlelight and well loved books
And treasured loot in dusty nooks,
With puttering and garden things
And dreaming while a cricket sings
And all the while the Restless One
Insists on more exciting fun,
It wants to go with every tide,
No matter where…just for the ride.
Like yowling cats the two selves brawl
Until I have no peace at all.
One eye turns to the forward track,
The other eye looks sadly back,
I'm getting wall-eyed from the strain,
(It's tough to have an idle brain).
But One says "Stay" and One says "Go"
And One says "Yes," and One says "No,"
And One Self wants a home and wife
And One Self craves the drifter's life.
The Restless Fellow always wins
I wish my folks had made me twins.
(11/01)
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AFLOAT AND ASHORE
-----When one is a wanderer who loves the water and the mountains,
how do you choose where to do your wandering? Difficult question.
Easy answer.

On Sea or Land

RAMBLING
-----We were born with wayward souls. Unavoidable - we suppose it's from the immigrant genes of our ancestors. Our
wandering spirits seek uncertainty. Driven by insatiable curiosity, we become restless after a few days or weeks in one place.
There's an infinity of new places and experiences to savor. There are new people to meet, new foods to taste, new rivers to
explore, and yes, another mountain to cross. Life is brimming with unending variety to discover and investigate. Thus, we are
wanderers. A westward wind tugs at our souls, and we can't resist. A map is a siren call. One phrase has never crossed our
lips - "I'm bored."
-----For us, a house and material things are anchors. We have cut those lines. We follow the lure and it has been a marvelous
life.
-----Since we are land animals, lacking gills or feathers, most of our lives we had to live ashore. Those years we rambled
mostly on land - by foot, car, plane, or on rails. We did, however, make excursions afloat. Vacation trips included river runs by
canoe or raft on all the inhabited continents, or boat trips within or along all the continents.
-----We have roamed by water for extended times, sometimes years - afloat by kayak, canoe, raft, or boat. For two years we
lived aboard a 20' sailboat and cruised her 13,000 nm along the waterways of America. During those years, we were ashore
for only brief times to visit family or friends.
-----For us nomads, we are sometimes questioned -- Which lifestyle is preferable - afloat or ashore? The answer is simple neither! We find we need both, since both offer what we are fundamentally seeking - change. And each offers unique
opportunities to experience change.
-----Life afloat is filled with variety. Weather is always changing, the wildlife around us is seasonal and sporadic, and every
anchorage and mile of water is unique and different. A lake is different from a river, and they both differ markedly from the
ocean. Bays can be freshwater or salt, rocky or mud - and the wildlife and experience varies accordingly. On salt water, we
rise and fall with the tide and we are offered different views as our 'home' swings on the tidal flow. The surrounding land may
be beach, deep forest, or urban. On fresh water, current or winds swing us on anchor and the view from the cockpit is evershifting. Nomadic life afloat is continuous change.
-----There's also ample change living ashore. The perennial discussion of vacation at the mountains or the shore reflects the
range of possibilities for a land-based nomad. But there's also prairie, tundra, the glories of spring above timberline, a dawn

through the giant saguaros, the somber desolation of lava fields - an almost infinite variety of landscapes and views. Weather
usually has less influence on land dwellers. Although the air may occasionally be violent, the land usually remains solid and
stable. Aboard, weather affects both what lies above and below - air and water - and our floating home responds.>
-----There are overlapping experiences for dwellers on water and those on land. But the perspective is sharply distinct,
whether one is looking to the shore or from the shore. It is this perspective that is unique to the edges of either environment.
-----Now we have the best of both worlds - land and water. Ashore, we live
in an Alaska Camper, mounted in the bed of a Ford pickup truck. The
camper lifts hydraulically, has all the amenities, and is insulated and lined
with wood - living in our camper home is 'boaty' and we love the spacious
windows and comfort. When we have lived ashore in the past nine years, it
has been in our camper. It has been from the Atlantic to the Pacific, and
from the Gulf to the Arctic Ocean. It has been our home in every state and
province, and in all three countries in North America.

Consider the advantages of this home:
......Views of mountains, ocean, lakes, saguaro, tundra, or whatever scene we wish.
......If the neighbors are noisy, or not noisy enough, we move our home.
...... We are self-sufficient. We generate our own power and properly dispose of wastes.
......We can 'rent' a campsite in the most beautiful parks on the continent, or 'freedom' camp on public lands.
......There are no property or state taxes.
-----Afloat, we live in our other home - our C-Dory, Halcyon. This small
power boat is easy to maintain, is economical and simple to operate. It is
trailerable - easy to load, transport, and launch. Therefore, it can go virtually
anywhere as long as the water is two feet deep and navigable. This home
can also have views of ocean, lakes, rivers, mountains and any scene
possible on the waterways of America. Hey, and did you know? There are
over 13,000 miles of interconnected navigable waterways in the eastern half
of the US. We can still move to or from noisy neighbors, anchor in lonely
coves or tie up at marinas and resorts in some of the most beautiful
waterfront sites on the continent. And, we are still marvelously self-sufficient.
-----With these two peripatetic homes, we have the perfect mode for
nomads. We can comfortably sleep in either of our own beds and live in
either home virtually anywhere on the continent or wherever there is
navigable water.
-----Sure, we could have a 42'-foot motor home or a Grand Banks Trawler and have more amenities, but for us nomads, think
what that would sacrifice - our most precious asset - mobility. We can find a parking spot at the grocery store or downtown,
and we can travel 4-wheel-drive into the Beartooth Mountains. Or, we can trailer the boat into Voyageur National Park or a
thousand miles north in a few days if it gets too hot on the Gulf or a hurricane is approaching. We can park in lonely, lovely
spots on the Mogollon Rim or anchor in the upper reaches of the Rappahannock, where the 'big ones' will never travel. And
all we've sacrificed is some living space.
-----Our first year with Halcyon, we traveled almost 7,000 nautical miles and have been in the Pacific, Gulf and Atlantic and
many lakes and rivers between. Yet, we also were 186 days ashore living in our camper from coastal Texas to the Tetons in
Wyoming, from the Cascades to the Appalachians. For wandering souls who love nature, we have had the best of both worlds
- afloat and ashore.
-----Most importantly, we have been adrift.
(5/02)
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FAST OR SLOW?
Fast and Furious or Slow and Serene? It's a choice determined by our
personalities, our moods, or perhaps by necessity. The important part is
that it is a choice.

"What's the rush? are you in a hurry to get
old?"

SKIMMERS AND DISPLACERS
-----We all love to categorize each other, and ourselves. Ordinarily, our simple minds like to think in 'twos.' This conveniently
divides anything complex into two neat piles. We are 'Either' or 'Or.' Then the generalizations and myths take over. We are
then individually given the known characteristics of our group. If I say Texan, what comes to mind? See? How about New
Yorker? Ah hah! However, down underneath our generalities, we know reality - every Texan is unique, and as different from
each other as from New Yorkers.
-----Well, boaters are no different than others. We generally divide each other into two groups: sailors or power boaters. These
groups are also derisively referred to (by the other) as blow-boaters or stink-potters, and those are just the names we can
use in public. This is a convenient and conventional division and it is complete with the usual derision - of those 'others.'
-----It's true, of course, boaters can be neatly divided into two. There are those who potter about under sail and those who
chug along under power, but since we're in the vein of dividing folks, I would propose a different division: fast or slow. The
immutable laws of physics dictate this partition. Your hull either skims along on the top of the water or it lumbers along deep
in the water pushing the fluid aside. Skimmers are fast; Displacers are slow.
-----This automatically puts most sailors into the slow category, since most ride on displacement hulls. Life is generally lived at
a leisurely seven knots, or less. The longer the hull (or the more the hulls), the faster you might go. But, still, fifteen knots is
hardly 'burning up the pond'. Oh, I know, there are a few exceptions. We once owned a sailboat in the general class called
'scow.' Sounds slow, right? "Just an old scow." Well, when we came flying into the dock (the boat was a Y-Flyer), powerboaters would walk by and sneak a look at our stern trying to find a prop. It was that rarity among sailboats - a Skimmer.
-----Powerboats are more complex. They are all Displacers at slow speed, and plow along through the water. But, with
increasing speed, they themselves divide into Skimmers or Displacers.
-----It all depends on hull design. The Skimmers are generally flat-bottomed so they can plane along atop the water given
enough speed. They wallow along at slow speed, but as they accelerate, they lift up onto the water surface and 'go on plane.'
Cigarette boats are the classic skimming boat, but then, so is a C-Dory above 10 or 11 knots.
-----The Displacers, with a different hull design or insufficient power, can never skim. Put in a bigger and bigger engine and
the result is another knot or two of speed and an ever-larger wave of displaced water. This is frightfully fuel inefficient, since
most of that power is, by the laws of physics, forced into making a big wave. Trawlers are the classic displacement boat.
-----That said, it is obvious that the mode of power (sail or engine) is not what separates us boaters, but our speed. And there

lies the distinction. There are those of us who like to live fast and those who prefer the slow lane.
Slow and Serene
-----Sailors like to potter along, yanking on lines and heeling with the breezes. Of course, if the wind dies, most quickly turn on
the 'iron jenny' and become (admit it!) power boaters. Trawlers, often with an ex-sailor at the helm, also enjoy poking along,
but without the exertion or bother of all those sails and lines. It takes a certain type of person to contentedly dawdle along
through life, displacing water.
-----We were cruising south along the Tennessee when we received an anxious call on the VHF from a sailor we had passed
and chatted with a half-hour earlier. He was aground and wondered if we would help. Seems he was happily pottering along,
reading a book, and ran into the shore! After helping him off, we continued on.
-----That evening, in a cove on Kentucky Lake, we were having our sundowners in the cockpit, when we heard that most
menacing of boating sounds - five long blasts. Out on the lake was our sailor friend, drifting along in light air, and bearing
down on him was a gigantic tow. The tow captain was shouting obscenities into the VHF and repeated his five long bellows.
The sailor's head popped up from the cabin, stared at the menace of a zillion tons of steel and coal bearing down on him, and
quickly changed course. The tow missed him by mere feet. The tow skipper, still filling Ch. 16 with his opinion of 'pleasure
boaters,' was outside his cabin waving his arms in gestures unmistakable even at our distance. When the sailor came into our
cove and anchored near us, we asked him, "What happened?" He replied that since it was so calm, he had gone below to
rewire his (turned-off) radio, and lost track of time. Some like the slow lane.
-----Equally as menacing to themselves and others are those few displacement-hull power boaters who just don't get it. Those
who play the lottery are described as being statistically-challenged. They just don't get the laws of mathematics. There are
boaters who are physics-challenged. They don't get the laws of physics. They buy a displacement hull and let the salesman
sell them a mega-horsepower engine. Now if your experience is cars, not boats, and you think the more the horsepower in
your car, the faster the speed (or so Detroit would have us believe), then you think the bigger your boat's engine the faster
you go. Those poor souls burn more fuel getting off the dock than we use in a week of cruising. They are displaced
skimmers.
-----We met one of those in North Carolina's Alligator-Pungo Canal. We were northbound in the long narrow canal when the
VHF blared a warning - "Southbound Sportfish pushing a huge wake - almost swamped us." The VHF continued blaring
expletive deleted messages from cruisers rocked by the displaced skimmer roaring down the canal leaving a huge wake. He
was rolling everyone and causing interior damage to cabins and equipment. Frantic calls went out to the Coast Guard to stop
the guy. But a local fisherman did it first. After his small fishing punt was swamped by the wake of that huge displacement
hull, the local swam to his pickup, drove rapidly south beside the canal and parked behind some brush. As the huge white
Sportfish approached, leaving a wake that would do the North Shore of Oahu proud, the local hauled out his shotgun from the
back seat and patiently waited. The next calls on the VHF were from the Sportfish - "Mayday! Mayday! Some madman just
shot holes in my hull - I'm sinking." Needless to say, there was not a single response to his call. Our cruising friends passed
by the swamped boat piled up on the shore shortly after the incident. The guy aboard waved frantically at them, and,
continuing on, they blithely waved back.
Fast and Furious
-----The real Skimmers are another personality type. Life 'in the fast lane,' wind through the hair, power at the throttle - yeee
haaah! Their wakes are seldom a problem (often less than from sailboats), since they displace so little water. Their menace
comes from their speed.
-----We lost a friend, a young man who babysat for our children, on Lake Mead. He was a passenger in a cigarette boat
skimming at high speed when they crossed a wake and went airborne. The boat landed upside down and disintegrated. They
never found his body, or most of the boat.
-----Skimmers can also be a hazard to others, if they are irresponsible. Last summer, on the Trent/Severn canal, in Ontario,
we heard via the VHF grapevine about a fatal accident the night before. Some young guys, in their high-speed skimmer, with
no running lights, had plowed broadside into a couple night-fishing in their rowboat. They were still searching for bodies.
-----When cruising through open water, in good weather, we usually skim our C-Dory at about 12-15 knots. Our engines are
efficient, we are 'gitting along,' and we have good steering control. We also skim when we see or hear of an approaching
storm and we want to get into harbor. We skim in the evening to get to harbor, with darkness approaching. There are many
other delightful hours, however, when we creep along at 5 knots. The twilight hours on a northern lake when the deer are
coming to the lakeshore for a drink shouldn't be rushed. Nor should the early morning hours along the winding, twisting
meanders of a southern stream, with turtles, egrets, and alligators sunning along the banks.

-----The C-Dory proves, once again, to be the perfect boat for us. We have the right vehicle to move along on the freeways of
the water world - and can just as easily mosey along on the back waters.

Jabez, on the Alabama River - Displacing and Skimming
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RELAX
Most boaters buy their boats to 'get away from it all. The boat
will force them to relax on their days off, weekends, or
holidays. But, we have discovered, many boaters find the
watery world anything but relaxing. Why? What can we do to
find the relaxation we seek? Here are our thoughts on the
matter.

Kicked Back on the Mississippi

DAY-TRIPPERS AND WEEKENDERS
-----We love to divide complexities into dichotomies. So, we'll again divide boaters into two groups. This time, not by their
speed, but by the length of time they'll be out on the water. Most folks have busy, maybe frantic, everyday lives. Jobs, kids,
spouses - cars to repair, houses to maintain, clothes to buy and clean, and on and on. Whew! So, most buy a boat to relax
and 'get away from it all.'
-----Relaxing aboard means different things to different folks. For some, it means competing with a fish to see who is more
intelligent (the fish usually wins). For others, it means kicking back and sipping a sundowner watching the sunset over the aft
rail. Some look for a weekend getaway 'out with nature' away from the hubbub of the workaday world. There are as many
definitions of relaxing with a boat as a fertile mind can conjure. These folks may head out for a few hours after work. Or take
a Saturday fishing. Or maybe go for a family 'campout' weekend, either on anchor or ashore at an island or a marina. They
constitute the majority of boaters.

Pelican Crew, Relaxing

CRUISERS
-----Some folks buy a boat to travel. These are the long-distance cruisers. You know - cruise off over the horizon into the
sunset and live happily ever after. They require a little more in the way of creature comforts than the Day-trippers. Their boat
is their home for long periods of time. This is not easy. Imagine stuffing a bedroom, kitchen, bathroom, living room, attic and
garage into something that floats. Most Cruisers can't, so they buy a boat the size (and price tag) of a house. Land lubbers
come aboard those yachts and coo over the carpets, the diffused lighting, and the hot tub. A very few cruisers live on small
boats - either because their wallets are smaller than Bill Gate's, or they want to trailer their boat, or they are minimalists (or
should that be read, masochists?). These folks might buy a C-Dory.
-----But, no matter the size, the goal is the same. To travel along in a tranquil, calm, soothing, watery world - away from the
maddening crowds.

Plan B Skipper, Enjoying the Mississippi

RELAX
-----Day-trippers and Cruisers share one thing in common - most 'go boating' to relax. However, it is our observation, that very
few do. El and I have pondered this paradox for long hours sitting in the cockpit sipping sundowners, watching boats
frantically chugging around us. Why can't most boaters relax? Pop a can and let's chat about it.
It's the Culture
-----Most importantly, we have decided, it's our culture. Everything is in fast forward. Folks are busy, busy, busy. MTV flickers
in the background. USA Today gives snippets of news and the TV gives soundbites. Folks roar down freeways through rush
hour and hate it. (Grandpa went on a Sunday drive, and loved it). Everyone works overtime. We all have time-saving devices
but spend the 'saved' time frantically running around buying and repairing those very devices. No one walks to work so we
have to work out. We fall into bed exhausted. Most of our busi-ness is self-imposed, driven by advertisers and perceptions of
what it means to be a good parent, good worker, good boss, good-anything. So, we buy a boat to relax - but relaxing is in the
head - not on the water - and many boaters aren't relaxed.
-----El and I were putt-putting along the Flint River last March. It was one of those glorious Georgia spring days when the
leaves are just bursting with fresh green-ness. The air was as soft and warm as velvet, the sun streaking through
overhanging boughs, cardinals were competing with mockingbirds to fill the languid air with song - a simply marvelous
morning. Suddenly, it sounded like Indy. The roar of megahorsepower engines increased into an earsplitting crescendo as a
fleet of low bass boats bore down on us. We hugged the shore as the armada shrieked past in a blur of spray.

ROAR!
-----At the next marina we learned from the owner what that was all about. "Why, hon, don't you know? Those were bass
fisherman."
-----"They were what?" El asked incredulously. "Fishermen?" We tried to contemplate fishing at 60 knots.
-----"Why, sure. Today's a Bass Tourney," the lady answered. "You know, they compete to see who can get the most and the
biggest in a set time. So, when the gun goes off they head out to their favorite spot, snag as many as they can, then zip over
to their next spot, and so on - all day long. Then they fly home here quick as a wink to beat the gun and tally their fish.
There's Big Money. Why, they pay thousands just to enter."
-----El and I shook our heads in naïve disbelief. We thought fishing was dabbling a line and feeling the sun on one shoulder
as your cares slipped off the other. Our frenetic competitive culture has even penetrated the quietude of fishing.
Nope, It's the Schedule
-----"How about meeting us for a slow` cruise down the St. John's," El asked some cruising companions.
-----"Can't," came the answer. "Got a reservation at the marina in Fernandina Beach tomorrow and the next night at St.
Simons."
-----"But you don't have to be home to Missouri until fall. The St. John's is one of America's most beautiful rivers," El continued
encouragingly.
-----"Can't do it. We have this schedule and all the reservations. If we break it, everything will fall apart. Have a good trip."
-----Those friends have been around the Great Loop three times - and they have never stopped to enjoy the St. Johns and we
couldn't budge them this time. Maybe next year they'll schedule it and then, behind schedule, they'll have to chug by the
Rappahannock to keep 'on program.'
-----We have sailing friends who circumnavigated. We visited with them as we came along the Chesapeake last spring. "Of all
your experiences around the globe, if you could do the trip again, what would you do differently?" El asked while relaxing on
the deck of their delightful shore-side home.
-----"Take more time," Judy said. "Five years simply wasn't enough."
-----"Agreed," Ward nodded assent. "And don't have a schedule. We never knew what we would find on each stop - and
because of our schedule, spent too much time in some miserable places and too little in some marvelous spots. We had only
two days on the most glorious South Pacific Island we had ever seen. ... or ever will see," he added wistfully.
-----Sure, plan a rough itinerary. But don't fix any times or dates to it. Yep, you'll find a marina full someday - but the
anchorage around the corner will probably be quieter.
Sometimes, It's the Weather

Anchor Down
-----The biggest weather-related troubles we've seen are with boaters who have a schedule and head out to meet that
timetable regardless of the weather. Probably 75% of the boaters we've talked with who have been knocked about by
weather, when asked why they were out there in the first place, say they "had to get home" or "we were meeting friends at
the marina" or some such agenda-related reason. This is a big problem for the Day-tripper or Weekender. They have to get
back to work. Have a chat with the boss, and explain that there might be the occasional day when you'll be late or miss work.
Chalk it up as a sick day or some such.
-----Another 20% hadn't paid any attention to the weather in the first place. Every boater should carry a 'weather radio' with
them. Subject yourself to all the temperatures in 15 local towns. The NOAA weather forecast will finally come. Arnold (or
Agatha), the computer voices, can be a little disconcerting and the pronunciation of local place names amusing, but NOAA is
the best source of weather information for most boaters. If you are home or in a marina preparing for time on the water,
check your computer or the weather channel. It also helps if you are knowledgeable of weather signs and warnings given by
wind direction, clouds and the like.
-----Only about 5% of the boaters we've queried 'got caught.' Truly and honestly ensnared by a rapid change in unpredicted
weather.
-----Then there is the problem more peculiar to long-distance cruisers - seasons. You probably don't want to be dawdling
along the coast of Maine in December or the Everglades in August. With a fast boat or one that is a trailer boat, this concern
is minimal but still exists. With a slow boat, it may dictate a general 'schedule.'
-----So weather is not a good excuse for tension afloat. In fact, it should be the opposite. When bad weather is predicted or
happening, drop a hook in a protected cove or tie up at the dock. Forget the schedule, pull out a good book, pop a can and
put your feet up. Our best days of reading (and, by the way, the days when we do the writing for this site) are almost always
'weather days.' As cruisers, we look forward to those splendid days of gently swinging on the hook, rain pattering on the cabin
roof, and the pot bubbling on the stove.
Often, It's Other People
-----Meeting others for fishing, cruising in tandem, or just going out for a day trip plants a tab stop on the time ruler of life.
And, like any time commitment for a boater, it is fraught with the hazards of weather and distance - perhaps forcing one to be
boating when common sense would say 'stay in harbor' or 'slow down.' Sometimes, there is a span of two tab stops -a point
at the beginning and the end, like a two-week vacation. Other people, like your boss, have marked the limits. It's hard to relax
when you have three days left on holiday, you're a hundred miles from home port, and the sky is turning black and ugly with
the approaching cold front Arnold has predicted to hang around for a week.
For the Compulsive, It's Goals
-----The goals can be short term - "I'm staying out until I get three fish," or "Let's get to Pretty Hole for the anchorage tonight."
When it turns out the fish aren't biting, or Pretty Hole is too far over the horizon, one can hardly lighten up as you pick your
way through the rocks and swells in the dark.
-----Long-term goals can also be pitfalls. "Let's do the whole Gulf Coast from Mexico to Florida on our (two-week) holiday."
"We're doing the Great Loop" or "We're off to the head of navigation" or "Florida to Canada, yeee haw!." Sometimes such
goals keep the focus so far ahead (Florida, or Canada) - both in distance or time - that you can't kick back, put the feet up,
and enjoy the present place.

-----The goals of others are especially difficult to live with when cruising, since others are involved. Your own cruising plan can
be held secondary to weather or a sudden whim. Goals set by others can be difficult to alter.
-----A good companion can often help the compulsive keep perspective.

LESSONS WE'VE LEARNED (and can't always follow)
-----The old adage, Change the things that can be changed; accept those that can't; and have the wisdom to know the
difference, certainly holds true on the water. Some things can't be changed - seasons, family crises, holiday dates, weather.
Adapt to these as best as possible.
-----Beware of schedules -- you can set a time and you can set a place but don't ever set a time and a place to meet others.
-----Always heed the weather.
-----Beware of goals set by others. Spontaneity is fun, and often affords a pleasant change from otherwise well-ordered lives.
Commitment to meet others should come with the caveat: "weather and cruising conditions permitting."
-----Therefore - be a little contrary to the culture - Get on your boat and Relax.
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WEATHER
Everybody complains about it, and, 'tis said, there's nothing we can do
about it. But, that's not so --there is something we can do about it -Avoid It!
Now, that isn't always possible, but there are three steps we can take to
minimize the impact of weather on our cruising lives:
1. As Thoreau said, keep an "ample margin in our lives." Don't get tied
to a time commitment.
2. Listen to NOAA weather radio or study weather maps on the Internet.
Red sky at night.

3. Learn the weather signs.

WEATHER SIGNS
INTRODUCTION
"Don't cuss the climate. It probably doesn't like you any better than you like it" - Don Marquis
"I was born with a chronic case of weather anxiety" - Bill Fiero
GRANDPA'S 'SAYINGS'
-----Grandpa Clark had a weather stick nailed to the wall outside the back door of his Rhode Island Shore House. It was a
wonder - when it arced upward, fair weather was due. When the arc was down, the kids would gather their books, board
games, and cards - they would be inside for the rainy day.
-----Grandpa was also the family weatherman and his predictions were uncanny. No one bothered listening to the radio or TV
weatherman - Grandpa was more accurate and more fun. He had a 'saying' for almost every condition - rhymes passed down
through generations of his family. It was a wonderful ritual - kids anxiously listening to Grandpa's 'saying' in the evening
before going to bed, so they could plan their next day's activity. There was often an after-breakfast update using the latest
observations. We all implicitly believed Grandpa 'made the weather.'
-----There were two observations that were critical to Grandpa's Prediction - wind and clouds. The current wind or cloud was
but a point on a continuum for him - it was the change in wind direction or cloud type that was critical for him.
WIND
-----The dominant wind along his Rhode Island shore was sou'westerly. Winds from the west or sou'west would bring a nod
and a smile from Grandpa. Then there were the frown days, and he would say: "When the wind is in the east, 'tis neither
good for man nor beast." Those were days to find a good book.

-----Another of his favorites was, "When the wind follows the sun, fine weather will ne'er be done". The sun tracks from east,
through south, to west each day. If, however, the wind moved 'against' the sun, tracking west, south and then east, the frown
would return and so would the rain. Grandpa loved the days with northerlies - cold and breezy - but the clarity of the air was
burnished to a shine. Standing on the Quarterdeck, he could see the Block Island lighthouse by day and the flash of both the
South Point Light and the Montauk Light by night.
-----Grandpa was a sailor and the Commodore of the local Yacht Club. His Grandfather, Ambrose Julius Clark, was a Naval
Officer during the Civil War. His Great Grandfather, Captain Isaac Sanford, was the Master of the whaler Champion, out of
New Bedford. Weather 'sayings' were part of Grandpa's heritage and life.
-----This one must have been passed down through those generations: "When the rain comes before the wind, look out, and
well your topsails mind. But when the wind comes before the rain, then hoist your topsails up again." The topsails are, as
their name says, the highest sails set on a square rigger. They are the most sensitive to strong winds, and the first you must
furl since a heavy blow with topsails set will heel the vessel hard over. Rain arriving before the wind often presages a major
frontal system.
-----Here's a Grandpa 'trick': Put your back to the wind. Look up at the clouds. The direction the clouds are moving shows the
direction of the upper wind. If the clouds show the upper wind from your left, it means bad weather is approaching. If the
upper wind comes from the right, it means improving weather.
CLOUDS
-----Grandpa knew the cloud types and what they indicated for future weather. As boaters, it behooves us to know them as
well. There are three major cloud types: cirrus, stratus, and cumulus. They are easy to differentiate. Cirrus clouds are
feathery, stratus clouds are gray and streaky, and cumulus clouds are white puff-balls.

--

-

------Cirrus ---------------------Stratus------------------------- Cumulus
-----Meteorologists sometimes combine these names for intermediary types. They also add modifiers to further define these
cloud types. Alto means high and nimbus means rain. No big deal - altocumulus means high puff-balls, cumulonimbus means
a rainy puff-ball (thunderhead), and so on.

Altocumulus and Cumulonimbus
-----One of Grandpa's favorite 'sayings,' was uncannily accurate. Surrounded by young admirers, he would squint at the sky,
take a puff on his pipe, and say, "Mare's tails and Mackerel scales make tall ships wear short sails." The mare's tails were the
wispy cirrus clouds, feathery trails of ice crystals. The mackerel scales were cirrocumulus, clouds that look like fish scales.
Both these clouds mark the lead edge of a frontal system that probably carries strong winds and heavy rain. Sailors reef or
shorten their sails in strong winds. Grandpa had a corollary to this 'saying' if only one cloud type was present: "Mares tales,
storms and gales" or "Mackerel sky, not 24 hours dry."

Mare's Tails
-----A favorite of the kids was: "If clouds look as if scratched by a hen, Get ready to reef your topsails then."
-----The good weather clouds, cumulus, had their 'saying': "If wooly fleece deck the heavenly way, be sure no rain will mar the
day."

-----Cumulus, especially on a hot, humid summer day, might billow upward, in the afternoon, into dark rumbling thunderheads.
Grandpa could predict them with: "A round topped cloud, with flattened base, carries rainfall in its face."

BAROMETER
-----Except for the 'weather stick' outside the door, Grandpa had only one other instrument to help with his weather predicting
- an old, brass barometer that hung beside the door to the deck. On each passing, he would give it a light flick of his finger
and watch whether the needle jumped up or down. He had several reliable 'sayings' to repeat to his little crowd of disciples:
"When rise begins after low, squalls expect, then a clear blow."
-----"Barometer high -- heave short and away." (pull the hook and go - good weather) "Barometer low -- let the mud hook
stay." (keep the anchor down - foul weather) "Barometer shifting -- reef tackles prepare." (get ready to shorten sail - wind
coming) "Barometer steady -- set sails without fear." (yee-haa!)
-----One the kids loved to hear: "At sea with a low and falling glass, the green hand sleeps like a careless ass. But only when
it is high and rising, will slumber trouble a careful wise one."
GENERAL
-----There were other aphorisms that would be triggered by observations other than wind, clouds, or barometer. These would
be Grandpa's 'Weather Updates.'
-----"Red sky in the morning, sailors take warning; Red sky at night, sailor's delight." A red sky in the morning means clouds to
the west of the sun. Since weather often advances eastward, those clouds may bring bad weather with them. A red sky at
sunset means clear western skies and clouds to the east of the sun - a good sign.

h
Morning ---------------------------------------------- Evening
-----A halo around the sun or moon would result in an 'instant' forecast, and one that was heeded by all: "A ring around the
sun or moon, means rain or snow coming soon." The halo is caused by the ice crystals in cirrus clouds, the indicators of an
approaching front. Rain usually fell within a day.

-----"Rain before seven, fine by eleven." The kids liked the promise implicit in this one, but they learned it was not as reliable
as most of Grandpa's 'sayings.'
-----"When the dew is on the grass, rain will never come to pass." This one almost always worked. Playing hide-and-seek in
the summer twilight, they delighted in showing Grandpa their wet sneakers before heading to bed, knowing tomorrow would
be a 'beach day.'
-----"The sharper the blast, the sooner 'tis past," was an old reliable, as was it's corollary: "Long foretold, long will last; short
notice, soon to pass." The kids knew if Grandpa predicted a rainy day a few days before it's arrival, they needed a pile of
good reading books. When a storm arrived unpredicted by Grandpa, they didn't care, since they knew it would soon be gone.
-----Grandma was an inveterate optimist. During the storms, she would keep squinting at the sky to make the announcement
long-awaited by the kids playing their umpteenth game of Parcheesi. "There's enough blue sky to make a pair of Dutchman's
Britches," she would finally declare, and the kids would run to the window to see those "britches," give a cheer, fold up the
board and find their swim suits.

The Dutchman's Britches
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THE CANDY COUNTER
-----We learned in biology that 'ontogeny recapitulates phylogeny.' Simply
said, that the developement of the individual appears, superficially at
least, to follow the historical development of the larger group. So it would
appear in our lives. El and I have developed as boaters through a
process that roughly parallels that of the history of boating in America.

El and Bill and Steamboat Pilot House

CHOICE
-----A river offers more choices to a cruising boater than the candy counter at the supermarket. First, there is the fundamental
choice of up river or down. That decision is usually easy - it depends upon your craft. Later choices are almost endless - like
the lure of a candy counter to a kid, each delightful choice wrapped in their own colors and promising savory delights.
-----Your choice of craft dictates your cruising lifestyle. A canoe, kayak, raft, or shantyboat virtually assures downriver
passage. Powered by human muscles, it is simply much easier to let the current do most of the work. Oh, it can be done the
other way, of course. In the early days of river travel, the canoe was the craft of choice. North America was explored and
traveled by Native Americans for thousands of years. Some canoes were heavy dug-outs but the apex of the art of
construction was the light-weight birch-bark design perfected by artisans of river travel. When Europeans settled on this
continent, they adopted the canoe for trade and travel. It was from canoes that North America was explored by Europeans.
So did we.

-----My first experience living on a river was on a canoe. Never has a craft been better designed for the purpose of river travel.
Light-weight, graceful, and maneuverable it is the ideal craft for transporting people and their needs. My mentor was an
Adirondack guide, Captain George Martin. He was tall and lanky. His long arms dangled and jostled as he walked - but he
had the grace of a deer. His face was weather-beaten and creased from a life outdoors. He taught by doing. His laconic
instructional style was as spare and efficient as his canoe strokes. At the campfire, in the evening, after our chores were done

and the clients were off fishing, he would talk about his life in the woods. He didn't carry matches. "Some day, when it really
matters, I might not have them," he replied when I asked why. Observing and mimicking his skill, I soon could start a fire with
flint almost as quickly as he. We didn't carry tents, but built lean-to shelters from hemlocks. They kept out most of the rain,
and all of it, if we took the time to weave the boughs. We slept on hemlock, carefully chosen and placed, and I have never
slept better on any mattress. We baked bannock on sticks before the fire and fixed venison stew in cast iron over the small
fire. "You can tell a woodsman," the Captain would say, "by the size of his fire." Most importantly, for me, he loved rivers and
canoes. After accompanying him, as a swamper, on two down-river trips with clients, he cut me free and said, "Now you do
it." And I did - for two summers under his watchful eye. And I've been 'running rivers' ever since.
-----In America's maritime history, wind power was used, wherever possible, to move people and goods. The lakes, coasts,
and tidal rivers were covered with the white wings of sailboats in the Colonial days of America.

-----El taught me how to sail, as I taught her to paddle. Now that's truly a fine marriage. She grew up hair tussled in wind,
sheet in the teeth, and heeling high into the puffs. Hers was a salt water world - pungent smells of low tide, gulls mewing,
sails flapping. We merged our loves - for each other - and for water.
-----At different times, we owned two canoes, a kayak, and three sailboats. We were teachers, so had our summers free. Our
children grew up surrounded by water. Together, we paddled rivers in Canada, Maine, and Rhode Island (yep, and they have
some of the most beautiful rivers anywhere) - and all over the West. We sailed on lakes and salt water, but never traveled
long distances on a sailboat as we did with canoe, kayak or rafts. When the last kid went to college, the two of us had two
months together alone, down the upper Missouri through Montana and the Dakotas. We paddled and sailed a double kayak,
slept on the banks, and cooked over a little fire, in iron. We merged the ancient arts of paddle and sail. Except that we carried
matches, the Captain would have been pleased.
-----The end of a river trip is a melancholy time. The daily pattern of outdoor living, with its basics of food, shelter, warmth, and
wind, was about to end. The isolation from the human world, and its self-created ephemeral problems, was almost over. El
quietly said, "Lets do this all the time."
-----The next year we quit our jobs. We paddled rivers, from the Canadian Arctic to the Rio Grande - from Georgia's swamps
to Oregon's pine forests. Then we moved onto a cruising sailboat - a tough little 20-footer - and she took us from the Gulf to
Canada, and down the rivers back to the Gulf. She was a beautiful home, and her wind-powered ways were well-adapted to
lakes and coasts. Rivers, however, were not her element. With all sails set, a strong following wind, and the little 9-hp diesel
hammering away, she barely got up the Ohio from the Mississippi to the Tennessee River. On the Mississippi, from St. Louis
to Cairo, Illinois and on the river through New Orleans, the river was in charge. We could only proceed downstream - even
when heading upriver. She could cross the Pacific, and her sisters did, but she could not get from New Orleans to St. Louis.
-----Americans moved from muscle power, to wind energy, to engines in their use of rivers - and so did we. We skipped the
steam power phase and moved from the sailboat to a 22-foot power boat, with twin outboard engines. Now, just as occurred
in 19th century America, we had the ability to go up river. The candy counter suddenly extended from horizon to horizon. We
stare at maps and all we see are trees - each major river system with its sturdy trunk, and then the many branches of
tributaries off that trunk, and then the plethora of twigs off the branches. Now, the coasts, lakes, canals, and all those
branched rivers are possible. We can trailer to any of those watery candies and choose bonbons, chocolates, or toffees. The
choices are almost overwhelming in their complexity, each with their own savory flavor and style. We have, in the past year,
sampled the Gulf coast and rivers of Alabama, Chesapeake Bay, coastal Maine, and the Mississippi River in Minnesota about as much variety and challenge as a cruiser can imagine. Each with unique cultures, climate, and cruising conditions.
We live at the candy counter.

(11-02
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PATIENCE AND PRUDENCE
-----Two of the first wooden vessels to land on the shores of North
America were crammed full of frightened, seasick, homesick - and just
plain sick - people. They had given up all and risked what was left to
come to these shores and try again. Their ships were named for the two
qualities that would determine who would survive and who would die Patience and Prudence.

Imprudent

-----Life is often unfair or unjust, when seen from a human perspective. Young children die, the good and kind suffer, evil and
malice often triumph. The kind and honest gentleman who outfitted and sold us Halcyon retired last year. We recently heard
he died last April.
-----Honesty, integrity and kindness sometimes prevail and we treasure those memories. They are our defense to cover the
evil of the Holocaust, or September 11th, or the death of a dear child. Those who first trod our continent, native and emigrant
alike, wrestled with the timeless struggle between good and evil. Through adversity and adaptation, our species evolved
survival traits - and surely patience and prudence are paramount among those qualities.
-----On the water, we believe the highest compliment is when an experienced skipper calls us either "patient" or "prudent."
Land folks might call us cowards, and they're right. We don't like to have our lives and home tossed about by crashing seas.
We don't want to run our home up onto rocks and sink it, while we attempt to save each other, by encouraging words, on the
long cold swim to shore. We don't even like to have our propellers knocked off on a rock - especially one that's well-charted
and easily avoidable if we had read the charts and waypointed a route.
-----Prudent - an interesting word and concept. What doo we think it takes to "be prudent" on the water?

Day-tripping (or Fishing) in Familiar Water
Know the weather prediction - Always - ALWAYS - especially the predicted wind direction and speed.

Do you Know What These Clouds (and Long Contrail) Mean?
(How about rain, snow or wind in the next twenty-four hours?)
File a float plan - Know your intended route for the day and tell someone trustworthy ashore (or write out) your plan and
anticipated return time. We use a cell phone call or, if out of cellular range, send a SPOT message showing our GPSdetermined location to a family member. Tell them in before your cruise what you want them to do if you don't return or call
on time. ("Call my cell phone," or "Three hours overdue, call the Coast Guard," or "My will is in the top drawer of the file
cabinet, get out a bottle of Scotch, and enjoy a good read," or whatever.
Maintain your boat - Keep your boat in good operating order. When traveling, burn off the top half of your fuel tanks.
Never drink and drive - Save the sundowner 'till the anchor's down.

Cruising
All the above, plus:
Chart your route - Don't cruise unknown waters without a waypointed route. This forces you to study the charts before you
head into new water. You become familiar with depths, hazards, and navigation marks in a quiet relaxed atmosphere - not
when the weather is fussing, the fog rolls in, you find yourself suddenly in the middle of a cigarette boat race, the depth
sounder is screaming, rocks appear from nowhere, or when there's a green can ahead to port.
-----A pilot friend flies nowhere new without highlighting every possible landing place along his route - not just airports, but
anywhere he could perhaps land his plane and walk away. A prudent cruiser plots anchorages and hurricane holes along the
intended route. If the weather suddenly turns foul, you know where to head and how long it will take to get there.
-----There are two ways to chart your route: paper charts or electronic charts. The advantage of an electronic chart is that
chartplotters are equipped with GPS, so your location is indicated directly on the chart.
-----A backup is prudent. Power failures occur most often under weather duress just when you most need to know where you
are and where you're going. Paper charts are a good backup since they also give you the advantage of seeing the "big
picture" that might be hard to see on the small screen of an electronic chartplotter. If your backup navigation system is a
GPS, we would suggest, it should be a handheld GPS. It can be carried with you if you must abandon your ship, and also it
can be carried along when cruising with others so you have a personal backup navigation system at all times. We even carry
ours when using the Alaska ferry, to follow our route and anticipate the course ahead.
Radar - If you can afford it, and you cruise at night or have frequent fogs, have radar. These 'eyes' can save you or your
vessel when visibility drops to zero. But don't count on radar - vessels can be lost in sea clutter, especially when our small
boats are rearing like bucking broncos in a heavy sea, and some objects (logs, small fiber glass boats, ice) don't reflect well
or at all.
Know how to use your equipment - If you use electronics, and most do today, know how to use the instruments. The time to
read the User Manual is not in the midst of an unexpected gale. There are three ways to learn electronic instrumentation:
practice, practice, and practice! It can be helpful to have another cruiser help you get started, but cruising is ultimately a "do it
yourself" world. We first learned to apply our chartplotter and radar while cruising a canal! We have only used our radar, in
many years of cruising, only three times when we absolutely required it - but every week we turn it on, play with all the
controls, and practice with it. We plot waypoints in our GPS unit (and that electronically links from our chartplotter to our

radar) every evening for the next day's cruise - and still do it even in a canal.
Keep your radio on - tuned to VHF 9 and 16. These are the hailing and distress frequencies. Coast Guard announcements
that might affect your security are heard on these channels (weather changes, ship movement or military exercises, vessels in
distress that might require your help, etc.). Other boats can hail you about hazards or just to chat. If you are in an area of
heavy commercial traffic, or locks and bridges, monitor their channels (often 12 or 13).

"Little boat dead ahead! - What are your intentions? - Or ... who are your next of kin?" -- heard on Channel 13
Have a depth sounder - and keep it on. We keep an alarm set - always - usually at ten-foot depth in coastal areas and seven
feet on rivers or the Gulf. We use the 'keel offset' so zero depth on our sounder is the depth of our engines when they are
trimmed full down - two feet.
Have all the Coast Guard safety equipment - and keep it up to date. There are good rreasons why the Coast Guard requires
life preservers (p.f.d. - personal flotation devices), flares, whistles, mirrors, etc. Hopefully, you'll never need them, but if you
do, your life will depend on them.

Patiently Waiting Out the Predicted Bad Weather
-----Oh, yes - El would like to add that there are several other considerations, as illustrated above: warm clothes aboard, and
a drink of your choice (for the sundowner after the hook is down).
(10/03)
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DETAILS - KEEPING IT GOING
CYou have the choice - work for your money, or have it work for you. It
is not as easy a choice as it sounds, since you would be bucking your
culture, your genes, and perhaps, your own human nature. But, for most
all, it can be done. Here's how we do it.

Cruising San Juans - While our Investments
Work

LETTING YOUR MONEY WORK FOR YOU - INTRODUCTION
C"So how do you do it,?" folks ask. "I mean finanacially. How can you afford to live on a boat and continue cruising along?
You guys were teachers, right? We read your section on Details, and you said there were basically three ways one might do
it financially."
C1. "The first was to have a rich uncle. Did you have one?"
C"Nope," El said with a sigh. "That would have been nice."
C2. "OK - do you work for your money?"
C"Well, we did when we were teaching, but we both retired early, and haven't worked for money since then. And," El said
with a smile, "you know what teachers make and what happens to your pension when you quit early."
C3. "So, that only leaves the last choice -- Letting your money work for you. But where did the money come from in the first
place?"
C"First we worked for our money, and then, our money worked for us. But, we had to learn how to do that - how to invest our
earnings. Bill's Dad 'taught' us how to do that. Only a few years after we were married, when we were 26 years old, his folks
were transferred and sold their house. A short time later, they were visiting us. Dad said, 'Kids, we have extra money from the
house sale. We're going to give you $10,000 to do whatever you want. A year from today, you'll give us back the $10,000.If
you make money with it, it's yours; if you lose money, you still return the $10K.'
CThat was a fortune in those days (more than our annual income) and Bill and I were kids. What to do with $10K? Well, we
decided to invest it, whatever 'invest' meant. So we read books on investing and a week later we had the money 'invested.'
Oh, the mistakes we made in that year - we quickly learned that investing is partly about understanding finances, but mostly
about understanding yourself.
CBill spent lunch hours in the brokers office watching ticker tape displays. We spent evenings plotting stocks. We learned
about our reaction to greed -- and to fear. We got some good advice from a friend --"Don't ever invest in anything you have to
feed or fix." A year later, we gave back $10K to the folks and had some spare change left over for ourselves -- enough to
keep on investing.

CWhat does this (investing) have to do with living aboard a boat? For us, and perhaps many others, everything!"

Basic Economic Ideas - It's All About Choice
CMost Americans know little about basic economics - the very stuff that so affects their lives. Almost half of High School
graduates flunked a simple test of practical economics last year. Many Americans are deeply in debt and don't seem to have
their financial future figured. So, let's review some ideas.
The Difference Between Needs and Wants
CWe walked the Appalachian Trail, from Georgia to Maine for six and a half months, and carried everything we needed in our
backpacks. Our combined packs weighed less than fifty pounds. Everything we carried, we needed, and nothing extra. For
instance, we didn't carry forks -- a spoon does it all, and a fork can't.
COur needs were few: food, shelter, clothing. We carried that on our backs. Now, living aboard our 22-foot boat is a luxury. It
is our shelter, and we don't have to tote the clothing or food. In fact, all your needs are few, also.
CWe know from experience, that everything else is a 'want' - and, for comfort or convenience, most of us have satisfied some
of those wants. It seems to us, that the wants of most 21st Century Americans are almost endless. But all of us, even Bill and
Melinda Gates, have finite resources, so we all are forced to make choices about which wants to fulfill.
CFood can range from simple pasta and water (like we carried on the trail) or every meal can by out at an exclusive
restaurant with filet mignon and Dom Perignon.

C
Are These Hand-Dug, Home-Cooked Clams a Need or a Want?

CShelter can be our simple tent or a $10 million mansion. All our clothing can only be 'twos' - wear one and the other is in the
wash, and all can fit in a small stuff sack. We have traveled around the world (literally) with a small carry-on pack. Or, you
can have 50 pairs of shoes.
CThe important recognition is that all spending involves choices. If you have a high car (or boat) payment, or large mortgage
bill every month, you made the choice. Credit card debt means you made choices beyond your means. One of the first
economic rules is to take responsibility for your choices. You are not a victim of circumstances - you made those decisions
(good, bad, or ugly) and are in control of future choices.
Choices Are Easy When Money Is Scarce
CThroughout our workiing life, we saved ten percent of every paycheck -- it came out automatically, to prevent temptation. We
attempted living within a budget, in those early years, and discovered (with little children), when we added up our anticipated
expenses and balanced them against income we would always be in the red. So we did Zero Sum Budgeting. We took out
our ten percent, and everything else went into our checking account. We didn't use credit cards and always paid cash for our
purchases. When the checking account went to zero, we could buy nothing else for the rest of the month. This way, we never
exceeded our budget, our spending was limited, and our savings assured. There were some 'end of the month beans' or
spaghetti. We lived like we did when we were in grad school, and we still do.

Like the Good Ol' Days - A Card Game in the Dorm With Good Friends - Just Plain Fun

CThe same is true when goods are scarce. According to supply and demand, when there is scarce supply and high demand,
prices go up -- and this limits choices -- so don't follow the herd of sheep with your demands.
CFolks who ignore the reality of the scarcity of money or goods, sustain their spending habits by abusing their credit cards,
home equity loans, or perhaps other reckless borrowing. If they haven't learned to restrain their expenses or the purchase of
popular and scarce high-priced goods, they will have fewer choices in the future. They will always be working or end up old
and broke.
Opportunity Cost
C"Opportunity cost," very simply, means that with every choice we give up something else. This is one of the most important
economic concepts for us all to understand. It means that every time we spend a dollar, we not only lose that dollar but the
earnings that dollar could bring to us if invested instead. So, with every dollar spent, you spend other choices and you spend
your future!
CA young high school friend was saving his earnings to go to college. One day, I saw him in a new car. Yep, he spent his
college savings. The average college grad earns 70% more over a lifetime than a high school graduate. He spent his future,
and all the choices that go with it.
CBefore you spend, consider the opportunity cost.
CUnderstanding that our choices have opportunity costs, and examining what those costs are, should help us make better
decisions.
Happiness And The Hedonic Treadmill
CWhat does it take to make a person happy? This is a subject long-studied by psychologists. Most have concluded that
happiness for most people is a relatively constant state. Regardless of how good things get, we'll always have about the
same level of happiness. This baseline appears to be at least partly genetic.

Happiness, on a Boat
CThere are few things that we can do to raise or lower our baseline happiness. Marriage often does and pets may. Perhaps a
boat will help. Money does not add much to happiness. Lottery winners are the perfect example: within a year, they usually
return to their former happiness level. Those injured or impaired by health, often quickly return to their level of happiness
despite their loss of function.
CThe hedonic treadmill compares our pursuit of happiness to running on a treadmill. It means that we quickly take improved
circumstances for granted, and we believe we have to keep working just to stay at the same level of happiness. When we

purchase a nice 22-foot boat, this may make us happy for a little while, but we soon take our situation for granted. Our
expectations continue to rise: if only we had a 25-foot boat or maybe a 27-footer.or maybe a big house looking at the water.
Should those expectations be satisfied, again we'd adjust and quickly want more. Soon we seem to be on a treadmill
acquiring more and more!

C
The Hedonic Treadmill: 25-Footer on Left, 19-Footer on Right; Home Sweet Home on Right

CCIt is important to understand that happiness is not found in our wallets or purses. Sure, we need a mininum to cover
necessities, but then separating the needs from the wants becomes essential. We are gentically programmed to want more,
and need to be contrarian - and resist those genes and the actions of everyone around us.
CIf we can be contrarian, and be satisfied and happy without excess spending, we have a great advantage over others in our
culture - we can invest those extra dollars and let our unspent money work for us -- and get off that hedonic treadmill.
CAnd all that spending by others keeps the stock market and economy going up, to the advantage of our savings.

A Few More Ideas
COK, we promise ourselves that we will use a new criteria for every expenditure -- is this a need or a want? And we will do
our best to spend only for needs. This is our choice.
CWe save what we don't choose to spend on needs, and live in an environment of financial scarcity. We simply increase the
percentage of income going into savings until this scarcity is achieved. We choose to use zero sum budgeting and end up
every month spending our last dollar -- and choose to have absolutely no debt (except for something that might increase in
value, like a home). Goodbye credit cards (except for convenience - no carry-over debt), no loans, no interest paid to anyone.
Choices are easy when there is no money in your wallet.
CUnderstanding the opportunity cost of every financial choice, we do not spend our future. We understand that our
geneticallly-determined happiness level has nothing to do with money, and we never got on that Hedonic Treadmill. We will
be different than almost every one else around us -- we will be happy and contrarian! Now, a few more concepts:
The Time Value of Money
CThis is easy: the dollar you have in your hand today is worth more than a dollar you're promised sometime in the future.
Why?
CFor one thing, the dollar in your hand is real, the future is only a promise. Secondly, inflation erodes the value of money.
Thirdly, and most importantly, your dollar could be invested and earn more dollars.

Invest Me!

The Miracle of Compound Interest
CThis is an easy concept also, but almost unbelievable. Our daughter heard about this concept in school, and came home
that evening with a proposition. "Hey, Mom, give me a penny tonight. Tomorrow night, double it to two cents and keep
doubling every day for a month. Only pennies, Mom - OK?" Fortunately, I knew about compounding money. Do you know
how much I would owe her on the thirty-first day? $10.7 million.
CEach day the 'interest' earned the previous day earns more interest, so you start out with little and end up with a bunch.
Unfortunately, we can't find investments that double daily. But, we can earn 10% annually over time (and the stockmarket
historically has achieved this). At 10%, we double our money every seven years. Saving relatively small amounts of money,
over time, can add up to big bucks (and most of that increased money is earned by your money).
Risk
CGetting out of bed every morning means we face risks - we all do. Driving to work is more dangerous than living on a boat.

Boating Has Risk - The Swells Are So Big, All You See is the Dinghy and the Antenna

CInvestments also carry risk, but with them we can determine the amount of risk we are willing to accept for the amount of
return offered. Everyone has a different tolerance for risk. First of all, understand that inflation is a risk --and has averaged
about 3% over the past 90 years. So any return on an investment, if it is to really make money, must first be at least 3%. The
best way to combat investment risk is to diversify - don't put all your eggs in one basket, and this increases your odds.
Sunk Cost Fallacy
CA sunk cost is an expense that can't be recovered. The sunk cost fallacy is the irrational idea that if we just 'hang in there' it
will 'come back.'

Hanging In There, With a 'Sunk Cost'

CSo we leave the investment in Enron, or we throw good money after bad. If you wouldn't buy that sunk stock today, don't
hang on to it. Sell it and get that money working again. Resist the idea that you need to 'break even' - remember the
opportunity cost.
Decide to Spend a Little Time Before you Spend Your Money
CA friend recently stated, "I am ready for a new chapter in my life and ideal cruising will be a part of it. Now I just have to
figure out how to accomplish it and cut back on my 80+ hour work week." That triggered this thread.
CWell working folks, most of you work at least 40 hours a week (and some 80). How many hours do you devote to investing
some of that money you earn? Only a few hours a week might buy you financial freedom.

Spending a Little Time

CWe suggest that one of the easiest ways to invest is by purchasing mutual funds. Fund managers are experts who do the
picking of the stocks or bonds within the fund and, with the history of the fund, you can judge how well they choose. Mutual
funds have a small fee associated with their ownership, reflected in their daily price. Most mutual funds have a long history so
you can determine their risk and return through the years. There are hundreds of funds, but if you concentrate on one fund
'family' you can soon learn their funds and match them to your goals. A newsletter can help by giving you the history of each
fund and their suggestions of best funds for different goals. We invest in Fidelity funds and use Eric Kobren's Fidelity Insight
to help guide our choices.
Competition
CEl and I felt that a little competition would teach each of us more than solo investing. So, we keep a running tally of our
percent gain (or loss) -- and remember, El is the aggressive one in life (you really understand yourself when you are
managing your money!!) She would race ahead and force me to be more aggressive just to keep in her dust. Then, when the
market plunged (which it did the year after we retired), she would be 'forced' to be more conservative with me or she'd be
dropping quickly below me. Well, she's beaten me almost every year in our competition and is way ahead cumulatively -- but
we're both ahead because of this 'game.'

El's Investments are the Yellow Line

CSo you can work for money, or money can work for you -- it's your choice!
(06/07)
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ENJOY
C"Twenty years from now, you will be more disappointed by the thngs
you didn't do than by the ones you did do. So throw off the bow lines.
Sail away from the safe harbor. Catch the trade winds in your sails.
Explore. Dream. Discover." - Mark Twain

CSo many boats in so many harbors never or rarely ever leave the
docks. What a pity!

On a Beautiful, Sunny, Weekend in Summer.
Why?

"ENJOY THE REST OF YOUR LIFE"
Chat With Charlie

CWe pulled our boat out of Lake Coeur d'Alene, in Northern Idaho, after a few days of cruising. A large commercial fishing
boat, of the type we had seen often in the San Juan Islands of Washington, was waiting to back down the ramp.

C"Big boat for these waters," El commented to the young man dressed in rough work clothes climbing into his pickup linked
to the fishing boat.

C"Yes, ma'am," he said through a smile. "Working on spraying the nasty weeds infesting this lake. My boat is used for hauling
the heavy tanks and the airboats do the spraying."

C"Looks like your boat is for fishing," El said.

C"Yep. Work out of Bellingham, but between the seasons now. And it's really getting tough for a commercial fisherman to
make a living, the way the law is interpreted."

Fishing Boat Working Out of Bellingham Harbor

CWe chatted with Charlie for almost an hour - "Got plenty of time," he said. "The other guys haven't showed up yet." He filled
us in on the politics (and legalities) of commercial fishing for crabs, shrimp, and fish in the San Juan Islands. Sure didn't
sound easy to make a living as a commercial fisherman. "Even the docking is difficult," he said with a frown.

C"Docking?" El asked.

C"Used to keep the boat in the harbor in Bellingham - it is a traditional fishing port you know. But now, with the fancy private
boats in the marina, they have upped the price for a slip to the point where I can't stay there any more. Too bad they can't
have one price for commercial, and another for the private boats."

CThen, he continued with an even darker look on his face, "How come those private boats are never out on the water? I've
seen boats in that harbor that haven't been out for years - and if you walk around the docks, many have green gardens of sea
weed growing on their hulls and propellers. How come?"

CJust then "the other guys showed up" and he had to get his boat in the water. As he left his parked truck in the lot, he
turned to us with a big smile and wave of the hand. "Enjoy the rest of your life," he said.

COur chat with Charlie sparked a discussion that evening, as we sat in the cockpit in Bellingham harbor sipping our
'sundowner'. "How come boats aren't used," El said taking a slow sip.

C"Well, there can be lots of reasons. Perhaps it's health problems - or maybe financial concerns. Maybe folks bought their
boats to display status, rather than to really want to use them. Or perhaps their jobs or families have become more timeconsuming," I ventured looking around at all the boats tied in slips in the marina with no one around them - on a summer
Saturday evening.

C"Sure. Many good reasons - perhaps as many as there are folks with boats in slips, unused for months. But, if there are
problems and they are long-term, wouldn't they sell their boat?" El wondered.

C"Yes, it would be the logical choice. But perhaps there is a more generic answer - something in common with most all of us maybe we simply all have a built-in tendency to resist change - and heading to a boat for time on the water is certainly a
change. Maybe it's a question of inertia."

INERTIA
CMy mind drifted back to a High School physics class. Newton's First Law? Remember? An object at rest will remain at rest
unless acted on by an external force. I remember our teacher saying this was a kind of "laziness." He said the name comes
from Latin, meaning idleness or laziness. Newton's Law is a Universal Law of Physics, and applies to everything. So, settled
nicely at home, it is difficult to get up out of the chair and do something - anything.

CSo, you have a nice boat and it simply takes too much effort to get up and break the habits of everyday living. And the
same thing is true for everyone and just about everything. 'Contemplating a trip to Iceland? Oh, too much bother. I'll read
about it on the Internet.'

CSo it takes a push to break the inertia that we all have. And, frankly, in our experience, it simply seems that some people
have more push than others.

Ambition?

CIt is a popular misconception, we believe, that younger people have more push than older. We have known older people full
of inertia-defeating energy and young folks who are dedicated couch potatoes.

Energetic

CSo, back to boating. What is it that drives some folks to give their boats a workout while others rarely use the boat, even
though they may have plenty of initiative in other areas? Well, one trait that gives people youthful drive is curiosity. 'Wonder
what it's like up in the Gulf Islands.'

Madrona Cove, Gulf Islands, British Columbia

CAnother is a deep-seated interest - like fishing. 'The Salmon are running and today's the day to be out at Neah Bay' or 'I
wonder how that new spinner that Joe told me about will work on the Pinks?'

CThe interest could indeed be in the nautical experience - to feel the rocking of the sea, the solitude of lonely anchorages,
the pull of the tide, the power of the swells…

A Lonely Anchorage - Spencer Spit, Lopez Sound, San Juan Islands

CIt could perhaps be a social experience one desires. 'Let's go out to Stuart and raft up for the weekend - weather sounds
great and I have a salmon steak to grill.'

Good Times

GUMPTION

CIt could just be, for those of us with small trailer boats, time, and sufficient health, that we simply must exert an
aggressiveness with ourselves (and perhaps also with [or from] our spouse) to expend the energy and effort to get out of the
comfortable routine and take the risk of getting on the boat. Or as our little grand-daughter likes to say, "Get with it."

CWe can sink deeper into the couch and turn on the TV or with some initiative we can "Get with it" and "Enjoy the Rest of
Our Lives."

C
It's A Choice

(09 - 09)
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LOCKING THROUGH
-----Rivers and time flow. So do lives. Lives are punctuated. Sometimes
by happy events, sometimes sad. Our memories are usually composed
of those moments. They remain, as though captured on film, in our
memories.
----- So it is with rivers. Locks punctuate rivers, usually with commas,
sometimes with an exclamation point, and always with a question mark.

PRELUDE
-----Life has many interesting parallels for us. We are river people. When younger, that meant canoes, kayaks, rafts and sportyaks down the top-ends of some of our continent's finest rivers. These included the Colorado, Green, Rio Grande, Missouri,
Snake, Salmon, San Juan, Willamette - the ones most western river folks know and love. But, they also included every river in
Rhode Island. Yes, those in little Rhodie were all one-day trips, but their beauty rivaled that of any river we know. On the long
western rivers, most trips were at least a week, often two, and one as long as two months. We were school teachers,
remember, and those precious vacations often found us "running another river."
-----The upper reaches of rivers are usually marked with rapids. A fellow boatman described, as only a river runner would, our
14-day journeys through the Grand Canyon as "long periods of boredom interrupted by short stretches of terror." But, in those
younger days on the youthful headwaters of rivers, we relished those rapids. They were the ultimate challenge of our skills in
"reading" the river - of keeping not only our crafts, but oursellves, under control. They were heart-thumpers.
-----Now, in our Halcyon Days, we are older and we run on the lower, slower, older, stretches of rivers - sometime the lower
ends of the same rivers we paddled in our youth. The bottom ends of the rivers in our lives today are interrupted not by
rapids, but by locks. A come-down you say? Try one!

Approaching------------------------------Entering

Closing -------------------- --------------------Leaving
-----We have been on Halcyon for two years now, and cruised over ten thousand miles of America's rivers, lakes, and coasts.
One common experience, we have had in every part of the country, has been locking through. On our little boat, we have
been lifted up a total height greater than Mt. Washington, and dropped farther than the depth of the Grand Canyon. We know
one thing about locks - like a person, every one is different.
APPROACHING

-----Before entering, we learn all we can about the lock, just as we formerly scouted every rapid - even ones we had traversed
dozens of timess. The first information we need is the location. Dams across rivers are often wide and massive barriers,
sometimes a mile or more wide. Locks can be anywhere, left or right or even in the middle. Check the chart or radio the lock
tender, if in doubt.

Whew, big dam. Where is the lock? Sometimes, down a canal
-----You don't want to make the fatal mistake an Oregon couple made on the Willamette. They thought the locks were right
bank descending. Wrong! They went over the falls, and it cost a life.
-----The second bit of data we need is their drop. On a two-foot drop on the St. Lawrence, we didn't even tie off. With the lock
master's permission, we just puddled around in the middle. One of the Tennessee River locks is 93 feet, the second highest

in the U.S. If you're locking up anything over ten feet, the swirling water entering the lock from below can be a challenge
when you're fending off wet, slime-covered walls. A sailing friend lost his grip (literally and figuratively) locking up one of the
Tennessee River locks, badly damaged his boat and came close to wrecking it. It certainly wrecked his wallet!
-----El radios the lockmaster when we are about 10 minutes away. Her standard question is, "Which side of the lock do we
take?" We need to know in order to put the fenders and lines on the proper side. In most locks, it makes no difference which
side we are on - but on some, all the entering (or exiting) water travels through pipes on one side of the lock only. That
means an asymmetrical flow of the water in the lock. If you are ascending, on one wall you are pressed against the cement on the other side, the current pushes you off the wall. It is all your arms can manage to hold onto the lines to keep from being
torn loose into the swirling water.

El, Fending Off
-----Some locks have auxiliary chambers, a second, smaller lock used by a short string of barges or by pleasure boats. You
need to carefully check the charts to see which side of the lock contains the auxiliary chamber, and then identify the proper
entrance by sight - or radio the lockmaster for his information and advice.

Three Walls, Two Chambers - Our Auxiliary is to the Right

Two Walls, One Chamber
-----Locks usually have two long walls extending outward from the gates. Tows slide or winch their barges along these walls
to line their string of barges into the lock. If there is an auxiliary lock, there are three walls. Two are long and guide you into
the main lock. The third is short, and, together with one long wall, guide you into the auxiliary. The ends of the walls are often
striped and lit to make them easy to see. Rivermen refer to the blunt, zebra-striped, end of the wall as the "bull nose."

Sliding In, Past the Bull Nose
-----Then, there is the major factor of wind. Inside the enclosed box of a lock, a strong wind creates aberrant currents that will
take control of a boat if the skipper loses it. An aft wind is a devil wind - the only comparison I can make is to a down-wind
landing in a small plane, with gusty cross winds. You're moving too fast for a safe landing, and the side winds deflect you
from your point of contact. Fortunately, locks, like airports, have wind socks. They give you an idea, before landing, of what
problems wind might impose on your landing.

Sock on the Bull Nose
-----Winds also can mean waves. The open door of the lock and the long concrete control walls focus waves. Riding a small
boat into an open lock on a windy day can be like riding a bucking horse. Fortunately, when we lived in Nevada, El rode
rodeo. Straddling the bow, she can keep a sure-footing. And with her alert eye, she has a good toss of the line.
-----Locks have blinking traffic lights. The lock master switches on the green when he thinks it is safe to enter.

Red Light, Green Light
-----If you don't have a radio to call to the lock master, there is a pull chain to get his attention. The first time we pulled a
chain was our first time through a lock.

See the chain?
-----We were in a canoe, paddling the Willamete in Oregon. We were faced with a flight of four large locks ahead. With
trepidation, El pulled the chain. "YES?" said a huge voice from somewhere deep in the earth. When the sound stopped
echoing through the hollow of the lock chamber, El ventured a reply.
-----"We are a canoe and would like to lock down. Please?" she added.
-----"PROCEED" came the rumbling, vibrating, echoing reply. We had heard the voice of the Almighty, and with trembling
arms, we paddled into the yawning maw of the open lock. It was an experience never to be forgotten.
IN THE CHAMBER
-----A most important question is what method is used in the lock to fix us to the walls? If we are uncertain, El asks the lock
master before we enter. Some have ropes hanging down the insides of the lock at periodic intervals. El, up on the bow, grabs
one and I try to maneuver the boat to grab the next one from the stern. We clutch those lines with a grip that often leaves our
hands cramped and aching. Coming up, the currents in the lock swirl and the boat may try to spin like a dervish. One hand
grips the line, the other fends us off the wall.

-

-

-----On the Upper Mississippi, the lock tenders drop two lines to you, one to El on the bow and the other to me in the cockpit.
They thoughtfully swing them out to make them easier to catch. El often chats with the lock tender as we descend. The
conversation ends as we drop down out of voice range and they disappear behind the rising, wet wall.
-----On the Upper Ohio, the lock tenders also drop you a line - but here things are different. Fixed to the end of the line is a
hook, over which El draped the middle of a hundred feet of our line. The tender pulled up our line and placed it over a hook
on the rail at the top of the wall. Sometimes, he stretched the line between two hooks on the wall, spaced thirty feet or so
apart. El held both ends of our lock line, keeping us steady against the wall for the descent. As the lower gate swung open,
she released one end of her line and pulled the other to slide the line through the hook, now high on the wall above her.
Ducking the flailing free end as it fell to the foredeck, she then quickly wrapped the line to be certain no trailing end would foul
the propellers as we left the lock.

-----Most locks do not have lines from above. Instead, you tie off to a bitt. Bitts come in two types - fixed and floating. Don't
ever use a fixed bitt, since you would have to take your line off and reloop it on the next bitt as you either ascend or descend
the lock.

Fixed Bitts Beside the Escape Route
-----We use floating mooring bitts, and a clever contraption they are! These are great metal drums, recessed into the wall, that
slide up or down vertically on wheels in their slots as the water level changes. They have a tie point atop the drum. We cleat
a lock line around the aft cleat, and El takes the rest of the line forward to the bow. As we slowly approach the bitt, she
drapes the lock line around the bitt and holds the free loose-end of the line in her hands. She can adjust the tension on the
line by pulling, holding the boat alongside the wall. We both fend off the walls with our gloved hands to keep the boat from the
rough slimy wall.
-----El doesn't have to pay out the line, since the bitt drops down the wall at the same rate as the boat descends. By the way,
she has become an expert at lassoing the bitt with her lock line. However, on the few occasions when she has missed, it is
exciting until we get the boat under control and back to the bitt.

-

-

The Floating Bitt, Our Line Wrapped, and the Easy Drop

A PVC Cheapo Arm Extender
----One couple made the mistake of fixing both ends of their lock line to cleats, after passing it around the floating bitt.
Unfortunately, the floating bitt, instead of dropping with the boat, was rusted tightly into its slot. As the water dropped, the boat
was tilted sideways against the rough wall, and left hanging by the ever-tightening line. The tension on the line was so great,
they couldn't uncleat it from their boat. Before they scrambled for a knife to cut the line the lower rail went under water. They
cut the line just as they heard the sound of water pouring into the cockpit. The next sound was ripping fiberglass sliding down
the rough wall. That sound must have been almost as grim to hear as the repairman later quoting the cost of repairs. Lesson:
DON'T CLEAT BOTH ENDS OF A LOCK LINE!
LEAVING THE LOCK
----We stay against the lock wall until the lock master gives a toot on the lock whistle to let us know we have permission to
leave. Then, we usually give an answering toot with our horn and radio our thanks to them as we leave the chamber.
Sometimes, we get "pushed" out the chamber.

Move It, Buddy!
EPILOGUE
----So, here on Halcyon, running rivers, we have our "long periods of boredom interrupted by short stretches of terror" just as
in our younger days of river running -- only now the heart-thumpers are locks, not rapids.

Oops! Halcyon Doing the Lock Dance
(11-02)
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SYMPHOPY OF THE LOCKS
--------There are many sounds one associates with boating. The gentle
lapping of waves on the hull, the mornings filled with birdsong, or
evenings with owls hooting in the dark woods surrounding the
anchorage. But, for El and me, one of the most characteristic sounds of
river running is something rarely mentioned in cruising books - the
language of locks.

The Stage

SYMPHONY OF THE LOCKS
----Virtually every lock talks or sings, if you can spare the time from busy locking duties to listen. Small locks, either in size or
lift, usually murmur with the rising or falling water in the chamber. Some even whisper. The floating bitts slide up or down
slowly as the chamber slowly fills or empties. There's an occasional groan or squeal as metal skids along metal but generally
small locks are to be seen and not heard.

A One-Foot Drop - The Whisperer
----Large locks, however, are maestros in full prime. Locking through a big one is similar to attending a symphony in a great
concert hall. The setting is grandiose, acoustics perfect, and instruments in full throat. It is a wonder world of sound.-

The Concert Hall
----- A lock is an engineering marvel, the result of hundreds of years of experience and experimentation. Some are gigantic hundreds of feet long, and tens of feet wide. Concrete walls, scarred and splotched with momentos of long-forgotten conflicts
with steel barges or tow boats, may rise vertically the height of a six or eight-story building.
-----The steel or wooden gates at each end of the chamber often sit on concrete sills. The moveable gates often don't rise
more than half the height of the sidewalls. The sills are hidden under the waters of a full lock. The enormous gates are forced
shut by massive hydraulic rams, and sealed by the pressure of restrained water.
-----Locks have a simple utilitarian purpose - raise or lower boats through a dam. The dam is there to raise the height of
upstream waters high enough to make the river navigable for commercial craft. -Inadvertently, a lock becomes an orchestral
wonder.
-------Water sounds are subtle quiet murmurings - swishes, hisses, whispers and whooshes. Water drips, pours, or cascades
down the walls. Fountains spray outward from leaks under or between the doors. Rising or falling past the barriers of the steel
works of the door or the tops of the sills, water may protest in a concerted and startling "hooosh!"
-----The floating bollards are the vocal chords of locks. The huge metal drums sliding within the metal-lined recesses of the
walls resist motion. They complain with a variety of sound that defies description.

The Voice Box and the Vocal Chord
-----It begins and ends with a few subtle groans and growls, as water slowly begins and ends its rise or fall. Then eight or ten
metal boom-boxes reach full-throat. Imagine huge metal fingers clawing against a metal wall within a 70-foot high tomb.
Every sound is magnified, ricocheting off the soaring, dark, dripping walls. It is at once melodious and discordant, harmonic
and cacophonous. Shrieks, screeches, squeals, and screams cascade off the walls and reverberate in the chamber. Sound
overwhelms the senses. We, and our little 22-foot boat, shrink to nothingness within that vastness of sound. We are a little
rubber ducky floating in a colossal concrete casket filled with thunderous metallic reverberations. It is the concert of the lock.

Enjoying the Concert
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LOCKING ORDER
----- The world is a wonderful place. It is marvelously ordered, with every
planet in its proper place and each little electron spinning with the right
spacing.
----- Even locks have their order and organization. It takes a while for
boaters (and lock tenders) to catch on, and some never do - but, this is
not the place to practice with Chaos Theory.

No Argument, Big Boy
PRIORITY
-----Let's play with some chaos, just for fun. Ten boats all arrive at a lock within a few minutes of each other. Five are bound
upriver, and five are heading down. Who gets to go first? Who determines and enforces the order of passing?
-----Well, the last question is the easiest to answer. The lockmaster is in charge. He is the ultimate boss of the lock and,
believe me, most of them know it. OK. Where does he get his authority? Simple answer again. His lock is owned and
operated by the United States Army. That's right - his paycheck comes from the Army. Now, that's authority! The U. S. Army
Corps of Engineers runs most of the locks in the United States. Oh, sure, there are the few that are state-run, some are
managed by parks, and others by other government agencies - but most are the fiefdom of the Corps. So, listen up, buster,
the Army's in charge.
-----All right, now let's straighten out that mess of ten arguing boats. The general rule is: Among equals, first come, first
served. What? Now that's sure to generate some lock rage. Imagine ten cars arriving at a four-way crossing, with no stop
signs. There's chaos. However, at the lock, remember, the Army is in charge. Therefore, the lockmaster decides who was
first. He generally takes note as to which boat hails him first, on the radio. He usually keeps a list of the hailing order. Any
disagreements, and his decisions are final.

Order in Chaos
-----Hey, wait a minute - what was that qualifier, "Among equals?" Not all boats are created equal. And the Federal
Government has the right to determine who is more equal. Therefore, like so many army regulations, there is a clear order of

priority.
-----Let's start with the last place - the lowest guy on the totem pole - the piece of flotsam out there in that arguing mess. Yep
- you're right. That means you - and me! The "pleasure boater" is the lowest of the low and the last one to lock through. A
cynic might say, "Of course, that's because we're the folks who pay the bill - our taxes pay for that lock and the lock tender's
salary."
-----So, there is a legalized pecking order, set by federal law, and we're at the bottom. OK, we're used to that, but who's on
the top of the pile? Naturally, the guys who make the rules - government vessels go first, regardless of who arrives at the lock
first. "Figures," says the cynic.

Top Dog - A Gov't Tow
-----Then who's next after government boats? The cynic would say, "Think about it. Who has the most influence over
politicians in our system of 'democracy'? Yep, you've got it - commercial interests." Commercial vessels have the next priority.
First, among the the commercial boats are the licensed commercial passenger vessels, operating on published schedules or
regularly engaged in the "for hire" trade. Our skeptic would say this,"Of course. This is a 'hangover' from the steamboat days.
Steamers carried people of influence." He just might be right. Anyway, next come any commercial cargo boats, which usually
means towboats pushing barges.
-----So we are back to the end of the queue - the taxpaying 'pleasure' boaters who cover most of the expenses of
government.
-----Our cynic adds, "What else is new? We're all used to that, so the lockage world is just a reminder of the obvious."
However, there is a good rationale for the order. In summertime, floods of recreational boats might tie up locks and make it
difficult for tows or passenger-carrying excursion boats to operate commercially on the rivers.
-----Fortunately, there are some exceptions to the army's rules, although recreational boaters often do not know them. Section
f states: "In order to fully utilize the capacity of the lock, the lockage of recreational craft shall be expedited by locking them
through with commercial craft, provided that both parties agree to joint usage of the lock." If barges contain volatile or
explosive substances, the lockmaster will not allow joint lockage. You must talk with the skipper of the towboat, and he will be
certain to let you know that any damage to your vessel is your responsibility. We have had interesting trips rafted to a towboat
through a lock, chatting with the crew.
-----There is another clause in section f that is vital for recreational boaters to know: "If the lockage of recreational craft can
not be accomplished within the time required for three other lockages, a separate lockage of recreational craft shall be made."
We have heard horror stories of lengthy waits at a lock. One boater, this fall, on the Ohio River, was held up for three days
while commercial tows passed the lock. Obviously, this boater didn't know the law and his right of passage. The lock tender
will seldom remind you of your right, often due to his ignorance of the law or his assumption that you don't know the law.
-----So, remember while you wait your turn at the end of the line, and towboats cut in before you, elsewhere in the universe
the planets spin and the electrons hum.

OK. OK. You're Next, Big Boy
(1/03)
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TRAILER BOATING

Contact

-----

-----It is certainly nice to have a trailerable boat. We can take off for
navigable water anywhere in the country and be there within a week or
two. But, there is a down side to the joy of trailer boating.
Tough Questions:
-----1 1. When you live on the boat, what do you do with the truck and
trailer?
-----2. When you live in the camper on the truck, what do you do with
the boat?
Fetch, Ford!

-----3.Most difficult of all, after you have boated a long distance from the
truck and trailer, how do you get them back together again?

TRAILERING
-----Every lifestyle has advantages and disadvantages, and living aboard a boat is no exception. Just as we can hardly
conceive of the challenges of living in the center of a major city, most 'land folks' have difficulty imagining a life on water.
-----There is an immediate choice one must make following the decision to live board. Does one maintain a land connection,
via an automobile, or not? There are obvious advantages to be amphibious. If you have a vehicle at the marina, it is easy to
travel ashore to go shopping, see a doctor, or just get a haircut. But, like all compromises, there is a down side. What if you
cruise on your boat? You might be five hundred miles away from your vehicle at the end of your cruise. Now, having chosen
the aquatic way of life, you have no vehicle. How do you get to the post office, a hairdresser, or a grocery? Yep - afoot.
There is also the disadvantage caused by owning a 'useless' vehicle. It is just sitting, way back there at the marina - maybe
for months. Meanwhile, you pay insurance, pay for the space it occupies, suffer it's depreciation, and endure deterioration. For
two years on a sailboat, we were aquatic and had no land vehicle. We had no worries about a car, but we sure walked
through shoe leather.
-----This time, we decided to live aboard a trailerable boat. What a remarkable transition - all the water on and around our
continent suddenly became accessible. Every lake, river and coast is just a drive away. We merely drive to our destination,
plunk the boat down a ramp, and go cruising. What freedom. What a plethora of choice. Why, we can even defeat our old
nemesis - how to go up a river. Now, we drive to the top of a river, and cruise down. No worries about the old problem of first
boating up every river in order to come down.
-----However, this freedom, presents another problem. No longer is the lack of a car the problem. Now, the truck/trailer is the
problem. How do we retrieve them after a long-distance cruise? Oh, how many times we now wish we could merely whistle
for our tow vehicle to come to us. "Fetch, Ford!," we call into the void. And there is no returning answer.
-----So, how do we resolve this challenge? How do we get back to the truck and trailer? We have no full-proof answer to that
question. We let circumstances and serendipity decide for us.

Together
-----First, there are the easy trailering situations. We put in and take out at the same ramp. This is great for cruising on a lake
for a week or so. Now, the only difficulty is finding a place to leave the truck that is legal and reasonably secure -- and where
there is a good ramp. We find State Parks excellent places to launch and leave the truck.
-----Next, come the coastal trips - like the coast of Texas. The length of time and mileage are both extended. Do we put in
and out at the same place or cruise one-way? Usually, along a coast, we go both ways from the middle and use a single
ramp.
-----The imperative now is for a secure place for the truck. We sure don't want to return from a lengthy cruise, ready for a little
shore leave, and find the tires (or more) gone from the camper. Sometimes, because of the marvelous C-Dory sites on the
Internet, we have met other owners on the Internet who either have space at their home for the truck/trailer or who have local
knowledge of a safe ramp. Other times, when we have no 'local' help or knowledge, we have situated at a campground near
our hoped-for launch site. We leave the boat on the site while we scout out a suitable ramp, campground or marina where the
truck will be secure.
-----We were particularly fortunate when we cruised the Texas coast. We put in at a state park ramp in mid-coast Texas, left
the truck/trailer behind the fence of the service yard of the park, and headed to Mexico and back. Now we wanted to head
easterly to Houston, and intended another return trip to the mid-coast. But, serendipity struck. We met a boating friend of a CDory owner who was driving to Houston to meet friends and offered to drive us back to the parked truck. Such good luck. We
returned with him to the truck/trailer, drove to Houston, loaded the boat and headed to a ramp in mid-Louisiana for the next
legs of our Gulf cruise.
-----Cruising along the East Coast and the Chesapeake, we went both directions from the same ramp, then 'hop scotched' to
another ramp and cruised both ways from there. On these trips, cruising both directions has been pleasure. The views are
different, going and coming. We usually stay at different anchorages and fuel at different marinas, so each direction is a
unique trip. On wide bodies of water, like Long Island Sound or Chesapeake Bay, traveling one way on one shore and
returning along the other definitely makes two different cruises.
-----Rivers, however, are a completely different story. Traveling upstream is more difficult. Currents are against you. Locking
up is more difficult than down, since currents are stronger in the lock when it is filling than when emptying.
-----On our Ohio River cruise, we trailered to Pittsburgh, launched the boat, and headed down river - almost a thousand miles.
When we arrived at the lower end of the Ohio, we did not relish the idea of turning around and working upstream against the
current and the upstream locks. We loved the cruise 'downhill,' but the season was advanced and currents up the river strong.
What to do?
-----We considered our options. We could rent a car at the end of the trip in Paducah and drive back to the truck/trailer in
Pittsburgh. That was an expensive choice, especially since there was a high drop-off charge. We considered driving the rental
car to Pittsburgh, and then returning to Paducah in tandem with the truck and trailer to avoid the drop-off fee. This alternative
was also expensive, since it added two driving days and additional fuel to the rental.
-----Another option was to hop a bus (or train, or plane) and return to Pittsburgh. Unfortunately, this also was costly, since the
station or airport was a distance from the marina and would have entailed a taxi or car rental.
-----Again, serendipity struck. We didn't have to do either option. We met (quite accidentally) another C-Dory on the river! Max
cruised with us a few days, and then volunteered to drive us back to Pittsburgh to get our truck/trailer and leave it at his

house several hundred miles below Pittsburgh. We did, and continued our cruise down the Ohio. When we tied off our boat in
a marina outside Cincinnati, to visit our son, he volunteered to drive us back upriver to Max's house and our truck. Then, in
tandem with our son, we drove to Paducah, and left the truck/trailer at a friend's house, Marge and Tom, C-Dory owners. We
returned to our boat in Cincinnati with our son and cruised to Paducah.
-----A win/win solution to the problem of retrieving a tow vehicle is to cruise with another C-Dory. We have done this on
Alabama rivers and on the Upper Mississippi. For these rivers, two owners can 'leapfrog' their tow vehicles. Put in both boats
at the top end of a river, drive both tow vehicles to the bottom, leave one, and drive the other back to the top. It is left there
and both cruise down the river to the first tow vehicle. There, the boats are tied and the upriver vehicle is retrieved.

Cruising Together - Halcyon with Pelican and Jabez
-----The drives are a pleasure for us, with the companionship of fellow C-Dory owners. The river cruising is enhanced with
another boat along. There is the added safety in case of breakdown or grounding (knock wood, hasn't happened to us yet).
Most importantly, there is the delight of sharing sundowners, swapping tales, and generally enjoying some good company. It
sounds like a cliché, but it is true - C-Dory owners we have met and/or cruised with have been 'good folks.' Our cruises and
lives have been enriched from the experience. AND -- seeing another C-Dory on the river definitely improves the scenery.
----- (01/03)
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TOW BOATS
---------Towboats don't tow - and they have knees! What's it like to work on
a tow? We've never done it, but we talked with many who have. We
thought you might be interested in the lives of our neighbors.

Working On The River

TOWBOATS
-----We live aboard our little boat during most of the year. It is a marvelous lifestyle, drifting down the rivers and cruising the
coasts of America. This way of living allows us to enjoy the wildness, towns, beauty, industry, and cultures of our great
country. There are those, however, who ply these same waters for a living. Some are fishing, some dredging, some digging
clams or mussels, and some working the towboats. The towboats are fascinating, and occasionally frightening. They are our
working neighbors on most of the waterways we have traveled in the eastern half of the United States. We have marveled at
their skill in handling long strings of barges, their courtesy toward each other and their concern toward us as small boats on
'their' rivers. Coming down the Ohio River in late fall, tows were about the only other boats on the river with us. We decided it
was time to learn more about our neighbor's lifestyle. We read everything we could find about their lives and work, talked with
them on the radio, tied off with them locking down the river, and visited with those who have worked on or with tows. We
have decided to share what we have learned.

--Our Neighbors

Close Neighbors
-----There are over 16,000 miles of Inland Waterways in the United States (including the Intracoastal Waterways along the
Gulf and Atlantic coasts). These miles are maintained by the Army Corps of Engineers. Most of these Waterways are plied by
towboats and their attendant barges. If you cruised about 300 miles per month on these waters, it would require about four
and a half years to see the Inland Waterways of America! The canals of Europe certainly sound romantic, but for the serious
inland cruiser, North America is Mecca.

Old Tow, Coverted to a Houseboat
-----Your neighbors for most of this cruising would be towboats. Oh, by the way, the tows on the Inland Waterways don't tow they push, with two vertical "knees" on their bow to push against the barges.

-Towboat, and its Kneesl
-----JOffshore, on salt water, or sometimes in the Great Lakes, tows will tow their barges using long cables - a distinct
deterrence to small boats cutting between the tow and the barges that may trail ¼ mile behind.
-----JThe tows on the Waterways are big. They are about 150 feet long with a 45-foot beam and weigh about 730 tons. Most
are powered by two six-cylinder diesel engines, each with over 2,000 horsepower. Their fuel tanks may hold 100,000 gallons
(although they are rarely full since that would increase the weight of the tow). They can carry 10,000 gallons of water. A
typical tow is three decks high, with a pilothouse on the top.

-Tow Props, Bent and Double
-----There are usually eleven crewmembers. The top deck often houses a captain's cabin and a guest cabin. There is also an
electronics room on this floor. The port side of the middle deck often has a cook's cabin and two deckhand cabins, equipped
with bunk beds. The starboard side is the pilot's cabin and two more deckhand cabins. Each cabin usually has a toilet and
shower. The forward part of the bottom deck is the 'doghouse' - the workroom for the crew. Aft, on the starboard side of this
deck, there is usually a galley, pantry, dining area, and toilet. The port side houses the crew lounge (with TV and videos), the
laundry room, a cabin for the chief engineer, and the control room for the engines. Some towboats even have a small 'store'
where the crew can buy items ranging from stamps to soft drinks (no alcoholic drinks are ever allowed on a tow). Sometimes
crew may check out books from the 'store'.

-Main Line Triple-Decker Long-Haul Tows

------

--

- ----

----------Small Work Boats
-----Barges carry the produce. They are often 'stored' along riverbanks or in harbors, tied off against cells, docks, or trees.
These 'fleeting areas' are often marked on charts. Fortunate that is, since one passes these areas in a small boat with caution
as small work tows busy themselves around the fleet like honey bees at a hive. Oftentimes, we see the work tows assembling

a string of barges for the long-distance towboat waiting patiently tied off against a cell.

--Rigging
-----A standard barge is 195 feet long and 35 feet wide, but they may vary in length from 147 to 290 feet. The standard barge
carries about 1,500 tons (52,500 bushels, or 453,000 gallons). It would require fifteen one-hundred-ton hopper railroad cars
or sixty twenty-five ton trailer trucks to carry an equivalent load.
-----The bulk agricultural produce is usually grain, corn, rice, oats, or soybeans. Liquids include petroleum and chemical fluids
(with these barges marked by red flags, now usually a red metal triangle mounted amidships). Scrap steel, coal, salt, cement,
sand, and gravel are among the most common cargos. We have seen barges loaded with everything from R.V.'s to bird
watchers.

-Red Flag = Hazardous Cargo-------------------------Deck Covers
-----Barges are lashed together into a string. On larger waterways, they are typically three across and five long, making the
tow and fifteen barges in the string about 1,125 feet long, or almost four football fields. They are 105 feet wide and the total
may weigh 23,230 tons, or the equivalent of 225 railroad cars or 870 large trucks. On the lower Mississippi, some barge
strings total as many as forty-eight barges! Underway at five knots, they sure can't stop on a dime. It is an amazing feat to
watch them navigate a tight turn in a river or squeeze into a lock.

----The Lock Dance------------------------------ Moving On--------In 1998, more than a half billion ton-miles of goods were shipped on barges along the Inland Waterways, almost half of
the total on the Ohio and Mississippi Rivers alone. The Environmental Protection Agency estimates that towboats emit 3560% less pollutants than either railroad locomotives or trucks, so the tows are 'environmentally' friendly to our air. Trains and
trucks also use between 300 and 800% more fuel. For bulk produce, without a strict time constraint, movement by barge is
economical.

----Within a few miles of where I am writing this, coal from the western US is dropped from railroad hopper cars directly into
barges for trans-shipment up the Cumberland and Tennessee Rivers to power plants. It is cheaper to trans-ship by barge
than to continue the coal haulage by rail to the plants. Barge freight rates are traded daily on the St. Louis Merchants
Exchange. Tariff rates vary with supply and demand.
----As with most forms of transportation, time is money, so towboats work twenty-four hours a day. Many are equipped today
with a computer that calculates water depth, current speed, draft, and the speed of the towboat. It then computes the best
speed for greatest efficiency. Computers keep the log, and suggest the best arrangement of the barges in the string to
facilitate adding new barges to the tow or dropping off singles en route.

---------What's it like to work on towboat? It is a difficult life. The crew on a tow lives aboard for about half their lives. They are
usually on the boat for thirty days, and off for thirty. Some companies work 28's, 21's, or 30 on and 15 off. These are long
periods to be away from home and family, and the stress on families often shows in high divorce rates. The eleven
crewmembers usually work two six-hour shifts every day. The front watch works from six a.m. to noon and from six p.m. until
midnight. The after watch works from noon to six p.m. and from midnight to six a.m. Since the crew eat, bathe, do laundry,
and all the myriad details of life during their two six-hour stretches off, they never get to sleep for long stretches. The Captain
rotates his duties with the Pilot, although the Captain is always responsible for the boat. The crew considers these men
'management'.

--------The Skipper
----- There is a chief engineer, responsible for the engines, and a cook. There are three deckhands, and often a tankerman (a
deckhand who is certified to be responsible for 'red flag' cargo). The deckhands keep the boat clean, waxed, polished, and
painted. They maintain running lights and depth sounders on the lead edge of the string of barges. They are responsible for
the barges. They do 'tow work', building and breaking apart the tow by lashing barges together with wire cables called rigging.
This is often a constant job, since barges are added or dropped off at different points along the river. They check to be sure
the rigging is tight while running. Since the string of barges is often longer than the locks, deckhands also 'make a lock,' by
tying and untying the rigging as they break the strings for lock passage. This work is hard and often dangerous. On the Ohio,
they belong to the steelworkers union.

-Deckhands - Tightening Rigging and Hanging out in a Lock
-----Two mates alternate shifts in charge of the deckhands. The mates are teachers, bosses, enforcers, referees, and usually
good listeners.
----Most boats have an eleventh crewmember, either a deckhand in training or a call watchman. The call watchman does not
work the standard shifts, but is on call as needed for locks and tow work, or he works from 0600 to 1800 and is off for twelve
hours.
----Therefore, on any one shift, there is a skipper, a mate, and two deckhands on duty, and sometimes a call watchman. The
Chief engineer and cook work as required by their jobs.
-----The crew work in all kinds of weather, and, depending upon the job, much of the work is outside. In particularly bad
weather, a crewmember often stands lookout on the leading edge of the barges to radio to the skipper with a hand-held radio.
A lookout often 'talks through a bridge' as well, since they can never be taken for granted. In a crosswind or running down
current, they can be especially difficult to navigate.
-----Pay scales differ depending upon the job and the company. Generally, a captain receives $250-$400 per day and a pilot
from $200 to $350. A chief engineer receives from $225 to $350 and an assistant engineer (after an apprenticeship from one
to three years) from $125 to $175. A mate might receive (after two to six years to reach this position) from $115 to $225 and
a watchman (from one to four years) from $100 to $180. A top deckhand (three trips to one year) earns from $75 to $165 and
a deckhand from $50 to $100. A cook may earn from $75 to $165 per day.

-----Life is close on a towboat. Living together for thirty day stretches of hard work and short sleep can be difficult. Many try
for this work and many drop out. It is said that if a crewmember wears out a pair of boots, he will likely stay on the boats a
working lifetime.

Graveyard Shift

-----We always monitor the commercial frequencies on the marine radio as we travel the Waterways. We hear the tows tell
their positions, so we are aware of their location around a bend or coming into the main channel from a tributary. They alert
each other (and therefore us) of any hazards. Before we pass a tow, we often radio to let them know our intentions and hear
any suggestions they might have for the safest passage. El is our radio operator, and we have found that tow captains often
enjoy visiting with her on the radio. They have told her of anchorages, navigation dangers, and the stories of their lives. One
told her where his folks lived, and asked us to stop by their dock and say "hello," and we did. Always, on the radio, they are
courteous with each other - almost to a fault. Their accents and idioms are fascinating. One fellow commented to another that
he was going so fast his "ears were flapping in the wind." The other answered, "Why if'n Ah slowed down to six knots, Ah'd
drop off plane." One chap answered an impatient lockmaster who was wondering what was taking him so long to get to the
gate, "Man, the closer you are, the longer it takes." They are professionals, with a twang.

Steam Paddlewheel Tow - Painted by Harlan Hubbard
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TECHNOLOGY
-

----We live in a marvelous time.Our grandparents cruised using sextants
and calipers. We use RADAR and GPS. But even with this incredible
technology, there is a simple requirement true for any level of
technology: know how to use it.

The Panel

-----Halcyon has a flattened dome atop her cabin. Inland, on the lakes and rivers, most folks think it is a fancy TV antenna.
One chap, a guest on a 57-foot yacht towering over us in an adjacent marina slip, thought our grandkids Frisbee had lodged
on our cell 'phone antenna. After several sunset libations, we tell inquisitive folks it's a perch for gulls. Our salt-water friends
think we put the radar dome up there simply to have good laughs over the comments we hear.

The Gull Perch
-----Most folks know that radar was a marvelous military breakthrough used with varying degrees of success in World War II
by naval vessels. Some may realize that radar helps guide airline pilots on their flights. We had a friend who was a navigator
for a major airline. Early in his career, he sat, cramped and cold, in a Plexiglas dome atop his Constellation, shooting the
stars with his sextant on flights to Hawaii. If it wasn't too cloudy or turbulent, he could put his flight somewhere near the
islands - close enough that he could range to the airport by homing in on the signal from a local country/western radio station.
Before he retired, he was navigating by satellite signals and radar.

-----Technology has become everyday. Mom finds her way to the beauty shop using Global Positioning Satellite transmissions
picked up by a receiver on her dashboard. Her kids do Geocache games on the weekends, searching for hidden 'treasure'
using the same transmissions received from satellites by small hand held receivers. Yesterday, our son gave us a radio the
size and shape of a credit card.
-----Compact everyday technology has revolutionized small boat cruising. We can, on our little 22-footer, use the same
software and instrumentation that guides QEII or a 747. That little squashed dome on our cabin roof - you know, the gull
perch? - it gives us eyes in the dark, fog, and rain. The little box on our dashboard - labeled GPS Chartplotter - displays our
location on nautical charts. It tells us the depth under our hull. It knows the tides at the closest tidal station, the distance, and
direction, to the nearest rest room or restaurant, and even the water temperature.
-----Amazing - we can fill that little box with all the charts from Prince Rupert to Skagway. Then, we can plot our intended
routes and anchorages into the chartplotter. Voilà - day or night, rain or shine, fog or clear we know within a few feet of where
we are, what direction we need to steer to stay on course and how long it will take us to get to our next sundowner. With the
radar antenna swinging inside the "gull perch," we can even see through the foul weather or dark to be sure there are no
ferries, container ships, or (hopefully) icebergs along our course. If the Titanic had the technology we have aboard our 22footer, she would be afloat today.
-----Now, all this sounds great. One might imagine covering the windscreen with a blanket and navigating perfectly to the
closest cheeseburger, even though blind as a bat. You know, we've all read of pilots taking their instrument landing exam,
with a black curtains over their windscreens. They come in on a perfect three-point landing. Well, on a boat, our advice would
be - Don't try it! First, Halcyon doesn't have three points. Second, there aren't many cheeseburgers on the Inside Passage.
Last, but certainly not least, both you and the instruments have to be operating flawlessly. We know how perfect computers
are, and when was the last time you could claim perfection?
-----Let's visualize the situation. You are cruising northerly. Well, you think it's northerly. Last night, after a sundowner, you
plotted today's route. After a sundowner is not always the optimum time to do the plotting.
-----The day started out clear and bright, but now there's a dark fold of clouds low on the northern horizon. You remember
NOAA weather radio saying something about "an upper level low," whatever that is. You soon find out, as you are enveloped
in darkness. The wind moans at 35 knots under your radar dome and the calm sea is soon a bunch of heaving, foaming
speed bumps six feet high. It is all you and the admiral can do to keep your seat - your arms flail like the buckaroo on the
Brahma at the Calvary Stampede. Not to worry - the chartplotter looks calm and says you are on course. You flick on the
radar switch so you can "see" through the smeary mess on your windshield. You press POWER and it begins a sixty-second
countdown while it "warms up." That's the longest minute of your life, as spray and spume crash over your bow and you fight
to hold the wheel in your hands. Ah, it reads "standby" - but there's no picture. Now what? "Should have practiced with the
darn thing back when it was calm," you think. "But didn't need it then," you conclude.
-----Let's see … lots of buttons … which one?

RADAR Panel
----- Ah, MENU - that sounds like the place to start. A confusing array of choices is presented … can't figure any of them …

there isn't a "turn on" choice anywhere on the list - and a warm comfy bed, home on the farm, isn't an alternative, either.
----- OK - let's see what these other buttons read: EBL - Early to Bed, Late to… NO, Not that one! VRM - don't need any
vrooming now. There's a minus sign and a plus sign, but pushing those neither increased or decreased anything on my blank
screen or in the mess outside. Ah, GAIN - now that's an idea, but gain what? Sounds better than loss, but nothing happened.
STC - sounds like one of those drugs the government warns about. FTC - Federal Trade Commission? Just what we need, a
federal bureaucracy. What do those yahoos know about the sea that I don't know? NO - Don't answer that question? SHIFT TRAIL - Can't see what shifting or trailing is going to do for us now. ZOOM - Geeze, going fast enough now. TONE - I'm a fine
shade of gray right now, so maybe if I push that button I can go white? TX - Don't know what the Lone Star can do about this
situation, but then, we've had several Presidents from TX who seemed to think they had the right answers to everything. So,
I'll push it … GADZOOKS - the thing lit up. Nothing like a little assist from TX.

-----But now what? Lots of black squiggly lines and dots - ah well, through all that time playing with the gizmo, the front has
passed, the rain stopped, and the waves are settling back down to something resembling the feeling in my stomach.
----- Later, in the marina pub, a fellow tippler says to me, "You were out there today? What was it like?"
-----"Oh, nothing much," I answered, swallowing another giant gulp of Old Hickory. "We have all the technology aboard. It's
incredible. Everything was calm and beautiful. Then I started playing with the RADAR. How was I to know that would stir
things up? Soon we were Roaring Around, and it was Dark And Raining. If you have a RADAR, don't fiddle with the thing."
-----"Ah, but then the tech fix - a miracle - on the GPS - you know, the Great to Prevent Stuff device. It has lots of neat
buttons."

GPS Panel
-----"Well," I sat back with a grin and took another deep draught, "MENU didn't work with the radar, so why try it on the GPS?
I knew not to touch the ENTER MARK, because my name is Bill, and it doesn't say, ENTER BILL. And I sure didn't want to
press the NAV MOB, without a crowd suppressor around, so, using my noodle, I pressed the obvious button … the one that
says:

-----And, you know, within moments the wind slacked and the sea calmed. Ain't technology great?" - and we both drank to
that!
(04/03)
Top | Home

Home

About

Themes

Years

Locations

Gatherings

Links

Contact

SAFE HARBOR
-----Cruising happily ever after is a glorious image of the future. But is
'ever after' realistic? Perhaps there are events or times of life when such
'ever after' cruising is not prudent unless one waypoints a safe harbor.

Safe Harbor

SAFE HARBOR IN A STORM
SOME BACKGROUND
------There are many stories of setting off on adventures, either those of a short nature or some of a lifetime. Many authors
detail the decisions, choices and sacrifices involved in the decision to 'march to a different drummer.' However, we have
found few stories that include the decision to prepare for the end of that adventure - and we know that all stories, like all lives,
eventually come to an end.

The Beginning - Scott, El, Bill, Halcyon and a bottle of Champagne - Oregon

------We have done the same on our story of our live-aboard boating lifestyle here in the writing of our Halcyon Days. We
have spent considerable time discussing with you how we made the choice to live aboard a small boat and see America. We
have, however, also had considerable time discussing with each other how we might prepare for the inevitable end to the
voyage, and we would like to share that with you who either are adventuring or are considering such a homeless live aboard
lifestyle.

OUR DISCUSSION
------"Well, we made our choice to live a nomadic on-water lifestyle," El said over our usual evening sundowner while we
swung slowly at anchor in a small bay off Chesapeake Bay. "But someday perhaps something will happen to make us
reconsider this lifestyle. How do we manage that?"
------That's exactly the question I had been pondering for some months. We had sold our house and drifted for the past twenty
years. Years abroad, years living on a small sailboat cruising Eastern US waters, months through-hiking the Appalachian
Trail, months kicking around the back blocks of many foreign countries, weeks canoeing Arctic Rivers, days rafting and
kayaking some of America's great whitewater rivers, and now years aboard a small 'pocket' cruiser experiencing almost all of
America's navigable waterways. It has been a wonderful shared time. We had carefully plotted some of our choices ('how to
share the next six months?') to include the most physically taxing experiences while we still had sufficient youth and good
health (one doesn't easily hike the entire AT when you're eighty years old). We have been extremely fortunate with good
health and strong bodies, but time marches on and the vigor of youth slowly fades, and it is imperative for us all to anticipate
and recognize this fact. Just as we carefully analyze conditions before making an open water crossing on our little boat, it is
even more imperative to consider future choices in life.

The Choices?

------The analogy of living a life with that of living aboard a small boat is both apt and educational for us. The vast majority of
people live lives of little real risk - oh, there's the usual holiday or weekend trip that includes adventure (a term defined
differently by each of us - we know a woman who describes a trip to the library as "an adventure"). But most folks (wisely) are
risk averse. They know when the next pay-check comes in, where they'll lay their heads tonight, when the bargains come to
the familiar local super market, and precisely where they will be next Thursday. The vast majority of boat owners seldom
leave their marina, rarely cruise on new water, and have never set an anchor or remained overnight on their boat swinging on
a hook - and that's fine and normal. They bought a boat as a surrogate waterside cabin or a day- fishing boat, and that's a
good (usually) non-risk use for them.
------There are a few who decide to take their boat "on a vacation cruise." Risk increases with this choice. There are financial
risks, lifestyle risks, and perhaps even risks to the boat, crew or passengers. Often this cruise is viewed as 'the cruise of a
lifetime' - a one-time adventure around The Loop, or up the Inside Passage to Alaska, are good examples. More power to
them, and this is a great goal for many. Then, there are the very few, who choose to live aboard and have a cruising lifestyle.
Homeless wanderers (usually with no pay check), unaware of where they will set the hook that night, as unfamiliar with every
inch of water ahead as they are with the next supermarket … drifters. Harlan Hubbard and his wife described their lives living
on a shantyboat on Eastern rivers in his marvelous book, Shantyboat - and he didn't even have a motor on his shantyboat! They were true drifters!

-------------"Honors and crown of the tempest-footed
--------------------Horses delight one;
------ ----------Others live in golden chambers;
------ ---------------And some even are pleased traversing securely
----------------------------The swelling of the sea in a swift ship."
-------------------------------------------------------------------------------- Hubbard, p. 91, Shantyboat
------We had set ourselves adrift in life in 1986, when we quit our jobs and sold our house and most all our belongings except
photo albums and journals. We are well aware that even Harlan Hubbard eventually had to put down a hook. Someday, we
too would have to do the same. Someday … a word to describe avoidance or forestalling. We pondered that 'someday' …
Would a prudent cruising boater say, "someday I'll learn to use the radar" … or "someday I'll look ahead at the chart." No, not
if he is truly prudent. Those are the words of the foolish and one reason boating (or life) can be hazardous. El had just used
that word and it jarred me … "someday perhaps something will happen."
------"Absolutely right, El," I replied. "Now, is this a good time to ponder the 'something' that might happen?"
------"There's never a good time to think ahead of trouble," she said with a smile and took a sip of the sundowner. "So this is
as good a time as any. -Well, we could have a cruising accident and damage or lose the boat. If that happened, we would be
forced ashore, at least for a period of time. We could live in our camper for the interim," El said with a grin.
------We watched the sun slowly sink into the weedy shoreline and saw the blackbirds dive into the rushes for their night roost.
"The US economy could go into a hyper-dive and we'd not have the income to continue our cruising lifestyle," I ventured.
------"No problem," said the risk-taker. "We would still have enough steady income to simply hang out, either on the boat or
the camper. May not have much left over for extras, but we'd have a place to live and food to eat - just might have to give up
the higher fuel costs and hang out, swinging on the anchor, in a pretty cove."
------"Health is the big unknown," I said with a frown. "If something serious happened to either of us, it would be really tough
for the other, without a home base. How do you make hospital visits from a boat, and where is the hospital? Some of the
places we cruise are mighty far from medical help. We're healthy but every year we get older the risk increases, and
eventually something will get to us - no way around that one."
------"True," El was frowning now also. "That's the one imponderable without an easy solution with our lifestyle."
------"The tough one on that is timing," I continued. "One never knows - something could happen any time, any where. Sure,
that's a risk we were willing to easily accept twenty years ago - and we got through that bad fall and broken leg you suffered
on the boat ramp back in Kentucky. That was truly 'luck in unluck.' (www.geocities.com/bill_fiero/luck). -"Now, at our
advancing age, let's try for another bit of luck." ---------El grinned in the gathering darkness, as the moon began a slow rise from the water of the Bay. "What luck are you
thinking of, oh conservative one?"
THE DECISION
------"Let's promise each other, right now, that we will have a home port, somewhere, by age 70."
------"OK. Done! Age seventy will give us a few years to find a place. But, we're not stopping our roaming, right? Just a home
port to return to, in case we need it." Folks have gotten an earful when they have mistakenly assumed that this live aboard
lifestyle was Bill's idea - El is the true cruiser and nomad, and she wasn't about to give that up for a 'normal' lifestyle.
THE CHOICE

------As we continued our travels, on land and water, we carefully evaluated places that might be a home port for us. Each
had some drawback - "whew, are taxes high in this state" or "I can't stand six months of gray weather - we need sunshine this 'rain shadow' is still a six month shadow" or "whew, lots of sun but these summer temperatures are much too high"
(remember, as Nevadans we know what a hot summer truly is - and that's why we left Nevada every summer, back in our
teaching days). When you have infinite choice, it's hard to make a decision.
------We were visiting our daughter, Kim and her family, in Lakewood, Colorado for the '04 Christmas holiday. Each of our kids
(knowing we were glancing about evaluating for a home port) was hoping we would settle near them (we are, and always
have been, a close and sharing family). One day during that winter visit, Kim took El out to see a rental condo available on a
lake a short distance from her home. It looked good to both, so that afternoon, they called the owners for a walk-through.
Even before going into the condo I could see that this was a perfect location for folks like us, and that evening we had our
Safe Harbor - a little more than a month before our self-imposed deadline.
------What a surprise to find a harbor in Colorado. That possibility hadn't crossed our minds since we were focusing on a
location along one of the coastlines or rivers. But, our place on the edge of a small lake whose borders are a park, with a
paved one mile trail around the lake and trees and wetlands shielding the location from any vestige of urban America, is like
country living - with a Starbucks less than a mile away!

------Our middle kid, Scott, came up to visit his sister in the summer. They were also looking for a change of scenery from
bustling Southern California. Of course, they stayed in our condo during their visit, while they became familiar with Colorado
and looked at houses for sale. One afternoon, one of their kids took a walk around 'our' lake - he spied a 'For Sale' sign on a
shorefront house - within a week the family owned the house and were beginning preparations for their move to Colorado.
Neighbors told them how incredibly lucky they were - no one around the lake knew of anyone selling their lakeside house to
anyone but family. Now, we had two of our kids and their families within walking distance of our Safe Harbor.
FURNISHING
------We were like newly-weds, again. A home and no furniture - not even a bed! So, just as we did
when newly married, we borrowed furniture from friends and family (only, this time, some of the family
were our kids). What fun! Hanging pictures and finding a toaster - just like almost fifty years ago! And
our furnishings are as simple now as those we chose then.
------We were only in our harbor for a few months that winter and then we were off traveling overseas
(where we were remarried - this time by an Imam in Morocco). It was like we were on our honeymoon,
again, only this time we were overseas. Again, the next winter we were only in our Colorado condo for
a short time during the winter, and the rest of the year we were abroad or cruising.---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------Our Remarriage -------------------------------------------------------ONCE AGAIN, LUCK IN UNLUCK
------We cruised the Inside Passage during the '06 summer, with our Tucson son and his son aboard for the five week Alaska
portion of the trip. During fall, we were overseas (part of the time living on a boat). We debated about spending the winter on
Halcyon along the Gulf or Florida coasts, but decided it would be nice to get to know a Colorado winter and share more time
with our family.
------We thoroughly enjoyed our Colorado winter - before the predicted snowstorms arrived, we always had a full larder, extra
logs for the fire, and some good books to read. Boaters know how to avoid rough weather, and we had been well-trained
during our nomad years. What a joy to sit in front of the fire and watch the snow drift past the window and follow the graceful
swirling patterns of wind-drifting snow over the frozen surface of 'our' lake.

-Home, in Winter Sunshine

------March arrived and some warm weather - that gets a nomad's blood stirring. So, we took off to southern Arizona to chase
some unusual birds with friends. We also volunteered to 'guard the fort' in the Tucson house of our eldest son, Brad, while he
and his wife took off to Hawaii to celebrate their 20th Anniversary. We had a great time with their two kids and reveled in the
warm AZ winter sun. The only downside was Bill was feeling light-headed and twice had to lie down, due to dizziness,
unfocused eyes and nausea. We didn't think much of it, since we have both been so healthy. We didn't recognize the signs of
T.I.A., minor strokes resulting from momentary blocking of blood vessels in the brain (often a precursor to a stroke). When the
parents returned, we high-tailed it back to our Colorado harbor. We made an appointment, before leaving Tucson, with our
doctor in Colorado and saw her the day after our return. All was well, then, so the Doctor gave us some pills for dizziness.
------A few days later, while writing email on the computer, I collapsed to the floor paralyzed and unable to speak - a stroke. El
called 911 and the emergency service (located 1/4mile away) arrived in a few minutes. I recovered during the ambulance ride
to the hospital and had full faculties back when we arrived at the hospital within a few minutes. So, in less time than it tells to
relate the tale, I was in the emergency room of Swedish Hospital - one of the top hospitals in the country for stroke treatment.
I spent the next three days in ICU, hooked to IV, monitors, oxygen, and whatever - oh, yes - the reputation of ICU awakening
you at night to see if you're ok is essentially correct, although in my case it was every fifteen minutes when the blood pressure
monitor squeezed my arm and every four hours when a nurse took a blood sample. Because, after my close call, all was
normal with my facilities, I was soon sitting up in a chair and taking walks in the hall (trailing the IV). They moved me to a
neurology ward for a day and then sent me home with pockets full of pills. I was lucky.

Swedish Hospital - ICU - March, '07

------It has now been almost two weeks - life is normal - with shopping together, walking the mile around the lake each day,
and watching the evening news. What's new is trying out delicious zero cholesterol and low Vitamin K diets, injecting myself
in the stomach twice a day, and taking my blood pressure four or five times a day. In a few weeks, after all is stable, I will
have a stent placed in my vertebral artery to maintain blood flow to my brain.
------Those few weeks are now up. My return to stability allowed the neurologists the opportunity to schedule a procedure to
do a balloon angioplasty and emplace a stent into an artery in my cranium. There are two vertebral arteries, one of mine
blocked (perhaps all my life) and the other down to 5% flow - now, with the stent, 80% flow, so better than ever. So, we
returned to our harbor from I.C.U. yesterday. Our granddaughter is now concerned that with more 'brain power' I'll beat her at
the game of Risk, and she'll lose her family standing as reigning champ. So, we're back to normal, whatever that is.
------Our decision to find Safe Harbor, by a set age, was most fortunate - it gave us access to quick, efficient and proficient
medical services during an emergency. A kid spent every night in the hospital with me, another drives us to go shopping and
back to the hospital for the alternate day blood tests, the grandkids come over to 'cheer me up' and play hours of board
games together - none of the medical or human services would have been easily available if we were not in our harbor. Luck

in Unluck, again.
FUTURE PLANS
------If all's well in May, we hope to return to Halcyon and cruise most of the summer, living aboard her, in the Pacific NW,
and continue our live aboard cruising lifestyle. No one can predict the future - events, such as our case, are often sudden and
unexpected. All we can do is anticipate their probability (and if age-related, recognize the increasing odds of something every
additional year of life) and take steps each of us considers appropriate. We were fortunate to be at home during our
emergency. When (and if) such an event should suddenly occur to us again, we have a land-based home, a doctor, a good
hospital, and family to return to - we have a Safe Harbor. In the meantime, we nomads will continue our roaming ways.

Halcyon, Heading Out

Exactly our Philosophy
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THOUGHTS
CSometimes it's interesting to tilt back and ponder - to think about
things. Recently a book we read has caused us to have interesting
discussions while swinging on the hook in some secluded cove,
surrounded by the quietness of a summer evening broken only be the
splash of a fish or the cry of a gull.
CWe thought you might enjoy sharing some of this pondering.

BLACK SWANS
CWhen we first traveled to Western Australia, I remember the shock El and I had when out in far Western Australia. We saw
Black Swans. The first one we saw we thought was coated with oil - and then we saw a whole fleet cruising down the Swan
River.

CPrior to the discovery of Australia, it was generally understood that all swans are white - certainly all the swans ever seen by
a European were white. The discovery of Black Swans, for us and for European scientists and philosophers, suddenly
revealed the limit of our knowledge, based on observation. We had seen thousands of white swans, and suddenly our
knowledge that there was no such thing as a Black Swan disappeared with our observation of a single Black Swan.

CA recent book by Nassim Nicholas Taleb, titled The Black Swan: The Impact of the Highly Improbable has forced scientists,
social scientists, and economists to revise their ideas of knowledge. Taleb uses the Black Swan as a metaphor to describe
his view of the way things work. A Black Swan, according to Taleb, has three characteristics:

CC1. It is rare. It lies outside our expectations (or the bell curve of probability) since nothing in the past indicates that it can or
will occur.

CC2. It carries an extreme impact.

CC3. It has retrospective probability. After the event, using hindsight, we can create explanations and suggest that it could
have been predicted.

CThink of 9/11 as a Black Swan. Something on that scale, on the continental mainland, had never occurred to America
before, it changed the world abruptly overnight, and now we hear lots of explanations of how we could have predicted the
event.

CAccordingly, very few events (Black Swans) have perhaps been the force to shape human history, from religions to ideas to

historical events. Since the evolution of human kind, the effects and acceleration rate of the occurrence of Black Swans has
perhaps been forming our existence. Ordinary events, like we read in the newspapers or watch in the evening news, have
become increasingly unimportant in shaping our lives or history and most folks don't recognize the insignificance of 'news.' - in
fact, our ignorance of what constitutes real news might cause some economic or political Black Swans.

CThink of your life and count the few significant events that have shaped your past. I could not have foreseen my college
major (I thought I would be in the health sciences), my career, after I studied geology (I thought I would be a glaciologist and
even minored in Polar studies), my wife (never thought I'd be married - how do you find a compatible woman while working on
a glacier), my early retirement (on a teacher's salary? - impossible), a stroke that could have killed me (no family history, and
healthy as a horse). Now you think of your life - see how few events made all the real differences? Thinking backward, you
can give rational explanations for each but (honestly now) could you have logically foreseen any of them? I couldn't have.
They were personal Black Swans.

CHow about Hurricane Katrina if you lived in New Orleans 5 years ago? Oh sure, there were warnings but it was outside the
bell curve. "Won't happen in my lifetime." Don't believe that Katrina was a Black Swan? You say it was predictable.
Do you know anyone living in San Francisco? Or on the Oregon coast? Or near Mt. Baker or Rainier? Anyone living in those
areas could be snuffed out in an instant due to a 'predictable' geologic event. Outside the bell curve? - Sure, but that's how
we define Black Swans.

CHow about geologists? They're professional experts, many displaying PhDs on their walls. Don't they know the odds? No,
not really, and remember, I am one. The Black Swan is so improbable that we don't know any more about the possibility of a
Black Swan tsunami inundating the Oregon Coast for thirty miles inland than you do. A geologist died in the eruption of Mt.
St. Helens, manning a US Geological Survey observation post - a Black Swan (for him, for sure). Geologists located that
observation station - its destruction wasn't foreseen by any of those expert volcanologists and their (and his) ignorance ended
his life.

CHere are some ideas to ponder:
CC1. Perhaps we need to relearn the rules of life.
CC2. We don't learn rules that govern life - only facts. We don't think about the abstract. We should think and ponder, even
though we fool ourselves into believing we do.CC
CC3. Perhaps, we should disdain most of the predictive claims of the experts. They don't know any more about the future
than we do.
C
CLife is uncertain. We all know that. Perhaps there are two ways to prepare ourselves for the future. Or another way to put it
is that there are two approaches to the prediction of the future.

CC1. One is to concentrate on the known observations and prepare for the normally expected results from those
observations. Forget the improbable and never observed possibilities. This is the usual approach we all use for prediction. If
one is planning an open ocean passage for next month you need to predict the weather for the passage. The usual approach
is to look at the averages for that month over the past 100 years and assume that this year will fall within the range of that
bell-shaped curve of probability, and this year will most likely be near 'the norm.' We are confident that we have tamed
uncertainty. The author of this book, Nassim Nicholas Taleb, calls that a G.I.F - a Great Intellectual Fraud.
CC2. Conversely, one can first study the extremes, especially if a Black Swan could result in an extraordinary effect, like the
storm sinking your boat and you losing your life. This approach of studying extremes is rarely used. To do this, you start with
the understanding that the usual will have little effect, so is really of little interest. The most catastrophic weather one can
imagine is all that's really important, and requires intense study and consideration.

CI used to lead rafting trips through the Grand Canyon, introducing the natural history of the area to lay persons. We held
evening lectures and discussion sessions for several months before our departure. During those sessions we would become
familiar with participants, and, as a trip leader, I would attempt to predict (for myself) how individuals would react under stress
or duress. Who could I count on for assistance and leadership should there be difficult conditions during the trip? I carefully
observed the participants, understood their occupations, and some of their past experiences. My conclusions from

observations under the 'normal' conditions of a classroom and everyday life were often diametrically opposed to their
reactions to reality, facing an extreme situation over the roar of rapids in the depths of the Grand Canyon. I learned to refrain
from any judgments about the reality of individuals until I had observed the individual in more extreme circumstances, usually
after at least three days on the river, when they were closer to severe conditions.

CIn Geology Graduate School, a world-renowned Professor asked me to go to the extremes. In opposition to everything he
had taught us in our seminar, he asked me if I was willing to conduct a seminar in support of the extremist concept of
Continental Drift. This was in 1958 when ideas of drifting continents were somewhere to the right of the loony bin. Any
geologist foolish enough to attempt a publication supporting drifting continents was refused publication and basically
ostracized from the profession. The Prof. said that he wanted to hear a geologic discussion based on facts for him to decide if
there was any validity to the concept. He promised he would judge my paper only on the soundness of the arguments and the
geologic defense of data. So I did, and it was an interesting experience for me to test geologists to the extreme edges of the
science. It was interesting to see them squirm when I had proven data to show the connections of strata and fossils across
continental margins - they couldn't refute or countermand the evidence with facts. I was arguing for a Black Swan in the
science, and all were unwilling to accept the extreme, even backed up with evidence.

CSince that time the concept of drifting continents (now called the Theory of Plate Tectonics) has been irrefutably proven and
accepted. The Theory has unexpectedly changed geology so totally that much of what we had been taught in years of
schooling was worthless. And, by the way, the professor gave me an A in the seminar and, although he couldn't accept the
concept, he thought it was the most interesting discussion of the semester.

CAfter that seminar, another Prof. in the Dept., teaching a course in classic concepts in geology, asked if I would challenge
his students the same way, defending an extreme idea that was far from the norm. So I attacked Uniformitarianism - the
foundation of geology as a science. This concept states briefly that the processes around us were active in the past and
formed the geology we see - basic, eh? So, "all the known observations and the normally expected results from those
observations explain geologic processes. Forget the improbable and never observed possibilities." I argued that the rocks
around us were not the result of processes observed by any of the students (probably).They attempted to say that what they
observed was the result of the slow drip-drop of raindrops and gradual movement of ice down mountain slopes or drifting of
sand by the wind. It simply required lots of geologic time, they said, to get the observed results. They had little evidence to
support their idea (and therefore that of classical geology). I argued for Catastrophism - the rocks around us preserved only
geologic Black Swans - the geologic catastrophes -- massive floods, huge sequences of volcanic activity, collision with
asteroids, flooding of continents by the sea - and had heaps of evidence to support my arguments. At the end of the class,
the students were so shaken they kept asking the Prof."Is he right?" The Prof., thankfully for me, only grinned.

CThe next class period the Prof. focused on the importance of improbable events, and the fact that so many major
discoveries in science and technology are the result of catastrophic events - Black Swans.

C

C

LIFE IS VERY UNUSUAL
(09-09)
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REFLECTIONS

CLiving aboard a small boat, you live on a mirror, and it is
constantly moving. It is also the interface between two worlds
- the dominant one on our planet and below our hull, is within
the sea. The other one, where we dwell, is within the air. So,
let's reflect.

The Mirror Between Two Worlds

THOUGHTS
C We are at home, anchored on the mirror, in a small cove in Washington's San Juan Islands. A Peregrine Falcon just soared
off the cliff towering above us.

C A mother Turkey Vulture, with her two 'teenage' kids, is fending off her begging duo while all three explore the tide line.

C A Fish Crow is watching us, with the hope that we are fishing and will soon clean a fish, leaving the innards for his
breakfast.

C A Bald Eagle keeps an eye on the scene from a perch atop a snag below the cliff.

C The only sounds are the twitter of the Eagle, the mewing of gulls, and the abrupt splash of small fish jumping to evade the
marauding salmon or seal. We study the reflections shining from the mirror under us, and reflect about the 'other' world - the
world where you, most probably, live.

C "Who was your best friend, when you were a kid?" El asked with a twinkle in her eye. She was baiting me, and we both
knew it.
C "A guy who lived in another state and had been dead a hundred years. Henry David Thoreau," I answered watching the
ripples, made when a fish nudged the mirror surface, moving in a circle toward shore. "Oh, and maybe a few others, most
lived in England and had lived even earlier than Thoreau. Chaps like Emerson, Wordsworth, Coleridge, Byron, Shelley, and
Keats. " A Kingfisher rattled his cheery greeting as he flew past us on the boat. "I knew them well - better than any of my
school chums."
C "You were a weird kid, weren't you?" El said with the twinkle now a broad and shining smile.
C "Yes - I was, and I learned that very young. The other kids were into sports teams, swapping baseball cards, watching TV,
fast cars, fancy clothes, impressing each other. None of that interested me in the slightest. I spent my homework-free
afternoons in the woods, watching the wild ones. I knew where the fox trails crossed the old stone walls, when the Barred
Owl had her young, the haunts of the Peregrine. None of my school friends had any interest in such things, so I was alone
much of the time after school. But, in the evenings, if I wasn't involved with Boy Scouts, I loved to read. My bedroom (the
"Penthouse") was the only room on the third floor of our house - sandwiched between two attics. A great place to keep my
pets - a few snakes, an injured bird, some frogs. None of them stayed with me long - I caught them, kept them a few days
until I knew them, and then let them go."
C "I'll bet your sister loved to visit you in your room?" El added with a grin.
C "Never, and the folks didn't go there either. In evenings, after dinner, I would curl up with Thoreau (almost wore out Walden
with all the underlining) or those English poets. Although I had little in common with my schoolmates, I had good friends with
me in the evenings in my room. Those long-dead fellows taught me most everything on how to live a life, since they were
interested in exactly those things that fascinated me."
C "An example, please?" El had heard this discourse before, but this meandering thread of conversation fit the quiet morning
and often lead to interesting and lengthy discussions.
C "OK." I found my moth-eaten copy of Wordsworth. "Here's one:"

"The world is too much with us; late and soon,
Getting and spending, we lay waste our powers;
Little we see in Nature that is ours;
We have given our hearts away, a sordid boon!
This Sea that bares her bosom to the moon,
The winds that will be howling at all hours,
And are up-gathered now like sleeping flowers,
For this, for everything, we are out of tune;
It moves us not.--Great God! I'd rather be
A Pagan suckled in a creed outworn;
So might I, standing on this pleasant lea,
Have glimpses that would make me less forlorn;
Have sight of Proteus rising from the sea;
Or hear old Triton blow his wreathed horn."

C"Now, for discussion, let's compare our morning with that of Mr. and Mrs. Average American. Our 'study' for the morning the tides and the predicted currents in the Straits of Juan de Fuca; the route to follow among the rocks along the south coast
of Lopez Island in search of the Orca pod; the predicted winds for this evening and the most scenic cove to shelter us for
another night on anchor. Mr. and Mrs. AA?"
C "Yes, their lives are far more complicated than ours. "
C "That's the right word - complicated," I continued. "Ours are simple. We have no television or any videos - we tied off in a
small harbor a few days ago to walk into the town theater to see Julie/Julia and that's the first movie we have seen for
months. We receive no newspaper, and precious few bills. We see virtually no sporting events. We don't twitter or watch YouTube. As our grandkids like to say, "You guys are out of it!" And we are.
C Our little boat generates our electricity, supplemented by a solar panel, water comes from the marina when we refuel (we
burn far less gas with our little boat than most use to commute to the market), we have no microwave and our shower is
solar.
C "Folks ask if we are aware of the nation's news. What do you answer?"
C "We read one news magazine (a British one) and catch headlines on the internet. We send an e-mail to a senator or
representative on average of twice a week (probably more than Mr. and Mrs. AA). "
C "'What about family and friends?,'" they ask," El said, teasingly since she knows the reply. "OK, we contact our kids often
by cell phone (they, and their kids, have all joined us on the boat this summer). And we have good contact with friends
through the phone or internet. Our lives are not focused or obsessed with political news. We are not absorbed with 'getting
and spending.' We live a different reality - farther from the buzz of the 'human world' and closer to the natural. Like
Wordsworth, we watch 'the sea that bares her bosom to the moon' - we up-gather our experiences with the natural world 'now
like sleeping flowers' and have time to share with each other, or reading together, or writing or visiting."
C I grinned a response, and watched us slowly swing on the anchor as the breeze gently pushed on our side. A new view,
the cliff face, swung slowly across our stern.
C We have not been materialists, even when living ashore. Consequently, the change to living on the water in a small boat
was not as difficult a transition as it might be for many Americans, deeply imbued in our culture. Backpacking, rafting,
canoeing - we have spent countless hours together outdoors surrounded by the rejuvenating power of nature. We have not
dedicated our brief lives to acquiring things (we don't need), and then repairing those things. We have stayed 'with it' - away
from the stagnation and futility of materialism, of existential amnesia- revitalized by surrounding ourselves (and trying to
maintain a harmony with the reality that has existed through all time) - with the natural world.
C Wordsworth's words ring true in our lives:
"So might I, standing on this pleasant lea,
Have glimpses that would make me less forlorn"
C "Exactly how we feel this morning, swinging on the anchor in this marvelous, lonely cove. Forlorn is an interesting word", El
commented. "Mind looking up the etymology on the internet?"
C "It is the past participle of the word 'forleosan - to lose completely'," I read. "So the literal meaning of 'forlorn' means being
completely lost, a good description of recent world history. Sure nice to out here away from the newsmedia one liners."
C "Strange, isn't it?," El said watching a seal pop up and glance at us in the cockpit. "The most important aspects of life are
hidden because of their simplicity and familiarity. You can't buy those things with all the money in the world. If one lives
simply, the unnecessary things disappear and the necessaries glimmer in clear focus."
C "'Our life is frittered away by detail ... Simplify, simplify, simplify!' "Thoreau said it with so few words. "We are happy in
proportion to the things we can do without."
C C Twice on our latest cruise in the San Juans and Gulf Islands we were tied to a dock to allow us to walk the quiet trails of
state or provincial parks and thus chatted with other boaters. Two remain in our memory. Both were highly successful in
business (one owned seven different corporations). Both were uptight and couldn't relax, even sitting on the dock with sunset.
One of their boats, a fifty-three footer, towered over our little Halcyon. After asking about our lives, both said the exact same
words "Wish we could do what you are doing. We'd swap in an instant."

C They had everything our culture says we should aspire to - money, big houses (one had three large homes), big boats, ...
and they want to swap with us? With our twenty-two foot boat, a rental condo, and investments wheezing along ..."What
prevents you from simplifying", we asked them. Well, you know all the reasons. The same reasons that explained why all
those folks we met at park overlooks, while we were hiking the Appalachian Trail, used to answer their comment, "Always
wanted to do what you guys are doing. Wish I could."
C Living on a small boat changes perspective and values ... or is it a different perspective that allows us the freedom to live
on a small boat? We have this brief moment we call our lives, and we are so glad we have chosen each other and heeded
the words of my childhood 'best friend.'
Time
Time is but the stream I go a-fishing in. I drink at it; but while I drink I see the sandy bottom and
detect how shallow it is. Its thin current slides away, but eternity remains. - Thoreau

C
Excuse Me, Look Who's On The Beach Now

I have learned by some experience, by many examples, and by the writings of countless others before me, also
occupied in the search, that certain environments, certain modes of life, certain rules of conduct are more
conducive to inner and outer harmony than others. There are, in fact, certain roads that one may follow.
Simplification of life is one of them. - Ann Morrow Lindbergh (Gift from the Sea)
(08-09)
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QUIET THOUGHTS
-----Cruising along at 5 knots, anchoring in quiet coves, gentle rocking
while sleeping, no schedule (our next 'obligation' is at least four months
distant) - this lifestyle is perfect for quiet contemplation. Reading the
quiet- time thoughts of others who preceded us, such as Sigurd Olsen
while up here in the North Country, sets thoughts meandering through
thinking's quiet coves.

AT AND FOR
-- -----iScientists have been trained to view the world as a dichotomous place - either this or that. We have a tendency to
naturally divide our observations into at least two groups. Oh, sure, there are often multiple working hypotheses, or multiple
piles, or gradations between, but by concentrating our observations on the end members we can often see more clearly the
distinctions between the more subtle gradations.

- -----iFor instance, geologists classify rocks in order to discuss their origins. As I examine this black rock in my hand, I have
been trained (and it is now second nature), to study it dichotomously: are there any particles composing the rock or none
visible? If particles, are they crystals or grains? If crystals, are they multiple faceted? If grains, are they rounded or angular?
On and on, the brain classifies the observations through an either/or process. Finally, only one rock name (and perhaps
origin) can satisfy all the observations.

- -----iWe see life in this way - a mountain is tall or short (after we have clearly defined the meaning of tall and of short).
Perhaps it is on the short side of tall, or the tall side of short but our definitions allow us to clearly describe the gradations.

- -----iIt is critical to have definitions (every rock type has been carefully classified), clear (and replicable) observations, and no
bias in judging the classification.

- -----iThis is not too difficult with a relatively static and unchanging object one can hold in your hand, like a hunk of rock. It
becomes more challenging when studying a cliff face, or a mountain range. And even more difficult when trying to determine
the origin of the geological object. Geologic subjects may span vast periods of time or space. Nobody was there to observe
and record the phenomenon so we compare with what we can see around us, and assume a uniformity of process through
time. We call this observational technique "uniformitarianism" and it is a fundamental basis of the science of geology - "the
present is the key to the past."

- -----iWe carefully observe the process of volcanic eruption - study the resulting ash falls or lava flows. Then, we take that
observational skill to a cliff face on a mountain, perhaps on a distant continent. There we look for tell-tale features that can
lead us to a conclusion that that face is composed of ancient ash falls, or lava flows, and conclude a period of volcanic
eruption perhaps tens of millions of years ago. We are guided by our experience, or the thoughtful experiences of others who

have passed on their knowledge to us.

- -----iGeology (and indeed science) is a real-life treasure hunt - a search for clues observed and sorted by a mind trained to
make conclusions from those clues - a geologist is a 'time detective.'

- -----iFolks in 'real life' often have difficulty relating to scientists. First of all, we are trained to doubt. We view most statements
through a prism of multiple working hypotheses - alternative explanations.

- -----i"Johnny is doing poorly at school - he has a bad teacher."

- -----i"Hmm, perhaps. But maybe he isn't given quiet time at home to study, or maybe his folks don't encourage him to do his
homework, or perhaps he lacks background due to past poor teaching, or …" The scientist often is a real pain. They seem to
always be challenging or argumentative. But, they are simply doing what they are supposed to do in science - observe
carefully all the facts available. Then, test those 'facts' - see if they can be replicated. If, under similar conditions, the results
are always the same, we might put away the questions - if not, it isn't a 'fact.'

- -----iAt the grandkid "study table" in our 'home place' we have posted a little notice for the kids to see as they do homework
while visiting - "You can have facts without opinions, but you can't have opinions without facts."

- -----iEven in our culture, so dependent and enhanced by science, it is often startling to us that many folks don't understand
this basic foundation of how science works. A scientist 'screens' multiple explanations. They must be based on replicable
facts to be considered valid enough to ponder. Not many opinions or conclusions in the social world around us are based on
'scientific' thinking. Also, social experiences are often not replicable so cause/effect is difficult to assess and study.

- -----iSo how do we study human society? Such a variable social subject is a challenge to scientific evaluation. Physical
processes in the human body (digestion, cell division, etc) can often succumb to scientific scrutiny. But social patterns usually
are analyzed by 'science' through the process of lumping large numbers of individuals into the 'subject' studied - there are
many individual exceptions but there may be predictable patterns of response for the group. Is this real science? A scientist
would probably respond, "No. There are too many variables, and the results are not replicable."

- -----iWhat about the social 'sciences'? Or political 'science'? Many scientists would say it is a misuse of the word, science,
resulting from a lack of understanding of what constitutes 'real' science. Many academic studies simply cannot utilize scientific
methods due to the variability of the subject - and many of these social sciences do not apply valid science in their studies.

- -----iThus we finally arrive at the thought embodied by the title of this discussion - "At and For." First the disclaimer for the
ideas that follow: They are written by a scientist, who is commenting on observations of the social behavior of humans. Thus,
this is not scientific in the way I have defined science in the paragraphs above. But it is interesting for a scientist to skeptically
observe human behavior - understanding that conclusions may not be scientifically valid.

- -----iTo begin, let's simplistically divide dichotomously all humans into two groups:
- -----i- -----i1. Those who look at.
- -----i- -----i2. Those who look for.

- -----iOf course, there are gradations between these groups, an 'at' individual may, under different circumstances, be a 'for'
person and vice versa. However, perhaps by discussing the end members of this dichotomous series, we can understand
what we mean.

- -----iThe 'at' folks look at or study that which surrounds them, but the object of interest is usually pointed out to them. An
example: they are engrossed in a book, or a computer game while a passenger on a cruise. Suddenly someone sees a bear
on the shore. The 'at' folk immediately become engrossed with the bear and its activities. They 'look at' the object of interest.

- -Th-The Object of Interest

- -----iThe 'for' folks are engrossed in studying and observing their surroundings. An example: They search the shoreline with
binoculars, observe the sky for birds, and watch the water for 'critters.' They spot the bear by 'looking for' objects of interest.
The 'look for' people shout out their discovery and the 'look at' folks put down (perhaps) their book or game-playing gizmo and
observe the bear with interest.

- -----iPerhaps the 'at' and 'for' personalities evolve within individual humans during their lifetimes. Babies appear to develop
with a clean slate. Oh, certain behaviors are 'built-in' genetically for survival - cry for food or if uncomfortable with wet pants or
getting tired. Slowly, observational skills develop - cry and a parent 'fixes' the problem. And the little ones learn to look 'for'
certain clues in their environment that make them feel more safe or comfortable. Of course, much must be seen through
looking 'at' and these observations are filed under normal, everyday scenes. But, when hungry a baby learns to look 'for' signs
that dinner is coming.

- -----iThen, as life progresses, the look 'at' becomes normal. Parents teach their kids observational skills to survive; school
teachers inform kids; electronic devices afford teaching, entertainment, and skill development. Every day is exciting for very
young kids - so much to look 'at' and learn. And, often hotbeds of curiosity (that can drive parents crazy), kids like to look 'for'.
"What happens if …?" "Where do they keep the …?" Always a question mark in their lives.

- -----iThen come the teen years. Now, many seem to know everything. No longer a need to look 'for' - live a virtual life in the
games or gizmo at hand. You've already seen it all, and if there's something new to observe, someone will point it out to you.

- -----iLiving on a boat, we enjoy company aboard or cruising in tandem with others on their boats. This (accidentally) affords
us an opportunity to observe others in an environment 'isolated' from their usual lives - a perfect setting for a scientist - reduce
the variables. In this case, remove many of the influences of day-to-day 'normal' life and personality characteristics are often
brought to sharp focus. What have we observed? (understand this is not 'real' science - nor do we travel with others to 'study'
them).

- -----iFirst, many folks have a veneer that we have learned to assume to make us 'more sociable' animals. Our folks taught us
to change certain behaviors ("or go to your bedroom - NOW") - to 'straighten up' when around others. We learned those
adaptation skills at an early age and they have now become second nature for most of us. But, change our environment - put
us under different stress (physical and emotional) - and the 'real' us will resurface. Troops in combat see this almost
immediately. On a boat, with changing sea or weather conditions, the veneer that remains, soon will be stripped off. Rafting
white water rivers, we have observed that three days is about the maximum that most folks can retain their veneer. The 'real'
person hidden below is often a treasure - concerned, caring, sharing, spontaneous personalities may emerge. Suddenly, folks
blasé about everyday life become a look 'for' personality.

- -----iWe suspect that the most creative people are the look 'for' types. They certainly make good company on a cruise - they
spot the floating log dead ahead or the strange critter walking along the shore. They are initiators - more active than passive.
In our teaching experience, we found some of the best teachers were the look 'at' - they read widely and were able to teach
the knowledge gained by others. They often remembered the details of a book, or a study or a lecture from the past. The look
'for' types were often the research folks. Always curious, always looking for reasons. Now, since this discussion is certainly
not scientific, lets simply conclude that if there's any validity to our 'at'/'for' thoughts, perhaps the best teachers (and maybe
cruisers, as well) are those who understand the importance of combining the 'at' with the 'for.'

Kate, El, Sarah, and Ami Looking At Leeches
(08/10)
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PETS ABOARD

-- ----Many cruising boaters are accompanied by pets aboard. Cruisers often become engaged in
lengthy discussions about the pros and cons of traveling aboard with an animal that requires
care, love, and feeding.

Many Different Kinds of Pets
-- ------ ----

----------------------Pets

-

-

-

To Show a Few
-- ----Most folks choose a dog, a cat, or sometimes a fish or a bird for their onboard pets (or even a friendly bull snake). However, a dog often 'requires'
a dinghy for the owner and dog to go ashore to use shore facilities for the pooch. This can be a nuisance when the weather or the anchorage is not
suited for a shore walk. Cats are often trained to be 'housebroken' to a box, but this arrangement may also be inconvenient for the owners. It is easier to
maintain cleanliness with a bird, but their feathers, seed hulls, chirps and odors can also be distracting.
-- ----So what pet do we have aboard?
Background

-- ----Now, to start with - we are a little weird, and we realize that. How many folks live on a 22-foot boat for most of the year? And, with their boat, 'drift'
around the continent? And, contrary to the culture, think that the smallest ... or the simplest ... or the least ... is better?
-- ----We understand that most folks, for good reasons, are different and have different goals or aspirations. We know that most Americans have their
dog (or some fewer folks, their cat) and that they lavish love and care for their pet. And there are many reasons (personal or psychological) for having a
pet. We have a friend, who in younger days, owned a unique dog to attract the attention of other young (and hopefully attractive) people. And we have
childless friends whose dog (or cat) is their family. And others, with stressful jobs, whose playful cat distracts and entertains when at home, and takes
their mind off the obligations of work. There are many wonderful reasons to have a pet.
-- ----There are also expenses involved with pets. Americans spent an estimated $47.7 billion (YEP - BILLION) on pets in '06. To put that into
perspective, the proposed National Park Service budget for 2011 is $2.7 billion. Wow! We do lavish on our pets. I read that last year owners averaged
almost $4.00 on their pet for Valentine's Day!
-- ----So, of course, folks bring their pets on their boats when they head out for a cruise ... even on a small boat. The 'pay back' from their pet far
exceeds the bother of caring for the critter.
-- ----OK - we confess. We DO have a pet aboard. Most who know us would be surprised to hear that.

Advantages of our Onboard Pet:
-- ----1. She (or at least, we think she's a she) entertains us virtually every evening.
-- --- 2. She is artistic and has a fine understanding of the importance of design and utility.
-- ----3. She is not housebroken, but we can clean up her daily mess in less than a minute, and it is odorless (I think).
-- ----4. She doesn't cost a cent for food, care, or Valentine's Day cards.
-- ----5. She has made her own snugly 'home,' and her needed space for her home is out of sight and does not impinge on our needed space.
-- ----6. Her home is either solar heated or warmed by the excess heat from our Wallas stove.
-- ----7. She requires no petting, stroking, or veterinary care.
-- ----8. She doesn't require walks ashore (in fact, wouldn't take one if offered).
-- ----9. She is silent. Absolutely silent. No meows, woofs, growls, or tweets.
-- ---10. Our pests aboard are her pests - she neatly disposes flies, mosquitos, ticks, and other such bothers to boaters in the summer north.
-- ---11. She is small, and requires little space -even smaller than a goldfish!
-- ---12. She didn't cost a cent to acquire - in fact, she chose us as companions.
-- ---13. She lives outside our cabin - in fact, under the eaves of the boat outside the window over the Wallas.
-- ---14. Children are fascinated by our pet - kids will be entertained for hours by their antics.
- ---Now, you have to admit that our pet has some incredible advantages over most onboard pets. You might even be willing (if you aren't a pet owner
now) to consider adding a pet like ours.

Charlotte (or could be Charlie)

-Charlotte's Daytime Web, Outside, Over the Stove Window

And Her Overnight Home, Between the Warm Engines, Lifted for the Night

Our Pet, Charlotte
(09/10)
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ICELAND
-----Great rifts in society create massive shifts in human history. The
same is true for planet Earth - rifts cause shifts. Rifting in Iceland creates
many of America's mountains, earthquakes, and much of the scenery
around you.
-----Beneath your feet, is a cauldron of churning heat. You are, as you
read this, only a few miles from temperatures so high that the very rocks
are molten.

Far-Away Iceland

----The solid rock on which we live is an illusion. In truth, it is merely a
thin skim, like fresh ice crusting a lake. Below our crust, huge upwellings
of red-hot rock mound upward, cracking and rifting the crust. Our world
is forever changed by restless subterranean whims.
----For us in North America, far-away Iceland is where it happens. Our
mountains, river courses, and earthquakes are birthed by events in
Iceland.

GEOLOGY
BORN FROM FIRE
-----Perhaps the best way to understand Earth's interior, is to first consider what we know -- the thin crust on which we live.
We survive on this small ball, rotating through the frigid world of space, because of warm rays from our sun. But, because we
live on a ball, this heat is not evenly distributed over Earth's surface. Incoming sunlight is directly overhead in equatorial
regions. This concentrates the solar heat. Polar regions, with a low incidence angle of the solar rays, are correspondingly
much colder. In an attempt to equalize this imbalance, huge convection cells in the atmosphere churn hot air from the equator
toward the poles. Wind is the result. The windy cells are relatively fixed in their patterns and give rise to climate zones on
Earth's surface. We know what clothes to bring on a trip to Hawaii and they would be distinctly different from those we wore
on that Alaska cruise.
-----Winds, however, are lightweights when it comes to doing the heavy work of transferring the solar inequities of heat. Air
can quickly be heated or cooled, especially if it is dry. I turned up the heat this morning after a cold winter night, and within a
few minutes the air was warm and cozy.
-----Now, if I had done that with a swimming pool, it would have taken hours or days to raise the water temperature the same
amount. Water can carry far more heat and retain it much longer than air. About seventy percent of the earth's surface is
water. Consequently, most of the inequality in heat distribution on Earth's surface is resolved through ocean currents - great
convection cells of warm water moving toward the poles with equally great cells of cold water (often traveling along the
bottom of the oceans) toward the Equator.
-----Now this gets us to the earth's interior. Convection is the necessary element toward equilibrium, whether wind or ocean
currents on Earth's surface or massive flowing magmas in the subsurface. Directly beneath you as you read this, molten rock
is 'churning' (in a geologic sense) in great convection motion. For most of us in North America, the flow is pushing us
westerly. This force is like a conveyor belt beneath our continent, pushing us all to the west about as fast as your finger nail is
growing.

-----The force propelling us is located far-away in the middle of the Atlantic Ocean. There a great convective upwelling, along
the axis of the ocean, that is shoving the crust, west of Iceland, to the west and the crust, to the east of the island, to the east
-- geologists call this a spreading center.

The Bridge Between the Continents - left is North America; right is Europe
-----To compound the problem of sitting astride a spreading center, Iceland is also above a Hot Spot -- an especially
concentrated flow of heat welling up below Iceland. The surface crust of Iceland is literally ripped apart and huge eruptive
volcanoes crown the island.

-----The rock of Iceland is virtually all lava, except where some oceanic sediments have covered the lavas around the island
periphery. So Iceland is directly astride a Hot Spot that itself is directly above the Mid-Atlantic Spreading Center.

--

On the Hot Spot

-----It is blasted by numerous volcanic eruptions and lava flows. Many of the farms and homes of the Viking settlers have
been buried by lava flows and volcanic ash, and eruptions continue today.-In 1783, Laki volcano erupted over the hot spot
and 9,000 people died, mostly through famine resulting from crop failure due to outpourings of sulfur dioxide. It spewed lava
over 200 square miles - enough to bury Manhattan more than halfway up the Empire State Building. It created one of
Europe's coldest winters recorded. The oldest rocks found in Iceland are only 16 million years old - making Iceland a geologic
child -- a child of fire.

------In summary, Iceland sits atop both a Spreading Center and a Hot Spot. This is a place of new rock and new crust -- a
place of huge volcanos and lava flows. The island is rifted almost up the middle, with the western portion the newest part of
North America and the eastern side of the Rift the newest crust of Europe. It is surely a hot place to observe geology.
SHAPED BY ICE
Fire and Ice
Some say the world will end in fire,
Some say in ice.
From what I've tasted of desire
I hold with those who favor fire.
But if it had to perish twice,
I think I know enough of hate
To say that for destruction ice
Is also great
And would suffice.
--Robert Frost

...Some Say in Ice
-----The child of fire was recently buried under glacial ice during Ice Age. A third still is. And, as Robert Frost states, "for
destruction ice is also great."

White Patches are Glaciers, Pink Band is the Rift Zone
----Glacial advances, during the cooling period of the eighteenth and nineteenth centuries, buried Viking farms but the most
serious threat to humans in Iceland was and is a rather unique combination of fire and ice -- jökulhlaup!

-----Imagine a volcano erupting beneath a glacier! Wow! Red-hot gases, molten lava, explosive eruptions - under a half mile of
ice! Now that's something that perhaps even Robert Frost did not consider when he was pondering the destruction by fire or
ice - a combination of both! Of course, this is not something ever witnessed by a human, but your imagination can conjure up
the ghastly scene.
-----Humans have, however, witnessed the horrific result -- a jökulhlaup -- a horrendous flood of meltwater, mixed with
volcanic ashes turned to mud, and huge rocks carried in the turgid outflowing mass. These humungous floods occur about
every five years along Iceland's south coast and have obliterated all human structures in their paths and annihilated lives
since the earliest years of settlement. Vast plains of grey-black sand, rocks, and rushing glacial outwash the color of
discarded dish water are lashed by strong winds. Sandstorms periodically close the south coast highway for days and
jökulhlaups shred the highway and its bridges forcing closures that may last for years, isolating communities.

-

-

The Flood Zone of the 5 Nov. 1996 Jökulhlaup; Aerial View with Ruptured Highway for Scale); And Today's View
A QUICK TRIP AROUND ICELAND - THE RING ROAD
-----Iceland is a wondrous scenic country, seldom visited by Americans. The major port of entry is Reykjavik, a bustling
modern town on the west coast of the country. There is a good road, Route 1 or the Ring Road, that was completed in 1974
(it is occasionally closed due to sand storms, ash falls, or jökulhlaups). The 1339 km (mostly) paved road circles the island
and is a great driving trip of a week or two. It is a busy highway near Reykjavik but the more remote stretches have fewer
than 100 vehicles per day. The most common hazards are some blind bends and blind hills, all well marked.

-

-

Hazards of the Ring Road
YOUTH HOSTELS
-----We think the best places to stay in Iceland are the Youth Hostels. They are comfortable, less expensive than hotels, and
you meet interesting people. You can also cook your own meals in most.

-

Great Places to Stay

View from Outside; View (of the Neighbors) from Inside-VIEWS OF ICELAND
-----Iceland is a remarkable part of the world. The close-up and the vistas; the pubs; the people; the wildlife -- a great place to
visit.

-

-

Alpine Cinquefoil (Gullmura); --- --Cottongrass (Klófifah);----- Field Forget-me-not (Gleym-mér-ei)

Alpine Bistort----------------------Morning Dew------

-

-

-

-

(10/06)
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MAINE
----- Cruising the Maine coast without some knowledge of the fascinating
geology would be like visiting an art gallery with half the pictures turned
to the wall.

Five Islands Harbor

THE ROCKBOUND COAST
THE GEOLOGY OF COASTAL MAINE
INTRODUCTION
-----Maine is rocky, no doubt about it. Most of the charts along the coast
show marvelous displays of rocks, with precious little blue space between.
The charts show rocks using the symbol *. Except, most passages look like
this: * * **** * * ***. In fact, come to think about it, cruising the eel ruts and
gunk holes here can be a *** experience. Nixon could delete expletives, but
here you can only dream of deleting the ***. In truth, we wouldn't want
Maine without those rocks - it's how we define Maine.
-----We have cruised the east coast from the tip of Florida to New Jersey mostly sand and mud. Then, we came into the Hudson and Connecticut rock. Massachusetts, New Hampshire, and the southerly coast of Maine
have a lot of sand, with interspersed rock, but from Portland north - ROCK!
A curious person might ask, "Why?" A geologist not only wonders why, but
makes it his business to find an explanation. The solution suggested by
geologists is stranger than fiction.
-----To begin, geologists banter time about the way astronomers talk of distance - or politicians talk about money. Let's reduce
time to a scale we can more easily understand. The oldest rocks found on Earth are in western Australia. They are 4.1 billion
years old. Let's compress those 4.1 billion years into one year, for our scale model, making 4.1 billion years ago January 1st.
OK? The oldest rocks in Maine are about 1.6 billion years old. On our calendar, they were formed about the eleventh of
August. So our history story has the first half ripped out! Ah, but the last half is quite a tale!
AVALONIA
-----Once upon a time, long long ago, on November 10th on our scale calendar (maybe 500 million years ago, give or take a
few million), North America was basking in the sun, minding it's own business. Sea critters with hard shells were hanging out

on the shores, reveling in their newly designed defense system to protect them from predators (the predators were chuckling,
since they were evolving drills!) Land was barren, absolutely devoid of life - no animals, not even plants - except maybe some
scudge in ponds. The nearest continental neighbor to the east was a distant continent, perhaps the size of Australia, lying far
over the horizon, somewhere between us and the west coast of Europe. This continent has a name that could have been
created by a travel agent - Avalonia. "For your next Holiday - take a cruise to Avalonia. We have discount tickets available,
and it's only a three-day cruise across the Iapetus Ocean to its sunny shores."
-----Whoa! What ocean? Well, understand this tale is of a long-ago time in Never-Never Land. Iapetus, in the colorful
mythology of the Greeks, was the father of Atlantis. And, in that ancient time, the ocean that separated North America from
Europe (and Avalonia), existed before the Atlantic Ocean - hence the paternal predecessor must have been Iapetus!
-----OK. So, Avalonia sat over the Iapetus ocean horizon, far to the east of Maine. Well, Earth is a restless place. The crust on
which we live is very thin (much thinner than the skin of an apple relative to the juicy interior.) The interior under our crust is
also juicy - and a tumultuous place. Dante was geologically savvy putting the Inferno below. Down there, it's hotter than the
shingles of hell and squeezed with all the weight of overlying rocks (not to speak of your house and the nearby supermarket).
It seethes and squirms, roils and boils, like a pot of oatmeal on your stove. All the movement below shifts the light-weight
crust above hither and thither.
-----Well, one of those upwelling heat surges rose under Avalonia in mid-November (370 m. y. ago), and started shoving it
westward toward North America (reducing the width of the intervening Iapetus Ocean and the fares aboard those mythical
cruise ships). Every myth needs the good guys, the White Hats, and the bad guys, in the black Stetsons. Well, for us and
most air-breathers, Avalonia (and all continental masses, for that matter), was the White Hat. Let me explain. Avalonia (and
today's continents) was composed of light-weight light-colored continental-type rock - the White Hat. These light rocks (like
granite or sandstone) are mostly composed of silica (the stuff of glass and most sand). They float high above the underlying
black cauldron and make landmasses. Like ice bergs, they are thick masses with only their tips showing above the
surrounding sea of black rock.
-----Yes, the sea floor beneath oceans is black, composed of iron-rich, heavy rock - the Black Hat. These heavies are mostly
black basalts (the stuff of black lava flows). Oceanic crust, in contrast to the "ice bergs," is thin. Both are shoved around by
the underlying cauldron of black stuff. Oceanic crust is, naturally, overlain by ocean - since it is heavy, it is the low area of
earth. Water runs off the high, light-weight continents and pours into the lowlands making oceans of water.
-----Now, back to the tale. When we last heard about Avalonia, it was blithely cruising to the west, shrinking the Iapetus
Ocean. The sea floor beneath that ocean, was thin, heavy, dark and sunken. The advancing thick mass of Avalonia
shouldered its way westerly like a Sumo wrestler moving through a crowd at the mall. It shoved the thin, heavy sea floor,
ahead of its advance, down into the fiery cauldron, an ignominious end for the Black Hat.

Iron-rich Black Stuff Rusting
-----However, a good tale can't get rid of the "bad guy" that easily, nor does this saga. Sea floors are not pure black rock. As
the Quakers believe, all bad guys have goodness in them, and so it is with the black rock - there is some light-weight silicastuff in it. If nothing else, the sea floor is veneered with silica-rich sediment washed off the continents - most is actually
heaped along the continental margins. So as the black basaltic stuff was shoved down into the depths below the crust, it
melted. The light-weight stuff, within or on the sea floor, melted and separated freom the black stuff (geologists like long
words, so we say differentiated). Being light, it bubbled back up through the overlying crust. Some of these massive blobs
intruded through overlying seafloor. As they punched through the top, they exploded in volcanic ecstasy (every tale needs a
little rapture to maintain interest, right?) Volcanoes blasted into the air and high volcanic islands formed, rumbling and shaking

with volcanic effervescence and seismic spasms. (Whew!)
-----Where do we find such volcanic rapture today? Japan. Ah, Mt. Fuji. Japan is an arc of volcanic islands overlying sea floor
being shoved to the depths. Indonesia, the same - over sea floor being shoved down by a northward cruising Australia. These
island arcs are like a bow wave ahead of an advancing supertanker.
-----Not all rising light-weight blobs break through the crust. Many, especially those that intrude into the overlying thick
continental crust, cool and freeze beneath the surface. Most blobs are shaped like upside-down raindrops - the shape of the
rising globule in a 'lava lamp.' The intruders are usually granite.

Granite Islands

-

-----Thus began a major industry (much later in our geologic history) for folks on the Maine islands - quarrying, shaping, and
shipping granite.
-----Back to our story. It's late November, and Avalonia is being shoved toward Maine. The shrinking Iapetus Ocean is
studded with a volcanic island chain, and the margins of the continent are being intruded by granite. Piles of sediment,
washed off both continents, are heaping up on the ever-more narrow ocean floor. Eventually, in the last week of November
(380 m. y. ago), Avalonia crushed into the North American continent. The impact was of such magnitude, that the leading
edge of Avalonia was shoved at least six miles up and over our continent. Geologists refer to this zone as the Norumbega
Overthrust. (Norumbega was the fabled Native city stretching along the shores of the Penobscot River, reported by Verrazano
in 1524. The houses were as splendid as those of London and the streets as wide. The Natives wore opulent furs festooned
with gold and silver jewelry studded with pearls. Champlain laid to rest those splendid tales, but all of New England was
referenced on maps as Norumbega until as late as the 17th century.)
The collision of Avalonia and North America crushed the intervening volcanic island chains and sediment piles between the
two massive behemoths. The incredible compression folded, deformed, and baked the lava, ash and sediments. The intense
heat and pressure baked everything into a mélange of dense metamorphic rock, intruded with blobs of granite - the
'basement' of New England.

-

Smashed Metamorphic Stuff Crushed Between Two Colliding Continents
-----Europe (with Asia attached) and Africa (with Antarctica, Australia and India attached) was following the westward course
of Avalonia, but farther to the south. On December 3 (300 m. y. ago), they smashed into North and South America. That
collision crumpled our continental margin, lifting the Appalachian Mountains as high as today's Himalaya. The joined
continents created one continent - a Supercontinent - Pangaea ('all land'). Maine was now roughly in the center of Pangaea.
For you cruisers, a waypoint on your GPS for Portland would read N 05, W 00 - almost on the Equator and about where
Ghana is today. Land plants and animals had evolved and thrived in the warmth, and Maine winters were t-shirt weather.
See, told you the story would be stranger than fiction. So, now we have the rocks of New England - crushed stuff between
two continents. No wonder New Englanders are a tough breed. But, El and I are currently cruising in the Atlantic Ocean.
Where did it come from? The story continues …
THE ATLANTIC OCEAN
-----Those churning heat cells in the stygian depths are fickle. In mid-December (150-200 m. y. ago), magma began to rise
close to and parallel with the suture zone of those combined continents. Huge rifts formed as black, basaltic magma bulged
and ruptured the continental crust.

--

Rifts, Filled with Black Basalt - Remnants from the Birth of the Atlantic
-----The rifts that formed over upwelling magma mounds were often in the shape of a giant Y. Geologists call them Triple
Junctions. Many such Triple Junctions formed along what is now the eastern edge of our continent. As the rising heat shoved
upward and apart beneath the Supercontinent, two of the arms of one Triple Junction would join with two arms of a
neighboring Triple Junction and so on until a jagged single fracture formed. Pangaea rifted asunder along that Superfracture.
The rift lay parallel to the equator and cracked Pangaea into two huge continents - Laurasia (North America, Europe, and
Asia) and Gondwana (South America, Africa, Antarctica, Australia, and India). Dinosaurs stalked those continents - strolling
solid ground between Maine and Ireland. They were now separated from their southern hemisphere cousins by a growing
ocean.
-----Just before Christmas, (100 m. y.), hot convection cells pressed upward and apart beneath both Laurasia and Gondwana.
Jagged fractures opened over the bulging continental crust. The arms of new Triple Junctions joined creating new northeastsouthwest Superfractures. Like the opening of a zipper, from south to north, North America and Africa-Europe split apart
along the rift. By December 25 (70 m. y.), the opening zipper had reached Maine. The last of the great dinosaurs said 'adios'
to their European relatives, waving across the seawater-filled rift that was the opening of the Atlantic Ocean. Shortly
thereafter, those 'terrible lizards' witnessed the flash of an incoming meteor that smashed a huge crater into Earth near where
the Yucatan peninsula is today. The impact blasted gigatons of pulverized Mexico into our atmosphere. The debris encircled
the earth, blocking solar heat. The dinosaurs breathed their last in the dust-choked freezing atmosphere of a millennia-long
winter.
-----Rid of those horrific critters, let's return to the story of Maine. To keep us located, we check our GPS on December 25th N 35 W 40. Maine is today N 45 W 69. So in late December, our continent had rotated 30 degrees counterclockwise and to
the north, and has continued northerly and westerly since then. Our continent had an eastern seaboard again, and Atlantic
surf pounded the coast of Maine.
-----Something new had been added to New England - major cruising grounds, occupied by rivers or bays. The rifts that split
Laurasia were jagged. Remember those Triple Junctions? Two arms of one joined with two of the others and opened the
Atlantic Rift, right? - but they had three arms - that leaves one arm at each junction unaccounted for. Those "failed arms" are
today occupied by the Bay of Fundy, the Hudson Estuary, and the Connecticut River.
-----Something else had been added to the New England coast - a slice of Avalonia. The Atlantic Rift, that split us from
Europe, opened to the east of the old suture line between Avalonia and North America. Avalonian rocks were left behind, like
a rocky calling card, firmly attached to our continent. North America, by the way, is still moving westerly. The Atlantic grows
slowly wider every day at about the same rate your finger nails are growing.
-----Our tale is almost complete. Robert Frost, the great New England poet, in his poem, Fire and Ice, not only summarized
human nature but also the geologic history of New England. We have thus far only talked of Fire. Now for the frigid tale…
ICE
-----It is early evening, on December 31st, on our scale model year. Somewhere, probably in Africa, the first humans walked
upright through the forests. As the evening progressed, those who had walked to northern Europe and Asia, were forced to
live in caves and build shelters - winters were becoming progressively colder. They donned animal skins as temperatures
grew colder. Finally, winters became so cold that the snow on the highlands didn't melt in summer. The snow pack grew
deeper every year, compacting into ice. As the mounds of ice grew, it began to flow outward in all directions like pouring
pancake batter on a griddle. Finally, about 10 pm on December 31st, the mounds of ice coalesced into vast ice sheets,
thousands - eventually tens of thousands - of feet thick. Most of our northern continent and Europe looked like today's
Greenland, with only a few mountain peaks rising above the Ice Sheet. Ice Age humans retreated southerly before the
advancing ice. They hunted giant mammals - mammoths, giant elk, and huge ground sloths larger than Grizzly Bears - in icefree valleys along the edge of the mile-high glacier. Mean global temperature fell at least 5 degrees below today.
-----At least four times the ice melted back virtually to extinction, only to advance again. Since the last ice sheet was the most
extensive, it obliterated much of the evidence from the earlier fluctuations, so perhaps there were as many as 10 major
advances. So much global water lay as ice on the land, sea level fell at least 400 feet, and bobbed up and down with each
period of glaciation. During glacial times, the coast of Maine lay 180 miles east of today's coastline. Natives walked to
George's Bank, and fished from shore. Trawlers dredge up ice-age axe heads and hearths hundreds of miles off today's
coast.
-----The glacier, up to two-miles thick, weighed many tons/acre. (A reader, Rusty Simpson, calculated 12 million metric tonnes
per acre). Armed with sharp rocks and sand, the massive sliding weight was a fearsome carver of the land. Sharp rocks
scratched striations parallel with the direction of ice movement. Larger rocks sometimes gouged deep grooves into the

underlying bedrock. The fine silt, mud, and sand, pressed downward by millions of tonnes of ice, polished and smoothed the
rock surface like a gigantic sandpapering machine.

Footprints of ice - polished bedrock and striations, where boulders under the ice scraped the bedrock
-----Soil was scraped from the valleys by the ice leaving bedrock exposed. Even mountains were shaped by the ice - streamlined in a north-south direction with their tops planed and smoothed.

In this photograph, ice moved from right to left, smoothing the mountain side that faced the ice advance and plucking and
ripping rock off the side 'downstream' from the flow direction of the glacier.

Moving glacial ice shaped this granite hill, sliding up the face, smoothing and polishing the rock.
-----Then, as the weather ameliorated, the ice sheets slowed and melted. The horrendous load of rock and soil carried within
the ice was deposited over the land surface as heaps of rock, gravel and sand.

Huge Boulders (Erratics) and Gravel Transported and Dropped by the Great Ice Sheet
-----Along the western flank of Cadillac Mountain, in Acadia National Park, the Ice Sheet flowed down a north-south valley,

carving deeply into the bedrock and scouring the valley walls. Ice-carved valleys are typically U-shaped, and this valley is
flooded by the sea - Somes Sound - one of the few true fjords in the continental United States.

Somes Sound Fjord
-----The heavy ice was a burdensome load to bear. The light-weight crust of Maine, floating on the black rock substrate,
slowly bowed down and sunk under the massive weight of ice. Much of coastal Maine was well below today's sea level. The
edge of the glacier calved ice into the ocean far to the east of the present-day coast.
-----The last glacier advance ended at two minutes before midnight on New Year's Eve. Global warming was swift, and the ice
melted off the land faster than the down-bowed crust could rebound. The ocean, flooded with glacial water, flooded inland
over the depressed coast. Surf crashed against a shoreline that was about 100 miles inland from today's coast. Slowly the
land rose, freed from the awesome weight of ice, until the coast matched today's charts.
-----But Earth is in constant change. For reasons unexplained, the coast of Maine is bowing downward today. Too many
shopping outlets in Freeport? Actually, the two ends of the coastline are sinking, with the top of the arc near Rockport. The
subsidence is considerable - Eastport is dropping three feet per century. Portland, a century from now, will be ten inches
lower. With current global warming trends and the melting of glaciers worldwide, sea levels are again rising. Coupled with
Maine's sinking, today's investment in shoreline housing might be swept out to sea and the best long-term investment in
ocean views might be miles inland from today's coast.
MAINE
-----A casual glance at a face often reveals a clue to the character within. Wrinkles, folds, and curves give evidence of a
person's past. So it is with maps. A perusal of a map of coastline Maine quickly reveals its geologic nature. The southwest
coast, from Kittery to Portland, is a series of curves - arcuate bays separated by five headlands. This area is more akin to the
rest of New England - broad beaches of glacial sand reworked by ocean currents with occasional resistant bedrock
headlands.

Curves and Arcs
-----The area from Portland to Rockland, encompassing Casco Bay, the Midcoast, and Muscongus Bay, is a completely
different character. This is the quintessence of Maine - rugged and craggy. Like the face of an elderly lobsterman, long at sea,
the coastline is furrowed and experienced. Long, straight, parallel and narrow peninsulas jut out into the ocean, separated by
equally long narrow embayments. The ragged necks end in a series of on-trend rocky islands and shoals. On the map, it
appears that a great fleet of narrow ships is anchored to a northeast wind against the shore. Many have a string of dinghies
hanging behind.

Space Photo, centered on Muscongus Bay
-----In geologic actuality, these are the tops of folded ridges of hard metamorphic rocks. These were the volcanics and
sediments crumpled like the edge of a carpet by the collision of Avalonia. During times of glacially-lowered sea level, rivers
followed the downfolds, or trends of less-resistant rock, scouring valleys that are now occupied by bays.

Craggy Furrows - the Result of an Avalonian Collision
-----Now check the coast from Rockland to Machias. Features here are more rounded. Islands and points are plumper. Large
bays - Penobscot, Blue Hill, Frenchman, Pleasant and Chandler - fill between the middle-age bulges.

Space photo, centered on Penobscot Bay
-----There are fat, swollen, roughly circular mountains capping the islands or coastline - Mt. Megunticook, the Camden Hills,
Mt. Desert in Acadia National Park. These are granite domes, the massive intrusive blobs of regurgitated light-weight stuff
that veneered the Iapetus sea floor before it was shoved down to the stygian depths under Avalonia or the continental margin
of North America. There it melted, differentiated and intruded upward, cooling in the crust deep below land surface. Erosion
has scoured off the overlying rocks, revealing the tough resistant granite of the intrusions. Glaciers, miles-thick, have worn
and smoothed their exposed surfaces.

Large Crystals in Granite

Cadillac Mountain, the Highest Mountain on the Atlantic Coast of the United States - A glacially-rounded granite intrusion,
regurgitated from the Iapetus sea floor
-----The coast from Machias to Eastport is straight, and almost devoid of harbors. This is an anachronism in Maine - almost a
heresy. The myth calls for rough and craggy. The linearity of Down East is a fault, literally and figuratively - the boundary fault
of a failed arm of a Triple Junction - the "failure" that created the Bay of Fundy.

Space photo, Down East
-----There are a few loose ends to clean up, at the end of such a long tale. There's a bit of out-of-place sand - the long
beautiful beach at Popham, in Midcoast Maine. Sand belongs to the west and south, but this beach owes its existence to the
great volume of glacial sand hauled to the coast by the Kennebec River. Unceremoniously dumped into the sea, it creates a
giant sand playground for children and a strolling beach for adults. Offshore, however, it kills. The falling tide creates a
rushing outflow from the Kennebec - we experienced six knots. Against a wind and ocean swells, waves crash over each
other in a confused pile of lofty breakers. Kennebec sand lies just below the surface in the Popham Shoals - a dreaded place
for mariners and graveyard for many.

Popham Beach
-----Lastly, some folks enjoy taking a close-up look at rock. The pretty colors and sparkles not only carry evidence of their
chemistry, they also bear the marks of their environment. The metamorphic rock crushed between Avalonia and North
America bears evidence of the amount of heat generated in that collision - rather like the color of a steak ordered rare,
medium or well-done. About half of Maine, and the coast from Penobscot Bay to Machias, is medium rare. Rather than the
juicy red of a steak, low-grade metamorphism results in a green mica-like mineral - chlorite.

Chlorite - low-grade metamorphism
-----Where pressures and temperatures were higher, Maine cooked to medium and a black mica, biotite, resulted. Black micas
are found along the top and west side of Penobscot Bay and south of Portland.

Biotite - medium-grade metamorphism
-----Well-done Maine is around Portland and the northeast of Muscongus Bay. Here the rock contains tiny reddish-purple
garnet crystals. There are some areas that were heated to a crisp, but they are characterized by minerals that are hard to
see. We'll leave the charred bits to geologists - they need to make a living, also.
08/02
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THE FALL LINE
-----You probably remember that I'm a geologist. Except for some few
religious folks, there's probably no one who proselytizes more than a
geologist. Worse, yet, a geology teacher. They're paid to spread the
word. Look! A doubly recumbent plunging anticline! Wow! A low-angle
thrust fault, with slickensides! Not only are we terrible at pushing our
exciting revelations on innocent bystanders, but we're also unintelligible.
-----You'll just have to forgive me if, occasionally, a little geologic
pontification slips into our writing about our boating experiences.

Geological Cruiser

-----So, with that disclaimer, I can now feel guiltless if I slip in a little
geology. Cruising the rivers of the US, from New Jersey to Alabama, a
little knowledge of the "deep past" might be interesting.

DOWN TO EARTH
-----Once upon a time, the edge of our continent lay well inland from what we know today. Right - no Tidewater Virginia, no
Florida. Most of the area now occupied by Alabama, Georgia, the Carolinas, Delaware, Maryland and New Jersey was deep,
deep ocean. Oh, and there were no Appalachian Mountains. Of course, no birds, mammals or even dinosaurs for that matter.
We're talking about long ago - 300 million years ago, give or take a few tens of millions.
-----I love the way geologists slop about the millions of years - sorta like astronomers describing the distance to a quasar or
politicians kicking around the federal budget. Back in those good old days, the earth was an active place - still is, for that
matter - but great geologic happenings were going on along the eastern margin of our North American continent. We were
about to collide with Africa!
-----You are all aware that continents slide around - somewhat haphazardly - rather like Summo wrestlers with too much sake.
Well, back then, North America was calmly sliding northward after basking a few tens of millions of years in equatorial
warmth. Africa and South America had just had a parting of the ways - they were one mass, Gondwanaland, for tens of
millions of years. (I'm reminded of a bumper sticker, popular amongst geology grad students - "Reunite Gondwanaland.")
Now, the divided remnants of that great continent were heading toward North America.
-----When continents are in collision, there are titanic results. First, volcanoes roared to life along the then eastern coast of
North America as though in fury over the impending collision. Then, as the masses struck, their margins crumpled from the
impact. Mountains buckled skyward and for a short few tens of millions of years, the great ski resorts of our continent would
have been in the Appalachians and not in the western Cordillera. North America and Africa were sutured together into a
massive continent.
-----Earth forces are fickle, and for reasons known only to Chaos Theory, Africa and North America eventually ripped apart,
about the time the great dinosaurs were stalking about in the swampy interior of North America. The Atlantic Ocean filled the
gradually widening rift between the continents. The rift is still widening and trans-Atlantic airfares will someday reflect this
ever-increasing distance.
-----But the great ripping and tearing of the joined continents was hundreds of miles to the east of the ancient suture zone
where the continents were formerly stitched together. Thus, a great mass of African rock was left behind stuck to the eastern
margin of North America - a calling card from an ancient visit. Most of the southeastern states have an African basement.

African Rock in Georgia
-----Time marched inexorably onward. The dinosaurs thundered off the stage into oblivion. Furry mammals, safe from most
reptilian giants, scurried and rustled through the underbrush. Birds, feathered dinosaurian leftovers, sang in the forests. The
once-lofty Appalachians were slowly ground down by a million million storms. Today's mountains are the remnant roots of
grandeur.
-----The pulverized leftovers washed down the flooding rivers and buried the African basement rock with sand and mud. The
thousands of feet of rock eroded off the summits became thousands of feet of detritus burying the margin of the continent.

Cruising Past the Remains of Mountains
-----The basis for determining elevations anywhere on Earth is sea level. That is geologically dumb. Sea level is about as
stable as the Dow Jones Industrial Average. Throughout time, and now we are talking about only thousands, not millions, of
years, a graph of sea level looks like a yo-yo. During most of the past 75 million years or so, since Africa went walkabout
from us, surf was lapping the base of the Appalachians. A huge salt water embayment flooded the interior of the continent as
far north as Illinois. The milled remnants of the Appalachians lay as a great sediment wedge against the edge of their
mountain source.
-----So much for the geological story. What does this have to do with cruising in a boat, you are probably thinking? In the
southeastern United States, it may stop your cruise. Go up any river in Alabama, Georgia, the Carolinas, or Virginia and you
come to a dead end. Only where the Corps of Engineers has temporarily overpowered the natural rock barrier with a dam can
you continue upriver beyond the Fall Line.
-----The muddy water you cruise on? Those suspended sediments are minute knives when fast-moving water slashes rock
with those quartz grains. Thus rivers carve downward. The sedimentary wedge of ground-up mountains is soft and the rivers
easily scour a channel. But, at the uphill limit of the wedge, there is solid bedrock. This is a challenge for those grainy knives.
The rock resists, and the river tumbles over a falls of hard African rock. Every southeastern river is wonderfully navigable,
often for hundreds of miles inland, until it reaches its geological nemesis - the Fall Line.

Built on the Fall Line atop African Rock
-----Early settlers of our continent built towns at the falls. Here they portaged the goods, brought down from the mountains by
canoe or flatboat, around the falls and reloaded the produce onto riverboats or even transoceanic ships. Washington, DC,
Richmond, Raleigh, Columbia (SC), Augusta, Macon, Columbus (GA), Montgomery, Tuscaloosa and numerous smaller towns
that never grew to greatness lie on or near the Fall Line.
-----If you cruise a southeastern river, think of its African roots. Notice the sand and mud of the banks and remember their
source - a mountain range once as high as the Himalaya. And, at the dead end (or Corps dam), note the town or city at the
site - the Fall Line - and the hard rocks, the calling card left behind by a departing Africa.
(04/02)
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CHESAPEAKE BAY
-----Everyone knows the Chesapeake Bay region is full of history -Colonial tales, Revolutionary War stories, Civil War battles -- lots of
history. But that isn't the half of the tale. Here's the rest.

Cruising the Bay

Explosion!
-----The most dramatic event that ever occurred on the Atlantic coast of North America took place about 35 million years ago
where Chesapeake Bay is located today.
-----Back in those good old days, about half as far back as the extinction of the dinosaurs, global temperatures were much
higher. There was little ice in the polar regions. Water, long locked in glacial ice, had melted and flooded the oceans. Sea
level, therefore, was much higher. If Richmond had existed then, residents could have gone out their back doors and been at
the beach.

The Evidence of Higher Sea Level - sandy, muddy fossil-filled bluffs of
ocean sediments higher than the cruising C-Dory

-----Climate then was so warm and humid that the slopes of the
Appalachians were covered with a thick tropical rain forest, similar to the
Amazonian forests today. Animals flourished in the 'jungle.' The sea, offshore from the Richmond area, was shallow, warm
and teeming with life.
-----Then, one quiet day when the critters were going about their usual business, there was a horrendous blast and a blinding
flash. A huge extraterrestrial object, perhaps bigger than the District of Columbia, and traveling much faster than a speeding
bullet, smashed into (what is today) Cape Charles, Virginia. The shock wave of a titanic explosion leveled forests and
annihilated life over thousands of square miles. A huge crater, extending from present Norfolk to the mouth of the
Rappahannock, and deeper than the Grand Canyon, was blasted into the sea shelf.

The Location of the Impact Crater (Source: USGS)

-----Since that long-ago day of disaster, sediments have washed down the rivers and buried the
crater beneath several thousand feet of sands and mud. Recent drilling and seismic profiling have
discovered the buried evidence of impact.
-----Let's fast forward the scene of Chesapeake Bay. Eighteen thousand years ago, Earth returned to the deep freeze. Ice
covered the polar regions. Huge ice sheets extended as far south as Long Island. There is only so
much water on our planet. Water on the Earth is like money in your bank account. Water 'spent' in
making ice means water 'withdrawn' from somewhere else to make the balance even. The withdrawal
was from the world's oceans. Sea level fell to about 600 feet below today's level. Great Woolly
Mammoths and huge Ice Bears wandered through the forests fifty miles east of the present
shoreline. The ancestral river to the Susquehanna, swollen by glacial melt water, poured southerly
past Baltimore, over the site of the crater, and then easterly past Norfolk and down the gentle slope
of the continental margin to the sea. The river, and its tributaries, scoured out the soft sedimentary
remnants of the Appalachian Mountains, forming broad valleys.
-----Earth has a long memory. The rubble that filled the crater, and lay scattered over the surrounding region, was slowly
compacted by the weight of the overlying sedimentary cover. The surface of the land, above the crater, slowly subsided, and
may still be subsiding today. This lower land area helped direct and deflect the course of the rivers. The Rappahannock
flowed directly southeast into the Susquehanna, but the York and James were deflected to the northeast near their mouths as
they flowed into the subsiding area over the crater.
River Channels. The black lines are ancient river channels, deflected by subsidence and buried by more
recent sediments. The Red lines are the channels of the York and James Rivers, showing their deflection by
subsidence over the crater. (USGS)

-----About 10,000 years ago, the vast ice sheets rapidly began to melt. Sea level rose quickly, as much as three feet per
century. The sea flooded into the valleys of all the rivers flowing into the Atlantic, but especially into the subsiding area over
the impact crater. Chesapeake Bay extended as far north as Annapolis about 5,000 years ago. Tidal salt water invaded up
the valley of the Susquehanna to the present head of the Bay about 3,000 years ago, and the Bay looked then much as it
does today. The Bay has not been deeper or clearer since then.

Sediment-laden Water of the Bay
-----Now sediment is filling the Bay, accelerated in recent times by human activity. Bluffs are eroding to beaches that are
eroding to shoals.

--

Going-----------------------------------------GoinGoing

-Gone!
-----If the present rate of sedimentation continues, the Bay will be filled up in ten or fifteen thousand years. It will only be a
geologic memory. Better not procrastinate with your cruising plans, folks!
06/02
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ERIE CANAL
---- - North American geology was born in Troy, New York and voyages
on the Erie Canal were perhaps the first American higher education field
trips.

Birthplace of North American Geology

THE CANAL ROCKS
SOMERSET CANAL, THE MIDWIFE OF THE SCIENCE OF GEOLOGY
---- -The science of geology sprouted from the construction of canals. The initial birth began in English canals. The improbable
founder was William Smith, son of an Oxfordshire farmer, and with little formal education. He was a curious lad, who loved to
explore the woods and fields near his home. He had a passion for collecting fossils. As a young man his curiosity led him to a
knowledge of geometry,mapping, and through an apprenticeship, surveying. At age 18, he was an assistant surveyor -- just in
time to begin work surveying routes for the new canals being dug in Britain. His background of careful observation led him to
observe the rock through which the canals were dug.
---- -In 1796, at age 27,, he wrote: "Fossils have been long studied as great curiosities, collected with great pains, treasured
with great care and at a great expense, and shown and admired with as much pleasure as a child's hobby-horse is shown
and admired by himself and his playfellows, because it is pretty; and this has been done by thousands who have never paid
the least regard to that wonderful order and regularity with which nature has disposed of these singular productions, and
assigned to each class its peculiar stratum." He used his observations of rock type (lithology) with his knowledge of fossil
successions, and found he could correlate rocks throughout the digging of the Somerset Canal in southwest England. The
rocks in the region suddenly became recurrent and predictable through his understanding. The study of layered rocks,
Stratigraphy, was born and the principles he expounded are still used today.
---- -William "Strata" Smith drew geologic maps of the local area, and was the first to use 'index'
fossils, as well as lithology, to correlate the layers. He traveled extensively throughout Britain, and
his personal goal was to create a geologic map of the entire country. He had little money and no
connections to learned or wealthy society. His map was financed by contributions from 400
'subscribers' and was published in 1815. Because of his humble social status and lack of formal
education, scientists largely ignored his work. However, in 1831, he finally received his welldeserved recognition when the Geological Society of London awarded him its highest award for the
founding of the science. "... it was he that gave the plan, and laid the foundations, and erected a
portion of the solid walls, by the unassisted labour of his hands."

Smith's Geologic Map

ERIE CANAL, THE BIRTHPLACE OF NORTH AMERICAN GEOLOGY
---- -Before 1831, there were two important centers for the study of the science of geology. London, the largest city in the
world, at that time, and Troy, New York, with a population of about 10,000. In both places, it was due to canal construction
and the presence of two brilliant men who were excellent observers of fossils and rocks.
---- -When the first construction contracts were let for the building of the Erie Canal in 1817, there
was very little published about American geology. England first had William Smith, America followed
with Amos Eaton. Eaton was trained as a lawyer, but his keen interest in natural history soon had
him mapping geology and botany. He conducted a geological survey in Massachusetts. It was the
first time field trips were used for geological instruction; a method today used by all U.S. colleges.
Also, in 1818, Eaton published a textbook, with a local field guide and a time and rock classification
chart. This also became the standard for geological teaching and publication in this country.
---- Fortuitously, in 1819 the New York Legislature hired Stephen Van Rensselear as the President of
the Central Board of Agriculture. Under the board, but at Rensselear's expense, Eaton was hired to
publish two geological studies to improve agriculture in the Albany area.
---- -From 1823 to 1824, Eaton, with Rensselear's support, conducted geological studies along the route of the Erie Canal. His
revolutionary study resulted in new and precise names for the rocks of New York. Eaton used many of William Smith's
techniques in composing his maps.
---- -In 1824, Eaton asked Van Rensselear for $300 to start the Rensselear School (now RPI), which he eagerly did. Eaton
was the first professor. By 1830, he published a textbook and geologic map of the entire state. Eaton was a remarkable
educator. He created unique methods of instruction, with students in the role of teacher. He stressed laboratory and field trips,
an innovation that is standard instruction today. He also believed in the education of women in the sciences. His teaching was
enthusiastic and he sparked interest and curiosity in his students. So much so, that by 1860, seven of his students became
noted geologists, and were responsible for geological surveys of their own.
---- -Joseph Henry, one of Eaton’s students who cut his geological teeth along the Erie Canal, later founded the Smithsonian
Institution and the Library of Congress.
--- -Those interested in the history of North American geology refer to the period from 1818 to 1836
as the Eatonian Era, and recognize New York as the beginning of geological study of the continent.
By 1836 his work in New York set the precedent of state sponsored geological study, that continues
to this day. In that year, James Hall, a titan of North American geology and one of Eaton's students,
was appointed New York State's first State Geologist. His geological work became the standard for
geological surveys throughout North America. The nomenclature he evolved is learned by college
students of geology today.

James Hall

THE GEOLOGY OF NEW YORK STATE

---- -Aren't geologic maps beautiful? This one, of New York State, should be framed and hung over the fireplace as a piece of
marvelous modern art. Take a moment, and just appreciate the colors and patterns.
---- -OK, now to the geology. Each color represents a different age of rock.There are reasons for the patterns. We'll start in
the southeast corner. Notice that Long Island is a nondescript mess -- well it should look that way, since it's a pile of geologic
'garbage.' The great ice sheets that plowed across the state in the last Ice Age, scraped everything loose off the state. That
glacier was a mile-thick thousand-mile wide conveyor belt that ended where Long Island is today. So the 'junk' plowed off the
state (and much of Ontario and Quebec to the north) was ignominiously dumped there at the end of the conveyor and piled
up in a mound. Geologists call that mound at the end (or along the sides of glaciers, also) a moraine, and in the case of Long
Island a Terminal Moraine since it's at the end of the ice sheet. Long Island has two tails on the east end, the result of two
ice advances with two moraines (they coalesce and are superimposed to the west).
---- -Now notice that the entire eastern side of the state is a collage of roughly north-south color bands. All
those ancient rocks are crumpled up like a rumpled carpet -- the result of two continents in head-on
collision 300 million years ago. Read about that collision in our story entitled Rockbound, the Geology of
the Appalachian Mountains.
---- -Human history is often dictated or strongly affected by geologic history. Nowhere is this more in
evidence than in the historical development of that most important economic engineering event in the early
history of America. Without New York's unique geology, there would have been no Erie Canal and the
course of history may well have taken a different tack.
---- -The Appalachian Mountains isolated the new American States, to a degree disproportionate to their
size. They didn't have the glacial-crowned summits of the Rockies, Alps, or Himalayas. They were,
however, heavily wooded, and there were few low passes suitable for a wagon road. There were only three
roads through the mountains in 1818 since the traverse was so expensive and difficult. Consequently, the
13 original states were more isolated from the American west than from England.
---- -There was, however, a geologic break. The Hudson River, scoured deeply along a north-south route
by the great Ice Sheets, provides a sea-level path across the Appalachians, as they bend northeasterly
across eastern New York. This route was in part scoured by three great floods 13,350 years ago as a
moraine dam near New York City was breached. Glacial Lake Iroquois, occupying an area the size of present Lake Ontario,
dropped a total of 120 meters with a huge volume of water eroding the Hudson Valley to a depth of more than 60 meters
below sea level.
The Appalachian Trail, a footpath from Georgia to Maine, follows the summit of the range. When El and I walked the trail, we
crossed the Hudson River at Bear Mountain Bridge. Albany, well to the north of us on the bridge, is on the western side of the
mountains -- through the barrier!
---- -Notice on the geologic map, that there is a roughly-circular hodge-podge of colors north of
Albany and filling most of the northern part of the state. This region looks like the geology has
been stirred up with a giant mixmaster -- and, in a sense, it has. These are the Adirondack
Mountains, an area of ancient rocks (about 1.3 billion year-old) more akin to the rocks of the

Canadian Shield, north of New York state. These rocks were once at least 27 kilometers below
the present land surface, down in what geologists call the basement. They have been uplifted into
a large dome by a hot spot below the earth's crust. Uplift has been in relatively recent time (during
the last 50 million years). In fact, they are measured as still uplifting at a rate 30 times as fast as
they are eroding. This lofty and geologically muddled terrain effectively blocks transportation
routes to the north, except along its eastern edge through Lake Champlain.
---- -There is one area of the geologic map that has an orderly pattern of color
stripes -- in the central and western portions of the state. These belts of colors
represent times when a shallow sea covered all the region to the west of the
Appalachians. The bedrock in this region is mostly very gently south-sloping
beds of shale, with a few prominent weather-resistant beds of limestone and
sandstone. These beds contain numerous well-preserved fossils from about
500 until 300 million years ago. The hard beds resist erosion and, with the
gentle southerly slope of the beds, form east-west cliffs. The soft beds also lie east-west. Erosion of these weaker belts
results in east-west streams and rivers, such as the Mohawk, Seneca, and Clyde Rivers and Ganarqua (Mud) Creek, all used
by the Erie Canal. The soft beds were also nicely aligned for the excavation of the east-west canal. In fact, two-thirds of the
canal is constructed in these soft rock belts.
---- -Think about it. If you had thiis geologic map in 1817, how would you plot the route of a proposed Erie Canal? ... a route
to connect the Atlantic Ocean with the Great Lakes? ... a water route across the barrier of the Appalachians, opening up
trade and commerce between the fertile farmlands west of the mountains and the manufacturing centers to the east? ... a
route for emigrants to settle the American West and have an economical trade, military and transportation route from the West
to the Atlantic Ocean? Of course! You would follow geo-logic. Ships could sail the Hudson from the Atlantic northerly to
Albany at sea level. They would offload to barges, and these would be towed up though locks, to cross a few hard beds, and
then follow the east-west route of the Mohawk River that would itself be following the east-west trend of the ancient shales
and limestones. What a perfect geologic setting for a canal.
---- - Of course, it wasn't as easy as this sounds. There were difficult terrain problems: the Mohawk Valley was narrow and
offered little space for locating a canal above flood levels. There was a sag north of the Finger Lakes that required excavation
through unhealthy swamps and wet ground. In the west, the 60-foot hard rock of the Lockport limestone made the high
Niagara Escarpment. This is the same tough rock that makes the rim of Niagara Falls. To force through a canal, workers had
to laboriously chop through that rock to create the Deep Cut and a flight of five locks. This was the last and most difficult part
of the entire project.

Lockport Flight
---- The building of the Erie Canal was one of the most significant achievements for the young United States. It was the
largest and most historically significant public works project of its day, and helped our new country earn an important place in
the roster of nations.
---- -It was also the motivation for scientists to study rocks and their layering. It's construction gave birth to the geological
sciences in North America.
(08/05)
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ARK ROCKS
------A cruise down the Arkansas River is a cruise through time, and a
perfect introduction to the geology of mid-continent America. Join us on
our geologic excursion from eastern Oklahoma to the Mississippi River.

A CRUISE THROUGH A PANORAMA OF TERRAIN AND TIME
TERRAIN
------There are two fundamental concepts necessary to understand the landscape, and its rock foundation. The first is how the
Earth works and the second is the enormity of the time involved.
------Earth began molten, probably more than five billion years ago. In its first billion years, as it cooled, the liquid magmas
began to separate. The light-weight components floated to the surface as a silica scum and heavy iron-rich magmas sunk to
the interior. The surface silica scum slowly hardened into granitic rock, the continents. The oldest dated rock is 4.4 billion
years old. The hot interior churned with motion, like the currents in a simmering pot of oatmeal. It still churns down there.
Huge convecting currents slowly move black, iron-rich magma only 50 miles beneath our feet.
------The rotating earth gives order to the currents, creating huge convection cells. Where the cells are directed upwards, the
surface crust is mounded by the subterranean heat and pressure and ruptures apart into large solid plates. The open space,
where the ridges have been shoved aside, is studded with volcanoes, pouring black basaltic lava from the iron-rich magma
below. The lavas cool, forming new crust, which is itself shoved apart by the convecting currents.
------Plates made of this 'new' heavy, iron-rich basalt ride low atop the underlying molten material. The continental plates are
granitic, full of light-weight silica-rich rocks, and ride high above the basaltic plates.. As the atmosphere cooled, water
condensed and it rained for millenia. Rivers flooded off the continents and flowed to the low areas - those low-lying basaltic
plates of 'new' rock - and oceans formed.
------This is the theory called Plate Tectonics (tectos - 'to build'), and geologists believe it is the story of how Earth works.
Plates still move, either colliding or sliding under each other. Volcanos erupt creating new crust.
------(Remember, to a scientist a Theory is not an iffy thing -- there are huge mounds of evidence to support a theory, and
virtually no factual information in opposition. An Hypothesis is the iffy thing to us. It is our best guess to explain an observed
phenomena -- but the facts to support the hypothesis are either lacking, can't be replicated, or have counter-facts in
opposition. Plate Tectonics is a theory -- with ample evidence to support the idea).
------Our Moon, also once molten, behaved in the same fashion as the early Earth -- it differentiated into high silica 'continents'
and black 'seas.' If the Moon had water, the dark low areas would be the ocean basins and the light-colored highlands would
be continents. Next time you look at a full Moon, think of looking at a pint-sized Earth, without water and greenery to block
your view of the beauty of pure rock.

AMERICAN TERRAIN

------Take a quick look at the map below, the physiography of the continental US. It is quickly evident that our mountains are
near the margins of our continental plate. The western Cordillera lie along our plate boundary where collisions have and are
taking place (See Cordillera for more detail of this region). The older Appalachians of the east are more subdued, but also
result from past plate collision (See Appalachians). Now look more closely at the map. Notice that just below dead center
there is an indistinct, almost circular bulge. These are the Ozark Mountains. Now, look more closely. See the east-west dark
line (a valley) slicing across the southern third of the bulge? That's the Arkansas River Valley - the terrain for our cruise.

A Wrinkled Old Friend
ARKANSAS TERRAIN

------The more detailed map below shows the physiography of Arkansas. The black area at the top is the Ozark Plateau (the
upper part of the bulge above), the east-west Arkansas River Valley (the dark line on the upper map) is our cruising ground,
and the dark green below the River Valley is the Ouachita ('Wash It Ta') Mountain region. The bulge seen on the upper map
is not quite circular. The eastern side appears to be beveled off, along a northeast-southwest trend. Well, it isn't beveled - that
eastern side is actually buried by later sediments, the Mississippi Embayment and West Gulf Coastal Plain.

TIME
------The second concept is the enormity of geologic time. We banter around billions of years like our government does
dollars. It takes a lot of time to build mountains, and even more to build a continent. So let's take a little time and chat about
time and rocks.
------The pile of letters on your desk? Unless you've scrambled them around, the oldest are on the bottom, right? The same
with rocks. You've seen layered rocks in roadcuts or river embankments? Unless they've been scrambled, the oldest layer is
on the bottom.

Superimposed Rocks - Oldest on Bottom

------Geologists have patiently sorted out the timing of all those layers. Like detectives, they found clues - fossils - in those
rocks. Some of the fossils are from species that lived for only a short time - these are index fossils. By looking at their
locations in stacks of rocks, geologists could figure out which fossils predated others and finally figured out the whole stack!
Of course, they had to travel all over the globe to get the whole picture through time. So geologists are folks who love to

travel, are always rubber-necking at rocks, and who are obsessed with a warped sense of time.
------Oh, and like most folks, geologists love to name things. So, they named the geologic times - first into big units, the Eras.
Paleozoic (old life), Mesozoic (middle life), and Cenozoic (recent life). The vast stretch of time before there were critters who
left fossils, the Precambrian, is not found on the surface in Arkansas, so we won't talk about it here. Geologists divided Eras
into Periods - Cambrian, Ordovician, Silurian, Devonian ... whoa! You may not be interested in learning those names, but
listen to the beauty of the words. Say them out loud - Cambrian, Ordovician, Silurian, Devonian ... Wow! Music!
------ The time scale is almost as pleasing to the ear as a musical scale, but it's time to get back to rocks. That fossil-created
time scale that geologists created was a relative time scale - even in scrambled up rocks, we could figure which layer is older
than another by looking at the fossils. But exactly how old? More recently, a new detective method evolved. It was discovered
that some minerals in rocks contain slight amounts of radioactivity that functions like a clock. The clock is 'set' when rock first
hardens and slowly, but quite uniformly, ticks along changing into a slightly different isotope. Analyzing a rock in a lab, one
can determine the ratio of various radioactive isotopes, and get an age in years! Of course, one of the first tasks for
geologists armed with radioactive 'counters' was to date those fossils in the relative time scale, and sure enough, earlier
geologists had done it right - the scale was relatively correct, and now we could add absolute dates.
------We've had a musical feast for our ears with geologic time - now let's have a visual buffet. Geologists love to make maps.
The maps often just depict the ages of the rocks (under the forest, the soil, the city). Colors are used for each geologic time
unit - with a beautiful result. Look at that (larger) map below ... isn't that a piece of artwork? Frame that, and put it on a wall
and you have a piece of modern art.

-Geologic Map of Lower Mississippi Valley
ARKANSAS

------The map below shows state boundaries so we can locate Arkansas.

------Notice that the top center of the state is pink, the lower portion of a large pink circular area - the Ozark Dome. Ozark Pink
is the oldest Paleozoic rock, uplifted in the Dome.
------To the southwest of the Dome, there's a brown and dark gray east-west area, under the letters, AR. That brown area is
the Arkansas River area. River Brown is younger Paleozoic rock, unaffected by doming.
------Below the brown streak is an east-west patch of dark blue, black, and pink. Those colors represent the east- west
crumpled Ouachita Mountains. Ouachita Amalgam is a mixture of young and old Paleozoic, folded into an east-west mess.
------The whole southern and eastern part of the state is yellowish. This is the overlapping Mississippi Embayment, a more

recent sea invasion over the old Paleozoic rocks. The colors show the ages of the rock - The youngest is Embayment Yellow,
latest Mesozoic and Cenozoic rocks lapping over the older rocks.
THE CRUISE THROUGH TIME : RIVER BROWN

------ Throughout most of Paleozoic time, the southern margin of our continent lay on a rough east-west line across Arkansas.
To the north, a broad expanse of shimmering shallow sea, rich with life, covered most of the continent. To the south was
deep ocean.The Arkansas River today flows easterly right along that border. The orientation of the river is not a happy
accident, but is the result of different rocks north and south controlling the river's course.

------As you can see from the map above, a cruiser beginning the journey from the head of navigation (the thin blue line in
northeastern Oklahoma in the map above) is on the Paleozoic continent. The rocks in that part of Oklahoma are horizontal,
bedded limestones deposited in a shallow sea covering the continent (the River Brown area below). In the early Paleozoic,
North America lay astride the Equator and the sea was warm and teeming with life.

------If you take the time to poke around these rocks, you can find sea shells and, in some beds, crinoid fragments. Crinoids
were animals that looked like small palm trees. They 'rooted' to the sea floor, rose on a segmented column, and were
crowned with flailing 'arms' that captured small bits of food in the warm, shallow seawater.

-

Beds of Limestone, with Crinoid Columns

------These Paleozoic rocks were deposited between 600 and 280 million years ago in that sea that covered much of our
continent. During that long time interval, sea level periodically rose and fell, probably in response to the movement of tectonic
plates, creating slight changes in sea floor conditions. The thin limestone beds reflect those changes. Traveling in the midcontinent, you will usually be in this terrain of horizontal, gray to tan limestone, that sometimes weathers into a dark gray,
brown, reddish, or even black outcrop.

------THE CRUISE THROUGH TIME : OZARK PINK
------As you continue down river into Arkansas, you remain in Paleozoic limestone beds throughout most of western and
central Arkansas, the brown streak on the map. The river meanders along its easterly course, and in northern meanders, the
usual limestone beds often show a distinct southerly tilt. The river has taken you to the edge of the Ozark Dome, a large
semi-circular uplift (Ozark Pink on the map). These rocks are slightly older Paleozoic rocks than those at the beginning of the
Waterway. They have been uplifted into a broad dome, and the younger rocks on top have been eroded off, exposing the
older layers below.

Tilted Beds, on the South Flank of the Ozark Dome, Perhaps Uplifted by a Hot Spot

- -----Geologists reconstruct past events by comparing with other areas, with better exposures or more studied rocks. A clue
to the origin of the Ozark Dome is the observation of volcanic rocks in the Dome's core, in the St. Francois Mountains of
Missouri. This forms the basis of one generally-accepted hypothesis for its origin - it was domed upward by a 'hot spot' (a
plume of hot mantle material that rises like a giant upside-down raindrop upbowing the overlying crust). Yellowstone Park lies
over a hot spot with volcanic rocks and calderas (circular volcanic basins) similar to those exposed in the much older and
more eroded Ozarks.
THE CRUISE THROUGH TIME : OUACHITA AMALGAM

------When the river meanders southerly, especially east of Ft. Smith, it exposes rocks that were deposited off the continent, in
the deep ocean. This region, south of the river, was the Paleozoic abyssal plain, under thousands of feet of ocean for
hundreds of millions of years (below the River Brown, the Ouachitas are the dark blue, black, and pink east- west amalgam of
colors).

------The detritus washed off the eroding continent accumulated into a great pile of fine sands and silts.The weight of these
deep-water deposits forced the crust downward into a great trough, containing over thirty thousand feet of sediment. Many of
the silts and sands lay on the continental slope until earthquakes triggered their motion down the slope in a great turbid cloud.
Settling on the plain, the sediments stratified into fine layers called turbidites.

-

-

Deformed Deep Marine Beds; Strange Fossils - Graptolites; Turbidites

-----Then, everything changed. After more than 300 million years of relative stability, the South American Plate shifted
northerly toward North America near the end of the Paleozoic.

-----The heavy oceanic plate that separated the continents slid under North America, scraping off the thick mass of turbidites.
Like a huge rug being shoved against a door jam, the mass folded, faulted and piled up onto the margin of the continent.
Huge low-angle thrust faults separate great wedges of tilted, folded and greatly deformed deep-water sediment. This uplifted
mass accreted to the continent, building it southerly and formed today's Ouachita Mountains. These mountains were once
perhaps as high as the Rockies, but 250 million years of erosion have planed them down exposing their interiors. This range
is one of the few major east-west trending mountain ranges in North America.
THE CRUISE THROUGH TIME : MESOZOIC AND CENOZOIC
Embayment Yellow

----- After the South America plate accreted the deep water sediments onto North America, it reversed motion and pulled
away to the south. This motion opened the Caribbean Sea.
------During the early and middle Mesozoic ('middle life'), the uplifts in Arkansas, the Ozarks and Ouachitas, were above sea
level. Dinosaurs strolled over the land. The eroding highlands shed sediments into the opening Caribbean.
-----In latest Mesozoic, the North American continent bent downward along the present course of the Mississippi River. The
sea invaded up the lowland, several times, as far north as southern Illinois.This trough, the Mississippi Embayment, slowly
filled with mud, silt, and sand washed off the continent (the yellowish color on the geologic map). The shallow water
embayment continued throughout the Cenozoic until a few tens of millions of years ago. The downwarping tilted eastern
Arkansas below sea level and fine sediments covered parts of the older Ozark and Ouachita uplifts.

-----During the last part of the cruise down the Arkansas River, from about Pine Bluff to the Mississippi River, you travel

through the loosely consolidated recent sediments deposited in this trough.

-----Soft Horizontal Sediments of the Mississippi Embayment
-----The Ice Age, over the past 3 million years, had at least 30 major stages of glaciation. During the most severe, local alpine
snow packs, but probably no glaciers, formed in the highest parts of the Ozark and Ouachita Mountains. To the north, the
great continental ice sheet crunched southerly as far south as the Missouri River. Huge volumes of water poured southerly
from the melting ice sheet to the north. Sediments, ground up by the ice, poured down the Ohio, Missouri, and Mississippi
Rivers blanketing eastern Arkansas with sand and silt (Mississippi River Geology). Wind blew the outwash into dunes and
sheet-like deposits of loess (wind-blown rock flour, ground fine by glacial ice) that covers all of Arkansas except for the
highest parts of the Ozarks.
-----A little tangent off the Arkansas River - see the dark green north-south stripe labelled Crowley's Ridge on the map below?
In recent times, the Mississippi River trended southerly on the west side of the Ridge and the Ohio flowed parallel on the east
side.

-----Geology is a study of the past and the present. It is a dynamic science - and things are happening all around you right
now. Rocks are 'rotting' into fragments of silt, sand and clay as you read this. Gravity and streams are moving this residuum,
depositing it along the banks of creeks, streams and rivers - and ultimately carrying it to the ocean. Somewhere, earthquakes
shiver the land and volcanos erupt. Our continent is on the move, westerly, about as fast as your fingernails are growing.
-----As long as the wind blows and water flows, the dyamic Earth will be moving under and around us.

Halcyon, Stirring Muddy Waters, in a Rain, Seeking Anchorage in the Arkansas River
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LAKE SUPERIOR - APOSTLE
ISLANDS NATIONAL
LAKESHORE
"Nature, even when she is scant and thin outwardly, satisfies
us still by the assurance of a certain generosity at the roots."
- H. D. Thoreau

Oh, the Story At the 'Root' of This Ordinary Rock

A GEOLOGIC RIFT

- Iowa DNR
The Midcontinent Rift
-----One of the most significant geologic features on the North American continent is hidden beneath up to 6 miles of younger
sedimentary rocks. Our continent almost split in two! And the evidence is exposed generously along the shores of the Apostle
Islands in Lake Superior.
-----Slightly more than one billion years ago a huge tear or rift, over a thousand miles in length, began to rupture our continent

from today's Lake Superior to Oklahoma! The resulting deep trough between the continental fragments filled with enormous
lava outpourings from the deep bounding fractures. Rivers poured into the rift valley carrying sandy continental detritus.
Sediment-filled lakes occupied much of the trough. The underlying crust buckled down even farther under the immense
weight of the lava and sediments. The deep subsidence of the rift downbowed the crust so far it was well on its way to
becoming connected to the existing oceans and becoming a major ocean in its own right. No known rift of such dimensions as
the Midcontinent Rift ever failed to become an ocean. Wisconsin and Minnesota would perhaps be as distant today as
Oregon and China. As the rift widened, river-borne sediments continued to flood into the trench from the surrounding
continental margins, These bedded and fine-grained sediments, now rock, are seen along the Wisconsin shores of Lake
Superior. The lavas that poured from the fractures solidified into layered basalt beds, seen today farther to the west on
Minnesota's Superior shores.

--Thin Rift-filling Sands Over One Billion Years Old
-----And then - it stopped! The forces, that had begun to rip apart a continent, ground to a halt. And then reversed! The
continental margins pushed back toward each other. The lake sediments, river sand and gravels, and basalts in the deep rift
were forced upward by the compression (such an uplifted block is termed by geologists a horst) and lifted a lofty mountain
range, flanked by deep downbuckled basins on each side. Note the dark blue interior of the rift, labeled horst, in the diagram
above (and the light-colored flanking areas termed basin).
-----The extent and enormity of this huge rift was largely unknown until geophysical techniques were developed in the last
century. Now we can accurately trace the feature beneath the overlying sedimentary cover. These geomagnetic, seismic, and
gravity maps have outlined the rift as one of the most prominent features of the continent. Lake Superior occupies a basin
created near the northern end of the rift. Here - on the shores of Kitchi-gami - the evidence of an 'almost ocean' is exposed at
the surface.

SPECIAL GEOLOGICAL FEATURES
-----About 12,000 years ago only one island (Oak) stood above the waters of the early Lake Superior (called Glacial Lake
Duluth by geologists). A beach developed about 1,000 feet above the current lake level. Slowly, with isostatic rebound, after
the weight of ice was gone, other islands rose above the water and earlier beaches were 'high and dry' above the presentday lake level. Lake level has been relatively static for the past 5,000 years.

Note the Notch Half Way Up The Distant Hill - That's The Ancient Wave Cut Terrace and Site of the Beach

Sandstone Cliffs
----Lake Superior's notorious storms create massive collision between water and land. Eventually the erosive force of water
wins the battle, and the sandstone foundation of most of the islands is exposed on the island margins. Some of the cliffs rise
50 feet above the lake and make dramatic scenery for cruising boaters.

---Cliffs Eroded into Sandstone Architecture
Sea Caves
----Fractures (termed joints by geologists) formed in the brittle sandstone in response to pressure from the crustal movement.
First the loading of over a mile of ice atop the sandstone, then the removal of that glacial weight, created or enlarged
fractures. Storm waves sometimes take advantage of these weaknesses in the bedrock sandstone, enlarging the fractures or
hollowing out sea caves. Winter ice, freezing in the fractures, also wedges out sand grains or hunks of sandstone.

-A Fracture Enlarged into a Sea Cave
----Cruising or kayaking from Little Sand Bay to Meyers beach, through Squaw Bay along the mainland, is a delight to the
eyes. Some of the caves extend more than 50 feet into the cliff and can be entered (carefully) by kayaks or small boats. A
visit to Devil's Island, offshore on a calm day, is also a visit to beautiful caves. Don't miss these sea caves - they are one of
the highlight features of a visit to the National Lakeshore.

Sea Cave Big Enough to Shelter a C-dory
Sea Stacks
----Sometimes sections of sandstone cliff are isolated from land by wave erosion and sea stacks result. They are temporary
features, since the next storm may destroy them.

A Stack in the Making
Arches and Windows
----The elusive fingers of erosion also remove rock fragments creating arches or windows where overlying rock maintains its
integrity. The collapse of these features result in changing landscapes over time.

Hanging on to Shore - A Superior Column

Beaches
----The final erosive result of the reddish/brown sandstone is red sand grains. These concentrate at the head of coves or in
the lee of islands into beautiful beaches. Where the water is shallow, summer sun warms the lakewater and swimming is
delightful (albeit often a bit chilly).

Tombolos and Cuspate Forelands
----Sand is mobile. Waves shift the sand grains and in the lee between two islands sand often finds respite. When the sand
connects the islands the resulting beach is referred to as a tombolo. Some of the islands, long joined by tombolos, have
become 'one' with the tree-covered tombolo masking the original dual nature of the island. In the lee of some islands sand
has accumulated into a pointed rounded beach - a cuspate foreland (geographers love names).

GEOLOGICAL MUSING
----Geology is mostly a study of the past, but speculation into the future is a natural byproduct of pondering history. Swinging
on the hook in the lee of billion-year-old rock, as the moon rises slowly with the earth's spin, one can't help but wonder ...

----Of course, there are those who do their best pondering at dawn ...

----

New Ideas With a New Day
(07//10)
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IMPACT
---------We stand awestruck at the base of the cliff. It looks ordinary enough.
It is, however, a scene of mass destruction. The calamity preserved in
the rocks is on a scale incomprehensible to us. There were no human
witnesses. Almost all of our continent was swept by fire and then by a
wall of water, annihilating virtually every living land creature - plant or
animal. The whole planet shuddered from the horrendous impact and its
devastating effects surround us today.

IMPACT
-----We stand looking up at a cliff carved open by the nearby Cumberland River. A few cars trundle by us - folks on the way to
work. A Carolina Wren sings from the nearby shrubbery. The winter hills around us are tan from the castoff leaves of fall. The
trunks of the oaks create dark vertical stripes that merge upward into a piebald canopy of branches and sky. The sun is warm
on our backs and a light zephyr reminds us that spring is approaching far western Kentucky. Halcyon rests comfortably a halfmile away at Green Turtle Bay. It is a beautiful day - in the world after the holocaust.
-----It must have been such a day sixty-five million years ago. The sky above was blue and the sun warm. Little else would be
recognizable - it was the world before. Had we stood at the same place, we would be on a muddy beach. To the west of our
beach, lies the broad shimmering water of the Bearpaw Sea. It is a shallow sea, teeming with fish. Abruptly the water surface
boils as a giant reptile thrashes the surface in pursuit of fish. Huge crocodile-like creatures lie sunning on our beach.

-----We are on the western edge of a low landmass, blanketed by thick vegetation. The land extends far to the east over the
rounded knobs of the deeply eroded Appalachian Mountains. It ends along the shores of the Atlantic Ocean. In the other
direction, far across the Bearpaw Sea, lies a western landmass. Its eastern shore is about where Colorado is today. That land
extends westerly from the low plain beside the Bearpaw. It slowly rises to the rumbling volcanic highlands of the Sierra
Nevada. The west slope of the Sierra descends steeply to the Pacific.
-----We are in a steamy hot, verdant, long-ago world. Tropical conifers tower above us where we stand on our muddy shore.
Wide muddy trails, pocked with huge water-filled footprints, lead inland through the thick undergrowth of ginkgo, palms, and
broad-leafed flowering plants.

-----Small furry things scurry through the brush, and scaly lizards glide on feathered legs between the tree trunks. In the
distance, the screams of a young triceratops mingle with the thundering roars from the attacking tyrannosaurus.

-----It is a day like all days in that ancient time - except, it is the end - the end of an Era - the end of the Mesozoic and almost
the end of all life larger than a microbe on the surface of Earth.
-----During the earliest days of our planet, long before the evolution of life, it was a cold chunk of rock drifting through a rockfilled corner of cosmic space. There was nothing special about it, except it was larger than the other rocks. Therefore, it had a
little more gravitational pull than its rocky neighbors. With gravity advantage, it attracted nearby asteroids. Collisions were
common - in fact, those impacts built earth from a smallish mass to a planet. As Earth grew, so did its gravity. After the first
billion years or so, Earth's gravitational 'vacuum cleaner' had swept its cosmic surroundings of almost every rock - even most
of the specks of dirt and dust. But not all. Many times during the year, we travel through a 'cloud' of dust and meteors shower
through our atmosphere. Dust we can live with. Big hunks can be fatal. Fortunately, most are gone.
-----However, a few big ones remain. One had skimmed past Earth in close encounters, probably, many times. Each time its
velocity carried it through and past our gravitational pull - but not on that last day of the Mesozoic. From our place on the
beach, we notice something different. Low on the southern horizon, there is a bright light in the sky. It looks like a star somewhat like Venus on those days when it is visible through our sunlight. Curious, we stare at the bright spot and realize it is
getting bigger - and brighter. In less time than it takes to tell, we, and everything living around us, disappear in a blinding flash
of heat.

v
-----The bright spot is a large rocky asteroid, about the size of Manhattan Island. It spins through space, closing on Earth at
over 15 miles/second. The blue planet slowly rotates before it. Blindly the asteroid streaks toward it, approaching from the
south over the green continents of a joined Australia and Antarctica. The inexorable pull of Earth gravity sucks the jagged
rock lump lower and it barely skims over the bulge of the Equatorial forests of South America. For a heart-stopping moment, it
looks like it will miss - perhaps merely be a forest-leveling near miss. But no, the gravitational drag bends the trajectory of
hurtling rock. Ahead of it is the sparkling turquoise water of the Bearpaw Sea - to the left and right are the twin green
landmasses of North America.
-----Thirty-five years ago, I stood in frozen desert ten miles from one of the largest explosions ever experienced by a human.
An evacuation helicopter hovered above, if something went wrong. The radio in my icy hand counted down …5…4…3…2…
1… For what seemed two heartbeats - nothing. Then, in the distance, the desert rose in a gigantic bulge and I watched,
transfixed, as waves - waves! - came toward me across the land surface. I had to brace my legs, as though standing in a
dinghy rocked by a wake, to keep from losing balance. As the frozen rock groaned and squealed beneath my feet, lifting and
falling with the waves, I kept my eyes focused on a distant mountain to maintain equilibrium. Then, in stomach-wrenching
shock, I watched the mountain shake like a dog. Huge boulders cascaded down its flanks, trailing plumes of dust rising in
their wake. I had witnessed the effects of an underground one-megaton thermonuclear detonation - the largest ever detonated
in the continental United States.
-----Sixty-five million years ago, that asteroid impact was one hundred million times greater - one hundred million times! It
plowed into the mouth of the Bearpaw Sea at a low angle - generating far more heat than a vertical impact. The impact
crater, now buried under thousands of feet of later oceanic sediments, lies below the northwestern tip of Mexico's Yucatan
Peninsula, near the town of Chicxulub. The superheated shock waves of impact incinerated every living thing as far north as
the Pole. In a blinding flash, all the forests - the scurrying furry things - the tyrannosaurus - every land dweller of the twin
landmasses were carbonized. Their ashes filled the atmosphere and settled slowly everywhere around the globe. The blue
earth, after the dust settled, was grey and brown.

-----The Chicxulub crater was more than a hundred miles across, and three times the depth of the Grand Canyon. Where is
all the debris that once was an asteroid and that filled that immense hole? Forty-five years ago, I asked the same question. I
stood on the rim of another impact crater. This one was in southeastern Utah and mapping it in detail was my Masters thesis.
'My' crater was only a mile across and 700 feet deep, but, crisscrossing the desert, I could find no evidence of any ejected
material. Eugene Shoemaker, of the US Geological Survey, was the world's leading expert on impact craters, having recently
mapped Meteor Crater in northern Arizona. We met in Grand Junction and had a fine day comparing 'our' craters. Gene
explained that a meteor impact is actually an explosion. The force of impact so compresses the rock that, after the mass has
stopped, it (and surrounding material) blasts back outward and leaves a deep crater. 'His' crater, the result of a vertical
impact, not only blew material skyward, but folded back the surface layers of rock, like lifting the edge of a carpet and folding
it back atop itself. 'My' crater was apparently much older so ejected material had been eroded and removed.

-----The asteroid that blasted the massive hole in Yucatan collided at a very low angle. Double a fist and slam it into a
sandbox - at a low angle - and you can visualize the Chicxulub impact. As your fist plows a trench, and ultimately a hole,
most of the displaced sand flies forward from the crater. This was exactly the case with Chicxulub. A great mass of
superheated and molten debris blasted up the Bearpaw Seaway and the two continental landmasses, devastating everything
in its path with the shock wave, intense heat, and smothering rubble.

------Such a quantity of debris was pulverized and suspended in the atmosphere that sunlight couldn't penetrate it and reach
the land surface. The entire earth was covered with a black, choking, freezing blanket - it was darker and colder than a cave.
Slowly, through decades, the dust settled. Slowly twilight returned to the frozen surface of Earth. In the muted light, little life
remained anywhere on the land. Most plants and animals in the northern hemisphere died - either from the deep freeze or
from the inability of plants to photosynthesize. It was immensely cold and there was little to eat.
-----The asteroid impact was in a sea, connected with the world's oceans. Shortly after impact, there was an immense hole in
the ocean. An incredible flow of seawater must have cascaded into the crater, draining most of the water from the shallow
sea. Huge sea waves first resulted from the impact and roared up the Bearpaw. Just as the ground rolled in giant swells from
the thermonuclear explosion I witnessed, so must the sea and land have rolled from the shock of this explosion many
hundreds of millions of times larger. Sea waves, tsunamis, must have been at least a half-mile high.

------As the huge crater filled, more tsunamis must have roared up the seaway. When ocean water overtopped the crater,
waves roared up the bed of the Bearpaw. The sediments that record the events of that day preserve a layer of fragmented
ejecta overlain by cobbles, pebbles, and sand carried by those gigantic sea waves.

----- El and I stand below the cliff in western Kentucky. Fragments of Mexico lie about our feet, and cobbles, borne by sea
waves thousands of feet high, cap the cliff. We stare in awe, thinking of that long ago time. We are overwhelmed by emotion,
driven by the knowledge of what those pebbles witnessed. Above us, a pebble tumbles down the steep slope of gravel - the
last time that pebble moved was on the last day of the Mesozoic.
(1/03)
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UPPER MISSISSIPPI RIVER
-----Those who come before, put a stamp on those to follow. And so it is
with a river. To understand the Mississippi, one must know its past. And
its roots lie deep within ice.

A Mighty River

THE ICE AGE AND THE RIVER
-----Navigation along the Mississippi River has existed since the first Native Americans drifted on log rafts and, later, paddled
canoes along its water. These shallow draft vessels could navigate the shoals, branching channels, rapids, and snags of the
mighty river. It was a source of food and a highway for communication and travel for the first tens of thousands of years of
occupation along its banks.
-----When Europeans arrived on the continent, they utilized the rivers for their transportation needs. My ancestors arrived at
their New World home by stepping ashore off a Hudson River boat. For generations, most of their goods arrived by river and
their crops were sold down the same river. In 1807, Robert Fulton powered a steamboat up the Hudson. It was the beginning
of a new era.
-----The Mississippi River, and its great tributaries, the Missouri, Ohio, Illinois, Kaskaskia, and Arkansas had long been a
major water highway to Natives Americans and European fur trappers, traders, and settlers. With the advent of steam power,
the interior rivers could be navigated with large vessels both up and down river. In 1811, the first steam boat arrived in New
Orleans. The steamer Zebulon Pike arrived in St. Louis in 1817. In 1823, the Virginia became the first steamboat to reach St.
Paul and open the Upper Mississippi for steam power. It made the trip twice that year, and heralded the opening of the Far
West.

-----To understand the Mississippi River, it is first necessary to understand ice. The Mississippi is the daughter of the Ice Age.
Twenty thousand years ago, the entire northern portion of North America was buried under a vast ice sheet. Canada looked
like Antarctica does today, and it would have been easier to cross the Greenland Ice Cap tomorrow than cross Illinois then.
The vast blanket of ice buried almost all the mountain tops in New England, and was perhaps ten thousand feet thick atop
northern Ohio. Where did the ice come from?
----- It is easy to understand how glaciers flow down a mountain, pulled down hill by gravity. It is quite another leap of
imagination to visualize the flow of a continental ice sheet. It is perhaps best to think of trying to pour a pile of honey six
inches high in the middle of a table. Almost impossible, since the honey will flow outward from the center of the 'pile,' through
its own weight. So it is with the Ice Sheet. If it snows more than can melt in a year, snow will accumulate thicker and thicker.
From its weight, it will compress itself into ice. Then it will flow outward, in all directions, from the center of the 'pile' of snow.
----- Now one might have been told, or think intuitively, that most of the snow during the Ice Age would have fallen near the
North Pole. That would be the center of the pile and the Ice Sheet would spread southerly over northern Europe and North
America. Not so. The high Arctic is a desert, and has little snow. It is simply too cold for the air to hold much moisture. It is
estimated that a ball the size of a grapefruit, lying on the arctic tundra, would probably not be covered by snow more than a
few times during an arctic winter. Most of the snow fell on the North American continent during the Ice Age in a band about
55 to 60 degrees north - about central Hudson Bay and northern Quebec. That's about as far south of the Pole as South
Carolina is north of the Equator. That snow band formed far south of the Pole where the air had abundant moisture, but
where is was cold enough to not all melt in the summer. So the snow pile mounded, and like honey, flowed in all directions
from central Canada. It not only flowed south to blanket the northern states, but north to cover the Pole!
----- There is a global water budget. Unlike our family budgets, little is added or subtracted from the total water budget.
However, there are many ways to allocate water within the budget. Virtually all of Earth's water is allotted to the World Ocean.
Some is assigned to lakes and rivers, some to vapor in the atmosphere, and some frozen as ice. During the colder times of
the Ice Age, that pile of ice on the continents grew so high that a much larger portion of all of Earth's water was trapped on
land. The budget had to balance, so the withdrawal was from the oceans. Sea level fell hundreds of feet worldwide, extending
the east coast of the U.S. hundreds of miles to the east. Alaska connected to Siberia and England was no longer an island.
----- The Mississippi River, today, is a mighty river. It is, however, a trickle compared with its former days. Every spring, the
warming air would melt ice into billions of gallons of water. The water would cascade off the ice front in great waterfalls.
Water would pour deep into the glacier through crevasses, hollow tunnels through the ice, and converge into sub-ice rivers.
These would surge out from the front of the ice sheet and coalesce into massive floods of water. There was no St. Lawrence
River or any of the great Canadian rivers that pour northerly into Hudson Bay or the Arctic Ocean today. Ice blocked the
passage of water to the north. Virtually all the meltwaters poured southerly. Today's Missouri and Ohio Rivers demark the
southern boundary of the Ice Sheet. They were carved by the unimaginable volume of water pouring off the ice. Together,
they converged near present-day St. Louis to make a huge ancestral Mississippi, perhaps with a volume of floodwater in the
spring that would exceed today's Amazon. Eventually, for reasons only worth speculation, Earth began to warm, signaling the
end of the last Ice Age. Now, the water budget had to be rebalanced. As the vast thickness of ice, piled on the continent,
melted, water flooded toward the ocean. The result was an incredible volume of water released to pour down the Mississippi
and its tributaries, eventually to enter the Gulf of Mexico.

----- What a river is was! In spring floods, it swept back and forth across the mid-continent like a snake gone mad. The
serpentine course of the river was tens or even hundreds of miles across the loops. And every year, with new floods, the
loops themselves would migrate down stream (like a Sidewinder looping through sand). Grab the end of a jump rope or piece
of line, leaving the lower end free. Gently whip it back and forth and watch the loops migrate down the rope. That's how the
bends of the Mississippi, tens of miles across, looped down the land toward the Gulf!

----- The glacial meltwater left an indelible imprint on today's Mississippi. But there was another equally important effect sediment. The weight of two miles of ice is enormous. Now slide it over the land. No army of bulldozers could grind the
underlying land as much as that moving ice could pulverize in a day. Virtually all the soil of eastern and central Canada was
scraped off, leaving the hard unyielding crystalline rocks of the ancient core of the continent, the Canadian Shield, exposed in
Quebec and Ontario. The debris was transported to the southern ice margin, either by the moving ice or by the water flowing
within it. Huge mounds of Canadian mud, sand, and gravel were heaped on the northern U.S. Floodwaters swept much of it
downriver. But, there was so much sediment that the rivers simply couldn't carry it all. As the spring floods receded, and the
river energy diminished, piles of sediment were dropped into the river channel. The river braided and divided into hundreds of
side channels creating cutoffs that stranded former loops as scimitar-shaped ox-bow lakes. Shoals, islands, sloughs,
sandbars, and vast wide bottomlands formed every year to disappear in next year's floods. During winter, when the waters
were low, Natives walked across the valley of the Mississippi - hundreds of miles wide - from island to island with fords
seldom more than thigh deep.
----- Trees covered the islands and vast grassland prairies grew over the bottomlands, where trees had been burned by
Natives or lightning strikes. Bison, deer, elk, and moose flourished and so did the Natives.
----- At the end of the Ice Age, only 10,000 years ago, the great source of the floods and debris was gone. The water,
formerly trapped on land as ice, had returned to the oceans and sea level rose to present heights. But the huge valleys
carved by glacial water remained - vestigial remnants of a frozen time. The terraced bluffs, that are the true banks of the
Mississippi Valley, may be a hundred miles apart, and the great river still twists its way south, with the loops winding first to
one far bank and then, years later, to the other.

The true Mississippi Bank, on the right
----- Much of the glacial debris carried southerly by the Mississippi lies as the Louisiana Delta - that great bird-foot of mud and
sand jutting far out into the Gulf below New Orleans. Some of the glacial rubble has washed off the delta during floods and
storms. Longshore currents have carried the remains of Canadian topsoil and dumped it as sand bars and islands along the
Gulf Coast, lining the Texas coast as far west as Mexico.
----- But the Ice Age rivers did not complete their job - the workload was more than they had energy to finish. They ran out of
ice to melt before the work was done. There remained a vast sheet of ground-up Canada spread as a blanket over the
northern portion of the U. S. The Mississippi today is choked with shoals and sand bars. It continues to braid through a
complex of islands and sloughs. Every spring, when the great river is energized by melting snow, it seems to regain its
memory of past Ice Age glories. Brown churning water floods southerly, covering bottomlands, shifting shoals and bars,
ripping out islands and creating others anew. Whole trees - even whole forests - are ripped from their tenuous grip on sandy
floodplain soil to begin a spinning, thrashing, bark-skinning journey toward the Gulf.

----- To witness the Mississippi in flood is awesome - and humbling. To be trapped in her floodwaters, frightening and often
lethal.
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LAKES OF THE COLORADO
      The Colorado River slices through some of the most beautiful
scenery of the continent. Dams have impounded the river in several
places, creating lakes of incredible beauty and variety.
      These lakes are the gems of the Colorado. In this case, it is the
settings of the lakes that are truly precious. Take a trip through deep
time to better understand the craftsmanship that has created these
glorious settings.
     

GEMS
      Some folks refer to a body of water as a gem. Perhaps. But, water is often a rather mundane jewel. When Halcyon is
sitting at anchor, and we look over the side at the water, it is always the same - water. Oh, sometimes it's clear, sometimes
muddy - sometimes it's salt, and sometimes fresh. Occasionally, it even sparkles like a gem. But - it is always water. Now
don't get us wrong - we love water. Perhaps, being desert people, more than most. A lake, a bay, a cove, an ocean certainly
can be exquisite.

      What creates the gasps of wonder - the awestruck obligation of silent appreciation - is the setting. And that is geologic! lofty mountains towering to high glaciated summits; sheer canyon walls leaping hundreds of feet from meandering, flooded
streambeds; arching mounds of sand rippling to the skyline. Sometimes, the geologic setting is enhanced by botany - a dark
forest of feathery pine trees, the shadowy wonder of a verdant oak forest, the exclamation mark of a barrel cactus punctuating
a bare rock cliff … The setting creates the glory.

      The Canyon Lakes of the Colorado River are perhaps the most precious settings of any fresh water lake on the continent
- certainly, the most dramatic in the Southwest. Here, in the droughtlands, water itself rises to the term, gem. The sparkling
munificence of water sheltered in deep alcoves below soaring dark walls of sculptured rock is a treasure.
      We have cruised three of these desert lakes - Powell, Mead, and Mohave. Such prosaic names Washington bureaucrats
give to artificial lakes. Major Powell, who traversed these canyons back when the Colorado River ran free, had imagination.
Listen to the names he, and other early explorers, used to describe the canyons: Flaming Gorge, Desolation, Stillwater, Glen,
Iceberg, Music Temple, Hidden, Secret, Forbidding, Cathedral, Last Chance … Now, those are names that evoke the true
soul of place.
      Each lake is utterly unique - nowhere is there a remote counterpart. Their exclusive nature is determined by rock - and
deep time - trapped in lithology.
Lake Powell
      Lake Powell nestles within the Colorado Plateau, a landscape of haunting beauty. This vast region, centered on the Grand
Canyon, is an area of plateaus, mesas, and deep canyons, with brilliant colors and artistically sculpted rocks - arguably, the
most beautiful canyonland on the planet.

      The terrain is a lithic layer-cake. One massive flat bed atop another. This is a rarity, since Earth is a tumultuous place. For
600 million years the Colorado Plateau has been stable, a remarkable span of quiescent time on a continent racked by the
tectonic convulsions of crustal plates in almost constant collision. In contrast, surrounding geologic provinces have suffered
severe deformation, with rocks twisted, folded, and thrust. The Rocky Mountains are thrust skyward to the north and east of
the Plateau, and the fractured crust of the Basin and Range lies to the west and south. The unique nature of the undisturbed
nature of the Colorado Plateau demands explanation, and this requires a search back into the shrouded mists of deep time.

      In Earth's youth, it was a rambunctious child. Meteors impacted, crust seethed in red-hot convulsions, and all was molten.
There is no record of those eons, since earth history is recorded in rock. If anything cooled enough to form rock back then,
the lithic record was soon stirred back into the cauldron and melted.
      Finally, as with any rowdy past, things had to settle down and, with slow cooling, a thin skim of crust formed. The crust
was composed of the lightest-weight stuff of the meteor-agglomerated Earth, like the creamy froth on a latté. This stuff was
mostly silica, and light-colored. Below the crust, heavy, black, iron-rich magmas continued to churn. Impacting stuff from
space continued to puncture the early light crust. Pressures from within Earth's molten interior heaved against the surface
skim, fragmenting the new crust into plates. Lateral pressure shoved the plates against each other. The edges chafed and
crumpled. Through time, all the light-weight light-colored stuff rose to the surface of the cauldron. But there wasn't enough to
cover Earth's surface. The black iron magmas cooled slowly between the fragments of silica crust and filled the spaces. But
the black rock was heavy, and sunk lower into the molten stuff below, whereas the light silica plates floated higher.
Eventually, the steaming atmosphere cooled sufficiently for water to precipitate as rain. The torrents poured off the higher
silica plates. Floods filled the low basins underlain by black rock - Earth had oceans and became the Blue Planet.
      The plates of silica crust are Earth's continents. They floated high on the molten black magmas below. They still do. Why,
it's a shorter distance to molten rock below your feet, straight down, than I used to commute to work. The hot convecting
currents down there press against the base of the crust, both the black-rock plates under the oceans and the light plates of
the continents, fragmenting the crust and shoving around the pieces. These plates are pushed around, under, over, and
against each other. Plate boundaries are often active - the locus of earthquakes and volcanoes. Where plates run into each
other, mountains are thrust upward - like the Appalachians. Where they have pulled apart, trenches form - like the Connecticut
and Mississippi River Valleys. Forces on this scale, geologists call Tectonic. And the result, we term Plate Tectonics.
      Now we need an analogy to comprehend the enormity of deep time. Let's compare all of earth's history, almost 6 billion
years geologists believe, to one 24-hour day, beginning at midnight. When dawn comes to our earth day, the crust is still
seething. The first cooling crust to leave a record below the Colorado Plateau didn't freeze to rock until almost 4:00 in the
afternoon - no lithologic history in this area until afternoon!! These oldest rocks are deeply buried beneath the rocks of Lake
Powell, and are only found in cores from deep wells or in the bottom of the Grand Canyon. They are smashed rocks,
recrystallized by the enormous metamorphosing pressure of plate collisions. By 8:00 in the evening, these rocks had been
twisted upward into lofty mountains (at least once) and beveled off into a plain of hard rock.
      The oldest rocks exposed at the land surface are at the north end of Lake Powell. They were formed about 10:00, shortly
after life forms evolved hard shells and could be clearly detected as fossils. These are limestones deposited in warm, shallow,
equatorial seas. They are laden with fossils - of clams and corals, and other more primitive life forms. We call that time of
early life the Paleozoic. Paleo = old. Zoo = life. The time of old life. On our clock of deep time, the day is almost over - almost
over! - before the first rocks found at Lake Powell were formed at about 10 p.m - before life forms higher than microbes and
jellyfish evolved! Seas washed across the region, depositing the Paleozoic limestone that forms the gray walls of the Colorado
River above Hite.

Paleozoic Limestones Above the Hite Bridge

      The sea remained, with minor withdrawals and advances, until about 11 p.m. At that time, the African and South
American plates, welded together, collided with North America. The continents buckled upward, crumpling the Appalachian
and Ouachita Mountains to heights challenging the Himalaya of today. The Ancestral Rockies warped upward just to the east
of our Lake Powell region, forcing the sea to withdraw. This was the dawn of the Mesozoic. Meso = middle. Zoo = life. The
age of the middle life forms. Reptiles dominated the land, seas, and air.
      Rivers coursed and meandered down the flanks of the Ancestral Rockies and spread erosional detritus over the Powell
region. The iron-rich Mesozoic sediments are striking. They are rust-red, from oxidizing in the warm tropical Mesozoic air. The
sea was nearby, and at times of higher sea level, our region was covered by stinking, red, tidal, mud flats. During drought
times, wind blew over those sediments, winnowing out sand and piling sand dunes over a huge area. The arcing cross-beds,

characteristic of dune sand, mark many of the canyon walls of Lake Powell.

      Eruptions from volcanic mountain ranges to the west buried vast regions beneath ashy debris that mingled with the red
mud. Dinosaurs strolled the Mesozoic mudflats and sand dunes, leaving giant tracks in sediment that later turned to rock.
These are the rocks of Glen Canyon - the rocks that confine Lake Powell are the true Jurassic Park. They were deposited
from 11 p.m. until 11:58. Only two minutes to go in our countdown to the present and the dinosaurs exit as powdered ash
from center stage. Their extinction probably marks the impact of a massive meteor striking Earth in the present-day Yucatan
and enveloping the entire planet in life-choking sun-blocking clouds of dust. Most life choked, cremated, or froze. It was the
flaming, drowning, frigid end of the Mesozoic.
      At the dawn of the Cenozoic (Cenos = recent), or Recent Life Era, the Colorado Plateau had been stable and unwrinkled
for 600 million years - more than two hours on our deep time clock. Great events had happened on the Plateau borders Ancestral Rockies had lifted to the east at the end of the Paleozoic. During the last half of the Mesozoic, the shifting plates of
Earth's crust converged on the western margin of our continent. Fragments of continents, once islands far over the western
horizon of the Pacific, converged on North America. They collided and accreted, creating mountain-building chaos on the
western margin of the Plateau. Our continent now had a western Cordillera from Mexico to Alaska. Nevada, California,
Oregon, Washington, British Columbia, and Alaska were also added to the continent, late-comers to the party.
      The Colorado Plateau was not much affected by the rude incursion to the west. However, when the inexorable pressures
from the west began to shove the Pacific sea floor under the margin of the continent during the last two minutes, the
Cenozoic, then things began to happen in the Lake Powell country. Our area had been a low-lying edge of the continent, now
elevated to about 3,000 feet by the shoving of the newly-acquired continental fragments to the west. As slabs of the Pacific
sea floor reached the continental margin, the heavy iron-rich black slabs shoved under the continent. The subducting oceanic
floor slid beneath the light-weight floating continent like pushing a book under a carpet - the carpet wrinkled. Now a mystery,
not yet adequately answered. The Plateau didn't buckle - the Rocky Mountains to the east of the Plateau were thrust up by
the underlying pressure of the subducting oceanic plate. The Plateau was merely heaved upward, as though it were too stiff
and rigid to wrinkle and crack. Oh, there are some faults and some massive wrinkles, but the Plateau didn't fragment and
heave upward like the Rockies to the east. Fortunately, for those of us who love the canyonlands, the lithic layer-cake merely
rose intact. The rivers that had coursed over the low-lying Plateau, cut downward at almost the same rate as the land rose,
incising deep canyons through the Plateau and the uplifts.

      All this in the last few moments of our 24-hour clock of deep time. The Grand Canyon formed in the last nine seconds.
Humans arrived on the Plateau during the last eyeblink of time - to gaze in awe at Glen Canyon, now flooded by Lake Powell.
LAKE MEAD

      This gem has a very different setting than Lake Powell. Lake Mead snuggles, rather uncomfortably, in the Basin and
Range Province, the next geologic region west of the Colorado Plateau. The geologic story of Lake Mead is virtually the same
as Lake Powell until the Cenozoic.
      The Colorado Plateau rose as a block above those subducting oceanic slabs, yielding a high plateau of layer cake
geology cut by rivers into canyonlands. The Basin and Range bulged upward into a great swollen hump. The top of the hump
stretched more than 100%. The crust was unable to withstand the incredible stretched tension over the bulge, and ruptured
into hundreds of deep down-dropped elongate valleys with intervening tilted mountain ranges - basins and ranges. Nevada is
essentially a broken, fragmented upside-down bowl. The Colorado River, leaving the Grand Canyon at the Grand Wash Cliffs,
had to thread its way through those fragments. Lake Mead now occupies down-dropped blocks between tilted ranges.

Cruising the Basin Between the Tilted Ranges
      There's another brief geologic tale to tell of Lake Mead - volcanoes. The rupturing of the bowl yielded fractures that
penetrated deep into the sub-crust, tapping magmas below. They flooded upward as volcanoes and lava flows, capping many
of the mesas that surround Lake Mead.
LAKE MOHAVE
      Lake Mohave is a gem within a Basin and Range setting. Its tale involves great periods of erosion that scoured away
most of the Paleozoic and Mesozoic rocks so beautifully displayed in the walls of Lakes Powell and Mead. Lake Mohave is
the daughter of volcanic blasts. It has been described in another section of our story. If you would like to read a more
complete tale of the Basin and Range, you might want to read The Geology of the Great Basin, by Bill Fiero: University of
Nevada Press.

Ash Falls and Lava Flows Above a Beautiful Lake

(04/04)
Top | Home

Home

About

Themes

Years

Locations

Gatherings

Links

Contact

CRUISING THROUGH TIME
      It is only proper that the first exploration party known to have floated
down the Green River through the Flaming Gorge of northern Utah was
led by the first director of the U.S. Geological Survey.
       Of all the wondrous canyons that have been flooded by dams on
the Colorado River, this canyon encompassed by the Flaming Gorge
National Recreation Area is perhaps the most dramatic geologically and when you compete with the likes of Lakes Powell, Mead, and
Mojave you have to be superlative.

Rocks Three Hundred Million Years Old

A CANYON OF ROCKS  
      The more southerly canyons down the drainage of the Green and Colorado Rivers are carved into rocks of the Colorado
Plateau and the Basin and Range Provinces. Flaming Gorge is sliced into the northeastern flank of the Uinta Mountains, one
of the many ranges of the Rocky Mountains Province. Therefore, the large-scale geology here is unique among the Colorado
Lakes.
      The Utah Field House of Natural History, in Vernal, Utah, just south of Flaming Gorge is an excellent place to visit to
acquaint yourself with the Natural History of the region. There are brochures to pick up that will guide you on a drive through
geologic history, on Highway 199 north of Vernal, en route to Flaming Gorge. The geologic formations are identified on the
drive by road signs.
       There is no more dramatic way to see the geology of Flaming Gorge National Recreation Area than by the route
pioneered by Powell, on the water. So, we will begin our excursion by launching at Cedar Springs ramp, near the dam, at the
southeastern end of the Rec. Area.
       But, first, a digression. We are here to observe the deep history of the area. History, whether geological (deep), human
(dare I say shallow?), or otherwise, is a fascinating subject. One must start with facts - just the facts. Irrefutable, and from any
perspective, unarguable. Then, from the facts, you create multiple working hypotheses - contrasting grand ideas to explain the
facts. Beware!! This is the junction where historians or scientists go awry. Differentiating between the observations of fact and
the creation of ideas to explain the facts is tough! Then, if there are heaps of facts to support one hypothesis, and only one,
scientists evolve that "winning" hypothesis into a Theory! Notice, there is nothing theoretical about a theory to a scientist.
Before an idea is elevated to the lofty platform of Theory, there's a library full of replicable facts to support it, and the other
proposed hypotheses are discarded for lack of factual support. There is nothing higher than Theory to a scientist. To most
other folks, there is something higher - Truth! A scientist is always seeking truth, but simply can't find, Truth. There's this
possibility that some new hypothesis, supported by newly discovered facts, might raise its questioning head!
       There are few Theories in any science - although there are many hypotheses that just haven't the mounds of irrefutable
fact yet. That's how scientists make a living - observing facts, formulating multiple hypotheses supported by facts, and trying
to pick which hypothesis best fits the facts.
       For instance: I lean over and pick up a rock. We all must agree it is indeed a rock (it might be plastic, or plaster, or some
such). OK, agreed, a rock. Now, I declare that the rock is red. Bingo! One of you is colorblind, and won't agree. Another is an

artist, and there are 5,684 varieties of the species red to her. So, geologists have a
solution. I pull out my color card. My what? Yep, the Geological Society of America (no
less an authority) has a small book to carry in the field with hundreds of color swatches you know, the kind you usually see in a paint store. Each swatch has a number. So, we
put our rock next to the swatches and match. We all agree it is #248. I declare that the
rock is composed of sand grains. This starts a discussion - how big is a sand grain?
Could they be silt grains, or small pebbles, or whatever. What is sand? Is salt sand?
How about pepper? The GSA has another solution - sand is defined by all geologists as
a size - only a size - doesn't matter about its composition. Well, what size? The GSA has
carefully defined the size of a small, medium, and large sand grain and even has a small
book of size swatches! Incredible! OK, we finally agree, sand. Well, you get the idea. Just describing the facts, a red
sandstone, can be tough. But it must start there - with the facts we can all agree on, following carefully defined designations
by the Geological Society of America, or some such.
       Now, this is where the fun begins. To determine history, we must use the facts to explain the origin of the rock. First, try
to figure out why the rock is red? Rusted iron, volcanic heat, or spray paint? Etc. Etc. Or, the origin of the sand grains?
Volcanic dust, beach sand, wind blown dune sand, or kitty litter? Etc. Etc. And, this is just for an old hunk of red rock I
happened to pick up for this illustration. Imagine the task for human historians. Why, "just the facts" is an almost impossible
concept. And then to explain the motives? … the reasons why? … perhaps the results? Whew!!
       Maybe this digression explains why scientists - real scientists (there are plenty of phonies, some with big degrees) - never
use the word, never … and always refuse to say, always!! Hmmm! A real scientist is a doubter - a questioner - a real pain in
the patooty! You don't want to ask her or him to your Saturday evening cocktail party. Most folks have their minds made up
(phooey to the phacts), and the scientist will throw in a monkey wrench, and ask, "Why?" or "Prove it?" or "Can you support
that idea?" What was a quiet, friendly discussion becomes a heated argument with the scientist constantly challenging the
facts, and certainly disputing the conclusions! That is how science and scientists operate and what makes them different from
most folks (and intolerable to most folks). They are trained to doubt - to question - to discuss (not argue!). They simply don't
accept conclusions, and only with difficulty, the facts.

What? Which Bill? Why? Prove it?
       Well, with that process of deciphering history in mind, let's take our excursion into geological history (I hope you won't
accept this tale, but will doubt and come to your own conclusions - but remember, only based on FACTS!).
       History is perhaps best told from past to present, or geologically, from the bottom to the top, so we will start our journey at
the oldest rocks. These are found near Flaming Gorge Dam, near the town of Dutch John, Utah north of Vernal. The bluffs
and hills near the launch ramp display well-bedded sequences of reddish sandstone and pebbly conglomerates.

Red Sandstones and Pebbly Conglomerates
       A unifying theory in geology has evolved only in the past fifty years - The Theory of Plate Tectonics. Alfred Wegener
proposed this as an hypothesis that he termed Continental Drift. He had observed that you could take a scissors and snip
along both margins of the Atlantic Ocean, remove the ocean, and then slide the continents of Europe/Africa and North/South
America together and they would fit. He went on to match geological features across the now snipped-out ocean, and even
found critters (who couldn't swim) of the same time period that matched across the removed ocean. Using these facts, his
hypothesis suggested that these continents had drifted apart and that the Atlantic Ocean filled the resulting gap.
       His hypothesis was denied the lofty heights of Theory since there were no mechanisms to support his hypothesis of
moving continents. Geophysical research came to the rescue. Careful study of magnetic grains in rock sequences indicated
that the magnetic poles of Earth spontaneously reversed periodically. These reversals could be dated by radioactive decay
retained in the grains. Oceanic research with new sonar, magnetic and gravity instruments yielded new facts from the Atlantic
Ocean floor - sea floor stripes!
       The stripes were magnetic bands of different polarization. Using dating techniques, the polar reversal magnetic stripes
were shown to be younger from west to east until they reached the mid-Atlantic Ridge in the central Atlantic (Iceland sits atop
the Ridge). Then, continuing easterly from the ridge, the stripes were proven to be mirror images of those mapped to the west
of the ridge.
       The hypothesis, termed Sea Floor Spreading, proposed new rock to be added to the sea floor along the ridge (Iceland is
volcanically active). The sea floor, the hypothesis suggested, spread outward from the Ridge adding new material at the
Ridge. In the meantime, the polarity of Earth's magnetic field reversed, yielding a "stripe" of differing polarity. Through time,
the spreading seafloor would show increasingly older stripes away from the Ridge until the oldest would be found adjacent to
the continents. Since that discovery, all the ocean floors have been studied. All have older stripes outward from ridges, so all
are presumed to be spreading. This spreading, it was proposed, would be able to "shove" continents apart as the sea floor
grew through time.
       Now there was a mechanism - deep subcrustal thermal currents rise beneath ridges, making them volcanically active.
The rising currents then shove the sea floor laterally. Sea floors are underlain by a thin crust of black, heavy volcanic rock.
Continents are made up of light-colored and light-weight continents, a buoyant thick crust floating on the heavy, black stuff
below. When the moving sea floors impinge on the continents, they either shove the continents laterally (most of North
America, welded to the spreading Atlantic sea floor, is being shoved westerly) or, being heavier, they may shove under the
continental margin (as is occurring under Washington and Oregon).

Subducting Sea Floor
       With the new data, and tens of thousands of scientific papers for support, Wegener's revised hypothesis has been
elevated to the Theory of Plate Tectonics. The moving hunks of crust are termed plates, and tectonics (from the Greek, tectos
- to build) refers to the building and moving of the plates.
       Back to our drifting along on the lake near Flaming Gorge Dam. We need an hypothesis to explain the thick sequence of
red sediments near the dam.

  
Red Canyon - Ancient Sediments Over One Billion Years Old
       A little over one billion years ago, thermal heating below this region caused an upwelling of subcrustal material beneath
our ancient continent. The hot stuff created an east-west crustal bulge. The summit ruptured as the uplifted blocks on either
side pulled apart. A deep trough slowly subsided along the summit of the bulge. Erosion attacked the uplifted highlands on
either side of the trough. Streams carried the eroded detritus, sand and gravel, into the trough. The thermal upward push
continued for millions of years, and the trough continued subsiding at about the same rate as uplift. Gradually, the sediments
accumulated in the rift until more than three miles of horizontally-bedded stream deposited sand and gravel accumulated - the
Uinta Mountain Group. The walls of Red Canyon, the most southerly of the Gorge's canyons, rise almost a half mile above
the lake, but that is only a small portion of the total thickness of the trough-filling red beds. For unknown reasons, and
perhaps a random explanation, the upward thermal pressure ceased and erosion attacked and leveled the bulge.
       In the early Paleozoic (Old Life, 500 million years ago) Era, a shallow sea spread across the continent and eventually
buried the redbeds of the Uinta Mountain Group beneath a thin layer of beach sand. The sea retreated, and erosion attacked
the low, almost featureless landscape. Three hundred million years ago, a warm, shallow sea invaded across the continent,
depositing limestones teeming with fossilized remains of marine shells. These rocks are exposed to the south of the lake, but
can't be seen in the river canyons. During the Paleozoic, the Iapetus Ocean separated the fused continents of North/South
America from the joined continents of Europe/Africa. (Iapetus, in Greek mythology, was an antecedent of Atlantis). Slowly, the
Iapetus Ocean shrunk, forced beneath the adjoining and approaching continental plates. Eventually, the continents collided as
the oceanic plate was totally subducted under them. The Appalachian Mountains crumpled upward from the collision, and far
to the west, mountains, like wrinkles in a carpet, thrust upward in Colorado and New Mexico - the Ancestral Rockies. Erosion
attacked the uplifted rocks, and detritus spread into the shallow sea in the region of our present-day lake. Three hundred
million years ago, white sands were winnowed from the detritus and blanketed the shallow continental slope - the Weber
Sandstone.
       As we cruise westerly from the dam, we travel through Red Canyon and the beds of the Uinta Mountain Group.
Suddenly, the beds tip to crazy angles and disappear downward. White beds ahead, equally tilted and warped, rise abruptly
and in contact with the plunging redbeds. We have crossed the Uinta Mountain Fault.

Weber Sandstone Tilted by the Uinta Fault

(Place cursor on picture to see geologic section)
Young Weber Sandstone left; Old Red Uinta Sandstones right; Uinta Fault Between
       For a few minutes, we will have to fast forward to understand what we have just observed. Near the close of the
Mesozoic, only 70 million years ago, massive continental blocks, small plates we term disjunct terranes, slammed into today's
western margin of North America, gluing on Nevada, California and other bits of today's map. These continental collisions
forced sea floor under the margin of our continent. But, like you can't really hide dirt for long under the carpet, the subducting
sea floor under the continent impinged against the subcrust with tremendous force. Perhaps, it pressed against the 'roots' of
the Ancestral Rockies. Suddenly, the continental crust ruptured and thrust upward over itself. The over-riding block shoved
the Uinta Mountain Group over younger Paleozoic oceanic deposits bringing the ancient red sandstones into contact with the
white Weber Sandstone. The contact is tipped and bent, from the tremendous pressures between the huge blocks of crust.
Thus were the present-day Rocky Mountains formed, and specifically, here at Flaming Gorge, the Uinta Mountains.
       Crossing over the fault, we continue westerly and northerly, entering Kingfisher Canyon. The towering white walls of
Weber Sandstone bound the narrow canyon.

       Ahead, through the narrow entrance to the canyon, we see bright red rocks standing like a wall blocking our passage to
the north - the western extension of Flaming Gorge.

       These redbeds are dipping (sloping) away from us, to the north, and overlie the Weber sandstone with a thin intervening
bed of latest Paleozoic phosphate beds, the Park City Formation. Over a quarter million tons of phosphate fertilizer is mined
nearby from these beds. The Park City was the last marine deposit before the uplift of the Rockies and the temporary retreat
of the sea.

Park City Formation under the Redbeds
       The bright red rocks over the Park City comprise the 200 million-year-old Moenkopi Formation, the earliest rocks of the
Mesozoic (Middle Life Era). The Mesozoic is the Age of Reptiles, the time period when dinosaurs ruled the land. The red
rocks were deposited on mud flats by slow-moving muddy streams. Some sandstones represent period floods when fastermoving water could carry sands and gravels. Early dinosaurs tracked these muds, and their bones and teeth have been found
in the sandbars of the ancient streams.

Moenkopi Formation - Age of the Reptiles
       At full reservoir levels, we can cruise easterly parallel to the Moenkopi red slope. But, as when I write this, with lower
water levels one is forced to turn southeast and re-enter the Weber Sandstone in Horseshoe Canyon. Go that way, no matter
the water level, for you are in for a delightful journey deep within the thousand-foot-high white walls of the Weber.

The Weber Again, in Horseshoe Canyon
       Soon, around the Horseshoe Bend, you will have a bearing of northwest. You will emerge less than a half mile from
where you entered Horseshoe Canyon with the Moenkopi red shales and sands of Flaming Gorge ahead.
       Heading north and then easterly you will emerge from Flaming Gorge through the steeply-tilted walls of Nugget
Sandstone. This sandstone is called the Navajo farther south in Utah, and makes many of the Canyon walls of Lake Powell
and Zion National Park. Here on the tilted north slope of the Uinta Mountains, the Nugget (Navajo) didn't have the opportunity
to form those marvelous canyon walls so heralded at Lake Powell, where they rest horizontally on the Colorado Plateau. The
sandstone displays the famous sweeping cross-beds characteristic of the desert sand dunes it once was. Back then
dinosaurs walked the dunes in a desert as large as the present-day Sahara.

Moenkopi to left; Nugget (Navajo) to right
       North of the steep wall of Nugget, marking the northern entrance into Flaming Gorge, the terrain changes immediately. At
once, you know you have entered a different geologic realm. The landscape is low and rolling, with badlands of gray shale
and lakeshore cliffs of tan/yellow sandstone. You have entered the deposits of a late Mesozoic sea - the final days of the
dinosaurs - the Cretaceous time (means chalky, named at the chalky White Cliffs of Dover). Among other formations, some of
these beds are the Mancos Shale and the Mesa Verde Group (sandstones and shales), seen by millions on the drive from
Mancos, Colorado to Mesa Verde national Park. These beds are near-shore marine deposits, with beach sands, sand bars,
and tidal flats. They contain leaves, twigs and branches washed down near shore streams as well as sea shells, reptilian, and
fish remains.

  
Shallow Marine Mud, with Ripple Marks and Worm Burrows (66 million years old)
       Huge earth-shaking events occurred just as the last of these beds were being deposited. There is widespread evidence
that a massive meteor struck earth about where the Yucatan peninsula is today. The flaming descent, huge clouds of dust
from pulverized rock, and overwhelming tsunamis (sea waves) incinerated, choked, and drowned many of Earth's terrestrial
inhabitants. The black cloud smothered sunlight and a long winter of many years froze much of the land surface and deeply
chilled the oceans. The dinosaurs were doomed.
       Earthquakes rocked the area of the Uinta Mountains as the subducting sea floor forced up massive sections of crust and
the Rocky Mountains rose from Mexico to Alaska. It was a tough time for life, and most failed the test.
       The origin of the deep canyons cutting into the Uinta Range is thought to be similar to that of the Colorado River cutting
through the other downriver canyons. The river was there before the uplifts. In this case, the Green River was there before
the Uinta Mountains were upfolded. So the river maintained its level, and the land rose around it.

       There are some wonderful animals to be seen at Flaming Gorge, and we decided to include a few photographs here to

let you see some of the critters that you might see on a visit to the Recreation Area.

      
Ravens on Their Nest
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COLUMBIA RIVER
Launch: Martha's Provincial Park, about 10 miles north from Revelstoke,
BC

Nearby campsites: The Provincial Park has beautiful sites. When you
find a more beautiful park in the North Country, we sure want to hear
about it.

The Gem of the Columbia.

Comments: Launch and boat parking are gratis. The ramp is easy,
parking abundant, and it's the perfect place to begin a lake cruise.

LAKE REVELSTOKE, B.C.
------The boat thermometer registered mid-nineties. Ridiculously hot for the Canadian Rockies. The debate at Martha's ramp
was short - "Sun's setting," Bill said.
------"Yep, but it's hot as the hinges, and likely to be so for hours," was El's reply.
------"Outta here."
------We were soon sliding down the ramp and Halcyon was in the drink. The shouts of kids swimming in the launch area
encouraged us to think of a quick dip before departure, but the setting sun sent a more insistent message - Go! We went
outta.
------We have long believed we should not cruise anywhere without a chart - and, in our years of boating, only once made an
exception. So we were well equipped for Revelstoke - we left the ramp with the best (only) chart available - a one-page bare
bones map consisting of two wiggly blue shorelines, and a description of the few amenities available on the lake. We had
reached the end of the the world of hydrographic surveying - even Fish-n-Map, our source of most lake charts, hadn't
discovered this water-filled crease hidden in the folds of the Rockies. We had, for the Columbia River at least, reached the
Australian equivalent of 'back of beyond.'
------Fortunately, the Park host, who came to witness our launch, told us there was a notch across the lake where we might
be out of the wind. Squinting at the sky, he returned to repairing his ancient outboard, slowly shaking his head, after one
more bit of advice - "And look out for the wind. She's a killer on this lake."
------We quickly found the notch and it was tiny. Chris tied the bow of Rana Verde to a tall, leaning, mostly dead tree that
looked as though it had been waiting for the opportunity it had dreamed about during the past thirty long cold winters - a last
chance to swat a boat. El lasooed a bow line around a tree on the opposite bank whose bark absorbed boat lines without a
flinch and never spit out the knots. Gingerly we reversed to each other, tied off our sterns, and we were 'safely in harbor.'
------It didn't take but a moment, after the activity of tying off, to discover that our new residence was air-conditioned. The
notch was a crenulation that bent the Monashees all the way to the summit ice field. Almost visibly, frigid air was pouring
down the crease. We bundled into parkas and huddled in the cabin while the trusty Wallas stove forced alpine air into a
grudging retreat. We could still hear the squeals of children playng in the water at the Provincial Park across the lake, cooling
off from the sweltering heat. Over the hum of the Wallas stove starting up, we could only hear our teeth chattering.

Our Notch Harbor

------Kinbasket Lake lies 90 miles north from Revelstoke. It was created by the construction of Mica Dam, the highest earthfilled dam in North America. It backs up the largest storage of water on the Columbia system. Kinbasket is portrayed on our
'chart' as a seven-inch square of mostly white space. There's no fuel on the lake, no blacktop road access, no marinas, and
nobody there. This summer, there is also no water. At least, the level was too low to use the one access ramp, so we had to
give it a miss.
------Lake Revelstoke is also described on the 'chart' with a inspiring string of negatives - "no marinas, no shore residents, no
patrols, no fuel sales, few other users, and few places where boats can be beached." Other words are sprinkled through the
brochure to describe the beauties of this lake - "sudden gusting winds can create rough water which can swamp even
medium-sized craft" - "water is cold and presents a very real danger of hypothermia" - "the shoreline is unstable and small
slides do occur" - "debris and dead-heads are present." All this is true - but they fail to mention the most significant hazard the mesmerizing beauty of a wilderness lake.
------These lakes were created by BCHydro (with a healthy dollop of US money) to regulate the water of the Columbia River
for power generation. Oh, sure, like most dams there is a string of other 'excuses' for spending millions and blocking off the
flow of a river (and salmon) - flood control, recreation, agricultural diversion, etc. - but the real reason is for hydro power (and
that's a good enough reason - those millions wouldn't have been spent just so Halcyon could float in the wilderness). There
are fourteen main-stream dams on the Columbia and countless (at least, we didn't want to count them all - there are several
hundred) dams on the many tributaries. The mighty main-stream dams are controlled by the Columbia River Treaty signed by
the US and Canada in 1961. The main provision is that Canada must provide the US with 15.5 million acre-feet (an acre-foot
is 325,900 gallons, so that's a mighty big swallow) of storage to regulate the flow of the river. In other words, if the US needs
the water, Canada provides it. In return, the US paid for the storage reservoirs in Canada and Canadians gets a bunch of
power from both Canadian and US dams.
------For lake cruisers, there are only a few critical considerations about this Treaty arrangement. First and foremost, it
provides beautiful lakes for our cruising (and we're not going to get into the controversy over what these lakes have drowned,
and the cultures and ecosystems destroyed by flooding a river - remember, in our former incarnation El and I were canoeists
and river rafters [and three of my ancestors spoke Algonquian as their native language], so we appreciate the loss).
------Secondly, as boaters on man-made lakes, it is essential for us to understand the difference between a "run-of-the-river"
and a "draw-down" dam and reservoir. A "run-of-the-river" lake has no seasonal regulation. In other words, it varies little in it's
water level. Revelstoke is one, and it varies only about 12 feet vertically in a year. A "draw-down" lake is a storage pond, and
if the water is needed lower down the river, any and all the water is released. Lake Kinbasbet is a draw-down reservoir, and in
the winter it is virtually dry (we talked with folks who snowmobile through the Kinbasket Basin for trapping in the winter - they
said it is virtually the original Columbia River flowing along a channel in a mud-filled hollow.) So, for us this summer, water
storage in Kinbasket was drawn-down and the lake was rendered unusable for power boating. Revelstoke, the "run-of-theriver," was full.

These beavers know Revelstoke is a run-of-the river lake or they would be high and dry most of the year.

The Park Service hasn't figured out that Lake Roosevelt is a draw-down reservoir so this dock was useless this
summer..

------At dawn, we kissed the lines, nodded thanks to the mooring trees, and turned the bow north. One hundred thirty
kilometers of water stretched out between the mountains ahead of us, through some of the continent's most awe-inspriring
scenery -- and all accessible by a boat on fresh water. The water surface rippled in the stillness, loons called, and glaciers
crowned the highlands, nestling into cirques and cols far above us. It is too magnificent for words -- only pictures can depict
the beauty -- and only personal experience can yield the uplifting joy of the solitude, the grandeur, the immensity of this
landscape.

-

-

-

The white dot on the water, before the slot, in the left photo is a C-Dory. The scale and beauty is overwhelming.

FISHING

Chumming a C-Dory by Dangling a Bag of Cookies

GEOLOGY OF THE ROCKIES
------Dramatic mountain geology was in our face. It wasn't always so. About 70 million years ago, when the last dinosaurs
were exiting stage left, the landscape was gently rolling hills. However, the crustal plates that veneer Earth's seething interior,
are a restless lot. The last dinosaur might have felt the shuddering earthquakes that announced the beginning of a new era
for western North America. The Pacific sea floor plate, studded with volcanic islands and leftover pieces of continents, began
heaving easterly against the North American Plate. The islands and continental remnants riding on the sea floor smashed
against the continent and accreted to its western margin. The heavy sea floor plate, however, slid under North America
creating enormous compression. Continents, like ice bergs, are composed of material less dense than the underlying molten
material. They float high, but also like bergs, most of their bulk lies below. The subducting sea floor pressed against the
continental basement, cracking, shattering and faulting it. Huge crustal blocks were thrust upward and westerly, against the
tide of easterly-plunging sea floor. The Rocky Mountains are thus the heaved hunks of our continent, thrust skyward in

resistance to plate collisions. Today, lofty northwest-southeast trending ranges with deep intervening valleys extend from
Alaska to Mexico as one of the most scenic cordillera in North America -- and we were boating through it!
------Mountains are impressive, but those that have undergone glaciation are spectacular! And these mountains have been
carved by multiple glaciations. The latest continental glaciers receded only in the past 10,000 years. Remnant ice fields and
glaciers still cling to the summits. Glaciers sculpt rock using ice knives to cut and imbedded rock and sand to scour, and what
master carvers they are!
GEOLOGIC EYES: Clues to Glaciers
------Glacial ice fills a valley, carving the flanks as well as the base. This results in a u-shaped valley. Rivers, in contrast,
scour only the base of their valley resulting in a v-shape. A quick glance reveals, to the knowing eye, the history of a valley.

-U-shaped Glacial Valley and V-shaped Stream Valley

------The water flowing in a stream can reveal its source. Glaciers grind and pulverize rock into particles so small that they are
colloidal. They don't naturally settle by gravity so the water is tan or greenish from the glacial flour it contains. A stream
without a glacier at its head, in this forested area, is clear.

Glacial Flour Disclosing Origin and Clear Water with No Glacial Genealogy

------Ice is a heavy lifter -- glaciers carry massive boulders a thousand miles without modifying the shape of the rock. These
rocks are called erratics, since they often bear no resemblance to nearby 'country' rock. Running water also totes rocks, but in
the process bangs them around and rounds off the edges. So, the shape of the debris may reveal the footprint of ice.

An Angular Boulder (Erratic) Carried by Ice and Rounded Boulders Transported by Water

------Ice carves and plucks rocks headward up its valley. Most summits have three or more valleys descending their flanks.
Consequently, glaciers ripping their way headward up those valleys often leave a remnant spire - a horn. The Matterhorn is
the classic of all horns, but there are many horns in the Rockies. Running water, in contrast, usually smooths a summit into a

rounded shape.

A Horn above Lake Revelstoke and a Peak above Lake Shuswap

Glaciers Carving a Summit into a Horn

------Ice does not discriminate what it carries - it hauls boulders, pebbles, sand and mud without differentiating them by size.
Water sorts out what it hauls - with high velocity, everything goes, but as the current slows the big stuff is left behind in its bed
and only smaller material can be carried. Finally, when the quietly meandering stream reaches a lake, only the finest muds
are in suspension and these are deposited on the lake bed. So, glacial debris is unsorted by size and stream deposits are
sorted.

Unsorted Glacial Till (note angular blocks) and Sorted (Layered) Lake Silts

------Alpine Glaciers flowed down the valleys flanking the Columbia River. During periods of major ice advance, they
coalesced into a river of ice that flowed down the former river valley. The ice scoured out soil and rock, deepening the valley.
------During the waning phase of glaciation, there was less snowfall, and thus less ice, to support the glaciers feeding into the
Columbia river valley. Consequently, while the ice in the valley glacier continued to move downhill (southerly), the terminus of
the glacier retreated up the valley. For lengthy periods, when there was an equilibrium between the supply of snow/ice and
melting, the terminus would remain stationary. Glaciers carry an incredible amount of rock debris and this would pile up at the
stationary terminus into a mound of unsorted sediment called a terminal moraine. A terminal moraine blocked the southerly
flow of the river, creating a temporary dam, near the Downie RV resort.

The Glacial Moraine at Downie' on the East Side

------A huge pile of rock debris is on the move, down the west bank of the Columbia, sixty-five kilometers north of the dam.
The Downie Slide last moved significantly 10,000 years ago, but could move again. BC Hydro has installed 14,000 meters of
drain holes and 2,438 meters of drainage tunnels within the slide to stabilize and improve resistance to further sliding. The
mass is instrumented to monitor movement and water pressure. The instruments are monitored 24 hours a day at several
locations. A huge earth slide generated massive waves and destroyed a dam in Italy, with a large loss of life.

The Downie Slide Almost Blocks the River

------There was an ice lobe near the town of Revelstoke that dammed the southward flow of the Columbia River and backed
up a glacial lake that was somewhat lower than the present day Lake Revelstoke. Ice makes a poor dam, so periodically the
lake water would float the ice dam and it would be washed out draining the lake. However, during the next winter the ice
would readvance and impond the river again.

Sorted and Stratified Glacial Lake Sediments, Capped with Unsorted Glacial Moraine

DEATH RAPIDS
------Death Rapids was a slot one hundred feet wide, through which the entire force of the Columbia River squeezed over
massive rock steps, tumbling and roaring in a maelstrom of whitewater. The town of Downie grew where the voyageurs
paused and rested before or just after portaging the Death Rapids. No one ever survived a run through Les Dalles du Mort.

Death Rapids Today, Buried Under Lake Revelstoke

LAKE REVELSTOKE IS SIMPLY BEAUTIFUL:

-

-

-

-
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COLUMBIA RIVER
------T'To appreciate today, understand the past'. Such words are often
spoken by historians, and they are certainly true. Geology is the
historical science. Every rock tells a tale of the past. And, together with
a landscape of rocks, that tale is more fantastic than fiction.

THE COLUMBIA ROCKS
GEOLOGY
------The tale here, in the US along the Snake and lower Columbia River, is a saga with three main chapters: collision, fire
and ice. It is a rather straight forward story if one doesn't "bother with the details."
Terrane Collision
------Roll back your geologic time machine to 150 million years ago and stand about where Kettle Falls, on Lake Roosevelt in
Northeastern Washington, is today. You are on a sandy beach, with ocean waves crashing nearby. It is the margin of the
continent. Giant reptiles are prowling about looking for you, a tidbit of fresh meat. Looking offshore, miles beyond the
breakers, you spy a huge island, about the size of California, studded with smouldering volcanoes and also stalked by
dinosaurs. Continental drift is slowly sliding the island eastward. You push the fast forward button just as a munch-a-saur
scents your warm blood.
------Now, with a freeze-frame about 70 million years ago, you spy around you the scattered bones of recently deceased
dinosaurs. Earth is emerging from a long cold spell caused by shrouds of dust in the atmosphere - the result of an astrobleme
impact somewhere near the Yucatan. You are no longer on the western margin of our continent. That offshore island was
shoved into the continent, clobbering the rocks of both the island and continent. The head-on collision folded, twisted, and
generally smashed the impact zone. The powerful forces baked and altered the rocks into a newly recrystallized mess of
metamorphic (meta = change; morph = form) rocks - things we call schist, gneiss, and slate. To make matters worse, the
force of the collision caused molten rocks to intrude into the mess, infusing granite into the metamorphics.
------Today, the result of that plate collision is still easily spotted in the hills surrounding Lake Roosevelt, especially to the north
and west of the reservoir. Those old metamorphic rocks lie along the shores in the middle and upper ends of the lake. This is
how they look:

-Crunched Metamorphic Rocks --Note: Rocks are visibly rough, twisted and not clearly bedded

Fire
------The next chapter of the tale involves fire. You use that time machine again, but this time to go back about only
seventeen million years - just a few clicks backward in the long saga of Earth history. The scene is incredible. Near the
Idaho/Oregon/Washington border, deep cracks have rifted open. Massive fountains of fluid lava leap hundreds of feet skyward
from the fissures, brightening the night sky with a red glow that can be seen hundreds of miles away. Fluid lavas roar out of
the fissures, and flow in sheets across the landscape blanketing a vast area of central Oregon, Idaho, and Washington with
black layers of basalt, still glowing red beneath their thin cooling crusts. Almost everything is buried under lava - every coulee,
every wash, every valley was an avenue for the fluid lavas, and eventually they too filled with the congealing basalt. What
had been a landscape of hills and valleys has become a flat, hot, smoking, featureless volcanic plateau, with only a few
remnant 'steptoe' hilltops above the plain.
----- Then quiet. The lavas hardened to rock. Weather broke down the lava into rich soil, fresh with new mineral plant food.
Lichens, moss, and ferns grew. Rains and floods wore down new creek valleys, and grasses colonized the stream banks. A
great river, ancestor to the Columbia, ploughed a new course through and around the lava landscape. Eventually forests
grew, and giant mammals roamed and grazed the verdant landscape. Climate then was much warmer than today - perhaps
even tropical, so the region was Amazonian, not Columbian. For tens of thousands of years, the region was a verdant tropical
rainforest.
------This peaceful scene suddenly was destroyed. Lavas again fountained up from new fissures, and again, flow after flow of
fluid red-hot lava inundated and consumed everything living in its path. Forests burned, animals fled or died, the newlyformed valleys were again filled with molten rock and in an eyeblick of geologic time, all was transformed again to a hot,
smoking plain of black lava. Buried beneath the lavas were residuals of soil and and lake sediments, some with wood
fragments from the forests, opalized and silicified. A petrified forest of Ginkos is preserved at a State Park, fossil witness to
these events. Petrified wood is Washington's state gem.
------There were no human witnesses to this incredible history, but rocks have lithic memories. Trapped in the 'frozen' lavas
are radioactive clocks, elements that slowly and regularly change their nature through time. Precise measurements of the
clocks tell the date when each of the lavas froze. These clocks leave a trail for geologists to pursue into the past. They say
the first eruptions of lavas poured over the landscape 17.5 million years ago, and that the greatest volume of lava was
erupted before 15.5 million years ago. Carefully measuring the clocks in the stack of lavas, geologists discovered that this
scene was repeated hundreds, perhaps thousands of times.
------Imagine a landscape so inundated by lava flows, so many times, that their accumulated thickness exceeds two miles!
This pile of rock is so heavy that the crust sank under the weight. A huge bowl-shaped depression, the Columbia Basin, was
formed. The Basin comprises a third of the state of Washington - 63,000 square miles of depressed rock.

Piles of Lava

------The Columbia River's ancestor is older than the lavas. The Rockies were uplifted, to the east, tens of millions of years
before the lava episode in the Northwest. Rainfall on those lofty ranges fed rivers that carried water across the Northwest to
the sea. The ancient Columbia was one of those rivers. Then began the period of fire. The erupting lavas often poured down
the declivity of the river valley. As clouds of steam roared skyward, the flow of water diverted from the cooling solid mass of
basalt. After each episode, the mighty river carved a new canyon - a new gorge - through the resisting basalts. Many times,
the river shifted northerly away from the lava plain, cutting anew through less resistant rock. Some of the lava flows poured all
the way down the ancestral Columbia's valley to the sea. Imagine the scene - a valley filled to the brim with lava, with gases
and smoke emerging from the pile of baking vegetation below. At the sea's edge, billowing clouds of roaring steam rising
skyward at each high tide.

A River with a Checkered Past

------Finally, about six million years ago, the eruptions ended. What caused this cataclysm? We think it was the result of that
collision between our continental plate and the oceanic plate. Massive waves of subcrustal heat shoved the thin basaltic
oceanic crust easterly against the thick mass of our siliceous continent. The heavy sea floor plate yielded and slid grudgingly
beneath the lighter continental plate. Earthquakes shattered and shook the region. Inland, beneath the continent, the
descending slab of ocean plate finally reached a depth where it melted. Heat bulged the fractured continent above and the
molten remnants of the sea floor thrust upward, pouring out through the cracks and fissures. The rest, as they say, is history.
------The same battle, we think, caused the volcanoes of the Cascades. Rivers carried silica-rich sediments off the continent
and onto the sea floor. These traveled on the moving sea floor and descended with it under the continental rim. The siliceous
sediments melted. Silica-rich molten rock, in contrast with basalt, is sticky and viscous. The sticky lava forced its way upward
through the continental crust. Eventually, near the surface where the weight of confining overhead rock was less, it blasted its
way out as eruptive volcanoes. Symmetrical mountains of ash built high, glacier-draped cones.

Mt. Hood, A Silica-rich Cascade Volcano, Seen From the Columbia River

------Periodically, a new mass of viscous lava forced its way toward the surface. The sticky stuff clogged the volcanic vents
beneath and within the volcanos. Pressure built below the plugged vents, until a massive explosion blasted rock and ash
miles into the sky. Some of these Cascade eruptions were so incredible, that ash fell around the world. So much 'stuff' was
blasted skyward that the land surface over a hundred square miles collapsed into the empty chamber creating a huge hole - a
caldera - Crater Lake sits like a small puddle wiithin a huge caldera.
------The process continues today. Our lives are so short, relative to the history of the events we relate, that the geologic quiet
we see around us belies the violence of living on a plate boundary. The sea floor continues to thrust under the continent.
More than a thousand earthquakes are detected each year in Washington and Oregon - maybe ten are felt. Some of the fault
zzones along the boundary are thought to be 'locked,' thus storing massive energy that could be released at any moment.
Such a slippage could create a devastating earthquake that would shudder the land surface. They might generate huge
seismic sea waves, tsunamis, that would drown the coastlines under hundreds or thousands of feet of succesive waves of
sea water. There is a geologic timebomb ticking beneath the Northwest.

------The Cascades are an active volcanic belt. Many remember the eruption of Mt. St. Helens. Mt. Ranier, Mt. Hood, Mt.
Baker - all could spring back to volcanic activity.
------The question is not if, but when. An analogy might help: You are a microbe, and your lifespan is a nanosecond. Your life
seems reasonably long, since you know nothing else. You live in a nice quiet environment - on a human chest - but in your
brief lifetime, you feel no motion and have no worries. You are unaware of the living thing beneath your feet - of a heartbeat,
a scratching finger - since you live between those events. Perhaps microbic legends, related by your grandmother, tell of
disastrous events in the past. Probably all will be calm throughout your lifetime, but that human could sneeze or scratch at
any time. The earth is dynamic, and most of us will live "between the heartbeats". Geologic 'legends' overcome the brevity of
our lives and reveal tales of wonder and horror.
Ice
------Robert Frost, in his classic poem, Fire and Ice, concluded that "either will suffice." And so one might decide when
cruising the Columbia and its tributaries.
------At least four times during the last million and a half years (an eyeblink in geologic time), frigid glacial periods engulfed the
northern reaches of our continent with massive ice sheets. The southern areas of Canada and the northern US appeared as
Antarctica does today - buried under miles of ice. During those glacial times, ice sheets would periodically advance and
retreat. Each time, they melted into oblivion for hundreds of thousands of years before reappearing and swelling into
continental glaciers again. Mountain summits far to the south of the ice sheets were crowned with Alpine Glaciers that flowed
down their flanks, only to retreat or disappear during interglacial times. Four times! - During the last moments on the geologic
clock! And it is likely that we are living in an interglacial and they will someday return again.
------Ice carved the Rocky Mountains, up at the headwaters of the Columbia River in British Columbia. The rugged terrain of
Lake Revelstoke and the Arrow Lakes clearly shows the footprints of ice. Washington and Oregon, and most of the Columbia
Basin, were just south of the ice sheets. The proximity to ice is, however, evident to geologic eyes. The weight of an ice sheet
over a mile thick is incredible. Even rock yields to the grinding mass. The pulverized remnants of crushed, milled rock are
deposited under and around the ice as mounds of sand, silt, and cobbles. Most of this debris was simply dumped by the ice,
to be redistributed by water and wind.

Glacial Debris, Tracked by Critters Along the Columbia River

----- The gentle hand of Aeolous, the God of the Winds, distributed some of the glacial outwash. The enormous contrast
between the heat of summer and the frigid air of a glacial winter created tumultuous atmospheric conditions. Sweeping blasts
of air crossed the landscape, lofting silt and sand into incredible sandstorms that smothered the land. The Columbia Basin is
blanketed with deposits of the wind-blown debris of glaciers - loess. In some areas, the loess is more than 200 feet thick. The
loess-rich soils of southeastern Washington are ideal for growing grains, making this region one of the world's major wheatgrowing regions. Today, strong winds still lift loess from farmers fields into sandstorms.

-

Loess Blankets the Lavas Creating Fertile Wheat Land

------Water, however, did most of the job. Sediment-laden meltwater poured through and off the Ice Sheets every summer,
and the Ancestral Columbia River was there to catch and carry the debris across the Northwest to the sea. This was not an
easy route, however, since a tongue of ice blocked the Columbia near present-day Grand Coulee dam and made an ice dam
3,000 feet thick. Glacial Lake Columbia, thousands of feet deep, backed up as far as Idaho. Much of the glacial debris settled
to the bottom of the lake water. The natural spillway formed a large canyon, the Grand Coulee, complete with huge waterfalls
at its head.
------Of even greater significance was the lobe of ice that dammed the Clark Fork River near the Idaho-Montana border. This
ice dam formed a glacial lake, Lake Missoula. The lake was 2,000 feet deep at the dam and held the volume of today's Lake
Michigan. The lake had no spillway. It kept filling until the dammed water floated the ice dam, instantly shattering it. Within a
few days, the lake drained, creating the largest and most catastrophic flood ever detected by geologists. The flood released
more than ten times the combined flow of all the rivers of the world. A wall of water hundreds of feet high raced down the
Spokane and Columbia Valleys faster than 50 mph. The shock wave from the approaching wall of water deafened any
doomed animal in its path. The huge flood carved and moulded the topography, scouring coulees and isolating buttes. Racing
over the land, it created huge water falls, now dry, and giant ripple marks. Then, receding, it plastered the landscape with
sediment. This scenario happened not once, but at least seventy times, over a period of 2,600 years. The last flood was just
over 12,000 years ago. The result is a remarkable region, scoured by incredible floods - the Channeled Scablands.
------This is a landscape buried by huge sheets of red-hot lava, inundated by mega-floods, and quivering from plate collision.
A massive earthquake, huge tsunami, or devastating volcanic eruption could occur at any moment. This is truly an exciting
place to live or visit.

An Exciting Place
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TSUNAMI
-----As a geologist, I must make some comments about tsunami, after
the events of December 2004.

-----We are all horrified by the events of December 2004 in the Indian Ocean. We naturally, as people who travel on water
and many of us living and using coastal waters, wonder if it could happen here. The geological answer is YES! And, not only
could happen, but has happened many times in the geologic past along the Atlantic, Pacific and Gulf coasts. They are rare
along any one shore, in spans of human lifetimes, but possible.
-----The seism in Aceh was caused by slippage along the margin of the Indian Plate. Along the California coast, the Pacific
plate is grinding northwesterly beside the western edge of the America's plate, which itself is moving westerly about as fast as
your fingernail is growing. The San Andreas is the most obvious of these major faults, side-slipping along the plate
boundaries. Ordinarily, side-slipping (or lateral) faults rarely generate tsunamis, although they are famous for major temblors.
Could a major quake in CA generate a tsunami? Definitely, and most likely from the subsea "landslides," generated by the
earthquake, creating large oceanic waves.
-----Tsunamis are most often associated with plates that are in head-on collision. The Christmas 2004 quake was generated
by such impacting motion. Along the Oregon/Washington coast, the Juan de Fuca plate is grinding its way easterly, shoving
itself under the westerly moving Americas plate. This is a similar head-on collision between plates. Large tsunamis have
drowned the coastlines of these states in recent geologic time, and small tsunamis in the memories of some boaters who
have grown up on these coasts.
-----Alaska is seismically active and has, in this century suffered a number of tsunamis, the most recent in Lituya Bay where
an earthquake caused the collapse of a mountain into the Bay, generating massive waves.
-----Our (and Canada's) entire Pacific coast could suffer tsunamis generated as far away as Japan -- Hawaii has been nailed
by such events.
-----The East Coast has in recent geologic times had tsunamis hundreds of feet high, with water flooding inland hundreds of
miles across the coastal plain from New York to Florida. These tsunamis were likely generated by earthquakes, and
subsequent landslides, in the Canary and Azore Islands.
-----The Gulf Coast is less likely to suffer tsunami, but earthquakes generated along the island arcs of the Caribbean could
cause a seismic wave.
-----A tsunami travels at hundreds of miles an hour across deep ocean, and may be no more than a foot or two high –
virtually undistinguished from normal ocean waves. But the energy incorporated in that speed is transformed into building a
lofty wave when the tsunami is slowed by friction against the shallowing sea floor as it approaches land. So, a distant

earthquake may, and does, have a devastating effect within a few hours of an earthquake thousands of miles from your
shore. Hence, warning time is reduced and only those areas that have an in-place set of sirens, clearly marked tsunami
escape routes, and an informed populace have a chance to escape the waves.
-----What about us on the coast or on our boats? Be aware, that any major earthquake with a near-shore or submarine
epicenter can generate a tsunami. If you live on a coast, know the best route inland. And, most importantly, three simple bits
of knowledge that might have saved thousands of lives last week:
1. As the seismic sea wave approaches a coast, and builds to lofty heights, the sea will withdraw from the shore! To build the
wave, water flows out from land and in from sea. If you are near the shore or on the beach, and suddenly the water level
begins to drop (obviously not just the normal tide drop), git outa there. Head up hill as fast as your car or feet can carry you.
Many of the victims last week, ran to the shore – in curiosity or to pick up the flopping fish in what had been a bay.

Some even went to secure their boats. Most were swept away by the tsunami.
2. If you are on your boat, say fishing just off shore, and you either hear the alert about a tsunami’s imminent approach or
see the sudden lowering of sea level along the shore, head immediately to deep water. That will be outside the wave-buildup
zone and be safe. Those along the Gulf, and large areas of the Atlantic coast, won’t have this option since shallow water may
extend well offshore down the continental shelf. But, in New England, and most all the west coast, you can in your boat get
into water thousands of feet deep in short order by simply heading seaward at top speed. Some tourists were saved last
week when their fishing trips departed just before the tsunami and they were already in deep water.
3. Tsunamis come in multiples! The first wave is seldom the largest, and there may be significant time (sometimes, hours)
between the arrival of waves. The second and third are usually the largest (by far) and a sequence of waves may be a dozen
or more. Many of the dead last week survived the first wave, ran back to the shore to look for survivors, and were swept
away themselves by the following larger waves.
(01 - 05)
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SAN JUAN ISLANDS
Launch:Bellingham
Comments: Bellingham has good ramps, long-term truck/trailer parking,
fine facilities, and friendly folks.

Jones Island

A TERRANE TALE
---- The rocks in the San Juan Islands are a mess. They look like the scrapings in our galley sink after a three-course meal and that's written by a geologist. However, truth told, they are a fascinating mess - and they are the scrapings off a plate - an
oceanic plate.

Scrapings
--- T Like any good bedtime story, let's begin with once upon a time. Way back in that sea of time, a wonderful story was

being written. However, the first 90 pages of the 100 page tale are missing - ripped out by the capricious hand of erosion. So,
we must begin our tale on page 91, about 450 million years ago. Back then, life was so primitive (clams, trilobites, and such)
that we call that era the Paleozoic, the time of 'old life.' High up on the shoulders of Turtleback Mountain, on Orcas Island,
you can scrape under the forest duff of pine needles and moss and find limestones teeming with fossils - sea shells and
tropical corals.

T

T-

Duff and Paleozoic Fossil from Limestone
-- T What a contrast to the scene around you today - back then, those limestones were forming near the equator, in a shallow
sea studded with coral atolls, under a hot equatorial sun, with beautiful maidens swimming in the warm waters - whoops,
sorry, got carried away - mammals hadn't evolved yet. This idyllic scene of limey banks and sandy shores continued for about
250 million years, give or take a few weeks, and then, like always, the good times came to an end - the yang followed the yin.
--- T If you keep exploring the highlands of Orcas Island, but now poke around under the cedars up on Mount Constitution,

you will discover dark, rounded hunks of rock - lava!

Mt. Constitution
--- T Two hundred million years ago, sands and limes of the shallow sea floor rifted. Molten black blobs of lava heaved out of
the vents onto the ocean floor. Subsea lavas, cooled quickly by cold water, shrink and congeal into pillow-shaped mounds.
These pillow lavas can also be seen on the southwestern shores of San Juan Island. Some of the volcanic outpourings
heaped high enough to become islands, rather like those of the South Pacific today, surrounded by coral beaches … ah, the
strains of a slack-key guitar and the gentle swaying of hula skirts, under a languid blue tropical sky … Anyway, back to the
story. The limestones formerly mined at Roche harbor and near Lime Kiln Point on San Juan Island had their origin during
this time of alternating lavas and shallow seas.

Not a very comfortable Pillow (lava) --- T --- T --- T Roche Harbor Limestone
--- T Yes, the Bard was correct, when he said the whole world is a stage - but he left out an important part - the stage is

moving! Like her human inhabitants, Earth is a restless place. Seething molten rocks lie only a few tens of miles below our
feet. Convecting the interior heat of the earth toward the surface, the magmas below seeth and surge like a cup of hot cereal
starting to boil on the stove. The thin solid crust we live on is broken by all this commotion below, and the pieces get shoved
this way and that. Where the surface breaks, molten iron-rich sub-crustal rock is heaved up into the fractures and hardens as
black basaltic lava. The lighter-colored and lighter-weight crustal blocks are forced aside by the newly-cooled black crust.
Being full of iron minerals and heavy, the black crust sinks lower into the molten stuff below than the light-weight crust. Rain

water pours off the highlands of the high crust and flows into the lowlands underlain by black rocks - thus form the oceans,
underlain by sunken heavy rock, interspersed with continents of lighter crust floating on the sea of dark molten stuff below. All
is in motion - the dark iron-rich oceanic plates and the light granite, sand, and limey continental plates are shoved aside by
the continuing hot surges from below. Geologists call this heaving, shoving crustal mess, Plate Tectonics (tectos - to build).
--- T Well, back to the San Juans. The scenes from the South Pacific - shallow, tropical seas teeming with coral and shell,

interspersed with volcanic outpourings on the sea floor - are moving! -- first northerly from the Equator and then easterly.
Looming on the far-horizon sits the light-weight continental plate of North America, blocking passage. Our continent was
smaller then. Its western margin would be hundreds of miles inland of today's coast. A giant marine dinosaur, basking on the
continent's western shore, would have been somewhere near the location of today's Cascades (those mountains, by the way,
didn't exist back then). Lifting his awkward head, glancing seaward, he would have seen an arc of islands offshore - similar to
today's island arc of Japan. The moving sea floor plate, studded with island arcs and veneered with the effluvia of shells,
sand and lime, was slowly but inexorably moving toward the continent. Finally it crushed against the great mass of North
America. The heavy sea floor shrugged, folded, cracked and slid ponderously below the high-floating continent. The stuff
piggy-backing along on the sea floor plate was scraped unceremoniously off the plate and plastered against the margin of the
continent.

Light green = North American continent
Yellow = Scrapings off the sea floor = San Juan Islands
Red/brown to right = Cascade volcanos
--- T That marine dinosaur's progeny, shaken by earthquakes from the collision, would now laze on the newly accreted land,

with a shoreline many miles to the west of where its ancestor hung out. The continental margin had grown outward. In fact, it
has been doing so through a similar process for hundreds of millions of years. Now, many years later, the Cascades would
have been erupting inland from the new continental margin but that's another geologic tale.
--- T The stuff of the San Juan Islands, then, is the scrapings off a sea floor plate, heaped up along the western edge of North

America. Geologists have mapped six terranes in the San Juans, each terrane a relatively distinct mélange of sea floor stuff,
separated from each other by faults where a later arriving plate would suture itself to the continent. The force of collision was
sometimes severe enough to alter the rock types through heat and pressure (metamorphism). The continental margin was
deformed, bent, and broken by the arrival of a new terrane.

T

-

Joe Studying Tilted Scraped Rocks T T T T T T Rocks Deformed by Accretion
--- T One of the latest arriving plates brought the rocks that comprise the terrane now known as Vancouver Island, and

another brought us the glorious Olympic Peninsula. Oh, and by the way, the sea floor plate (Juan de Fuca Plate), continues
to slide under Oregon, Washington, and British Columbia today. On a scale of 0(low) to 5(high), coastal Washington is a 5 in
probability of hazard from large-scale earthquakes. Tsunami deposits have been mapped well inland along the coasts, some
burying Indian villages, attesting to the power of recent earthquakes.

Note the Red (highest hazard) Surrounding Western Washington
--- T The story isn't over yet. The last part of the tale is one of ice. Beginning about 2 million years ago, earth markedly

cooled. More winter snow fell on the continental interior than could melt in the summer. The weight of accumulating snow
altered snow into ice. The mound of ice grew to great heights (over a mile high) and soon oozed outward in all directions
under the force of its own gravity. The mound coalesced with other accumulating ice piles, and soon glaciers of continental
proportion covered most of the northern portion of North America.
--- T Here, in the Paific Northwest, ice flowed down from the mountainous continental margin and merged with the continental

ice sheets. Almost all the rock along the continental margin of Washington, British Columbia, and Alaska was shaped, ground,
molded and or moved by glacial ice. Soft material was scraped away and dumped; resistent hard rock was scoured,
scratched, shaped and often worn away. The result was a new landscape -- with deep fjords, serrated mountains, and broad
valleys.

A Granite Boulder Carried by the Ice Sheet, Hundreds of Miles, and Dropped on Jones Island
--- T Liquid water was also a major actor in changing the scenary of the Northwest. Earth has a finite amount of water, and

like any home budget, if one overdrafts one portion, another part must necessarily shrink. So it is with water. Put too much
into ice, and sea level must fall. During these past few million years, in times of glacial advance, so much water was heaped
on the continents and piled into ice shelves along continental margins, that sea level fell hundreds of feet. During many times
of glacial advance, the islands of the Northwest weren't islands - they were coastal valleys and ridges open to the assault of
moving continental ice sheets.

Anchored in a Former Stream Valley
--- T Now, during an interglacial time of global warmth, sea level is high. We cruise through straits and channels that
yesterday, geologically speaking, were valleys. Today's islands are the former highland ridges.
--- T Water continues to modify the landscape. Rain water seeps into rock, loosening fragments, and washing them down to

form the gravel and sand of beaches where waves mill the pebbles to powder.

A Great Variety of Pebbles, Rounded by the Sea
--- T Storm waves tear at the margins of the islands, gradually reducing them to reefs and islets.

--Sucia Shore, Wave-Cut
--- T Salt is also active in erosion. Sea water permeates coastal rocks. At low tide, or between ocean storms, the seawater or

spray dries leaving behind crystals of pure salt in the rock pores. Repeated countless times, the salt crystals grow larger in
the confined spaces or fractures of the rock. Beware of the power of a growing salt crystal! With a force rivaling that of a
hydraulic machine, the growing salt crystal presses on the walls of the crack or pore and ruptures tiny fragment off the rock.

Salt Erosion
--- T Through time, the shoreline rocks are fragmented and destroyed. The pebbles, sand and clay that rim the islands are the
remnants left by water erosion and crystal destruction.

Slowly the Islands Disappear, Ground Away by Weathering
--- T It has only been about 14,000 years since the last ice left the islands, and remnants cling to the high mountain valleys

and still reach tidewater in Alaska. As Nevadans we understand odds, and odds are the ice will return again in the geologic

future.
--- T But, in the meantime, we have the islands of the Pacific Northwest - treasures for cruisers. They are the remnants

scraped off a sea floor plate, heaped up against the edge of a continent, scoured by ice and water and now loved by millions.

Prevost Harbor
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LAKE YELLOWSTONE
CRUISING IN A VOLCANO
CLaunch: Bridge Bay Marina, at the north end of the lake. A modern
multilane ramp with excellent docks are available.
CNearby campsites: Camp at Bridge Bay campground, a short walk from
the marina.
CComments: Easy to get a slip with electricity and water that gives
excellent access to the lake and to the roads leading to the special
features of the park. The Lake Hotel and the Lake Lodge (our favorite)
are nearby. Meals and showers are available at Fishing Bridge, a few
miles distant. You must have a park permit, available from the Ranger's
office at the marina, for boating. Fishing is very good (we ate fresh trout
many nights during our month here). And this is wilderness -you will see
very few boats on the lake.

A VOLCANIC CRUISE
CWant to take a hot trip on your boat? Perhaps you would like to cruise on a lake that overlies one of the largest terrestrial
volcanos known to geologists? This is a cruise on top of the world's largest hydrothermal area? Former eruptions of this
volcano blanketed the continent under many feet of ash and blasted a hole in the crust tens of miles in diameter. How about
a cruise through Yellowstone National Park?

The Stage
CYellowstone National Park is not just the nation's first national park, established back in 1892. It is the largest high-altitude
lake in North America, and a huge outdoor geological laboratory. The lake is twenty miles north to south and 14 miles east to
west, with three extensive arms and the West Thumb, a large elliptical bay on the south end. There are 136 square miles of
surface area and 110 miles of shoreline. The average depth is 140 feet and the maximum depth is over 300 feet. The lake is
cold and few dare to swim.
CThe National Park System has restricions on motor boating activity on the lake, either to preserve the wilderness nature of
the lake or to protect wildlife. Some waterfront areas are closed and boaters may only use specified dock areas. There are
sometimes temporary closures during nesting seasons or spawning times, and these locations and dates are available at the
marina office. The southern ends of the three arms of the lake are reserved for paddlecraft. There are also portions of the
arms restricted to speeds less than 5 mph. These areas are posted by bouys. Motorized boats are also required to stay a
quarter mile offshore in these slow speed zones unless they are landing ashore, and then a direct shore approach is
permitted.

CBoaters intending to cruise Yellowstone Lake are required to register their craft with the park and place a sticker on the side
near the stern. This sticker is also valid at Jackson Lake in the Tetons.
CThe launch ramp and docks at Bridge Bay Marina are excellent. Boaters are permitted to sleep overnight at the marina and
at permitted docks and anchorages on the lake with a Backcountry Permit, which can be reserved in advance for a fee or, if
sites are available two days in advance, may be acquired at the ranger's office for free.You can also pick up a fishing permit
from the rangers. Fishing is good for Lake Trout, which are an exotic to the lake and must be kept or killed. Cutthroat Trout
are declining in numbers and are catch and release.
CStorms can arrive suddenly and afternoons are often breezy from the southwest in the summer. Weather predictions are
available for the park on VHF Ch. 5.

Lake Geology
C Two-thirds of Earth's history is recorded here, but almost 90% of the park surface is covered by volcanic rocks that are so
recent that most were deposited in the last 5% of Earth history. The last lava flow in the park erupted only about 70,000 years
ago. Tens of thousands of geysers, hot springs, and mudpots steam away. Large bulges, active fault zones, explosion craters
and hot springs underlie the lake. And you can cruise your boat through this cauldron of geologic activity.
C Footprints of a huge glacier, thousands of feet thick, also track across the region. So if hot stuff doesn't pique your
geological curiosity, there are plenty of other geological 'trails' to follow with your mind and eyes.

C

Active Hot Spring, Under the Lake - Not a Spot to Anchor; An Exploded Bay? Good Grief!

A Hot Spot

Iceland, Azores, Kilamanjaro, or El?
CHot spots mean different things to different people --but to (most) geologists it only means one thing -- a superhot area of
the mantle that drives a plume of molten rock upwards against and through the thin crust on which we live. The hot plume
bulges the crust and/or ruptures it creating volcanic activity for those of us who live on the crust.

CThese are not uncommon as there are approximately 40 active hotspots on Earth today, nearly all of them in oceans. One
lies beneath the Big Island of Hawaii. An interesting feature of hot spots is that the superheated area of the mantle remains
relatively stationary, but the rigid crust above is usually being moved by convecting thermal currents in the underlying mantle.
Thus, as the moving crust slides over the anchored heat source in the mantle, the hot spot appears to move! Hot spots leave
tracks -- volcanic centers, now dormant, that have now slid off the hot mantle plume. The islands of Hawaii lie on a northwestsoutheast line, with the active volcanos at the southeastern end, on the Big Island. Each island was formed over the hot spot,
but has moved nor'west and volcanically died as it left the hot spot. There is even a great real estate bargain in Hawaii
because of this -- the Big Island is sliding off the hot spot and a new island is forming to the southeast. It is still below sea
level, but is rapidly building a volcanic pile and will soon (well, in a few million years for sure) break the surface, and you are
among the first to know and buy up what will surely be valuable real estate!

El and grandkids Sarah and Kate Studying Hot Spot Locations on a Revolving Globe
CYellowstone is over such a hot spot, and, like Hawaii, has left a 'track' of it's former activity. Sixteen and a half million years
ago, 'Yellowstone' was in northern Nevada on the Oregon border. Perhaps, the hot spot there was initiated by a meteor
impact that has left a weakened spot in the crust, allowing the flow of heat upward against the crust
C For the next 14 million years or so, Idaho claimed 'Yellowstone' as that part of the crust moved over the hot spot. (Leaving
the volcanic area known as the Snake River Plain and the National Park area, Craters of the Moon). Only for the past 2.2
million years, give or take a few Mondays, has Wyoming been able to claim this tourist attraction.

CtIf the North American plate continues its westward slide of about an inch a year, Canada will be able to claim the hot spot
in about twenty million years.
C The crust on which we live is, on average, about twenty miles thick beneath continents, and perhaps twice as thick under
uplifted mountainous areas. It is thin under oceans; on average about five miles thick. It is proportionally thinner than the skin
of the apple related to the underlying white 'meat.' But, here in Yellowstone, molten rock exists below your feet a distance that
is probably less than that from your house to your local grocery store - less than two miles. When you visit the park, you are
truly skating on thin ice. And, if on a boat on Lake Yellowstone, molten rock is probably closer to your hull, as you leave
Bridge Bay, than the distance to the Lake Hotel.

Eruption!
CThe mass of heat surging upward against the crust has resulted in chaos on the surface. In short, millions of tons of molten
rock and gas exploded upward blasting ash, molten rock and gas as high as the stratosphere and spread over huge areas of
the earth's surface. So much ash filled the sky that sunlight couldn't reach the surface and many years following the eruption
were encased in winter. The blast threw out such a volume of rock, that a huge void was left in the crust -- what surface was
left collapsed into a huge, roughly circular, pit, called by geologists a caldera. Lavas surged up through the bounding fractures
of the caldera and flooded into the pit. Pyroclastic (fire-broken) rock debris was scattered over tens of thousands of miles
downwind. Red-hot clouds of pulverized rock and ash poured over the countryside from the initial blast and later explosions
along fractures in the caldera -- these are the nueés ardente (fiery clouds) that vaporize everything in their path -- trees,
animals, birds, ponds -- all disappeared in puffs of steam and ash.

C
Caldera Diagram and Outline of Most Recent Calderas (Blue is Yellowstone Lake)
CThree times the geologic horror was repeated in Yellowstone. The first eruption, 2.1 million years ago, was perhaps the
largest explosive event preserved in the geologic record of Earth. It was 6,000 times the eruptive force of Mt. St. Helens. An
analogy has been suggested by geologist, Hank Heasler. "Most of us have written a check for $1,000. If you write a check for
6,000 times that amount, it would be for 6 million dollars. Unlikely many of us have ever done that."

CThere is a small town in Nebraska named Ashfall. 640,000 years ago it was a verdant peaceful grassland with grazing
camels, small horses, rhinos, elephants and sabre-toothed deer. Then, on an otherwise quiet day, the sun went out. A
gigantic cloud of ash covered the sky and the land. Eight feet of ash buried the landscape and suffocated the animals. It
wasn't until the 1970's that geologic detectives traced the origin of the volcanic ash to a caldera eruption in Yellowstone.
CAsh falls have buried forest numerous times in the past - at least 27 times - so today Yellowstone has over forty square
miles of petrified forest - more standing petrified trees than anywhere else on Earth - and they represent over 200 species!
Some of the species are subtropical attesting to periods of climate warming in the geologic past.

Nebraska, 640,00 years ago
CThe average time between eruptions is about 600,000 years, suggesting that another event could occur at any time. The
area is monitored by the US Geological Survey and others to determine if there are any precursor warnings. One interesting
study has revealed two resurgent domes (large bulges) in Yellowstone's crust raising the land as much as three feet since the
1990's. Like the lungs of a sleeping dragon, Yellowstone Caldera rose from 1923 to 1985. Then, from 1985 to 1995 it slightly
dropped. However, from 1995 to 2001, the caldera again rose, accompanied by swarms of earthquakes.

The current 'Bulge'
The Dark Outline is the Caldera Margin, The Large White Area Right of Center is Lake Yellowstone; Each Color Ring is an
Uplift of 1 inch (InSAR Radar Image)
CThe eastern edge of the uplift intersects the Yellowstone River at LeHardy. Early explorers described this stretch of river as
"fast and smooth." Now there are rapids, where the edge of doming has rifted beneath the river and uplifted the upstream
side. This higher side is the natural control of the level of Yellowstone Lake.

LeHardy Rapids

CThe shoreline of a lake is a horizontal surface. As lake levels rise and fall, new shorelines develop and a history of the rise
and fall of water levels is printed on the landscape. At Yellowstone, the 'breathing of the sleeping dragon' has periodically
raised and lowered the outlet river from the lake causing a rise and fall of lake level -- this record of the deep inhales and
exhales is recorded as raised shorelines revealing times of bulging crust and submerged shorelines recording 'exhales.'

C
North Shore (From USGS Pub 1717) - Arcuate Ridges are Raised Shorelines (Caldera Bulges); Two Raised Shorelines Seen
From the Lake

Submerged Shoreline (Now the Home of a Lake Trout)
CAnother ongoing study has been concentrating on earthquakes. Yellowstone is one of the most seismically active areas in
the US, but they vary greatly in frequency and intensity. Precise measurements have been made through most of the years
since the 1970's. The variation seems to be related to the movement of magma, or hydrothermal fluids at depth. Note in the
graph below the line indicating the swelling and deflating of the caldera, and the timing of earthquakes related to this
'breathing.'

(USGS Prof Paper 1717)
CHayden, one of the early government surveyors, aptly called his camp at Yellowstone Lake, 'Earthquake Camp.' And the
earthquakes continue to this day. Last year there were 1,283 earthquakes in Yellowstone. There were 450 recorded seisms
this June at the 25 seismic stations in the park.

CIn August, 1959 my college roommate was doing geologic mapping in the Park. On the 17th, at 11:37pm, a 7.8 magnitude
'quake violently shook him awake in his tent. To his west, half a 7,600 foot mountain ripped apart, sending 44 million cubic
yards of rock at 174 miles an hour through a campground. Within moments, at least 28 people had died. Will there be more
large magnitude 'quakes? -- yes, it is a geologic certainty. When? With today's technology, impossible to predict.

Location of Some Quakes and Magnitudes
CWill we be able to predict a major eruption in time to warn Park visitors and those living downwind from Yellowstone? Yes,
in all probability bulging, seismicity, and changes in heat flow at the surface would give a warning before a large event. GPS
stations and satellite images are also being used to keep an eye on the volcano. Forty thermal areas are temperature
monitored. Today there is "no evidence of really unusual events," says USGS geologist Lisa Morgan, an active researcher of
the Lake.
CHowever, smaller explosions or new geysers or thermal areas are difficult to predict and have injured and killed park
visitors, so stay on the trails and obey the warning signs.

Basic Rock Types
CThe rock types in Yellowstone are very complex -- there are light-colored rocks and dark- colored rocks. Tough, eh? The
light-colored rocks are mostly erupted from explosive volcanos. For those who like to learn names (maybe to impress your
teen-age kids, who know everything), call them rhyolite. The dark rocks are generally more unusual and are usually from
oozing lava flows emerging from fractures (they look like Hawaiian rock) -- basalt.

C
Rhyolite Ash and Blast-fragmented Rhyolite (Promontory Point)

Geologist Critter Studying Basalt
COh, one can make a distinction of the stuff deposited by hot springs and geysers -- here again, basically two types. One will
bubble with very little dilute hydrochloric acid and is full of lime (once dissolved in the water of the spring) -- these springs
deposit travertine, which is basically light-colored (although often 'stained' by colorful bacteria or minerals).
CThe second type of spring deposit is found at acid springs, where the acidity has destroyed anything limey and all that's left
is silica. This material precipitated around the margin of the spring (usually a mudpot) has a delightful name -- siliceous sinter.
It is often very light-colored or tan (but may also be stained by life or minerals)

C
Soda Butte, a Travertine Spring

A Siliceous Mud PotA

Thermal Features
CYellowstone is literally a geologic hotbed. The heat below the park, concentrated by the active hot spot, heats groundwater
to superheated temperatures. What happens next depends on the plumbing of the overlying rock. If there are open fractures
to the surface, hot water or steam can readily escape as hot springs. The heat is released and the cooled water runs off or

seeps back into the ground. Dissolved minerals readily precipitate around the springs as mounds, layers, or terraces. These
are often colorful from the varied chemistry of the minerals in the deposits and from bacteria and algae living in the water.

CIf a spring is rich in sulfur, sulfide-reducing bacteria thrive, using the sulfur as an energy source. Their waste is rich with
sulfuric acid, which dissolves much of the limey rock of the hot spring leaving insoluble fine silica as mud. These springs are
Yellowstone's famous mudpots. Hold your nose -- the sulfurous gases literally stink like rotten eggs.

CIf the plumbing has a restriction, preventing a steady flow of water to the surface, the water trapped below may flash into
steam. When this happens the increased steam pressure lifts any overlying water in the fracture or orifice violently to the
surface as a geyser. Such occurrences may take place regularly, as with Old Faithful, or at variable and often unpredictable
times.

C

CWhen there is little water in the plumbing, but an open vent, there may be a steam vent. These are often noisy and
reminded early explorers of the sound of steamboats.

C
Steamboat Point

Cruising on a Hot Spot
CMost lakes just sit there. I know, sometimes they get gnarly with wind and waves, but that's surface weather and often can
be predicted.

A Windy Day on Lake Yellowstone
CYellowstone Lake is anything but passive. Certainly, when you're a land lubber driving the roads, bordering the lake, the
lake often seems peaceful and benign. Even those boating on the lake, with no knowledge of what is seething beneath their
hull, usually find cruising here a gentle experience.

A Calm, Ordinary, Beautiful Lake Yellowstone
CDon't be deceived. The lake can get the usual wind/waves from storms, but here there is a geological threat hidden below
the surface. In an instant, you, your boat, and your world could disappear in a huge wave or a flash of steam. After all, you
are cruising inside one of the largest volcanos on Earth. Beneath the passive beauty lies a massive threat!

C
Sorta like those big, fat, slow-moving bison, or a friendly, huggable, hairy ol' grizzly bear. Uh huh! "Test Me", They say

Cruising the Northwestern Lake
COK. Hop in your boat and let's go for that hot cruise. We'll begin at Bridge Bay Marina, up in the northwest corner of the
lake. The US Geological Survey, National Park Service, and many Universities and private organizations have been studying
the lake bottom extensively since 1999, and the information that follows is largely from these agencies and the US Geological

Survey Prof. Pub 1717.

C
The Park Service Research Boat, and the Submersible
CRemember Bob Ballard and the remarkable pictures of the Titanic taken by his submersible vehicle in the North Atlantic?
Well, here is an even more sophisticated, remotely operated submersible being used to collect solid samples, vent fluids,
temperatures, chemistry, and photographically document the floor of the lake. It can also capture samples of sediment and
living specimens from the floor of Yellowstone Lake (new species, first time ever seen by man, have been collected by this
apparatus). Active research projects studying Yellowstone Lake have been funded and published for years. The results are
not only scientifically exciting but also give insight into the risk of future eruptions from the caldera.
CYou can read and see photos of their work on the Internet or Park Visitor Centers. We will reproduce some of those here.
Using these studies as guides, we cruised the lake looking for the features they have described, with our depth sounder. You
can do the same, and it makes for an exciting cruise over the volcano. Let's begin in the northern lake. Leave Bridge Bay and
cruise a little north and easterly.

Bridge Bay to the Left. Note the Hydrothermal Spires

These are probably Hydrothermal Spires Rising from the Lake Bed 7-10 Feet. Fish Seem to Like the Warm Water.

An Underwater Photo of a Spire
C Samples taken from a spire, indicated that it was formed by filamentous bacteria and diatoms which were later hardened by
amorphous silica. And that's what holds the spire together. They have been dated by the US Geological Survey at over
11,000 years old, so formed just after the last glaciers left Yellowstone.

CThe entrance to Bridge Bay Marina is on the bottom left. Lake Village is where the large yellow Lake Hotel is located, and is
clearly visible from most places on the northern lake. Note the area referred to as 'graben.' This is a term used by geologists
to describe downdropped block of crust. Grabens usually occur in an area where the crust is being bulged and stretched, so
the surface is being pulled apart and blocks drop down in the area of tension. The thermal bulging that has and is taking
place within the northern part of the Yellowstone caldera (and, therefore, the northern part of the lake) would stretch the crust
and likely result in grabens. Here is what a graben looks like on Halcyon's depth sounder:

Note the Depths Drop from 15 feet to 55. The 'Ledge' on the Right Side of the Graben may be a Debris Slide

Another View of the Graben. Note Depths - On Land This Would be Visually Striking.
CNote on the map above that a route straight south from the "a" in Village would take your boat over a 'tributary' graben and
then over the main downdropped block. Here is the sounder picture of our route south from the "a."

Across the Graben

Cruising the Northeastern Lake

The Craters and Inflated Plain of the Northeast
CPerhaps the most interesting (and potentially most dangerous) features in the northern lake are hydrothermal craters, such
as Elliott's Crater. This crater exploded about 6 to 8 thousand years ago. The oldest hydrothermal explosion events started
with the Mary Bay explosion at 13.8 thousand years ago. Elliott's Crater, and the complex of craters in Mary Bay, constitute
the largest hydrothermal explosion craters yet documented on Earth. The nature of the crater topography suggest that the
large initial explosive event was followed by a period of smaller explosions, probably within a few hundred years of the initial
event.

A Seismic Reflection Profile Across Elliott's Crater (From USGS Prof Paper 1717) (Lacustrine Sediments are Sands and Muds
Deposited in the Lake)
CIt is theorized by USGS geologists that a large earthquake, and resulting tsunamis, may have significantly altered the water
level of the lake. This lowered the weight of water over what may have been a sealed hydrothermal system. This release in
pressure may have been a trigger mechanism, much like uncorking a warm shaken soda -- causing an explosion of steam
and superheated gases.

Elliott's Crater - This is Perhaps the Most Exciting Sounder Reading Yet Made on Halcyon - The Signature of Perhaps the
Largest Hydrothermal Explosion on Earth, And Still Active

C
Explosion Craters and Hydrothermal Vents in Mary's Bay

C

Mary's Bay Features - WOW!
CAlso notice the area on the map marked 'inflated plain.' This is a bulge that rises 100 feet from the lake floor, stretches the
length of seven football fields, and has the potential to explode at any time. Lisa Morgan, a USGS geologist, is concerned that
this bulge could be similar to the nearby Mary Bay and Elliott's Crater explosive features, prior to their eruption. If the "lid on
the pressure cooker ruptured, a hydrothermal explosion might release pent-up pressure; in this case, letting loose 10-foot-tall
waves, raining chunks of pulverized rock on land, and injecting a plume of steam and poisonous gases through the water. If
the entire dome exploded, the explosion could carve an underwater crater stretching up to 2,300 feet across."

Topography Across the Inflated Plain (USGS)

Cruising the Caldera Rim
CLet's travel to the south and explore the caldera rim as it cuts across Frank Island. By the way, notice the location of Eagle
Bay, part of the mainland to the southwest of Frank Island. This is one of our favorite anchorages on the lake (requires a
back country permit from the Park Service).

C
The Dashed Red Line is the Rim of the Caldera. It Crosses Southern Frank Island. Note the Explosion Crater

The Caldera Rim Off Frank Island - Possible Hydrothermal Vents to Right

The Bounding Fractures of the Caldera - West Side of Frank Island

The Explosion Crater at the South End of Frank Island

Cruising the West Thumb

COne hundred forty thousand years ago, plus or minus a day or two, another violent explosion tore a hole in Lake
Yellowstone. Tens of thousands of tons of rock, trees, and scattered remnants of life were blasted into the sky and the
elliptical West Thumb caldera collapsed. The outline of the caldera is roughly the outline of the Bay, and about the size of
Crater Lake in Oregon.

CAfter this volcanic eruption and collapse, explosive volcanism continued and rhyolitic lavas were extruded on the collapse
margin, as recently as 70,000 years ago. The Yellowstone Caldera has been 'heavy breathing,' inflating and deflating, through
time. Evidence of a period of 'inhale' and bulging are shorelines, now submerged, during it's current 'exhale'.
CMore recently, several hydrothermal explosions occurred adjacent to the West Thumb Geyser Basin along the western
margin of the West Thumb Caldera. One resulted in today's Duck Lake, occupying the resulting crater, and the other is under
the water of the lake (noted as explosion crater above). As one cruises from north to south adjacent to the Geyser Area you
pass directly over the crater.

The Explosion Crater in West Thumb on our Depth Sounder
CDozens of uplifted sediment domes, breached by fluids or gases, are to be found on the lake bottom of West Thumb. Some,

in shallow water, can be located by streams of bubbles coming to the surface.

C

C

CThey are a constant reminder that this is one of the most active areas of emergent hot springs in Yellowstone. Perhaps, if
lake levels were to drop, some would be geysers. And others, like the 'inflated plain,' might explode if the 'weight' of lake
water was reduced.C
CThere are lava flows and beds of pyroclastic ('fire-broken') debris on many of the prominent points around the lake. Most of
these appear to have been emplaced on the land surface or intruded between layers of ash fall, in the shallow subsurface.
The few that have been dated, using Argon 40-39 techniques, are about 140-144 thousand years ago.

Fire and Ice
CA tip of the hat, to one of our favorite poets, Robert Frost - "Fire or ice, either will suffice." One of the latest dramatic
geologic events in Yellowstone has been periods of glaciation. The latest episode began about 70,000 years ago and finally
melted away about 13,000 to 14,000 years ago. It began during a cold climatic cycle when more snow fell on Yellowstone in
the winters than melted in the summers. Slowly the pile of accumulating snow turned into ice until there was a massive ice
cap over the park -- perhaps more than 4,000 feet thick! Imagine it -- with the lake surface at 7,733 feet today and a mound of
thousands of feet of slowly moving, deeply crevassed ice above. If you had the ability, as some birds then did, to fly over
Yellowstone you would be gazing down on a region that appeared similar to central Greenland today. Even the summit of Mt.
Washburn shows signs of glaciation.

C Actually, ice periodically covered Yellowstone over the past two million years. A glacial deposit near Tower Falls dates back
1.3 million years - a geologic rarity since later glacial periods usually erase evidence from earlier periods of glaciation.
C Ironically, the hot spot was part of the cause of the extensive glaciation -- it bowed up the land high enough to increase
glaciation in this region. The Yellowstone Glaciers were apparently localized by this upbowed highland and were not part of
the great continental ice sheets that covered much of northern North America.

C
The Return of the Ice Age? Our 'fleet' on September 1st, 2008; Bill at Eagle Bay
C The pile of glacial ice began to flow outward under the pressure of its own weight. It scoured former river valleys into deep
sharp-sided troughs, stripped soil off the land surface, and weighed down the crust. In the last phase of glaciation, only
tongues of ice would have remained, sliding down from highlands through valleys, surrounded by slowly emerging land.
These tongues modified what little rock debris remained -- seen today as hummocky hills and sinuous heaps of gravel and
sand. Huge boulders, ripped from underlying rock by the ice, some transported within the ice and within floating icebergs, and
some by roaring meltwater streams, lie scattered about the park and along the shores of the lake.

C
Lamar Valley and Hayden Valley - Tracks of the Ice Age

CWe have traveled in Iceland, and seen the effects of volcanic activity beneath glacial ice. During eruptive phases, huge
lakes of water form beneath the glaciers, only to break free into massive floods that roar across the land surrounding the ice - lahars, the Icelanders call the floods that periodically destroy highways, farms, and lives. One can only imagine the lahars
that must have devastated Yellowstone during times when fire and ice struggled for supremacy.

Yellowstone - A Wondrous Place and Marvelous Cruise
CA cruise in America's oldest National Parks, through great scenery and amazing volcanic/hydrothermal sights is truly one of
the finest and most unique cruises in North America. On days of wind, when the lake is riled up, imagine the plethora of
activities on shore -- animals to view, geysers to impress, hot springs and mud pots to enjoy. Truly a gem!

El, Enjoying the Lake From Steamboat Point
C(08-08)
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BIGHORN CANYON
Launch: Barry's Landing, in Montana, on the western side of the
canyon, about in the middle of the gorge. Launching here gives
access, in either direction, to each half of the canyon.

Nearby campsites: There is a nice federal campsite near Barry's
Landing and Black Canyon Boat-in Campground has sites, tables and
floating vault restrooms.

Comments: This wild and scenic canyon of the Bighorn River is
divided between Montana and Wyoming. For 55 miles the river has
sliced a deep gorge through resistant limestone beds. Following
construction of Yellowtail Dam, a 71 mile lake backed up through the
canyon. Bighorn Canyon National Recreation Area was created in
1966 to manage and protect this magnificent national treasure. For
those who enjoy boating surrounded by wilderness beauty, this is a
fine experience.

Bighorn Canyon
The Launch Area
----There is a steep grade down to the ramp at Barry's Landing. Some folks backed their trailer and boat down all the way.
We found we could turn at the bottom of the grade and then back into the water. There are a few docks beside the ramp.

-----

--

--

Barry's Landing Launch Ramp and Access Road
Bighorn Sheep
----We had just completed launching into Bighorn Lake when El spotted movement among the rocks on the opposite shore.
"Look! There are the Bighorns!"
----And sure enough, there they were - in Bighorn Canyon!

--Thirsty Bighorn
--------We watched them for a long time, amazed at their dexterity jumping between steeply pitched rock ledges. Young ones
seemed as adept as their parents.

---

---

-------For many years, the bighorn had disappeared from the canyon. The last bighorn sheep was seen in this region in the
1800's. Then, Montana and Wyoming Fish and Game reintroduced bighorns to the area in the 1970's. Descendants of those
sheep migrated into the canyon. The population today is estimated between 150 to 200.
Choices
-----"You to the left and I to the right, for the ways of men must sever. And it well may be for a day and a night, and it well
may be forever." - Hovey
From the launch ramp, a turn one way and you will be in Wyoming and a turn in the opposite direction and you will soon be in
Montana - and the canyon looks much the same either way - silent, towering, beautiful.

Geology
----One is surrounded (enclosed?) and perhaps a bit overwhelmed by geology when cruising this deep cut through the crust.
Your cruise will be more interesting, perhaps, with a little understanding of the stories whispered from those canyon walls.
----Exposed in the walls are layers of rock deposited in, or along the shores, of an ancient shallow sea that flooded over the
continent from about 500 million years ago until about 250 million years ago. The carbonate walls, interbedded with some
shale and sandstone, contain many shells left behind by marine animals. In some places the walls tower over 2,000 feet
above the river.

----About 70 million years ago continental collisions to the west exerted pressure on the crust and forced up the Bighorn
Mountains. Large volumes of sediment eroded off the Uplift to be deposited in surrounding basins. These may be seen today
as one leaves the canyon to the south in Wyoming as tilted red shales and light-colored sandstones.

Detritus from an Ancient Mountain Range
----And those caves and overhangs along the canyon walls? What secrets do they hold?

--Ancient Homes for Ice Age Megafauna
----Many of the shelters have been there since before the last Ice Age. Back in the cold times, megafauna lived in the the
Bighorn country - and they hung out in those caves for shelter. Paleontologists have extracted bones from those caves. And,
those big fellas left some large piles of excrement. Geologists call these fossil dung heaps coprolites. (How's that for a nice
name to use next time you hit your finger?) Some even study them under microscopes to identify the pollen in the coprolite.
Great way to figure out what the extinct old-timers had for lunch (and, coincidently, what vegetation types existed in the
environment in those early post-glacial times).
A Splash of Color

"On The Road Again"
----Each cruise is a chapter of life. Each short story shares the discovery of beginning, familiarity with experience, and the
satisfaction of a happy ending. At the completion of our cruise in Bighorn Canyon, Halcyon (and her occupants) was on the
road heading nor'easterly to the next chapter.

----But this time we had some company at the beginning of the trail. We were in the Pryor Wild Horse Refuge and sure
enough - there they were - we were heading down the road together.

-----WWe have fond memories of the mustang, Liberty Lady, our daughter rode and grew up with in Nevada. That little horse
could outwalk any thorobred, never wore shoes, and she knew her way through the desert when they took long rides.
(06/10)
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BIGHORN CANYON
Launch: Barry's Landing, MT. This launch puts you into the
river near the middle of the canyons..

Nearby campsites: A campground near Barry's Landing.

Comments: Beautiful blacktop access road, with magnificent
canyon views en route to a mid-canyon ramp and
campground. For 55 miles the river has sliced a deep gorge
through resistant limestone beds. For those who enjoy
boating surrounded by wilderness beauty, this is a fine
experience

Downstream, middle of picture - See them? Tilted Layers!

Bighorn Canyon
INCLINATIONS
----Rock resists change. Pick one up, hold in your hand, and try to bend it. Try to break it in two. Not easy, eh? "The rock is
my foundation," "Solid as a rock" - lots of quotes about the solidity of rock. Yet, we have all seen solid rock twisted, folded,
fractured, and faulted. So, are rocks really not so solid?
----The bending, breaking and moving of rock is a subsection of geology known as Structural Geology. As a college student, I
was fascinated by rock movements. Continuing my education, I went to the University of Wyoming to study the specialty of
structural geology for my master's degree. And here I was, fifty-one years later, looking at structures in the Bighorn Canyon
along the border of Montana and Wyoming.
-CLINES
----Rocks that have an inclination to bend, in response to irresistible forces, assume -cline names from geologists. If they
bend upward into a fold, resembling the letter A, they are called anticlines. Anti- (opposed) -cline (slopes). And then there are
downfolds - Synclines. But here, cruising calmly along through the organized flat-lying stairstep of beds rising in the canyon
walls a thousand feet or more overhead, suddenly downstream, you spy tilted beds. Now, they don't appear to be an upfold,
or a downfold - simply tilted. So steep a tilt they approach vertical. OK? Now what do you call that structure? Well, pretty easy
to remember - a monocline. Mono- (same) -cline (slope).

Wow! Flat beds left and right, and a monocline dead ahead
Why?
-----My favorite question as a kid (used to drive some teachers nuts) and my favorite question to students when I became the
teacher. Answer: We really don't know but here's probably the best guess. When the North American continent was being
pieced together by random bits of leftover crust, still drifting around on the underlying molten mantle, some of the disjunct
terranes were colliding with the western margin of North America and accreting to the continent. These collisions often
resulted in great pressure on the brittle continent - forces were transmitted far inland, and the crust many miles from the
impact zone would crack or buckle. The tilted rocks in the monocline in Bighorn Canyon were perhaps deformed by a distant
collision between our westward drifting continent and a disjunct terrane. Hmmm - think of that a moment - those rocks tilted by
a continental collision from perhaps 70 million years ago when today's Nevada (and bits of surrounding states) 'slammed' into
and docked onto our continent.
(06/10)
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THEODORE
-----My name is Teddy, or at least that's what my friends call me. (My
real name is Theodore Alyosious Bear, but I don't ever use that name). I
am a traveling teddy bear, and my home is in Mrs. Rolfing's classroom in
Rochester, MN.
-----In April, 2005, I was sent by friends who live in the San Juan Islands
of the State of Washington to their friends who were traveling in the
State of Tennessee. They live a different kind of life -- they live on a
boat!
-----

My New Life on a Boat

MY TENNESSEE TALE
----You learn something new every day, or so Mrs. Rolfing says. Well, just like her students, I've been learning LOTS more
than just one thing every day. For instance, I learned, on my first day here in Tennessee, that some folks are nomads. Well,
maybe I'm a nomad, too, with all my traveling, but I DO have a home back in the classroom. Some folks have no house, or at
least not like you might think a house should be. Anyway, these folks I am with have not lived in a house for almost twenty
years. They used to be teachers. Maybe that's what makes them a little different (no offense, Mr. Rolfing). These folks live on
a BOAT!
-----So, when I came to travel with them I discovered that they ONLY travel and that
their travel is on a boat! Now, it's not a very big boat. It is only twenty-two feet long. Not
much longer than some of the cars your parents own. But, they have everything on their
boat. They have a kitchen, where they cook. A bed where they sleep. A nice heater. A
shower with water heated by the sun. And a toilet. Almost everything your house has-they just don't have much space -- and their 'house' floats.
----------The first thing I had to do was find out where I was and where I would be going.
Fortunately, they had a Cruising Guide of the Tennessee River so I could find our route.
It took a lot of reading in the guide, since it talked about anchorages and locks -- it took
even longer for me because I didn't know what an anchorage was and the only lock I
had heard about was for my friend's bike.
-----Tennessee is in the southeastern United States. The eastern side of the state is
wrinkled by the Appalachian Mountains. Here in Tennessee, folks call the mountains The
Great Smoky Mountains, and they are a national park. The Tennessee River begins in
those mountains and flows westerly and northerly into the Ohio River and then into the
Mississippi River. My part of this journey was to travel up the river with my new friends, El and Bill.

Looking At The Smoky Mountains
-----One of my first jobs, was to learn how to steer this boat. Here I am at the steering wheel, but it's a little hard for me to see
where I'm going. Those dials in front of me tell me about the motor, but nothing about my speed like those in your car. The
black boxes on the top show maps and where we are located on the maps. They use satellites to tell where the boat is -something called GPS -- and it's neat, since we always know where we are -- even in a fog, or at night. The boat steers
easily and even I can do it. I'll bet you kids would love to drive it.

-----To make the boat go forward, you push the levers near my right hand forward. The farther you push them, the faster you
go. If you pull them backwards, the boat goes backwards and, again, the farther back the levers the faster it goes backwards.
The boat has two engines, so there are two levers. Easy isn't it?

-----We talk to other boats using our marine radio. The picture below shows me chatting with another boat. That is the
microphone in my right hand. You push a button on the mike to talk, and let go to listen.

-----We also have a very small television and a small regular radio to watch or listen to shows in the evening. But, mostly we
read about where we are going the next day or just read a good book. We are tired at the end of the day, so go to bed very
early and get up at the morning's first light. I like to sit in the cockpit and listen to the birds waking up, calling to each other. I

have seen Eagles, Cardinals, and many Crows. At night, sometimes I hear an Owl.
-----We eat well on board. We have fruit and vegetables many meals, and cook our food on a small stove that burns kerosene
for fuel. The top lid of the stove drops over the stove. It has a fan inside and it blows hot air off the stove to keep our cabin
nice and warm on the cold mornings. The last picture show the sink where I wash the dishes.

-

.

-

-----The pictures below show me in my new everday life as a cruising boater. I love this kind of living. Every night, the boat
rocks like you are in a cradle. It's a great life, but I miss my friends in Mrs. Rolfing's class, so will be heading back home soon.

-

-

I enjoy watching the world go by (above)

---

---

My BIG cousin at the Indian museum; I'm a birdwatcher; And see me kicked back on MY boat?

--

--

Studying some early American history at Tellico Blockhouse. And, I'm looking down their well. Isn't my reflection in the water
neat?

--

--

These are navigationiInstruments: A GPS (that says we're going 5.5 knots. The Black triangle on the screen is on our location
on the river) and a radar, that can see through the night and through fog (That's the radar screen inside and the dome is our
radar receiver on the roof of our cabin)

--

--

That little gizmo can be turned. We are going upstream when the red marker is on the right. We must leave those red
navigation marks in the river on our right, going upstream. If we go on the wrong side, we might hit the bottom in shallow
water.

---On my last day on the river, we went to an Indian museum. That night I used the boat computer to write this story.

-

-

Then I was so tired, I crawled Into my berth and went to sleep (Does your bedroom have a hatch overhead to look outside?
Mine on the boat does, and I can even stand up, open it, and look around)
Goodnight! See you soon!
Teddy
(05/05)
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ONTARIO
Launch: Murphy's Point Provincial Park outside Perth, ONT. Good ramp
with ample nearby long-term parking.
Nearby campsites: At the Provincial Park
Comments: This put-in is about the middle of the Rideau Canal. Most of
the waterway to the north is through farmland and, except for the
excitement of Ottawa, not as scenic as the section to the south of
Murphy's Point where the topography is more dramatic.
National Bird - Common Loon

-----The waterway, with locks managed by Parks Canada, charges a
reasonable fee for locking and an additional fee for tying off overnight
beside the locks (if you wish). They have facilities, picnic tables, and
nice flowers and lawns. There are excellent anchorages, if you prefer.
-----If you are traveling multiple canals, or lengthy cruises on one, it is
more reasonable to buy a season pass that covers all lockage and/or
moorage.

RIDEAU WATERWAY
-----A marvelous canal - the Rideau - wends southerly from Ottawa to Lake Ontario. The British built it to move military forces
between the St. Lawrence and the Great Lakes. This route would be free from American interference. Today, it is a recreation
route operated by Parks Canada and a national treasure.

Rideau Experiences - Tight Passages and Many Locks
-----Traveling south through Ottawa, you step up a dramatic flight of locks. Then, you mosey through well-kept limestone
farmlands. About midway to Lake Ontario, the route meets the tough granite and metamorphics of the Canadian Shield.
These crystalline rocks are among the oldest of the continent. They are the interior remnants of an ancient mountain range

once higher than today's Himalayas. Most of the range has long-since eroded away. The last ground-up leftovers were
scraped off the core of these mountains by glaciers during the Ice Ages. Folks on Long Island live on the mounded residue of
those mountains. As you travel through the roots of the mountains, the topography becomes dramatic.

-----Finally, the canal winds through the lowlands and swamps that border Lake Ontario. There are 47 locks to raise and lower
boats, and 45 are cranked by hand. Even the swing bridges are turned by hand. Traversing this delightful waterway is turning
back the pages of history to a different era.

SARAH'S STORY
-----Big people say a little boat is no place for a kid. Well, let me set you big folks straight. A boat is a floating playpen if you're
real little. If you're bigger, like me, it's a playhouse. No matter your age, a boat is great fun, I think. So, to prove my point, I've
collected a few pictures to show you.
-----My name is Sarah. We went to Grandma's house. It floats, and is called Halcyon. It is my favorite house in the whole
world. My Mom, Sis, and I have, last year, lived with Grandma and Grandpa for more than a month. First, in Florida. Then in
Canada.
-----We three slept in the 'cuddyhole', but I think it was a kid romper room. It even has a skylight, and when I stand up, I can
look all around outside. I wish my room at home had that. I could feel the bed move around at night - I liked that. Sometimes
it rocked - I loved that!

This is sister Katie, in the Romper Room. And this is me, waking up in the morning.

There's so much to do - like swimming. We were always in the water playing. It was great.

And the windows are such fun. Katie and I loved to look outside.

And there's boat stuff, like holding lines in a lock, and cranking it. That's serious. That's fun.

And eating peanut butter and jelly. And a BIG butterscotch Sundae!

And then sleeping with a full tummy.

I love to play 'pretending,' and patty cake with Grandma.

There's quiet time for me and my friends. In the lock, it's time to have a juice break for Katie and me.

We visited a fort and I was a British soldier. Cool, huh? And a real CASTLE. WOW! Where's Repunzel?

----So, that's my story. And here's our house, tied at the castle. I can't wait for the next trip I can share with my grandparents
on Halcyon. See - kids and boats get along great. I want to live on a boat when I grow up.
(8/01)
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YELLOWSTONE (THROUGH A
DOG'S VIEW)

The Author

A DOGS VIEW OF YELLOWSTONE
OR
CLARENCE JR. ON THE HOT SPOT

My story begins in the suitcase
of my friend, Sarah. Little did I know
that my journey was about to begin.

To get to Yellowstone Sarah said
It took 12 hours but I'm sure it was
More like 12,000 hours.

But luckily we had chips to munch on.

When we finally arrived in Yellowstone
it was dark. We had to walk on a dock
to get to the boat. The dock was scary
we were surrounded by water!

When we got in the boat I curled up in my sleeping bag and fell asleep.

We woke up way too early. It was 42º and I
had to put on my sweater. Then I got hot
cocoa and slowly warmed up.

Grandpa let me drive the boat! But
I told him the navigator wasn't working
but he said it was just confusing.

We had the best tuna ever for lunch,
And I even got to stir it.

Next, I got to learn how to tie a cleat,
it was hard!

There are very beautiful views off the dock. Kate even saw a deer!

Grandma even brought Canada Dry,
my favorite drink! I love Grandma!

I have a picture of me and the
captain (Grandpa)!

Kate made me and Ducky
matching ponchos.

When it was too sunny Grandpa
let me borrow some cool sun glasses.

For dinner I had lettuce, the lettuce
was still growing! It was good!

This is amazing! I've never seen anything
like this before! It makes everything
closer!

I love the ranger station, it's full of
big juicy bones. I had to be sneaky so
no one spotted me!

When everyone walked down the
stairs, I slid instead!

The ranger station also had cool
Lifejackets I could try on!

Now I'm an official C-dory Dog
Because I have a C-dory hat.

I got to see a really cool mud pie! It smelled
Like rotten eggs. (It's actually called mud pot).

I saw a volcano thing made out of hot water
Called Old Faithful.

We saw steam water that was called a geyser.
The name of the geyser was Cliff Geyser.

In the morning, me and Ducky played checkers. It
Was a long game, but I won!

After a big day, we saw a beautiful sunset.

My friend, Sarah
(08-08)
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A DUCKY VIEW OF
YELLOWSTONE
-----My buddy is a cute, well-behaved and very smart duck.
He kept me company when we went to Yellowstone last
summer with my grandparents, sister and her friend,
Clarence, Jr. ---------- Kate Soulliere----- -----

The Author and Friend

A DUCKY TIME
We woke up to the sun's call, which is way too early for anyone to be awake, and Kate agreed
with me. But we decided not to ruin it for everybody else so we acted sweet and nice.

Me and Kate using lots of will power

It was a little boring waiting in the car for twenty million hours...

But at least we had snacks along the way!

It seemed like midnight when we got to the boat, and Kate was ready to fall asleep!

Ok, I admit it. Kate wasn't the only one tired.

I didn't want to fall asleep so I had some soda to boost my energy.

Finally, it was morning and I drank some coffee.

After that, we went on a boat ride. Clarence and I took turns steering.

When we came back, I decided to take a dive.

I was kind of wet and kind of cold when we came inside, but luckily they had a few towels my
size on the boat.

I always thought I was a lot bigger than a bison, but when I went to the ranger station, I found
out that I was wrong. Oh, well. I'm positive I'm still stronger than one!

Then, we went to the diner. I met an old buddy and had a chat with him.

Kate says reading makes you smarter, so that's what I did when we got home.

The next day, we decided to see some geysers. Here I am next to a mudpot.

Then we went back to the boat. Clarence and I played with ropes while grandpa and grandma
fixed lunch. I got tied up a little!

We had so much fun in Yellowstone, time just flew by! Well,
All I can say is little people can have a lot of fun!
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LAKE POWELL - SPRING 2009
Launch:Wahweap Marina
Nearby campsites:Wahweap Campground
Comments: Our son and his two kids joined us for a week-long delightful
Five on a Boat cruise of Lake Powell. The following is the tale told by
our g'daughter, Ami, of our time together.

My Stays both Over and Under in the Deep Blues of Lake Powell
Ami 5/31/09
      Feeling the cool breeze rush through my body gives me chills as it touches the freezing drizzles running down my legs. I
replace fear with excitement and as my dad reaches "0," take a flying leap off the side of the ledge. The sudden gush of air
makes me nervous and I end up slapping the water with my outstretched hand. The tingly sensation. I swim in the icy water
with Bryce, both of us have gotten up enough courage, and when I look back across the water I can see Grandma, Grandpa,
and Pop watching us and chatting cheerfully together. The pool draws me in more than a magnet would, the refreshing feel
and shimmering color. Grandpa drives our C-Dory far to get to new coves and camping places. To me it seems like an
excruciating task, looking out across the vast blue and not seeing an end. He does this for hours and I applaud his patience.
Then Grandpa asks me to look up from my book that has captured my attention and shows me what he sees, when looking
out at the hardened sand dunes. Stories and histories. "The rocks speak to me," he says, and suddenly I can see that he is
not at all bored or tired when steering his boat.

     
      At night we play cards together, some people are standing, of course, because of the sparse amount of room for sitting. I
laugh hysterically at Grandma wondering what has just happened, whose turn could it possibly be? Her silly and lovable
ways. We're serious when the prize is delicious "experienced" M&M's. The winner scores one of these, and the Super Loser
does. Gramps was getting an M&M every time for his losing skills. The bugs bomb Bryce, the one who is least accepting of
their constant presence. These tiny gnats and their pinpoint brains, but Grandpa says that they know who despises them the

most, and swarms this person merely for the fun. I agree.

      A huge wind picks up and rain starts to cascade down in monster droplets. This is a trying time for boats and tents alike.
During the few passing storms that befell us, the boat scurried off to a hidden cove to escape the small mountains of waves.
They come at the boat from all sides and the boat rocks just as much. Bryce loves using the windshield wiper that clears the
window from being covered in raindrops. Pop tells me to keep the window swiped so he can check for possible fast anchoring
places with the binoculars. It's exciting and thrilling. Keeping our tents upright in this weather is challenging and maybe even
purely crazy. After this is accomplished and we can only hope that the rocks inside are enough, I feel a victory of sorts as I
run back to the safety and dryness of the boat. But my scalp is coated with a nice thick layer of sand now, the same stuff that
squished between my toes not long before. I feel the grit in my teeth and the sound it makes, while I grumble about having my
newly shampooed and renewed hair now filled with sand.

      It is most definitely an art to pee without a toilet. There is just no doubt about it. I was really successful at this and not
getting my shoes or legs sprayed, by the end. Hee hee - I won't even mention going number two. I loved sleeping outside
with my toasty-warm sleeping bag, Pop and Bryce close by. I only used the fly to my new tent a couple times, when I needed
to, every other night it was so great and uplifting being able to see the stars as I looked up. Real. My muscles were cramped
at times considering the tent is rather small, and so Clarence (my good luck stuffed animal) was shifted to the far side. It
didn't seem like he minded though. "Nighty-night, sleepy-tight, don't let those bed bugs bite. . ."
      I drove the boat and found it rather opposite to how a car is driven. Turn the wheel in the boat and nothing happens;
okay, I think, maybe it has to be turned really far. So I turn the wheel even more. Wow! Now it is turning and way too much. I
turn it in a panic the other direction. Eventually, I learn to turn the wheel and wait until the boat reacts to the change of
direction. The two do not happen simultaneously as they do in a car. I get better slowly and soon I feel comfortable driving.
My brother loves to drive and he seems like he was doing this his whole life. The boat seems to be for him in a way. My
father also drives the boat and he uses care and concentration. My father is a careful person and very deliberate, I can feel
this in the way the boat moves under his hands.

      The V-birth is the home for siestas. Bryce and I both indulged in a few during times of travel. It is so comfy, but also hot,
now and again. Once I woke up from a dream; Bryce had gotten a huge yummy chocolate milkshake with Grandma and I was
left out. We did get ice cream, what felt like a lot, and this was a much appreciated treat and it was so exciting. There is a
perfect board going across the underneath of the table and cushions in the boat. Grandma and I each have our legs up,
curling around each other so we make sure we each have enough room.

      Pop, Bryce, and I go on hikes in the early morning, and try to be finished before 10 am when the sun starts becoming
deadly. We have walked many awesome trails and had many discoveries. We found ruins left by Anasazi people and the
visual proof of their artistic and skillful ways. As we got to look in and even enter some of the homes they had built, a new
knowledge and respect arose of how these people lived their lives. It was not easy traveling and getting food, no doubt. The
pictographs and petroglyphs were rare and so amazing. It was fun to guess what their creators intended to represent by the
art, but even greater was to discover them; that first moment. Pop was good at doing this, both for the ruins and the art. I
wanted to stay up there, so high and shaded. Live in these homes like our ancestors once had. "I could learn to adapt to
sandy-hard grounds to sleep on," I said eagerly. It was so peaceful of a place. They would live each day doing much of what
people of our time take for granted. Hunting for each meal and grinding seeds and plants. Taking care of the children and
helping them become strong and independent. Freezing nights and scorching afternoons.

      On one of our hikes we found plants growing right out of the side of the rocks. Black was inching its way down as small
droplets of water fell. The predominant sounds of the water hit the floor and drew our curiosity. Soon each of us was reaching
our tongues up to the sky, eyes trying to grasp sight of each droplet, to catch in our mouths. Pop told Bryce and me that this
was the cleanest water we would find. Mm-mm, scrumptious! Frogs and tadpoles were plentiful in the ponds that were
shaded. Catching them was great fun. I loved these guys and lizards as well, though they were faster. We were lucky enough
to find a slot canyon after we climbed our way up a high slope and rocky planes. We went up to reach the top and then right
back down to get into the beautiful canyon. The mud was soft and cool as it squished in my toes. Bryce went the farthest into
the canyon, but no one really wanted to swim to go further through it so we didn't go too far.

      Grandpa said we could go wherever us kids wanted but that if we wanted to, it was us who had to steer him forward each
day. Where to now?! Type of deal. It was great because I learned how to read the map, the names of the canyons, and how
to guide Grandpa using his high tech equipment. It was soooooooo nice and the water kept everything fresh, clean, and
sparkling bright.
Oh happy days!

~Ami
(06-09)
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                  OREGON
Launch: Marina in Charleston Harbor. Good ramp and nice marina.
Nearby campsites: The marina in Charleston Harbor has an RV park.
For a more rustic setting, Sunset Bay State Park is nearby.
Comments: Charleston is near the inlet and gives good access to the
ocean. Heading east, there is a nice cruise on the Bay to the Town of
Coos Bay, where there is a town dock and good eating places in walking
distance.

Sundown

COOS BAY
-----This was our first time alone on Halcyon, so it was time to get to know the boat (and ourselves). We had a great excuse
to explore Coos Bay, since the engines needed their break-in period and 20-hour servicing. For the rest of October, we had
great cruises in Coos Bay and out to the Pacific across the bar. There are times, however, when one doesn't venture out of
harbor.
-----We found one of those times. There was a Pacific storm, with lashing rain and wind. Also, with the new moon, there was
a strong ebbing tide. It was rather nasty, but we decided to just peek out into South Slough to see how things looked.
Immediately, a 45' Coast Guard patrol boat blocked the way. A few crew members were on the deck. "They're waving at us,"
El said as she gave them a friendly wave in return. Just then, the VHF blared: "What are your intentions, green pleasure craft
in Charleston Harbor?"
-----"Oh, nothing much," I answered, trying to sound nonchalant. "Just trying out the radar and wanted a peek out into the
slough," I answered, with a hastily added, "Sir."
-----Back came the military voice, "The river is ripping out there on the ebb tide; the swells are breaking over the breakwater;
and the river is full of debris bigger than your boat. If you collided with a tree, and lost power, you'd be pulled out the
breachway by the ebb and go over the bar."
-----"Well," we responded as we turned a 180, "Guess we'll just head into the marina and tie up for the night," we meekly
responded.
-----"Good choice, skipper," crackled Ch 16. "Coast Guard, out."
-----So we did just that, except that it took two passes at the slip. Fortunately, a guy came over to catch our line before we
were secure in the G dock. Strong wind might have been a good excuse, but inexperience handling the engines was the real
reason. Ah, well, we all have to start the learning process sometime. We settled down, with shaking hands, to our evening
sundowner.

          

-

Cruising the Coast

          

----------      

A Rugged Coast

-

A Happy Threesome             -----  Handsome Boat       
(10/00))
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LAKE POWELL, AZ-UT
Launch: Wahweap Marina, not far from Page, AZ
Nearby campsites: Park service camp just above the marina.
Comments: This is some of the most outstanding cruising in deep
canyons in the US. Spring and fall are less crowded seasons. A month
is not too long for cruising and exploring the secret recesses of this
recreation area.

Our Home, At Home

-----The Northwest Pacific coast gets wet and cool in winter, so we trailered our new home down to Page, AZ to explore Lake
Powell in November. We found spectacular scenery, few boats, and cold temperatures - perfect cruising grounds, and a great
test for our stove/heater in the 20° nights.
-----We were "anchored" to the shore one evening, with our bow on the sand and two stern lines tied to rocks. We had a
visitor board us that night. I was out in the cockpit looking at the panorama
of stars over our canyon home. It was incredible - never knew there were so
many stars. Suddenly, out of the corner of my eye, I caught a movement.
Startled, I turned and saw a little brown mouse on the thwart. It had squinty
little eyes and a turned up nose - cocky little fellow, if I must say. I tossed
him a mean look and he skittered off forward and disappeared in the
darkness. Cheeky little fellow must have tight-roped the anchor line from our
anchor fixed into the sand, ashore. He came for a little visit. Well, I felt a
little badly at being such a poor host - and in such a cold, dark, lonely
canyon - but it was too late to make amends.
-----So, I retreated to the toasty warm cabin and mentioned our guest to El.
She was a little doubtful about the existence of a guest - maybe she thought
nine days out was starting to addle my brain a little, or some such. But, I
swear, I kept seeing bright beady little eyes peeking surreptitiously through the windscreen - they even seemed to be a little
tearful, and maybe even quivering a little from the shivering cold. I'd toss them a smile, if El wasn't looking. Soon, we turned
in and were sound asleep, snuggled warm and comfy in the V-berth. And then, in the blackness of the moonless night, deep

in the canyons of Davis Gulch (where a young man named Reuss went missing in 1938), perfidy!
-----We knew nothing at the time. But, on awakening with the dawn, there was evidence of a nighttime bacchanal! Someone
(you guessed it!) had entered our tightly secured cabin (through the bilge pump recess, I suspect). He/she had quietly nibbled
into the Wheatena box and stuffed his/her little belly full.
-----"It's a wonder he could get back out through such a small entrance space with a full tummy," El mused.
-----"Gads!" I said. "Maybe he didn't - maybe he's still aboard, back in a warm corner of my clothes bag, burping and pooping."
-----We looked, and all we found was a string of momentos atop our food box. "Marking his territory," I guessed.
-----"Letting you know his feelings about your abilities as a host," El said.
-----Fortunately, the critter thoughtfully chose the Wheatena box that was 98% gone - so El pitched the last bit to the fish. We
had brekkie from a fresh box. "The little bugger was probably saving it for tonight," El said.
-----Ah, sad for him, we upped anchor that morning, and moved the party elsewhere. However, somewhere deep in the
canyons of the Escalante, in a high-pitched squeaky voice, there is a legend being repeated down the generations - about the
night that Grandpa Mouse found Heaven docked at the beach.

--Alternate Housing                                                    Fisherman's Paradise

-Tight Canyons and Open Vistas

La Gorce Arch                                                 Rainbow Bridge
(11/00)
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LAKE MEAD, NV- AZ
Launch: Callville Bay marina -quieter and more distant from the lights of
Las Vegas than other marinas.
Nearby campsites: Park service camp just above the marina.
Comments: Lake Mead is divided into three major basins, each with their
own characteristics. The farther east you travel, the more rugged and
wild are the canyons and the vistas.
"Home Means Nevada"

-----Land has personality. Each of us reacts differently to every person we meet, and so it is with landscapes. Lake Powell, for
us, is mysterious, secretive, and beckoning. Lake Mead, on the other hand, is big, bold, brash, and often somber. Both are
changeable and fickle friends, shifting psyches with the variable of weather.
-----Both desert lakes reflect the nature of their unique geology. The stuff of rock and its
history contours the land as surely as our genes and history shape us. Lake Powell is
sandstone; Lake Mead is volcanic ash and lava, shale, and limestone. Water molds that
rock, just as air shapes and modifies water.
-----Most people live on the junction of air and rock - occasionally buffeted by either, or
sometimes water. A tornado, earthquake, or flood makes the evening news, due to their
rarity.
-----Boaters live on a different interface - air and water. Wind can gently rock us or give us a thrashing. Sleeping at night, on
anchor, our bodies (our V-berth, our HOUSE) often swing through arcs of over 120 degrees. And neither waves nor wind
shifts are rare events to us.
-----For most, water is a place to visit and play - to ski, fish, surf, or swim - and it's delightful. We enjoy such play also - but for
us the air-water interface is so much more. Embedded in boaters are the mirror images of affection and love - deep feelings
of fear and respect. The difference is simple - we don't just visit for play, we live on the interface. We travel, sleep, eat, read
books, write checks, answer the phone - all atop a fluid rippled or torn by wind.
-----We willingly choose this life. The challenges faced by those living on water are not greater than those faced on land,
simply different. Natural, more than human, forces affect boaters.

-A Tenuous Link to Land                                                    Mirror Images
(12/00)
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TEXAS
Launch: Goose Island State Park, Rockport. Short, steep ramp and
small but adequate parking.
Nearby campsites: At the State Park.
Comments: Leon, a local C-Dory owner, said it: "interesting and pleasant
excepting the times when confronted by a strong norther." Folks are
friendly, and Rockport with its facilities, including Coastal Marine that
services Hondas, is just over the bridge.

Welcome to Texas, Halcyon

Mexico to Louisiana -- Both Ways
-----El was looking at a US Atlas and frowning. "We've had a short time on one coast and cruised several beautiful lakes.
Now, it's time for another coast," she said with a slightly furrowed brow.
-----"One down, two to go," I said with a chuckle.
-----"Oh, goodness no. We have hardly scratched the surface along the Pacific edge," El said with a glowering look. It was
obvious this was no time for joking. "We could continue along the Pacific in Southern California and down to the Baja.
Rancher's Reward, that C-Dory we met in Lake Mead, is down there now. So let's wait until we hear from them before
considering that area."
-----"Good idea," I ventured. "How about the Gulf Coast?"
-----"That's what I was thinking," El responded, her brow still furrowed. "But where?"
-----"Texas should be warm enough, and it's certainly the closest. Maybe some C-Dory owners along the Texas coast could
give us some advice. Should we ask on the C-Dory site?" I suggested.
-----The furrows left her brow and El broke into a radiant smile. "Great! Try it."

-----The site manager had set up a Cruising sub-site and I
started a discussion on the Texas coast and asked for help. A few days
later, Leon, a C-Dory owner responded: "The cruise from Brownsville to
Houston is my favorite area. I have done it from north to south and south to
north and in parts many times. The stretch from Brownsville to South Padre
is sort of dull but from there on I found it interesting and pleasant excepting
the times when confronted by a strong norther. Marinas and anchorages are
plentiful along the way."
----- He also suggested Rockport as a good starting point in about the

middle of the coast and offered us the use of his charts. We headed south.
                                                                                                                          -------------- Halcyon in Tucson
-----Several days later, we were parked beside the Gulf near Rockport. The water of the Gulf lapped the coarse, shell-broken
sand twenty feet from where we sat. A light misty rain drifted across the water like puffs of smoke. Skimmers flew like large
black swallows over the water trailing their lower mandibles along the surface, plowing long faint furrows in the water. Winds
were predicted for later in the morning, perhaps to be followed by heavy rains from intense thunderstorm activity - typical
winter Gulf coastal Texas in a norther. We were off the road just in time. There was an incredible concentration of shore birds
there, as though all the shore dwellers of the now-frozen north were crowded onto that thin strand - or they had to leap the
Caribbean to South America. A daunting task for a bird that can't swim.

-----It only took a short time to get directions to the best seafood restaurant
in the area, and El, as the Texans said, was soon in "hog heaven" with
fresh shrimp from the boats tied off behind the restaurant.

-----In the next few days, we headed to town to service the engines, supply for a lengthy trip, fill all the tanks, and pick up
Leon's mail packet at the Post Office. It had the chart books, a guidebook, and detailed notes he made for us. We were
ready, thanks to the C-Dory site and Leon. We launched and headed westerly.
-----We cruised to the Mexican border from Rockport along South Padre Island - and back. Then we headed easterly to
Houston and beyond. We, and Halcyon, were becoming experienced. We had cruised the Texas coast from border to border
and what a great experience.

Coming Into Houston

PULL OUT NEAR HOUSTON:
Launch ramp: Public Ramp, Kemah. Good ramp under the bridge over Clear Creek and ample space for day parking the
truck and trailer.
Nearby marina: Excellent marina at Watergate Marina, Kemah. Long-term truck-trailer parking.
(1/01)
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TEXAS
-----Slicing parallel to the Gulf, through the coastal plain of Texas, is the
Gulf Intracoastal Waterway (GICW). This watercourse is protected from
the open waters of the Gulf. The Corps of Engineers has linked the bays
and lagoons along the coast by canals. They dredge the canals and the
natural watercourses to maintain a continuous navigation channel,
heavily used by towboats pushing massive, heavily-laden barges.
-----The GICW runs perpendicular to the rivers flowing to the Gulf and
locks or floodgates are used to cross the rivers when they are at a
higher water stage than the GICW. The Brazos is one of the largest
rivers to cross the Waterway in Texas.
Along the Texas Coast

BRAZOS
-----The Brazos River is in flood. It pours southerly off the land in a pell-mell dash to the Gulf. The east-west man-made canal
of the Gulf Coast Intracoastal Waterway parallels the coast at right angles to the river. The water level in the flood-swollen
river is higher than in the Waterway. Massive floodgates prevent the river from diverting its course into the "ditch." To cross
the river along the Waterway, operators swing the gates open for you.
-----Brown, churning water pours from the river through the narrow slot
toward you. Using the power of both your engines and your will, you force
your boat through the narrow gap in the huge gate. The boat yaws and
turns in the power of the flow and you quickly respond with a sporadic short
burst of power and spin the wheel sharply. Before you have time to panic,
you emerge through the slot into the river. Suddenly, new forces grip your
boat. You are at the mercy of the flooding river. Whole trees, many with
limbs attached, move swiftly toward you propelled by the current. As the
trees surge and spin in the flow, their limbs appear to be desperately flailing
like a drowning man.
---------The current pulls your boat downstream -- you become just another insignificant piece of flotsam. You dodge trees and
debris, as your engines force your way upriver. You continue above the open gate on the opposite side. Keeping one eye on
the river and another on the narrow slit through the gate, you try, with your adrenalin-soaked brain, to resolve the
mathematics of the various speeds and vectors. Your turn must be timed to the nanosecond. You spin the wheel, mumble a
few words, and thrust the speed controls forward. It seems impossible. The river current quickly turns your bow to the right.
With your boat at an angle to the current, you aim your bow above the slot. At the last moment, just when the right angle flow
of the water into the floodgate grips your boat, you turn the wheel and give a burst of power. The scarred walls of the huge
gates slide through your peripheral vision but your focus remains dead ahead -- down the slick ramp of swiftly moving brown
water and into the safety of the basin below. In a moment, it is over -- as though in a dream, your boat floats placidly in the
Waterway canal. You, however, can now afford to churn and shake internally. It is long minutes before your brain and heart
slow with the realization that you have stemmed the Brazos.
-----We are birdwatchers. The two years before moving onto Halcyon, we chased all over the continent trying to find 500

species of birds. We found #500 at Rockport. The Texas coast in winter is an ideal spot for wintering birds and we were
delighted.

-Egret                                        Great Blue Heron

WOW! Whooping Cranes
(1/01)
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TEXAS
-----The Gulf coast is notoriously shallow. Locals say you gain one foot
of water for every mile you travel offshore -- and that does not account
for the bars and shoals! Any skipper of these waters who claims never
to have gone aground is either a liar or has never left harbor.
-----The Waterway is dredged to a 10-foot depth, but with floods and
tidal currents the sands are always shifting. A moment of inattention, or
a shift of the marks, can run a skipper aground. There is little leeway
when heavily-laden barges pass, especially in the night.

AGROUND
-----Last night, the river won a round. An eastbound tow, pushing two barges laden deep with fuel oil, tried to cross the
Brazos. The captain made it through the west floodgate, but, in the river, the force of the floodwater gripped the tow and two
loads. The bow of the string of barges swung downstream. All the power of those massive diesels, one full ahead, and one
full astern, tried to spin the bow up against the brown, churning current. The river won, and the lead barge plowed into the
heavy mud of the opposite shore. The skipper pressed both engines into reverse -- too late. The current shoved the whole
string against the shallows and all the power of those engines could not prevail. They were hard aground. The Waterway was
blocked.
-----The Gulf Intracoastal Waterway, between Corpus Christi and Galveston,
is one of the most heavily used commercial waterways in America. It is a
marine highway, and the tows, with their attendant barges are the 18wheelers of the road.
-----Last night, with the highway closed, tows backed up for miles on each
side of the Brazos. All this happened while we peacefully slept at anchor in
a cove a few miles westerly.
-----When we started out in the dawn light, the VHF radio was crackling on
Channel 13. We listened transfixed.

-----"Still on the hard, Cap?"
-----"The mud's got us, Pete."
-----"Hold on. I got my loads tied off so we'll clear them and come on down and help shove you outa there."
-----"OK, Pete. We could use a little push on that head load."
-----There was quiet for a while, except for the reports of newly arriving tows reporting to the floodgate operator about their
arrival in the queue. She was the traffic officer through the gates. We called in also and slid in behind "Walter S." Soon, as
the "Joan Lafitte," came up behind us, we were a little white chip between the long black barges -- the sugar in the Oreo.

-----"411? We're the light boat coming to the west gate."
-----"Go ahead, skipper," said the operator as she cleared Pete through the gate and into the river to help free the stranded
barges.
-----For the next half hour we listened as the two captains exchanged ideas and movements on their radios. Like a
choreographed ballet, they sashayed and shimmied -- and then the barges pulled free of the sucking mud. With two towboats,
the string was easily maneuvered through the east gate.
-----"Have a good trip, Cap."
-----"Much obliged, Pete."
-----Tow skippers are a laconic breed.
-----The Waterway was now open, and the gate operator gave the orders to the waiting tows. We followed "Walter S."
through, marveling at the skill of her skipper as he swung tons of steel and fuel oil through the narrow slots.
-----On our way easterly, clear of the Brazos, El radioed "Walter S." She asked the captain if it was O.K. to make a two
whistle pass. She complimented him on his skill with his tow.
-----"Come on by, ma'am. And thanks for your words - it's all in a days work."

Crabbing a Floodgate
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TEXAS
-----Far down the Texas coast toward Mexico is a wild coast, protected
by the federal government as a National Wildlife Refuge. Here life
follows the timeless rhythm of nature. It is possible to cruise and anchor
on the margins of this wilderness. It is a special place.

A Wild Shore

LAGUNA ATASCOSA
-----Stillness -- utter quietude overwhelms the senses. Our lives are tuned to
certainties, and, not the least, our hearing demands attention -- but there is
nothing.
-----For long moments, I have stood in the cockpit alone, leaning over the
transom -- ears searching far into the dank, foggy darkness of the predawn - and nothing returns. Is this the horror of the deaf -- the certitude of the
grave? Sudden sounds strike fear into the brain, but silence makes the soul
cringe.
-----The half moon is dimmed by the sea fog and faintly glistens off the
mirror surface of the lagoon. There! Hear it? Far off -- from the dark
misshapen lumps of brush that line the far reach of the oxbow -- there -again. Yes, it is a sound. The mournful "wooooh, wooooh, wooh, wooooh" of
a Barred Owl -- that storied bird of legends. The harbinger of death, in many
tribal tales.
-----For whom do you call this night? "Whooo? Whooo?"
-----The origin of those sagas seems imperatively obvious -- from the deathly
stillness of black night comes the muted monotony of the messenger "wooooh wooooh."

-----I listen, transfixed by the mere existence of sound -- by the knowledge that at least one other heart beats near mine in the
utter stillness.
-----Light fades as clouds cover the remnants of a misty moon -- a slight hiss -- then a constant "sssssssss" comes from the
north, steadily growing in intensity. The Windigo? That fearful canoe? -- Windigo, legendary craft paddled by the dead,
coming to pick up yet another soul -- the owl falls silent, as though he, too, fears the Windigo. The hiss comes closer and
steadily louder down the lagoon toward me. I stand, frozen in the cockpit -- primordial feelings of Neanderthal man surging in
my chest. Suddenly, it is here -- enveloping me and pounding on the hull and canopy -- rain!

-----Dawn is the lonely time -- the promise of the day is tantalizingly near, yet still over the horizon. To hasten its arrival, and
clear my head of somber legends, I turn on the stove. Soon the gentle thumping of diesel surging into flame fills the silent
cabin. I count the scoops of coffee and reality returns. Aroma overwhelms the lack of sound with the fullness of odor. Day,
and life, begins on Laguna Atascosa.
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LOUISIANA
Launch: Sam Houston Jones State Park. Good ramp. Secure parking
right beside the ramp.
Nearby campsites:Right there in an attractive State Park.

Mermenteu River

Comments: This launch site gives you access to both forks of Calcasieu
River and Houston River. Head south down the Calcasieu and you meet
the Gulf Intracoastal Waterway. Now all the Gulf Coast is available.
Head east to the Mermentau River and on to Lake Pontchartrain. North
off the lake are the Tangipahoa and Tchefuncte Rivers. Neat cruising
grounds.

LOUISIANA RIVERS
-----"It's almost Mardi Gras time," El said excitedly. "Let's trailer over to Louisiana and join the fun."
-----We had been to a Mardi Gras in New Orleans years before, staying with a resident friend right in the French Quarter. It
was great fun, but I also remembered the crowds and our friend's warning about pickpockets. "I don't know, hon," I
responded. "Might be hard to do with the boat. Marinas will be full, crowds on the streets - is it worth the trouble?"
-----El, as you now know, is the risk-taker in our duo. After more than forty years of experience, she knows how to maneuver
both boats and me. "The rivers in coastal Louisiana would be a new experience on Halcyon. That's Cajun country, with great
food and good folks. Let's avoid New Orleans and explore the river country. Small towns have Mardi Gras also." See, told you
so. She knew how to hook me.
-----We trailered over from Texas to Sam Houston Jones State Park, north of Lake Charles, bought supplies, and launched
into the Calcasieu River.

-----"These rivers are just like the 'myth' of a southern waterway," El commented as we explored slowly up the Calcasieu
River. "Spanish moss, cypress forests, alligators, snakes, and bears, oh my!"

Buttress Roots and Cypress Knees
-----The Gulf Intracoastal Waterway connects all the rivers of southern Louisiana. After exploring the rivers near the launch
site at Sam Houston Jones State Park, we headed south to the GICW and then easterly along the Waterway to Lake
Pontchartrain. This gave access to the Tangipahoa River.

Gulf Intracoastal Waterway                                         Quiet GICW anchorage
-----And we got to Mardi Gras. We cruised up the Tchefuncte River from the north shore of Lake Pontchartrain to Madisonville
and tied off at the Marina del Rey. A few miles away, in Mandeville, they had an evening parade. It was great fun, with some
terrific floats, many beads, and a good time - a family parade with lots of kids on the streets with their folks.

          

-----The next afternoon, Madisonville had a beautiful Parade of Boats, decorated for Mardi Gras. There were many "throws"
for the folks ashore. El had so many beads, she could hardly walk back across the bridge to the party in the Marina.

(2/01)
Top | Home

Home

About

Themes

Years

Locations

Gatherings

Links

Contact

FLORIDA
Launch: Camp N' Water RV Park, Homosassa
Nearby campsites: At the RV park
Comments: The park has sites for "transients," but most folks come back
every year. This location gives access into the Homosassa River.
Crystal River is a day trip north. You can explore all the northern Florida
Gulf from this point.

Homosassa Tunnel

NORTHERN GULF COAST
-----We had been planning to cruise the Panhandle area, but Darrel, on the C-Dory site, was encouraging us to come on over
and see the "hidden" corner of Florida. "We can see Pensacola Bay next year," El decided. "There are great birds and
manatees in the Homosassa area."

We met Darrel and Dee and did some great tandem cruising with them along the Gulf and in the rivers.

Four Miles Offshore, Four Feet of Water
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EVERGLADES
Launch: Flamingo, Everglades NP. Great ramps. Spacious adjacent
parking
Nearby campsites: Right there at the Flamingo campground.
Comments: There is a control dam on the waterway at Flamingo. Put in
on the north side ramp, and you head into the wilderness of the Park.
Put in on the south side ramp and you're off to Florida Bay and the
Keys.
Whitewater Bay

EVERGLADES NATIONAL PARK AND THE KEYS
-----Full of good cheer from C-Dory owners, we "trailered up" and headed down to the Everglades. My goodness, the birds we
saw. Cruising into the Everglades was a thrilling experience; with alligators near the boat almost every night, weird bird calls
from the dark glades, and great water to explore.

-----Going the other side of the control dam, we headed over to the Keys - and there's a different kind of wildlife over there.
The Everglades will make birdwatchers out of all of you.
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FLORIDA
Launch: Pier 44 Marina or Highway 44 launch Ramp.
Nearby campsites: Blue Springs State Park is a gem.
Comments: As pretty a river as there is - anywhere!

St. Johns Anchorage

ST. JOHN'S RIVER
-----New Englanders are a laconic breed, I've discovered. After completing our cruise of the St. John's River, El summed up
the experience - "WOW!"
-----This is one of the most beautiful "tropical" rivers we have seen. It is a veritable treasure. The fishing is reputedly
outstanding, by any standard. There are gorgeous creeks, coves, and backwaters for anchoring - replete with birds and
manatees! (as well as alligators and snakes, oh my!) This is also big thunderstorm country. We had a few real thumpers, one
replete with a tornado that touched down 15 miles away. The northern reach is wide and can be gnarly in a wind. Jacksonville
has a nice waterfront. If you continue easterly down the northern river, you access the Intracoastal Waterway and the Atlantic.
The southern stretch is generally narrow and twisting, connecting broad lakes. There are side trips up spring-fed rivers with
anchorages adjacent to the orifice where thousands of gallons of warm, clear water rush to the surface - now that's a
swimming hole!

Peaceful, eh?                                                           A Closer Look

Local Residents

The Occasional Barge                                                Underage Operator?
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CAROLINAS
Launch: Bull Hall Recreation Area, a National Forest Service
administered site. Excellent ramp, good at any tide.
Nearby campsites:Right there at Bull Hall campground.

Comments: This access puts you right into the middle of some of the
best cruising on the South Carolina coast.

Bull Hall Dawn

Waccamaw & Pee Dee Rivers
-----We decided to trailer northerly into South Carolina and were looking for a place to spend the night while we searched out
a ramp into the Intra Coastal Waterway. We scoured the Atlas looking for a park. I spotted one, Hampton Plantation State
Park. "It's not far from the water and it will be nice to 'camp' ashore for a night," I suggested.
-----"I don't see the green tent - the one they use for marking campgrounds in this Atlas," El said squinting at the dusty welltraveled map.
-----"Hard to see those things," I said confidently, "and it's a State Park, so they have to have camping."
-----A half hour later, El spotted the official brown sign, and we turned off onto a narrow dirt road. "I don't know, hon. This
looks a little marginal for a big state park," she said, as the sandy road meandered farther into the moss-draped forest.
-----We drove on about a half-mile or so and it really looked dodgy. Ahead it looked like the road ended in a small parking lot.
"I don't think so," El mumbled warily.
-----A driveway appeared on the right that headed to the manager's house. I wheeled the truck and trailer into it, with the hope
that I could back out onto the road behind and turn around.
-----As all who have trailered understand, this is not a simple maneuver in tight quarters. When I was half way through the
operation, the manager appeared from his house. He didn't look happy at the creases I was putting in his sandy driveway.
-----He looked at our Nevada license plate, shook his head, and slowly drawled, "You guys missed the ocean by 11 miles!"
-----A half-hour later, we were settled at his suggested campsite at Bull Hall Recreation Area, just south of his state park. Oh,
yes - Hampton Plantation State Park is an historic park that preserves a fine old southern mansion.

-----We launched into the early morning mist, tied off at the floating pier, and had a cup of coffee before beginning our
northerly cruise. Blackbirds called from the reeds, egrets stood like white statues along the muddy banks of the ICW - not a
zephyr stirred the mirror-smooth water.
-----We cruised for days, anchoring in places like Great Pee Dee, Jericho, Cow House, Waccamaw River, and Ruinsville
Creek. We pondered what stories lay behind those names. We provisioned in Georgetown, and what a charmer. Never had
crab cakes as good as those at Thomas's.

-----There is only so much time in life, so choices become essential. We have long discussions, El and I, about which places
have the highest priority in our cruising itinerary. "The Carolina Sounds are incredible and extensive," El muses as she
ponders the coastal charts. "There's enough cruising for many a season in those bays and rivers."
-----"Let's give it a miss this year," I suggest. "Spring is already well advanced and perhaps we should have as much time as
possible in the most distant places - like Canada."
-----El quickly agreed. "Just what I was thinking. But let's stop and see our sailor friends on the way by, and maybe cruise a
few days with them."
-----We had written our friends, he a fellow geologist, a month or so before and in their return mail they told us the timing
would be good. Now that we were in North Carolina, we gave them a call. "Neil died suddenly two days ago," our friend said.
We were shocked.
"You to the left, and I to the right, for the ways of men must sever.
And it well may be for a day and a night, and it well may be forever."
-----A snippet of a poem learned in college rings through my head. So true. So true.
-----After visiting a few days ashore with our friend, we drove north to Maryland. We carried some of Neil's cruising guides
with us so he could accompany our journey in our minds. After the death of another good friend, a river-running mentor, I
carried his drinking cup every step of the way along the Appalachian Trail, from Georgia to Maine, in his memory. I drink a
cup of green tea every day, after another travel mate died of intestinal cancer, and his last words to me were, "Drink green
tea." I do, my friend, every day and I remember our good times together.

Hertford, NC
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GEORGIA
Launch: Town ramp in Fernandina, with easy parking. The tides here
are 7-8 feet, and the ramp is a long slimy thing at low tide, so wait for
the high to avoid spinning wheels.
Nearby campsites: Ft. Clinch State Park has a great beach, historical
fort, and nice campsites.
Comments: Entering here, you have access to the Intracoastal
Waterway, south along the Florida coast and north into Georgia. You
can also head out to the ocean.
Fernandina Harbor

INTRACOASTAL WATERWAY
-----We launched at the Fernandina town ramp and headed north to Georgia cruising past the patrol boats outside the
submarine base at King's Bay. They take their job seriously, we found out. The "red right return" of the buoy markings
suddenly changes at the base into the standard ICW green to seaward. The huge buildings of the base transfixed me and I
was not watching the charts carefully - after all, the channel was well marked. "The patrol boat is coming right at us, hon," El
casually remarked.
-----"Must like the look of the C-Dory," I responded, only half in jest. We've had boats come from afar to admire Halcyon. An
eighteen-wheeler followed us for miles on a freeway and into the rest area just to look her over closely. Having a C-Dory, all
owners know, attracts attention.
-----"You're about to run aground, green pleasure boat," the VHF blared. The patrol boat was plowing fast right at us, red light
flashing. Needless to say, I pulled the throttles to stop.
-----"Marks change color, skipper - check your chart," said the Voice To Be Obeyed over the radio as the patrol boat pulled in
front of us blocking passage.
-----We checked and quickly saw the problem. "Thanks for the save, sir," El radioed.
-----The patrol boat turned and with a smart salute the uniformed sailor said, "Have a good trip, skipper."
-----The US Navy protects more than the high seas - they keep 22' boats off the hard.
-----The seven to eight-foot tides of this coast are impressive. The tidal currents are
strong and we're glad to have the twin 40-hp Hondas on the stern. Anchoring has a
special responsibility, since the tidal current can trip the anchor with the tide turn. But,
there is a marvelous compensation - the elevator ride!
-----If you anchor with the high, you can see over the Spartina grass. The vista is broad,
including trees on the coast, towboats plying the ICW, and birds flying overhead on fish
patrols. Then the tide goes out. Slowly, inexorably, you sink down into a mud-walled
canyon. The grasses now rise high above you and your vision is constrained to just a
few feet on each side of the channel and a long tubular view up and down the slough.

Now you notice the little things - the up-close stuff you didn't or couldn't see at the high tide. A myriad of snails are leaving
their wiggly trails in the mud. Oysters or mussels crowd for holding room on every stray stick or rock. Shorebirds wander the
mud, thrusting beaks deep into the muck searching for worms. And the odor - ah, the delightful aromas of low tide.

-----That evening we hooked in Delaroche Creek, a backwater mud-banked slough off
the ICW, surrounded by the tall Spartina grass so characteristic of the Atlantic coast. We
were sitting in comfy chairs in the cockpit, sipping sundowners and munching herring in
wine sauce, watching the sun slowly set. After dark, eyes reflect your flashlight beam raccoons prowling the shore.

-----El suddenly said, "Ponies! Cumberland Island has ponies! Tomorrow, let's go find them." El had remembered reading in a
guidebook about the wild ponies of the island. They had been roaming the island ever since a cargo boat carrying their
ancestors went aground on the offshore shoals.
-----"We have a quest," I answered. "Tomorrow the ponies." And, the next day, we found them.
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FLORIDA
Launch ramp: Town ramp in Fernandina, with easy parking. The tides
here are 7-8 feet, and the ramp is a long slimy thing at low tide, so wait
for the high to avoid spinning wheels.
Nearby campsites: Ft. Clinch State Park has a great beach, historical
fort, and nice campsites.

Homeward Bound

Comments: Entering here, you have access to the Intracoastal
Waterway, south along the Florida coast and north into Georgia. You
can also head out to the ocean.

AMELIA ISLAND
-----The crown jewel sits slightly askance Queen Florida. This is revealing, showing the jaunty nature of the sovereign and her
confidence in the beauty of the jewel, Amelia Island. Check a map of the state and you'll quickly spot the island atop Florida.
-----St. Mary's River divides Florida and Amelia Island from Georgia. The river is navigable and affords deep-water anchorage,
a fact known to the early European settlers. French, Spanish, and English fought for this site. In a later conflict, Confederate
and Yankee forces faced each other from Fort Clinch, built to command the entrance from the Atlantic to the river. Today,
nuclear submarines ply the St. Mary's to their base in Georgia. Beauty and history intermingle in this region.
-----El had visited here on one of her annual Mother/Daughter gatherings, staying at a b & b on the beach. "We must cruise
there," she said emphatically. "There are miles of beaches, the old fort and," saving her trump card to the last, "great seafood
and barbeque restaurants." We hauled out the chart book and it was quickly obvious that this water was outstanding cruising.
We had access to coastal Florida (and, with a little cruising, the St. John's River), coastal Georgia, and the Atlantic - and, by
the way, Sonny's Pit Barbeque and Brett's waterfront restaurant. Now that choice was indeed, in a grandkid's words, a "nobrainer."
Thump
I-----'ve been standing in the cockpit, watching the mullet jump. The dawn stillness is punctuated by a watery "plop." Then
another "plop." And another. The mullet jump, at high speed, a foot into the air, in a graceful arc that ends with a plop. Four
or five times in a row, they jump. Why? Dislodging parasites? Evading a predator? I like to think they jump for the pure
pleasure of it.
-----Biologists don't like such statements. They don't like it when we "anthropomorphize" their critters -- but what gives these
few the right to say that we humans have an exclusive right to fun, or love, or hate, or any other "human" emotion?
-----For whatever reason, mullet jump -- either because they like to jump or because they must jump. They are all around me
now -- jumping. The dawn is alive with sound. Plops are everywhere and the noise seems to have aroused the sleepy birds
that add a background of chirps, whistles, and croaks.
-----I am enthralled by the awakening world -- a line of white pelicans descends to the surface of the lagoon and makes great
splashes as they clumsily land on the water. Do the mullets and the reminder of empty gullets attract them? They cruise
sedately in a line -- and then simultaneously dip their heads into the water. Some then tilt their heads backwards, beaks to the
sky, and swallow -- the mullets? Probably not -- my finny friends seem much too swift to be caught in the pouch of a pelican

throat.
-----I am utterly unaware of self as I watch this nature spectacle -- an intimate yet innocent part of the scene.
-----"THUMP!" -- I am returned to reality. A mullet has smashed, head-on, into the side of the boat. I don't have to be a
biologist to know that wasn't fun!

Circumnavigation
-----We enjoy circumnavigations. There is something primal about encircling - as though we could ensnare an island, a coast,
or a globe and make it ours. We take a turn to starboard, out of the ICW and down the St. Mary's River toward the ocean.
-----We could see activity ahead in the waterway. Several large yellow vessels with red hulls were going full speed - in
reverse. Then we noticed, between them, the long dark hull of a submarine. We pulled to the side of the channel. We
watched, fascinated, as several men left the sub for the yellow towboats. Then, the tows maneuvered the sub through a uturn and it headed back to sea. Cautiously, we followed it.

-----Soon, we are beyond the breakwaters and lifting to the ocean's swells. We turned off from the submarine, and cruised
southerly down the coast. What a splendid day. The surface was calm and the great rollers were broad and gentle. We had to
"drive" with care - sea turtles were asleep on the surface. We spotted a few pelagic birds, those wandering spirits who rarely
touch land - petrels and shearwaters.
-----The wind picked up in the afternoon just enough to make our entrance into St. Mary's River exciting. We were soon
cruising past huge naval ships and small fishing boats. A short distance up the river, we met the ICW again. We turned to the
north and found a delightful anchorage with sand, birds, and a sunset! The next day, we were back to Fernandina. We are
pint-sized Magellans home from a pint-sized circumnavigation. Amelia Island is ours!
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MARYLAND
Launch: Smallwood State Park. Beautiful ramp and marina, on the
Potomac, just 20 miles to the south of the Washington, DC.
Nearby campsites: Right at the park.
Comments: This is a boater-friendly park, and the ideal place to access
the Potomac. There is safe long-term parking for tow rig and trailer (or
boat) behind a locked gate. The campground is beautiful and yet you are
close to the District.
Home, in America's Hometown

POTOMAC RIVER

------It is always a bit of a chore, when you are a nomadic cruiser, finding a good ramp with safe parking for the truck and
trailer. Sometimes a guidebook, the C-Dog Internet site, or a new boating acquaintance steers us to the ramp. Other times,
like this time, it is dumb luck. A brown sign with an anchor, beside the road, said 'Smallwood State Park.' We drove in and
discovered the perfect launch site.-------Even without Washington anchoring the northern reach, the Potomac is a delightful cruise in its own right. The
Virginia/Maryland landscape is pleasing and most impressive seen from the river. There are many great anchorages, good
towns to explore, and some just plain nice water to cruise.

-

Mt. Vernon
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CHESAPEAKE BAY
Launch: Sandy Point State Park is designed for boaters. There is a row
of excellent, and well-used, ramps.
Nearby campsites:At the State Park
Comments: Perfect put-in for the bay, since you are close to some of
the crème de la crème anchorages, towns, and cruising rivers.

Cruising the Bay

MID-BAY
-----"What a cruising ground." We were looking at the chart book of the Chesapeake. It was impressive. "This is a Bay with
ancillary bays. It has rivers with tributary rivers. There's no end of cruising here," I said, overcome with the possibilities.
-----"And there are picturesque towns and restaurants with great seafood," added El. She had been reading the guidebook, as
well as Beautiful Swimmers, the book describing the lives of crabs and the Chesapeake watermen who pursued them.
"Beautiful towns, historic sites, an interesting culture, and thousands of marvelous anchorages - we could be here for
months."
-----"Hmmm, thought we were going to head north to have more time in the far reaches of Canada?" I reminded her.
-----"Right," came the jaunty answer, "but how about a week here first? It will give us a flavor of the Bay and entice us to
return."
-----Decision made.

------Dawn near Sandy Point                                Annapolis Harbor

-----We cruised a week on the Bay - and it was a marvelous appetizer. We visited Annapolis and St. Michael's, went up the
Chester River to Chestertown (where they have their own reenacted Tea Party. They claim it predated Boston's Tea Party).

We explored the river Wye and it's neighbor, East Wye, and had some nice cruises on the Bay itself, under the big bridge. We
hooked in Whitehall Creek, Drum Cove, Dividing Creek, and a few other delightful spots.

-----One night, we had a dreadful experience - MOB. It is every boater's
dread - MOB - Man Overboard! Imagination adds many embellishments to
stories told by skippers over a tot of rum in a thousand darkened cabins.
The non-swimmer who is gone in a trace. The man relieving himself over
the rail at night, boat on auto-helm, who loses balance with an unexpected
lurch from a wave and is thrown overboard. He desperately tries to swim
back to his boat as it cruises unknowingly away into the darkness (in most
male MOB drowning, the man's fly is open). The spouse who awakens to
relieve his mate from her watch and finds no one at the helm. The small oh, so very small - head of a crewmembber, overboard in a storm,
disappearing aft into the spray and waves.
-----El and I long ago decided there are rules to be obeyed on a boat. One
such - if we are standing a watch alone (even in a flat calm), we always wear a lifejacket, with strobe light and whistle
attached, whenever we leave the cabin. Another - again, if leaving the cabin, the PFD is worn when there are small craft
warnings or enough of a sea that we have to hold on to keep balance. The horrible tales of MOB ricochet in our head.
-----The VHF is always on when we are underway. It is bothersome, with boats hailing each other, commercial traffic chatting,
and sometimes kids squealing. There are, however, times when the radio carries essential information for us live-aboards.
There is the twice-daily routine - breakfast and before anchoring at night - of listening to Arnold on the NOAA weather
frequency. Contrary to shore folks, we don't pay much attention to rain or sun, high temperatures or lows - we focus on only a
few of "mush mouth's" predictions - wind speed and direction, and the movement of frontal systems. Our lives are lived
around weather. Our daily travel plans depend on the winds and arrival of fronts - and our choice of anchorage and the
comfort of our nights predicated by the direction of the wind.
-----The other transmissions that immediately arrest our attention are usually from the Coast Guard - "Securité Securité,"
comes the commanding voice. A nice way to say, "Listen Up." These are routine messages but worth noting. Then, there is
the more alarming, "Pan Pan, Pan Pan." This is a safety message that might affect us - a ship leaving an anchorage, or a
boat adrift. The transmission most dreaded, though, is "Mayday! Mayday." We have only experienced Mayday three times
thus far in our cruising.
-----The first time, we were the ones declaring "Mayday! Mayday!" into the airwaves. We were on a friend's 45' commercial
fishing boat, with twelve people aboard. We were in the Great Southern Ocean south of New Zealand, when the engine room
caught fire. The captain bolted from the helm to try to put out the fire. El and I were alone on the bridge. There were no life
jackets or lifeboats and most of the crew couldn't swim. The water was freezing cold anyway. The engines were dead, and we
were drifting, broadside to humongous swells, down onto a small, ragged, rocky island outlined in boiling surf. There was no
anchor. Smoke poured from the hold, the crew was panicking, and I continuously broadcast a Mayday. There was no
response. Over and over I called the Mayday. Between calls, waiting for an answer that never came, El and I calmly
discussed our plan of action. Remain on the radio and helm until she grounds - then, together, off the stern on the back of a
roller and swim together for shore. A hundred yards off the maelstrom, an engine coughed into life. We throttled lightly
forward and spun the wheel to safety. So much for Mayday.
-----The second time was in a Pacific storm. We were safely in harbor when the VHF blared the Mayday. A commercial fishing
boat was filling from a burst water pipe off the southern California coast. The Coast Guard answered immediately, and within
a few minutes, a helicopter passed over us bound for the vessel. They lowered pumps to the boat. She made it into our
harbor, accompanied by a patrol boat.
-----The third time was on a windy, stormy night on the Chesapeake. We were in a snug anchorage, waves lapping gently on
the hull, swinging wide arcs on the anchor with wind humming under the radar dome. We were quietly reading. I put down
Michener's Chesapeake to check NOAA for one last weather message before turning in. The VHF came on to channel 16 and
I caught a Coast Guardsman asking the skipper for details of his MOB Mayday call.
-----"It's me son - slipped overboard while dumping the net - just happened - can't see him out there - he's wearing heavy
boots - can't swim - don't see him," came the frantic voice.
-----The Guardsman finally got a chance to ask - "your location?" Back came the frightened voice describing the spot.

-----Then, the awful words, "I'm going over for him - gotta find him."
-----The Coast Guard tried to reestablish contact for another hour and more. The next day, they recovered two bodies.

"It's Me Son ..."
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NEW YORK
-----We launched Halcyon into the Hudson River at Kingston, on the
Hudson River. We came down the river and into Long Island Sound.
Consequently, we didn't use any ramps on Long Island or along the
Sound.

Long Island Anchorage

LONG ISLAND AND THE SOUND
-----"Hey, hon. Long Island is an island," I traced the outline on our chart, grinning like the proverbial Cheshire cat.
-----"Elementary, Dr. Watson," she said, looking at me quizzically. "Ah hah, I see what you're getting at - we can circle the
island." Excitedly, she came over to look at the charts with me. "What about the south side? Never went there when I was a
kid. That's the ocean. Are there harbors for shelter?"
-----Studying the charts on that south shore, we could see there was a continuous waterway - the extension of the Intracoastal
Waterway that we had been cruising from Mexico to New York.
-----"There's a lock, some low clearances, and many lift bridges, but if barges can navigate the passage, so should Halcyon," I
said.
-----"Marty and Mel's sailboat can't do it," El said with a frown. "Clearance is too low and there are some iffy shallow spots.
But we have room for four - cozy, but the cockpit can be a guest bedroom with an air mattress and sleeping bags. Let's see if
they want to do it."
-----Mel was enthusiastic, but Marty had some family obligations and had to decline. The three of us studied the charts
together. Mel is an experienced skipper and he became increasingly excited as he saw the route around the island. We
watched the weather and chose the start date. He met us in Essex, Ct. and we crossed the Sound.

Now That's a Looong Island Clam Rake!
-----The C-Dory site had connected us with Capt. John who owns a C-Dory and lives on Shelter Island. He gave us
information and planned to meet us when we arrived at the island.
-----There is probably no professional less beloved than a meteorologist. The messenger of bad news used to be beheaded we don't exact such tribute today, but predictions of rain, cold, or worse hardly makes the weatherman an endearing person
to us. We save our best expletives for the times their predictions are wrong. This time, on our Sound crossing, we had a few
choice words.
-----Capt. John described it on his posting the next week on the C-Dory site:
"We met up on Saturday, after they made an AMAZING passage on Friday.
Halcyon crossed Long Island Sound from Connecticut in high winds and
rough seas (bay waves alone were running upwards of 4 feet). The last leg
of the passage took them through the notorious Plum Gut, where the waters
of Long Island Sound and the Atlantic Ocean flush back and forth in tidal
changes. Bill said he rode the backs of some waves and played the
throttles, but the trip was uneventful. Steering was wild enough to blister the
palm of his hand though."
-----John is, in his spare time, the skipper of one of Shelter Island's ferries.
He and his wife, Katharine, gave us a "ten-dollar" tour of the island, a real
gem. They are great folks, and John said it for us, on his posting: "It is
further proof of the fact we all have come to know: C-Dory boats are superb
little crafts and their owners are wonderful people."
-----We left Shelter Island full of good food and companionship. We had just cleared the Shinnecock Canal when it happened - fog. It was like cruising inside a milk bottle -- nothing but whiteness. Of course, to make things worse, it was Memorial Day
and there were hoards of fisherman in small boats buzzing around in circles lost in the mist. We switched on the radar. We
had practiced, manual in hand, months before when there was a slight mist on Lake Mead. This was to be the exam, and we
trusted it wasn't the final exam.

   
          
                   We're Where? Mel and El in a Fog ----------------------------------------In the Fog

-----The screen looked like one of those cable TV channels you didn't pay for -- squiggly lines and little black dots. We

chugged along keeping the triangle on the screen (us) away from the swirling black dots (them). The GPS gave us a location
(here) and a direction (there) and we muddled along seeing and hearing nothing in the real world outside our fogged up
windscreen. It was like playing a computer game, except, if we didn't like the outcome, there was no replay button. Finally,
after a half hour, we broke out of the fog into sunshine -- and for the first time we were REALLY scared. There were boats
everywhere!
-----We anchored, well out of the channel for lunch, and fog enclosed us again. We smugly assumed all would be well - we
were stopped and out of the main channel. The radar was back on, with a "guard zone" electronically circling us in a
comforting embrace ready to warn if anything intruded our quiet space. We opened the front window to better hear any
approaching engines. El fixed great sandwiches and, after our foggy cruise, we were finally relaxing - the enclosing whiteness
out the windows almost seemed reassuring like a child's blanket.
-----I had hardly chewed my first bite, when there was an electronic scream from the radar - an intruder! A black blip was
rapidly closing on our stationary triangle. It was too late to lift anchor and start engines to avoid the encounter. I frantically
beeped our ship's horn. The swirling white blanket seemed to smother the sound. We could hardly hear it inside the cabin.
We watched in helpless terror as the blip relentlessly homed in on us. We knew how it felt on the Lusitania to watch that
torpedo trail, knowing the inevitable consequence. Then - the gods were chuckling again - the bip stopped. It circled a little
like it was trying to find the scent and then went racing off in another direction. The radar went silent and we slumped into our
seats still clutching our sandwiches.

We Survived!
-----We came out from the western end of the Long Island ICW into the gentle swells of a calm Atlantic Ocean. We cruised
offshore, passed some shrimp boats, and, in the Ambrose Ship Channel, fell in line between several huge freighters.
-----We slipped under the Verrazano Narrows Bridge and into the Inner Harbor. Stagnant air lay over the city, so visibility was
poor, but the skyline was beautiful all the same. We tipped a hat to the Statue of Liberty and cruised into the East River
again. The tide was running with us this time, so the trip through Hell Gate was an easy one. Then we headed out into the
Sound and back to Connecticut - we had completed another circumnavigation! Long Island is ours also!

New York From the Sea                                         Care for a Pumpout?
(6/01)
Top | Home

Home

About

Themes

Years

Locations

Gatherings

Links

Contact

THE HUDSON RIVER
Launch: Certified Marine, Kingston. The owner, Sharon, is as nice as
they come. They have a good ramp into Roundout Creek and a safe
place to leave your tow vehicle and trailer.
Nearby campsites: the KOA in Saugerties is well run and in the woods.
If you care to splurge, stay in the Saugerties Lighthouse B&B, out in the
Hudson. It will be a long-remembered treat. Nearby Woodstock is an
interesting town with good restaurants. Two of the early town doctors
were great-great Grandfathers.
A Hudson River Lighthouse

Comments: Launching at Kingston, you are well situated to either head
up the river to Albany and beyond or down-river to New York City (and
beyond).

DOWN THE HUDSON
-----We launched in Kingston and headed south on the Hudson. We cruised past some of the most beautiful lighthouses we
have ever seen.
-----We hooked in Doodletown Bight, just below the Bear Mountain Bridge. The last time we had seen the bridge, we were
walking across it, toting backpacks. The Appalachian Trail crossed the Hudson on the bridge.

  
Sundowner at Doodletown Bight
-----The next day, we watched the sunrise lighting up The Palisades. We slipped through the Spuyten Dyvil railroad lift bridge
between commuter trains and into the Harlem River. To the port, was Yankee Stadium. We arrived at Hell's Gate with a
churning tide, and pushed down the East River against the powerful flow. We peered through the windows of the café at the
UN building watching folks eat lunch, while they waved to the C-Dory cruising by. We had great views of the city.

The Way it Was

-----We passed under all those great bridges, including the Brooklyn Bridge with its spider web of wires. We dodged ferries
and tour boats as we passed the Battery and out into the Upper Bay - over to visit Miss Liberty.

-----Then, we went back up the East River. The tide had turned, so now we had a whitewater flow against us. There were
standing waves, breaking, in the fast tidal current. It was exciting. Surviving the much-storied Hell Gate, twice in one day, we

headed out into Long Island Sound. We dropped the hook in Oyster Bay Harbor on Long Island at almost exactly 1700 hours
- tired emotionally and physically. We were in a perfect anchorage in a quiet, sheltered spot, after a perfect day.

UP THE HUDSON
-----We studied the charts again, planning our next route. "Block Island is just over the horizon. And Mystic Seaport, and
Watch Hill, and Narragansett Bay, and …" El was ticking off her favorite places from childhood. "Then we can continue up the
coast to the Elizabeth Islands, the Vineyard, Nantucket - why, we could go all the way down east to Maine. Hmmm …
Lobsters and clams on the half shell, Bill…"
-----"Get behind me, Satan." I love any seafood with or without shells on their backs. "If we went up the salt water route, we
would probably reach the Canadian border about the time snow flies," I said, thinking about all the seafood restaurants
between New York and Canada. "…if we skipped a couple of states en route," I added hastily.
-----"Canada? Oh, yes, we were going to get as far north as possible this year, weren't we?" A dark look shaded her eyes as
she contemplated missing the rest of the New England coast. "Of course, that coastal route will always be there, and it'll be
fun looking forward to it. I can spend rainy days reading up on the best spots to visit. OK, let's go back up the Hudson to the
north."
-----'Up the Hudson' has it's own multiple variations. We stared at the atlas. "We could turn westerly into the Erie Canal, with
its extension to the Finger Lakes," I suggested.
-----"Or, north via the Oswego Canal from the Erie and out into the Great Lakes. My, there's a lot of water up that way," El
observed.
-----Once again, the C-Dory site came through with the answer. Donna and Peter, dory owners from the upper Hudson,
suggested their favorite cruising grounds - Lake Champlain. They invited us to their place on the Hudson to share ideas of
favorite places, give us charts, and check out our boats.

-----With their encouraging invitation, we decided to leave the New England coast and saltwater route north for next year. We
slipped lines in our Connecticut harbor, and headed back through Hell Gate, the East River and up the Hudson.
-----We have never understood the concept, "been there, done that." We can return to a place, as we have to the Grand
Canyon, a hundred times. There is always more to see, the light is different, the season variable, and the experiences new
when you backtrack a route. So it was on our trip northerly up the Hudson.
-----Peter and Donna head up to Champlain every summer in their C-Dory, so they were full of great ideas (they also know
some excellent restaurants in their region).

The Hudson River C-Dory Owners -- Bill, El, Pete, Donna
We had a dandy time together with these good folks, and then headed northerly on up the Hudson. We passed that critical
junction - left to the Erie or right to the Champlain Canal. "You to the left, and I to the right…"

-----The Troy federal lock was a big 'step' up. We continued northerly into an ever-smaller waterway, up one lock after
another. The waterway is rural, scenic, small, well-marked, and truly beautiful. Just before lock 7, we turned to the west into
the channel that leads up to Ft. Edward and tied off to the town wall. This is a nice town to walk through, with several good
places for eating. The next day, we stepped down a few locks and cruised out into Lake Champlain.

Troy Lock                  ---------------Enjoying Champlain Canal

Definitely a Rural Route
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THE HUDSON RIVER
Launch: Certified Marine, Kingston. The owner, Sharon, is as nice as
they come. They have a good ramp into Roundout Creek and a safe
place to leave your tow vehicle and trailer.
Nearby campsites: the KOA in Saugerties is well run and in the woods.
If you care to splurge, stay in the Saugerties Lighthouse B&B, out in the
Hudson. It will be a long-remembered treat. Nearby Woodstock is an
interesting town with good restaurants. Two of the early town doctors
were great-great Grandfathers.
Comments: Launching at Kingston, you are well situated to either head
up the river to Albany and beyond or down-river to New York City (and
beyond).
Springtime on the Hudson

A FAMILY STORY
-----It was early October, two hundred eighty-nine years ago, when a ragtag group of
Germans were sailed up a creek off the Hudson River, and offloaded. Many were sick;
all were gaunt and weary. Refugees, they had floated down the Rhine and crossed the
Channel to England. The previous Christmas, they had boarded ten ships in London,
bound for the New World. They called their flotilla The Wonder Fleet. There were more
than 2,000 strong men, women and children ready for the departure for the New World.
But, it was not to be. Gunboats, to protect the transports from French privateers, were
unavailable due to bureaucratic confusion. They lay, at anchor, for three and half months
in Portsmouth harbor.
-----Such misery. Every day, young children died. The youngest died in great numbers. On one ship alone, eighty died. On
another, over one hundred were sick at one time. The few, who held their health, cared for the miserable ill as best they
could. They were all ill - weak from lack of good food. They had no exercise, no sunlight, no fresh air. After a month in
Portsmouth, a fever began to spread among them - ship fever. Crowded in those foul holds with little or no provision for the
most elementary sanitation, this dread disease, now known as typhus, decimated them. Infected fleas and body lice spread it.
-----Finally, in April, the ships pulled anchor. It was a dreadful crossing, wracked by late winter storms. More than four
hundred more died. Thirty babies were born. All were wretched. The first ship to arrive, sailed into New York harbor in June more than two months at sea. The miserable survivors had lived on those cramped ships almost six months. The last ship to
arrive in New York was driven ashore by storm on the eastern end of Long Island in July.

-----After months of bureaucratic dithering on Governor's Island in New York harbor, they were transported up the Hudson
river to their new homeland. The remnants of once-sturdy Palatine families struggled ashore into untamed forest along the
banks of the Hudson. Land had to be cleared, shelters built, and crops planted - winter would soon enough arrive. One family
had four young children. Within a year, one child and her mother were dead. One of the surviving little boys was my ancestor.
-----Almost three hundred years later, on Halcyon, El and I cruised up that same little creek off the Hudson River. We tied off
and walked up the slope to the town, Saugerties, where my people had struggled to survive those first years. We found "de

steenekerk" they built atop a hill in the Katsbaan, upon the south end of a barren rock. Beside the stone church, there is a
cemetery. Many of the surnames are mine.
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LAKE CHAMPLAIN
-----We came into Lake Champlain by traveling up the Hudson River
from the launch ramp at Kingston. The journey north up the upper
Hudson and through the Lake Champlain Canal is a delight, and a
definite plus to a cruise on Lake Champlain.
-----We later came into the Lake from Quebec, via the St. Lawrence
River and the Chambly Canal. This is another scenic and pleasant
entrance to the lake. The routes to the lake are marvelous and we would
encourage cruisers to add both to their Lake Champlain cruise.

Essex Harbor

-----There is a marvelous welcome to tired cruisers when you leave the last lock going northerly in the Champlain Canal - the
Finch and Chubb! A gourmet restaurant, recommended by Donna and Peter, Hudson River C-Dory folks.
-----"See?" I stated smugly. "New England doesn't have a monopoly on
good eating!" Now, that was waving a red flag in the face of my Yankee
spouse.
-----"And just how far do you think we are from Vermont?" she replied. Hard
to get one up on El.
-----The southern extension of Lake Champlain is more akin to a river than a
lake. We anchored in a weedy cove next to the railroad track. Soon, every
engineer knew El. She always waves to "the front end." Must be a Yankee
tradition, or something. Every passing train would 'hoot' a response. The
next morning, when she wasn't even in the cockpit, the northbound freight
woke up all the surrounding farmers with his frantic 'hooting' until El
appeared and gave him a wave. There was a happy 'toot toot' in response.
So, if you anchor your C-Dory near the route of The Adirondack, and every
train shakes the hills with its klaxon, you'll know why.
-----We hung on the hook late into the rainy morning, chatting. We have
been married over forty years, and for the past fifteen, since we quit our
jobs, have rarely been more than ten feet apart. And, we still get talking on
into the mornings. Some days, we never leave the hook. Come to think of it,
that's how we met - over late night coffee, talking on into the night together.

-----We had lots of company in our weedy cove. Fishermen were
everywhere. "Must be good fishing here," I opined. "Everyone has a big
smile on their face."
-----"Have you seen anyone catching anything?" El asked.

-----"Well, come to think of it, no."
-----"You don't understand fishermen, Bill. The reason for the smiles has
nothing to do with fish. Look - every one of them has a beer in their hands."
And she was right - they did.     
                                           
A Smiling Fisherman -- sans Beer        
-----El has another hypothesis that so far has stood the test. Let's see what you think.
-----"People who have good taste in one matter, have good taste in most others," she states emphatically. "Notice," she says.
"Folks in good restaurants have good taste in clothes. Not necessarily expensive or 'trendy,' but tasteful." I think about her
observation and find it generally true.
-----"Look at the car a person drives, and you already know much about the
personality. Or, check out their shoes - or, their hat, if they wear one." We
have made many observations, and, you know, I think she is right. "You
can't judge how deep are the pockets by the expensiveness of the clothes,"
she continues. "Some of the wealthiest folks I knew as a kid, never 'wore'
their wealth. Only the ones new to affluence, or deep in debt, wear fancy
clothes. The rich folk wear comfortable, well-made clothes - you know,
tasteful."
-----"Yep," I said, pondering her words. "A college friend of mine sported
worn moccasins, faded Levis, and a slouch hat - and there were two dorms
on the campus named for his father and grandfather."
-----"It's the same with C-Dory's - they aren't ostentatious or glitzy, just plain
quality and good looks," she said with a serious look on her face. "So, folks who own them have good taste in boats and
know value when they see it." I know her facial expressions well - she never can hide an emotion - and I could see
'conclusion' written there.
-----"That's why C-Dory owners can always steer us to such good restaurants," she finished.
-----We had lunch that day at the Basin Harbor Hotel, recommended by Donna and Peter - and El's conclusion proved correct
again. If you stop there, Sunday brunch is outstanding, with just the right sauce on the eggs benedict. After brunch, walk over
to the nearby Maritime Museum - it's excellent. Oh, and say 'hi' to Chuck, the harbormaster at Basin Harbor, for us.

-----The waters of Lake Champlain are steeped in history. Native Americans have lived on the shores and fished the waters
for millennia. The early history of European settlement, and conflict, on this continent is etched into this water route between
the St. Lawrence and the Hudson. Generations of my folks, settlers of the Hudson, traveled and fought along this water
highway.

-----Forts guarded the southern end of Champlain. During the French and
Indian War 3,500 French were holed up in a fort resisting a force of 15,000
British and Americans. For reasons known only to himself, the British
commander James Abercromby decided not to use his numerous cannon
against the defense of the fort. Instead, he used frontal attacks by men
armed only with muskets. British losses were enormous. Eventually, the
French blew up the fort and retreated.
-----Seventeen years later, in 1777, my ancestor, a member of New York's
1st Ulster Militia, bivouacked outside the fort. His unit was en route to a
disastrous invasion of Canada, in which 'calamity followed calamity.' My
family has preserved the story of his encampment: "We arrived at the
decaying remnants of the fort on a dark and rainy afternoon. The area was
infinitely dispiriting. Truly, this must have been the last part of the world that
God made - and he must have made it in the dark. Our encampment was ancient Golgotha - the place of skulls. They were
so numerous that our soldiers, for want of other vessels, drank from them. Our tent pins that horrific night were the shin and
thigh bones of Abercromby's men."

(Maritime Museum collection)
-----Benedict Arnold is remembered as a traitor to the American cause. In the tales told by my family, however, he is a hero. If
it were not for Benedict Arnold, perhaps I would not be here.
-----In the fall of 1776, my ancestor, Christian Fiero, hunkered in the cold air
of approaching winter behind the walls of Fort Ticonderoga. To the north,
the British, commanded by Sir Guy Carleton, were massing an army and an
armada of warships. Between Carleton and Christian, was Benedict Arnold.
He was commandeering transport ships and modifying them for cannon. He
frantically pressed Vermont farmers into constructing yet more. Hearing that
Arnold was gathering a fleet to oppose him, Carleton delayed while he
assembled a fleet of over two hundred bateaus. He even had a squarerigged three-master hauled from the St. Lawrence River, around the rapids
of the Richelieu, and re-assembled on Champlain. Fatefully, this work
delayed Carleton for weeks, into mid-October.
-----Arnold received confused orders. He was told to attack St. John's, only
28 miles from Montreal, and north of the British army! He was also ordered
not to engage the superior force of the British navy. Impossible. Fortunately,
for both the Patriot cause and Christian, Arnold was an independent thinker
and a brave man.
-----In defiance of orders, he circled his "gunboats," bow to stern, in a half
circle in a cove on the west side of Valcour Island. His "fleet" stood defiant blocking the southerly path of the advancing British Ships of the Line. Just
one of Carleton's ships, the Inflexible, was so heavily gunned that it, alone,
could have destroyed Arnold's "navy."

-----El and I sat anchored in Halcyon, in that same little cove of Valcour
Island, reading the account of the battle. We could see that Arnold had
chosen well - the channel was so narrow between the island and mainland
that British ships could only attack his vessels one at a time! Furthermore,
they would be beating into the northerlies, an almost impossible feat for
square-rigged vessels. His little fleet might have a slim chance.
-----The British attacked. At the end of the day, the American flag still flew in
the cove. After the tremendous fusillades, two British boats were out of
commission and several British commanders were incapacitated. The
American fleet, however, was decimated. Many Patriots were killed and
wounded.
-----Sunset revealed the British fleet anchored across the channel below the
island. Arnold and his officers met after darkness on his flagship, Congress. A mist was slowly rising from the waters of the
lake.
-----Their defiance that day had succeeded! They had delayed the British. Now, their only option was escape. If they
remained, they would be destroyed the next day. They couldn't sail north up the channel against the wind. Arnold boldly
suggested they row and sail their remaining boats to the south under the cover of the mist -- through the anchored British
fleet! That Friday night a single file line of fourteen American ships silently moved south through the fog and darkness. Not
one British sentry saw or heard them.
-----Carleton was furious the next morning to find the Americans gone. The heavy fog further delayed him. Finally, the British
lifted anchors, hoisted canvas, and sailed south in pursuit. Nature now sided with the British. The wind shifted.
----------The Americans, well to the south of the British, were the first affected
by the wind shift - southerly! Our fleet was halted directly in front of the
enemy who continued to enjoy the northeasterly wind. The Americans pulled
their ships by rowboats, into the wind. It was unbelievable to the Americans
- the British fleet seemed to be sailing directly into the head of the wind and
they were closing on the American vessels.
-----When catastrophe appeared certain, the wind shifted again, giving the
Americans the northeasterly. Quickly the rowboats were stowed and sails
were set. Even so, their progress was painfully slow and the British fleet,
better rigged, continued to close.
( Maritime Museum collection)
      
-----It was soon over. The British warships captured or destroyed most of the American ships. Only four gondolas and Arnold's
ship, Congress, were left. Three British men-o-war closed on Congress. She stood alone and fought the three British ships
allowing the gondolas to escape. Congress was hulled twelve times and two iron balls brought down the main mast and
rigging. Arnold sailed her under jury rig into a small bay on the eastern shore of the lake. He and his men took all the small
arms and cannons ashore and then set fire to their ship. They watched in silence as flames made their way up the remaining
rigging and to the flag. Then, as British ships entered the Bay, they fled south overland to the American lines.
-----Arnold lost the battle but won the field. The British, already delayed, now received the whims of weather. For twenty days,
gales stalled the fleet. When they finally reached the Lake Champlain narrows and the American fort, my ancestor Christian
and the other 12,000 American troops were at the ready. Judiciously, Carleton judged it too late in the year to besiege the
well-defended fort.
-----The American lookouts saw the British fleet turn and tack northward back to Canada. Christian Fiero, and most of the
Patriots, returned safely to their homes for the winter. Champlain was still an American lake. Arnold's makeshift navy had
gained the critical year for American Patriots. Perhaps this action saved the Revolution.

-----We were snug against Valcour Island, spring birds singing their evening songs from
the forest around us. We sat in the cockpit reading history. The sun slowly set, and just
like that fateful night 225 years earlier, a mist began to rise out of the water.

-----A few days later, NOAA predicted afternoon thunderstorms. We decided
to head up Otter Creek where we would have protection if wind picked up.
We meandered up seven miles of creek through beautiful weather.
However, thanks to the meteorological mistake, we got to see the town of
Vergennes. A big waterfall powered sawmills in the early days. Here,
McDonough, in the early 19th century, built wooden ships for the US Navy.
These ships defeated the British, in the War of 1812, at the Battle of
Plattsburg. They won Lake Champlain for America - again.

-----We spotted another C-Dory. We made a U-turn and met Ed and his
Rambler, anchored in a cove sheltering from predicted high winds. We compared notes from his solo cruise from St. Louis to
Lake Champlain, via the Mississippi, Gulf, and Atlantic coasts.

-----Our three weeks on Lake Champlain were a delight. The pleasant towns (don't miss North Hero), lovely anchorages, great
scenery, and historic locations make this first-class cruising water.

  
                      Eat Dessert First

-----Reluctantly, we turned to the south'ard toward the canal and the Hudson. But,
not before stopping again at the Basin Harbor Hotel and the Finch and Chubb - life

is too short to pass by a good meal.
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CONNECTICUT
-----We came down the Hudson River from Kingston to Long Island
Sound and Connecticut. Consequently, we didn't use any of the ramps
here.

El's Childhood Cruising Grounds

-----We did discover, however, that the cost of cruising in Connecticut is
the highest we have seen yet. Marinas charge outlandishly high rates for
an overnight transient stay, if they have space. Most of the coves are
filled with moorings leaving little or no room for a transient boat to
anchor. So, although there is nice water and there are many interesting
towns to visit, it is difficult for a non-resident cruising boater to travel this
coast.

CONNECTICUT
-----When we left Kingston, on the Hudson, we debated about our future route. "Let's keep going," El mused. "There's the
beauty of the Hudson, the majesty of the City, and then - the best of all, Connecticut's shore." You probably can tell where El
grew up.

-----"Well," I added. "There is a place called Long Island, and it has some nice harbors …"

-----Before I could finish, El interrupted. "Yes, a great shore to cruise across the Sound from Connecticut." Incorrigible.
-----"Let's meet Marty and Mel - my chums since grade school. They have a gorgeous sailboat, they're good folks, love to
cruise, and…," she knows my Achilles heel, "…they know all the great restaurants."

-----So we did. We had a great time pottering around Long Island Sound in tandem. We anchored just around the point from
Noroton Yacht Club, where El did her sailing as a kid. "There's that rock we slammed in the dinghy race on July 4th. We used
to jump off that pier at low tide - that was a thriller. Oh, and that's the bay where I submarined my Dyer dink on Race Day.
And over there, …"

-----We had a delightful time, reliving old times sipping sundowners in the cockpit with friends of long standing. We cruised the
Housatonic River, hooked in Ziegler's, Conscience, and Scott's Cove, and poked about the bays and harbors.

-

-

-
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CONNECTICUT

-----We came to the Connecticut River by cruising up from Long Island
Sound. We reached the Sound by cruising down the Hudson River from
the ramp in Kingston, NY. Therefore, we didn't use any ramps or
campgrounds in Connecticut.

Where the River Meets the Sound

CONNECTICUT RIVER
-----The Ledyard Canoe Club has a traditional journey, following the 18th century trip by John Ledyard. He paddled down the
Connecticut River from Hanover, NH to the sea. Years ago, several of us club members decided to paddle the top end of the
river. We set out on a lengthy trip from the Canadian border down the storied Connecticut to Hanover. It was a great
adventure, and the telling only gets better through the years.
-----Now, El and I were on Halcyon along the Connecticut shore. Surveying the charts, the Connecticut River extended
northward from the Sound like a beckoning finger. Here was our chance to follow Ledyard's path and let the twin Honda's do
the 'paddling.' We asked our long-time friends and cruisers, Marty and Mel, if they would care to join us up the river. They
agreed but only after a great dinner at the 'Griz' in Essex.
-----The cruise was a delightful experience through an historic region of charming homes and beautiful scenery. We tied off in
Wethersfield for lunch -- El is right, New England cooking can be outstanding!

Goodspeed Opera House -- built in 1876                                            A Good Catch           

Hartford from the River
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NEW YORK
Launch ramp: Keewaydin State Park, near Alexandria Bay. There is an
excellent ramp and a fine marina for transients. Plenty of parking for
trailers in a designated area up the hill and for tow vehicles near the
ramp.
Nearby campsites: Nice pull-through sites in the State Park. Swimming
pool.
Comments: This is a perfect place to begin cruising the Thousand
Islands and the St. Lawrence River.
A Few of the Thousand Islands

RENDEZVOUS

Tetons
-----We have a family tradition, if 16 years can create a tradition. The fur traders had their annual rendezvous, and so does
our family. We gather, each year at a different place, for one week of sharing.
-----This year we flew from New York to the Tetons and met our tribe of 16 - kids and grandkids. Now that the babies are past
year one, all decided that we would camp out. The sun god smiled and shone for the week! We climbed, canoed, swam,
fished, and chatted to our hearts content. There were marshmallows, songs, and ghost stories around the campfire at night
and tired muscles during the day. We took an extra week this year with two of the families, camping in the Wasatch of
northern Utah. Hiking into those high Western mountains was quite a change from our life on Halcyon.

THOUSAND ISLANDS
-----On returning to the Hudson, we said farewells and thanks to Donna and Peter, our C-Dory friends. We drove to the north
with Halcyon bouncing along on the trailer behind us. We had no C-Dogs along the St. Lawrence to suggest a ramp, so we
"pawed" through our guidebooks. It looked like a possibility in Clayton, NY, so we pulled off the main road and into town.
Mistake. This charming river town is full of narrow streets and tourists. We finally ended up down a tiny residential street. I
pulled over to give our nerves a respite. A local chap wandered over to look over Halcyon. Serendipity struck. He is a boater

and, after a half hour chat about our boat, gave us directions out of town. He suggested launching at a ramp in a nearby
state park that is "a boater's paradise." He was spot on. Keewaydin is great. We pulled into the campground, found a grassy
site perfect for truck and boat. We unhooked and headed to town to provision for our next journey.
-----The ancient Chinese, whenever faced by a daunting counting task, always seemed to end up saying the "ten thousand"
things. Our culture is no different - who wants to count all the islands in thhe St. Lawrence river? And then there are the
inevitable arguments - is that protruding rock an island? How big is an island? What if it only shows up in low water? How
many angels can dance on that pinhead? Humankind seems to be divisible into two groups (how we love to divide into twos!)
- the lumpers and the splitters. The lumpers look at a map of the islands, and say "A thousand." The splitters are still arguing
and counting day and night.
-----There surely are many islands in the St. Lawrence River. They come in an infinite variety. Some are virtually all rock,
some all covered by trees, others by mansions surrounded by mowed lawns - a castle even largely covers one! There is
something appealing about an island. Most folks seem to love them. There is a magazine devoted to islands. We ponder this
appeal as we cruise among them.

Every Home, A Castle
-----"The world is so vast and confusing. An island can be encompassed in the mind. It represents the known," El muses.
"Watch little children play. They build small spaces and then get inside them. They love a big box, or a 'fort' under a sheetdraped table. This is safety - a space all theirs."
-----"And we never grow up?" I comment.
-----"No, of course not," El says with a smile. "Kids are little big folks, and grown-ups are simply big children." El taught first
grade for years and is a master teacher. Every fall, parents would line up outside the principal's office to get their kids in El's
class. She respected her students and they knew it - they loved being in school and learning with her.
-----Last year she met one of her "kids, " now in college. She's getting her doctorate in literature to write and teach at
University. "Remember?" she said to El, with a tear in her eye, "I read better than the others in class. Rather than hold me
back with them, you challenged me to write a book. In first grade! And I did it! I have that 'book' on my desk at school to
remind and challenge me to strive for the best I can do." El remembered.
-----"So islands are comforting," El continued. "In the vast unknowable, they give the illusion they can be known."
-----"And there's safety on an island," I followed her theme. "Surrounded by water, one is protected from wild beasts, human
and otherwise. Safe from the maddening crowds, perhaps."
-----We, however, in the Thousand Islands of the St. Lawrence, seemed to
be surrounded by maddening crowds of boats all zipping around and
crisscrossing each other. It seems that everyone, literally, loves these
islands, especially in July! There were huge freighters plying the Seaway,
tour boats with guides describing the sights through blaring p.a. systems,
fisherman thrashing the shoals with gossamer threads arcing in the sunlight,
boats tacking under sail, big power boats - even kayaks and canoes
attempting to stay upright in the wakes of all the others.
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QUÉBEC
-----This beautiful waterway connects the St. Lawrence River with Lake
Champlain. The locks are easy to traverse and mostly hand-operated.
The countryside is pastoral and the small towns interesting to visit.

Locking Down

RICHELIEU RIVER / CANAL SAINT-OURS / CANAL CHAMBLAY
-----A smear of brown water poured into the St. Lawrence at Sorel. We
turned hard a' starboard, into the muddy swirls and followed them upstream.
We soon entered the Richelieu River, hidden behind shipyards and
commercial buildings.

-----As we went up the river, it soon became residential and beautiful. The
houses are interesting and well kept. Every once in a while a gay splash of
color (brilliant yellow, purple, carmine red) on a house reminds one that this
is French Canada. We locked up the St. Ours lock with ease - there is
floating dock inside the lock to tie - marvelous and easy.
-----That evening, we hooked along the edge of the river. The next morning,
dawn began through a thick fog. We ate our brekkie as the mist swirled off the river. By noon, we had reached the Chambly
canal. The first "step" is a flight of four locks. We locked in beside a big boat from Vermont with inches to spare - I was
nervous we would be crushed if it swung in the current.
-----"Lighten up, Bill. They'll hold the lines," El said with a smile. Remember, she's the risk-taker. It soon became easy to
relax. The other boats in the lock were French-Canadians and they were having a raucous good time - with loud music
playing, bikini-clad women dancing on the foredecks, and beer flowing. It was fun and part of the culture.

The Flight of Locks                                                   Tight Squeeze
-----The lock tenders (many women) were friendly and fun kids. It was hard work, since the locks were hand-operated in the
traditional fashion. The locks had flowerpots and were neat as a pin. We went up eight locks in quick succession and then
there was about an hour and a half to the last lock.

-----The big Vermont boat led the way at a leisurely 10 km/hr with the impatient Quebecois buzzing around behind with the
beer flowing and the music playing. We brought up the rear - two American boats keeping the French-Canadians in line - and
that's impossible.

Musical Parade - Beside the Bike Path     -----        You 're From Oregon?
-----Finally, there was the last lock - we stepped down in our orderly procession, were given Canadian flag pins for souvenirs,
and off we went up the river toward Lake Champlain. The Quebec boats were soon dots receding in the distance, but we
could still hear the music and laughter. They know how to have a good time.

-----After a quiet anchorage, we cruised past Fort Montgomery. It was 1816,
and we had just finished another war with England. The Brits had again
come down Lake Champlain, and we had again defeated them. Our army
decided to build a fort at the north end of Lake Champlain to (hopefully)
prevent the next incursion. It was half-built when a survey showed it was on
the Canadian side of the border!
-----Work stopped - we were building a fort for the Brits. Then, when it was
re-surveyed, it was discovered to indeed be on the US side of the line. Ft.
Blunder was completed but never manned.

-----We tied at a marina and cleared US Customs. We fueled and watered the boat and gave her a quick wash. Then we did
the same for ourselves. First things first.
-----"So here we are on Champlain again. We've closed the loop," El said, squinting at the chart in the slanting dawn light.
-----"We could cruise here all summer. Maybe we're 'there.' Hard to find a nicer spot," I suggested.
-----"Hey! Have you swallowed the anchor?" El said with a chuckle. "You should never ask if we're there yet. We're nomads,
remember?"

-----So, we cleared customs back into Canada that morning and headed north up the canals and Richelieu River. We were
solo on our northern journey - seems the party was down south. I missed the laughter (and the bikinis).

Chambly Canal and a Quiet Anchorage
-----We have long-read of the much-storied canals of Europe, and even poked around on a few in England and the charming
Canal du Midi in France. However, our little-known canals in North America are incredible. Our waterways, interconnected,
exceed 14,000 miles! Here, in Quebec, it is far better than France - the locals all speak (sorta) French, the women are
beautiful, the bread is marvelous - and we can use our cell phone! Oh, and the price parity of the dollar is far in our favor especially compared with the franc.
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ONTARIO-QUÉBEC
-----We cruised down the St. Lawrence from Keewadin State Park in
New York. So, we didn't use any launch ramps or camp ashore along
the Canadian portion of the St. Lawrence.

Fleuve Saint-Laurent

ST. LAWRENCE RIVER
-----We tied off nights at the Keewaydin State Park marina. Nice folks there. The inside slips were quiet spots. Soon, however,
the nomadic urge struck. "Let's stay out on the river," El suggested. "Then we don't have the 'string' pulling us back to the
marina every evening. We'll see more of the river and feel her pulse." So we loaded up on provisions and started out.
-----"Head up the river, or down?" I queried as we cleared the buoy by the marina entrance.
-----"Well, it's a coin toss - let's head down on the American side. Traveling counterclockwise, we can circumnavigate by
returning on the Canadian." El and Magellan have much in common, and they both enjoy running counter the norm.
-----We turned to starboard, little realizing it would be a month before we "returned on the Canadian." We found some
delightful anchorages amongst the islands, protected from wakes, other boats, and even from lights ashore. We wandered into
a channel, one small-boat wide. Surprisingly, it is well marked by numbered buoys. We were later told it is the smallest (in
length, width, and depth) navigable channel marked by the Coast Guard.
-----The anchorage that was to be the farthest east, behind Chippewa Point,
was a delightful, quiet spot. We arrived at noon, hooked, had lunch, and
took a nap through the afternoon thundershowers with the rain pounding a
staccato on the cabin roof. That evening, as the sun broke through the
receding cumulus, we sat in the cockpit. We watched cormorants dive for
their dinner while we gnawed on our corn on the cob.
-----"Been looking at the charts," I said to El. "Looks interesting down river."
-----El continued munching.
-----"There are some locks and wide stretches, but Montreal's down there," I
continued.
-----El perked up. "Why not? We have the time and provisions. The weather looks good. Let's go." Done.

-----The next morning, we headed back to the river, and again turned to starboard, down river toward the sea. And we had the
company of many large ships flying foreign flags.

Two Whistle Pass                                                 One Whistle Pass
-----Rivers have always had a special fascination for us. There is something especially appealing about sitting on the back of
a flowing river. This was first discovered while drifting in a canoe as a child. As grownup children, we still know the allure. A
stream seems to be full of the mystery of life. It has a beginning somewhere, but where? It begins as a trickle, I know, but
finding the source makes an intriguing quest. The source of the Nile? The headwaters of the Missouri? Imagination swells at
the prospect. It challenges our human nature to find the origin of things.

-----Through most of our river-running days, a canoe, sport-yak, kayak or
raft was our transportation vehicle. The headwaters have fast water, often
whitewater -- and this was the allure. We have run, often many times, the
headwaters of the great rivers of America -- the Colorado, the San Juan,
Snake, Salmmon, Rio Grande, Green, Yampa, Umpqua, Willamette, the
Thelon. Ten trips through the Grand Canyon. Two thousand miles in a
double kayak down the Upper Missouri. These trips were always down the
river and they usually ended at that proverbial 'head of navigation' -- the
farthest upriver that powered boats can travel. In our youth, the romance of
a river was along its 'youthful' course -- we left the power boats to others.

-----Now, older and living on a power boat, we travel upstream to the
navigable limits -- of the river and ourselves.
-----We cruise both our halcyon days and those of the river -- below the
tumult and dash of youth! What a different and delightful perspective. As
Henry David Thoreau admonished, we have a 'wide margin' to our lives.

----- As we drift down the St. Lawrence eating breakfast in the cockpit, we
feel the surge. We hear the murmurs and whispers. Sometimes the river
growls as we drift pass shoals and marks. It appears to be full of purpose
and it is definitely going somewhere - where? Sure, downhill, but perhaps
that could be said of all of us. Gravity pulls on a river like time pulls on us.
Inexorable forces causing change and motion. Maybe, if we could drift on
down this river some of the mysteries of life would be revealed to the child
inside - or to the grown-up outside.

-----Locks break our reverie - humans intrude on the flow of the river to control commerce. These locks on the Seaway are
BIG. We step down locks with names laden with meaning: Iroquois, Eisenhower, Snell, Melocheville, Beauharnois, St.
Catherine, and St. Lambert.

                                                    Full                                Ten Minutes Later -- A Canyon with Wet Walls

ONTARIO/QUÉBEC
-----We cleared Canadian customs over the telephone and cruised at our usual 11 knots downstream. Halcyon was easily
capable of more than twice that speed, but what's the hurry when it's the process and not the destination that's important?
-----Before long, we were no longer on the St. Lawrence River, but on the Fleuve Saint-Laurent. That evening, we tied off to
the wall of the abandoned Canal de Soulanges on the north shore of Lac St. Francis. We sat in the cockpit, sipping a
sundowner, and toasted Halcyon. The three of us had traveled from Mexico to Canada.
-----El had a far-off look in her eyes. "Boaters like to say that the two
happiest days with a boat are the day you buy her and the day you sell
her." She scowled as she took a sip from her g & t. "That simply is not true.
Sure, the day you buy her is an exciting, joyful day. But, if you buy a good
boat and treat her well, the happiest times are those you share with her. I'm
far happier with Halcyon today than the day we bought her. Now, she is a
proven friend. We three have had some unforgettable experiences together."
-----She drifted off into silence as we watched the gulls fly through the
golden clouds of sunset.

-----El and I have promised ourselves that we would carry paper charts of the water we cruise. Now that's an expensive
decision. We have, however, heard horrific tales of fractured props, ripped outdrives, and holed hulls from folks without charts.
Suddenly, the cost of a chart seems a reasonable price for 'insurance.' Besides, it keeps us in contact with the geography
around us - the names, the towns, the creeks. Our personal identities are linked to names, and so it is with natural features.
-----Our abrupt decision to cruise down the St. Lawrence meant we had no paper charts beyond the Thousand Islands.
Cruising down the big river is not particularly a problem - after all, if ocean-going ships can naviigate these waters so can a

twenty-two-foot C-Dory. The Coast Guards of both countries maintain excellent navigation marks - massive green cans and
portly red nuns. They reflect off our radar like huge ships. The route ahead is clear - the marine highway is marked on both
sides by large black blips on the screen. The generalized maps in our Chartplotter supply the names for major features. The
cruising guide tells us of marinas, charming towns, and even restaurants. Anyway, no one had paper charts for sale.
-----Computers have revolutionized cruising. Oh, sure - you can go without the fancy stuff. In fact, you had better know how to
do without. All the gizmos are powered by electricity, and if the batteries go down or the wires short out you had better have a
compass aboard, know how to take a fix and have the paper charts to guide you into port. Most of the time, the computers
work and they sure make life easier and safer.
-----We remember a night down on the Gulf. We were making an overnight offshore passage. We were out of sight of land. A
local fisherman told us that we could expect one foot of depth for every mile offshore, and we like at least five feet under the
hull, so we were well out.
-----We stand four-hour watches on night passages. It is both frightening and
magical to sit at the helm in the darkness, alone. We have promised each
other that we will awaken the other if there is any doubt about a decision. I
awakened El that night.
-----"There are lights directly aft," I told her as she sipped some hot tea to
clear the cobwebs. "They have been closing on us for the past half hour. I
have altered course to seaward, and they shifted course to follow. I shifted
again farther to seaward, and they shifted again. He's getting closer."
-----El went into the cockpit and peered aft through the rising mist - "Yep, a
red, a green, and an intervening white. He's coming straight at us. Better get
on the VHF and see who he is."
-----We have read and heard tales of troubles along the Gulf coast.
Smugglers, usually of drugs and sometimes people, board a cruising boat,
throw the owners overboard, and take their boat. Almost every cruiser we
have met down there carries a firearm for protection. I had proposed the
idea to El. We are both familiar with pistols. I taught firearm use and we still
owned a few sidearms. El practiced her revolver on a police range. The
guys were impressed. She could outshoot the Massachusetts State
Troopers who used the range. We had, however, decided not to travel
armed - we choose to trust people. Now, watchingg the boat close on us,
we had second thoughts.
-----On channel 16, El asked, "Power boat at lat … long … seven miles off such and so … we are the boat dead ahead. What
are your intentions?"
-----There was a long period of silence, and El had brought the mike back up to call again, when the VHF crackled a reply.
"Ma'am - I reckon you all are hailing me. I'm flat lost. Can you help me?"
-----El suggested a shift to 68 and continued, "We are Halcyon. What is your name, sir?"
-----He gave it, and El asked, "What is your destination?"
-----He answered. He was bound down the coast for a port thirty miles short of our destination. El told him our destined port,
and he responded, "Well, ma'am, I'd be much obliged if'n I could just hang onto your skirts. It's mighty lonely out hyah and
you was the fust lights I've seen all night. Just after dark, my GPS busted. I reckoned it would be noth'n just to chug overnight
to home, but lordy, it's DARK out hyah."
-----El asked if he had a compass or charts. "Nope. I know north is where the land is. And if you don't know where you are in
the first place, what good is a map?"
-----El looked at me and shrugged. "Well, just hang on - but hold back a few hundred yards, please."
He hung there until dawn, spotted his harbor, gave a thanks, and vectored off to 'home.'

-----We were chartless on the St. Lawrence. We have, however, a modern
substitute for paper charts. We stopped at a marina for fuel, and there on
the wall were the required St. Lawrence charts. They had none to sell and
wouldn't part with the wall charts. I photographed them with our digital
camera. I couldn't upload them into the Chartplotter since the software was
incompatible. Nevertheless, we had charts to study, in our laptop.
-----We crossed Lac Saint-Louis and found the South Shore Canal
(fortunately, it has a geographic name so it was easy to locate). The canal
dropped us down two more locks, and disgorged us back into the river again
- below Montreal!

A Beautiful Flag - Québec                                  A Beautiful City -- Montreal
-----It was near evening, and the billowy white cumulus clouds were starting
to turn an ominous shade of gray. Looking for a good anchorage, we
spotted a small private ferry carrying a farm tractor crossing the river ahead.
We followed him into a channel that bisects Grand Isle. There, we found an
anchorage, in a weedy shallow off the side of the channel that looked
perfect for the night. We hooked, had supper in the cockpit, and turned in
early. Locks are tiring.

-----Two hours after hitting
the sack, the wind she blew. I heard the anchor line go taut and awoke to
crawl into the cabin - we were swirling around in our little slough, but the
anchor she held. Off to the east, the sky was splintering with massive bolts
of lightening. No worries, though, eh? At this latitude, summer storms never
come from the east, right? Just to be sure, I rigged a bed out of the settee
in the cabin, curled into a sleeping bag, and slept where I could keep an
"eye" on the storm.
-----In an hour, the storm arrived (from the east). I awakened to driving rain
pounding on the roof and cabin-shuddering rumbles of thunder. I got soaked
putting up the canvas around the cockpit. We snapped back and forth on
the anchor rode in the strong wind. Then, suddenly, we stopped moving. As
the storm passed, the wind shift had shoved us against the muddy shore.
Now, with everything calm, I sat and watched as the thunderstorm broke in all its glorious intensity above us. In an hour the
show was over, and I went back to sleep on the settee until dawn.
-----Now, the problem. We were well aground and the wind waves had lifted us inch by inch onto the muddy shore. El
awakened to find me shoving, pulling, and cussing as I tried to get Halcyon off the hard. "Hey, wait a minute, brains over
brawn," El said. She deftly flipped the switch on the windlass, and then let it haul in against the anchor. In a few minutes, with

me rocking the boat, she had kedged Halcyon obediently off the mud. I, however, was still ashore after the last shove against
the stern.
-----"Tough luck, Bill. Anyone who isn't bright enough to kedge a boat deserves a morning swim."
-----I swam.
-----When we reached Sorel, we noticed the Richelieu River on our digitized
charts. The river gave access to the south, via the St. Ours and Chambly
locks and canal, to Lake Champlain. We couldn't resist, and spun the wheel
hard a'starboard.
-----On the trip south, El talked with a lady on a Vermont boat, as they were
both tending bow lines in the locks. "You haven't been to Québec City?" The
lady frowned at El's negative reply. "Why, it has been the best part of our
entire trip! You must go."

-----Serendipity again. When we returned from Lake Champlain and the
canals, we had a short debate. At the junction with the St. Lawrence, we
again turned to starboard and headed on down river bound for Québec
City.                              
                                                                
-----"We'll soon be in the Atlantic," I mused. "Are you thinking about circumnavigating all of New England?" I shouldn't have
said that.
-----"Not a bad idea," the Magellanic El answered, deep in thought over the possibility.
-----The only reason we didn't was due to a commitment to meet our daughter 'somewhere in Ontario' later in the month.
-----We were now below the last Seaway lock and the huge tides of the Atlantic's Gulf of St. Lawrence extended far up the
river. We timed our travel to ride the back of the tides. This not only conserved fuel but reduced the standing waves in the
rapids near Québec.
QUÉBEC CITY
-----The Vermont lady is right - Québec is fabulous. And what a romantic way to enter the city - by water! The Hotel
Frontenac, the Citadel, the famed Heights - there they were, all out the port windows. The town marina, protected from the
tides by a lock, is right in town - an easy stroll to the old town and all those restaurants. We love Québec!

Port de Québec                                                    Snuggled In

-----All good things come to an end, right? We had to leave Québec, and we were sure sorry to go. El e-mailed her thanks to
the lady from Vermont. "Told you so," came the reply. So, now, folks, we've told you so.
-----Our trip back up the St. Lawrence was made in perfect weather. The experiences with the 'salties,' the big ocean-going
ships, are always exciting in the close quarters of canals and locks.
----- The locks on the St. Lawrence cost $20 for each lockage. That starts to add up. The
Iroquois lock is only a few feet up or down, at the mid-summer stage. We debated - $20
buys a bunch of miles of gas - so wee decided to run the dam instead of the lock. One
floodgate was up, the clearance was close, but … $20! It was exciting and if we didn't
have other boats to watch and follow I think we would have lost our nerve - as it was, we
thought we'd lose our radar dome.

Yikes!                                                   Filling the Lock
-----Just outside Sorel, as the sun was setting, we found a beautiful anchorage in Baie de Gráce, amongst the many islands
in the area. The water surface was a perfect mirror and we were having our traditional libation in the cockpit, when an
interesting boat appeared. It was a converted lifeboat, and well-fitted for cruising. We chatted with the folks aboard for a few
minutes. As they departed, they invited us to stop by their cabin on a nearby island the next morning.

                 Baie I'ile de Gráce Sunset                                Rejean, the Chef   
-----Not long after sunup, we pulled anchor, headed into the Chanel de Courdeau, and tied off at Champagne Cottage. Rejean
and Louise were awaiting us on the dock. We had a delightful time, visiting like long-time friends, and enjoying Rejean's

bacon and eggs. They epitomized the marvelous hospitality, joie, and sincerity we found among all the French Canadians we
met.                   
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ONTARIO
Launch: Birch Point Marina, Bobcaygeon, Ontario. Ramp is small and
looks iffy, but it functions just fine. Good place to leave tow vehicle and
trailer. Nice folks at the marina - both those who run it and those who
keep their boats in the covered slips. (They have parties on Friday
nights).
Nearby campsites:Emily Provincial Park, at the bottom end of Pigeon
Lake is nearby and very pretty, with good walking trails.
Comments: This put-in is about mid-way on the Trent-Severn Waterway.
The route is beautiful either direction.
On the Blue Line - Waiting

TRENT/SEVERN WATERWAY
-----This scenic small-boat waterway connects Lake Ontario directly to Lake
Huron, bypassing most of the open, shallow waters of both Lakes Ontario
and Erie. The canal wanders two hundred crooked miles connecting lakes
and rivers. Some, like Lake Simco, are large and require caution on windy
days. There are forty-four locks, some still hand-cranked. It transects the
southern Canadian Shield, that ancient terrane of the earliest Earth crust.
The rocks are elegant - granite mounds, metamorphic gneisses sparkling
with mica, and somber, contorted schist. Of course, to a boater, those solid
rocks are hazard, and careful attention must be paid to the navigation
buoys.
-----After completing the Rideau Canal, we put Halcyon on her trailer. We
went out for a marvelous dinner to celebrate, and filled her tanks as well.
Then, we trundled off across the wooded farmland of Southern Ontario
bound for the Trent/Severn. Now, the usual dilemma, where to put in. Once again, the C-Dory website solved the problem.
Just in time, we heard from Duane who had cruised the canal the year before. He kindly offered his charts and suggested
launching at Birch Point Marina in Bobcaygeon. We checked it out, but not before first having a great pickerel dinner in town.
The ramp, like Duane said, was iffy but he used it and it was fine.
-----Ever have a Bobawaba Day? We first heard that term in a town called Alice, in the Australian Outback. Well, of course,
we all have Bobawaba Days. But we had to go and make one! Everything was going great - tummies full, boat at a nicelooking marina - we should have trusted Duane and launcched and had a great day. No, because of residual doubts about
the ramp (you know who the conservative one was, who had the doubts), we made a Bobawaba. We left Halcyon at Birch
Point to check out the surrounding territory for a "better ramp" (Bill's words; El thought it looked great). We found a greatlooking ramp, all smooth, wide, and easy - adjacent to a kid hangout, and I could see them checking out our truck for a joy
ride (or spare parts). Another ramp was at a first-class marina whose owner had a personality more suited for the Third Reich
than working with the public - and he wanted to charge $seven/day just to park the truck! No wonder the place looked so
shiny. Another, at a private camp, had delightful folks (with great fruit pie), but ended in an escarpment somewhat resembling
the south rim of the Grand Canyon. The lady owner said, with a frown, "Shouldn't be any trouble getting her in but you might
not get her, or your trailer, back out." Great! So, after wasting a perfectly good afternoon, it was back to Birch Point and

Duane's iffy ramp.
-----It was now after five, and we thought the marina would be abandoned for the night. Dark moisture-laden storm clouds
were forming overhead. There was a distant rumble of thunder. Just as we had Halcyon hooked up heading for the ramp, a
chap named Dave, with a Birch Point sweatshirt, came running over to help us make the U-turn and guide us down the ramp.
He was a happy, smiling chap we assumed worked for the marina. No, we found out later. He keeps his boat there and is a
prosecutor from Toronto. His boat, by the way, is named, Before the Bar. After we glided effortlessly down the ramp, he
suggested we use a vacant slip adjacent to his and join the Friday night party.
-----Turns out the slip was under a high roof, and we tied off just as the storm broke - what a delight to be aboard, thunder
and lightning and driving rain, and have all the windows and hatch open! So, the Bobawaba Day ended with sundowners at
the boat-owners traditional summer Friday night party.
-----The next morning, we slithered out of harbor (El's New England expression), and faced the usual cruisers dilemma - port
or starboard.
-----"To the starboard is Lake Katchewanooga and port is Lake Couchiching," El said squinting at the charts. "Doesn't seem to
make any difference, does it?"
-----"Nope, guess not," I said, turning hard a'starboard. A police officer friend once told me, "Right-handers turn right, lefties go
left. Good to know if you're chasing a suspect." I didn't think to ask him how he might know the handed-ness of his suspect,
but it does seem he was correct. So, now you know I'm a righty.

-----We have a few recommendations: The Old Mill Restaurant below the Young's Point Lock, Electric Clove in Peterborough,
Water's Edge in Bobcaygeon, Webers in Orillia (and Gramma's for thick cinnamon toast at breakfast), and ice cream at The
Trading Company. All are short strolls from a dock. Oh, yes - if you have the courage to order in his funky-looking place,
there is a restaurant just above the Couchiching lock. An Englishman runs it. We had a slice of his homemade pie a la mode
and coffee. Outstanding! It's enjoyable talking with him. He began life in
Canada as a cook for missions in the north. He's had his restaurant for over
35 years, and it looks like he has never thrown out a thing he's owned.
-----The Trent/Severn is a most beautiful waterway and a delight to travel.
The ancient rocks are covered with evergreens, the water is clear, and
there's the occasional cottage perched on the rocky islet - great cruising. It
is a civilized route, with nice anchorages, easy tie-ups at locks, charming
small towns, friendly folks, history, good locks, and well-maintained marks. It
is popular with Canadians and busy in the summer, but most boaters are
courteous and respectful of wakes and anchoring.
-----There are several unique features to the Trent/Severn. First, the lift
locks! Well, we all know that locks are just a chamber built in the canal, with
huge doors, and water either floods in to lift you, or out to drop you. Not the two lift locks on the Trent/Severn. You cruise
through the open door, which promptly closes behind. All's normal - but the water level doesn't change. The whole chamber
starts to lift into the air! You peer over the side, or even worse ahead over the low door, and the land drops away below you.
When you reach the top, the front door opens and you glide out into the canal. Hydraulic! The whole kit and caboodle goes
up or down - like an elevator - exactly balanced by the matching chamber beside you. Amazing and a little scary.

Hydraulic Lock - Left Side Up, Right Side Down

View Aft and View Ahead

View Ahead and Down

-----The other distinctive feature of the Trent/Severn is the marine railway. Sure, we're all familiar with them. They lift big boats
out of the water at marinas. Well, this one, lifts all cruising boats up and over a big hunk of granite and deposits them on the
other side! It is part of the route and it is amazing to watch.

Up and Over

The View From Aboard - Yikes!
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ONTARIO - QUÉBEC
Launch: Haileybury Municipal Marina, Haileybury, Ontario. Two good
free ramps to use. The marina is outstanding, and Jack is a
harbourmaster par excellence.
Nearby campsites: There is a municipal campground a short distance
south from town.

A Wilderness Waterway

Comments: Haileybury is as nice a town as there is. Everyone was
friendly and helpful. There is a great historical museum, a library with
good local history books and friendly librarians, a good restaurant in the
former theater a short walk from the marina, and a variety of stores. In
short, this town has everything the cruiser needs including nice folks.

TEMISKAWA WATERWAY

-----We first heard of the Temiskawa Waterway in literature we picked up
along the canals in southern Ontario. The information was cryptic, but
intriguing. It described a beautiful and seldom-traveled waterway that
extended almost 500 kilometers along the Quebec-Ontario border. The
route was along the Ottawa River, the main "highway" of the voyageurs,
explorers, and traders of early North American history. Numerous power
dams have been built along the river, simultaneously creating barriers to
boaters and navigation access by drowning the many rapids. The literature
spoke of 'unique hydraulic trailers' that would carry boats up to 30 feet
around each dam. Hmm - built for C-Dory cruisers,eh?
                                                                                 

  Dawn on Lake Temiskaming         
-----We asked every Canadian cruiser we met - none had been there. Some had heard of the Temiskawa, but only one knew
of 'someone' who cruised a portion. We called the information phone number; it was disconnected. From our sketchy
information, it seemed possible but was the Waterway operating and would it be open that far north in September?
-----We were sitting at the western terminus of the Trent/Severn Canal. One lock down, and we were in Georgian Bay of Lake
Huron, famed cruising grounds. Following the small boat route north, we would be in the North Channel, another of the
favorites of Great Lakes boaters. We had already bought the charts of Lake Huron, were provisioned and fueled. Still, there
was this nagging word - Temiskawa.
-----One of our favorite poets is Robert Frost. His words rang in our ears - "I took the path less traveled … and that made all
the difference."
-----"Everyone's out there on Georgian Bay. Let's try something new." El sensed adventure and that's like waving a red flag in

front of a bull.
-----"There's a reason folks are out there," the conservative one countered. "Georgian Bay is a primo cruising area. Good
charts, excellent marinas and anchorages, well-marked channels … We don't have any information on Temiskawa."
-----"Exactly why we should go - we can always cruise Georgian Bay. But, right now, we have the trailer nearby, the long-term
forecast is good, the driving route north is easy from here … and it's wilderness, Bill. Loons, maybe wolves, moose, fall
migration time for geese … perfect timing. And Halcyon is perfect for the hops over the dams. We have a good heater …" El
knows there are two travel lures to dangle in front of my nose, and I'll follow her anywhere - good food and wild country. She
couldnn't promise the food, but there surely would be a dose of wild up there.

-----"Let's get more information," the cautious one replied. "We can call a
marina up there and see what they can tell us."
-----We called the municipal marina in Haileybury, Ontario. We talked with
Adam, who said he "thought" the Waterway was open, and besides, Lake
Temiskaming is a great cruise alone. In an understated way, he was very
encouraging - and that's the way to get us to take the hook. Yes, there was
a ramp at the marina, he continued. Instant decision time. "OK, we're on our
way," we said.

Municipal Marina, Haileybury         

-----We pulled the boat, and headed north. We had dinner at the Busy Bee in Temagami - outstanding. The owner/chef was a
banker, with a gourmet-cooking hobby. He tired of Toronto, and now he turns out exciting and delicious meals in the north. El
took our dinner stop as a good sign. "So far, so good," she smiled, licking off the last of a Double Raspberry Yogurt dessert.
-----We pulled into the parking lot at the Haileybury municipal marina, in the rain, about an hour before sundown. "So much for
the forecast," I said in the gathering dusk. "Wonder where the ramp is? Looks bleak - now what?"

-----We parked, and wandered over toward the dark building. Two men
came around the corner and before we spoke a word, they said, "Follow us
- we'll show you the ramp. Oh, and you can leave your trailer at my farm lots of room." We followed, launched, and were soon tied off in the marina.
Then, we had a chance to meet Adam, a high school lad who worked there
for the summer, and Jack, harbourmaster extraordinaire.
-----They were waiting for our arrival - "How did you know it was us?" I
asked.
-----"Not many boats with Oregon registration come to Haileybury," Jack said
with a smile. "Let's go tour the town."
    Shannon and Jack                            
-----"Tour? Getting a little dark, isn't it?"
-----"That's perfect - I'll bring along the ultraviolet light," Jack grinned. You instantly like Jack. He is open, sincere, and
bighearted. So, we climbed in his truck and off we went.
-----Jack is a one-man chamber of commerce, extolling the beauties and wonders of Haileybury. His buoyant exuberance
even seemed to stop the rain. We had a brief look around as he told us about the Great Fire of 1922 that destroyed 90% of
the town, the outstanding museum, Millionaires Row … and then, the coup de grace, the rocks! By now it was as black as a
moonless, northern night can be. He parked the truck, and like a mother duck, led us up a paved curving path through huge
boulders placed every twenty feet or so. "This one," he said triumphantly. He turned on his u.v. light, and it was incredible the black, hulking rock lit up with reds, yellows, blues, and greens. There were spots, streaks, and glows - vibrant, brilliant

colors lit the surface like magic. "Look at this one," Jack spoke excitedly, as though it was the first time he had ever seen this
phenomenon. He led us from rock to rock, each with unique luminescence and brilliant color. He explained that the School of
Mines had brought in the boulders to create an outdoor rock and mineral display, to supplement their outstanding mineral
collection.
-----He brought us back to the marina, with a cheery, "See you in the morning." We collapsed into our bunk as the thunder
and lightning raged and rain pounded on the cabin. We were on the Temiskawa Waterway.
-----In the morning, the wind was howling and a lightning stroke hit a tower a few hundred feet away. The lake, 124 kilometers
long, had surf outside our protecting breakwater, like the north Pacific. This was a good day to stay ashore. We met Shannon,
a bright young woman who works for the Waterway. She called the five downstream dams to check on the trailers to take us
around, found rail and bus schedules for our return if we wanted to make
the trip a one way cruise, and made us feel at home in her good hands.
Jack led us on a town tour and arranged for our visit to the museum. We
went to the library and checked out books on local history.
-----Back at the marina, Jack said two local cruisers who had just returned
up the Temiskawa had invited us to dinner at their house to share
information. John was a recently retired mine manager of a silver mine in
the nearby town of Cobalt. Lynn, in honor of our Nevada background, had
prepared a great dinner with pine nuts in chicken pasta after starters of
jalapeno jelly. They are good folks and full of helpful information. They
loaned us a book called the Temiskawa Navigator, a Dam Hoppers
Handbook, and a chart of the lake.
                       Lynn and El
-----The next morning we headed out.
-----The lake occupies a rift valley, a down-dropped, narrow, rectangular block of earth's crust bounded by vertical faults.
Temiskaming, "The Place of Deep Water," is well named. In places, its waters are more than seven hundred feet deep. We
cruised by Devil's Rock, a three hundred-foot fault face descending into the lake.
-----At the Narrows, we swung to the Quebec shore, and tied off at Parks Canada's Ft. Témiscamingue, a former Hudson Bay
Company trading post. These waters made a natural trade and travel route for the peoples of the Algonquin Nation. To the
north, a short portage gives access to rivers flowing north to Hudson Bay and the Arctic Sea. To the south, the water flows to
the St. Lawrence and the Atlantic. Beginning in the 1600's, Europeans used this route to explore the continent as far west as
the Pacific. Fur traders, Coureurs de Bois and Voyageurs had paddled these same waters.

Devil's Rock Fault Scarp                           Ft. Témiscamingue

-----At our anchorage that evening, we read the stories of the voyageurs, the timber barons, the early settlers, the
steamboats, the great fire of October 1922 - many stories, including the St. John's disaster. Four canoes, carrying young boys
and instructors from St. John's Academy, swamped off Ottertail Creek in the 1980's. It was June and the water temperature
was forty-five degrees. Thirteen died of hypothermia.
-----One of the books said, "Lake Temiskaming is Canada's most feared lake and the most mysterious in the world. Sudden
storms spring up in a minute or two and its victims are seldom found. The lake exhibits an underwater force that seems to
drag the drowned down and keep them away in some underwater channel." That seemed a bit much, but it is a very big and
exceptionally deep lake.

On the Quebec Side of the River               A Wilderness Lake

-----Indian voyageurs always gave a small libation to the lake spirits before heading out on its waters, and that seemed to be
a good idea to us, so we shared a sip of our sundowners with the lake spirits. It is a wild lake, with extensive stretches with
no sign of humans along its shore. Often the edges of the lake are cliffs of rock, and between the cliffs, the shoreline is
boulder-studded. There are few places to come ashore and even fewer places of protected anchorage. It is a lake that
demands the utmost respect and always an eye to weather. That said, it is a beautiful, mysterious, and wild body of water.
There are few places left on this continent easily accessible to a boater with such a wilderness character. The history of
Indian paddlers, voyageurs, and trappers seems as yesterday. The lusty canoe songs of the voyageurs, the Ave Maria du
Nord, still seem to echo from the dark cliffs. This is a special place.

Kicking Along                                                Listening to Loons

-----The second dam south was closed for carrying boats around, so we returned to Haileybury, to trailer ourselves around.
That evening, in the marina, Jack and Adam decided to have a going away party for us. They bought us each a potine. A
what, you ask? So did we. A potine is a popular French Canadian treat - French fries drizzled with cheese and gravy. As a
gift to remember them and Haileybury, Jack gave us Old Salt and Capt. Pepper - salt and pepper shakers for our boat. What
a guy.
-----We stopped again at the Busy Bee in Temagami, and this time El had a Butter Tart for dessert - outstanding.
Launch: Mattawa Municipal Marina, Mattawa, Ontario. Nice spot right in town.
Nearby campsites: Samuel de Champlain Provincial Park is a short distance from town.
Comments: Mattawa gives access to another wildly scenic section of the Temiskawa Waterway.
-----We cruised upstream and downstream from Mattawa, until stopped by dams in both directions. The Waterway here is
somewhat more riverine and personal than on Lake Temiskawa to the north, but it is equally as wild and bold. The forecast
was for storms, so we returned to Mattawa, pulled Halcyon, and went to Samuel de Champlain Provincial Park for an evening
ashore. The plan was to trailer south to the next launch ramp below the dam and continue down the Waterway.

First Touch of Fall                                                          Quiet Anchorage
-----The next day we were in town early for a special treat - town breakfast. There, in the restaurant, we heard the news and
spent the rest of the day in a bar glued to CNN. It was September 11th.

Before the Storm of September 11, 2001
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MINNESOTA - ONTARIO
Launch: For the southern lakes: The National Park Service Kabetogama
Visitor Center, southeast of International Falls, has an excellent ramp
and good long-term parking.
For Rainy Lake: Rainy Lake Visitor Center, also National Park Service,
has another fine ramp and good long-term parking.
Nearby campsites: Woodenfrog State Forest Campground is nearby and
is a good campsite. They also have a good ramp, but the parking may
be crowded and security perhaps not as good for the tow vehicle and
the camper.
Comments: Voyageur National Park has two sections, separated by a
dam at Kettle Falls. There is a trailer service available at the dam. For
$20, one-way, you can cross the dam. Alternatively, use the ramps at
Kabetogama and at Rainy Lake and do both ends to the middle. Saves
dollars and is an easy trip. The ramps are excellent with easy parking.

VOYAGEUR NATIONAL PARK
-----We were ashore with family much of September and October. Like all Americans, we were deeply affected by the events
of September, 2001
-----The fall leaves were turning their golden colors, the sky was blue, and it was time to for us to heed the President's words
and return to our normal lives - which, for us, meant back to the water. We had heard, from the C-Dory site, how beautiful
Voyageur National Park is for a fall cruise. We hitched up Halcyon, and headed to the Canadian border.
-----We arrived at Woodenfrog State Forest Campground just before dusk and found a site to camp. It was snug, but we just
fit without breaking off the trailer. As usual, at a new cruising destination, we didn't know where to begin - and that's a rather
essential part of boating! So, we decided to go to the Park's Kabetogama Visitor Center. What a good choice - great boat
ramp, good parking for the truck, and helpful folks (with charts) in the Visitor Center. We launched and only went a few miles
into a secluded cove. We were immediately greeted by the mournful calls of a loon searching for its mate. It was a beautiful
spot to read in the cockpit or put waypoints into the Chartplotter.

Cold Misty Mornings

-----This is not our first time to the Boundary Waters. We were here canoeing with the children in August 1973. Twenty-eight
years ago! Time is a linear function to a scientist but not in our memories. The details of that trip are as clear as yesterday even the taste of the blueberries. It was a marvelous time of loons, paddling, and campfires. In 1990, we returned for a
weeklong gathering with our adult kids, again canoeing those enchanting waters. Four years later, we skied across the frozen
surface of those lakes. We lived in a yurt with our daughter and her husband for a cold and memorable Christmas together.
-----So, El and I are not new to the Boundary Waters - but this trip on
Halcyon is unique. Previously, we traveled on the water but we lived on the
land. We were terrestrial creatures who ate, slept, and gathered around the
campfire on the land.
-----This trip, aboard Halcyon, we are truly aquatic. We rarely come to land.
We travel, eat, and sleep solely on the water. What a different perspective!
It is always from the water toward the land. We are detached from the moss,
trees, and rock.
-----The forest muffles sound, but water carries it vast distances. On the
boat, we use our ears as much as our eyes. We are surrounded by the lap
of waves on the hull and the calls of loons and squirrels. A Hermit Thrush,
who seems to think it is springtime, trills his melodious, mysterious whistles the Beautiful Singer, we have always called him. Deer strolling the shore a few yards away look to the land for danger and at
us, swinging on anchor, with curiosity.

Fall in the North

-----Weather, always important when living outdoors, is just as dominant for us. Rain is reduced to a mere inconvenience
when on the boat, with its snug cabin. Even cold is less significant, since we have a dandy stove. Here, as in a canoe, the
wind is the dominant factor. Waves rock us and we swing to the wind while on anchor. Its direction determines where we
anchor and its intensity dictates whether we travel. Our comfort and stability is in the hands of Æolus.
-----The water routes and anchorages available choose our travel plans for us. The charts give a false impression of certainty
but nature is not to be so easily confined to a mere piece of waterproof paper. Rocks, indeed whole islands, are not on the
charts or misplaced. Navigation by GPS and chart is only a probability. The time-honored necessity of using eyes, judgment,
quick reactions, and ability to read water are still required.
-----It is nice to live on the water in Boundary Waters. Here, in Voyageurs, where boats with motors are allowed, we have

been given a new and unique experience aboard Halcyon. It is amazing to live and travel in a wilderness setting and have all
the comforts of home.

-----WOW! An Aurora Borealis! El found it, just before turning in. It began as greenish curtains in the northeast. Then the
curtains, shimmering, were surrounded by a halo of diffused bright red light on the east and above. We watched as beacons
lit and shone, curtains flickered and danced, and the red glow became a deeper, darker hue. What a thrilling experience. It
wasn't in sharp definition, because of the light of the half moon, but it was a glory!
-----The next morning the auroral glow still shimmered in the north. It appeared to be the sun's predawn lighting the northern
horizon, but, eventually, the real sun took over and the sky slowly lit in the east and the aurora faded. Mist rose off the cold
lake surface, a loon called, and another day together on Halcyon began.
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KENTUCKY-TENNESSEE
Launch: Kentucky Dam Marina, Kentucky Dam Village State Resort
Park, Paducah, Kentucky. Steep ramp; use the left side facing the lake.
Can short-term park in the lot; long term there is secured parking for a
moderate fee.
Nearby campsites: A few miles away in the same State Resort Park, or
The Land Between the Lakes.
Comments: This is a good starting place for the lakes and both rivers.

Fall Comes to the Cumberland

CUMBERLAND RIVER
-----The Cumberland and Tennessee Rivers run parallel courses for their last few hundred miles. The end of their journey
from the Appalachians to the Ohio River is a due north course. It takes a cruising boater a while to adjust to the fact that
down river is up map. Not many rivers in the United States follow such aberrant behavior as to flow north - the St. Johns, the
Willamette, and a very few others. Then, there is the odd fact that the Kentucky and Tennessee Rivers could greatly shorten
their courses if they merely flowed westerly - into the Mississippi instead of northerly to the Ohio.
-----Their odd route is a great advantage to cruising sailors. The government built two large dams, one on each of the rivers,
about twenty miles upriver from their junction with the Ohio. The resulting two parallel lakes, Kentucky Lake on the Tennessee
and Barkley on the Cumberland, extend over one hundred miles south from the dams. A few miles upriver from the dams, the
government conveniently built a canal connecting the two lakes. What a spectacular play area this is - miles of interconnected
lake water and two rivers. The federal government manages The Land Between the Lakes. This is a marvelous parkland. It is
one of the nation's largest peninsulas, over forty miles long and about 5 miles wide. JFK set it aside in 1963.
-----We splashed into the waters of Kentucky Lake - excited and eager for the prospect of cruising a thousand miles on the
storied waters of the south.

-----We all make mistakes. It gets even worse as we age. We tend to forget things. At Old Hickory Lock and Dam, Mr. Bill
made a mistake and we were forgotten.

-----The day had gone well. We had a nice cruise up the Cumberland past the impressive skyline of Nashville. The dull golden
browns of fall trees lined the shores, with the occasional highlight of gold. "New England, it isn't," El observed.
-----"No argument, hon." She was certainly right. The oaks of the south just don't have the vivid brightness of the maples of
the northeast. "But the sun is warm, the sky blue, the air is light, and we're on the river cruisin' new water. Doesn't get much
better, does it?"
-----She agreed, it doesn't get much better. Then, things got a whole lot worse. There is very little barge traffic in this section
of the Cumberland. We hadn't seen one made up and moving all day. Just a few light boats scuttling around barges tied to
shore in Nashville. They were as busy as mother hens with their chicks.
-----We were five miles below the Old Hickory Lock and Dam, one of the Corps operations controlling river flow and
generating power along the Cumberland. It was about three in the afternoon and El had a great anchorage chosen just nine
miles above the lock. After a day of concentration - dodging logs, finding navigation marks, and just plain absorbing lots of
marvelous scenery - we are tired in the afternoon. We relish the hour before sundown, sitting in the cockpit visiting and
sipping on our sundowner as we watch daylight fade softly into gathering dusk. Our timing was perfect for that anchorage.

-----El was just reaching for the VHF to announce our imminent arrival to the lockmaster, when channel 13 started squawking.
"Mr. Bill, this here is Ray Gee. We got youh lock in sight and figuh yo'all bettah git to wok."
-----We had traveled over sixty river miles without a tow on the river, and had the good fortune of coming up on one just below
the lock! Well, life is like that. Just because things can't get any better, doesn't mean things can't get a whole lot worse. We
neared the lock and sure enough, there was the Ray Gee, a shiny white tow pushing a load of six barges mounded high with
coal. We had passed her way down river a few days earlier, but like the hare and the tortoise, she plodded along day and
night and slipped ahead while we slept at an anchorage up a side creek.
-----"Old Hickory Lock. Old Hickory Lock. This is Halcyon." El hailed the lockmaster on 16 to let him know we were there on
the river below the big tow.
-----"Hal… Hyl… Hul…Ah, switch and answer on 14, ma'am." There's a good reason to name your boat a simple name - like
Bubba Gump, or Ray Gee. Maybe, in this part of the world, Jack Daniels would be a good name. We knew Halcyon might be
a bit of a problem, but we enjoy the name and it's meaning too much to be overly concerned about it's clarity.
-----"Old Hickory. This is Hal---c---yon on 14," El answered Mr. Bill.
-----She turned to me, smiling. "Sounds like the name of a tow when we say it that way, doesn't it, Bill? Hal C. Yon."
-----"Yes'm, ah hyah yah. What kin ah do foh yah, ma'am?" Mr. Bill is certainly from Tennessee.
-----"We are just below the Ray Gee, upbound, and would appreciate a lift up as soon as the lock is clear," answered El.
-----"Yes'm, yes'm - that'll be no trouble. Ah'll take yah jist as soon as ah kin. Looks like 'bout an hour and a half."
-----"Old Hickory. This is Hal C. Yon. Thank you, sir. We'll be hanging out down here waiting. Hal C. Yon clear and back to
16." El put the mike back on the hanger. She's a great radio operator, and we have found that a woman's voice gets attention
from the male-dominated world of marine radio. She's had long chats with towboat captains on the VHF. It can be a lonely
life, with days away from family and home. El's interested in their jobs and their lives, and they love to visit with a friendly
voice.
-----"Well, that's not too bad," El said. "We should clear the lock with just enough time to get to the anchorage before
sundown."
-----Ray Gee had to break up the long string of barges to fit into the lock. That takes time and work. It's an interesting process
to watch. Men scurry up the hundred-foot high ladders inside the lock like ants crawling out of a box, and the tow skipper
jockeys the barges with the same care you exercise as you park your car in a tight garage. We watched in fascination as we
idled in the tail water below the dam and lock. The first set of barges was soon tied off to the lock wall, the tow scuttled back,
and the giant doors slowly closed. We listened to the words exchanged on the VHF between crew and skipper, as the wellchoreographed ballet took place in front of us. The front barges were locked up, winched out of the lock, and secured to the
giant cells above the dam. Then, Ray Gee pushed in the remaining barges before him and they all disappeared behind the
lock doors. The VHF crackled with the buzz of information as the crew reassembled the barges into a string ahead of the Ray
Gee.

The Barge Ballet
-----We patiently waited as the sun sank lower toward the western ridges. The VHF fell silent. The downstream light on the
lock shone bright red. We assumed the lockmaster was emptying the chamber and would eventually reopen the doors for us.
Nothing. A half hour more slipped by, easily enough for the lock to be empty. The sun sank behind those hills.

Darker and Darker
----- Suddenly, we noticed a change. The red light was turned off. Now, you don't want to tell a lockmaster how to do his job.
Or try to push them into moving faster. "Pleasure" boats are on the bottom of the pecking order in a government lock - like a
gnat or mosquito on an elephant's hide. But, finally, as darkness fell around us, El called Mr. Bill. "Old Hickory Lock. Old
Hickory Lock. This is Hal C. Yon still waiting for a lift up."
-----"Whar are yah, ma'am? Ah looked everywhere and can't see yah," drawled the VHF.
-----"We're right below your gates, where we've been for the past three hours," El said with barely disguised impatience.
-----"Why, Ah've bin a looking, an' I done see yah no whay-uh. Ah thot yah musta done gone home, or sumpin."
-----"Nope, just waiting here below the lock," El said with an edge of irritation beginning to show.
-----"Below the lock? BELOW THE LOCK? Why, Ah thot yah sayd yah was above the lock. Ah saw that lil' boat below, but
thot yah was a fisherman. Mah stars, in thuty yeahs of locking, Ah nevah lost no boat befoa. Hang on, ah'll spill the watah as
fast as Ah kin."
-----We hung on, as darkness sunk into blackness. We entered the lock with navigation and instrument lights on. It was night.
Inside the lock, the black wet walls glistened from the bright overhead working lights. It was easy to tie off. Mr. Bill closed the
gates, and up we went. The bright lights of the lock lit the scene into a surrealistic starkness of light and dark. We were living
in a black and white world. At the top, the gates slowly slid open and ahead lay - blackness! Mr. Bill came on the VHF
apologizing over and over, … "Nevah in mah thuty yeahs, …" He stood beside the rail and tossed a cheery wave and we
slithered out into stygian nothingness.

-----We had nine miles of darkness to the first safe anchorage. A few lights flickered from houses ashore. We passed a barge
sweeping his twin beams through the night. Far off in the distance, on the dark shoreline, was the cheerful blinking of a single
red nav light. We crept ahead, all the windows open. At night, ears are almost as important as eyes. El held the Q-beam
ready to sweep the darkness for anything forward. The radar hummed overhead. The black screen, in video mode, showed
the shoreline glowing irregularly on the margins. According to the chart, there should be a can and a nun about a half-mile
ahead. Two small white dots faded in and out at about that location on the radar screen. We hoped they were the marks. My
eyes were riveted on the radar and GPS Chartplotter and I sailed a course to place us between the dots. El's eyes were the
outside eyes - night adjusted, she peered into the darkness. When the dots were a few hundred feet ahead, 45º off the bows,
I closed my eyes, and she swept the beam - sure enough, she said, there they are. What a relief to have her visual
confirmation of an electronic spot! For the next two hours, we moved from dot to dot. My eyes were only on the instruments;
El's were ahead with the 'Cajun radar,' so called by a tow captain El met on the radio along the Louisiana coast.
-----"STOP," El commanded. Never has a C-Dory been put into reverse faster. Nothing showed on the radar screen, but
her Cajun radar lit an object almost as big as our boat fifty feet ahead. A great mossy chunk of Styrofoam!
-----Hearts pounding, we continued creeping the white dot trail. Finally, our cove split the port shoreline into a deep inverted V
- Stark Knob cove. We left the dots, and slowly moved toward the black V outlined by white shoreline on the radar. The depth
sounder showed bottom rising abruptly when we left the old river channel beneath the lake water. 25, 20, 10 feet - the
sounder gave five insistent beeps warning of the shoal, the former terrace of the river. Our eyes were riveted on the dark line
of bottom rising beneath our boat on the screen. Sharp peaks occasionally rose from the dark line, outlining stumps of the
drowned river-bounding trees. El swept the blackness ahead with her beam, trying to discern a black tree trunk out of the
black night. The sounder leveled at eight feet, and then, after what seemed an eternity, the bottom slowly descended and
showed black and solid again. We moved into the apex of the V until the sounder showed five feet, dropped the hook with the
windlass, and backed off until we felt the reassuring tug. Now, Mr. Bill, we had finally "done gone home, or sumpin."
-----The Cumberland is, in the daytime, a delightful cruise. There are so many outstanding contrasts - Civil War battlefields
and forts and peaceful anchorages. Nashville and farms. Opryland and owls hooting. There's even the Castle on the
Cumberland, a maximum security Kentucky state prison, where more than 150 have been put to death.
-----Early on a mid-February morning in 1862, others cruised up this river in the morning mist - a Union navy. Four ironclads,
two timberclads, tugs, troop transports and a hospital ship attacked the Confederate army entrenched at Ft. Donelson.

-

-----A few days later, the Union force surrounded the fort and captured 13,000 prisoners. The Union commander was a then
little-known officer - General Ulysses S. Grant - and his was the first major victory for the Union. He was henceforth known as
Unconditional Surrender Grant, since those were his surrender terms to the Confederate commander. More than 500 Civil
War dead are buried here, commemorated by a poem on a tablet in the cemetery:
"On fame's eternal camping ground
their silent tents are spread,
And glory guards, with solemn round,
the bivouac of the dead."
- Theodore O'Hara

A Meteorite Impact Crater
-----In the early days of Earth history, meteor impact scars pocked the land surface everywhere. Slowly, as the gravitational
vacuum cleaner of our increasing mass swept our orbital space of all rocks, few meteors remained to strike. Active erosion
erased the evidence of impact and such sites are hard to find, now. In the process of mapping one in Utah, I read the
geological literature of all then-known or suspected terrestrial craters. A large circular feature, with a central mound, had been
mapped in Tennessee and was thought to be an ancient impact scar. Aboard Halcyon, we cruised through the 'crater.' The
usual horizontality of the limestone beds bounding the river was disrupted by the impact of a meteor perhaps miles in
diameter. Limestones were contorted along the edge of the river, as though writhing from the cosmic blow. Our imaginations
swept back to that long ago event.
-----Limestone is tough - it defies erosion, and the horizontal layers stand as a resistant plateau, the Highland Rim, challenging
the scouring of wind and rain. The Cumberland River etches downward along cracks or weaknesses in the limestone. As we
cruised upriver, we passed Sydney Bluff, 315 feet high, and dropped off the Rim into the Nashville Basin. This lowland is
some of Tennessee's richest farmland.

Limestone is Tough

                   Nashville has an impressive skyline, especially as seen from the river
-----We heard tales of the restaurant at Cherokee Resort, on Old Hickory Lake. "They go through more than two thousand
pounds of beef in a week," said the man who looked like he had consumed his share. "Gotta stop there," he added. We did.
The roast beef dinner and the steak were outstanding - no wonder they "go through" a ton of beef.

-----The farther upriver we cruised, the smaller and more intimate it became. We went by the Hartsville nuclear power plant,
abandoned in 1985 after the TVA spent more than a billion dollars in her construction. After it was built, they determined the
cost of its power would be uncompetitive. It sits, in deserted glory, the apex of a web of high power transmission towers built
to carry electricity never generated through wires never strung. White strobe lights still blink off her characteristic jug-shaped
concrete cooling tower. What a waste.
-----El radioed Cordell Hull lock and he had the gate open for us, ready to lift. Maybe Mr. Bill had relayed word up the river
about Halcyon. The last tow and barges came through this lock years ago. They used to haul oil downriver to a refinery, the
lockmaster said, but then they built a refinery near the oil. They also hauled coal down to the power plants, but the coal in the
Cumberlands is too high in sulfur so they no longer haul it. "Nothing hauling any more except pleasure boats," he said. So, he
lifted us up the 59 feet and we cruised out onto Cordell Hull Lake. Pretty country. The local cruising guide says this area is
called the 'Switzerland of America' - maybe it might look like the Alps by local folk who never left the valley, but the Alps it is
not. The 'mountains' looked like knobs to us. However, it is a most beautiful area that doesn't require comparison. They were
covered with the copper of fall, and were reflected in the blue water of the lake.

Fall Leaves Carpet the River
-----That night, we were hooked in Sandy Chapel Cove. El went out to the cockpit, before heading to bed, for a last
'goodnight' look around the anchorage. She suddenly burst into the cabin, "WOW!" was all she could say, her face lit up with
excitement. I followed her outside.
-----She pointed to a deep red glow filling the northern sky - an aurora! Incredible, this far south. The entire northern horizon
had a distinct red glow that extended upwards half way to the zenith. Several white beacons moved within the redness, first,
on the left, then the right, then the center. The entire glow spread like wine spilled in the northern sky. It would diffuse then
converge - repeating the show. Beautiful! What a way to end a beautiful day on a beautiful river.
The next day, at the head of navigation, Celina Bridge, we reluctantly turned our bow downriver.

-Lone Fisherman -------------------------The Ferry 'Cumberland'

Harpeth Anchorage
(11/01)

Top | Home

Home

About

Themes

Years

Locations

Gatherings

Links

Contact

KENTUCKY-TENNESSEE-ALABAMA MISSISSIPPI
Launch: Kentucky Dam Marina, Kentucky Dam Village State Resort
Park, Paducah, Kentucky. Steep ramp; use the left side facing the lake.
Can short-term park in the lot; long term there is secured parking for a
moderate fee.
Nearby campsites: A few miles away in the same State Resort Park, or
The Land Between the Lakes.
Comments: This is a good starting place for the lakes and both rivers.
Tennessee River Bluffs

FALL ON THE TENNESSEE RIVER
-----What a marvelous river. Broad, calm in the brisk cool morning of fall, and inviting. It is a tale better told with pictures than
words:

TENNESSEE LOCKS
-----The Tennessee River is a long and mighty river. During the dark days of
the Great Depression, the federal government formed the Tennessee Valley
Authority to develop the poverty-stricken valley. Nine dams and locks were
constructed along its 650-mile length. Canals and power plants were also
built to provide jobs and inexpensive power to develop industry. Those
massive dams block the river today and force cruising boaters to take
passage through nine high locks. It is a challenging experience.

BONES
-----The rivers of America were avenues of commerce in the early days of
our history. What roads existed were quagmires of mud after rain and
smothered with dust and rocks in the dry. Goods and people moved by
water. Transportation was easy enough down the rivers, except in stretches
of fast water or rapids. However, up river travel was difficult or impossible in the days of sail and paddle.
-----The invention of the steamboat was significant. The Tennessee River, stretching from the Appalachians to the Ohio, and
via the Mississippi to the Gulf and the world became the 'four-lane' of its day. Steamboating was a dangerous trade. Shoals
constantly shifted. Running aground would sink or, in the least, delay a passage. Logs, snags, stumps and sawyers holed
vessels. Boilers often exploded with disastrous consequences. The wood or coal-stoked furnaces belched clouds of smoke
laden with red-hot sparks. One spark falling on the cargo, often cotton or baled goods, and the boat was ablaze. Of the more
than 400 steamboats on the Chattahoochee River, more than half sunk, burned or exploded within a few years. The 'bones' of
steamboats and their crew litter all the great rivers of America.

Tennessee Bones

ORANGE
-----Red, brown, yellow and orange are the colors of fall. Here, in
Tennessee, however, ORANGE is the only color of importance. We
discovered this along the Tennessee.
-----We had just locked through Chickamauga dam and needed fuel. At
Island Cove Marina we met a nice local couple who insisted that we would

miss one of the great treats of the Tennessee River if we didn't stop at Pine
Harbor for dinner. So, we put the location into our Chartplotter and headed
on up the river.

-----As we approached Pine Harbor through the entrance channel, El
checked out the dock through binoculars. "Looks like there might be a place
to tie off on the port side of long pier. The starb'd side is covered and all
slips."
-----I vectored us toward the pier. "Hey, there's a huge orange pom-pom at
the end of the pier," El suddenly said. "And a bunch of folks there - some
are in chairs, others on the bows of the houseboats at the slips … and they
all seem to have drinks in their hands."
-----As we approached, the folks beckoned us in, waving orange pom-poms.
They caught our lines and welcomed us to their party. "What are you
celebrating?" El asked.

-----"You don't know?" was the immediate response. "Why, this is the BIG
day - you mean, you really don't know?" We kinda felt like we had landed
on another planet, and in truth, we had. "The VOLS are playing Kentucky!
You really mean you don't know?"
-----We didn't know. "What are the Vols?" El innocently asked.
-----"Oh, my Lord. Give that gal a beer. The VOLS. You know - the VOLS!
Why, they're the best ball team anywhere! Lordy, fetch a beer for her guy,
too, will ya?"

-----We had landed in the middle of a tradition and didn't know it. Every weekend, the
gang met on their houseboats and had a 'tailgate' party while they listened to the game.
We were happily included into their celebration, especially since the Volunteers were
behind when we landed and now they had scored another touchdown and were in the
lead. "Must be you brought them luck," said the smiling lady Vol as she passed us
another beer. After the Vols went on to victory, the gang tied a pom-pom to Halcyon's
anchor light.
-----El and I finally broke off for dinner - best corn fritters ever, and my 'loaded' potato
was fabulous - not to speak of the pork chops and rib eye. When we returned to the
dock, our friends helped us into a covered slip that belonged to one of their absent
company, and gave us both bright orange UT sweatshirts they had bought for us at
WalMart while we ate.

-----At 0430 the next morning we were up to watch the Leonid meteor
shower from the end of the dock. It was a beautiful display. The meteors
streaked, maybe one or two a minute leaving long glowing tails. One was a
bright blue-green and lasted for maybe five seconds, low on the western
horizon, and looked like an airplane with landing lights on - except that it
trailed a long line of sparks behind. Deb, the Vol Lady, joined us, bringing
folding chairs. We tilted back, oohing, and aahing.
-----We shared a delicious breakfast on the houseboat of our new friends,
and after much fanfare and waving of orange pom-poms, we headed out the
channel out of Pine Harbor. A few days later, we cruised by the home of the
Vols in Knoxville.

KNOXVILLE - PARADE OF LIGHTS>
-----Every anchorage has its ambience. Little Paint Creek was spooky. There is a long somber ridge bounding the creek on
one side and farmland with a few houses on the other. The hounds at the farmhouses bayed after sundown, setting off the
coyotes howling. The canine chorus echoed off the ridge into the dark of the moon. We lay in our V-berth shivering.
-----We were off the hook early and soon lifting in the F. Loudon Lock. When we reached Knoxville, we tied off at the
Volunteer Landing Marina. "Come for the Parade of Lights?" the dockmaster asked El.
-----"Sounds great," El responded.
-----"Your timing is perfect. We have free dockage for the Parade. Tie off under the shed. It might rain tonight. Be sure to eat
at Calhoun's." The dockmaster is a friendly man with punctuated, to-the-point speech.
-----We did, it did, and we did. We tied, ate dinner at Calhoun's and had an outstanding meal, and we were under a tin shed
roof when the rain began to fall. We put our deck chairs on the dock, tilted back, and watched an outstanding Parade of
Lights.In a few days, we left the boat -- it was Christmas and time to be with family.
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KENTUCKY C-DORY GATHERING
Launch: Kentucky Dam Marina, Kentucky Dam Village State Resort
Park, Paducah, Kentucky. Steep ramp; use the left side facing the lake.
Can short-term park in the lot; long term there is secured parking for a
moderate fee.
Nearby campsites: A few miles away in the same State Resort Park, or
The Land Between the Lakes.
Comments: This is a good starting place for the lakes and both rivers.
Halcyon and Pelican

1ST ANNUAL KENTUCKY C-DORY RENDEZVOUS
-----We had met Marge and Tom on the C-Dory site. We emailed back and forth about cruising ideas on the Kentucky lakes,
marinas, and ramps. Local knowledge is priceless for us nomadic cruisers. We followed their suggestions and decided, after
our cruise up the Cumberland, to join for a long weekend of tandem cruising.
-----Cruising down the Cumberland on the appointed day, the VHF hailed, "Halcyon. Halcyon. This is Pelican." There are few
sounds to rival the happy greeting from nice folks.

"This is Pelican"
-----There are many different boats on these big rivers - they range from 75-foot megayachts to homemade 'cabins' on
pontoons - but none, absolutely none (in our biased opinion), are better looking than a C-Dory. It was marvelous to watch
Pelican coming up lake. We circled each other shouting greetings, like two C-Dogs sniffing each other. Off we went, following
Marge and Tom into Dry Creek for an anchorage for the night. We hooked near each other and sidled over to raft off. Wheeooo, as they say in these parts. They're not only good folks but Marge and Tom are great creative cooks - Chalupas for four!

-----We had a lazy morning for visiting. Then, about 10:00, we pulled hooks and headed out. It's great following the wake of
another C-Dory on a glorious fall cruise. After fueling and continuing farther south on the lake they guided us into an old
quarry, flooded by the high waters of the lake. Incredible -- the walls were filled with artistic graffiti.

-----Around the corner, we hooked in Pisgah Creek for the night. We played the game, Tell it Like It Is. Each person answers
interesting questions in an open and accepting fashion. It provides interesting insight into folks, and we all enjoyed getting to
know each other better.
-----The next morning the sun rose through the mist. We were off at 0900, heading southerly. We stopped at KenLake State
Park, tied off, and had a good buffet lunch in their dining room looking down onto the lake.

               Heading South                                   The Four of Us at KenLake (and Friend)
-----What a way to end a great day -- swinging on the hooks in Piney Bay, tummys full of Tom's barbecued pork chops, and
chatting with good folks. The next morning, we split tacks. They headed home to Paducah and we turned southerly to cruise
to the headwaters of the Tennessee. So ended the First Gathering of Kentucky Lake C-Dorys.

A Suicidal C-Dory? Nope, Just Sharing the Channel
(11/01)
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ALABAMA
Launch: There are great launch ramps at State Parks in Alabama, and
they have a reasonable charge.

Nearby campsites:Right there, in the State Parks.

Comments: Alabama has one of the finest State Park systems in the
US.
.

FIRST IN THE NATION: 1,428 MILES OF NAVIGABLE RIVERS
-----"Where do we head for winter?," El mused as we sat swinging on the hook in Kentucky Lake. "We were along the Gulf
coast from Mexico to Florida last winter, and it was delightful. But I would like to see some new water." Nomadic dreams,
right?
-----The Corps of Engineers manages the navigable waterways of the US. Conveniently, they have a map published on the
Internet. We squinted at the map. "We have cruised the waterways of Texas, Louisiana, and Florida," I said tracing the lines
with my finger. "But look at Alabama! Wow! We've only scratched the surface with our Alabama portion of the cruise on the
Tennessee River."
-----"Except for the Tenn-Tom connecting the Tennessee River to the Gulf and
the GIWW along the coast, I've never heard anything from anyone about
Alabama Rivers," El frowned. "Maybe there's a reason no one cruises them.
Let's check on them."
-----Well, we searched the trusty Internet. We found a pile of information about
campsites on Alabama water. And learned that there are 6 navigable rivers -more navigable river water than any other state!
-----Well, that should give us plenty of winter cruising," El said getting excited
about Alabama. "Look, we have the Tombigbee, Black Warrior, Chattahoochee,
Mobile and Alabama Rivers to explore. And they connect with the Flint and the
Apalachicola in Georgia and Florida."
-----However, there was precious little information on any but the Tennessee and the Tombigbee. We could see the other
rivers carried some barge traffic and had locks and dams, so they would have to be passable for our Halcyon.
-----"Lets head to Demopolis," El said. "Our guide says they have a Christmas on the River and that should be interesting.
Surely, cruisers there can help us with their experiences on the other Alabama Rivers."
-----So we went to Demopolis. There are two routes south from the Tennessee River for trailer/boaters. One is down the
Tenn-Tom Waterway. It is a pleasant cruise, now heavily traveled by boaters on the Great Loop Route. The Loop takes
cruisers south from the Great Lakes to the Gulf via the interior rivers. The return is up the East Coast, and via the Hudson
River/Erie Canal back to the Great Lakes. As you know, we love circumnavigating -- so in '92 we helped pioneer that route in
a 20-foot Flicka. It is a marvelous cruise.

-----The other route to Demopolis is Highway 43. Christmas on the River Week was just beginning so we opted for the land
route into town. --------Demopolis is one of our favorite towns, anywhere. The folks are
marvelous. We couldn't visit the bank or the library without chatting for
over an hour with local folks. This is the Christmas on the River week
in Demopolis, so folks are in town for the celebration.
-----We checked with the marina folks. Fred, the same manager who
was here when we came in ten years ago, was in charge. He gave us
a space for boat and trailer under the boat shed. This was a perfect
arrangement, since we planned to leave Halcyon here over the
Holidays while we were with family. Meanwhile, we lived in the camper
under the shed roof. A violent cold front was predicted, with heavy rain
and possible tornados, so we were very content to have the shed roof
over the boat and camper.
-----Christmas on the River is a special time in Demopolis. The Parade of Lights is done with pre-made floats -- that
float! Between the passing of the floats, fireworks were set off over the river. It was a great treat for us.

-----Fred, harbormaster extraordinaire, has had an annual tradition of fixing a gumbo for marina guests. He started working at
dawn, and with the help of Kim's son with the canoe paddle, the vats of gumbo were just right at sundown!

(12/01-4/02)
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ALABAMA
Launch: The ramp is across the slough from the Demopolis Yacht Basin.
Leave your truck/trailer at the DYB for a small charge.
Nearby campsites: Adjacent to the Yacht Basin

Comments: Fred, the harbormaster, has been at the DYB for many
years and is a pro. You will find a helpful, friendly staff. They can do
mechanical repairs. Demopolis is one of our favorite towns on the TennTom Waterway. A short walk from the DYB, it has everything -- and all
with a sincere smile.
The Black Warrior- A Wild River

BLACK WARRIOR RIVER
-----Charts. We like to have good charts of the waters we cruise. Like in life - we enjoy the illusion that the path we have
chosen to tread is defined, clear, and charted. However, as in life, this is a fantasy. The charts are often out-of-date and
some of the shoals, rocks, or stumps are not mapped. Always - always - the skipper has to be on the watch for the slightest
clue on the water's surface that might indicate an obstruction below. Struck, it might merely give a bump and make the heart
beat faster- or, it could rip the bottom out of the boat. However, for all their falsity, we still cling to the illusion that our route is
known - others have been here before us, and there are safe passages around the obstacles.
-----We have a Chartplotter - a computer brain that displays charts on a screen just below our steering position. The small
antenna picks up signals from satellites and triangulates them into a position displayed on the chart on the screen. Now the
illusion sinks to delusion. If a paper chart seems real, one generated by a computer that marks our location on the chart
within a few feet of reality, looks authoritative. Here is a virtual world that shows us moving across the screen. This must be
certainty.
-----Cruisers, new to the water and guidance electronics, display a
sense of confidence that appalls those of us who have been on the
rocks. Before long, they too have learned that a chart of water or life is,
at best, a fancy. The course down the river or into the future has
stumps and rocks - and joyous astonishment as well.
-----There are no charts for the Black Warrior River. Oh, the Corps of
Engineers has a fancy book showing the bridges, the course of the
river, and the location of every navigation mark. They even have a book
of aerial photographs of the river, complete with every river mile, bridge,
and dam clearly marked. However, neither of these official government
documents shows depths. When you are cruising a river, the depth of
the water is the most crucial and fundamental element one needs for
navigating. The river mile, location of a boat ramp or a barge loading
facility may be of interest but the location of a sandbar, a shoal, reef, or
rock is what keeps your hull intact and the boat floating. The
government maps plot our future course and take care of our safety but, like in real life, you don't ever want to trust your future to government. Life is a do it yourself job, and if you relied on the

government chart you could easily end up on the rocks.
-----There is one fishing map on the river - for the topmost lake. It depicts every fishing hot spot on the map with letters from A
to VV, but regrettably also gives no indication of depth. So we cruise "depth" blind. We will know exactly where we are, how
close is the best crappie fishing, and the route number of the highway bridge, but this is of little value hoved up on a rock.
-----Sure, Halcyon has a depth sounder. This marvelous computer gizmo tells depths to the tenths of a foot, sonically samples
the bottom to test if it is mud, sand, or rock, and finds every minnow with the temerity to swim under it's searching eye (it even
says how big is the fish!). It tells us the water temperature, our speed over the bottom, and finds thermoclines in the water
that might hide a fish or freeze the toes if we are swimming. Why it will even start screaming at us if the water depth falls
below our preset fear depth. Therefore, why do we have any depth worries, with such a doohickey guarding our safety?
-----There is one sad reality - the sounder is mounted in the stern and gives perfect hind sight. On our twenty-two-foot boat,
that isn't too bad. However, traveling at twenty knots, we cover those twenty-two feet in a little less than one second. Build in
reaction time, and I have about two heartbeats to jam the engines into reverse to avoid slamming the rock that lurks just
under the (otherwise) deep water ahead.
-----Now, cruising a river that carries commercial traffic isn't really so
hard, since the deep water channel is well marked with red nuns and
green cans. However, I still recall the tow skipper who, on a curve and
in a fog, missed one mark on the Mobile River and unknowingly
shoved his string of barges up a wide tributary creek and into a
railroad bridge abutment just before the Amtrak train roared up the line
toward the bridge. For many, it was a fatal mistake - and a tow captain
is a professional.
-----There are times we seek the shallows. We never anchor in or near
the channel for a night's sleep. There's a patch of crushed fiberglass
on the bottom of the Alabama Intercoastal Waterway that was once a
fine sailboat. It was anchored beside the channel, sailing couple
sleeping, when fog descended over them. The fog blinded the tow
captain so he decided to shove his tows against the bank and wait for
better visibility. It was a week before the Coast Guard found the remnants of the boat and her occupants. So, for our safe
anchoring, we cautiously creep up into a bay or tributary stream seeking the shallows where a tow or barge would ground
long before striking us. For this purpose, a chart showing depth would be helpful (some might say, necessary). However,
cruising, like life, needs some risk to be flavorful.
-----El and I were safely ensconced beneath the roof of the storage shed of the Demopolis Yacht Basin. Even rain couldn't
easily find us, although two walls of the shed were open, so wind-blown dust swirls outside the windows on occasion.
Demopolis, Alabama is a boater haven for those heading south on the Tenn-Tom Waterway to the Gulf. The marina is friendly
and town a short walk away.
-----It is at the junction of the Tombigbee and Black Warrior Rivers. The 'Bigbee flows south to join the Mobile River and
Mobile Bay and salt water - it is heavily traveled by cruisers seeking winter warmth or cool summers. The Warrior, upstream,
leads to a dead-end at Sipsey. OK for hauling coal, wood chips, or fuel oil to the towns of Tuscaloosa or Birmingham, but
seldom cruised by boats in transit.
-----We had cruised the Tenn-Tom from Kentucky Lakes to Mobile Bay. Now, our sights were set on the unknown - the Black
Warrior. We had appealed on the Internet for anyone who had information on the river - silence. Since it is a commercial river
up to the Port of Birmingham, it has cruising depth and navigation marks - but no charts. The river was also in flood. Life has
its challenges.
-----We hunkered down, aboard Halcyon, under the tin roof of the shed at the marina and contemplated what little information
we had. The Internet had supplied campground information, some data about the volume of commercial traffic, and a road
map showing the river - not the information a cruising skipper finds the most vital, but far more than Columbus had at hand.
Quimby's Cruising Guide is the Bible for the 9,301 miles of America's inland waterways. Proof of this statement is its thirtyeight revised editions. The Guide has a terse statement, "only in the Bankhead Pool are there marinas and other facilities for
boaters." Whee-oo! That's more than 150 river miles above Demopolis. This is one wild river.
-----We could find no one at the Demopolis marina with much info. on the Warrior. The tow captains told us it is wild and
beautiful - and full of hairpin turns. One curt skipper said, "You'all goin' meet yo'seves com'n 'round de bends."

-----What is the source of inspiration? Some say divine intervention, others say a good night of sleep or a strong cuppa coffee
- whatever the origin, the "Eureka" effect struck us. In the dark of night, under the shed roof, Boom! - we had the answer.
-----"One-way," I mumbled excitedly.
El looked up from her book. "Come again?"
-----"One-way," I shouted. "Yeah, that solves it!"
-----"Are you OK, Bill?," El said frowning slightly.
-----"El - Marge and Tom are coming down from Paduucah with their C-Dory Pelican."
-----"Yes," El said hesitatingly.
-----"We'll shuttle our vehicles from the top to the bottom of the Black Warrior and do the river one-way - downstream!" I was
fairly jumping with excitement.
-----"Gotcha," El said, sharing the enthusiasm. "We meet Marge and Tom at the top end, put in the boats, and you drive our
rig to Demopolis accompanied by Tom in their van, leave our rig at the bottom, come back with Tom and off we go."
-----"Yep," I responded.
-----"Wow - then we're going downstream with any flloodwaters, saves fuel for the long stretch between marinas, and makes it
all easy and possible." El summed it up and that's what we proposed to Marge and Tom, who readily agreed.
-----A few days later, we put the data we had on lock and fuel stops into our Chartplotter and hitched up Halcyon. We
provisioned and fueled up in Demopolis and headed north. We had talked with Bob Kirtley, at the Lighthouse Marina above
the last lock on the upper Black Warrior. He had given directions to his place and assured us that water levels were fine up
there and his ramp was in good order.
-----They were, but we hadn't mentioned that his marina was way out there in the hustings and at the bottom of a steep hill
with a hairpin curve. We left the freeway outside Tuscaloosa and followed a good two-lane, that soon started winding through
wooded patches and steep hollows. Head frames, draglines, and furrowed strip-mined landscapes told the tale of coal-mining.
The road shrunk and started winding. At each intersection, it lost a foot or so on each side. Soon, we were descending a
narrow strip that twisted down to the river, the marina and the ramp.
-----We had barely stopped (both the prayers and the vehicle) when a big smiling man came excitedly up the road to us - "A
C-Dory," he shouted. "Never thought I'd see one here. My, she's as pretty as the picture."
-----We could almost hear Halcyon purr as he ran his hand appreciatively along her flanks. "My, she's a beauty," he said with
love-struck eyes. "Name's Bobby - Bobby Meeks. I've been sitting on my booat, reading River Horse, by William Least Heat
Moon - you know, his tale about taking his C-Dory - on the water, most of the way - across the US - then I looked up and
right there - on our lil' road to our marina - in the hills of northern Alabama - is a C-Dory! I just can't believe it."
-----His pretty wife, Faye, soon joined with her camera. Bob was walking around, peeking inside, and generally looking over
Halcyon the way the doc looks at us on our annual checkup. We were soon joined by the affable Bob and Glenda Kirtley,
marina owners. We easily slid down their ramp and Halcyon was soon tied next to Big Honey, Bobby and Faye's beautifullyfitted houseboat. Pelican soon arrived and Tom and I completed the shuttle.
-----That evening, sipping icy margaritas, we were all in the houseboat salon. Tom, Bobby and I were pouring over the Corps
of Engineers aerial photos that Bobby had of the river and a fishing map of the uppermost lake. Bobby had cruised down to
salt water and knew some anchorages - he was a big help and late into the night I was punching his data into our
Chartplotter.
-----Marge, Faye and El talked about families and friends. "Boating folks are good folks," Marge said, and we toasted to that
'true-ism.'

Marge and Tom - Great Cruising Friends
-----The next morning we pulled out of Gwin's Slough and into Bankhead Lake, the highest 'pool' of the Black Warrior. Within
a hundred yards we cruised past a waterfall - what country!
-----The Warrior slices through the Piedmont Plateau, the remnant of an ancient lofty mountain range. High tree-clad hills
surround the lake. The redbuds were brilliantly announcing the arrival of spring. "Come back in a couple of weeks," Bob had
promised. "The laurels will be a blaze of glory."

-----We were curious about the river's name. "Why Black Warrior?" we asked Bob. "Named after Tuscaloosa," Bob answered.
It turns out he loves local history and grew up knowing every inch of the Mulberry Fork of the river and all the hills around.
"Tuscaloosa was a chief of the Creek Indians. He was a giant of a man, and with a dark complexion. The white folk called
him the Black Warrior. He's long gone, but the name stuck to the river."
-----Our GPS showed 18.1 straight nautical miles from the marina to the head of navigation, near Spice on the Mulberry Fork
of the river. And the same device indicated it took 55.7 miles to get there by river. Sure is a serpentine flow. That tow skipper
had it right!
-----The farther north we went, the more constricted was the channel. Finally, we were there - the sounder was giving nervous
"beeps" warning us of less than ten feet of depth. We turned when we saw tree stumps coming up from the river bottom.

-------Downstream a few miles we slipped into Horse Creek and the hook held well to the muddy bottom. The familiar voice of
our friend, Arnold a.k.a. Mushmouth, the computer voice of NOAA weather radio, was solemnly predicting a strong cold front
to arrive in the night, "with possible heavy showers, damaging hail, and tornados." Now, for those of you not familiar with
Arnold's ways, this is his standard prediction for every strong approaching cold front. However, we took his warning to heart
and found an excellent sheltered cove, with steep hills covered with high trees to take the lightning strokes and block the
winds. We did, however, ignore his admonitions to "please drive carefully and remember -always buckle up."
-----The front arrived at first light with a few distant flashes and rumbles and no wind - let alone tornados. About nine the rainn
stopped. The weather gradually cleared as we cruised down stream.
-----Return trips always seem shorter than the going - and we
were soon on the dock of the Lighthouse Marina. "Yellow Creek
is a beauty. There are several waterfalls right near the entrance.
Water's deep, and you can go for miles," Bob advised as we
were pulling out. "Don't miss it."
-----We didn't. We were soon moseying up Yellow Creek and
Bob is correct. It is a beauty. Wild, quiet, and deep. Hills rise
abruptly from the waters edge and water tumbles down several
of the runs. We turned at a sign that cautioned of shoals ahead,
near a few summer cottages, and found a tributary to the
tributary for a snug anchorage. We were soon visiting and
having dinner.
-----The next morning we pulled anchor to head down river to
the first dam and attendant lock, around the corner from Yellow
Creek. It is euphemistically called Lock 17, which is historically
correct but somewhat confusing since there are but four locks on the Black Warrior System today.
-----El radioed the lockmaster and she was greeted with a statement we've grown
accustomed to from lockmasters. "Got a tow with eight barges coming up through
right now. It'll be awhile." Meeting tows at locks fits into the same rule that you
always find traffic jams on the morning of the big meeting with the boss.
-----"You can slip up into Indian Creek just before the lock and be off the river while
you hang around." We did, listening to the "peter, peter, peter" calls of the Titmice
and the "whew whew whew" of the Towhees. Dawn in the springtime South is pure
pleasure. The lock delay was a fortuitous opportunity to enjoy and it almost seemed
an interruption when we were called to lock through.
-----It's almost two hundred nautical miles on the river from the head of navigation to
Demopolis, and it is almost sixty nm to the head of navigation from our put-in at
Lighthouse Marina. Our tanks give us 170 nautical miles, with a bit added on since
we had some current helping us downstream. The mathematics is unequivocal: Both
Pelican and Halcyon would need refueling.
-----We had been advised by Quimby's Guide that the last fuel stop is 132 miles
above Demopolis, just above Holt lock. We spotted the marina and confidently
found the fuel dock. After securing the boat, we climbed out to find the
harbormaster. Closed! No one was at the marina except a lone repairman. "How do
we contact the harbormaster," we asked the young man. "Beats me," he said with a

shrug. "Ah'm from Carolina and just doing some plumbing here."
-----We checked our charts and noticed the Hide Away Marina a short distance downstream. We pulled in and quickly
discovered they didn't sell fuel. We were stuck.
-----Salvation arrives in an unsuspecting guise. A young, bright-eyed
high school lad suggested, without a moment's hesitation, "I'll be glad
to drive you up to a gas station. I have a bunch of gas cans in the bed
of my pickup." And he did, refusing any cash to pay for his time. "Gotta
help each other in life," he said with a pleasant smile. Anyone who
says the younger generation is going to the dogs hasn't met Klint
Sellers.
-----We chatted with boat owners in the marina. "You really from
Oregon?" one asked El.
-----"We don't even see folks from Alabama, other than locals, on this
river," ventured another.
-----"Got any charts?" asked a third. We were soon given an Alabama
Waterway Guide (unfortunately, also without any depths indicated) and
Dwayne Curlee drove home to fetch us his Big Delta Waterway Guide, to the lower Mobile River. The natives are friendly in
Alabama. Soon, with full tanks and new maps, we were on our way southward again.
-----We locked through Holt lock. On a tight bend just below the lock, we met the towboat Alice Parker heading downstream.
She's a chunky, powerful lady who was pushing some long, loaded barges ahead. She's all business but, we soon
discovered, she has a big heart.
-----"Yo'all come on by on the one whistle," Alice Parker advised as we snuggled close in the narrow channel. "Let me know
when you clear my bow," she suggested - and we did.
-----"Going to git cold tonight," Alice said as we moved ahead downstream. "Might freeze. Temperatures drop thirty degrees
on the river and we likely git fog," the big lady continued. "Where you all be spending the night?"
-----"Don't know," El answered. "First time down the Warrior. Probably up a side channel."
-----"Well," came the strong voice, "not many spots on this stretch. Maybe behind the west abutment of the second bridge
down - you'd be outta trouble back in there. If'n that fog comes up I'll want to know where you're tied…"
-----There was a pause and we could hear paper rustling over the mike. "Gotta friend who lives right near there … thought
you might tie to his dock, but can't find his 'phone number or I'd call. Well, let me know where you are." His last comment

sounded much like our daughter - she "likes to know where we are."
-----"Yes sir, we'll let you know what we do and thanks for the suggestion," El radioed back to Alice Parker. When we reached
the bridge it didn't look very good to us - too noisy with the trucks overhead on the four lane. So we continued down the
meandering river. The sun sank lower and there were no sloughs to slip off the river. Marge, ahead on Pelican, radioed that
she spotted one but trees blocked the entrance.
-----"Halcyon. What mile you at?" We recognized the now-familiar voice
of the Alice Parker, far astern by river miles but just over a few hills
with the meanders of the river. El answered and again we heard the
rustling of paper on the radio. "There's a tight turn at 299, just below
you. Pull in next to the left bank descending, behind the two red marks,
and there's a dandy spot right next to a small sand hill - it even has a
sandy beach."
-----We soon spotted the anchorage, pulled in, and dropped the hooks.
It is a beautiful spot and we would never have noticed it. We radioed
our thanks to the Alice Parker. "We'll be there later tonight and check
on you," came the response.

-----The moon rose, we finished dinner, and were reading quietly when El noticed the flash
of the searchlight on the opposite bank. Soon the lights on the lead barges came slowly
around the bend followed by Alice Parker. The spotlight lit up Pelican and then Halcyon,
bright as day. The four of us were in the cockpit waving as the thoughtful big lady thundered
slowly past us. "Sure want to thank you for the slow pass, Alice Parker," El radioed to the
captain. "And your anchorage here is perfect."
-----"Thought you'd like it there," he responded.
-----"How long have you been working on tows?" El asked.
-----"Thirty years," came back the strong voice. "Three weeks out and ten days home. Every time I git home it's like a
honeymoon. Then after nine days we start spitting at each other, and out the door I go. I got a perfect wife and a perfect job."
-----The next morning we awoke to a fog, just as Alice Parker
suspected. We had a leisurely breakfast and lifted anchor. The
Black Warrior is a wild river. Miles of shoreline are undisturbed and
natural. Herons, ducks and kingfishers flew up at our approach.
You meander through some of the most beautiful southern forest
you can find anywhere.
-----Late in the day we caught up with Alice Parker. "Had to bank
the tow last night. Fog was too thick to run. Sho' glad we knew
where you were when we shoved the barges against the bank." So
were we.
-----"How'd yo'all find this little ol' river?" asked our benefactor.
"And, mo' remarkable, how'd you git hyah?" El chatted with him
over the VHF. "Say," he continued, "jest below the next railroad
bridge, there'll be a lil' ol' lady fishing on the dock - right bank. I'd
'preciate it if'n yo'd give her a slow pass. She's my Mom." We eased by the dock hoping to meet and chat with her but she
must have been in town.
-----"Thanks for watching over us," radioed El to the Alice Parker, now, once again, far astern.
-----"Yo'all have a safe trip, and come on back and see us, ma'am." An hour later, tied off in the Demopolis Yacht Harbor, we
sadly watched the Alice Parker head on down Mobile way. We were going to miss sharing a river with the gracious big lady
and her thoughtful captain.

Pelican and Halcyon at Home in Demopolis Yacht Harbor
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ALABAMA
Launch: Wind Creek State Park has two excellent ramps and
plenty of parking for the truck and trailer.

Nearby campsites: Great campsites on the lake at the State
Park

Comments: Alabama State Parks are beautiful. This one is
ideally designed for boater/campers with excellent facilities
and a good marina.

Halcyon, on Lake Martin

LAKE MARTIN
-----"She's one of Alabama's best-kept secrets," emailed Pat, the local C-Dory owner from Montgomery. "You'll love cruising
Lake Martin."
-----The C-Dory Owners website has made all the difference in our cruising life. Most places we cruise, we have had helpful
owners share their charts, launch ramp ideas, and most importantly, their water knowledge with us. Pat not only shared
charts but had them delivered to us at the marina. His emails were rich with ideas and suggestions, and we have embraced
every idea.
-----We told some Alabama boaters in Demopolis of our plan to cruise Lake
Martin. "Lake Martin? I grew up on that lake. 'Cept we always called it Lake Kaw
Liga." That sounded vaguely familiar to me and I told him so.
-----"Why, of course it would," he said with a chuckle. "'Member Hank Williams
singing about Ol' Kaw Liga, the dear old Wooden Head?" Bingo - the tune came
leaping back like I had just heard it yesterday.
-----"Hank wrote that song down on the lake and us locals have called it Lake
Kaw Liga ever since."

-----A few days later, with Hank Williams singing in my head, we launched
Pelican and Halcyon at Wind Creek State Park into Lake (Kaw Liga) Martin. We
had such fun together on the Black Warrior, we wanted to continue our tandem C-Dory cruise of Alabama waters.
-----The forecast was predicting a cold front replete with rain, so we slipped around the corner into a cove of Elkahatchee
Creek and set our hooks deep in the mud. It did rain, but without accompanying wind.

Dusk and Dawn in Elkahatchee Creek
-----Early the next morning, we got a call on the cell phone from Pat. He could join
us for a day on the Lake. We met him at 8:45 and what fun we had together. We
visited almost every corner of the lake - ostensibly to locate a restaurant to share
lunch and the 1st Alabama C-Dory Rendezvous. Most weren't open since the
boating season had yet to begin.
-----One looked promising - it even had a blazing neon sign flashing "OPEN." They
were closed tighter than a drum. Pat grinned, saying, "In Alabama, a sign flashing
"OPEN" only means the electricity is working." He finally called a restaurant he knew
and, yes, Sinclairs was open. What a meal - cheese-stuffed olives, she-crab soup,
shrimp, and grouper, to mention a few!
-----After lunch, we found that the original wooden Indian Kaw Liga was on the premises - and we
gathered around in homage.

-----What a beautiful lake. Pat is correct in calling it a treasure. Islands galore, clean water, forested
shorelines, and great food - a cruiser's Paradise.

-
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ALABAMA C-DORY GATHERING
Launch: We launched at Wind Creek State Park, Lake Martin.

Nearby campsites: Camp on the lake right at the State Park.

Comments: Great Gathering at Sinclair's

Tom, Marge, Bill, El and Pat

1ST ALABAMA C-DORY RENDEZVOUS
-----The first email we received from Pat had a great subject heading - 'C-Dory in 'Bama'. His letter said, "Got your message
about the Black Warrior cruise and wish I had seen it earlier. I would love to meet you and the other C-Dory owners." Thus
was born the idea of a C-Dory Gathering.
-----The C-Dory owners site had once again struck gold. Pat had read our inquiry for information about Alabama rivers and he
rose to the bait like a big 'bama bass after a Wiggle Worm. We exchanged a barrage of emails and Pat shared all he had
learned from his time on Jabez, his '97 16' cruiser. Shortly after we arrived in Demopolis to rejoin our Halcyon, a packet was
hand-delivered to the yacht basin - all the maps Pat had gathered on Alabama Rivers and lakes and the Quimby Cruising
Guide.
-----Marge and Tom, and their 22' cruiser Pelican, were the hosts of the First Kentucky C-Dory Rendezvous held fall '01on
Kentucky Lake. They had worked their busy schedules to open a slot for a tandem Black Warrior cruise. Unfortunately, Pat
had used up his vacation time on a marvelous trip around Australia and New Zealand (we feel sorry for him, right?), so was
unable to join us for the Black Warrior cruise.
-----However, he had suggested that the four of us should head over to Lake Martin after completing our cruise on the Black
Warrior. "You won't be disappointed," were his words. So we did and we weren't. And, the best part of that cruise, was Pat
coming over to join us and our friends Marge and Tom . We shared a fine time together.
-----He was our genial guide on the lake and we shared a marvelous lunch at Simpson's. Thus, he managed to organize the
First Annual Alabama C-Dory Gathering.

--

The Rendezvous: Pelican and Halcyon, old C-Dory friends, nose to nose. And the Gathering, Tom & Marge, El & ol' Kaw
Liga (as a stand-in for Bill) and 'bama host Pat
(4/02)
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ALABAMA
"The Great Horseshoe"
Launch: Lakepoint Resort State Park has three launch ramps with a
small fee.

Nearby campsites: Beautiful sites in the State Park

Chattahoochee River

Comments: Eufaula is a marvelous old southern town, with beautiful
houses and buildings. It is just down the road from the Park. The
Southern Alabama Sports Center services engines.

CHATTAHOOCHEE RIVER
-----"Try the Cajun Corner," Bevie at the Sports Center recommended. "You'll like the New Orleans food -- and it's not too
hot," she quickly added. It wasn't. The crawfish etouffeé, shrimp salad with ravigote dressing, and the Northshore Pasta with
andouille sausage, crawfish, and shrimp would have made Louisiana proud.
-----We were in Eufaula to service engines and provision for the trip we had planned. I was so excited about the length of the
journey, I had my hair cut at the Bluff City Barber shop. However, we were not so impatient as to miss the marvel of Eufaula
in spring. The town, built on the bluffs over the Chattahoochee River and on the site of a former Creek village, is one of the
beauties of Alabama. Brilliant azaleas and dogwoods bloomed along the broad avenues. The finest of a bygone era line the
streets - Greek Revival cottages to Italianate grandeur. This aristocratic river town preserves its 19th Century history. Visit the
town in early April to take part in the Pilgrimage, Alabama's oldest Tour of Homes.

Memorial to the Fallen in the War Between the States

------------The Tavern - 1836 Inn for river travelers

Kendall Manor - 1860's Italianate

-----On April 9, 1865, Confederate General Robert E. Lee had surrendered at Appomatox. Twenty days later, Union Officer
Benjamin Grierson, with 4,000 cavalry was approaching Eufaula. He had not heard the War was over. Under a flag of truce,
representatives of the town rode out to meet Grierson to inform him of Lee's surrender. The town was thus spared from the
certain ravages of the Union Army.

-Shorter Mansion - 1884 Neo Classical Revival

Azaleas

-Town Jail

Local Industry

-----We enjoyed the beauties of Eufaula and it's fine eating places, but it was time to get back on the water. We had
completed three of Alabama's six navigable rivers, the Tennessee, Tombigbee, and Black Warrior. There were three to go -the Chattahoochee, Mobile, and Alabama Rivers. We examined the charts that our 'Bama C-Dory friend, Pat, had loaned us.
It quickly became evident that there was a marvelous possibility.
-----The eastern river, the Chattahoochee, was the northern extension of the Corps of Engineers' ACF Waterway. By cruising
down the Chattahoochee, we had access to go up the Flint River into Georgia. Below the junction of the Flint and
Chattahoochee, the river was called the Apalachicola and continued southerly across the Florida Panhandle into the Gulf of
Mexico. There were three lock and dams that controlled the river levels.
-----When we reached the Gulf, we could hook a hard turn to starb'd into the Gulf Intracoastal Waterway. The GIWW is our
old friend. We had cruised it along the entire Gulf from Mexico to Florida. Traveling westerly along the GIWW, we would come
to Mobile Bay. If we went northerly up the Bay, and through the town of Mobile, we would meet the Mobile River. Almost 50
miles above Mobile, the Alabama River flows into the Mobile. We could take the right fork and continue all the way up to
Montgomery, AL. The whole trip looked to be about 800 nautical miles and we would end up only 100 miles away from our

starting point.
-----"It's almost a circum-navigation," El observed. "Let's call in The Great Horseshoe."
-----And so we did.
-----"What a marvelous cruise," El continued enthusiastically, "- southerly along the Georgia-Alabama border, then to salt
water and seafood, and finally north through Mobile and the wilds of the Alabama River. Let's do it!"
-----"I don't know, hon," said the conservative one. "The water connects but will there be fuel stops for us? It looks pretty wild
and lonely. We've never heard of anyone doing it and there might be a good reason."
-----"Let's check," came the quick response.
-----We did, and found there would be no problem along the eastern and southern portions of The Horseshoe. The western
arm looked iffy. From Mobile to Sand Creek Marina on the Alabama, a distance of about 170 miles, there was no obvious
place to find gas.
-----Quinby's Guide, however, gave several 'phone numbers to call along that route to contact folks who would deliver gas.
Pat volunteered to drive us back to the truck and trailer from Montgomery so the circumnavigation looked complete.
-----"We're off," said El, and the next day we launched at Lakepoint State Park.

The Chattahoochee River -- Dusk and Dawn
-----The Eufaula library generously allowed us to check out a book on the history of the lower Chattahoochee and it was
marvelous to read the tales of the past along this historic waterway. For thousands of years, the area was heavily settled by
Archaic Indians and then the more sedentary Creek Indians built villages and tilled fields along the river's banks. The
Spanish, French, British and Americans vied with the Native Americans for the land and river access. Not long after the
Revolution, the land belonged to Americans and the Creek were forced to walk westerly on the Trail of Tears to Oklahoma.
Cotton reigned and steamships plied the waters. The big houses of Eufaula and others along the waterway were built by
wealthy landowners.

Then and Now
-----After the Civil War, and the freeing of the slaves, cotton was no longer economical and the great plantations withered.
Much of the land returned to wild forest and swamp. Railroads and then highways replaced the river for transporting goods
and people, and the river became, once again, the domain of the ospreys and alligators. Much of it is wild and natural today.

-Dawn in Uchee Creek and Lunch Stop on Lake Seminole
-----There are some big dams to navigate past, using the Corps locks. These were built to
reopen a water transport system to Columbus, GA but it has been years since the last barge
came up this way. We pondered the taxpayer expense of maintaining locks and their crews for
the odd pleasure boat that travels the river. We didn't see any boats other than small fishing
boats during our journey on this Waterway, and they rarely use the locks.
---- In the picture to the left, the dark spot on the rightmost part of the lock door, just above
where the sun slants across the door, is the lock tender. Sure gives a scale to the size of the
lock. It's a mighty big drop down two of these locks.

-----It can be a little confusing along the Chattahoochee River. Eastern time lies along the east
bank in Georgia, and it is Central time on the west bank in Alabama. Good to know when
stopping for lunch or meeting locking hours at the dams. Even the names of the lakes are
different depending on whether you are looking from the eastern or western shores.
Alabaman's call the lake, here at Eufaula, Lake Eufaula. The charts call it Walter F. George Reservoir. But, time and names
are human constructs -- the river flows regardless. Cardinals sing, Ospreys squeal, and ripples murmur to nature's rhythms as
they have through the millennia.

-The Sedimentary Remnants of the Appalachians

Moss-draped Banks of the Chattahoochee

The Tri-State Border
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GEORGIA
"The Great Horseshoe"
Launch: You could launch at Wingate Fishing Lodge on Lake Seminole,
just above the Woodruff Dam and then lock down into the free-flowing
river.
Nearby campsites: There is also camping at Wingate Fishing Lodge.
Comments: If you have insufficient time to do the entire trip from Eufaula
to the Gulf, launch at Lake Seminole.
Quiet Anchorage Along the Flint

FLINT RIVER
-----The Flint River is a tributary of the Chattahoochee and is navigable upriver to Bainbridge, Georgia. It must be a fine
fishing river judging by the number of fishermen (human and feathered) we saw on the river. One can launch or lunch at the
Lunker Lodge on the lower Flint at Wingate Fishing Camp.
-----When the Army Corps of Engineers built the dam just below the junction of the Flint and Chattahoochee Rivers they
impounded Lake Seminole. The lake flooded the valleys of both rivers. The drowned forests that bounded these rivers litter
the lake as stumps, stubbs, and dead trees. The fish that are attracted to live near these underwater tree remnants attract
both human and bird fishers. There are Ospreys nesting on many of the stubs or navigation marks. Cormorants perch on the
stubble, resting between their fishing forays. And bass boats are everywhere. It is a beautiful river.

-Hazards to Navigation

Home to Birds. Ospreys, the Fish Hawks of the Flint River

Cormorant City

----

- Parade of Bass Boats

Hurrying Along to Get Bass Fishing

-----There are miles of "River Roads" marked in Lake Seminole along the Flint River. These water routes lead between the
river and adjacent creeks. They lead to excellent anchorages, great fishing holes, good swimming beaches and some fine bird
watching.

One of the Fine Swimming Beaches on the Flint

An Anhinga, the Snake Bird, Drying Out
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FLORIDA
"The Great Horseshoe"
Launch: We launched at Lakepoint Resort State Park, near Eufaula, on
the Chattahoochee. You could launch at Wingate Fishing Lodge on Lake
Seminole, just above the Woodruff Dam and then lock down into the
free-flowing river.
Nearby campsites: There is camping and a locked storage area for
vehicles at Lakepoint State Park. There is also camping at Wingate
Fishing Lodge.
Silver Water

Comments: If you have insufficient time to do the entire trip from Eufaula
to the Gulf, launch at Lake Seminole.

APALACHICOLA RIVER
-----There's many a buggy night on the Apalachicola River in the spring. We don't know that kind of insects these are, so we
called them lake bugs. They covered the windows at night and, in the morning, the boat was littered with their bodies -attracted to the anchor light. These bugs don't bite like the mosquitos that will come later in the season, so they are of minor
concern. We were anchored every evening along the rivers within an orgy.
-----The view out the door of the cabin was through a mist of lake bugs -- sometimes so thick that it was difficult to see the
uptilted engines.

-----

-

-----We discovered, on close examination, that our frenzied neighbors were amazingly beautiful in detail and we gained a new
appreciation of their design.

------The Apalachicola River begins at the confluence of the Flint and Chattahoochee Rivers, now buried below Lake Seminole.
It continues a wild and lonely path, southerly across the Florida Panhandle. The banks are often lined with sand beaches,
inviting for a swim or an overnight cookout.

--

--

There are, however, some rather large reptilian residents that might give one pause before going in for a dip.

---A Full Stomach And What He Loves to Munch
-----Homes along the river are intimately tied to the riverine flow. Either they are about to join the flow or they more often float
serenely on the river. Either way, the river in its meandering saunter to the Gulf or in wild winter floods, controls the fate of
those who live along its banks.

-----Eventually, the gentle lift of the diurnal Gulf tides affect the river and we know salt water is close. We turn off the channel
and into the old fishing port of Apalachicola. We have been here for weeks, in the past, awaiting good weather to cross the
northern Gulf to west coast Florida. It is a marvelous place, full of great eating places. Of course, shrimp and oysters are on
the top of the menu. One day, we had a dozen oysters on the half shell chased by baked shrimp under parmesan sauce for
lunch. Dinner was a dozen raw oysters shucked right beside the boat that dragged them. We followed the oysters with a
marvelous oyster stew. We love Apalachicola.

-

Sunrise in Apalachicola
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ALABAMA/FLORIDA
"The Great Horseshoe"
-----This is the bottom, or southern, 'leg' of The Great Horseshoe Route.
It is a marvelous addition to the long cruise, since it gives an opportunity
to smell salt water, rise and fall with tides, and munch on marvelous
seafood.
Pensacola Light on a Foggy Night

GULF INTRACOASTAL WATERWAY (GIWW)
-----One of the finest stretches of the GIWW, in our opinion, all the way from Mexico to
Florida, is the waterway between Mobile Bay and Apalachicola. The sugar-white sands
of the Gulf lie between the waterway and the Gulf, protecting the passage from storm
waves and the shoal waters of the Gulf. Those same sugar sands are ideal for holding
an anchor or a deck chair. They tempt cruisers for a lazy afternoon or overnight "on the
beach." In some choice anchorages, such as Big Lagoon right beside the channel into
Pensacola Bay, the dunes rise to such a height as to block strong south or
southeasterlies and give perfect protection in a blow.

-----Navigation can be tricky, at times. We have had friends on two different occasions, miss a navigation mark and slam into
a submerged sand bank. Both times, there was a cost. Once in dollars for torn props and shredded rudder and the other time
in a potential concussion when the First Mate was thrown into a table down below by the collision.

Navigation error can be costly

The Keeper of the Mark

--

----- -----------Laughing Gull ------------

An Easy Passage Through the Sand

Plenty of History Along This Coast. Geronimo was Incarcerated Here!
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ALABAMA
"The Great Horseshoe"
-----Mobile Bay is the bottom portion of the western limb of The Great
Horseshoe. This is a salty voyage.

Middle Bay Light - A Lighthouse Screwed into the
Mud - a la Chesapeake

MOBILE BAY
-----Mobile Bay is a big body of water. It requires the utmost respect on the part of a small boat skipper. Strong
southeasterlies, or even worse, a powerful 'norther,' can create a tempest of the bay. The water is shallow and instantly
responds to an increase in wind speeds by raising a short high chop. El and I have a Coast Guard commendation -- the result
of a solo sailor who thought it was possible to navigate the bay without charts and in the face of an approaching storm. We
were a part of the rescue operation that resulted in the Coast Guard terminating the skipper's voyage and impounding the
sailboat. Be careful!
-----The Perdido Bay and Gulfshores areas of Alabama, that lie to the east of Mobile Bay along the GIWW, have fine marinas
or anchorages. Drop a hook or tie off, munch oysters, and wait out the wind. We have also used a fine cove in Dauphin
Island, on the GIWW at the west end of the Bay, for the same purpose. Southbounders out of the Port of Mobile will find the
marinas and restaurants along Dog River a marvelous alternative to being pounded in heavy weather.

Oooh, So Much Good Seafood, So Little Time

The Catcher

Salty Ship Coming Down the Channel

Line up the Range Marks for Easy Navigating

Mobile from the Mobile River
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ALABAMA
"The Great Horseshoe"
-----The Mobile and Alabama Rivers, plus Mobile Bay, make up the
western arm of The Great Horseshoe route through the rivers and bays
of southern Alabama.
-----You can launch into Mobile Bay at marinas or into the Alabama
River at Roland Cooper State Park.
Pending Storm

MOBILE & ALABAMA RIVERS
-----The Mobile River flows southerly into Mobile Bay, where it forms a large delta. Looking at the chart, as we came up to
Mobile from the south, there is a wonderful confusion of anastomosing streams, canals, and inlets through the delta. The
route north up the Mobile River is, however, easy to determine. The city of Mobile was built on the westerly of the channels
through the delta, so one simply follows the ship buoyage into the city, go past all the docks, and keep going north. The river
has active barge traffic, being the end of the Tenn-Tom Waterway. The buoys can guide you all the way to Kentucky and
beyond.
-----However, there is the temptation to explore the delta. So many choices. The alternatives cast a siren spell with names
that have a haunting appeal to the nomadic boater - Tensaw River, Apalachee River, Spanish River, Polecat Bay, Chocolotta
Bay, Pass Picuda, Game Warden's Ditch, Bay Minette, Chickasaw Creek, Chuckfee Bay, Raft River, Big Bayou Canot, Little
Bateau Bay. There's plenty of water to poke around in and many stories to read. Why, the last great battle of the Civil War
was fought there in the delta. In fact, it was actually fought after Lee's surrender and the war was over - but news traveled
slowly then, and many men died.
-----The clouds were gathering, however, as we started our cruise through the delta. NOAA was calling for thunderstorms,
"some possibly severe, with damaging lightning, high winds, and large hail." Temptation resisted, we pushed on up the Mobile
River to the junction with the Alabama River. We passed a southbound tow pushing a barge full of logs.
-----"How's the water level up the Alabama, sir?" El asked.
-----"Oh, should be enough to float your little boat, ma'am," came the answer.
-----That was the beginning of a nice chat between El and the tow captain. He let us know that there were "precious few" tows
still on the Alabama. They formerly hauled gravel, coal, and fuel oil but the "traffic is down to a trickle" the skipper said, with a
hint of nostalgia in his voice.
-----El asked if there was any fuel along the river. We left Mobile with full tanks, but it's a long way up to the first indicated
marina on our charts. "No, ma'am. Mighty lonely up that lil' river. Not much of nothing up that way. Maybe ask at the first lock.
You all be careful. You hear, ma'am - you all be careful!"
-----We weren't sure what he wanted us to be careful of, and we were afraid to ask, so we parted ways - and we were careful.

Rainbow on the Mobile River

The Junction Marker of the Mobile and Alabama Rivers

-----We were some 46 miles above Mobile when we took the right fork at the junction of the two rivers. Our charts indicated
another 134 river miles on the Alabama to reach the first marina with gas. Our range, with twin Honda 40's, and our 40 gallon
tanks, is 170 miles. This is, however, on flat water, and we had a 2k current against us. Even for the mathematically
challenged, it was obvious we weren't going to make it..
-----We weren't concerned, though, since our river guide gave a telephone number to call at the first lock, 72 miles upstream.
A local chap brings fuel down to the lock for a minimum charge, said the book. There was a tone of confidence in that
statement - that should have set off a warning bell.
-----However, it didn't and we slept well in an oxbow off the river that night.

Coming into the Anchorage

Quiet Spot on the Alabama

-----The next morning it was beautiful along the river. The banks glowed yellow with spring flowers. Navigation required full
attention, however. There were drifting logs as large as our boat and numerous wing dams placed in the river by the Corps of
Engineers to concentrate the river flow and scour the channel. The dams were set at right angles to the river and marked by
navigation marks. Spring floods, however, had swept away some of the marks so it was necessary to study the flow of the
river to be certain we didn't strike a dam.

Spring Flowers

Wing Dam

-----We arrived at the first lock, and dutifully called the number to have the necessary gas delivered to the river for us -disconnected! Panic slowly rose in our chests. This is one lonely river, and we had seen only a few fishermen since leaving
Mobile. No towns, no houses - nothing but Alabama forests and alligators. El radioed the lock operator and explained our
situation.
-----"Dun' know, ma'am. No gas here. Next gas is above the next lock at Sand Creek."
-----"We can't make it that far on our fuel," El answered. "Is there anything near here?"
-----"No, ma'am -- nuthin'..." There was a long pause, then "Dun' know, ma'am..." Finally, he answered, "Maybe you cud ask at
de campground 'bove the lock -- maybe... Dun' know, ma'am."
-----When we pulled up to the lock door we could see that there wasn't much traffic on this river. It was covered with greenery.

Hanging Gardens on the Lock Door
-----We locked through, and the lock tender gave us a happy wave as we headed north toward oblivion. There was no choice.
We stopped along the bank and walked up to the campground. Fortunately, Garland Smith had a few gallons in the tank of
his bass boat and he had a four-stroke engine so it was oil-free. I was standing along the bank, knee-deep in vegetation-clad
water, draining his spare fuel into our tank when Garland mentioned absently, "... alligators and snakes."
-----El jumped a foot. "ALLIGATORS AND SNAKES?"
-----He mumbled, "Well, the alligators probably won't bite, but the moccasins can be pretty thick along here and they're mighty
territorial and aggressive. Why, just this morning my wife shooed one off our site.."
-----Never has a tank of gas been poured so quickly into a boat. I scrambled up the bank, paid him a few dollars for his extra
gas, and climbed back aboard with a sigh of relief.
-----Now all we had to worry about is whether it would be enough gas to get us to Sand Creek.
-----We ran out of daylight before we ran out of fuel. We hooked along the bank of the river just eight miles below the lock,
and nine miles below Sand Creek. We had seen only one boat since leaving Garland.
-----The next morning, it was foggy and still. We pulled the hook and continued up river with only one engine running. Within a
mile, it quit. That tank was drained. We dropped the other engine, and slowly chugged up against the current. Our GPS
counted down the tenths of miles and the minutes to our destination - it seemed interminable. Finally, through the mist we
spotted the lock. El radioed to have the door open for us, warning that we didn't have a drop of gas to spare. The door was
open, and there, on the right abutment, sat the waiting committee.

Miller's Ferry Lock and Dam

Black Vulture aka Buzzard

-----Well, we made it into Sand Creek Marina -- and we'll never know why. We have two twenty-gallon tanks and we took 43.5
gallons of gas!

Sand Creek Marina
-----Tanks full, we could again relax and enjoy the river. Now, in the upper stretches, there were towns, houses, boat ramps,
and state parks. This is a river that is saturated with history -- and some of the events, we're old enough to remember.

Before our Time

Selma Bridge -- A Sixties Landmark

-----Pat Byrd is a 'Bama C-Dory owner. He was a great help for us in planning our 820 km "Grand Horseshoe" trip on the

Alabama Rivers. He loaned us all the charts he had and volunteered to drive us back to our starting point to pick up our truck
and trailer.
-----We had been staying in touch with Pat by e-mail or cell phone on our journey, and when we locked up the last lock and
were a day out of Montgomery, we called to let him know all was well and we were almost 'home.' He decided to take the day
off, get in his 16' Jabez and join us for the last miles. Being the adventurous type, Pat came down river in the dark to meet us
at our anchorage 31 miles below town. We 'homed' in using the VHF and a spotlight, shared an evening on the river, and
headed to Montgomery the next day. We shared a beer at the Montgomery Marina -- we had cruised every mile of Alabama's
1,428 miles of navigable river -- and loved it!.

.

Pat, on Jabez

Halcyon and Jabez, at Montgomery Marina

Jabez is a beaut, eh?

Alabama
(4/02)
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CHESAPEAKE BAY
Launch: Norview Marina in Deltaville is a great spot. Good folks, all the
services you might need, and ideally located for exploring the lower
reaches of Chesapeake Bay.
Nearby campsites: There is a private campground across the road from
the marina and Beth Page, an RV "resort" in Urbanna nearby. You could
launch from Beth Page if you wished. We camped at Pt. Lookout State
Park in Maryland -- a marvelous campground. The electric sites have a
great open location on a salt water pond.
River View

Comments: Deltaville is the boating center of the Lower Chesapeake.
Brown's Marine, the Honda dealer, is an honest, friendly, efficient place
to have engines services. Norview Marina is a great place to launch good folks.

RAPPAHANNOCK RIVER
-----"Getting hot here in Alabama," El commented as we were lounging around in our deck chairs under a big shade tree in
Lakepoint State Park. We had just completed the 800+ mile trip on Alabama's Great Horseshoe.
-----"Must be getting near 100 degrees," she said swallowing a gulp of ice water. "Let's head north. Got any ideas where?"
-----"Georgia coast?" I ventured. "The Savannah River is marked as navigable and it might be a good one to explore."
-----"Let's go," was El's response, and we were soon packing things up, dropping the hydraulic camper roof, hooking up the
boat and we were off.
-----When we arrived in Savannah, we camped at Skidaway State Park. The sites were large enough for the camper and the
boat, so we unhooked the boat and headed off exploring. We discovered Pearl's Elegant Pelican restaurant - right on the
water. We munched down shrimp until we were "filled to busting," as the waitress said.

-----"Still too hot," El commented as we drove back to the campground for the night. "Let's go north until we find cool."
-----The marvelous advantage of a trailerable boat was once again obvious. We left the next morning and found "cool" at

Deltaville, VA. This is a marvelous Chesapeake Bay town with everything a cruising boater would desire. Deltaville is also the
home of Brown's Marine, an excellent Honda serviceman. We had taken on bad gas from either the deteriorating marina in
Selma or from the fisherman's spare gas tank that got us up the lonely stretch of the Alabama River to Selma.
-----"Mighty busy this time of year," David said - might be two weeks before we
can flush tanks, lines, and reset the carburetors."
-----"We rely on those engines, and want to keep them in top shape," I
answered. "We'll leave the boat with you and give us a call on the cell phone
when they're done."
-----"Time to be ashore, El," I said. "Let's find a good spot." We located Pt.
Lookout State Park in Maryland a short drive to the north. It was ideal. Right
near the Pt. Lookout light, the campsites were open and had a view of a salt
water pond complete with a resident Loon, and a pleasant, knowledgeable host.
We happily stayed the week.
-----The Park is near the site of a Civil War Union prisoner-of-war camp. Built to
house 10,000 prisoners it held over 20,000. More than 3,000 Confederate
soldiers died of exposure, hunger, and disease. Conditions were so bad that the
men ate rats for protein. In fact, rats became the currency' used by the
prisoners. At the end of the war, the Union officer in charge of the camp proudly
returned several million dollars to the US Treasury, 'saved' by short-rationing
and short-supplying the prisoners. Grim.
-----We read about surrounding events, and drove up the shore to a Celtic Festival. What a day! Kilts were everywhere,
bagpipes skirled, girls danced in competition, stories were told, husky men in kilts tossed the caber and the sheaf. There were
some great songs sung and not a little Irish beer was consumed. Good fun.

-----The next day, there was an unscheduled event. At dusk, a park ranger knocked on our door to warn us of a tornado
prediction for our area. We had heard the report first from our weather radio that we keep in our camper. Arnold, the voice of
NOAA, was tracking the storm that had embedded tornadoes. We plotted its course on a highway map. By the way, we keep
a highway atlas on Halcyon as well as the camper, since NOAA reports severe weather by the county and the smallest
possible towns in the area and cruising charts often don't show the county and only the towns near the water. A huge dark
cloud came in from the west, laced with a lightning stroke every few seconds and passed to the north of us - near the site of
yesterday's Festival. The tornados killed three and demolished large areas of homes and businesses around La Plata, MD.
We are Nevadans, and understand the odds that control all our lives.
-----We also visited the Calvert Maritime Museum in The Solomon's. They have done an excellent job in portraying the natural
and human history of the Bay. After lunch at CD's (creative and excellent food and a cheesecake par excellence), we
returned to the Museum and toured the Drum Point Lighthouse they had moved to the site.

-----We received a call from Brown's Marine, and the boat was ready. They had accelerated our schedule, knowing we were
from out-of-town and anxious to cruise. We were also ready, although we had thoroughly enjoyed the camping at Pt. Lookout
and the 'land' events. Now we only had to decide where to launch. "Where do you begin to explore the Chesapeake," El
asked frowning down at the chartbook. "There are hundreds of charming bays, rivers, islands, and towns to explore."
-----"When we were here for a short visit last year we were up in the mid-Bay. Let's poke around down in the Lower Bay this
time," I suggested.
-----"Sure - Halcyon's in the perfect spot -- in a 'boaty' town. There must be a good launch right there. Let's get going."
-----We provisioned in Deltaville and even bought a low-wattage anchor light from the West Marine store in town (there's also
a Boat US store) for any needed parts. Do any of you ever visit a good boat (a.k.a. candy) store and not find something you
'need?'
-----We launched at Norview Marina, a great place with friendly folks and a good ramp. We headed out the narrow channel
and into the three-mile-wide Rappahannock River. The river is roughly parallel to the much longer and wider Potomac River,
just to the north. We turned westerly and headed up river to Fredericksburg. We would travel about two hundred miles on this
attractive and historic river; to the Fall Line and return.
-----The anchorages are numerous and ideal. The wildlife is marvelous. Many of the critters live in the water; those we enjoy
eating, those who make swimming hazardous, and those who are just enjoyable to watch.

-----There were new and different insects hatching from the water and festooning the boat. While preparing the morning coffee
and tea, we were joined by hundreds of swallows who enjoyed sitting all over Halcyon while making their breakfast forays to
the insects. We were in the middle of a food web.

-----Ospreys were everywhere, and fascinating to watch.
-----We took a few pictures to illustrate the diversity of nest sites. Some were on the navigation marks, cans and posts, built
either wide or narrow, neat or messy, as the location dictated. Others were on docks, drooping with the prevailing winds. One
enterprising couple, environmentally aware, even had solar lighting for their site.

-

-----We came ashore in Urbanna and Tappahannock, two charming towns with good restaurants and well-preserved historic
buildings. We entertained visiting family, aboard Halcyon, tied off in the Urbanna Yachting Center Marina. We met some
friendly boaters and dock masters in these towns.

-----We even made a foray into the 'interior' to visit Old Christ Church, built in 1735 by 'King Carter.' Since it was built on his
land, and therefore private property, it survived the anti-British sentiments directed at other Anglican churches during and after
the Revolution. Our guides were circumnavigator friends who lived on the Northern Neck.

-----The river became ever more narrow and intimate. Even the nav. marks seemed to shrink to the scale of the river. We
passed a sign indicating the river's designation as a State Scenic River.

-----The Waterman Culture is contracting, but there are still many who make their living off the bounty of the Bay and its rivers.
The commercial boats are the essence of function and beauty.

-----One of our last mornings on the Rappahannock dawned through a fog. We were on anchor in a secluded creek tributary
to the river. The slow ascent of the sun was theatrical - slowly light diffused through the misty scrim. Out on the creek, the
muffled sound of throbbing diesel penetrated the silence of our cabin. We stood in the cockpit staring into the mist. An Osprey
whistled from his perch on a limb above the boat. A heron stalked the shallows a few feet distant. Slowly, as the fog
dispersed, we could make out the workboat. All the watermen were starting about their daily chores.
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MAINE
Launch: Bath Public Boat Ramp
Nearby campsites: Camden Hills State Park is about 50 miles northeast.
Meadowland is a private campground in Phippsburg, just five miles from
Bath. There are many nice Bed & Breakfasts in Bath.
Comments: We had our Gathering at Kennebec Tavern and Marina in
Bath. This is a great spot to begin 'coasting' Maine since you have all
the Kennebec River to explore, and at the mouth of the river, the Atlantic
coast.
The Pulpit

DOWN EAST
----\-oWe cruised along the Maine coast for thirty-seven days, from mid-August to late September. We traveled a total of 862
nautical miles and used the engines for 112 hours. We launched and pulled out at Bath, and cruised a short distance to the
west and as far east as Schoodic Point. The summer was hot and dry, with little rain or fog.
----\-oThe coast of Maine, in good weather, is one of the finest cruising grounds anywhere. There are numerous anchorages,
interesting towns, nice folks, and incredible variety. On the downside, there can be fog, the tides are high and the currents
strong, and some of the natives are persnickety.
----\-oWe had a marvelous cruise. Our C-Dory is the perfect boat -- you can explore the backwaters and handle the sea
swells equally well.

-

Rocks, History, and Halcyon

-

Maine C-Dory Friends

-

--

o
--Maine Humor - Frog Bear, Belfast Harbormaster, Red Right Refrain

Hand-operated Swing Bridge

-

Fond Memories
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MAINE
-----Lobsters are very weird critters. Humors americanus is in
the phylum Arthropoda, that includes such delicacies as
insects and spiders. Lobsters are, in fact, saltwater
cockroaches.
-----Lobstermen are also very weird critters. Homo americanus
var. lobsterosus are often compared and confused with H.
americanus var. cowboyensis. As westerners, we can assure
you they are not cowboys.
Deep in the Maine Psyche

-----We have studied both lobsters and lobstermen in order to
understand their behavior. Their story is fascinating.

LOBSTER'N
-----As one might expect with such an arthropod phylogeny, lobsters have not always been considered a delicacy. In colonial
days they were fed twice a week to indentured servants, who complained bitterly about their poor fare, so much so that a
clause was added by law to their contracts - they could not be fed lobsters more than four times a week. Some prisons in
colonial New England forbade the serving of lobster more than once a week to inmates - it was cruel and unusual treatment.
Coastal kids found big ones under almost every rock. They were collected for farmers who spread them as fertilizer on their
fields.

THE OLD TIMES

-----Until the 1840's, nobody thought of harvesting and selling a lobster. Then, in the fall of 1850, some Gloucester fishermen
sailed a "wet smack" into Swan's Island . A wet smack has holes in its hold to allow circulation of seawater. They hired a few
locals to collect lobsters, filled the hold with live lobsters, and headed for Boston. Thus did commercial lobstering begin. Soon
locals were taught to set traps and await the arrival of the wet smacks from Gloucester. Lobster dealers paid the locals a few
cents per lobster and most were processed by canneries.
-----There were some giant crustaceans in those days - twenty-pounders were not unusual and a forty-three-pounder was
wrestled from the waters near Friendship, Maine. Lobstering then was for men too old to go to the offshore fishing grounds.
The old man, trailing a few grandkids, would row out to the forty or so traps he kept in the bay and collect a few hundred
pounds of lobster in a day. In those early days, each trap often held at least six lobsters, many weighing five pounds or more
- usually at least thirty pounds per trap. They were sold for pennies, apiece. Today, a strapping young fellow in a powerful

boat sets up to eight hundred traps. He is lucky if there is one keeping-sized lobster per trap, weighing little more than a
pound, so he often collects less than a hundred pounds a day. However, a pound of lobster fetches the fisherman about
$2.75 per pound today. Still, with inflation, cost of boats, fuel and gear, and more competition for the resource, his 'keeping'
income has generally been reducing over the past thirty years or so.
-----By the late 1800's, canning lobster was big business, with almost a hundred canneries along the coast and on the islands.
Fourteen million pounds of lobster went into cans in 1880, most to be shipped overseas from Boston and New York. Small
lobsters ("shorts") went into cans, big lobsters were held in "pounds" for the wet smacks to carry live to market. Skippers of
wet smacks knew that they could negotiate better with the fishermen if they tossed in some stone jugs of whiskey in the deal.
Women did most of the work in the canneries, picking and packing the lobsters. Men soldered the tins and moved the boxes.
Men were paid $7-15 a week, women $2-3. Boys, up to 14, were paid 25 cents a day.
-----Island "traders," vessels that were floating stores, called regularly on the islands, tying off to the cannery or lobster dock
for a few days selling everything a general store had for folks on the mainland. There was even a floating cobbler on
Penobscot Bay who traveled to islands in his scow with the sign, "Boots and Shoes Repaired on the Rolling Deep."
-----By 1900, canneries were being shut down. Too many shorts were being taken. They were too young to have bred, so the
lobster population crashed. Commissioners from the New England states met to make conservation rules, and in good New
England fashion, they are still meeting on the same subject. More had to be known about the lives of lobsters, so biologists
studied them and still are.

LOBSTER LIFE
-----Lobsters are amazing creatures. They may be "bugs," as the locals call them, but they are well-equipped bugs. They have
two different and distinct claws. One is a crusher and the other a ripper, each with an obvious function. If you have ever had
the misfortune of having one latch onto you, you know their strength. As a lesson to a curious youngster, I remember
Grandpa putting a pencil in the open "jaws" of the crusher claw of a very unhappy crustacean. The pencil was mashed,
smashed and splinters before I could catch my breath.
-----Since they are cannibals, lobsters generally lead a solitary life. They apparently maintain a territory, that they defend, but
large adults move at will. All are vulnerable to their fellows, as well as other predators, when they molt their hard carapace.
During the few weeks they are "soft shells", they hide in rock crevices and remain inactive. They eat almost anything and
generally make their living scavenging. In hard times, or when caught in a trap, they can filter plankton from sea water and
make do.
-----Lobsters don't breed until they are about five years old. Then, when the female sheds and is soft and defenseless, a male
corrals her. If she judges him suitable (who knows by what criteria), she sends waves of pheromone 'perfume' at him, virtually
drugging him into a single-minded purpose. Hopefully this works since her cannibalistic potential mate has to make a difficult
decision - a lobster dinner or sex. A human might find that a difficult choice, also.
-----Lobsters, out on a "date"
-----A fertilized female can carry the male sperm in a special pouch for months, until she
determines the time is right for egg laying. Then, she fertilizes up to 20,000 eggs with
this delayed process. Now known by fishermen as an "egger," and illegal to keep, she
carries that egg mass under her tail for nine to eleven months. If caught, the lobsterman
notches her tail to indicate that she is a breeder, and releases her. If caught again, even
without eggs, she will be released in order to maintain the breeding stock. Fishermen are
often a crude lot, so you can imagine some of the jokes bantered about concerning
"notched" females.

An Egger, with a green mass of eggs under her tail
-----When the eggs hatch, the larvae float near the water surface for several weeks preyed on by fish and birds. The survivors (estimated to be about ten of the 20,000) sink

to the bottom to hide under a rock for up to four years. They leave their hiding place
only at night, and only to feed. They grow so fast in the first five years that they will shed
their carapaces up to 25 times.

-----A Youngster
-----They shed about once a year after reaching adult size (3 8/32 inches between eye
socket and the end of the carapace). The process is triggered by water temperature usually early summer on the Maine coast. A legal-sized lobster is about seven years old.

A Poster on a Lobsterman's Shed

TRAP'N
-----Traps, in the early days, were made of wooden slats with tarred rope netting on one end - there
was a cone-shaped passage through the rope large enough for a lobster to back into the trap. They aren't bright enough to
back out, and their claws block forward passage, so they remain trapped. Traps were baited with cod heads hung from a row
of hooks.
-----Today, the trap or pot is usually made of wire mesh, aluminized or coated with vinyl. There is still the cone-shaped
entrance to test the IQ of lobsters. There are "three-footers, forty-inchers, and four-footers." Four-footers seem to catch more
lobsters - perhaps because a lobster will protect its prison, or actually, the food in the trap, and prevent other lobsters from
entering. Four-footers give more space and make lobsters less defensive. Most traps are "three-brickers"- bricks placed in the
bottom so they set bottom-side down. The interior of a modern trap has two compartments - a "kitchen and a parlor," creating
two cone-shaped barriers to egress, thus hopefully proving to be too great a mental challenge for a crustacean brain. There is
a door on top to remove the lobsters.
-----The state requires "two escape vents," one with a stainless hog ring of a proper size to allow undersize lobsters to
escape. The other has a plastic degradable ring. If a pot is lost due to a cut or rotten line ("ghost gear"), the plastic ring
hopefully deteriorates in one season allowing a large opening so all lobsters can escape.
-----Lobstermen may drop as many as 600-800 traps, linked by lines ("warps") to buoys. Each lobsterman has a distinctive
color pattern unique to each area, like a brand, registered with the state.

A Colorful Link to a Livelihood, but an Obstacle Course for Boaters

-----Most fishermen drop two pots per buoy. The second is connected by sixty feet of line to the first and is called the "trailer."

The Lobsterman baits the trailer after sliding the first pot aft to his sternman for baiting.
-----Some fishermen drop strings as long as a dozen per buoy, where this is legal. A mesh bag filled with salted herring is the
usual bait, although fish parts are sometimes used.

-Traps are often stored in yards on the dock or on a floating platform.
-----Removing the lobster from the trap, the fisherman places an elastic band over the claws, using a special plier-like tool.
This not only prevents accidental bites but, more importantly, keeps the cannibalistic lobsters from eating each other in the
barrel on the trip back to market.

SELL'N
-----At the end of the haul, the lobsterman returns to a dealer's dock (often a co-op) where the lobsters are checked and
weighed by the buyer, placed in containers and stored in "cars" prior to shipping by truck to or by wholesalers. Some dealers
keep lobsters in "pounds," a large net enclosure, where they may remain for months until market price is more favorable.

-----

Unloading, weighing, putting in boxes

Storing the boxes beside or under the platform in the "car"

The Scale, at a Pound
-----Lobster economics is a classic story of supply and demand. As lobsters became more scarce, the price went up. In the
1850's, each lobster, regardless of size, sold for a few cents apiece. By 1900, they fetched nine cents a pound. Naturally,
more folks, now including younger men, went lobstering. In 1855, ten men were lobstering off Swan's Island. In 1900, there
were 140 men in the same water. Now, about 7,000 are licensed for lobsters in Maine and they fetch over one hundred
million dollars of lobsters per year. The price is over one hundred times greater than a hundred years ago, but, despite over a
hundred-fold increase in the number of fishermen and traps, the catch is about the same. If it were not for state and selfregulation, the resource would long ago have been depleted. It is a hard life with slowly diminishing real income.

EAT'N

---

---

--Follow the sign, to the bib, to the board, to El munching. Many days, she had lobster (stewed, boiled, or in a roll) twice a day

- she was in tall clover.

LOBSTERMAN LIFE
-----Lobstermen are amazing creatures. The myth depicts him as a solitary creature, working for himself. In reality, he is often
helped in the boat or ashore by his wife or other family members.

Lobster "men"
-----They awaken early, and roar their boats out to sea where they pull pots through all kinds of weather. Their day is an
endless round of pulling and placing, taking their catch back to dock and selling to the highest bidder. Myth compares them to
the cowboy, hard-working, and independent. He is tough, but kind to kids, women and animals (except crustaceans).

The Myth - Lonely, but Free
-----There's an annual round that affects lobstermen, based on the weather, biology of the lobster, and the market. The four
seasons each have a pattern. In the early summer, lobsters are shedding and few are caught. That's the time to pull the gear
and do the fixing. Late summer is the working time - the weather is good and, after shedding, there is a new class of lobsters
who have reached legal size. Tourists flood the coast, munching on lobsters, so the price is high during the summer. After the
"summer complaints" go home, price drops dramatically since there are still lobsters to be caught. Many lobsters go to pounds
awaiting higher prices. Fall and early winter are usually the best fishing. Lobsters tend to move to deeper water where there is
less trap congestion. As the weather deteriorates, and storms increase in frequency, there are fewer days available for
fishing. Lobsters become inactive during the cold winter months and the season slows. Late winter and early spring are the
quiet times, and men often get other jobs or fish for shrimp or scallops. This, however, is the time of highest prices, and the
lobsters from pounds are now sold to market. As the water warms and weather improves, usually in April, lobster'n begins
anew, but lately the spring catch has been poor, since most of the legal lobsters have already been caught and the new class
has yet to shed to legal size. Prices also are lower in Spring, since the "from aways"are still away. This creates an imbalance
between supply and demand.
-----There is also a daily cycle for a lobsterman. If the weather is favorable, he is up early. There may be brief visits at the
dock with other fishermen and then he rows out to the boat mooring.

--The Dock and the Moorings
-----They roar out of harbor at full throttle, their wakes thrashing any "pleasure" boat anchored by the "people from away"
foolish enough to anchor in their harbor.

ROAR!
-----When they arrive at their traps, they spot a buoy, cut engine, turn hard a'starboard, grab the warp with a gaff, wrap it onto
the flywheel of the hydraulic "pot puller" and rapidly lift the traps.

Pull'n

A Close-up of the Gear
-----Line, slime, and weeds snake around the legs of the hauler. The first trap up is slid back along the "rail" to the sternman
and the second is worked by the skipper. Lids are lifted, shorts thrown back, keepers put in a bucket, extraneous stuff in the
trap cleaned out and bait bags inserted. He then maneuvers, usually a few feet, to a favorable location relative to the bottom,
depth, and other traps. He throws the trap overboard and simultaneously hits the throttle, roaring off at high speed toward his

next buoy as the sinking trap rips the second trap and warp off the stern of his boat. (Occasionally a fisherman gets a leg
caught in the whipping line and is himself jerked overboard - encased in oilskins and heavy boots, he may not survive the
frigid water).
-----While roaring to the next buoy, he usually measures his keepers and places them in boxes with circulating seawater. At
the same time he is navigating around buoys and terrorizing the "pleasure" boaters imprudent enough to be cruising by
anywhere near his water. His day continues thus, until he has lifted and rebaited hundreds of traps. His AM radio is blasting
country tunes, and he sometimes carries on shouted conversations with his sternman. Lunch is hastily consumed. His only
pleasure time, for some, is chatting with friends on the VHF marine radio. Woe unto any "pleasure" boater foolish enough to
try to communicate by VHF on "his" frequency - crude remarks or noises will issue from their radios. The greatest fun is to
imitate the "tourasst" conversation, spicing it up with obscenities or nasty references, much to the delight of the lobsterman's
friends monitoring the radio. Oh, and don't try to refuel at the lobsterman's dock. Not only do they have priority, but the
Dockmaster will usually run you off with a string of angry expletives.

---

A Medley of Boats
-----Lobstermen have been subject to sociological analysis. Well-documented studies show they are anything but independent.
They often may work alone, but they work within a tightly knit social network. Their social group is composed almost
exclusively of other lobstermen who work from the same harbor (they seldom know anyone from the next harbor ten miles
away, and almost always think of them as "strange," or as "cunners" (small fish). Their group is usually tightly linked by
kinship, VHF, jawing at the dock, and prejudice.
-----Within the group, the "highliners" are the Alpha Males. They usually have the most connections through kin. They catch
the most, earn the most, and spend the most. Their success is not necessarily due to expertise alone - they often claim,
unchallenged, the best fishing sites and are privy to the best fishing information from others. Competition can also be fierce
between highliners. The "dubs," far down the pecking order, are usually young and inexperienced, or just can't catch lobsters,
for whatever reason. They are relegated to the worst fishing areas for their traps and dare not encroach on anyone up the
scale. The only folks farther down the pecking order than dubs are part-timers or a fellow "from away" who tries to become a
lobsterman. It is almost impossible to become a lobsterman unless you are born into a lobstering family.

Gang Colors
-----Each harbor group has its own territory to fish. These areas are not set or recognized by the state - the ocean is legally a
"common," available to all equally. Woe unto anyone setting a trap in the territory of one of the groups - his warp will soon be
cut. And virtually all the nearshore water is claimed. Similarly, if one group infringes on the territory of another, there may be a
lobster war. Conflict may escalate beyond warp cutting to boat sinking and physical violence. Ah, sadness - another myth
rides off into the sunset.

LOBSTER FUN

Yikes!

---

---

Good Grief (note elastics on peepel 'claws')

Native

Lobstour-ist
(8/01)
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MAINE
-----C-Dory owners in Maine are a hardy and happy lot. Well they should
be -- they live in some of the finest summer cruising grounds on the
planet.
-----Two "from away" C-Dorys joined with two natives and we had a
great time together in August and September 2002. We had a lobster
luncheon and then cruised about 900 miles together, as two- or
threesomes. We had a great time.
Maine C-Dogs

DOWN-EAST GATHERING
-----There aren't many C-Dory's on the Maine coast, but two of the known three natives, plus a few "from away" C-Dorys,
gathered for a luncheon and some coastal cruising. After some e-mailing back and forth through the C-Dory owner's site, we
settled on a time and a place to gather - The Kennebec Tavern and Marina (note the excellent combination of activities in that
site) in Bath, Maine. At the appointed time, three C-Dory families gathered around some good Full Sail Summer Ale (Maine
brewery) and lobster rolls. We shared libations, lobster, charts, books, timing and places for cruising, and a few tall tales. In
short, a Great Gathering.
LUNCHEON

Down East C-Dory Crews (Bill, Rick, Carol, El, Linus, and Bonnie)

Another Lunch (El, Rick, and Fred)
PARTICIPANTS

Rick - Linus

Fred & Bowie

El (and Bill)
BOATS

--Miss Ginna (Linus and Bonnie) - Tom Cat (Fred & Bowie)

--Hunky Dory (Rick and Carol) - Halcyon (El and Bill)

Bufflehead (Dave and Sue)
ACTIVITIES
Rafting

-Miss Ginna and Halcyon - Halcyon and Hunky Dory (Oregon meets Maine)

-Hunky Dory, Halcyon, and Tom Cat - Halcyon and Tom Cat
Sightseeing in front of the HMS Bounty

-

Rounding the Points

Pemiquid Light and Hunky Dory
Cruising On

Swinging Bridges

Anchoring (Up and Down)

-

Linus - Rick - Bill
Visiting

Fogged In

Ah, Maine Memories
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MAINE
-----The coastal sentinels of Maine are a marvelous sight and a lifesaving resource. Their histories are long - the land for the Sequin Light
was purchased under the guidance of Pres. George Washington. Stories
of bravery, heroism, humor, and ghosts abound. Lighthouses are a
treasure.

LIGHTHOUSES
-----For those of you who love and appreciate the beauty of lighthouses, we have selected some photographs to illustrate the
variety and beauty of installations along coastal Maine.

-

-

-

-

-

-

-
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MAINE
The past and the present often merge, sometimes with a hint of the
future. Along the coast of Maine, this is best demonstrated by the
vessels one encounters.

Bones, but Oh, the Stories They Could Tell

SCHOONERS

Rounding the Red for Home

Friendship Sloop

Good Company

-

Proud Ships

Proud Men

The Transition

Today (The State of Maine at Maine Maritime Academy)

-

Resurrection

Ghosts of the Past
(09-02)
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MAINE
-----One of the great joys of the cruising life is the proximity we have with
wildlife. Our wild neighbors are often noisy, like the dawn chorus from
the Gull Island, but always interesting and enjoyable.

Herring Gull

MAINE CRITTERS
-----It might come as a shock to those who are ornithologically-challenged that there is no such thing as a Sea Gull. Such a
presumption leads one to believe that there is a Land Gull. Indeed, some individual gulls may never see the ocean in their
lifetimes, but their species is always well-represented on a coast somewhere. No, there are no Sea Gulls. There are Herring
Gulls, Laughing Gulls, California Gulls, Western Gulls, and many other species, but no Sea Gulls in the bird books.
-----Knowing the names of things around us serves many purposes. For starters, we can be smart alecks to ex-friends and
neighbors with incessant trivial knowledge. Or, less obnoxiously, names allow clarification in identifying. Instead of saying,
"Good Morning, Human," we can say "Hi, Beth." We think Beth would appreciate it. Also, we can then differentiate and
individualize the experience of meeting another human. We have added diversity and appreciation to our lives, enriching our
experience.
-----For El and I, cruising the beauties of America without knowledge of the natural world would be a great loss. Knowing
something about the rocks, birds, plants and animals, and the human culture and history adds not only to the pleasure of our
cruise but is the essence of why we cruise. Not knowing and appreciating our natural and human surroundings would be like
visiting the Metropolitan Museum of Art with the pictures turned to the wall.

Wilson's Storm Petrel
------Please appreciate this picture. Those of you who know the Storm Petrels, know that they are among the flightiest flits of
the bird world. This was a dumb lucky picture. They fly like swallows at sea, descending to the surface to "walk on the water,"
picking off tiny morsels from the wave tops. They are found all across the oceans, tiny bits of feathered fluttering fluff
thousands of miles from land. The old "saylors" called them, "Mother Carey's Chickens." They considered them Virgin Mary's

brood due to their habit of seemingly walking on the water.

-

-

-----OK. Some "Sea Gulls." This is the Laughing Gull. They are well-named. We have awakened to their chorus and thought
we were in bedlam. There are many species of black-headed gulls, so check them out.

-----The Herring Gull is the common gull of the Atlantic Coast. The dark bird following the adult is a teenage Herring Gull
trying to beg food from its parent. Some things never change, in the bird world or ours.

Black-backed Gull
-----For those of you on the west coast, you have a counterpart that looks similar but is, indeed, a different species - the
Western Gull. Both the Black-backed and Western Gulls are considerably larger than other gulls, and although generally less
numerous, are the Kings of the Roost.

Common Terns
-----Terns are the swallows of the water world. They have long pointed wings and pointed tails. Their flight is often erratic but
graceful. They are generally smaller than gulls and "pointed." Watching their aerobics is exciting.

Double-crested Cormorant .
-----There are various species of cormorants, on both coasts, but this is the common one in Maine. They eat fish and, like this
fellow, eels. They have long serpentine necks and dive from the surface of the water to pursue their prey. They are 'groupies'
and often occur in very large flocks. One dark night, navigating across a southern lake, my eyes were riveted to the
instruments and El's to the water ahead, when she suddenly shouted, "Stop." Never has a C-Dory gone into reverse faster.
Ahead the water was boiling white - thrashing and jumping - across a strip a hundred yards wide. "Good Lord - a rapid? A
waterfall? - in the middle of a lake?" We watched the tumultuous white froth spread and then mysteriously dissipate.
Thousands of frightened cormorants had pattered across the water to take flight ahead of our approaching bow.

Bald Eagle ---------This one is on its nest on the North End of Swan Island in the Kennebec River, upstream from Bath, Maine. The first
European colonists were told by the Natives that this was Eagle Island. Eagles had lived there as far back as tribal memory
extended. They still do.

Summer and Winter Black Guillemots ------These are (in summer plumage) small black and white diving birds. Big deal, you say. Well, listen up. These little critters
live in the High Arctic - places like Baffin Island and the Northwest Passage. They nest and feed along the edges of
permanently frozen land and ice. Their neighbors are Polar Bears and Inuit. Some stay in the Far North over the winter. They
feed under the ice, emerging at the surface for air at seal breathing holes. A few (the wimps of the species, I suppose) fly
down to the 'warmth' of coastal Maine to spend the winter. Give them a little respect.

Female King Eiders

-----These are also birds of the far northern tundras and arctic islands. Their feathers are exceptionally warm to shield them
from the severe cold of the north. Those feathers make marvelous pillow stuffings.

Ospreys,on the Cross River Junction Mark

Leaning with the weight of Osprey nest

The Pulpit.
-----The earliest European settlers in this area reported Ospreys on the Pulpit. This nest has been continuously occupied for
hundreds of years. Ospreys, or Fish Hawks, were threatened with extinction 30 years ago. DDT, washing down rivers from
farms, was ingested by fish. Ospreys ate the fish and concentrated DDT in their organs. The result was paper-thin egg shells
and no young Ospreys.
-----Rachel Carson, a Maine coastal resident and marine biologist, warned of the "Silent Spring" coming from pesticides. My
Dad, a chemist and maker of pesticides, shifted away from DDT and to chemicals that did not endanger birds. Because of the
effectiveness of government controls and the actions of chemists, today there are Ospreys everywhere along our eastern
seaboard. Their whistling calls enliven and cheer the coves and bays, and their nests festoon cruising marks, trees, and
rocks.

Harbor Seals

-----Harbor Seals were once killed by fisherman who considered them competitors. They have returned in great abundance
along coastal Maine. Their plaintive calls add a melancholy touch to the gathering twilight of sundown anchorages.

André
-----This is André , a seal who adopted Rockport, Maine. He greeted returning ships and graced the rocks of the
harbor for years. He was the delight and 'friend' of thousands of children and a tourist attraction. After his death, this
marvelous sculpture was placed in the park beside the beautiful town dock and park to perpetuate André's memory.

Sea Weeds.
-----Marine plants and algae are abundant along the coast of Maine. Don't underestimate these 'weeds.' The tallest plants,
from base to crest, are not the Redwoods of the West. They are Giant Brown Kelp. Since El and I consider ourselves to be
weeds, we empathize with the sea weeds of Maine. (On the Appalachian Trail, through-hikers assume names - we were The
Tumbleweeds).

Land Weeds

The Wildrose is a weed along coastal Maine, and the hips can make a delightful tea.

-----The forests of Maine are legendary. Giant trees made the masts and spars of His Majesty's Royal Navy (and of our first
Continental Navy). Many species of Pines, Spruce, Hemlock, Cedar, and Larch festoon the islands and shorelines, except
some areas where salt spray and storm have burned off all trees.

Yes, you can tell you are in Maine. Only here do the pines bear such brightly-colored cones.

-----Ah, yes - and we did! Wehad so many haddock this summer that our stomachs rise and fall with the Penobscot Bay tides.

WHIMSICAL CRITTERS

A Bear?? -- on a piling?

Up a pole?

Good Grief!

An artistic bear

El meets the camoflage bear of Belfast

MYSTERY CRITTER

-----We spotted this person on the water's edge while cruising into Winter Harbor. Fortunately, we save our sundowners until
the hook is set - otherwise we might have cataloged this fella into the Pink Elephant category.
Photos by:
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MAINE
-----Maine has some big tides, and healthy tidal currents.
Some of the navigation marks have extra flotation collars on
them and they still get dragged under. There are tidal rivers
with reversing water falls -- waterfall in on the rising tide, and
waterfall out on the falling. At low tide, you need crampons to
get up the ramps from the ladders.

Tide Weed

TIDE

-

High and Six Hours Later - Before and After

-----Once upon a time, I taught Oceanography. Oh, don't get the wrong idea - I'm a geologist. But one semester. our
department had a Visiting Professor who was an oceanographer. His introductory course was packed with students, even in
our landlocked state of Nevada. When he departed and we could no longer teach the subject, our Chairman was distraught.
To me, a teacher, I thought he was upset because our students wouldn't have the opportunity to learn the field. No - I'm much
too naïve. He was upset when our visitor left because our departmental budget was determined by the number of students
we taught and lots of dollars just went out the door.
-----This demanded a bureaucratic solution - he held a departmental meeting. What were we to do? In typical committee
fashion, the department decided that since I was a water geologist and had once owned a boat, I would be the one to teach
Oceanography. The fact our boat had only been on fresh water and that I'm a desert region ground-water hydrogeologist had
nothing to do with the wisdom of their choice, as they saw it. So I became the resident oceanographer. Fortunately for my
students, I demanded, and the department grudgingly acquiesced, that they would fund whatever training I thought necessary
to equip me to teach Oceanography.
-----So, I attended some great graduate courses by outstanding profs at Scripps and had the opportunity to join them on
research cruises - and I taught Oceanography. Tides, however, were a mystery. Oh, I understood that the gravitational

attraction of the moon would pull the liquid water of earth's surface toward it. This slopped the water of the World Ocean
toward the side of the earth that faced the moon. This made a high tide, and the other areas of the ocean, bereft of water,
would have a low tide.
-----OK, easy enough. But, then the questions. "Earth rotates every twenty-four hours. What happens to the bulge of the high
tide?" I began with an easy question.
-----"Well," the Prof explained, "the bulge stays put, dutifully facing the moon, and the earth rotates under it". Hmmm. Well,
that took a little imagination, but OK, I got it. So, at any one place the tide would be up or down depending on whether or not
it was facing the moon. Fine.
-----"What about the sun?" I continued my questions. "It has a gravitational pull …"
-----"Well, when the moon and sun line up, it makes an especially big tide, and when they are at right angles to each other it
reduces the height of the tide," came the answer. Hmmmm. OK, I could visualize that.
-----Now I tossed out the biggie. "Hey, but there are often two high tides per day. How could that be, if there is only one moon
attracting one bulge to one side of the rotating earth?"
-----"Well", my oceanographer Prof said, "there are two bulges - one facing the moon and another directly opposite. The low
tides are at the right angle positions from the moon." Whoa! There's what? Sure, I had seen those marvelous diagrams
showing the high tide facing the moon and a high tide on the other side.
-----Then I lofted the one-word question Profs either most loved or most feared (depending on the ego or knowledge of the
Prof). "Why?" I asked, and watched him grimace. I continued, "Why the bulge on the opposite side? I don't get it."
-----"Well, there's this stuff in physics about angular momentum and … well … you see, the moon also pulls the solid earth
toward it and that leaves some water on the opposite side left behind as a bulge … and … well … ah … class dismissed".
-----The next day I brought up the two tides again, to the obvious distress of the professor - nothing worse (or better) for a
Prof than to have another Prof in his class (again depending upon the Profs). Anyway, we got tangled up in esoteric physics
and finally he just decided that the second bulge? … "Well, it's just there."
-----OK. But, then I asked why some coasts have only one high tide a day and others had two? And, how come high tides
everywhere aren't the same height, since the moon has a constant mass and hence a uniform gravitational attraction? After a
long thoughtful pause, he said, and I quote, "Damned if I know," so we forgot tides and moved on to oceanic currents.
-----I even pursued a tidal expert at Scripps and he had to admit that if we didn't know past tides at a location, it would be
quite impossible to predict future tides. "Even if we knew bottom topography, and such?" I asked, "… and moon and sun
phases, and … and everything?" I asked.
-----"Impossible," came the learned reply.
-----So, there you have it. Tides are a mystery. The simple explanation of the moon and the sun is easy, and everything else
gets tough. Suffice it to say, that tides usually behave predictably. Since we know the past record of tides, it's relatively
routine to predict the future times and heights of tides. I think of it sorta like being with El. We have been together over forty
years, and I usually know what she'll order for breakfast - but once in a while, she'll send me a looper. If tides could talk, I'd
get the same answer from them as I do from El -"Not always!"
-----We had some days in Maine when the tides didn't behave. Perhaps because there was a hurricane offshore over
George's Bank, or, maybe, because … Anyway, on a gray stormy day, we carefully plotted our journey through the two Hell's
Gates of the Sasanoa River to coincide with slack low. The Sasanoa is famous along the coast - it connects the Kennebec
and the Sheepscot Rivers, and creates an inside 'sneak' that's nice to use when the ocean is pounding on the outside. Now
those two big rivers are tidal - each with a slightly different tide than the other - so the narrow, twisting channel of the
Sasanoa Inside Passage is wildly tidal, as any coastal Maine sailor will attest. Sailboats under full power, through the Hell's
Gates, will have a 'bone in their teeth' plowing five knots through the water at the same time their infamous 'speed over
ground' shows two knots backwards. Locals like to have a picnic lunch along the shores of the Gates at mid-tide and watch
the sailboats 'from away' pirouette and curtsey like a ballerina gone dervish.
-----We didn't have to wait for slack tide - Halcyon's engines could force us through - but bear with us ex-sailors. You'll forgive
us when you know Halcyon had previously traversed the Sasanoa three times with full mid-tide raging (and, I must admit, it
was fun to bash those big waves, whirlpools, and currents). This time, though, we were trying to slide through just ahead of a
gale, so thought we had enough on our plate without tempting the Devil. Anyway, we rode the last of the tide westbound

when El noticed that the usual ten-foot intertidal wet zone wasn't showing on the rocks - if fact, there was only four feet.
"Yikes, what happened to the tide," she said, over the engine's roar.
-----"Beats me," I answered, essentially quoting my old Scripps Profs.
-----In a moment, we and a windmilling slack-tide sailboat, found out. The low tide was high and the high tide was - well,
HUGE! It looked like the entire Atlantic Ocean was trying to squeeze into the Sasanoa. We slammed the throttles forward,
gripped the wheel, and held on. The sailboat was last seen somewhere between Hell's Gates, trying to lower sail and get the
diesel going. It was whirling, dancing, spinning, and heeling like a kid's kite in an afternoon storm. I would not like to have
paid their bar bill that night. We made it through fine, thanks to Honda technology, and now we have an answer for those
Profs - "The Devil makes the tides."

You get a nosebleed going up the ramp

A big step at the low
-----Maine folks aren't easily impressed - or if they are - they seldom show it. We were fueling at a dock in Penobscot Bay,
when the chap noticed our Oregon registration - "OR? What's that registrat'n?" he queried.
-----"Oregon," El answered, a laconic New Englander herself.
-----"Wayah's that?" he answered. "Up in them Maritimes, or sumpin?"
-----"Pacific coast," said El.
-----"Lordy, ya musta cruised a cuppla rocks to git hyah," he said, topping the tank. "My Daddy all-as say-ed, them lil' bots run
the longest course."

"Cruising a cuppla rocks"

-----Later in our cruise, we were in a pub visiting with local boaters. "Bin up any of our rivahs?" asked a portly fellow in a red
and black checked wool shirt. He was surrounded by his drinking buddies and here was an opportuinity to have some fun
with folks 'from away.'
-----"Yes," El answered. "We like cruising rivers. Been up some of them." She took a sip from her beer and stared him down.
-----"Up some of them?" he said with a smile to his friends. "The Kennebec for showah, but what 'bout the Penobscot?"
-----"Had lunch in Bangor," El said.
-----"The St. George?" He frowned.
-----"Yes, to Thomaston, also for lunch," El answered.
-----"The Damariscotta?" he continued, this time with a grin.
-----"Another lunch cruise," El said.
-----He lost his patronizing grin and he faced El directly, beginning to take her a little more seriously. "And anch'rin'? Bin in the
Oven's Mouth?"
-----"Yep, pretty spot," El said, continuing to sip her beer. "Tide only runs one way in there - fast."
-----"How 'bout The Basin?" he said, with a feeble smirk to his buddies.
-----"Both of them," El answered.
-----"Both?" The smirk was gone. "You know about the one on Vinalhaven, and been in they'ah?"
-----"Last night," El said, finishing her glass.
-----"Lordy, last night was a moon tide." He had now lost his cool.
-----"Yep, bit of a waterfall going in," El said with a smirk to his buddies. They bought the next round.
THE BASIN

Looks a little rocky

Maybe lumpy, too

Yikes!
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MAINE
----Maine coastal weather is as variable as the landscape. It
changes daily and from place to place. This summer, a hot
one, we would be roasting in Wiscasset at 95 degrees, pull
anchor, and be putting on sweaters a few miles oceanward at
Five Harbors. Mark Twain described it perfectly. "I reverently
believe that the Maker who made us all makes everything in
New England but the weather. I don't know who makes that,
but I think it must be some raw apprentices in the weatherclerk's factory."

A Night to Stay Abed

MAINE COASTAL WEATHER

-----Summers in Maine are usually delightful, especially along the coast. Except for record-breaking warmth and a drought, we
had a "normal" August in 2002. The typical day began with a crisp sunrise, gulls mewing and wheeling, and the dull-throb of
the lobsterman's diesel as he chugs from harbor at first light.

The 'Snap' of Sunrise
-----The wind was usually from the sou'west, very light at dawn, and slowly increasing during the day to perhaps 25 knots in
mid-afternoon.

A 'Snappy' Afternoon Breeze
-----We would generally have a hook down by then, snug in a little cove, sipping sundowners in the cockpit as the wind died
with sunset. At night, Halcyon swung lazily on her hook beneath a calm, star-filled sky.

Sundowner Time
-----Occasionally a frontal system would push in from the north or west. The wind would shift against the sun - westerly,
southerly, easterly - the sky would often run the usual warning signs - cirrus, alto-stratus, stratus, and finally, nimbo-stratus
with rain. The wind would finally swing northwesterly and the jackets would come on against the freshening gusts. These
norther days were crisp and clear - offshore islands would be etched against the horizon as though a few miles away.
-----Then, a few hours or days later, the wind would return to the southwest. Temperatures and humidity would rise and the
lazy, hazy days of summer would return.
Weather Signs in the Sky
First signs of an approaching front:

Cirrus Clouds (often with airline contrails)

Ring Around the Sun or Moon

'Deep' Haze
Getting closer:

Altocumulus or Altostratus
Comes the Rain:

TomCat with Anchor Down
-----"Yah damn lucky," we kept hearing from the local residents. "Shudda bin hyah last summah - nevah saw the sun fah
dayahs on end. Thought we had lost hah fahevah. Nuthin' but fog, fog, fog. Figuhed nobody wud evah return from away
agin." Then, with a sly grin to each other, they would add, "Cahse, we cud live with thayat." Those are the summers the locals
love to recall and relate to all and any 'from away.' We were told by harbormasters that few cruised Maine this summer
because last summer was so bad and folks swore they would never return Down East.
-----There are the occasional summer gales. When NOAA weather radio talks about strong winds from the sou'west, listen up!
There are usually several gales (34-47 knots) from the south every summer, and they are especially difficult for small boats
since so many Maine coastal harbors are open to the south and southwest.
-----Fall can bring the odd hurricane - usually about once a hundred years. Big ones struck in 1635, 1815, and the much
remembered Hurricane of 1938. Today the big ones are named, and forecast days or weeks ahead of their arrival. Hurricane
Gustav passed us by this summer, crossing George's Bank and rolling big swells against the coast of Maine.

Tropical Storm Gustav Now a Hurricane - Track It !
-----The nemesis of Maine cruisers is fog. The reason why there are so many fogs on this coast is simple. A frigid stream of
Arctic water, the Nova Scotia Current (an offshoot of the Labrador Current), curls southerly around the tip of Nova Scotia and
twists into the Bay of Maine. It is deflected along the coast of Maine by the long arm of Cape Cod. Just offshore from the cold
Nova Scotia current is the northerly-flowing warm-water Gulf Stream. When the wind is from the south or southeast, the warm
moisture-laden air over the Gulf Stream travels over the cold Scotian waters of Maine, and there is instantly fog. Now, with all
due respect to Carl Sandburg, in the words of a local, "this tain't no 'li'l cat-feet' fog." It is usually a cold, dense, impenetrable
blanket. Unlike most fogs, these often arrive in a twenty-knot wind. Again, the locals say there are two ways to navigate in the
fog: "face fohwawd, grippin' yah Bible or yah kin face aft, grippin' a bottle of gud rum."

--"A Two Bottlah"

Maine Wind Gage
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UPPER MISSISSIPPI RIVER
Launch: Hastings Marina, Hastings, MN. Steep but good ramp, easy
access to the St. Croix and Upper Mississippi River. This marina puts
you just a few miles below the head of navigation on the Mississippi.
Secure parking for your trip. Nice folks.

Nearby campsites: Stay at the Marina while outfitting for the trip.

Comments: Hastings is an historic river town, with good restaurants and
easy shopping. It is only a few miles from Minneapolis-St. Paul, but 'out
in the country.'
Sunset On The Mississippi

CRUISING FROM SAINT TO SAINT
-----Our cruise down the Upper Mississippi took nineteen days, including two days on the St. Croix River along the WisconsinMinnesota border. We traveled a total of 667 nautical miles, and used the engines for seventy-two hours. We launched near
St. Paul, MN and pulled out at Port Charles Marina near St. Louis.
----- We had a marvelous cruise through beautiful terrain and on a mighty river. The history of the river was always with us.
The towns were friendly and had all the services we required. It was a great cruise.

-

-
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UPPER MISSISSIPPI RIVER
-----One of the great benefits of owning a C-Dory is the fellowship that is
shared through the gatherings and tandem cruising with other owners.
The C-Dory owners Internet Site is the home for owners of these fine
boats. Here one shares and learns with and from each other. Regional
Owner's Pack Gatherings or tandem cruising plans are organized on
line.
-----We have met and cruised with owners in Oregon, Nevada, Texas,
Alabama, Florida,Kentucky, Virginia, Maryland, New Jersey, New York,
Minnesota, Wisconsin, Iowa, Illinois, and Maine.
Standing: Paul,Tom, Duane, and Bill

i-----This is a photo story of the First Mid-West Gathering.

Seated: Sandi, Joni, Joane, and El

MID-WEST C-DOG GATHERING
-----With the shortening of days in September, a small pack of C-Dory owners gathered in the St. Paul area. We cruised the
St. Croix River and the Upper Mississippi, gathering boats and folks as we went along.
-----On the evening of September 29, 2002, eight C-Dory owners gathered at the beautiful farm house belonging to Paul and
Joni. The homestead is located high on the edge of the bluff that bounds the Wisconsin shore of the Mississippi River, due
east from Dubuque, Iowa. Joni and Paul were marvelous hosts, with a big cooler full of libations (ever hear of Leinenkugel's?)
and a grill loaded with hamburgers and brats (no, not the kids, the Wisconsin State Sausage). The air was full of laughter,
good stories, and marvelous odors. What a memorable night for all!

THE BOATS CRUISING THE MISSISSIPPI

Plan "B"

Orca in St. Paul, MN

Joni Lynn on the Wisconsin farm

Halcyon

-Orca, Halcyon and Halcyon and Plan "B", on the St. Croix River.

Halcyon, Orca and Plan "B" (and crew) on the
Mississippi

THE DINNER AT JONI AND PAUL'S WISCONSIN FARM

Swapping tales and le gran chef,

The troops gather for the results

A Toast to the Mid-West C-Dory Owners
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UPPER MISSISSIPPI RIVER
-\----There were thousands of steam-driven paddlewheelers built for the
Mississippi River in the mid-1800's. They were the transportation links
for commerce and passengers that developed the West. Today, we were
told there are but five steamers left.
----There are, however, many paddlewheelers still plying the rivers of
mid-America today. Some are gambling boats, huge casinos that seldom
(or never) leave the dock; others are excursion boats, complete with
Dixieland bands and sumptious meals.
Two Classic Designs - Halcyon & Friend

PADDLEWHEELERS
-----Commerce on the Mississippi River and its tributaries was largely a one-way trip in the early years of American history.
Flat boats were built on the Ohio and drifted down the current, navigated by long sweep oars. Loaded with farm produce or
manufactured goods they traded along the river or delivered cargo to New Orleans for shipment overseas. There, the wooden
vessels were scrapped and the crew walked back home along the Natchez Trace. They would build another boat, and head
downriver again.

--A Flatboat, Ashore and on a Mural in Paducah
-----Robert Fulton sure started something better in 1807 when he steamed the Clermont up the Hudson River. Four years
later, the first steamboat on the Mississippi was in New Orleans. In 1817, the first steam vessel arrived in St. Louis and forty
years later there were probably more than ten thousand steamboats that had run on the river.

------Since the average lifetime of a steamboat was about three years, due to fires, boiler explosions, and sinkings, there were
probably no more than a few thousand active on the river at any one time.

--------- Even with the losses, now goods and people could travel both up and down the rivers. The Army proved the Upper
Mississippi to be navigable in 1823 when they ran a steamboat to Ft. Snelling, just outside present-day St. Paul. The
population was so low above Illinois that few passengers traveled north of Quincy, Illinois until the 1840's.
-----Farmers and woodcutters along the river banks made money selling cordwood to the steamers for $2.50/cord. An average
boat would consume thirty to forty cords of wood per day. Many of the steamboats didn't stop for loading the wood, but took it
aboard from smaller steam-powered supply boats tied alongside. The boats were the commercial lifeblood of the burgeoning
American west, and their pilots were celebrated in song and story. Mark Twain's Life on the Mississippi was widely read in
America and abroad. The competition between steamboats was intense. They tried to outdo each other in sumptuous meals,
opulent furnishings, and speed. It was a marvelous era.

-------In the 1880's, the dominance of the steamboats came to an end. Steam was propelling railroads, and trains weren't
limited by weather or proximity to rivers.

-----Rate wars between the competing steamboats and railroads were nasty. The attempt to terminate boat transportation by
building low railroad bridges across rivers was blocked by the courts. Eventually the railroads were proven more efficient and
less expensive, and the era of steamboating was over. River towns, their future tied to river commerce, were by-passed and
dwindled.

--Modern Trains Following Old River Routes
-----After World War I, tow boats pushing huge strings of barges, became active on the river. One towboat could push more
tonnage than a half dozen trains could carry. Bulk traffic that did not require rapid transit, such as sand, grain, soy, corn, and
petroleum products competed with railroads.

C-Dory and Tow
-----More recently, paddle wheelers have returned to the river. Some are managed as floating casinos while others offer
vacation excursions on the river lasting from a day to several weeks.

-

CClassic Beauties

Steamboats A'Coming
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MAINE
---- Something there is about an island that appeals to some folks. Is it
the feeling of self-sufficiency and independence? Or, perhaps, the safety
of being separated from others and their problems by an expanse of
water? A human brain can encompass a small island - it seems to fit
nicely and succinctly within one skull. We can know every nook and
cranny, every bird nest, every rock and tree. Here we can be insular,
free from the eyes and judgments of other humans. Here the only law is
our law; the only morality, one set by ourselves. On our 'rock,' we can
defy the popular notion that "no man is an island; no man can stand
alone."
Lonely and Lovely
-------ISLANDS

They stand there - like silent sirens, studding the horizon, singing to our souls - beckoning, beguiling.
-----Maine has many islands - no one knows for sure their number. But, then, it is hard to
define an island. What if that one is only dry land at low tide? What if this one is exposed
only twice a month on the moon tides? - OK, what if this other one goes under once a
decade in a powerful nor'easter? What if it is a single pinnacle of rock? OK, but what if
the standing room is only big enough for a gull? - for a sparrow? Well, there are exactly
(if you believe the computer that counted them, and I don't) - 4,617 islands studding the
cold water of the Maine coast. More than all the rest of the Atlantic Coast of the US
combined. The same computer says the coastline of Maine comprises 7,039 miles, of
which 2,471 are island shores. If you love islands, you'll love coastal Maine.-----A boat is a very, VERY small island - many of our reasons for living aboard are
those of islanders. Much of our time is spent with islanders - we are, in many aspects,
kindred souls.
-- ------------- ------------

-----

---------Some few islands in Maine are occupied year-round, but even those have vast stretches of pine-covered wildness. Not
wilderness - no, humans have been living on and fishing around them for perhaps twenty thousand years, give or take a few
months. They have been much modified and altered, but, to today's Americans, many have the appearance of wilderness.
The loneliness and isolation demand introspection - a fresh view of our individual place on this planet. Our self - our species shrinks to nothingness. The cry of a solitary gull demands attention. There is a new meaning to the importance of the very
word important. Time shrinks from the enormity of linear time encapsulated in 21st century American minds, to the circularity
of a tidal cycle, or perhaps the diurnal cycle - to the lunar phase - at most, to a seasonal succession. Many of us who love
islands, do so because they force us to redefine reality - and our individuality - with eternity.
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UPPER MISSISSIPPI RIVER
Railroads follow rivers. If you plan to cruise rivers, it sure helps if you
enjoy trains

Neighbors - Trains and Boats

TRAINS
------Humans inherently favor the 'least work' hypothesis. This simple concept, employed by scientists since the inception of
their field of study, basically states: "Given a choice, nature (or in this case, humans) will pick the alternative that presents the
least work." Now, we all know folks who, through ignorance, stupidity, or bull-headedness, are the exception to this rule. They
blunder along through life, apparently enjoying making things hard for themselves. But, they are the exception to this rule.
Even a lowly worm, given a choice between hard dirt to dig or a nice mulchy route, will opt for the 'least work' path. Every
employer knows that his workers well understand the 'least work' concept, as do most savvy social workers.

Fred, Living the Hypothesis
------Anyway, rivers seldom deviate from this theory - they flow downhill, driven inexorably by the pull of gravity, following the
easiest route to the sea. Any weakness in underlying strata is immediately exploited. Even a river seemingly trapped in a
deep canyon is utilizing a fracture, a fault, a soft stratum - something - to make it easier to get to the sea. Humans, following
the 'least work' concept, followed rivers when they traveled. They rode on the backs of rivers and let the water do the work
when they could. Tom Sawyer sat on a raft. We came down the Mississippi, not up. We've paddled up a few rivers, when we
had no choice, and know the work involved - we did that only because it was easier than walking over the hills with a load of
heavy gear.

El, Defying the Hypothesis
------Rivers were America's highways. Easy one way - downhill - and hard the other. Native villages were often along the
banks of rivers, and most often at the junction of streams. Many of today's great cities were founded on the same locations
and for the same reason.

St. Paul, from the Mississippi River
------Most of our earliest trails and, eventually roads, followed water. The 'least work' way home was certainly not paddling a
raft back up the Ohio. Many paths were made by human feet returning 'upstream' .

The Path Home
------The advent of steam power was a revolution - suddenly, there was a new 'least work' choice. Instead of human or animal
muscle power there was the power of boiling water. In a very short time, steamboats were plowing up the rivers and in
another eye blink, steam engines were pulling cars on tracks -- railroads were born. But, even with this powerful new motive
force, 'least work' prevailed. Railroads followed the banks of rivers, using the water-level routes carved by the work of rivers.
Therefore, those of us who love to travel along rivers find we often have company - trains. It helps, if you want to cruise a
boat on rivers, to also love trains (We have traveled almost every Amtrak route, many of the world's great rail journeys, and

even circled the globe on trains - so we fit in).

------Almost every night cruising down the Upper Mississippi, we had train whistles putting us to sleep (or waking us up in the
dark), and long lines of freight cars as part of the scenery. Off the river, we miss their company.

Our Constant Companions
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UPPER MISSISSIPPI RIVER
-----Mississippi River towns are a microcosm of history. Their past is
obvious - on display for all to see - in their Main Streets, the houses, the
waterfront. Their individual stories are behind the brick and mortar. A trip
down the Mississippi, today as in the time of Mark Twain, is a fascinating
journey into life and lives.

A Cruise into History

RIVER TOWNS
-----To each there is a season, and so it is with towns. Birthing is an exciting time. Streets are platted, lots sold, industries
begun - hopes are high, and dreams even more so. There is activity, bustle, optimism. Each new town had a reason for its
inception. Usually there is an economic justification. For many towns it is a resource - there are trees to be cut and processed,
minerals are being discovered, farmland is rich and needs a locus for transportation and goods. Sometimes it is location - the
junction of rivers, a rapid that must be portaged, a perfect harbor, a pass through the mountains, a railroad depot.
Occasionally, it is speculation. One fellow owns the land, he plats lots, and tries to sell the virtues of 'his' town to settlers - for
his ultimate profit. Connersville, Indiana, remembers my relative, who began the town, as "Founder John."

A Step into the Past
-----If the reasons for founding the town were valid, the town grows, prospers, and matures. Economically successful folks
build mansions on the hills to celebrate and commemorate their status. Tall brick buildings grow, with oversized facades to
demonstrate their permanence. Schools, churches, railroads, roads, banks, and all manner of support services develop for the
community. There is a plump fatness - even a smugness - about successful towns in their prime.

Home
-----But, the season progresses, and for many towns, there is the crumble into decay. Our 'home' is a Nevada ghost town - the
mines played out, schools closed, stores shuttered, post office moved on, and people left. Now the hustle and bustle is
replaced by wild burros wandering through town and the howls of coyotes from the empty buildings. Owls roost in the attics of
abandoned homes that once knew the cries of babies, the shouts of children and the tears of the bereft. There are as many
reasons for the demise of a town as there were reasons for the birthing, and the two are intimately linked.

Gap-toothed Old Age
-----Here, on the Mississippi, towns were birthed in the excitement of the westward expansion of the new nation. The great
river was a highway to the world. Farms could ship their produce down the great river and to the world. Furs, lumber, ore, and
cotton all had a market down the river. In 1817, the Zebulon Pike arrived in St. Louis - the first steamboat and the beginning
of an era when travel could go both down and up the river - the Mississippi was now a two-way water highway. The economic
floodgates were open. Vessels could make money carrying people and produce both directions. In 1823, the Virginia steamed
to St. Paul. Sails, paddles, and oars, on the Mississippi, were transformed from economic necessity to recreational hobby
overnight. River towns flourished.

-----The river was also a barrier to be crossed by those heading west to Oregon, Utah, and California. People and goods

needed to be ferried across the wide river and re-supplied for the long trek west. Notice that most of the towns along the
Upper Mississippi are on the west bank. This is a reflection of human nature - one didn't want to pause to rest until the barrier
had been crossed.
-----Towns grew, fortunes were made, and mansions built. Then the cycle spun on. In the Nineteenth Century, railroads
arrived and dependence on steamboats and the river declined. In the Twentieth, highways carried much of the produce of the
nation and river commerce became even less significant. River towns now 'turned their backs' to the rivers - commerce no
longer flourished on the river banks, but at shopping malls and industrial parks. The economic cycle of many river towns
deteriorated and, in some cases, failed completely.

Goner
-----As we came down the Upper Mississippi, we stopped at many towns. Most were 'charming,' with old historic districts and
great brick or stone mansions on the bluffs - but most were also fading dowagers. Some towns, with inspired citizens, were
polishing up the old girl - new waterfront parks, freshly painted or rejuvenated facades to the old brick buildings of downtown,
mansions converted to charming bed and breakfasts. Decay was being attacked and in some cases arrested. But, a town
needs more than dedicated citizens to survive - there must also be economic reasons. There has been a general decline of
manufacturing in the last twenty years in our country, but here, along the river, some industries continue to flourish. Some
towns, like Muscatine, Iowa, remain bustling communities with downtowns maintained and thriving.

Muscatine
-----A trip down this great river, forces one to confront the history and the future of our country. It is here to be seen - warts
and all.

HISTORY
-----We wear our history on our faces. So do towns. Some of that history has been erased, intentionally or through ignorance.
Indian communities flourished along the Mississippi for tens of thousands of years. Monuments were built along the river flats
that required more construction material and construction time than all the pyramids of Egypt - than all the temples of Rome.
Most of these great American monuments are gone. Destroyed by the European settlers who little appreciated the cultural
achievements of the Native Americans. Today, there are only a few of the effigy mounds that were built by the thousands,
perhaps tens of thousands, in the valley of the Mississippi. These incredible constructions were in the shape of animals, the

stuff of legends, the designs of their imagination and their gods. Some were tumuli, others perhaps religious sites - all were
incredible manifestations of human ingenuity and industry. Some were large - bigger than a football field; others small and
individual. Many had a scale and symmetry that can only be really appreciated from space photographs. They were glorious
works of religion and art - destroyed by the ignorance of a differennt culture. Most were plowed into oblivion to grow corn.

A small mound
-----The arrival of Europeans along the eastern seaboard had great repercussions on the Native Americans of the Upper
Mississippi River region. The coastal Natives were displaced westward by the rising tide of European settlement. Warfare
among the displaced tribes ensued, and the Winnebago, Potawatomie, Menominee, Chippewa and Ottawa were forced out of
their Wisconsin, Minnesota, and Iowa homelands by the encroaching Fox (Mesquakie) and Sac tribes. By the early 1700's,
they had settled along the Rock and Mississippi Rivers. Saukenuk was the largest Native settlement in the Upper Mississippi,
and had a population of six to eight thousand Fox and Sac. The tribal leaders, Black Hawk and Keokuk, both lived in
Saukenuk. The town was burned and destroyed by American forces during the Revolution in retaliation for Native cooperation
with the British. Warfare and raids continued between Natives and European-Americans.
-----By the 1830's, Keokuk and Black Hawk had chosen different paths to face American aggression. Black Hawk argued for
war, and gathered three thousand warriors to support his cause. Keokuk stated he would fight the Americans with Black
Hawk, but only on the condition that all the Native women and children were first put to death, since the ensuing battles would
be to the finish. Unable to murder their own women and children, most of the Natives remained with Keokuk and attempted
diplomacy. Four hundred warriors, with 1,200 dependents, followed Black Hawk into war. Over ten thousand American
soldiers, aided by Sioux, trapped the starving remnants of this army in August, 1832 at Bad Axe, along the banks of the
Mississippi. Defeated, Black Hawk and his men, under the white flag of truce approached the Army steamship, Warrior. When
asked by the soldiers if they were Winnebago or Sac, Black Hawk responded "Sac." A cannon, loaded with canister, was
immediately fired, killing twenty-two Natives. The Black Hawk War ended with this massacre - only one hundred fifty of Black
Hawks peeople survived.

----- Vestiges of frontier violence can be seen in some of the river towns. There were the bloody clashes between encroaching
Europeans and the Natives. The colonizers, themselves, fought each other over possession of the land. French and English

fought over the spoils left behind from Spanish claims. Later, the American Revolution tore the fabric of what little civilization
existed along the frontier, as Americans ripped themselves from their British past. My ancestors were captured by Natives
who sympathized with the British. One of my ancestors, a young boy with yellow hair, had soot rubbed in his hair by his
brother to dampen the taunts of their captors. He and his brothers were separated from their parents and held captive for
years. His mother's father had been scalped before her eyes when she was eight years old, and she was a captive until
adulthood.

Fort Madison - Evacuated under Indian Siege in 1813
-----Less than fifty years after the final battles with Britain, America itself divided into Civil War. Nowhere were those divisions
more incised than along the Mississippi. Neighbors fought neighbors, brothers against brothers. A major battle was fought at
Pea Ridge, north of Bentonville, Arkansas. Federal Brig. General Samuel R. Curtis defeated a larger force of Confederates
under Maj. Gen. Earl Van Dorn in a bitter cold three-day struggle in early March, 1862. The Federal victory forced the
Confederates to retreat easterly across the Mississippi and abandon Arkansas to the Union.

McGregor, Iowa
-----The Mississippi River became a major highway for the movement ofsupplies and troops. Confederate prisoners, and
wounded from both sides, were also brought upriver to Iowa prisons, hospitals, and cemeteries. Memories of the Civl War are
chiseled deep into the Mid West. Nine Civil War generals, including Ulysses S. Grant, came from one Illinois town -- Galena.

Old Shot Tower in Dubuque - Built in 1856 - Produced Lead Shot for the Civil War
-----There were many individual acts of violence during the wars and after, along the frontier. Most are unchronicled, with
vestigial traces left for your imagination to fill in the details.

Bullet Hole in the roof of Sneaky Pete's Saloon, Le Clair
-----Out of the chaos rose modern America. These rowdy towns were home to many interesting characters in America's past.
There is an interesting museum in Le Clair chronicling Buffalo Bill Cody and his Wild West road show. A steamboat is
preserved at the museum as well.

-Buffalo Bill was a native of Le Clair, Iowa - -------The Steamer Lone Star
------Julien Dubuque, a French fur trader, acquired a Spanish land grant for the lead-rich area surrounding the town of
Dubuque in 1790. He and his Indian wife worked the claims until he died, but, before the era of steamboats, the cost of
shipping the ore retarded development. This tower is said to be where Julien is buried. Dubuque is now an active and thriving
city.

Dubuque

Pavement of hand-cut stones at Hannibal Waterfront

Abutment of one of the earliest road bridges across the Mississippi, Muscatine

Summer housing, on stilts levee high, to safeguard from the regular spring floods

Modern home, on the ridge tops high over the River

The Clark's got around - Including Ellen Clark, the Admiral of Halcyon

THERE WERE SOME SPECIAL TOWNS, THAT DESERVE INDIVIDUAL ATTENTION
MUSCATINE

-----Muscatine was located on the site of an Indian Village, Mascoutin, but the Post Office decided that word was too difficult
to spell. It is one of Iowa's original Five Charter Cities. It was founded as a trading post by Col. George Davenport, who was
later tortured and murdered by river bandits seeking his gold. It grew as German immigrants came to farm or work in the
lumber industry. Steamboats were also outfitted here, from James Casey's woodpile. Warehouses developed along the
waterfront.

------But its fame was spread after the founding of the pearl button industry. J. F. Boeppel was a German button maker who
applied his trade to the abundant Mississippi River mussels. Muscatine became the Pearl Button Capital of the World, and by
1890 employed 2,500 workers in forty three button-related industries.
-----Mussels were snagged from the river bottom with grappeling hooks. When the mussel felt the hook, it would snap its shell
tightly and was then pulled to the surface, bagged and sent to the button factories. Men were snagging mussels in many
Midwest Rivers and sending the bags of mussels to Muscatine.

-

-----IIn the factories, the shells were cut or punched and rounded blanks extracted. The blanks were polished and holes
punched to make the buttons, simple or elaborate. The equipment was designed in Muscatine shops.

-

-

-----Mother-of-pearl shell lining was exported to Europe for the manufacture of inlays into handles of silverware, opera
glassesk, gunstocks, knives, boxes and furniture. Occasionally, a pearl would be found in a mussel that could fetch the finder
$1,000 or so and be sold in London for as much as $50,000.

-----Today, the mother-of-pearl is sold to Japan as 'seeds' to be planted in oysters for the cultured pearl industry.

-----The button factories in town make plastic buttons today. But, industry diversified and today, grain and food processing
plants and an office equipment company form the basis for most of the town's economy. An attractive downtown, of stores

and shops, developed in the nineteenth century that is maintained with pride today. Muscatine is a river town with a viable
economy and a bright future.

-

-----We arrived at the lock just above Muscatine in the late afternoon. A large tow was locking through and needed to 'break'
its barges to fit through. This is an hour and a half job, so we drifted above the lock and were treated to one of the most
beautiful sunsets we were to witness on our cruise of the Upper Mississippi River. Later, we learned that Mark Twain
described the sunsets of Muscatine thusly: "I have never seen any on either side of the ocean that equaled them."

-

KEOKUK
-----Serendipity. It's marvelous how it strikes while on a cruise. It was near evening and we needed fuel so El began the
perusal of our trip guides for suggestions. "Quimby's has the Keokuk Yacht Club at mile 366.9," she said. "It's that or the
Purple Cow Tavern at mile 359.1. Seems like an interesting choice - we either join the yacht club set or hang out at the
booze hall. Which do you prefer?"
-----There was a long moment of silence. "Well?" El asked as the moment stretched on and on.
-----"In the classic words of Bob Hope, when asked by a bandit for his wallet or his life, I answered ...'I'm thinking…I'm
thinking...'" Finally, I ventured an idea that might decide for us -- "Hard choice - do both have fuel?"

-----"Looks like it - but they don't mention any transient docking at the Purple Cow. So, lets put on the jacket and tie and settle
in at the Yacht Club." So, we rounded the lighthouse at the end of the breakwater and slid up to the fuel dock.

-----"Any space for a transient boat for the night?" El asked the friendly young man tending the bar.
-----"Sure. Stay right where you are. No one else will need fuel tonight." We paid up, settled the boat, and headed back to the
attractive club house, where no one wore a jacket or a tie. I used their office computer to connect to the C-Dory site and
upload some tales onto our cruising website. When I returned to the pub, El was at a table surrounded by friendly folks. What
a pleasant evening spent with good boating folks. We felt like one of the family. In the morning, they stopped by to take us up
to town for a look around and to share a breakfast at their local café. We were sad to leave Keokuk Yacht Club and our new
friends.

----HANNIBAL
-----The only town along the Upper Mississippi that can truly claim to be a national tourist attraction is Hannibal, MO - boyhood
home of Samuel Clemens, better know as Mark Twain. It is one of the 10 most popular 4th of July destinations in the country.
The town is saturated with memorabilia and 'stuff' for tourists, but it is an interesting town to visit - especially from the river.
There is a small boat harbor right behind the tourist 'steamboat' Mark Twain.

-----Hannibal had a long and interesting history before Mark Twain's fame. It was settled and named after the famous general
who led Carthaginians against the Romans in Spain using 37 war elephants. The original economy was based on agriculture,
lumber, steamboats, shoe manufacture, cement plants and the railroads. At one time Hannibal was the 4th largest lumbering
town in the U.S. Lumber yards filled the entire valley and lumber was stack 25 feet high along the waterfront. In the late
1800's, Hannibal was the largest railroad town to the west of the Mississippi. Today, however, tourism is king, and Mark
Twain is the attraction.

------The Pilaster House - One of the oldest buildings still standing in Hannibal. The Clemens family lived here in 1846.

-----Tom Sawyer's fence, to the right of the Mark Twain's boyhood home.

The Becky Thatcher House (See the golden curls in the window?)

The Haunted House -- note the upstairs window. We're believers.

-

-

Scenes from Judge Clemen's (Mark Twain's father) Law Office, the museum, and the old drug store

Try it - we heard the BBQ Pulled Pork is a winner

-

-

Steamboating, then and now. Do you hear the cry, "Mark Twain?"

AH, AND EVERY CRUISE HAS A CURIOSITY OR TWO:

The sign says, "Private Beach." Anyone for a swim?

In the Mississippi? Maybe too many Fosters.

How do you get in this door?

Oh, oh -- Curiosity killed him!
(10-02)
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UPPER MISSISSIPPI RIVER
-----Every cruise has its special moments. It is not always the most
dramatic events, but the individual moments that sum up the total
experience. We have grouped some of these to share with you and
perhaps give a preview (or review) for those who might contemplate a
cruise on the Upper Mississippi.

Cruising Down The River

MISSISSIPPI MOMENTS
DINING
Almost every day, on our cruise down the Upper Mississippi, we found an interesting place to eat. Here are a few.

-This is the Bellevue Benefit Fish Fry

-

-

Here are some views outside and inside at Sneaky Pete's in Le Clair. Don't wear a tie.

And this is Le Halcyon, with the finest sushi on the Mississippi

The Pier, Quincy, IL--- El, Joane, and Duane

RELIGION

Halcyon cruising by Nauvoo, with the Mormon temple in the background.

Pretty church along the river.

RELAXING
-----We had many quiet moments to kick back, visit, and relax. The C-Dog Gathering in Wisconsin was a special time. But,
every day - on shore, the beach, the dock, and the boat - always time to kick back and enjoy - each other, the day, the
experience - life!

Bill, El, Duane and Joane --------------------El and Bill reading --

--C-Dog Gathering - El, Duane, Paul, Tom, Sandi

-

El, working hard
-GAMING

---It's there, if you want it. But, for us Nevadans, we know what builds those fancy casino boats, and it ain't our winnings.
Many of the towns had river boat casinos - seems kinda silly to us that here you have to float a casino. You either have
gambling or you don't, seems to us, whether it's floating or ashore.

LOCKING

A Different way of 'tying' off

NATURE

-

-

C

V

V

RAINING

--
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UPPER MISSISSIPPI RIVER
Launch: Hastings Marina, Hastings, MN. Steep but good ramp, easy
access to the St. Croix. Secure parking for your trip. Nice folks.

Nearby campsites: Stay at the Marina while outfitting for the trip.

Comments: Hastings is an historic river town, with good restaurants and
easy shopping. It is only a few miles from Minneapolis-St. Paul, but 'out
in the country.'

Picnic Spot

ST. CROIX RIVER
-----The St. Croix River, in its lower reach, is shared by Minnesota and Wisconsin. And shared it is! In the summer months, it
is a water playground for the thousands of boaters of the region. There are great beaches for swimming, picnics, and parties
and the water is clean. The fishing is excellent and the banks wooded and beautiful. It is a much used and much loved river.

Orca, cruising the St. Croix
-----The St. Croix is a tributary of the Mississippi River. We cruised up the St. Croix from the marina at Hastings, MN, a short
distance up the Mississippi from the confluence with the St. Croix. Up and back is a pleasant day's trip, with a lunch stop near
the head of power navigation at Stillwater, MN. We cruised the river on two weekdays in late September, after the summer
crowds had left. Only the ever-optimistic fishermen and a cruise boat kept us company.

Two cruisers - Can you see the little C-Dory Orca to the left of the cruise ship?

------------------The Silver St. Croix---------------------------Plan B, cruising the wooded shores--------
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UPPER MISSISSIPPI RIVER
=====Lighthouses, in the popular mind, are associated with a rocky
coast - or maybe rugged offshore coastal islands. If you are a dilettante
with lighthouses, you know that some of the most beautiful lighthouses
in our country are on the Great Lakes. But, if you are a real aficionado,
you know that hidden away in the mid-continent you can find the real
rarity of the breed - River Lights.

Clinton, Iowa

MIDWEST LIGHTHOUSES
-----The Upper Mississippi has a few secret treasures, not much heralded in pictures or songs. But they are there, all the
same. Lighthouses. Some serve the traditional function of guiding mariners, others are pure celebration of the theme. We
were, frankly, surprised to find these reclusive gems and photographed each as we came upon them.
-----The first lighthouse we saw was at Clinton, Iowa. In fact, there were three identical lighthouses along the banks of the
river. They were built in the 1930's by the W.P.A., we were told, to beautify the levee that had been constructed to protect the
town. Previous flooding had submerged land as far as twenty miles inland. The lighthouses are attractive, but not used for
navigation.

Midwest Lighthouses are shy -- See them?
-----The next light stood at the end of a breakwater shielding the Keokuk Yacht Club, in Keokuk, Iowa. Locals call the location
Peevler's Point. We swung in around the lighthouse late in the day, tired from the excitement of a cruising day on the river.
What a reception we received. The folks in this boating club are the friendliest, nicest folks you would ever wish to greet you
at the end of a long day. They set us up with beer at the bar and we were soon visiting with these good folks as though we
had known them for years.
-----We asked about their lighthouse and they told us it was named for Bill Peevler, their commodore from 1999 to 2000.
Sadly, Bill died while in office. In the spring of 2001, they named and dedicated their lighthouse to his memory.

Peevler's Light
-----We had heard stories about a good eating spot in Quincy, IL, called the Pier Restaurant. We were told it was on the left
descending bank. "Go past the end of Quinsippi Island, beyond the abutments of the Highway 24 bridge and enter from the
south." Don't cut the Quinsippi Corner or you'll fetch up on the shoal extending south from the island. Keep the lighthouse to
your port as you enter."
-----LIGHTHOUSE? Suddenly, Quincy had more than a good meal for us. We slipped under the bridge, turned north, and sure
enough, there was a lighthouse sitting atop an abandoned bridge abutment. We inquired about it at lunch. We were told it had
been built by the employees of Moorman Company as a display - and that it even has a revolving light! It was donated to the
city who had it placed on the abutment. The Coast Guard approved the light and it appears on the Corps river chart. It is a
real beauty. Oh - and the meal at the Pier, right across from the lighthouse, was excellent.

Quinsippi Lighthouse
-----Hannibal, Missouri, is well-known as the boyhood home of Mark Twain. It is one of the few major tourist attractions along
the Upper Mississippi. It is, however, also known to the few, as the home of the Mark Twain Memorial Lighthouse. As we tied
off in the boat harbor, there it was - high on the hill above the town. That evening, a pale light shown from the lighthouse.

High on Cardiff Hill, above the town and boat harbor
-----It has the distinction of being the highest inland light in the US. It was built to commemorate the 100th anniversary of the
birth of Mark Twain and was dedicated in 1935 by President Franklin Delano Roosevelt. He was in the White House in
Washington, D.C. as he read a commemorative statement and pressed a gold telegraph key to light the light.
-----In 1962, a severe storm destroyed the lighthouse. The original architect, John Martin, redesigned and supervised the
rebuilding of the lighthouse. It was re-dedicated and relit in 1963, again from the White House - this time by Pres. John F.
Kennedy.
-----The lighthouse was renovated in 1993. For the third time, a President relit the light from the White House - now by Pre.
Bill Clinton. Not many lights can boast of such connections.

Mark Twain Memorial Lighthouse
-----A few days later, we slithered into a harbor for lunch, and there was another lighthouse - the Deep Rivers Lighthouse. It
stands beside the restaurant and guides us cruisers safely into a good meal. Now that's a great purpose for a lighthouse,
although surely not the one usually associated with these friendly beacons. This light is purely for decoration. It was built in
1992, stands over fifty feet high and comes equipped with a mercury-vapor light inside.

----Deep Rivers Lighthouse
-----We had a good lunch, with a painting on the wall promoting a river light guiding the way to an Inn. Ah, the mystique of
lighthouses.

-----Heading to our pull-out spot at Port Charles Marina near St. Louis, we slipped into the Dardennes Slough parallel to the
main channel of the Mississippi. The last lighthouse we saw before pulling Halcyon was just downriver from the marina
entrance. Folks there told us that it is a private light that was built by the Duck Club, a private marina, to mark the entrance to
their harbor. It is a pretty lighthouse and fitting to be the last light we saw on the Upper Mississippi.
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OHIO RIVER
-

----- The Ohio River system drains 204,000 square miles within fourteen
states. More than 95% of Kentucky is drained by the Ohio, and over
80% of Tennessee, West Virginia, Ohio, and Indiana, 30% of Illinois and
Pennsylvania, 20% of Virginia, and 10% of Alabama. Small parts of New
York, Maryland, North Carolina, Georgia and Mississippi also drain to
the Ohio. It is a mighty river.
The Ohio River

DECISION
----- "How long do we have, weather-wise?" El queried.
-----"Well," I paused, while clicking into our laptop for data. "It's mid-October. Probably a month. Maybe longer, if we are
willing to put up with some cold," I answered, looking up from the climatologic data we had downloaded from the Internet.
-----At the time, we were snuggled into a marina on the Mississippi River, near St. Louis. Dawn was spreading violet-blue
through the sky and the dark water of the river was spattered with swirling rings of color, like drops of oil spread by a careless
painter on a slate blue palette.

Quiet Time
-----We had just completed our cruise down the upper reaches of that storied river, the major artery of the heartland of
America. Now it was time to consider travel on one of her major tributaries - the Ohio.
-----"We have a good heater-stove. We've been comfortable in the mid-20's back on Lake Powell - We can take the cold. Let's
figure on at least a month."

-----"The main trunk of the Ohio is 981 miles long," I answered, now puzzling over the charts displayed on the computer
screen. "We should have enough time to cruise the Ohio, but what about all those tributaries?" The Ohio system looked like
the cardiovascular chart I had first marveled over in pre-Med Biology. The aorta branches into arterioles and finally into
capillaries. When the sum of the total, even neglecting the capillaries, is added to the main trunk, there are 2,400 miles of
navigable water on the Ohio system.
-----There are 25,777 miles of navigable waterways in the United States, according to the Corp of Engineers, and they should
know - they are responsible for keeping it navigable. Their figure includes inland rivers and lakes, the Intracoastal waterways,
coastal deep-draft rivers and channels and harbors. More than 2 billion tons of commerce travel on these waterways. Halcyon
is an uncounted bip among those statistics.
-----The Ohio is indeed a mighty river. The entire Ohio System is almost 10% of the nation's total navigable waterways.
-----"So many miles - so little time," I mused, tracing the meanders of tributaries with the pointer on the computer screen.
-----"Let's start from the top," El answered, with her usual optimism. "We can see how time and weather goes and let
serendipity govern which tributaries we explore. We'll be doing them from the bottom up, and back again to the main trunk, so
we don't have to choose now."
-----"Where do we start? That we do need to choose now," I said. We both squinted at the computer charts of the Ohio. It was
immediately evident that the Ohio presented another difficult choice. Most rivers begin from a spring or a swamp, high in the
mountains, and trickle down hill gathering water from other tributaries as they go. Eventually, the river contains enough water
to be navigable by a boat our size and that's the head of navigation for us. The Ohio is different. It begins at the junction of
two major rivers - the Allegheny and the Monongahela. They join at The Point in Pittsburgh. Both of its 'mother' streams are
themselves navigable for a considerable distance upstream. We could start at the head of navigation on either stream, or put
in on one and cruise to the heads of both. Or, like many multiple-choice questions, we could do none of the above.
-----"Lets do 'none of the above,'" El suggested. "Both the headwater rivers have many locks and dams. There's too little time
to explore those headwaters, if we want to avoid freeze-up. Lets do the Ohio, itself, and return another day to poke around
the headwaters."
-----"OK," I mused, staring at the downloads in our laptop computer. "Hey, Heartland Boating magazine, has an article on
Aspinwall Marina, just above Pittsburgh, on the Allegheny River. It looks like the perfect starting spot." This magazine, and its
joint publication, Quimby's Cruising Guide, is the bible for mid-continent cruisers.

The Perfect Spot
-----"We're outta here," El said, putting away the teakettle. With such simplicity are important decisions made. Little did we
know then that our cruise down the Ohio River would end up with one of us in the hospital for weeks. And that we would be
unable to leave the Ohio Basin until February, long after 'freeze-up.'
(10/02)
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ALLEGHENY RIVER
Launch: Into the Allegheny River at Aspinwall Marina, Aspinwall, PA
Comments: The folks here are friendly, facilities nice, and the boating
supplies outstanding. The marina is close to the junction of the
Allegheny and Monongahela Rivers, that join to make the Ohio at
Pittsburg. Access is easy to all three rivers from this marina.
----- The small town of Aspinwall is an easy stroll away, with stores,
P.O., and great restaurants nearby.

Dawn on the Allegheny

We shoe-horned Halcyon down this ramp and into the Allegheny River.
-----The folks at Aspinwall Marina couldn't have been nicer. We stayed several days getting the boat outfitted for the lengthy
cruise - and eating some delicious meals at The Luna, a short walk from the marina. Finally, we were ready to go.
----"Lets go up the Allegheny as far as the first lock," El suggested. "It isn't far and we'll get a feel of the father of the Ohio."
----- "Good idea. We have the last lock on the Allegheny only a short distance below Aspinwall Marina, so an upriver trip will
be a good check out for Halcyon. If all systems are 'go,' we drop down the lock and start the long cruise."
----- The Allegheny rises in Pennsylvania, flows northerly into New York. Only 35 miles from Lake Erie, the route north is
blocked by glacial debris. It makes a U-turn back into Pennsylvania. Consequently, those waters must flow over 2,000 miles
to the Gulf. Three hundred twenty-five miles from its source, at Pittsburgh, the Allegheny merges with the Monongahela to
become the Ohio.
----- There is a long history of human travel along the Allegheny. Native Americans lived, traveled, and flourished along its
banks for millennia. European settlers floated down its waters in floatboats - all their earthly belongings in the floating 'house.'
When they found a likely place to settle, they moved the house ashore and used every board of the boat for their land home
and outbuildings. Later, they built flatboats to carry their produce down river to market. After the introduction of keelboats,

goods and people could move up and down the river powered by oars, poles or humans pushing and shoving. The advent of
steamboats, in 1823, changed the river. Commerce and passengers could now move upstream from Pittsburg, although
navigation was fraught with hazards.
----- Congress in 1879 authorized the removal of boulders and snags from the Allegheny and the construction of dams to
create a navigable waterway. In 1938, the last of nine dams and locks was completed. Today, there are eight locks since
Lock 1 went under water when a high dam was built on the Ohio downstream. The river is navigable for 72 miles but has little
commercial traffic on the upper end.
----- We awoke on our departure morning to a heavy fog. "Hmmm. Thought we had left that behind in Maine," El mused as we
ate breakfast. It soon cleared, and we had a delightful morning on our cruise up to the lock.

Foggy, Foggy Morn on the Allegheny
----- It was indeed a short cruise up to Lock 3, but it was a warm, clear beautiful morning as the fog lifted off the river. High
banks bordered the river and it was a marvelous day to cruise.

--------- The Three Basics ----- ----- ----- -----Lock and Dam 3, Behind the Bridge
----- There was a new system of handling lock lines for us to learn. The lockmaster lowered a line with a rather nasty-looking
hook on the end. We had a long line cleated off on the stern, and up to El on the bow. El looped our line through the hook,
and, while she held the bitter end, the lockmaster hauled it up and placed it over hooks on the top of the lock wall. As we
dropped with the falling water of the lock, El paid out the line and kept Halcyon under control.

--

-Locking Through Lock 2 on the Allegheny
----- As the gates swung open, El released the line, I hauled it in from the stern and, free from encumbrance, Halcyon swung
into the current. Our long cruise had begun.
(11-02 )
Top | Home

Home

About

Themes

Years

Locations

Gatherings

Links

Contact

OHIO RIVER
-----El quickly decided that the Monongahela River should have equal
treatment from Halcyon as the Allegheny. Therefore, we cruised up the
Mon (as locals call it) as far as its first lock.

Pittsburgh, from the Monongahela River

MONONGAHELA RIVER
-----We rounded The Point, with its beautiful fountain and park on the site of Ft. Pitt, and started up the Monongahela River as
far as the first lock. There are eight more locks and dams above on the navigable 128 miles of the Monongahela. In the
language of the indigenous people, Monongahela is thought to mean 'river of falling banks', and it is well named. The waters
were turgid and so murky we couldn't see our propellers. Too late in the season to continue, we reluctantly turned back to
The Forks.
-----With the advent of steamboats, it became evident that the navigation channel of the Monongahela would have to be
improved. While the government dithered and studied the problem through the 1830's, a private company built seven dams
and locks and charged tolls for passage. In 1897, the US government bought out the company and built eight more dams and
locks. Improvements made in the early 20th century reduced the number of dams and locks to the present nine.
-----Our cruise on the Monongahela was a delight. The views downriver to Pittsburgh were marvelous. The first steamboat on
the Ohio System, the New Orleans, was built on the Monongahela in 1823. Paddle wheelers still lined the left descending
bank.

---------Behind the paddle boats, the land rose to the Heights and several inclines were active carrying folks up and down the
steep slope. My mother rode the Duquesne Incline as a child when she lived on the Heights.

----(11/02)
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OHIO RIVER
-----Most rivers begin with a trickle. Maybe from a spring or a swamp.
Not the Ohio. This great river begins as an adult, from the merging of
two other adult rivers into one behemoth. The Allegheny River, navigable
for over sixty miles by barges, and the Monongahela River, itself
navigable for over 125 miles, join at The Point in Pittsburgh to create the
Ohio River.

----The Forks - Beginning of the Ohio River

PITTSBURGH
-----A few minutes after leaving the dock, we were in Pittsburgh. As we rounded The Point, where the Allegheny and
Monongahela's waters merge to form the Ohio, Halcyon was reenacting history. We were at the site vital to the expansion of
America's Northwest Frontier. Here, not only two great rivers met, but also the two most powerful European cultures. The
rivers merged; the cultures were in conflict. Caught between the British and French, Native Americans were fighting to
preserve their culture and the lands they knew.
-----The French required control of the Ohio River to link French Canada with French Louisiana. The British needed to break
that link in order to expand their colonies to the west of the Appalachians. Native Americans allied with the French against
British territorial expansion. The key to control lay at The Forks of the Ohio. The nation that held The Forks controlled the
destiny of the continent. Whether Americans were destined to speak French or English was in the balance.
-----Britain claimed the territory, and in 1681 granted Pennsylvania to William Penn. The French, however, were on the site.
Rene-Robert Cavelier, Sieur de la Salle, was the first European to see the river. It is thought he descended the Ohio as far as
Louisville in 1669, but his documentation is incomplete. In 1682, he descended the Mississippi River and noted the junction
with the Ohio. He claimed the main stem of the Mississippi River and all her tributaries for France.
-----From 1690 to 1754, the French and British were engaged in a succession of European wars, mostly prompted by the
vanities of kings: King William's War, Queen Anne's War, and King George's War. There was little consequence in the
American colonies, until 1754, when the fourth war ignited on this continent. This was the Seven Year's War, or, as we know
it here, the French and Indian War.
-----Political chicanery is not new to our nation. In 1752, Virginia Governor Robert Dinwiddie granted a half million acres of
land along both sides of the Ohio River to the newly formed Ohio Company. Of course, he was a stockholder in the company
(as were several of George Washington's older brothers). To compound matters, this wasn't his land - Indians had occupied it
for millennia and the French claimed it.
----- When the French heard Gov. Dinwiddie's intent, they built a series of Forts along the Allegheny and Ohio Rivers. In April
1754, 500 French troops overwhelmed Colonial defenders at Fort Prince George, at The Forks, without firing a shot. They
immediately built Fort Duquesne on the strategic spot. In late May 1754, Gov. Dinwiddie sent 23-year old Maj. George
Washington, with 150 Colonial militia, to attack the fort. Sixty miles from The Forks, they had a brief skirmish with the French.
Men on both sides fell. Washington quickly surrendered when he realized his force was badly outnumbered. These opening

shots began a War that changed America's destiny.
---------The next year, a force of 1,500 British regulars, under General Edward Braddock, was sent to destroy Fort Duquesne.
Maj. George Washington accompanied him. He advised Braddock, who had experience fighting in the European wars, where
armies met as though on parade, that different tactics were necessary in the American wilderness. General Braddock ignored
the advice. On the 9th of July, a bright summer day, the British army forded the Monongahela River, marching in rows, like
little tin soldiers. They were resplendent in bright red uniforms with shiny buttons, drums rolling, colors flying. Eight hundred
French and Indians lay in ambush behind trees and rocks. Within hours, the British were in pell-mell retreat, leaving 877 men
killed or wounded. Field officers, riding high on horseback in shining uniform, were marked targets. Soon all the officers,
except George Washington, were dead or wounded. Braddock was shot and fell from his horse, "…surrounded by the dead
and abandoned by the living." His panicked troops raced past him. Finally, several of his officers carried him from the field.
Several days later, he murmured to himself, "Who would have thought it," and died.
-----My family has deep roots in these Pennsylvania hills. In 1738, John Jacob Boyer, my fifth great-grandfather, stepped off a
boat in Philadelphia. His father, a German Rhineland farmer, and his three brothers accompanied him. One year after the first
shots of the French and Indian War, in 1755, he and his family walked through the wilderness to Lehigh Gap. There, near
Weider's Crossing, they helped build Fort Lehigh, a stockaded settler's refuge from Indians, and took a deed for a nearby
homestead. He cleared land, built a cabin, and raised crops.
-----Braddock's Defeat was a disaster for the British, and for my family. Every frontier homestead was under now under threat
from Indian attack. Many horror stories relate to massacres on remote farms. John gathered his family into the stockade at
Fort Lehigh for protection from marauding Indians. But crops had to be tended to survive on the frontier. One warm day in the
summer of 1756, John took his thirteen-year-old son and his six- and four-year-old daughters to the farm, leaving his wife at
the fort. While John plowed and his son hoed, the young sisters played near by. Suddenly and quietly, three Shawnee Indians
came into view. John shouted for the girls to hide and called to his son to run, and he himself endeavored to reach their
house for his arms. Finding that he could not do so, he ran toward a creek in a vain attempt to draw attention away from the
children. He swam the stream but was shot through the head as he ascended the far side. The three children were soon
found and captured. The Shawnee then scalped their dead father before their eyes, burned the homestead and carried away
the children as captives.
----------Two years later, in 1758, 6,000 advancing British and Colonial soldiers marched toward The Forks. In the face of such
a force, the French burned Fort Duquesne and withdrew. On the site of the charred remains, the British built Fort Pitt, named
in honor of the Prime Minister of England. It became one of the major British strongholds in North America.
-----French influence and control of the western frontier collapsed when the French and Indian War ended in 1763. Into the
vacuum, stepped Pontiac, an Ottawa chief in the Detroit area. In May, he attacked Fort Detroit. Shortly after, Fort Sandusky
fell, with all defenders massacred. Indians attacked British forts and settlements throughout the frontier, killing and capturing
British settlers. The Indian rebellion, now called Pontiac's War, spread eastward. By July, 1763, nine British forts had fallen, a
tenth fort was abandoned, and Indians seiged Ft. Pitt, at the Forks of the Ohio.
-----This was the greatest Indian threat of the 18th century to the Colonies. New York, Pennsylvania, Maryland, Virginia, Ohio,
Indiana, Michigan, and Wisconsin were affected. In the fall, The British command ordered a force of 400 British soldiers,
under Col. Henry Bouquet, to relieve Ft. Pitt. The Indians ended their siege of the Fort and met the British force near Bushy
Run. The British feigned retreat, and when the unsuspecting Indians followed, the British sprung the trap from hiding. They
had learned well from the lesson of Braddock's defeat. By October, most of the Indians on the frontier had run out of
ammunition and the rebellion was over. In November, all colonial captives were to be returned to Ft. Pitt and Col. Bouquet.
-----J John Boyer's three children were among the captives. His son was released and returned to the farm. His oldest
daughter had married an Indian and chose to remain with the Shawnee. John's youngest daughter, Margaret, my 4th great
grandmother, was eleven years old. She also remained with the Indians.
-----At the end of Pontiac's War, after the Indian defeat at Bushy Run, the threat from hostile Indians was reduced along the
frontier. Treaties required Natives to move to the Ohio River country or beyond. Margaret Boyer traveled with her Shawnee
and settled near a bend in the Ohio River.
-----My fourth great-grandfather, Richard Conner, an Indian trader, was living on the Ohio frontier. There he met Margaret and
they fell in love. He applied to the chief for permission to marry, and it was granted - but with two conditions. First there was
money to be exchanged since the chief valued Margaret as a member of the tribe. The second was harder to meet than the
first. Their first-born son was to be given to the tribe to be raised. Richard paid $200 in silver and they were married in 1769.
They built a cabin and lived with the Indians in Ohio. In 1771, their son James was born - the first child born of English
parents in what is now Ohio. One year after the birth of James, the second condition was met - he was given to the Shawnee
to be raised.

A replica of the Conner cabin, built on their homestead in Ohio
-----During the Revolution, Pittsburgh was a garrison town on the frontier. After the war, Pittsburgh became the gateway city
for the frontier and boomed. In 1787, the Northwest Ordinance opened Ohio Territory to settlers and a flood of settlers, many
veterans given land for their service in the Continental Army, came down the rivers. To accommodate them, many boat
builders set up business along the upper banks of the rivers. They built the boats for the Lewis and Clark Expedition.
-----In 1782, John Yoder made a flatboat voyage down the Monongahela, the Ohio, and the Mississippi - all the way to New
Orleans. The trip was a great commercial success, and shortly many flatboats were taking the six-month trip down the river.
Some lucky boatmen returned to Baltimore by sea and walked over the mountains to their Pennsylvania homes. Others
walked home along the Natchez Trace and other wilderness roads back to Pennsylvania - a 2,000-mile trek.
-----About the turn of the century, keelboats were designed that could be propelled upstream with the use of long poles. They
soon replaced flatboats, and travel moved both directions on the river. In 1819, there were about 500 keelboats between
Pittsburgh and Cincinnati. The hardy and colorful river men who manned the keelboats were a rough and hardy breed. The
King of the Keelboatmen, Mike Fink, boasted that he was "half alligator, half horse, suckled by a wildcat and the playmate of
the snapping turtle."
-----The first steamboat on the Ohio System, the New Orleans, was built on the Monongahela and she chugged all the way to
New Orleans in 1823.

----- Industry and commerce exploded during the 19th Century. Steel furnaces fired cannons and balls for the War of 1812.
Andrew Carnegie built iron bridges after the Civil War and monopolized steel manufacturing from Pittsburgh. With the river
highway and abundant coal and natural resources, the town grew into a major manufacturing city.
-----I remember it as a child, my mother being a native of-the city, as a dirty, smoky, dark place. Frank Lloyd Wright is
reported to have said, "Abandon the place, and rebuild anew." All that has changed. In 1947, smoke ordinances were
imposed, a modern sewage system cleaned the river, and slums at the site of Ft. Pitt were cleared and replaced with a park.
Today, handsome skyscrapers dominate the skyline and a beautiful city has emerged - a model of urban redevelopment.

The City of Bridges
(10/02)
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OHIO RIVER
-----The most eventful days so often start innocently. It was our second
day cruising the Ohio. The weather was perfect - warm, sunny and no
wind - the engines were humming, and so were we. We had found a
snug anchorage behind Georgetown Island the night before, and now,
content after a good breakfast, we were happily cruising down the river.
At 0930, we arrived at a lock.

Sunrise Behind Georgetown Island

NEW CUMBERLAND LOCK
-----You get a sixth sense about lockage. You monitor the lock frequency, marine channel 13 on the Ohio, and listen to see if
the lock is busy with tows or other boats. Also, after you hail the lock, the way the lock tender replies often gives a clue as to
the convenience of passage. The wind sock at the end of the lock indicates the direction and intensity of the wind, giving a
clue as to the difficulty of snagging a bit or line. You notice if there are any other boats waiting for passage - especially the
tows, with their strings of barges tied to cells above the lock. There were several above the New Cumberland lock.
-----"New Cumberland lock. New Cumberland lock. This is the pleasure boat Halcyon," El is our radio operator and wellexperienced hailing locks, since this would be the 188th lock that Halcyon has passed through in the past two years.
-----"New Cumberland," came the terse reply. I suppose that the locktenders, working for the US Army Corps of Engineers,
believe they should sound military and it does make radio communication clear and concise.
-----"We're a 22-foot pleasure boat, down-bound, and would like a lockage through at your convenience," El answered,
parsing words almost as economically as the tender.
-----"Ma'am, our main chamber is under repair. All the lockage is passing through the auxiliary. We have tows backed up for
miles. Looks like an eight to ten-hour wait for you." Erg! There goes the beautiful day of cruising - we wouldn't clear the lock
until after dark with all the attendant problems of a small boat in a big river dodging logs and groping our way to an
anchorage or marina. If we anchored overnight above the lock and waited for the next day to lock down, we would lose our
place in the queue and might again come up for lockage after dark.
-----So, we anchored above the lock, well out of the way, took out our deck chairs and settled down for a good read as the
warm sun flooded the cockpit. There was no choice - tows and all commercial boats have precedence over recreational boats.
The view over the lock was somewhat overshadowed by the lofty towers of a power plant. But, it improved considerably when
a curious deer walked over to watch us from the near shore. She briefly diverted us from both the power plant and our
reading - as we did from her browsing.

-----We kept the marine VHF tuned to channel 13 to monitor the tows and lock. After several hours, the only change in the
situation was the arrival of several other south-bound tows, making the queue ahead of us even longer.
-----Then, fate took a nice twist. The locktender's voice came over the VHF. "Halcyon. If the skipper of the tow pushing into
the chamber is willing to have you, would you accept any risk and lock through with him?"
-----We looked at each, nodded a quick yes, and El radioed back, "Yes, sir, that would be wonderful."
-----"You understand," continued the locktender, "that you accept all the risk if there is any damage to your boat?" He wanted
to be sure we understood.
----- "Yes, sir," was El's quick response.
-----The captain of the tow, Harlee Branch, Jr., agreed and we packed up chairs, books and munchies. We had the engines
running, anchor up, and were heading for the lock in a few minutes. The tow was in the chamber with his string ahead of him,
filling it from wall to wall. There was plenty of room beside the tow, so we came in on his port side. "Just sidle on in - we'll
have a deckhand tie you off," said the tow skipper.

-

-----We sidled and he tied. The gates closed behind and we dropped the twenty feet or so with the thousands of pounds of
steel and empty barges. El had a chance to visit with the deckhands and query about life on a towboat during the fifteen
minutes or so of locking down.
-----Finally, the locktender blew his horn to signal that the forward gate was open and all clear. Gently the huge diesels of the
tow pushed the string forward out of the lock, with us still tied alongside. As we cleared the lock walls and emerged into the
river, lying alongside like a whale calf next to the leviathan, the deckhand untied the lines and we powered carefully away

from the side of the tow. With a wave we were on our way.
-----El had handed our 'boating card,' with a picture of Halcyon, our web and e-mail addresses to the deckhand to deliver to
the skipper. El radioed our thanks to him - because of his kindness in taking us through with him, we had a half-day of
beautiful river boating ahead.
-----El also radioed thanks to the locktender, who simply answered, "Good thing you are such a small boat and could easily fit
in the lock. Glad we could be of help. You have a safe trip, hear?"
-----We passed "our" towboat several times down river over the ensuing days and El always hailed him on the VHF. She had
some long chats with him about life on a tow. The skipper was hoping to retire in a few years, buy an RV and tour the
country with his wife. When he expressed an interest about our boating travels, El suggested he might check the stories on
Halcyon Days to see how one couple has adapted to life afloat. He had almost finished with this 30-day tour and planned to
check the tales when he arrives home.
-----He has continued the splendid relationship we have had with every tow captain and pilot we have 'met' on the VHF. They
are courteous, skilled, concerned and professional skippers - without exception. We find it a privilege to share the waterways
with such fine folks.
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OHIO RIVER
---Time and rivers flow. So do lives. Sometimes time, a river, and lives
fortuitously meet. So it was when we met Missy V.

Missy V in Wheeling, West Virginia

MISSY V
------We were moseying along down river, enjoying the afternoon with fall colors lighting the ridges and sun's warmth filling the
cabin. It was a perfect cruising day on a beautiful river.

-- ------And then it happened.-El had commented that we hadn't passed a single cruising boat since leaving Pittsburgh - many
tows and an occasional fisherman - but it appeared no one was out enjoying the fall on the river. And then...
-----Off in the distance downriver we spotted a boat coming northerly near the left descending bank. As it approached, El said
excitedly, "It looks like a C-Dory."
------She reached for her binoculars and confirmed her sighting - "It IS a C-Dory." Now that is a rare circumstance. First of all,
there were no cruisers on the river. Secondly, the only one we had spotted in almost 100 miles of river is a C-Dory. There
aren't many C-Dory owners in the MidWest. We knew of only a few, from the C-Dory Owners pages on the Internet, near the
Ohio. We vectored toward her at the same moment she changed course toward us. In a few moments, like excited puppy
dogs, the two boats were circling each other and finally we closed together.

-------"I know you two," exclaimed the skipper, through a broad smile. "You're El and Bill. I recognized you, from your boat, the
moment I saw you."
------We were astonished - first to be meeting a C-Dory on the Ohio - and second, to be known by name by a person we didn't
know. "Yes, we are," El called across the water. "But who are you, and how do you know us?"
------ "I'm Max and this is the Missy V. I follow your travels on the Halcyon Days section of the C-Dory site. Sure didn't know
you were on the Ohio, though," he answered excitedly.
------ Max lives in a riverfront house downriver a ways. He had trailered his Missy V north to explore this more northerly
section of the river and was chugging along enjoying the fall afternoon just as we were. We chatted a few minutes, and then
decided to meet at Rayland Marina for the evening. Max continued his journey to the north and we sauntered south to the
marina, fueled, tied off and visited with the owner (a nice fellow who had owned a paddlewheeler for years and knows every
paddleboat up and down the river). Just at sundown, Missy V came into the harbor.

-

------We had a delightful evening together swapping tales and getting to know each other. It's interesting to see how owners
have modified their vessels. Max was raised on a farm and is handy with tools. He had skillfully added many extras to Missy
V, and she was a comfortable, trim, lightweight little cruiser.
------The next day we traveled southerly together past Wheeling, through a lock, and down to the ramp where he had left his
truck and trailer. It was another beautiful day, and Max was helpful in pointing out special places. We tied off at the ramp and
he was soon loaded and ready to head home.

-

-

------We made arrangements to meet the next day at a marina near his home. We would tie off Halcyon there for a few nights.
Max had offered to drive us back to Aspinwall Marina to pick up our truck and trailer and store it at his house. He also wanted
to show us the riverboat and college town of Marietta. We happily accepted.
------The next day we met at St. Mary's and Max drove us up to Pittsburgh. Whew! Our trip north through town was easy and
we knew that route, but the return trip required different roads and it was a bit harrowing. We survived unscathed and were
almost back to his home when Max pulled off the road into a parking area. Puzzled, we walked up to see what was the
trouble. "No problem," he said, grinning like a Cheshire cat. We knew Max well enough now to know that he had something
up his sleeve. "Leave your truck and hop in here. I have something to show you two."
------ We hopped in and soon we were ascending the river bluffs up some back roads to a cemetery high on the ridge. The
sun was just setting and the sky was a pink glow. Below us the river stretched far off to the south. Max is an award-winning
amateur photographer and he instinctively knew the importance of site and timing to create a striking photo. What a spot he
chose!

------We stayed ashore in Max's guest bedroom enjoying the river views from his house. He has been logging the passing of
tows for years and recognizes most of them by sight. He had grown up in the area and lived there all his life. He knows the

river, the hills, and the people.
------The next day, we met him in Marietta - and he showed us the town.

-

------------Serendipity - the chance meeting, both drifting a river, and the good times shared. That's the fundamental nature of
cruising - and the essence of life.
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OHIO RIVER
-----Most of us remember the past with nostalgia. The sound of a steam
whistle, the scent of steam mixed with coal smoke, the trilling of a
calliope - all conjur idyllic images from former years. On deeper
reflection, we know we are creating a myth. We ignore exploding boilers,
hellish conditions for crew, greed, and malevolent personas sacrificing
crew, passengers, and vessel to satisfy ego.
-----Memories are selective. We prefer to focus on the joys of the past we celebrate the myth, but remember the cost.
Art by Harlan Hubbard - 1926

STEAMBOATS ON THE OHIO

Before----------------------------------- After
Revolution
-----For over one hundred years, flatboats and keelboats had landed at the riverbank in Paducah. Human energy, combined or
opposing the river current, moved pioneers and commerce along the Ohio. Suddenly, the invention of steam power changed
everything. Only eighty years before the photograph of El and Bill (Halcyon) and Marge and Tom (Pelican), the scene on the
river bank was completely changed and life along the river would never be the same.
-----Human history may be divided into great eras, each begun by a simple revolution that would change everything. When a
human discovered that plants and animals could be domesticated, tended, and grown, it was the end of hunting and
gathering. The Agricultural Revolution allowed humans to become sedentary, giving enough free time for the development of
a very different culture. The invention of a steam engine changed the way humans work - suddenly animal and human muscle
no longer powered the way we did things. It was the Industrial Revolution, and human culture again made a vast change.
This revolution was followed by modifications: the invention of electricity, the internal combustion engine, the splitting of
atoms. But, these variations primarily changed the way work is done. Now, perhaps, we are living through another great
change - the Information Revolution. We are changing the way we think. The words you are reading were written on a
computer and are stored in cyberspace - that is a great change from a mere fifty years ago.
-----Revolutions begin with a single shot, and the enormity of that event is rarely appreciated at the time. Around the end of
the 17th Century, tinkerers were toying with steam power. The force of steam exiting a kettle had long been observed, but

how could this energy be harnessed for useful work? Of the many experimenters making steam engines, one got it right. In
1769, a Scott, James Watt, patented his idea.
-----All designs for steam engines at the time used boiling water. Boiling to steam expands water to 1,670 times its original
volume. When the steam pressure reaches 225 lbs/sq in, steam is released into an engine where it drives a piston. Now, the
genius of Watt enters the picture. He designed a condenser to capture the steam leaving the engine. Cold water flowing over
the tubes containing steam condensed the steam back to water. Now the reverse of boiling occurs, and the water contracts,
making a vacuum. He designed his engine so the contraction pulled out the steam leaving the engine. Thus, on one side of
the piston, steam pushes - on the other side, vacuum pulls. This gives much more power than just steam alone. A simple
concept - a single shot - and the Revolution began. Life on Earth would never be the same.
A New Era
-----Steam engines were soon adapted to virtually every conceivable aspect of human life - making clothes, sawing wood,
moving a plow … everything. So it wasn't long before many inventors were designing a steamboat. In America, John Fitch
made the first successful trial of his design. He launched a forty-five foot boat on the Delaware River, in 1787, watched by
members of the Constitutional Convention meeting in Philadelphia. His boat was a success and he soon launched a larger
steamboat to carry passengers and freight on the Delaware River.

Fitch Design for a Steamboat
Fitch was granted a patent by the new United States, although there was a dispute with James Rumsey of West Virginia, who
invented the same design. Fitch eventually built four different steamboats, using paddles all in a row (like Indians canoeing),
paddle wheels, and screw propellers. His boats were mechanically successful, but he was not a businessman. His
construction and operating costs were too high, and his boats were not commercially successful.
-----Robert Fulton, in partnership with Robert R. Livingston, built the Clermont in New York. In August 1807, his vessel cruised
the Hudson River from New York City to Albany, at an average speed of about five miles per hour upstream. He soon turned
the steamboat into a commercial success.

The Clermont on the Hudson
-----In 1811, Fulton and Livingston built the New Orleans in Pittsburgh and launched it into the Monongahela River. It had a
flat-bottomed hull for the shallow western rivers. That year and the next, the largest earthquakes recorded in America rocked
the Mississippi and Ohio River Valleys. The New Madrid quakes were many times greater than the San Francisco quake, a
century later. Parts of the Mississippi Valley sunk, forming Reelfoot Lake. Church bells in Boston rang from the shaking. The
New Orleans blithely chugged southerly to New Orleans through the channels and lakes formed by the New Madrid quakes.
This new steamboat earned $24,000 in its first year of service. By 1814, Robert Fulton and Edward Livingston, brother of
Robert, offered regular passenger and freight service between New Orleans and Natchez, Mississippi. That year saw twenty
steamboat arrivals in New Orleans. In 1816, Henry Shreve's Washington cruised from New Orleans to Louisville in 25 days.
He named the passenger cabins on the Washington after states, hence the name staterooms.

Art by Harlan Hubbard
-----It was not without cost in human lives. There were many steamboat tragedies, most unrecorded and forgotten. Individuals
scalded to death, workmen fell overboard, cargo shifted crushing stevedores, and fires raged aboard - all took their toll. The
major accidents are remembered. In 1837, the steamboat Monmouth collided with the ship Tremont on the Mississippi River
and 400 Cree Indian passengers died. Two years later, the Moselle exploded near Cincinnati killing almost 150 people. The
worst steamboat disaster occurred in 1865. The Sultana, designed to carry 376 passengers was crammed with 2,400 Union
soldiers - most were survivors of southern prisoner-of-war camps. At night, just north of Memphis, the Sultana exploded killing
some 1,650.

This was a toll never exceeded on the America's rivers and rarely at sea. It is remembered each April in Knoxville TN by
friends and descendants of the Sultana disaster. But that catastrophe was not the last. On April 27, 1865, there was a
collision between two steamboats, the America and United States, near Warsaw Ohio - fuel oil caught fire burning both ships
and turning the river into fire - perhaps 150 died. A few years later the Magnolia burned on the Ohio River, and in 1882, the
Scioto collided with the John Lomas and 57 died.
-----Despite the losses, steamboats swarmed on the rivers. Steamboat traffic on the Ohio and Miss exceeded that of the east
coast. By 1825, there were more than 700 steamboats on the Ohio River. In 1834, 1,200 steamboats made arrivals in New
Orleans. In 1848 there were more than 4,000 steamboats on the Ohio. Not only numbers increased, but hull and engine
design improved, such that in 1853, the trip from New Orleans to Louisville was reduced to four and one-half days.
-----Coal was abundant in Pennsylvania, so the price of wood was twice as expensive as coal in Pittsburg in 1828. But, due to
high freight rates, coal was too costly on the lower Ohio and Mississippi. Boilers were fired by wood in the lower reaches, and
boats stopped often for resupply. The first steamboat, New Orleans, burned coal for the northern part of its trip. Coal came
into general use on all the rivers just before the Civil War.
-----The Heyday of steamboats on the rivers was between 1845-1865. Steam engines on railroads quickly eclipsed
steamboats, and in just a few decades, most were gone. The throaty wail of steam whistle no longer echoed off the far hills.
The steam calliope, with its whoops and whistles, is now a vestigial trace of the past. The Steamboat era is gone.
Tour a Paddleboat

Halcyon meets W. P. Snyder, Jr.
-----The W. P. Snyder is a paddlewheeler lovingly restored by volunteers. She is docked in the Muskingum River at Marietta,
OH. We took a tour through the Snyder and it gave us an "inside" view of a paddleboat.

--Her paddle wheel was most impressive in size and number of paddles, and her boilers massive.

--------Her staterooms were small, and all had two doors -- one into the hall and the other to the outside. This gave two avenues
of escape in case of fire.

Her pilot house was equipped with two types of steering - she had a wheel or steering levers, like modern day tugs.

Her knees had steps to gain easy access to barges being pushed, and all her equipment (and crew) were beautiful.

Her pole for sounding depths was handy to the bow.

-----It was early discovered in the construction of steamboats, that the heavy weight of boilers and engines, mounted roughly
midship, could break the back of the boat (Fluton had this experience in one of his first boats, much to his dismay).
Consequently, most steamboats were reinforced with strong steel cables running above the top deck. These could be
tightened or loosened as necessary to keep the hull flat in the water.

-----We were perplexed by the boards with two elliptical holes in them, stored below decks in the boiler room, where they
would be readily accessible to the crew. They are the "life jeckets," primitive p.f.d.'s.
Paddleboats Along the Ohio
-----There are those who keep the spirit of the past alive. Lets share a few of those views from along the Ohio.

--Private Paddleboats

Two bright lights along the Ohio River
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LUCK IN UNLUCK
-----Germans have an expression that sums up exactly our experience at
the end of our Ohio River trip - luck in unluck.

UNLUCK
-----We had just finished our almost 1,000 mile trip down the Ohio River and were at Kentucky Dam Marina, in the Kentucky
Dam Village State Resort, just outside Paducah, KY. This is a great marina and we had used it several times before - for our
cruises on the Tennessee and Cumberland Rivers - and ten years before when coming this way on the route now known as
The Great Loop. We tied off at the dock, met our friends Marge and Tom, on the C-Dory Pelican, and headed out to dinner at
Patti's. Stuffed with two-inch-thick pork chops and their world famous Mile High Pie (well, at least famous amongst all
heartland cruisers).

-----We spent the night at their house and chatted about our upcoming tandem cruise down the Arkansas River. It was
decided that Halcyon would leave the next day, November 17, and head to the Arkansas. We needed our engines serviced
before the trip so Pelican would leave the next day and we would rendezvous at the Applegate marina, down river from Tulsa.
We had the time, charts, guidebook, and the enthusiasm to carry us down the 455-mile waterway to the Mississippi.
-----We untied Halcyon from the dock and brought her over to the ramp, positioned the truck and trailer, and pulled her gently
aboard the trailer - an action we had jointly done many times in our three years of trailer boating. The water level was low, so
the lower ramp was slick with green slime. When the boat didn't line up quite straight on the trailer, a requirement for the long
tow to Arkansas, I stood on the tongue and pushed her while El pulled her forward with the bow line. Suddenly, El slipped. I
could see the bottom of her feet as her legs flew up from under her. In an instant, our lives had changed.
-----She couldn't move for the pain, so I tried to call 911 for an ambulance but we were too low for the signal to be received. I

had to leave El and run to the top of a hill, and there contacted the police who immediately dispatched an ambulance. When
they arrived a few minutes later, they moved El to a board and loaded her aboard. I rode in the jump seat in the front and we
headed to the hospital. An x-ray quickly revealed that she had broken her leg, not far below the ball joint of her femur. The
doctor informed us, "It was a good break." El has never done things half way.

LUCK
----- We transferred by ambulance to the regional hospital in Paducah. There we met Dr. Thane DeWeese, an excellent
orthopedic surgeon. He looked at the x-rays, and asked El, "Would you like to go to surgery immediately?" There was an
orthopedic operation scheduled, and the individual had to cancel. "Definitely," El responded and within minutes was on her
way to the operating room - only four hours after her fall.
-----El's health and bones were in excellent shape (climbing in and out of the boat the previous months were great exercise)
and a few hours later she was in ICU and all was well. The next morning, she was walking - not far, and with a walker - but
you can't keep a good gal down. A few days later, the ICU nursing staff came in to bid her farewell and we moved to a
regular room.

El leaving I.C.U. on Nov. 21st
-----Marge and Tom had picked up the truck and trailer from the marina, parked them in their driveway, and I was staying in
their spare bedroom, only a few blocks from the hospital. Of all the places to take such a fall, there couldn't have been a
better town, hospital, doctor, or friends.

Marge and El, in the Hospital, Learning How to Take a Bath With a Broken Leg
----- El was in the hospital for a few weeks. She had two birthday parties while there (one a surprise party, with two of our
kids there - another kid had flown in to Paducah the week before and surprised her by walking into her room one evening). All
the nursing staff came to the party and we took pieces of her cake to all the other patients on her orthopedic floor who could
eat a sweet (El had met and visited daily with most of them, on her walks down the hall).

-----

--

Party Time!

--

----Puffing the Candles & Dr. DeWeese, El's Surgeon, Joins the Party

-----After a few weeks of physical therapy in the hospital, she was to be released. But to where? Marge and Tom offered their
house, but they had high steps and El couldn't yet navigate stairs. She could climb into the front seat of our pickup, since El
had insisted that the therapists give her training. We scanned the possibilities, and hit on an excellent choice - a marina!
Green Turtle Bay is a well-known marina for those bound from the north to the Gulf, and many local boaters have slips there.
The resort has condominiums that look out over the water, and since it was winter, many were available for rental. Done!

Welcome to our New Home
-----We stayed at Green Turtle Bay, taking longer and longer walks every day regaining the use of muscles and helping heal
the leg. A physical therapist came once a week - El said the nice guy was her p.t. - "personal trainer."

El, Phil (her P.T.), and Halcyon
-----We were there for Christmas and through some beautiful snowstorms. It was a happy time, reading, watching the tows
move up the lake, listening to their chatter on the marine radio, and generally having a good time relaxing ashore.

Christmas and Winter Snows

Chief Cook and Bottle Washer
-----In February, we loaded the truck, hooked on Halcyon, and headed west to Nevada to visit family and friends. Four and a
half months after her fall, we were sliding Halcyon down a ramp and into Lake Powell for a month-long cruise. We had
experienced exactly what the Germans meant by their expression - "luck in unluck."
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MERRY CHRISTMAS 2002
Launch: North Pole, Dec. 24 at 2400 hours

Nearby campsites: Ice Floe T-3

Comments: GPS readings are simple -- South!

HO HO HO

Cheers From Kentucky 12/16/02
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2nd KENTUCKY C-DORY
GATHERING------It was a cold and frosty day for the second gathering, but the spirits
were warm.

El, Joane, Marge, Tom, Bill (el Burro), & Duane

2ND ANNUAL KENTUCKY C-DORY RENDEZVOUS
-----JJanuary is a cold month for a C-Dory Gathering in Kentucky. We decided not to meet on the water. We would not only
have to crack the ice on Lake Barkley but the boats were in three different places and we didn't feature towing on snow.
-----J We gathered at a local restaurant and had a fine time swapping tales and future plans. Marge and Tom were our local
hosts and gave us a great tour of historic downtown Paducah. The picture above is taken in front of the 'sea wall' that
protects the town from Ohio River floods. The wall is festooned with murals depicting the history of the town.
-----It can be mighty chilly in Kentucky in January, but the good companionship kept us warm.

----Brrrrrrrrr!
(01/03)
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TIME AND THE RIVER
-----We have many relationships in our lifetimes. The most meaningful
are usually with people, events,and places. This is the tale of a love
affair with a place.

-----Forty-six years is a long time, yet it seems a blink in memory. Everything about that day seems etched in vivid color. It
had been a long dusty day down White Canyon in my jeep. I had to make a pause and hike to the natural bridges in White
Canyon. They were hidden in a remote and forgotten corner of Utah and not many people had seen them. There was no
telling when or if I would ever return to such an isolated place.
-----Finally, late in the afternoon, the old green jeep ground down the grade to Hite Ferry. The granny gear whined in
complaint, as it always did when worked too hard. There, at last, at the bottom of the grade, was the Colorado - the Great
Red River of the West. It was my first sight of Glen Canyon. White dust covered my hot, tired body. Every bone seemed to
ache, whining like the granny, as I climbed out of the jeep and stood at the river's edge. The sight of water, muddy as it was,
reminded my body of its neglect - it was parched with thirst. The dust-encrusted water bag hung from the bumper, and I drank
deeply of the mud-flavored water while I watched the swirls of the muddy river flow past me. The joy of water, both in the
throat and seen by eye, is such a primordial delight in the desert. Walking up the river's edge, I soon came upon a hidden
cove. In moments, my body felt the cooling caress of the brown water of the river. My first time in the canyons of the Colorado
was a delight.
-----For the next short weeks, I mapped the geology of Glen Canyon. A new dam was under survey over 150 river miles to the
southwest. Soon, my swimming hole and the entire canyon around me would be under the water of a lake. This was the last
opportunity to map the geology of a canyon about to be drowned.
-----Can you imagine? An oil company paid me a salary, gave me a per diem and an old green jeep, and said, "Map Glen
Canyon." Perhaps, if St. Peter thinks I deserve it, when I cross the Great Divide, I might be given another such break. A job in
Paradise! Sure, there were long days of hiking, dry camping, and some hot, dusty days - but that's why I wanted to be a
geologist, and this was my first job as a bona fide geologist - my college diploma was two weeks old. We've often heard, that
our first job is our best - but this was ridiculous good fortune.
-----Glen Canyon was unique among the canyons of the Southwest. You could float the river in a canoe - with your family. No
need for fancy rafts and expensive outfitters for this one - there were no rapids. On a ten-day float, making only twenty or so
miles a day, you would have a half-day for hiking - up the most glorious and remarkable side canyons of all the Colorado. Its
beauty seemingly overwhelmed even John Wesley Powell, intrepid explorer of the canyons. Listen to the names he gave the
side canyons - Music Temple, Lost Eden, Labyrinth, Hidden Passage, Cathedral, Crystal Spring, Forgotten … In a land of

incredible beauty, it was unsurpassed for its intimate and accessible splendor.

-----My access into Glen Canyon was by jeep and on foot. There were myriad dirt trails bulldozed by intrepid cat skinners,
some of whom lost their lives on the steep slopes. After a summer rain, the dirt tracks were slick as frog's hair. They were
searching for yellow cake - uranium ore - in the geologic formations I was also mapping. Formations with names as wild as
the country - Moenkopi, Shinarump, Chinle. The little green jeep bounced over and ground along those tracks, rapidly
disappearing from disuse. They wandered, seemingly aimless, along the flanks of the river and into the tributary canyons. It
was wild, remote wilderness, before the government had learned to designate wilderness.
-----Maps of that time would be unfamiliar to us. Recognizable continents didn't exist. All the land of earth was amassed into
one vast megacontinent - Gondwanaland. Our region lay near the western coast, a vast plain of mud, silt, and sand washing
off the huge landmass.
----- Another unfamiliarity - if we plugged our lat-long into our GPS back then, we would be nowhere near today's Glen
Canyon. We know this because, amazingly, rocks have frozen within them navigation aids - magnetic records of their location.
Tiny iron grains orient themselves parallel to Earth's magnetic field when they settle in water. When the sediment solidifies,
this orientation is frozen into the rock. Sleuthing these magnetic clues in the rocks of Glen Canyon, geologists have
determined where they formed - the Equator! Since those days, they have been aimlessly drifting across the latitudes until
they have landed over latitude 37 North, longitude 111 West.
-----Equatorial climes are known for alternating cycles of torrential rainfall and long hot dry seasons. The rocks also contain
clues to verify this climate for that ancient time. The red, leached, lateritic soils, and sands of the Niger look like the
sediments eroding from the walls of Glen Canyon. Fossilized plants and animals in the Canyon have characteristics similar to
those of the Congo. During the rainy season, mud-swollen streams and rivers meandered across the almost level coastal
plain of western Gondwanaland. Some of the mud accumulated in swamps and on broad riverine and tidal mud flats. Distant
volcanoes erupted fine greenish-white ash that drifted across the flatlands and settled into low areas. Iron minerals in the mud
rusted into yellows, tans and reds.
-----There were millions of years of drought as the continent drifted northerly across the Tropics. A desert as parched and
wide as the Sahara spread over the lowlands, smothering the muddy plains with drifting sand.

-----Sand dunes towered above the plain and marched with the winds. The sweeping cross-beds, characteristic of sand
dunes, are preserved magnificently in the wall of Glen Canyon.

---------Geologists catalog the ancient times of these rocks by wonderfully phonetic names - Triassic, Jurassic, Cretaceous. These
Periods comprise the Mesozoic Era - Dinosaur Days, to every school kid. Reptiles ruled that ancient landscape. They lived,
loved, fought, and died along those streams, swamps, and dunes. Their tracks and bones are enclosed in the walls of Glen
Canyon - Reptile Rocks!
-----The relentless effects of erosion expose the fossils of those reptilian monsters today. The rocks of Glen Canyon are tough
- they resist erosion, and stand in defiance of wind and rain - but yield they must. The Colorado River patiently slices through
the tough rock, using knives of sharp sand grains churned in floodwaters. The river seeks weakness, and finding a fracture,
carves downward. Soon, geologically speaking, the river has trapped itself in a canyon and the only way out is down … down
… down. Deep, sheer walls rise hundreds of feet above the churning brown waters of the river. This is Glen Canyon!
-----By the end of that summer, I was deeply in love - with the Canyonlands of the Southwest. For the rest of my life, I would
hike, float, map, and climb through the canyons of the Colorado and her tributaries. Geology would lure me to distant corners
of the globe, enthralling and fascinating me - but my soul rests amongst these canyons.
-----That fall, I began work on my Masters degree. On a Christmas vacation trip to Boston, El and I had the good fortune to
meet. Back west, I chose a thesis - of course, in the Colorado canyons. My mapping was a meteor impact crater, now part of
Canyonlands National Park.
-----By the end of that mapping summer, El and I were deeply in love. We decided to share our lives. We settled along the
San Juan River, a tributary of the Colorado that joins the Colorado in Glen Canyon. My first full-time job was 'seventh heaven'
Re-Found - once again, an oil company gave me a jeep, a salary, a per diem, and said, "map the geology of Southeast
Utah."
-----Glen Canyon Dam was under construction, and much of the geology of Glen Canyon was soon to be buried beneath
Lake Powell. For almost a year, I mapped and trekked the most incredible piece of desert landscape in North America - the
region geologists call the Colorado Plateau. I prowled her secret corners and poked the rocks. The stories preserved in stone
were fascinating but the setting of those tales was incredible!
-----We lived in other parts of the country as our careers meandered along their course, but eventually we settled and raised
our family near the Colorado. We introduced them, through backpack journeys and float trips, through the river's canyons.
-----But now the river no longer flowed through Glen Canyon. The dam held back the river and flooded Glen Canyon under
hundreds of feet of lake.

-----After the waters of Lake Powell drowned Music Temple and Lost Eden, I swore I would never return to that corner of Utah
- I didn't think I could bear to see a drowned Glen Canyon. When I read of the beauty of Lake Powell, I could only think, "You
don't see but a small piece of the real beauty. What you see is the Sistine Chapel, flooded to within a foot of the ceiling. Or
maybe, the Louvre, under the dammed waters of the Seine, with most of the great art below the water."

-----I have backpacked or floated through almost all the Colorado Canyons - ten years leading float trips through Grand
Canyon, many trips down the San Juan, Cataract, Desolation, Gray, Stillwater, and Labyrinth Canyons. However, through the
years, I never returned to the drowned remnants of my favorite, Glen Canyon. Time, however, has a way of tempering our
wounds. Almost twenty years after leaving Glen Canyon for the last time, I was finally persuaded to lead a geological study
trip to Lake Powell. However, I had to first get to know the 'new' Glen Canyon. What I had known would be hundreds of feet
below my hull. I had to learn the highest parts of the canyon walls that, in the past, I could barely see rising to the skyline.
Again, I was paid a salary, given a per diem, and this time, a boat instead of a jeep.
-----I spent a good part of January 1978 exploring Lake Powell. For my first trip back, I didn't want to see folks water-skiing in
Glen Canyon - and in winter, I didn't! Alone, camping ashore or on the floor of the open 18-foot runabout, through winter rains
and snows, and some snapping cold days, I became re-acquainted with Glen Canyon. I chugged up every side canyon,
recognizing little of what I had once known, but soon found that I was enjoying the journey immensely. Perhaps she was no
longer the dancing wild young beauty I once knew, but then again, neither was I the ol' river rat. The ol' gal was still a looker,
and spirits yet roamed her canyons.

-----El and I first put our Halcyon into fresh water on Lake Powell, when she was one month old. It seemed appropriate. We
had a great time exploring the lake together, and shared November rains and snows, and some more snapping cold days.
Now, however, we had a warm stove and a secure roof over our heads. No more flapping nylon tents or driftwood cooking
fires for morning coffee.

-----I'm writing this in a little canyon up the Escalante River, on Lake Powell, in April 2003. We are enjoying our Halcyon Days

together - we shared our 44th anniversary on the lake.

-----There has been a drought in the Southwest, and the lake is down almost one hundred feet. With this lower level, it is not
the Glen Canyon of old - nor the Lake Powell I had come to know - but a mixture of the two. More of the art gallery is
exposed, but now it is veneered with either a white limey crust or with mud.

---------We are anchored beneath the towering Rincon Alcove I camped under long ago.

-----A pair of ravens still nest on a ledge in the sandstone. They are my totemic bird, and I croak at them, just as I always do and they came over to visit, just as they used to do.
-----The faint outline of the Anasazi dwelling can still be seen under the towering overhang of the alcove - the ruin I slept in
when still a young man - was it really that long ago?

-----Time and the river flows on. For a brief moment, El and I anchor in the moonlight on the beautiful shore of the flowing

river of time.

(04/03)
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LAKE POWELL, AZ-UT
-----We don't like superlatives- you know, the world's biggest this, or
most beautiful that. Perhaps we have simply been around so long, and
heard that hype so often, that our automatic, built-in crap detector, says,
"Whoa - that's baloney," or something like that.
-----Now that we have your detectors turned off, here goes:

-----Lake Powell offers (arguably) the most spectacular fresh water boating on the continent. It is the second largest manmade lake in the US. It is 185 miles from Glen Canyon Dam to the inflowing Colorado River (a somewhat greater distance
than twice the breadth of Connecticut [that's for El's sake - she loves comparisons to her home state]). There are 1,947.456
miles of shoreline (more than Lake Superior). It has more fresh water than the entire state of Texas (but not as much hot air).
It is home to more Stripers than the Atlantic Ocean (oh, oh! Went too far with that one, eh?). Etc, Etc ad nauseum.
-----Enough of that stuff. Simply put, Lake Powell is spectacular boating and if you haven't been here with your boat yet, put it
on the calendar, even if it won't be for thirty more years. Don't forget this place when you're wondering where to spend your
boating holiday. But, please, give yourself some time. It is a big lake and there are so many marvelous places to explore (and
so many hi-IQ fish to catch). We have been into (and back out, which not everyone can say) of virtually every side canyon on
Lake Powell. Everyone has favorites, and we have ours. If you have lots of time at the lake, and love to do your own
exploring, forget this next sentence. If you're time-limited (and aren't we all?), we think these canyons are the crème de la
crème to cruise with our small boats: Driftwood, Anasazi, and Slick Rock. In the Escalante River drainage, don't miss Clear
Creek and Davis. Other special canyons we would love to share with you are: Antelope, Navajo, Upper Warm Creek, Upper
Rock Creek, Wetherill, Mountain Sheep, Little Arch, Cathedral, Reflection, Llewellyn Gulch, Forgotten, Annie's, and Lost
Eden.
-----We believe pictures show nature's grandeur far better than any words we can write, so we would like to share some of
Lake Powell with you.

Reflections
(4/03)
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RARE BIRD
-----We are living in the real Jurassic Park, here on Lake Powell. The
towering cliffs above our anchorage are the lithic detritus of the
Mesozoic. The grains of sand, now frozen into the rock of the cliff, once
blew into the eyes of Tyrannosaurus. Velociraptors chased their prey
sprinting over the mud particles that we scrape off our anchor. Before
the grains were imprisoned by cementation into rock, they vibrated with
the terrible roars of the Thunder Lizard. Pick up a handful of sand from a
beach on Lake Powell - look at the grains - and think of what events and
creatures they witnessed.
In the Mesozoic Maw
-----A few centuries ago, stoneworkers in a quarry in Bavaria made a remarkable find. They lifted a slab of rock from the
quarry wall, and frozen within the flat plane of one face of the rock was a skeleton. The long neck of the creature was twisted
backward by the agony of death. The workers were astonished when they saw, affixed to the end of that neck, an elongated
skull that ended in a beak! The outstretched arm bones were surrounded by a halo of fossilized feather impressions - they
were wings. A long feathered tail could be faintly seen in the gray rock- it had been a bird! Fortunately, they recognized the
importance of their discovery, and soon paleontologists were announcing to their kin that Archaeopteryx, the earliest known
bird, had been found.
-----Since that discovery, geologists have found that birds and dinosaurs were close relatives - close enough, that many
reptiles had feathers and many birds had scales. Perhaps you should show more respect for that sparrow outside your
window - his genealogy is more impressive than yours!
-----That contorted skeleton is the same age as the cliffs that tower over Lake Powell. Bird fossils, however, have yet to be
discovered in Lake Powell rocks, although there is good evidence that they lived during the times when these rocks were
sediments. Birds often eat pebbles to store in their crops. When they eat hard seeds or bones, they churn these stones and
grind their food before swallowing. Some dinosaurs apparently did the same thing, since neat piles of smooth, rounded stones
are sometimes found with dinosaur skeletons in the right location to have been in their crops. You know how beautiful
pebbles are that have been through a lapidary tumbler? That's how dinosaur gizzard stones look. Large gizzard stones,
probably from dinosaurs, are found in Lake Powell rocks. Piles of small stones have also been discovered here - could they
have been from some of those early birds?
-----The best evidence of the presence of "dawn" birds is all around you when you are cruising the lake. You know how
woodpeckers love to wake you up in the early morning pounding on trees (or your roof) looking for insects under the bark.
Well, the ancient birds of the genus Eornis (Eo = Early; Ornis =Bird) also did a lot of pecking, since they were adapted with
large bills just for that purpose. They had large eyes, the better to keep a watch for flying predatory reptiles, like Pterodactyl.
Those huge eyes, though, were a bit of a disadvantage during the frequent sandstorms of the desert times. They, however,
developed the interesting adaptation since forgotten by most birds today - they could fly backwards to keep the sand out of
their eyes. There must have been a few interesting "mid-airs."
-----Anyway, back to those big bills on Eornis. They were so effective at removing insects from trees, that one insect, of the
species, Microbugus grindstonensis, developed a technique to evade Eornis. That group of insects adapted horny raspers on
their mouthparts that enabled them to burrow tiny holes deep into rocks and evade Eornis and their kin. But, isn't nature
incredible? One remarkable species of genus Eornis quickly adapted a reinforced beak sheathed in silica to drill out those
little buggers - and the evidence of their drilling is everywhere around you.

Eornis rockpeckerii
(04/03)
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NEIGHBORS
-----When you choose a floating home, you can usually be selective
about your neighbors. If they are too noisy, messy, or bothersome, you
pull anchor and find another 'homesite.' On Lake Powell, we had
unexpectedly wonderful folks next door.

Neighbors

----LAKE POWELL NEIGHBORS
------We have been cruising on Lake Powell for more than three weeks. Every night, we swing on anchor in isolated coves in
hidden canyons. We are in such a cove now, swinging on the hook, wavelets 'lip-lapping' melodically on our hull, drinking a
sundowner in Mountain Sheep Canyon.

Sunset from Mountain Sheep Anchorage
-----We rarely have a human neighbor. It is April and the crowds had not yet descended to play in this delightful National
Recreation Area. There were a few hardy ones on the lake, now. There are those who enjoy houseboating before the
summer heat and, of course, the fishermen. Fishing is mostly a daytime sport on springtime Lake Powell. Since fishermen
fancy evenings in the pubs of Page or Wahweap marina, at home, or in their RV for the night, we seldom see them at night.
Houseboaters are a different breed - they prefer to anchor overnight against big, open, sandy beaches along the shores of
the former river.
----- Our lonely anchorages are mostly shared with a pair or two of Ravens. These feathered Mensas scavenge the beaches
for anything dropped overboard that seems either edible or just plain interesting. They love to play with things - and with each
other. We have watched them tumble and chase in gusty winds, just for the fun of it, while dropping and catching a feather.
They are good companions for us, since we enjoy the same behavior.
-----There are, however, neighbors on Lake Powell with whom we also share a close affinity. What a surprise to find our most-

favorite botanical friend residing here in such abundance on the shores. Our plant is no ordinary hunk of green scudge. In
fact, it is remarkably extraordinary.
-----It is an 'exotic' plant - reportedly from Mongolia, no less. A non-descript, rounded, green orb in living state, it becomes a
spherical brown orb when dead and dry. The sphere is composed of interlaced stickers and twigs. Nestled in the interior are
seed cases. It is a remarkable adaptation for spreading progeny far and wide.
-----Gene Autry and The Sons of the Pioneers helped spread its fame through romantic song "See them tumbling down,
-Bending their heads to the ground,
Nowhere on Earth to be found …
Drifting along with the Tumbling Tumbleweeds."

-----El and I have long admired Tumbleweeds. We have felt a kinship to them … always drifting on with the wind, homeless,
free, rootless … We don't know in the morning where we will be in the evening, and that doesn't concern us in the least. In
the words of another song, "We long to wander, we long to roam … The westward wind, is a wayward wind."
----- Walking the Appalachian Trail from end to end in a season, Georgia to Maine, earns one the appellation, "Through Hiker."
Like the French Foreign Legion, every Through Hiker assumes a 'nom de trail' - a pseudonym. None of your fellow-hikers
knows your real name, or cares. When El and I through-hiked the AT fifteen years ago, we were known as The
Tumbleweeds.

Mrs. Tumbleweed
-----Garden flowers are nursed, hybridized, cared for, sheltered weaklings that couldn't survive without others nursing, feeding,
and watering them. Our affinity is to weeds. Wild, free, and independent … survivors, if need be. It is in our nature to love
Tumbleweeds.
-----We did not, however, expect to find our kinfolk here at Lake Powell - at least, not in such abundance. Spring is the windy
season here - time for the Tumbleweeds to be moving on, and they are. They bounce and soar on the winds, leap off cliffs in

gay abandon, bunch together in the lee of sand dunes, dance up the spiraling vortices of the wind, and generally have a
great time. Here are some pictures of our friends:

-----------------------------------Hide and Seek------------------------------"Last One In Is a Rotten Egg"

In School, Minding the Teacher ------------------------------Having a Beach Party

-----However, the most remarkable activity of all, and one never reported elsewhere. Even El and I, astute observers of
Tumbleweeds, had never observed except here at Lake Powell … tumbling …

IN THE WATER!

----(04/03)
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LAKE POWELL '03 GATHERING
Launch: Wahweap Marina

Nearby campsites: Wahweap Campground

Our Logo, made by Ken

Comments: Eateries we enjoyed in Page: Stromboli for Italian (El
especially recommends the Pesto Pizza; Dam Bar and Grill (the Chicken
and Prime Rib were especially good) is recommended by locals as the
best restaurant in town. If you eat at the Wahweap Lodge, say "hi" to
Lori, the head waitress, for us. She's great.

THE GATHERING
-----What a great time together! Ken, on Vivien C, did the organizing and planning for the Gathering, and a fine job he did!
Our first evening together, we tied off together on "H" dock and had a little shoreside libation to celebrate the good sense of
the crowd -- we have such good taste in boats. Then, it was off to Stromboli for some good Italian cooking and boating
conversation.

-------------------------------------------------------Barb, Dick, El, Bill, Chris, Ken, and Bill
-----After a leisurely breakfast, we headed off to Glen Canyon Dam to have our first "group" experience on Lake Powell. Due
to the drought in the Southwest, the lake was down almost 100 feet below full level. Consequently, the dam was tall even on
the upstream side.
-----We then proceeded to the true beauty of Lake Powell - the canyons! We weaved our way up into Antelope Canyon,
narrow and sinuous with the low lake level. Stripes of desert varnish formed painted tapestries on the sandstone walls. What
a backdrop for our boats! Our resident geologist ranted on over the VHF about dinosaurs, sand dunes, and such.

-----

-

-

Rana Verde, Vivien C and Sea Shanty
----While most continued exploring canyons, a few returned to the marina to welcome the other arrivals. Soon, we were all
gathered again on "H" dock sharing experiences, boat ideas, and general thoughts about life on the water -- as well as
sundowners. We had such a good time together, that the shared nibbles of Ken's fresh-caught striper sufficed for supper for
most of us.
----- The next morning dawned gray and windy. Some intrepid souls headed out to Labyrinth Canyon or fishing. Others
remained ashore visiting. Later in the day, as dusk (and rain) threatened, we trundled off together to The Dam Bar and Grill
for our shared Saturday night dinner. We had a marvelous time visiting and chowing down on Page's best cusine, while the
storm raged outside. After dessert, the rain stopped and we finally hauled ourselves away from the good time together, and
headed back to "home" on the "H" dock.

------Sunday was the Gathering's cruise together. Led by our local guides, Les and Helen on Starfish, we cruised up the lake
to Rainbow Bridge National Monument -- and what a sight it is. After a picnic out on the dock, we headed over to Dangling
Rope for the "traditional" ice cream while the skippers refueled. Sadly, although El had inaugurated the first ice cream of the
Dangling Rope '03 season a week earlier, the machine had been knocked out of commission by the rain and wind of the
previous evening, so we satiated our need with candy bars. Then, we set out for the primo sight of Lake Powell -- the
Escalante River and its canyons. What a treat! We anchored on a sandbar in Fifty-Mile Canyon, beneath the imposing Rincon
Amphitheatrer. Fred supplied the firewood and everyone contributed to the comradeship. It was a marvelous evening under
the stars, with fire crackling and wine flowing.

-

---

-

-

-

-

-Tom Cat, Camp at 50-Mile, and Sea Shanty-

----

---Campfire and the Morning After

---------Dawn found us munching on a fresh-caught striper (and egg) breakfast supplied by the aptly-named Fish Tales. During
the day, we "discovered" the beauties of The Cathedral in the Desert (El's favorite spot on Lake Powell) and mysterious La
Gorce Arch. Sundown fell on the crew, sipping wine on the sand spit, in Fifty Mile.

---Striper---- -------------------------Fish and Eggs
-----The next day, we divided up, due to time demands, and set out on our various ways and routes back to Wahweap
Marina. -Oh -- for those of you who remember the account of our last trip on Lake Powell, our friendly resident mouse found
our boat again. On our last night in the canyons he joined us for another gourmet feed -- and reunion.
----- The last of us, at the Gathering, enjoyed a final breakfast on Thursday -- after a marvelous shared week. El and I
reluctantly parted company with the lake on Friday, after a month of cruising through those outstanding canyons.

-

-

-----

Roger, Bill, P.J., El, Dick and Barbara---

---

-

-

Debbie, Dave, Casey, Sandy, Fred and Bowie

-----

----Ken, Les, Helen, Bill, and Chris

---The Lake Powell Gathering is a treasure to cherish!--(5/03)
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WASHINGTON
Launch: Cornet Bay, north end Whidbey Island

Nearby campsites: Deception Pass State Park, a few miles from the
launch ramp.

Comments: This launch ramp is just down the street from EQHarbor, a
great C-Dory dealer and Honda service center.

Padilla Bay

FIRST NIBBLE
-----Driving in Seattle is a nightmare. Somehow, the concept of advance planning left highway designers 'clueless in Seattle.'
Why, it is so bad that Boeing even packed off its corporate headquarters to Chicago - the commute time, from SeaTac, is
faster to the Loop than to The Needle.
-----From way down in Utah, we had to do some advance planning, since Seattle did not. We hoped to go north of Seattle to
Whidbey Island to get some upgrading of Halcyon by Les, at EQ Harbor.
-----"Easy," I announced confidently. "We head northerly through Hanksville, continue through Sunbeam, cross the border at
Sweetgrass …" My finger was following a snake trail northerly across the map and my voice was beginning to quaver. " …
bear leftish at Stand Off, go over Crowsnest Pass to Kamloops …" Now my eyes were misting and my voice was cracking. "
… drop south through Chilliwack, recross at Sumas … and …" I whispered the finale. "…we're there." I collapsed into the
seat.
-----El poured me another glass of sherry. "Good job, Navigator. You missed Seattle entirely, but also the rest of 2003."
-----"Let's bite the bullet," El said in her upbeat way. Her finger traced a diagonal from Page, AZ to Seattle. "Freeway all the
way. One night in northern Utah, next night in Oregon, and then, on a Sunday afternoon while everyone is watching the ball
game on TV, we roll through the empty freeways of Seattle and park that night on Whidbey Island." That's exactly what we
did.
-----On Whidbey Island we met Les. Les has a quiet way and a twinkle in his eye. Open up the subject about boats … any
subject dealing with boats … and the twinkle bursts with excitement. Les loves boats. Anything to do with boats. He gets a far
away look as he talks about dreams of cruising the South Pacific. The intricacies of a Honda engine require a bit more of a
squint. The wrinkles in the corner of his eyes dance with joy as he describes the virtues of trim tabs. He frowns a little when
he starts describing Peukert's Equation. In his quiet, unassuming way, he is a walking encyclopedia of boating. We visualize
crossing the Pacific with Les, miles sliding under the hull, learning from this master teacher, until we fetch up, in what seems
only a week, on Fiji.
-----The "boat doctor" has some great ideas to upgrade Halcyon into an even better cruising boat, so she goes into his good
hands for an electrical improvement, new trim tabs, and a Honda servicing.

Halcyon at the doctor's office in EQ Harbor
-----While Halcyon is being pampered, we have some time to do some thinking. "Got the whole summer in front of us," I
began. "Lots of water around here - all Puget Sound and the Straits of Georgia … San Juan and Gulf Islands … some of the
best cruising ground in the West… quiet sunsets, sundowners, sunny beaches …"
-----"And all the Inside Passage and Alaska," El counters. "Wilderness, bears, whales, glaciers … Why not head north first,
and cruise the Islands in the fall?"
-----"Well," says the conservative one, "what about weather? Maybe it's too early in June, and we should wait for midsummer. There are some big open water stretches up there, and exposure to North Pacific storms."
-----"Let's ask Dusty … he knows that country," El decides. So we did.
-----Dusty is quite a guy. To even précis his life would fill a book. So, let's leave it that he's quite a guy - and, in addition, he
and his wife somehow found time to launch Les into this world.
-----Dusty gets to the point as swiftly and precisely as a carrier pilot lands the deck (yes, he was one). "Go early," he said.
"You have two advantages - long days and a better chance for good weather. You don't want to take a chance with those
early fall storms. They can toss a carrier." (Yes, he was captain of a carrier). "There are some good ships on the bottom of
Alaskan Straits whose skippers misjudged the severity of a September front." (Right, he also has been skipper of small boats
in Alaska).
-----Our timing was set - we head north when Halcyon is ready. So, what to do in the interim? "No problem," I chirped. "There
are about 70K waypoints and routes still to plot before departure." I had been patiently plotting Alaska waypoints since last
November, when we were temporarily grounded in Kentucky while El's leg healed from her slip on that slimy boat ramp on the
Tennessee River. Southeast Alaska offers a reported 15,500 miles of shoreline choices. We wonder, who counts those miles?
We have visions of a gnome in an unheated dark basement of the Federal Building in Juneau patiently tracing … and tracing
… and tracing.
-----'Southeast,' as locals call it, is officially the Alexander Archipelago. It is a maze of islands, channels, straits, rocks,
passages, and choices. Consequently, we can see with a glance at the chart that there are hundreds of possible routes and
anchorages. For the indecisive, it must be a nightmare.
-----We, not so fondly, remember an indecisive boatman who couldn't decide which side to pass a rock in the middle of a
rapid on the Middle Fork of the Salmon in Idaho - he smacked it amidships. After gatheringg up the pieces and the people, we
spent the afternoon on a sandbar patching his boat while gear and folks dried out. The boatman sat taking deep draughts
from his bottle staring at the river. On floating craft, one must be able to make decisions - fast.
-----Now we had a choice. My suggestion of sitting around plotting waypoints was met by a distinct frown from El. "Boring,"
came the response from The Admiral.
-----"OK," I feebly answered. "Let's go to Fairhaven. You enjoy that town."
-----"Great idea!" El lit up. "Ah, the bookstore and the Colophon. Café Latté and a good read, while you plot our waypoints."
So, now do you see why I am the Captain and El is the Admiral?
-----We had hung out in Fairhaven on other trips north. Our last time there was in December 1999. We had been kicking
around Alaska outports for a few winter weeks, with Christmas in Sitka. The Doomsayers, however, were predicting chaos

with the arrival of the new Millennium. All computers would fry since '00 would be read as 1900 and we would have to relive
last century again, and who wanted a rerun on that one? Therefore, we figured we should be ashore for the Y2K disaster, or
the Alaska ferry Columbia would, at the stroke of midnight, start vectoring for Yokohama. We arrived in Bellingham the
evening of December 31, 1999 and were safely tucked into a B&B in Fairhaven when the non-disaster occurred.
-----Now, with Halcyon cavorting with Les, we visited the bookstore and drank good Seattle coffee. In the evenings, while I
plotted waypoints, El read Rowing to Latitude, by Jill Fredston. "What a great read," El said with eyes flashing. "This young
lady and her husband have rowed a shell more than twenty thousand miles in the North."
-----"Don't get any ideas, El." I eyed her cautiously, knowing that tone of voice.
------"No way," she said with a grin - "and give up our Wallas stove and comfy V-berth? We've been there and now we
deserve engines." We have paddled, rowed, and sailed our thousands of miles, also. Some in the North, some in the South,
and mostly in the Southwest. "Sure glad we did it when we could, though - and Jill is a marvelous writer. It's great to 'do it'
with her."
-----In the evenings, we tuned into the Internet and the C-Dory websites. There was a message for us. Pat and Patty invited
us up to Birch Bay for a visit, so we headed up the coast a few miles to meet them.
-----"Welcome," Patty said, with a smile that stretches from North Bend to Seattle. What a fine visit we had. Pat is not only the
brewer of fine beer, but a marvelous cook as well. We swapped tales over chow, like long-lost relatives.

Pat & Patty, Bill & El
-----On departure, they said, "We're not using this summer house now. Stay here while Les works on your boat." So we did,
living in our camper in their driveway. We really enjoyed their living room in the evenings. After the evening news on TV, El
curled up in a comfy chair with her books and I had a table for the laptop, and our cruising guides.

Birch Bay Summer House -------------------------The View
-----The Internet C-Dory site also introduced us to David and Kate, boat owners who have a home on Guemes Island. They
invited us to check out the Saturday Farmer's Market in Anacortes. Pat and Patty came down a little later on their Daydream
and we all shared a lunch together at Gere-Deli.

David & Kate arriving Anacortes on Anna Leigh

Kate & El at the Farmer's Market - C-Dollies

Lunch at Gere Deli - El, Bill, Patty, Kate, David, Pat
-----There is something special about the ritual of 'breaking' bread together. Perhaps the rite awakens primordial feelings from
sharing a leg o' Mastodon back in the Paleolithic. We had a great time together. Pat and Patty had to head back north with
Daydream, but David and Kate invited us over to their home on Guemes Island. We have been intrigued with island life in the
San Juans and appreciated the invite to share an island afternoon. The six of us headed back to the marina together, chatting
excitedly like teenagers on a date.

Anna Leigh, Patty, Pat, Kate, David, Bill & El

-

Daydream leaving Anacortes

David & Kate, rowing home
-----We shared a pleasant afternoon and dinner with David and Kate, talking boats, island life, and about their busy and
interesting lives.
-----The next day, we heard from Les that his work on Halcyon was almost complete. We headed to Cornet Bay to start
reading about trim tabs and amp hours.

-----Les, El and a happy boat
-----There is an entire field of engineering we hadn't even heard about -propulsion technology. If we thought the equations for
electrical systems were complicated, we were dumfounded by those in propulsion. There are some things in life we just
accept - like turning on a TV and not having the faintest idea how it works. Propellers fit the same category. Swedes had
evolved a new prop made out of wondrous composition materials. It is a four-blade and, when the inevitable rock is clipped,
you can easily replace a blade rather than the entire prop. Also, for the aficionados of tech, with a twist of an allen wrench,
you can change the pitch. We decided to put on the high tech props for our trip north so wanted to give them a sea trial and
see how they felt.
-----Cornet Bay is right beside Deception Pass. There you have a delightful choice - head through the Pass to Rosario Strait,
or turn to port and head into Skagit Bay.
-----"Lots of water out there, El. We're back at the Candy Counter (our reference to the many exciting choices in the boating
life)," I said, peering into the computer and looking at the charts of the San Juan Islands. The tan, blue, and white on the
computer screen was pockmarked with black dots and streaked with lines - the waypoints and routes I had been plotting for
months.
-----"If our plan is to test out the props, we should do it under our normal cruising conditions, right?" El asked with that twinkle
in her eyes that I know precedes an 'ah hah!' conclusion.
-----"Yes," I answered with the same hesitation a mouse must have before nibbling the cheese. "So let's head through the
pass, do a little bouncing, and cruise Rosario." I was trying to get in my thought before El snapped the trap. "There's enough
wind today to give us interesting conditions."
-----"Great idea!" El was, in a former incarnation, a First Grade teacher. She knows the power of positive reinforcement. "If we
time it right, we can then have shrimp for lunch in Anacortes." Snap!
-----We headed out of Cornet Bay and hooked a hard turn to starboard. The bow lifted to the short waves of the tidal run as
we entered Deception Pass. A light skim of stratus smeared the blue sky like a skim of cream on the morning coffee. The
snap of cool salt-laden air flooded through the open hatch. Suddenly we were startled by motion directly out our starboard
window - a Bald Eagle glided a few feet off our beam and settled gracefully on a rock. He watched us intently as we slipped
past toward the towering bridges. "We'll have a great trip in the Northwest," El said, "there's our omen." A shiver of awe and
respect rattled down my spine, as I gave our Prophet a salute.
-----Years before, setting out on our 2,000-mile through-hike along the Appalachian Trail, a Pileated Woodpecker landed on a
tree directly in front of us. These great woodpeckers have long been our favorite. Eyeing us, laden with heavy packs and new
boots, she gave her wild call - those ascending/descending "yuk, yuk, yuk" notes we have long associated with the deep
woods. She was our omen for a great hike, and it was.

Our Prophet

-The Bridges over Deception and Canoe Pass
----- As anticipated, Les had done his work well. Halcyon throttled up as we tacked slightly to port, following the confusing
passage between Deception Island and Coffin Rock. We had timed our passage to slack water.
-----Two hundred and ten years before our journey, Capt. George Vancouver searched this maze of islands, channels,
peninsulas, and passages searching for that Holy Grail of 18th Century mariners, the Northwest Passage. He commanded
two vessels, Discovery and Chatham, both too large to navigate the maze. Consequently, his explorations were carried out in
the ship's cutters, each sent out in different directions and each reporting back on set dates to the large ships, now acting as
supply vessels.
-----Lt. Joseph Whidbey commanded Discovery's cutter northerly through Skagit Bay. To his port lay what is now called
Whidbey Island. The mainland blocked transit to the east. He realized, with mixed emotions I'm certain, that the ebb tide was
running northerly beneath his cutter. Since he had entered the Bay about forty miles to the south, through Possession Sound,
he reasoned there must be a northerly passage back to the open water. Perhaps the Passage would be wide enough to allow
the Discovery and Chatham access to the north. The Bay became increasingly narrow, and rounding the same bend by
Cornet Bay we had just navigated, he saw ahead a fearsome sight - all the water of the bay was funneling through a narrow
slot 390 feet wide. The tide was in full flood as he witnessed it - whirlpools, overfalls, and churning white water drained out
the Pass, sieving between rock-studded islets crowned with a few nonchalant cormorants. Hearing Whidbey's report,
Vancouver gave it the apt name, Deception Pass.
-----We had a nice cruise northerly, rounding the red nun #2 off Shannon Point. With a following breeze, we slid into Guemes
Channel, around Cap Sante, and into the well-marked channel for Anacortes.
-----"They're C-Dorys," El shouted with excitement. Coming out the channel were two of the prettiest boats you'd ever want to
see. Soon we were circling around each other, like excited puppies.
-----Fred Young and Joe and Peg Wall were heading out for the weekend. "Come on along," they coaxed. "Nice weather,
maybe a little seafood, good harbor." And, we could tell, good companions.

Anacortes C-Dorys -- Fred, Joe and Peg
-----We declined, but said we'd think about it at lunch. We tied off at the marina and hoofed up to the Gere-Deli. -"Mighty nice
cruising grounds, El," I ventured between bites of fresh white halibut. "And the natives are friendly."
-----"Right, but for now, it's 'north to Alaska.'" El was sucking on a shrimp tail for a tidbit. "In Washington, we've had the First
Nibble."
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THE DIXON
Launch: Rushmore Public Float, in Prince Rupert

Nearby campsites: Park Avenue RV Park, right in the center of town

Comments: Prince Rupert is a bustling seaport and railroad center. It
has all the services necessary for a cruiser.

Exiting Dundas Island

THE DIXON
-----El and I stared at the 'planning map' for the Inside Passage while sipping coffee in a café in Fairhaven. We unfolded the
accordion wraps until it stretched clear across the room. The far end almost disappeared into the haze of the kitchen. "Wow!"
was all I could say.
-----"How far is it?" El queried, squinting at the splashes of yellow and blue on the paper.
-----I pulled off my belt for a scale, and announced, "Six belt lengths. Let's see, that comes to … ah … about 900 miles." I
hastily took a deep draught of coffee and thought it should be laced with Jamieson. "If I remember right, that's about the same
distance from New York to Florida."
-----"And that's straight-line," El pondered as her finger traced the possible routes suggested on the map. Her finger wandered
like she was stirring her coffee as she walked across the room following the squiggly line through the maze of straits,
passages, and islands. "Betcha it's well over a thousand - before taking any scenic side passages."
-----That evening, tucked into the shelter of our Alaska camper, we reread the cautions in the cruising guides. It was evident
that there were Three Big Dragons on the route north, and myriad smaller ones.
-----The first Dragon is the Straits of Georgia, between Vancouver Island and the Mainland, where there are wide stretches
open to the prevailing winds. Tides in excess of twenty feet force huge volumes of water through the Strait creating large tidal
currents as strong as rivers.
-----The second Dragon is Queen Charlotte Sound, between the Queen Charlotte Islands and Vancouver Island. Here the full
force of North Pacific storms, with waves and winds that have put many a good ship and crew to the bottom, smash against a
Mainland coast with few harbors of refuge. We had heard and read tales of horror about the 'Queen's Sound.'
-----The most northerly Dragon is Dixon Entrance, which lies between the Queen Charlotte Islands and the sheltering islands
of Southeast Alaska. This strait is also open to the full force of the North Pacific, and vies with the 'Queen's Sound' for tales of
terror and death.
-----"An idea," El said, sipping her G&T (she says she thinks best with a sundowner in hand). "When we walked the
Appalachian Trail, we did a 'flip-flop.' We walked north with the glories of springtime from Georgia to Maryland, caught a train
to Maine, and then walked south through the heat of summer in the cool woods of Maine. Walking that half of the trail,

southerly, put winter's breath at our back, gave us more leisure, and the delight of the fall woods in New England. Let's 'flipflop' the Inside Passage."
-----"Maybe," I murmured sipping a deeper draught of my beer, "while cruising a boat, we should use a term other than 'flipflop.' Now, what are you thinking?"
-----"Do the two halves as separate entities, each timed most favorably to the weather, as we did the Trail. Let's find out the
best seasons for each, and especially when we might catch those Dragons sleeping."
-----As teachers, we have long ago discovered that there are three secrets to learning:
----------1. Find an expert with experience, whose judgment you trust.
----------2. Admit ignorance (especially, admit it to yourself!) and ask questions.
----------3. Keep your mouth shut, and listen to the expert. You only learn when your trap is shut.
-----We found the expert, asked questions, and kept our traps shut. We learned from Dusty that the weather is (usually) best
in Alaska in the early part of the season, and best in British Columbia/Washington in September/October when storms usually
increase in intensity in the north.
-----"Perfect," El said that evening. "We avoid two of the Dragons by trailering Halcyon to Prince Rupert. We'll have about 350
miles, airline, between Prince Rupert and Skagway and two months to cruise the myriad islands, coves, and passages
between."
----- When our boat was ready, with upgraded equipment and redundant systems for the wilderness cruising, we hitched up
and headed north. We crossed the border at Lynden, WA. Expecting an hour or more delay, we had all our papers ready and
the boat and camper set for inspection. Three minutes after the cheery "Hi" from the Canadian Customs lady, we were on the
way again. "It's the gray hair and smiling faces," El said, "They can tell we aren't the type to rum-run or terrorize."
-----One of the most scenic routes on the continent is the road north from Hope to Prince Rupert, via Prince George. The
highway tracks a labyrinthine ledge, clinging to the edge of the canyon of the Fraser River. The turbulent water carves a raw
slice through the granites of the snow-clad, glaciated peaks of the Coast Range. At Prince George, you cross the divide, and
follow the Skeena River back to salt water. Sometimes the two-lane and the railway hug a skinny terrace above the turbulent
glacial-swollen waters of the Skeena. Sheer black cliffs rise thousands of feet above the narrow ribbon of road and track.
-----We, and Halcyon, twisted our way up the Fraser, over the top, and snaked our way down the Skeena. It was breath
taking.
-----Our last time along this route was in mid-December, 1999. It was our symbolic last trip of the old Millennium. He were
then on the track, having taken the BC Rail from Vancouver to Prince George and VIA Rail onward to the coast. Then the
fresh snow and ice lay over the land. We caught the Alaska Ferry north, hop-scotching the towns of Southeast with stays in
many of the small winter-bound communities en route.
-----Prince Rupert is a rail terminus and major seaport. We were several days in the RV Park, outfitting for the cruise north.
The launch ramp for small boats is sandwiched between a fish-packing plant and a commercial harbor. Nearby is a propane
facility and there, after launching on the rising tide, we parked our truck and trailer. We thought we would have several days
wait at the docks until the weather broke for our trip across Dixon Entrance.
-----"Let's go," I said matter-of-factly, as we unhitched Halcyon from the launch ramp dock. "We have the high tide, winds low,
and the boat's ready."
-----"It's four o'clock - is there enough time?," El queried, the thought of an immediate departure becoming a reality.
-----"More than five hours to sundown. We can overnight in Brundige Inlet on Dundas Island, and break up the trip," I said,
opening the pre-plotted routes on our chartplotter. "If we find it too rough, we can either return to Rupert or take the 'Mainland
Sneak.'"
-----That is our term for the shore-hugging route straight north up the eastern shore of Chatham Sound, slipping through
passages behind islands, before making a dash across the Portland Inlet. The NE-SW trend of the Inlet invites prevailing
winds and is often rough, but this route leads into further sheltered passages to the north. Finally, however, one must 'bite the
bullet' at Cape Fox and head westerly into the Dixon. This route, however, shaves off much of the open water and affords
numerous harbors for sheltered anchorage.

-----"Go for it, Bill," El said, clearing the table of lamp and books.
-----We churned through the Venn Passage and out the North Shortcut. It was narrow and winding in the Venn, but well
marked with buoys. The reds were to port exiting the harbor and all was well until we were halfway through the shortcut, and
out into more open water. As the bow lifted and fell to the ocean swell, I noticed another red, about two miles out. I made a
serious navigation error.
-----Accustomed to keeping the reds to port, enjoying the scenery, and ignoring the chartplotter, I confidently glided Halcyon
ahead. Suddenly we were in kelp. I grabbed the throttles and pulled them back - kelp means shallow, and usually, rocks.
Drifting in the swell, I squinted at the sun-washed screen of the chartplotter. Yikes! Red D84 is not a channel marker, but
marks the outer limit of a shoal, awash at low tide. We spun and like a puppy with tail between its legs, traced our wake
slowly back out until the sounder found 100 feet.
-----"Good thing it's near the high," was El's only comment, and she was spot on.

Green Island Light
-----Brundige Inlet is a 3-mile long indentation into Dundas Island, and a perfectly sheltered anchorage.

Entering and Leaving Brundige Inlet
-----Except for insects, it is ideal - so good that one is uncertain about the sea state in the Dixon outside. At dawn, which at
these summer latitudes means 0330, we crept cautiously out of the Inlet into a beautiful sunrise and calm sea. A few minutes
later, our charts showed we had crossed the border, and were in Alaska. Several hours later, we were tying off at a slip in the
Ketchikan Yacht Club. We had caught the Dragon sleeping, and were thankful for the good fortune.

The Sleeping Dragon
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CLOSE TO THE EDGE
-----Adaptability is the key to survival. This is true whether you live on
42nd St or in Nome. One of the most fundamental adaptations is to
climate - in February, New York City isn't Nome.

Changed Latitude, Changed Atitude

-----Southeast

Alaska's Climate

-----For creatures that breathe air and live on the ocean, like those who cruise a C-Dory to Alaska, survival is clearly delimited
by climatic factors. Relatively few major factors affect climate: altitude, proximity of land and water, latitude, seasonality, and
oceanic currents are primary.
-----Altitude is unimportant - sea level is the same off the coast of California or Juneau.
-----Proximity to land is, in a sense, unimportant. The central ocean is a vast desert for life, as circumnavigators will attest.
The mere sight of an Albatross in the deep ocean conjures mystical reactions, so who wants to circumnavigate a C-Dory?
Most cruisers travel within sight of land.

Close to Land - Is that green mark on shore?
-----This leaves but three delimiting climatic survival factors for C-Dory cruisers - latitude, seasonality and ocean currents.
High latitude cruising is cold, since the sun's rays slant at the top and bottom of the round Earth. Seasonality, however,
overcomes latitude. Earth's summer tilt toward the sun makes for long days and tolerable warmth in the high latitudes.
Therefore, during the summer season, a cruise to Alaska is possible in a C-Dory (not that it isn't possible in February, but you
might want a psychiatrist as crew).

-----That leaves one major factor to affect the cruising climate of the Pacific coast - a major oceanic current - and it is vitally
important.
----- Earth's surface is mostly water - we are the Blue Planet. If you were to toss a pebble at Earth from space, the odds are,
seventy percent of the time, it would land in salt water. That surface skim of salt water, the World Ocean, overlies the
revolving Earth's rocky crust. The spinning Earth imparts motion, currents, to the oceans.
-----These currents are not random. The fat bulge of the Earth at the Equator spins faster than the Polar regions that lie on
the top and bottom 'edges' of the 'ball.' Consequently, the world's ocean is driven faster, by the east to west spin of the Earth,
near the Equator. Thus (in the Northern Hemisphere), oceanic currents are heading westerly just north of the Equator. When
they run into a continent, the spin deflects the current to the north. In high latitudes, the current flows easterly until it bumps
into a continent, and then it returns to the south to replace the water driven west by the Equatorial Current. The rotating earth
makes the waters of the North Pacific churn in a clockwise rotation: westerly just above the Equator, northerly past the
Japanese islands, easterly along the southern edge of the Aleutian Islands, and finally to the south along our West Coast.
Therefore, to say it simply, the North Pacific waters move in a great clockwise gyre.
-----Water is an amazing substance. One of its marvelous characteristics is its ability to (slowly) absorb heat, and (slowly)
release its warmth. There are Penguins in the Equatorial Galapagos Islands due to the cold current moving southerly along
our west coast and westerly to the Galapagos. The same current, now heated by its long passage westerly near the Equator,
and then northerly to Japan, allows Japanese folks to swim in comfort three seasons of the year. The warm current travels
easterly across the top of the North Pacific, carrying warmth to the Aleutian Islands (and fog, when the heated air over the
warm water smacks into cold Arctic air over the Bering Sea).

Alaska Fog
----- When that same oceanic current strikes the North American continent, it heads southerly along Southeast Alaska,
completing its clockwise circum-pacific path. It has lost most of its warmth while traveling through the North Pacific, and it is
cold (relative to summer continental temperatures) in Alaska. Consequently, Southeast is cool in the summer. However, when
winter comes and the continent rapidly loses its summer warmth, that same current is now relatively warmer than the adjacent
coast, and imparts a relatively mild and wet winter on Southeast Alaska.
-----Therefore, it is much colder in the fjords of the Inside Passage in summer than it is in Fairbanks. We have traveled
throughout Alaska, and we have been far more bundled (in July) in Tracy Arm than along the Yukon. Halcyon has now been
in Southeast Alaska for more than a month, and our on-board thermometer has yet to reach 70 degrees.
-----Climate is a dominant aspect in cruising. A cruise through Southeast Alaska, is dominated by latitude, season, and
oceanic current. It is certainly taking your boat closer to the top of the world - a cruise to the edge.

Tracy Arm
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TOTEMS
---------An amazing people settled the coastal region of Southeast Alaska.
The essence of their artistic culture can be experienced through their
totem poles.

Raven

TOTEM POLES OF SOUTHEAST ALASKA
-----Totem poles were carved and erected by Native Americans from SE Alaska to Puget Sound. Our first personal experience
with totem poles was in Ketchikan many years ago. A local resident dropped us off in the totem park just before sundown. For
the last hours of fading summer light, we wandered among the strange carvings of birds, frogs, ravens, eagles, and
unidentifiable creatures. Huge oval eyes stared at us from the wood, great beaks pierced the evening sky, and gigantic teeth
glared white in the gathering dusk. We felt the power of those spirits, the grandeur imparted by the carvers and the shamans.
Who were these spirit/creatures, did they have names, what stories did they tell? Surely, they are the artistic quintessence of
a complex culture. We have been fascinated by totem poles since that twilight experience long ago.

-----My brother, the archeologist in the family, tells us that a totem is a symbol - it represents the spiritual and personal identity
of an individual, a clan, or a culture. The symbol often is an animal, a plant, a mythical creature, or a geographical entity that
is held in awe, reverence, or fear. By this definition, only some of the 'totem' poles of the northwest are 'truly' totemic. Others
represent legends, social or personal history, or commemorate a deceased person. Such poles may or may not contain
totemic meaning.
-----The earliest North American people probably arrived on this continent during or just after the last Ice Age, or somewhat
more than 12,000 years ago, from eastern Asia. These were the hunters of the Pleistocene megafauna, the huge animals that

co-existed with the continental glaciers - Ice Bears, Mammoths, Mastodons, Giant Sloths, Dire Wolves … These peoples, and
others who followed them, eventually explored westerly down the great river valleys that traversed the coastal ranges of the
continent. Perhaps some arrived by water, paddling southerly along the coasts, living and settling among the abundant
resource of the sea. The legends of the present-day Native dwellers of Southeast Alaska relate their arrival to the coast by
descending the river valleys.
-----One tale tells of meeting a great ice sheet that covered the valley. The river flowed through a tunnel into the ice and
emerged downstream. Was it safe to paddle their boats through the tunnel? After long debate, they placed some of the old
ones into boats, and launched them into the maw of the shiny crystalline tunnel. The tribe ran up the mountainside to see
what would emerge from the tunnel's exit far below. Fortunately, for both the tribe and the old timers, the canoes and contents
emerged unscathed. Soon, all the tribe followed.

-----These people settled the coastal regions of today's Southeast Alaska and British Columbia. Through time, they evolved a
culture unlike any other on the continent, utilizing the abundant resources of the temperate rain forest and the life-laden sea.
Extended families lived in a village and soon acquired an identity, skills, legends, and experiences somewhat different from
that of other villages. Such groups identified themselves with specific totems - the Bear, Eagle, or Raven, for instance - and
evolved into tribes with unique customs and identities. They spoke seven different languages and many more dialects,
representing different history or cultural evolution. Most tribes believed they were The People, superior to all other humans
with whom they had contact. The two groups most often associated with carved columns in Southeast Alaska are the Tlingits
(with fourteen lineages or villages in recent times). The Haida were seafarers, whose cultural heart lay in the Queen Charlotte
Islands off present British Columbia, although one group settled on Prince of Wales Island in present Alaska. They were
marauding warriors and much feared by their mainland neighbors. They were wealthy, artistic, and aggressive. They built
huge lodges and monumental totem poles in extensive villages.

-----Wealth, for these peoples, was acquired from land and sea, and its acquisition represented power and status. Territories
containing food, such as clam beds, hunting areas, sea lion rookeries, salmon rivers, or berry patches were coveted and
fought over by individuals as well as clans. The acquisition of wealth was the basis of their culture. Trading and gift giving
(potlatch) from their accumulated wealth gave prestige, status, and political power. Wealth spurred carving, and during historic
times, the carving of columns spread through out the region.
TYPES OF POLES
-----The oldest and simplest pole is the Memorial Pole. It is a simple, tall, unembellished straight pole. It is crowned by a
single figure that represents the leader's clan.

-----Some columns, Mortuary Poles, contained a hollowed-out space used to inter the remains of an individual. They are often
more ornately carved than a simple Memorial Pole and demonstrate the wealth or status of the deceased. They are often
wider at the top than the base to accommodate the crypt.

-----A carved House Pole served as roof support for a house and displayed the lineage of the owner. These poles are short,
stocky, and more ornate than Memorial Poles. They often lasted for generations since they were inside a covered house.

-----The poles most often photographed and most widely-known are Legend Poles. They tell a story, mythic or historical,
about their owner or clan. Some, the Crest Poles, celebrate the ancestry of the individual. Such poles were only erected for
the most wealthy or important persons of the community.

CREATURES OF THE POLES

----Raven

Eagle

----Wolf

----Beaver------------------------------Whales

Orca

----Frogs

----Bears

Salmon

----Mythical Creatures - Watchful and Fog Woman

----Guardian

----Historical - Russian Double Eagle & Missionary
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ROCK ART
-----Rock art in Southeast Alaska can date back over 10,000 years and
is perhaps the oldest in North America. Such carvings can not be
directly dated, but dates can be estimated by the degree of erosion, the
growth of lichens, or by dating cultural artifacts thought to be in
association with the rock carving.
----- The ancient art lead us back through the mists of time. They
connect us to the existence of 'old ones' and their beliefs. They are a
lithic bridge to our past.

Ancient Rock Art

PETROGLYPHS
-----A petroglyph is pecked or ground into a rock surface using sharp rocks or bone as tools. The artist is usually a religious
leader, or shaman, who chips and grinds the rock for spiritual reasons. Thus the people paid respect to their ancestors or
spirits with the hope that this would bring good fortune, health, or food to themselves or their clan. Some petroglyphs are
said, by the living descendants of the ancient ones, to represent animal spirits; others to commemorate events or great
leaders; and still others to symbolize spiritual beliefs about origins or totems.
-----TThe moist environment of Southeast Alaska chemically destroys rock surfaces, dissolving minerals and weakening the
physical bonding between mineral crystals. Lichens, mosses, and algae often grow on the rock faces. They physically destroy
rock as their rootlets wedge open cracks and pores. Also, when plants die, their organic acids increase the chemical
decomposition of the rock.
-----Rock faces are also eroded physically by water during winter's freezing and thawing. Water expands as it freezes into ice
and exerts incredible pressure on enclosing mineral crystals, wedging them apart. Petroglyphs exposed to the elements
slowly disappear.

Ancient Petroglyphs, Eroded and Lichen-Covered

-----Perhaps the most universal symbols found as petroglyphs in North America are the circle and the spiral. Many Native
Americans believe these are symbolic of the Origin.
-----Others believe the spiral represents the wandering of their tribe or clan from their place of Origin and the connection of a
circle at the end of the spiral represents their current homeland. Thus, the petroglyph is a physical representation, in symbolic
form, or the history of The People.

----------

----Circles and Spirals

-----The designs range from simple to incredibly complex. Virtually all are symmetrical, graceful and finely executed, reflecting
the skill of the carver and the importance he placed in their rendition. They challenge our imagination and, like the finely
carved totem poles of the earliest settlers of this coast, link us to those who have passed this way before us.

----- --

------T
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WILDLIFE
-----Rain forest! The term conjures up steaming jungles with the calls of
wild apes as background. Such is the rain forest of Hollywood - a
tropical rain forest. Here, in Southeast Alaska, is an equally dramatic
rain forest, also smothered by trees and trod by giant beasts - a
temperate rain forest. This is the Tongass National Forest.

Our National Symbol - Proud and Free

ALASKA'S NATURE
-----The Tongass National Forest was created in 1907 by Teddy Roosevelt. The forest is Southeast Alaska - covering virtually
all the panhandle from The Dixon in the south to Yakutat in the north. It is over 500 miles long and 120 miles wide - and
includes over 1200 islands and 11,000 miles of shoreline. Together with Glacier Bay National Park, the Tongass includes
more than 95% of Southeast - the other 5% are native lands and communities, some as small as one person.
PLANTS
-----Spectacular wildlife lives within, and adjacent to, this rain forest. Since much of Southeast is coastal water, it is important
not to forget that the most abundant (and tallest) plants are largely hidden from view in the sea. Tall kelp forests cover the
near shore, seaweeds choke the shoreline, and phytoplankton colors the water.

---

-

-A Forest of Seaweed

--

-

-

Marine Plants Yield to Terrestrial
-----The algal profusion of the sea merges upward into the botanic exuberance of the land.
-----Much of the forest is virtually impenetrable to humans, so crowded are the trees and undergrowth. The rainforest is lovely
- dark and deep. Moss festoons the trees and rocks. This is truly the Plant Kingdom. An individual - plant, animal, or human is overwhelmed by dark greenness.

--

-Dark and Deep

-----Grass blankets the rocks where the forest is opened, such as near the shoreline, in avalanche scars, and where loggers
make clearcuts. Now this isn't grass like in your front yard - this is GRASS. It grows tall enough to hide a bear, and only they
mow this lawn - gulping vast mouthfuls of green sustenance.

--

--

Grass as High as a Bear's Eye
-----Where light can penetrate to the forest floor, flowers grow in abundance. You can almost watch them grow during the long
days of summer light.

--

--

--

-

-----Everything here eventually turns green. It is a constant battle - man against plant - and the plants will, in the end, win.
Even boats eventually yield.

-

--

--

-Outside this Power Boat ------Inside this Sailboat -- Yuk! ------Going...Going...Gone!

--Once a Home - echoing to childrens laughter, adult sobs -- the focus of hope and locus of disappointment -BIRDS
----- The forest is usually silent - every drop of water dripping from moss unto a limb or rock startles you. The crack of a twig
strikes alarm - as much as a rifle shot. If there is a sound in the forest, it is usually a bird. And that is often the mournful long
buzzing trill of a Varied Thrush. ----- zzzzzzzzzz- zeeeeeeeez ---- zuuuuuuuz--zaaaaaaaaz ----- Each note a slightly different
pitch than the last. The bird itself is seldom seen, secretively nestled in the branches or against a trunk.

----- Jays (Canada and Steller's) are sometimes heard, with their sharp cackles and yacks. Steller was a naturalist who
accompanied the forlorn and broken Vitus Bering on his search for Bolshaya Zemlya, The Great Land. In his few hours
ashore on the mainland of the New World, Steller collected and named dozens of new species, including the noisy, metallicblue Steller's Jay.
----- Fish crows patrol the shore but Ravens are the kings. Aggressive, playful, vicious, clever - the hero of many a Native
myth. It is the Raven who brought light to the world, who guided The People to their land of abundance, who captured the
radiance of the moon, who opened the paths of the river to the sea, … One of the most prestigious Tlingit clans is that of the
Raven.

-

--

--

----- The fish-eaters also hustle the shores. Great Blue Herons patrol the shallows and the docks. There's fish aplenty. We are
often strartled by their sudden squawks of alarm and protest when we walk the shorelines or docks.

-

-

----- Belted Kingfishers, our Halcyon namesake, sit on pilings and docks studying the water for movement. Their rattling calls
punctuate the silence of our dockside evenings.

-The Original Halcyon (Ceryle alcyon)
----- Surely, the most useful bird, for us, is the Gull. Here one sees various species, but they all share one habit. They sit on
logs drifting at sea. We refer to them as our "flying buoys" marking navigational hazards.

-Navigation Marks --------- There are many varieties of swimming birds - dabblers or divers - near shore or oceanic - salt water or fresh. They are
interesting to watch and identify, although difficult to photograph. Murres, Murrelets, Guillemots, Auklets, Scaup, Scoters,
Mergansers, Harlequin Ducks, Goldeneyes, Loons and Mallards add diversity and a splash to cruising life. Listening to the
mournful calls of loons at twilight, following dumpy little flappers with our boat, approaching little fluffs on the water only to see
them leap into a dive at the last minute under our bow, watching mergansers collectively thrash the water herding fish - water
birds are the frosting on a beautiful cake.

--

--

--

--

----- I was new to Alaska, and it was my first day teaching school in Craig. My pupils were hard at work on
their lessons, heads down and pencils scratching. My classroom had large windows, and suddenly my eye
caught motion outside. A magnificent Bald Eagle flapped languidly toward school and landed in a tree
directly outside our window. "Look," I yelled, excitedly. "It's an Eagle - right outside - see him?" Not a head
moved or a pencil stopped. "Look! Look!" I shouted to get their attention. Finally, one head turned and
looked out the window. The pupil grinned at me. "It's just an Eagle," he said and continued his writing. - a
friend.

----- Yes, here in Southeast, eagles are "justas." As pigeons are to cities or robins to lawns in the Lower 48, Bald Eagles are
to Southeast. Not a day has passed without seeing and hearing eagles. Perched, their white heads shine against the dark
greenness of forest like gleaming marshmallows flowering on black limbs.

------ Perhaps the greatest surprise to newcomers is their call. Hollywood has imprinted us to the fierce, wailing scream of an
eagle - only most of us don't know that Hollywood, when picturing a diving eagle, dubs in the scream of a Red-tailed Hawk.
Bald Eagles have a prissy, warbling, complaining, and piercing variety of whistles, more suited to a Budgie than an eagle.
But, even if their voice is dubbed and locals relegate them to "Justas," they are fascinating to watch. They are adept
fishermen, marvelous thieves stealing offal from gulls or bears, and magnificent fliers. Their fierce yellow eyes and hooked
beaks make up for their wimpy whistles.

-MARINE ANIMALS
----- Just as the sea teems with plants, so it does with animals - in fact, because the sea has abundant plants it has abundant
animals. The base of the food chain lies in the ocean. Phytoplankton, drifting minute plants, use sunlight as a catalyst for
photosynthesis, and fix minerals into organic molecules that become food to nurture all the life of the sea.
-----Anemones line the docks. Jellyfish, of great variety, are so abundant that it is difficult to avoid scooping one up in a bucket
when washing off the anchor.

--

--

--

--

--

Marine Critters
----- We walked the shorelines of streams and rivers in July during the spawning run of the salmon, returning from their years
at sea. The surface of the water roils with the frenzied thrashing of huge fish. Millions of tons of fish flesh, nurtured on those
organic molecules created from rock by the photosynthetic effort of those uncountable zillions of phytoplankton, move bodily
from the sea to the land - to spawn and die. There are ecologists who believe that without the salmon there would be no
rainforest in Southeast. Certainly the productivity of the forest, and all its complex of plants and animals, is nurtured by fish
flesh - it is the salmon's "gift from the sea."

--

--

----- One of the pleasures of cruising in Alaska is the companionship of Harbor Seals in virtually every remote anchorage.
Sitting in the cockpit reading or sipping a sundowner, we would often have that intuitive feeling of being watched - and we
usually were. Somewhere nearby, from within a small circle of water, a shiny wet head with dark eyes would be studying us
with great curiosity. At one anchorage, near a small rocky island, there were only a few furtive heads to be seen the first
night. By the second evening, accustomed to our presence, the rocks were teeming with seals - flopping, arguing, sleeping going about their daily business. When a cool evening wind sprang up, replete with cold misty rain, it was interesting to watch
them all slowly migrate to the lower protected lee shore - sheltering behind the same rock we used for our shelter.

--

--

----- But for pure joyful companionship, there is nothing like a playful gang of Dall's Porpoises. We spotted a bunch hanging
out in the West Behm terrorizing the odd salmon and enjoying a few for lunch. We chugged over to join the party - and my did we all have fun. They went bow-ridiing. For variety, we tried different speeds through the water - and soon discovered that
20 porpoises are much faster than our 80 horses. They were most happy on our bow wave at about 6 knots, with our trim
tabs fullly down to make the biggest wave mound. El sat in the bow watching the white-sided torpedoes flash across our bow.
Finally, they tired of the game and the largest porpoise riding directly ahead of El, gave a mighty splash with his tail, soaking
the windscreen and El. With that final hurrah, they went cruising back to their afternoon chore of fishing.

--

----

----- The Orcas, on the other hand, were all business. These guys are truly the wolves of the sea. They hunted in a pack, and
their rushes after quarry were impressive in their ferocity. Perhaps they would also take out time to play, but we never
observed this - just the concentration on the hunt.

LAND ANIMALS
----- Perhaps it is best to start with the little guys. Not very impressive, you say? Well, the no-see-ums live up to their name
and defy photography, and we had no mosquito problems whatsoever, but here's an actor that can take a chunk out of your
hide. Fortunately, these big "Greenies" (look at those eyes!) are slow - just don't give them a chance for a bite. A "flock" of
these guys might grab you and haul you away to their cave for slow munching - now that's enough for a nightmare, right?

----- There are many Sitka Black-tailed deer. They hang out in the open ground where there are shrubs and grass for grazing.
Most were not concerned about the presence of the boat. They seem to check us out with a bored glance, and then continue
with lunch.

----- Moose are a prized game animal for hunters in Alaska. Consequently, they are generally wary. This one we caught
swimming across a glacial stream and were able to get quite close.

--

... AND BEARS, OH MY!

----- ----- We had been watching the shores for bears since arriving in Southeast. This is the first one we saw, from the
comfortable distance of our anchor in a bay.

----- Now it is quite one thing to have the relative security of a moat of salt water between you and a first order predator, but a
totally different experience to be walking on the same turf with the "wild in fang and claw." We were on photo safari in
Zimbabwe and Botswana just before starting our cruising on Halcyon, and our guide thought we would have the opportunity
for more natural wildlife photos if we were on foot. He toted his rifle and we toted cameras, and we hoped that he would be
calm under duress -- especially since he appeared to be much more fleet of foot than we are. We did take some marvelous
close pictures of a pride of lions, and some of a solitary bull Cape Buffalo (our guide was far more wary of the buff than the
lions). The photos, however, were somewhat blurry due to the shaky camera ... and we make no apology.
----- By July of our Alaska cruise, Salmon were running in Alaska streams. Bears were giving up on the vegetarian diet of
grass and heading to the streams for some fish protein. Once again, we figured our photos might be more natural if we were
afoot. So, with our trusty flare pistol in our dry bags and camera slung over shoulder, we set out to seek the mighty bear on
his own turf ... and found them. The Forest Service blind at Anan gave us the best photographs -- at least the pictures are the
least blurry.
----- -We rowed the dinghy to shore and saw bear tracks in the mud of the intertidal zone. Walking the trail, we found that
bears had been there also, a short time before.

------ -We sang songs (Bill's singing is enough to drive away most anything) and jingled a bear bell. However, we also
remembered a tale told to us by an old Alaskan:
----- Do you know how to tell the difference between the scat of a Grizzly and that of a Black Bear?
Nope? Well, the one with the bear bell in it came from a Grizzly.
----- -At the falls, the fish were concentrated and so were the bears. We stayed for hours watching the drama. The Brown
Bears (Griz) were certainly the top of the food chain, and the Black Bears were wary of them - we had heard from local folks
that Brown Bears enjoyed Black Bears -- medium raw. The young Browns were, on the other hand, very cautious when an
adult Black Bear arrived at the scene. There was a clear pecking order amongst all the animals of any one species -- with an
alpha Brown in charge of his crew, and an alpha Black the boss of his mob. Even the Eagles and the Ravens had there own
'pecking order,' well understood and respected by all the underlings. It was a fascinating time at Anan Falls.

--

--

--

El in the Blind, and Close Enough
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CRUISING SOUTHEAST ALASKA
----North to Alaska! A cruise to the north conjures images of hardships
and extreme conditions. Every cruiser knows a story of some tragedy in
the north.
----Everywhere we have cruised, we have been cautioned by wellmeaning folks, "It's dangerous out there -- you be careful." And they're
right-- it is dangerous out there. However, we have found the most
dangerous conditions are en route to our cruising grounds, on the
highways, -- by far.

Sumner Strait

----It is always prudent, however, to find out about local conditions that
might affect a cruiser's safety or comfort.

HAZARDS

SEASON
-----There is only one season for comfortable cruising in Southeast - May, June, July, and the first half of August. Before and
after that cruising window, winter gales become increasingly common and powerful. Then open waters are simply not safe, in
our opinion, for a small boat. And, of course, every year is different.
WEATHER
---- We have talked about Southeast Alaska's climate in our tale, Close to the Edge. The day-to-day weather in Southeast
(the daily effect of climate) is important to understand. Weather in Southeast is difficult to predict. There are fewer weatherrecording stations here, due to the remoteness of the region and the fact that unoccupied ocean lies to the west - 'to weather.'
Meteorologists can follow the general frontal patterns, but the effects of oceanic currents, islands, mountain heights, and
vastness of terrain are obstacles that can't be overcome with today's technology.

A Weather Maker
-----However, some generalities may help a cruising boater. Winds are generally less in the very early morning and in last few
hours before sundown. This can make life somewhat uncomfortable, since these are the times of day when most folks like to
be sleeping or kicked back. Here in the higher latitudes there is very little night in June. Civil sunrise (when the horizon is
clearly visible, as are the brightest stars) is about 0230. Sunrise is about 0345. Sunset is approximately 2145 and civil twilight
around 2300. Nautical twilight, when the horizon is barely visible or fading from view, never occurs in mid-June. Therefore, we
have left the hook at 0300 in the morning, when most land folks are just getting into their 'second snooze' and even the birds
are silent.

Quiet Hour -- 0330 - 0430
-----We have memories of one evening, in Meyer's Chuck, untying lines at the government dock at 2030, after a day of heavy
winds. Cruising neighbors from the other side of the dock shouted over, "Whatcha doing?"
-----"Heading out," was El's reply.
-----"Heading out? HEADING OUT?" was the response. "It's eight thirty in the evening - time for the evening video and a drink
- and you're heading out?"
-----"Yep," El said emphatically, "Two hours left to cruise and the wind is slackening."
-----We left him, scratching his head, and lifting a glass to us as we cleared the harbor buoy. We had a delightful sundown
cruise (and in June, sundown is a lengthy experience in these latitudes). The sea was calm, the wind flat, and the anchorage
lovely when we dropped the hook at last light.
-----We met that cruiser later in Wrangell - they had left the Chuck mid-morning the next day. "Got the tar kicked out of us in
the Clarence - in our 45-footer - should have left when you did."
-----The second factor about the weather is that it will rain today - tomorrow - and the next day! The NOAA weather prediction
up here is like a stuck needle on a record - "showers likely" "showers likely" "showers likely." The monotony of the forecast is
occasionally broken by, "Rain." In our six-week cruise we had several days with no rain at all, a few with sunshine that lasted
a few hours, and many with "sunny breaks," although never once -- NOT ONCE - did NOAA mention the nasty word, sun!

A Sunny Break
-----Most forecasts sound like the odds makers in Vegas - "60% chance of rain in the morning - 40% chance of evening
showers." To us, who see cups half-full in life, that translates to "40% chance of no rain - 60% chance of no rain." However,
we have discovered that that's not how folks here see it.
-----A Juneau resident summed it up succinctly, "There aren't any clothes lines in Juneau."
-----Yeh, it rains a lot in Ketchikan. Is it the rainiest city of greater than 5,000 people in the US? Well, I suppose it
might be - never thought of it that way. Yeh, we get about 160 inches per year - must be about five times what
Seattle gets. But, it's not bad. We're used to it. Only time it gets rough for me is after about two weeks of continuous
hard rain in the winter - when we only have a ration of a few hours of brightness at midday - yeh, then it can get a
little rough. - a Ketchikan resident

El Sees Her Shadow
-----We were invited by south-bounding cruising friends to look at the pictures they had been taking this summer on their
Alaskan cruise. Every picture was blue sky, with big puffy white clouds. "Looks like a summer sky in Arizona," El said. "How
did you get so lucky when it's been raining and gray where we have been?"
-----"Oh, it was raining and gray with us as well. But my computer photo enhancement program has a neat trick. You can 'dub
in' any background sky you wish. You're right - those skies in our pictures are Arizona skies - I photographed them last winter
and now I just 'paint' them in for our Alaska pictures."
-----By the way, our pictures, on this website have nothing 'dubbed'! What you see is what we saw - take it or leave it.

Gray is Beautiful, Too
-----At first, coming to Southeast from a month on Lake Powell in Arizona, it seemed dreary with the gray and wet. However,
soon we got used to walking around without rain gear like the locals. The damp bed sheets and clothes felt normal. We really
appreciated the enclosed cabin and our "add-on" canvas cover over the cockpit. Expect rain and we guarantee you won't be
disappointed.

Sign in Sitka Book Store
-----It is also cold or cool much of the time. Once, just once, our thermometer found the 70-degree line. In June, we had
evenings in the upper thirties. Bring your warmies and lots of juice for the Wallas stove. By the way, the locals are no guide they wear t-shirts every day after they turn the calendar page to June -"It's summer, you know."
-----Winds are generally light in the summer. That, of course, is relative to the rest of the year. They are usually forecast in the
15 mph range. Naturally, they vary locally and are often considerably higher when there is a frontal system. Winds here are
heavily controlled by topography. And the topography is controlled by geology. The primary geologic trend in Southeast
Alaska is northwest/southeast and so are the major channels and sounds. The secondary trend, northeast/southwest, controls
many of the arms extending off the major sounds.
-----We soon learned that a wind prediction of north only means that the wind will travel directly down the northwest or
northeast channel and strike us directly on the bow. Similarly, any wind from the south will be square on the stern. Now it's up
for grabs when you are in a northwest-trending channel and the wind prediction is from the northeast - and so on. The only
thing for sure, is the wind will funnel either up or down your channel directly and there will be little protection from a lee shore.
-----You fellers from outside talk about winds that are northerly, southerly, easterly, or westerly. Must be nice to
have such a choice. Here, in Southeast, we only have two winds - noserly or, once in a great while, a rearly. - a
Southeast sailor
-----Fog is another factor here. We had little trouble this summer, but that varies from year to year. The cold ocean and
warmer land (or sometimes, the warm ocean and cold wind sliding down from a glacier or a snow-capped mountain) often
collide to make dense fog. Fog here is not always windless - sometimes it blows a gale through the fog. Radar is handy.

-Radar Weather
LOGGING SLASH
-----Aside from the weather, the major cruising hazard is a log. Everywhere there are logs. We have cruised miles offshore,
and still there are logs.

-----You must keep your eyes riveted to the water, constantly aware of the risk. This can result in real eyestrain, especially if
you are cruising into bright water and reflections. A chop is another difficult time. Every dark wave ahead looks like a log -and
every log looks like a dark wave.
-----Gulls are most helpful. They enjoy sitting on a log and cruising along with the current, and, thankfully, they are white. We
think of these sentinels as our flying buoys, and never before have we thought so kindly of a gull.

-Thanks, Gulls--------------- Marking a Very Long Log
-----We met a cruiser on a float in Ketchikan. He was in a 27-foot powerboat. He had a miserable time in Southeast, and
couldn't wait to get back to California. Not only was he tired of the almost constant rain, but he had lost four props to logs.
Each time he had to be towed to a distant harbor.
KELP
-----Seaweed is a problem when it is caught in the rush of the tidal change. Right along the tide line, where weed is swept
from bays and concentrated at the meeting of the tides, it is often so thick it can be a problem for your propellers. We just cut
back and drift through those tidal boundaries. Besides, logs and other larger debris often lurk along those borders and
present a far greater hazard than kelp to props and hulls.

-A Tide Line ---------------Chris Cleans Kelp from Rana Verde
ICE
-----It was a dark night in Frederick Sound. Three of us were running together for home - holds full of fish.
Our thoughts were on family, dinner, and the warmth of a fire. We had been out fishing day and night for
what seemed eternity. Now, dog-tired, we half-dozed at the helm, eyes straining into the blackness
outside the darkened pilothouse. We drank hot mugs of coffee to stave off exhaustion. The radar dimly lit
the cabin interior - shoreline showed as a ragged dark edge to the screen, and the two 'bips' of our
companions showed off to the starboard. Suddenly the radio screamed with a frantic voice - "Geeze - we
hit something - hard! The bow's stove in … Taking on water fast … Get over here … quick. She's going
down …" Instantly awake, we spun the wheel hard over. We got there in time to get them off. There was
nothing we could do for the boat. The hold was full in a few minutes and she went down fast.
-----It was ice - calved off the glacier and drifting down the Sound in the blackness. There was nothing
showing on the radar - I know - I had just checked it. But, then, we all knew that ice often doesn't reflect.
We used to joke about floating rocks in the Sound. Any of us could have hit that berg that night - it's the
luck of the draw. The story doesn't end there, though - that skipper just had terrible luck. Not long after, in
a horrific winter gale up by Five-finger Rock, he, two of his children, and his new boat disappeared. No
one was there to help - only one body was recovered. - a friend

-Bergs
-----Ice is only a problem near the bays that have a calving glacier - Frederick Sound with LeConte Glacier, Stephens
Passage with the twin Sawyer Glaciers, and Icy Strait with all of Glacier Bay above. Near the glaciers, the bergs that are
clear as glass and rounded are the most difficult to spot visually or with radar. In a collision, they are also the most dense and
hazardous.

The Small Dark Spot in the Middle Near the Glacier is Halcyon
TIDES AND CURRENTS
-----Virtually every marina, at least in the early part of the season, has a "Dot's Fishing Guide Tide Table," complete with
correction tables, for the area. Many charting software programs also have tides marked. It is essential to know the tide, since
the range is often in excess of 20 feet. These tides are "mixed semi-diurnal," which means that there are two highs and two
lows every day, and that one of the highs is higher than the other and the same with the low. If you like to anchor in about 10
feet of water, with a 5 to 1 scope, watch the tide! If your sounder shows ten feet and you play out 50 feet of rode, and you
are at high tide, you will soon be perched on the mud or rocks. Conversely, if you are there at low tide, you will be sitting in
30 feet of water at the high and won't even have a 2 to 1 scope - a wind is liable to trip your anchor in the night.
-----Many of the arms and bays of Southeast are miles from the open ocean. Every 6 hours, a flood of water has to pour in
torrents through narrow channels to bring in or out the tide. Currents in excess of 5 knots are common. In a few places,
rapids or saltwater falls occur. Even with our planing hull, the current set affects our fuel capacity. A Scotsman reads the
tables and goes with the flow.
-----The swirls and rapids at flood tide can be awesome and even dangerous for boats many feet larger and with engines far
more powerful than ours. It pays to travel through the 'tight spots' at slack water.

KUSHTAKAS
-----Every Culture has its "little people." Germany has its Trolls, who commonly live under bridges and extract food or other
tolls from passersby. We had one in southern Nevada for years, who lived in a culvert under the Nipton grade. People
routinely left him food, magazines, and water beside the road. All was fine for years, until a huge rainstorm and a flash flood.
He has not been seen since that event.
-----In Sweden, the Tomte live under your house. They are very helpful little gnomes who will sometimes do the dishes, chase
away skunks, and keep the fire glowing all night. Of course, if there is discord between residents of "his" house, the Tomte is
very unhappy. He then becomes mischievous and sometimes downright mean. You want to be on their good side.
-----In Hawaii, the Menehuni serve the same role. They can be helpful or roguish, depending on their neighbors or, perhaps,
the phase of the moon. We have a wonderful Menehuni who happily lives on Halcyon, and a welcome passenger he is. We
never see him, he is perfectly quiet, and never a bother, but he does one very useful chore - and only for the payment of an
occasional chocolate nugget left on the table overnight. He dumps, cleans, and maintains our porta potty in beautiful
operating condition.
-----In Alaska, there are Kushtakas. We mentioned, to an old-timer harbormaster, our intention of cruising to Thomas Basin.
The spider-armed inlet lies just northerly and around the corner from Petersburg. He notably blanched. A dark and serious

look came over his face, and he virtually whispered to us, "I wouldn't do that if I were you. Do you know of the Kushtakas?"
We did not. He asked if we had read the old tale entitled, "The Strangest Story Ever Told."
-----We said, "No."
-----He walked slowly away, with frightened glances over his shoulder. He was mumbling, as if to himself, "I will never return
to Thomas Basin" and disappeared into his office. We could hear the loud "click" as he locked his door.
-----The next morning we went to the library and asked about the story. The librarian shook her head as she asked, "Are you
on a boat?"
-----"Yes," El said in her cheery voice.
-----"Are you going to Thomas Basin?" she asked with a wince as she said the name.
-----"We intended to," El answered. "Is there something we should know about the place?"
-----"Yes," she blurted out abruptly and disappeared.
-----I headed over to the computers and the Internet connection and El found the book section on Alaska. She was only there
a few minutes when the librarian returned. "Here," she said in a whisper to El, handing her a small, well-thumbed book. "Bring
it back, and give it only to me when you are finished" - and, with a furtive look over her shoulder, she disappeared into an
inner office.
-----El read the book, the one the harbormaster had mentioned, "The Strangest Story Ever Told."
-----"This might be more important to read than the Cruising Guide," she said with a smile, as she handed me the book to
read. "It is an amazing tale of vicious, dark, hairy, little creatures. A story of men gone mad and others who disappeared
forever. The list of horrors that have occurred to visitors of Thomas Basin range far back in native legends into the mists of
time."
-----When it was time to leave the library, El found the librarian in her inner sanctum. She palmed the book into her desk as
though it was "banned in Boston."
-----"Don't go there," is all she said to El.
-----We were at the Post Office picking up our mail later in the day. While waiting in line, we visited with a local fisherman. He
asked about our cruising direction. "Oh, probably off to LeConte Glacier and then over to Thomas Basin for a few days."
-----A dark frown clouded his face. "You'll enjoy LeConte. Treat the ice with respect. But, if I were you, I wouldn't go to
Thomas Basin." Before we could ask more, the clerk called us to the counter.
-----"Did I hear you say you plan to cruise into Thomas Basin?" she asked frowning.
-----"Well, we're thinking about it," El answered with some hesitation. "What do you know about it?"
-----She left the counter but shortly returned with our mail packet. "My husband and I know the stories about the Kushtakas do you know about them?" she asked with knit brows.
-----When El said she had read the tale, the clerk continued -"Well, so had I - and heard many a story from Natives and
fishermen. 'I don't believe that nonsense,' I told myself. 'This is the Twenty-first century, an age of scientific reason, and
there's no room for such superstitious nonsense.'"
-----"Well, my husband is an avid recreational fisherman, and he asked if I cared to go fishing with him for a long holiday
weekend coming up. 'Sure,' I said, 'Where to?' I love to stay on the boat - grew up with a fisherman father who took me out
with him whenever I could go."
-----"'Thomas Basin', my husband said, with a sorta twisted smile on his face. 'Nobody goes there with those old stories, so
the fishing must be great.'"
-----"Well, I must say, it slowed down my enthusiasm, but those were just old irrational tales, I said to myself, so agreed to
go."
-----"That was a terrible mistake. Let me just say one thing about that weekend - We stayed but one night. Alaskans travel

with firearms in case we go walking in the woods - protection from bears, you know. Well, that night we stayed awake all night
- at anchor. We each had our sawed-off twelve-gauge doubles in our laps - for the first and only time in either of our lifetimes
- on a boat - they were loaded."
-----El quickly asked, "What happened?"
-----"No time to talk - other folks in line - but -," she quickly whispered the words, "the glass in a window shattered … we both
saw dark hair-covered 'things' on the bow rail …NEXT! …"
-----She beckoned over the next person in line - the fisherman we had been talking with in line. He sidled by us, staring
deeply into our faces, fear etching the lines in his weather-beaten face. "Don't go there," he said in a voice husky with
emotion.
-----We were sorting our mail at a table in the Post Office Box room, when the clerk from the counter next to the one with the
Thomas Basin tales walked over to us. "Couldn't help but hear the stories she was telling you. Let me tell you our story - my
husband is a logger and we lived at a camp in Thomas Basin for years - even had our children with us - never a problem nothing. Those are just tales told by the superstitious. Don't believe them."
-----We headed out the next day, with Chris on Rana Verde, for LeConte Glacier. When we returned to Petersburg to refuel,
we asked Chris if he wanted to keep us company over to Thomas Basin for a night or two. "Sure," he said innocently,
unaware of Kushtakas. To be fair, we briefly mentioned them to him, and, naturally, he scoffed off the stories.
-----So, we went to Thomas Basin. As we entered the intended anchorage, it began to rain - hard and cold. We dropped our
hook using the windlass, and it held at the first try. Chris, anchoring alone, had to go to the bow to set and cleat his anchor. It
failed to hook time and time again. Finally, after he was soaked to the bone and cold to the core, it held. Exasperated he
radioed to us - "It must be an underwater Kushtaka. This is Ruth Cove, so her name must be Ruth - and she kicks the anchor
off the bottom every time!"

Chris, the next morning, with his now-famous "Thomas Basin Double-set"
-----Sitting to read that evening, a cold wet drop of water landed "splat" on that bald spot on the top of my head that I have
been nurturing along for years. We had sprung a roof leak - the first time in two and a half years aboard. Soon, it was a virtual
stream, coming through the bolt that held on the cabin rail. Couldn't fix it in the rain, so there I sat - drip - drip - as Ruth gave
me the Chinese water drop treatment.

Bill, reading in Thomas Basin (See the Hairy Thing on the Bow Rail?)
-----The next day, we left Thomas Basin.

----

-----

Kushtakas? (Or Reflections? [turn sideways])
INSECTS
-----We had only a few evening experiences with no-see-ums and none with mosquitoes. There were some mighty mean, but
slow, Green-eyed Horse Flies around a few docks. We came equipped with all our bug-armor (head to toe netting we have
used on Arctic canoe trips), but only used the head net portion one night for no-see-ums.
-----We did, however, have a pet arthropod. Charley joined us in Washington before our cruise north. He lived under the
overhang outside our starboard window -- the one over the stove, where he could be warmed on cold evenings and mornings.
He spun a web every night and we visited every morning as I made early morning coffee. When we returned to the San Juan
Islands, a much fatter and happier Charley jumped ship to join his family at Friday harbor. Oh, the tales he could tell ...

Charley's Web
CRUISE SHIPS AND BLUE CANOES
-----There are other ways to cruise the Inside other than on a 22-foot boat. We were tied off at the Ketchikan Yacht Club
docks when two ladies dressed in 'finery' strolled slowly by the dock. They were peering at and into boats, making nasal
snuffs as though they were checking out panhandlers on a street corner. They spotted El in the cockpit reading. "Are you an
Alaskan?" one asked, rather hoping to observe the rare species.
-----"No," El answered with a smile. "We're here cruising the Inside."
-----"Oh," came the disappointed response. "We were so hoping to meet a native. We're cruising the Inside, also." They turned
and returned to their mob on the street above - all 2,000 of them, from their Princess Cruise.
-----There are two hazards we found from the cruise ships - first, their passengers overwhelm the small towns they visited.
Ketchikan is a fair-sized town. However, when four cruise ships arrive, the town's population doubles. Wrangell, with 1,800
residents, chokes.

Ketchikan - Three Big Ones and Two More Anchored Outt
-----The second hazard is more serious. A cruise ship is a very large vessel and they move amazingly fast. In the narrow
channels and foggy sounds they can be a real threat to a small boat - even a fast one like ours.
-----Chris was several hours ahead of us crossing Sumner Strait. It was a drizzly, foggy, gray morning. As we left Rocky Pass
heading into Sumner, he radioed to us. "A little lumpy out here, but not bad. Good cover from Sumner and Strait Islands.
But..." he added in afterthought, "…watch out for the cruise ship eastbound. It's white and hard to see in the fog."
-----We peered through the misty windscreen into the misty whiteness - nothing. The radar was set at a one mile range nothing. We turned the setting to three miles, and there it was - reflecting with far greater brilliance than the islands. A quick
calculation showed intersecting courses. We turned eastward to give her ample room to go by on our starboard. Finally, even
knowing exactly where to look from our radar screen, we spotted her, closing fast, with silent menace.

See the Silent Menace?
-----We shortened the radar range back to a mile to keep a close eye on her movements, knowing that if we showed at all on
their radar we were probably lost in the sea clutter of the swells. We have traveled in the pilot house of large ships and know
that the wheelman often determines his course by the GPS and then puts the helm on autopilot while he and others drink
coffee, chat, and once in a while, look out ahead or at the radar.
-----After she safely passed, and before turning our course back to the south'ard, we ranged out farther with the radar - just in
case. Yes, you guessed it - another huge blip on the screen, exactly trailing the course of the first cruise ship but four miles
behind. We turned into the wake of the first ship and scooted southerly, between the cruise ships, keeping a beady eye on
the radar.
-----No roads connect Southeast towns to the outside, except Skagway and Haines in the north. None of the towns we visited
had highway access. Even the state capital, Juneau, does not link by road to anything but its 'suburbs.' Consequently, Alaska
has used highway road funds to 'build' a Marine Highway. A fleet of fine vessels, the Alaska ferries, bonds southeast
communities with a fine marine highway.

Rana Verde Meets the Blue Canoe bound for Sitka. "Ahh, one whistle pass? ... Sir?"
-----We met the "Blue Canoe," as Alaskans affectionately call their ferries, in the Wrangell Narrows - not the best place to
meet an Old Town Canoe, let alone a large high-speed ship. They have a schedule to keep and they're on their highway.
Fortunately, we were at a wide spot in the road and could slip into the channel behind Battery Islets to let the Kennicott have
her way.

The "Blue Canoe" Kennicott in Wrangell Narrows
TOWS
-----The eighteen-wheelers of the waterways are the tows. We have had plenty of experience with them cruising the coasts
and rivers of America and have developed respect - for their skippers and their skill - and for the potential menace to small
boats. In Southeast, the tows pull barges with a ve----------ry long cable. At night or in a fog, out in the Sounds, they look like
two boats and show as such on the radar. We follow a never-to-be-broken rule: don't pass anywhere near the stern of a
towboat. We have heard horror stories from captains about boats cutting between the tow and their pulled barge, unaware of
the long steel cable linking them. They are too grim to repeat here, but suffice it to say, they underline our rule.

FISH NETS
-----Whenever you spot a fishing boat that is under full way, start looking for either the orange balls or a string of white floats.
We have the same rule with fishing boats as we do for tows: Never pass astern. We have added the corollary for fishing
boats: If they are not full underway, we immediately slow down, scan the water for anything floating anywhere near the
vessel, and chug along very slowly, always watching for buoys or floats.

-----We were cruising along at about 20 knots in a calm sea. There were fishing boats around, but they seemed to
just be circling and puttering. Suddenly our boat stopped with a lurch and the engine died. I thought we had gone
aground, but we were miles from shore. Then I saw them - small red fishing floats stretched off in a line both
directions from us. I lifted the outdrive, and sure enough - net! We had run smack into and through a fishing net! I
was able to untangle or cut off most of the net caught in our propeller, and fortunately the engine started and we
could get underway. I say, fortunately, because one of those fishing boats was barreling full speed at us. Now, I
was in the Navy for years, and that fisherman, over the VHF, was screaming epithets about my ancestry I never
heard before.
-----We scooted out of shotgun range as fast as we could, but our engine didn't seem to have full power. That night,
in the marina, I unwound another long tangle of net still wrapped on the drive. Now, I ask you, how was I supposed
to have seen those little red floats? - from the owner of a 28-foot California registered boat.

HAZARDS, ETC.

Ladies of the Night------

OVERNIGHTING
ANCHORAGES
-----There is usually a delightful and sheltered anchorage within five miles of wherever you are in Southeast. The only
exceptions are the crossings of the wider sounds or straits. The numerous small coves and bays are one of the most
delightful aspects of a cruise along this coast. Seldom do you share an anchorage with other humans, but frequently with
seals, bears, and loons. The Douglass Cruising Guide has most of them described and charted, and we strongly recommend
the book for cruisers of these waters.
-----It is more difficult to anchor in Southeast than most other cruising areas. Glaciers scoured deep steep-sided valleys, and
most shorelines drop off hundreds of feet within a few feet of shore. However, our 300 feet of rode with 20 feet of chain found

bottom. Our Bruce anchor held, usually on the first set, in all our overnight stops. The pleasure of swinging light and free on a
hook in a beautiful cove is one of the greatest pleasures of cruising.

FLOATS AND BUOYS
-----Alaska maintains a number of floats or docks throughout Southeast. They are a great place to tie and walk ashore to
stretch legs. They can be social centers on the waterways and we met many fine folks tied off to a State dock.

------The National Forest Service has small cabins located in many scenic spots throughout the area. These can be rented for
a reasonable price, with prior reservations, and offer a delightful getaway for local people or tourists alike. Most are only
boater accessible, with their own float or buoy for the occupant's boat. Those renters 'own' the tie for their night's rent, but we
found other folks often tie-off if the adjacent cabin is unoccupied.

MARINAS
-----Every town has at least one marina, usually owned and operated by the municipality. They are crowded with local boats,
many of them commercial, but all offer shore facilities that sometimes include a shower. One of the distinct pleasures of
cruising, for us, is the chance to visit towns en route. Each has its own personality and characters, and many of them hang
out near the waterfront. The overnight tie-up in Southeast is reasonable, sometimes includes an electrical hookup, but it is
occasionally difficult to find space. We have often heard the words on the VHF from a harbormaster, "Oh, we can always find
room for your little boat," with mixed emotions. We know we will have a tie, but goodness knows where.
-----Most liveaboards in Alaska marinas have pets. This can make for some noisy neighbors (one of ours had a loquacious
parrot!). We learned to walk the docks as though they were minefields, because of the 'calling cards' left by dogs. The nearest
grassy patch at the top of the ramp from the docks is very green.

DETAILS
FUEL
-----Every town of any size has fuel. We always asked 'ahead' from fuel stations, marinas, and other cruisers about fuel
availability at the smaller outports. We carried three 5-gal containers as spares and used them several times to extend our
range and avoid backtracking for fuel, and found, with judicious planning, that our resultant 55-gal capacity was fine.

----The Fueler and the Spare Fuel Tanks (with stove fuel stored ahead of the tanks)
PHONES
-----All the towns (and some smaller communities) have cellular coverage, but of course, there is no service when out on
remote water. Public phones are available at marinas and sometimes in remote spots.

Myers Chuck
NEED A DENTIST?

El in her on-board Dental Chair (Dental Boat Jenny B)
(07/03)
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SAN JUAN ISLANDS, WASHINGTON
Launch: Cornet Bay, north end Whidbey Island

Nearby campsites: Deception Pass State Park, a few miles from the
launch ramp.

Comments: This launch ramp is just down the street from EQHarbor, a
great C-Dory dealer and Honda service center.

BLAKELY GATHERING
-----The Washington C-Dory owners have been particularly active in organizing gatherings - their meetings are famous among
C-Dory owners. The '03 Blakely Gathering certainly continued the tradion. There were 24 boats and we almost filled the
Blakely Marina. The weather was perfect, the food incredible, and the company the best.

-Twenty Four Boats and Some of the Owners
-----A special feature of the Washington folks is the christening of new (or new to the owner) boats. Rev. Dave has composed
a lengthy ritual, interspersed with ample toasts. A sprig of green must be placed on the bow. Of course, a touch of libation on
the bow and in the water for Poseidon is standard. Everyone participates and the boat is well and truly blessed.

-

-

Boat Christenings by Rev. Dave

-----What a great potluck cookout under the marina's cabana that evening. There was a choice of fresh-caught crabs,
hamburger, salads, pies and cakes - all well-lubricated with Snoqualmie brews. Nothing like having C-Dory owners who also
own a brewery!

-----

-

-

-----We had been in Alaska the early part of the summer, and hot-footed down in order to meet the Washington folks and be
there for the christening of boats at the Blakely Marina. We weren't sure we would arrive in time so we didn't tell anyone we
were coming. So, we doubly enjoyed it, since we had to push to get there.

A Great Gathering of Kindred Souls and Boats
(7/03)
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UPPER COLUMBIA RIVER
----The Columbia River is 1,200 miles long, one of the largest rivers
flowing into the Pacific Ocean from the two American continents. This
tale is about our scouting, by land, of the first 600 miles of the Columbia.

Upper Columbia

'NCHIAWANA - THE MIGHTY RIVER
-----We swung gently on the hook in Parks Bay, on the southwest coast of Shaw Island. We were almost in the middle of
Washington's beautiful San Juan Islands. The sun was slowly setting through the trees streaking the air and water with
orange and red shafts of color. The light air sent fingers of ripples across the otherwise glassy water. We sat in Halcyon's
cockpit, sipping wine and eating cheese, watching the drama of sundown. The ancient Greeks would have placed us in the
lap of Dionysus, the god of fluid boundaries who gave man the gift of wine. He could slip with ease between the wildness of
our setting and the domestication of our floating home. He personified the contrast between the apparent stability of our
home, drifting on a surface that could, with a mere blow of wind, be chaotic.
-----Bill broke the Dionysian spell. "Time to think ahead, El. What would you like to do this winter, next spring - even next
summer?" The Greeks would have understood: these were words from Apollo, the god of order and distinct boundaries.
Apollo was a god of light, Dionysus of dark - so it was natural that dusk would bring forth both in Parks Bay.
-----El, the Dionysian, loves spontaneity, serendipity, a little chaos. "Oh, dunno - how about the Columbia River? We're out
here in the northwest and have never been on the Columbia. Let's check it out."

-----Suddenly, she froze, staring farther into the bay. "Look - that seal is making golden circles in the water." Dionysus
reclaimed the bay.

The Lap of Dionysus
-----Bill, the Apollonian, in the days that followed, began reading and studying the Columbia on the Internet, in books, and on
charts. It is not an easy river to figure out. One book, by a man who canoed the length of the river, was most helpful. Bill took
notes and marked on his newly-acquired charts; El read the story for its enjoyment and beautiful descriptions - for "the feel of
the river."
-----Combined, this is a tale of what we discovered. The Native Americans, who knew the river best, called it 'Nchiawana, the
Mighty River. It rises, from glacial melt, high in the Canadian Rockies.

Glacial Melt
-----The mountain streams foam down through boreal forests to its collected beginning in Lake Columbia. It then flows to the
north through the Rocky Mountain Trench, enclosed by lofty glacial-carved mountains. At the Big Bend, it finds a break
through the western wall and flows southerly into sere desert lands. For a while, the river even flows to the east, but, finally, it
settles on a westerly course out of the desert through a rain forest to the sea.This confusing path hid its source from

European explorers for years. Finally, the British mapmaker, David Thompson, in 1811, traced its tortuous course from high in
the Rockies to the sea.
-----Some of the tributaries of the river are major rivers themselves: the Willamette, the Snake, the Pend Oreille, and the
Kootenay. We can attest to their length and the power of these tributaries. We canoed a week on the Willamette and ran over
the top of a 6-foot dam on the Snake. Thompson had to choose which of all these branching rivers he would call the
mainstream Columbia. He chose the one with the greatest volume of water, even though the course of the Snake is
considerably longer.
-----Of the 1,200 miles of Thompson's river, 800 miles are now impounded behind fourteen dams, half of which have no locks.
The remaining 400 miles of free flowing river are at the beginning, the end, and two stretches in the middle.
-----Most boaters, who know the Columbia, are familiar only with the 450 miles of navigable river that extends 136 miles down
the Snake River, from Lewiston to the mainstream Columbia and the 314 miles from there to the sea. Along this reach, eight
dams block the river but all have locks. This navigable portion is only a little more than a third of the entire river.
-----Northwest boaters often visit Lake Roosevelt, impounded behind lock-less Grand Coulee Dam. If one includes the 135
miles of the lake, with the 450 miles of navigable river, the total constitutes only half the length of the Mighty River. The rest is
a bit of a mystery for most boaters.
LAKE KINBASKET

Lake Kinbasket
-----The Rocky Mountain Trench is a great fault-bounded trough that extends northwesterly 1,000 miles from Montana to
Yukon. Glacier-capped mountains line the trench in British Columbia. Icy waters of glacier melt pour down the flanks of the
mountains into Lake Columbia. The waters, thus collected, flow northwesterly from the lake, following the axis of the Trench.
The stream wanders through a broad valley, slowing behind beaver dams and meandering through swamps. It pauses at
Windermere Lake.

The Youthful Columbia, Wandering Northerly
-----The fertile valley is farmland, hacked from the northern forests. Hot springs here and there are home to tourists and
golfers. The flat, meandering stream, almost haphazardly, wanders into trouble at the north end of the valley - Redgrave
Canyon. Here it is sandwiched between rock walls and plunges through rapids into Kinbasket Lake. This is where civilization
ends.
-----We asked folks in Golden about the lake that lay only a few miles to the north of town. Most answered our questions

about the Kinbasket Lake with a simple reply, "Never been there," or "The winds on the lake are killers." "Water level always
up and down, impossible," or "Stumps everywhere, whole forests underwater."
-----One grizzled old fellow told a real tale of horror, between sips of coffee, that looked like old engine oil from a
diesel. His face was creased like pine bark, and his cheeks sunken from teeth long gone. "Yep, I knew them.
Friends of mine. Out in a boat. Calm day on the lake - rare you know. Usually blows like stink. They're just putt
putting along, trolling, calm, and quiet … when … WHOOSH, a whole tree leaps into the air not ten feet from them.
It was like one of them rockets - you know the ones from submarines - it rose so fast, the whole tree, maybe fifty
feet long, shot out of the water and crashed down maybe a hundred yards away. Wooda killed 'em if it came up
under their boat - or landed on the boat. I was fishing from the shore when they returned - their eyes were still big
as saucers and their faces were white as snow. They could hardly speak to tell me. They gave away their boat and
never fished on the lake again. Dangerous out there - a killer lake. Them BC Hydro guys never logged the trees
before they filled the lake. Now, years later, their roots break off and up they come - killers." - A chap at the gas
station
-----As we drove north from town, we saw a sign, "Kinbasket Lake Resort." Ah hah! Surely, they would have information about
boating. Where the rutted, washboard dirt road turned off from the blacktop, there was another sign complete with brochures.
"The description talks about a boat launch and a marina," El said. "We've hit the gold mine."

Our 'Informant'
-----Twenty minutes later, down a steep rough road, we arrived at the "resort." We asked the lady in charge about the lake.
"Don't know anything about it," she said. "Interested in a room for the night?"
-----We explained that we were just trying to gather information about boating. "Oh, then. That guy coming up the hill knows
more than anybody."
-----We asked 'that guy' and all he could tell us was that the water was highest in July and the rest of the year, at this end of
the lake, there was no water - just the Columbia flowing through its original channel. "They store the water for you folks in the
US. All winter, when the river flow would be low, BC Hydro runs the water through Mica Dam whenever they need to
generate power down in the States. In spring runoff, when there's plenty of water, they shut down the dam and hold back all
they can until it reaches full, usually in July or August. We run our quads and snow machines all over the place in winter - the
water's gone."
-----"How about ramps?" El asked.
----- "All high and dry this year. No snow and no water. Can't get in now. No way of knowing about next year."
-----Lake Kinbasket is wild and beautiful. Bears, Black and Grizzly both, walk its shores. The howl of wolves echoes over its
waters. No paved road reaches its shores. These are the wilderness headwaters of the Mighty River. This much we knew and
it made us persistent in our search.

Lake Kinbasket
-----The main part of the lake fills the northwest-southeast trending Rocky Mountain Trench. Halfway up the lake, the western
wall of the Trench is broken and offset by a rock-shattering fault that transects the Selkirk Mountains. The Columbia River,
finding weakness in the rupture, turned southerly in a more-than-right angle bend.

Boater Information (note reflection of our camper)
-----Mica Dam plugs the break in the western wall with North America's tallest earth-filled dam (650 feet high). Thus, the lake
has three major arms - two following the Trench and one aligned with the crosscutting fault. The photograph above shows the
three arms.

Mica Dam
-----These arms create the most hazardous aspect of boating the lake, since sporadic sudden winds often blast down or into
one of the long arms. The winds plunge down the high mountain flanks of the trench or funnel into the prongs from storm
fronts. In August 1982, a group of Boy Scouts in canoes was struck by a sudden wind as they crossed one of the arms. The
canoes capsized and hypothermia slowly shut down their bodies. Four 13-year-old boys and two of their leaders drowned.
-----The surface area of Lake Kinbasket is smaller than Lake Roosevelt, behind Grand Coulee Dam, but Kinbasket contains
the most water - 20 million acre-feet of water in a lake, at its deepest, over 400-feet deep. It is indeed regulated by US
demand for water in the summer and fall and does reach maximum height in summer.
-----We also heard about another disturbing characteristic of the lake - floating islands. Before flooding, the valley was
occupied by forested swamps. Consequently, the thick layers of peat sometimes break off the bottom and rise to the surface.
Seeds blow to the floating peat islands and sometimes flowers or even small trees grow from the peat. The strong winds blow
the islands around the lake so a peat island accreting to the shore often changes the shoreline. -----

----- Logging slash has been dumped into the lake, and floating branches and even whole trees are another hazard to
potential boaters. There are no marinas or fuel points on the lake. We could find no charts for the lake, although topographic
maps would be helpful. The wilderness nature of the area requires careful provisioning and planning. The best launch ramp
we could locate, Sprague Creek, is above Mica Dam, thirteen km past the dam and past Potlatch Campground on a gravel
road. It can apparently be used at "any higher water level" and vehicles can be left there at the ramp while cruising. The dam
is about 90 miles north of the town of Revelstoke, so boat and tow vehicles should be topped off with fuel before heading
north.
LAKE REVELSTOKE

Lake Revelstoke
-----The next lake down the Columbia is Lake Revelstoke, which extends 130 km from Revelstoke Dam, to the tailrace of Mica
Dam. Revelstoke Dam is 400 feet high and has an interesting tour and visitor center.

Revelstoke Dam
-----This is an easy lake for access and boating. There is a good launch ramp and camping place near the lower end of the
lake, Martha Provincial Park. Long-term parking is possible at the ramp with the permission of the park caretakers.

Arctic Hare - The Caretaker
-----We camped at the Park through Labour Day weekend and found it to be a scenic and beautiful place. The lake is scenic,
sandwiched between high mountains. Perhaps the most awesome part of the lake is immediately north of the old gold town of
Downie, where the river is pressed tightly by high banks.

--Revelstoke Views
ARROW LAKES

Upper Arrow
-----Ian is a mountain climber and guide. We met him on his sailboat at the site of Downie, the Gold Rush town just below
where the Goldstream River joins the Columbia. He had the rugged build of a mountaineer, but he coughed when he talked
to us. "It's the forest fire smoke - got my lungs. Hard to breath. We used to carry shorter ropes, but now we've all switched to
80' lengths. Too much exertion and heavy breathing to carry them at high altitude through the smoke. Had to stop climbing,
so now I'm on the boat awhile."
-----We asked Ian for his recommendation for cruising on the upper three lakes of the Columbia System. "Well, Kinbasket is
wilderness and beautiful - but it's isolated and there's no fuel or supplies. Revelstoke is great, especially the Narrows up river
from here. But … to let you in on a little secret … the real gem is the lower half of the Arrow Lake. There's no road down
there, so it's wilderness. The mountains are marvelous seen from the lake. Access is easy and you can get supplies and fuel.
If you do no other, cruise the southern half of Arrow Lake."
----- We drove as much of the shore of Arrow Lake as possible, and took the Shelter Bay ferry.

--Shelter Bay Ferry
-----We obviously had to stop and savor the delights of the Halcyon Hot Springs Resort. The restaurant was great, the hot
springs and swimming pools excellent, and the folks there are good hosts. We recommend a visit, and they have a small,
somewhat marginal dock, they plan to improve in the near future.

--Halcyon Hot Springs
-----Ian is correct - even the northern part we could see is a real gem. Since Ian had suggested the best boating to be the
southern portion, we checked out the Boat Ramp at Syringa Creek Provincial Park. It is inadequate, being too short for our
trailer and lacking a dock for loading. We found, just south of the Park and north of the Hugh Keenleyside Dam, Syringa Park
Marina, a private boat launch and marina. They have a fine ramp and good docks. Launching from this facility would put all
the most scenic part of the lake within easy cruising. To continue cruising farther north, there is refueling at the dock at
Nakusp.
-----The Keenleyside Dam has a lock, primarily to facilitate log rafts from Arrow Lakes to the mill at Castlegar.

Keenleyside Dam, with Lock on the Far Side
-----There is considerable current and shoal below the dam, however, and one would want to cruise south from the dam with
caution. It would be delightful in a canoe, kayak, or even a dinghy with care.

Below the Dam, Just North of the Border
LAKE ROOSEVELT
-----Grand Coulee Dam is the next dam down the Columbia, and the first US dam encountered in a down river journey.

Grand Coulee Dam
-----It backs up Lake Roosevelt for over 135 miles, virtually to the Border.

--Along upper Lake Roosevelt
-----There are twenty-three public boat ramps for access into the lake and thirty-seven camp areas. Information is easily
available on the lake and boating/camping.

Spring Canyon Ramp (They Don't Get Any Better)
-----The campground, marina and boat launch at Kettle Falls, near river mile 105, is excellent and would be our preferred
launch site for long-distance cruising from the upper part of the lake. Spring Canyon Ramp is equally good for access to the
lower part of the lake. Roosevelt Lake offers great desert cruising, with abundant wildlife, laser shows on the dam, Native
American museums, and steam boating history.
-----Next summer, if all goes well, we intend a cruise down the upper Columbia River. Unless, that is, my Dionysian partner
spontaneously comes up with another great idea before then.
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SAN JUAN ISLANDS, WASHINGTON
Meeting Site: Langely Boat Harbor, Langely

Nearby campsites: County Park, just up the hill from the boat harbor.

Comments: The Langely Boat Harbor has a reputation of never turning
away a boat. It is a marvel to watch Ben, the harbormaster, choreograph
the dockings. Nice town for dining and shopping.

LANGLEY GATHERING
-----There were 6 boats at the Langley, including us in our Alaska camper. It was a congenial gathering of friends -- all with
the shared interest of water and their C-Dorys.
-----And food? We had a feast of steaming hot bowls of just-harvested mussels (with a delicious garlic/onion, tomato/olive oil
sauce) and clams, with a baguette to dip into the broth, white corn on the cob (picked fresh from Lizbeth and Roger's farm),
and all washed down by good Snoqualmie Pale Ale or chardonnay. Dessert was berry or apple pie. The Romans had nothing
on us C-Dory folk!

-

-

----- We sat and chatted on the dock, laughing and sharing, watching boats sashay in and out of harbor. Our time together is
the essence of what friendship and boating life is all about. We left with good memories shared.

----- 'Lisbeth and Roger presented a beautiful blanket to us to remember our good times in the San Juan Islands.

(9/03)
Top | Home

Home

About

Themes

Years

Locations

Gatherings

Links

Contact

NORTHEN CALIFORNIA GATHERING
Launch: Delta Marina, Rio Vista

Nearby campsites: There is RV camping right at the marina

Comments: This is a nice marina, with a good ramp, and access directly
into the Sacramento River just above its junction with the San Joaquin
River.

Delta Marina Beautified With C-Dorys

RIO VISTA
-----This was another special weekend with the C-Dory family. There were six boats gathered at the marina, and El and I
arrived in our camper since our boat was up in the Sierra foothills. --------We had some nice visiting together before the evening BBQ. My, what a great feed -- fresh caught salmon, t-bone steaks
grilled to perfection, baked potatoes, salad and even ice cream to go with the cherry pie and cake. Dinner was officially over
with the traditional canon salute provided by Jim on Pounder. As the smoke settled and the shock waves echoed back from
the Sierra, we slipped back to the docks to avoid the traditional arrival of police. Nobody came, so we guess the folks at Rio
Vista are now familiar with the C-Dory canon salute. We had a fine time visiting on the docks on into the night.
-----C-Dory folks, wherever we have met, are a special breed and certainly the Northern California owners uphold the
standard.

-Talking Boats and Fishing

-Evening Activities -- Eating, Sharing, and Jim Blasting the Traditional Cannon
(10/03)
Top | Home

Home

About

Themes

Years

Locations

Gatherings

Links

Contact

CALIFORNIA
-----There are days, and there are days. All are appreciated for their own
gifts, but some days would make Santa Claus proud.

Dawn of the Perfect Day

THE PERFECT DAY
-----We had such a day, in early November, cruising down the Sacramento River to the Pacific with our friend Chris. The
perfect day should begin with a perfect sunrise, and it did. Mists swirled up from the river. Gulls flapped lazily up river in
search of tidbits. The sun rose from the tules, through the low trees - and the gulls wheeled in anticipation of another day.
Smells of brewing coffee filled the cabin and the stirring sounds of Mozart added the perfect backdrop, thrilling both the ears
and soul.

---------We headed out in tandem, Rana Verde and Halcyon - two perfect pocket cruisers off on adventure. Bows swung
southerly, down the ebbing flow of the Sacramento. We were heading to the sea.

-----A century and a half before, thousands flooded up the Sacramento from the sea - Argonauts bound for the goldfields of
California. Steamships thrashed the river with giant paddlewheels, packed with men from everywhere. Gold had been found
up a tributary, on the American River, and they were going to strike riches in the creeks and rivers draining into the
Sacramento.
-----A century and a half before them, Spanish eyes drifted across this landscape - rolling hills covered with brown grass, hot
sun blazing above - so reminiscent of their homeland in the sere western scrublands of España. There were differences critical ones - here there was a great river. Of almost equal importance, here there was no landowning nobility. This was land
for the taking.
-----Here, along the banks of the Sacramento, little had changed with the passing of so many. Goats still roamed the brown
hills, tended by young boys calling to each other in the beautiful sing-song of Castile. Crows flapped lazily over the brown
grass. Sea lions chased the salmon of the river. Long V's of migrating geese filled the air.

-----Little would change from our passing, but we would be changed, just as those who came before were changed. This river
- this land - carves a deep impression on the soul. This day would not be forgotten by the three who shared its charm.

-

The Mothball Fleet and Commerce on the Bays

Under the Bridges and Through the Strait

-

There it is! The Golden Gate - from the East, Under, and from the Sea

Past Point Bonita Light, up the Bolinas Coast, and Back Under the Gate - Pilot Boat Heading Out

-

Fort Point, The Golden Gate, and Alcatraz

The San Francisco Skyline, Unique Views from the Bay, and the Cable Car Tracks

-

-

The Liberty Ship Jeremiah O'Brien, Sea Lions on the Docks and Navigation Marks

Oakland Bay Bridge and Red Rock

-

-

Sunset of the Perfect Day

----Dinner that Evening - El and Chris
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CALIFORNIA DELTA
Launch: Delta Marina, Rio Vista

Nearby campsites: RV park at the marina

Comments: This is a small, friendly marina with good facilities. The ramp
is good and the guest docks comfortable. Off-season, it is quiet. The
Point restuarant is adjacent to the marina.
.
Delta Dawn
THE IDEA
-----"The Delta?" El asked with raised brows. "What Delta?"
-----We were sitting in the cockpit aboard Halcyon in a tree-fringed, rock-bound, cove in Alaska with our cruising friend, Chris.
It was sundowner time, and the steak was on the barbie and the Varied Thrush was trilling his evening call from the dark
woods a few yards away. Halcyon swung gently on the turning tide with her twin, Rana Verde, rafted along side. Bright shafts
of yellow sun streaked the sky overhead, tracing the outline of the snow-shrouded peaks to our west. It is the dreaming time made for daytime dreaming of places past and cruising grounds to visit. Chris has a round, friendly face and dark eyes. He
smiled as he repeated, "Have you two cruised the Delta? THE Delta! The California Delta."
-----"Never heard of it," El said with a frown. "Do you know anything about it Bill?"
-----"Oh, a little - just the name. Some C-Dory folks near Sacramento talk about the sturgeon fishing there, but that's all I
know," Bill took an appreciative sip of his merlot, while watching an eagle land on a dead branch above the two rafted boats.
-----"Well, you guys have a great treat in store," Chris stated emphatically. He turned the sizzling meat over on the grill and
sat down, took a sip from his glass, and continued. "About an hour east of San Francisco is one of the most charming
cruising grounds along the West Coast. There's over a thousand miles of water to explore, most of it narrow, winding, isolated
sloughs and backwaters. You'll love it."
-----El's face lit up with that shine I have long ago recognized as the beginning of an adventure. She leaned forward toward
Chris with an 'ah hah' look on her face. "How about joining us on a cruise this fall? You can be our guide." Thus was hatched
the idea of cruising the California Delta.
-----Now we sat again with our friend, Chris, only this time Halcyon and Rana Verde swung in unison to the ebbing current of
the Sacramento River. We talked of times together, like cruising friends are wont to do -anchored with the Kushtakas in
Thomas Bay, the bay of death; watching the brown bear working the meadow in Red Bluff Bay; swapping tales on the sand
bar up the Escalante River. Now, we were about to cruise into the California Delta. New memories were in the making along
the banks of the Sacramento.

Mt. Diablo from the Delta
--(11/03)
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CALIFORNIA DELTA
----- Islands are bodies of land surrounded by water, right? And there
are hundreds of islands in the Delta - all surrounded by water. Here,
though, there is a difference - the water is HIGHER than the island!
That's right - the land surface of the island is below sea level. Each
island is surrounded by a levee to hold out the water.

Water High, Land Low

UNIQUE
-----Most of the islands, are farmed - some of the most productive farmland in America. You have certainly eaten vegetables
grown on these 'islands.'

----Two Views - Same Place - Two Directions

On the Levee
----- Imagine it. You boat around 1,000 miles of waterway, always with a levee beside you and always higher than the

surrounding land.

Life Between the Levees - Nice, Eh?
-----It is a unique experience to step off your boat at a marina, casually walk up to the office to pay your fuel bill, and
'discover' you are higher than all the land beyond. Even after a few weeks of Delta cruising, this always came as a shock to
us. Most buildings are behind the levees and much lower than the water, a few are on the levee, and very few are on pilings
between the levee and the river.

----Sitting on the Levee, Pilings in Front; Sitting Behind the Levee
-----It has not always been so. Native Americans lived here for millennia. When they first settled in the Delta, the Sierras were
shrouded in glacial ice. Rain fell in abundance on the mountain flanks. Every spring the Sacramento and its tributary streams
were raging torrents of snow and ice melt. Floodwaters bore the glacially ground debris of the Sierra and dumped the fertile
detritus into the tidewater bays, flooding them with rich sediment. A vast delta of mud and silt, with twisting branches of brown
water, filled the bays. The first Native settlers were attracted by the mild lowland climate and the incredible concentration of
fish, birds, and animals. They lived on the low, above-water islands of alluvial sand and mud, and retreated to the highlands
during the annual spring floods. They thrived.
-----The Sacramento is a mighty river. Rising in the Klamath Mountains, 50 miles from the Oregon/California border, it flows
400 miles to the south before debauching into San Francisco Bay. It gathers water from its many tributaries, themselves
sizeable rivers - the Feather, American, San Joaquin, Tuolumne, Mokelumne, and Stanislaus. Almost half of California's
annual water runoff comes down the Sacramento drainage.
----- In March 1772, human history took a new turn. Spanish explorers found the Delta. They were seeking new lands and
fortunes, probing northerly from their colony in Mexico. Pedro Fages and Fray Juan Crespi struggled to the top of Mount
Diablo to better view the surrounding terrain - and spied a huge inland lake to the east - the Delta inundated by spring floods.
Gabriel Moraga named the largest river flowing into the delta - El Rio del Sacramento. Word traveled, and by the early 1830's,
French and American fur trappers were attracted to the Delta by the abundance of beaver and otter. Even the legendary
mountain man Jedediah Smith tramped through the Delta.
-----In 1848, gold was discovered on the American River, a tributary of the Sacramento, and everything changed. Thousands
rushed to the gold fields. In 1849, clippers and sailboats brought Argonauts around the Horn to San Francisco from all over
the world. The Delta, to the east of the Bays, lay as a swampy barrier between the sea and riches. Steam power breached
that obstacle as hundreds of paddle wheelers carried men and goods to the fledgling towns of Stockton and Sacramento. The
route to gold was overland from there.

-----Boom is followed by bust, and most of the gold seekers arrived too late to find their bonanza. Discouraged, men drifted
back from the mountains and settled in the Delta to raise enough food to survive. The rich peat soil was amazingly fertile, and
crops flourished. Gold, from a different source, had been discovered. But, farming beyond subsistence was difficult. Floods
destroyed any permanent structures, and whole islands washed away. Dikes were built in the 1850's, but within a few years,
floods carried them away.
-----In 1868, after the construction of the Central Pacific Railroad, there were thousands of newly unemployed Chinese
laborers in the area. They were hired to laboriously build levees to hold back floodwaters from the fields. They worked by
hand, with shovels and wheelbarrows, and the era of large-scale farming began.
-----A few years later, steam-powered clamshell dredges, mounted on barges, replaced human labor and vast areas of the
swamp were leveed, drained, and put into production. Any area of water was fair game for the dredgers, and soon the Delta
was a vast array of more than 50 major 'islands,' below sea level, surrounded by dikes and waterways draining the river flow
and floodwaters through the Delta.
-----There are hundreds of smaller mud islands, without levees, in the middle of the sloughs and channels. These are covered
with vegetation, or lurk just below the water surface. They are constantly shifting with each spring flood.
-----Of course, floods periodically spell disaster and ruin to some. Any breach in a dike, and the fields, homes, roads, and
equipment are inundated. Today, huge clamshell dredges are constantly at work, deepening channels to maintain river flow
and reinforcing levees.
-----Therefore, when you cruise the Delta, levees, armored with riprap, bound your course. All structures built between the
water and the levee are on pilings. A few buildings are on the levee but most lie in the lowland. You cruise above the
farmland, houses, and towns. You are in for a unique experience.
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CALIFORNIA DELTA
----The California Delta of the Sacramento-San Joaquin Rivers is only a
short distance east of San Francisco but it is light-years away in its
history and setting. Large islands may have a year-round population of
six people. This is farm country, and only secondarily a recreational
area. Isolation is part of the charm.

Georgiana Slough

SURPRISES
ISOLATION (OUT-OF-SEASON)
-----This was not our first impression of the Delta. We trailered Halcyon into a local marina late on a Sunday morning in late
September and landed in bedlam - the last day of Wakeboard Weekend. Five thousand California kids were finishing party
time. There had been an ocean of booze consumed, all manner of drugs, a stabbing, and a rape. When we arrived, there
was a mountain of trash, hung over kids, and a few deputies littering the marina and RV Park. PA Systems blared raucous
'music' and a few kids were 'dancing' atop houseboats. We couldn't turn around fast enough.
-----"Really want to do this Delta thing, El?" I asked that evening camped alone and in blissful silence on the shores of
Woodford Lake.
-----El was watching a lone fisherman drifting by in the dark, without any navigation lights. She was quiet a long time. "Well,
the California party atmosphere has never been our thing," she said at last. "But, Chris is a sensible guy, and he likes the
Delta. I don't think he would recommend cruising here if he didn't think it would be an enjoyable experience."
-----"But that was a terrible scene today, El" I continued. "If we had arrived there last night, at dusk, it would have been
overwhelming. Imagine being on the water with those wakeboard boats - with the skippers drunk or high. They would make
the mosquitoes of the north country look like Ladybugs, in comparison."
-----"We won't be cruising the Delta until November. Maybe the first frost will nail those annoying buggers," El said with a
smile. "After all, half the attraction is the wet T-shirt and bikini contests - and 35 degrees ought to wrap that up, literally and
figuratively."
-----"OK. We'll stay with the plan. But, fortunately we know Chris and can't see him enjoying that party scene anymore than
we would," I acquiesced.
-----When we arrived in November, nights were in the 30's and, except for some well-wrapped fishermen, the marinas and
waterways were empty. It was delightful. Fall is the perfect time, the locals tell us. Crazies have gone home, fish are biting,
wind is down, and the days still warm and usually dry. It was delightful.
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CALIFORNIA DELTA
-----We expected to see steamboats on our cruises down the Ohio and
Mississippi Rivers. However, ignorant as we were about the California
Delta, we were fascinated to see steam boats were here. We quickly
learned of the importance of steamers to the history of California.

Steamboats Racing on the Sacramento

SURPRISES
STEAMBOATS
-----In 1847, just in time for the Gold Rush, the first steamboat arrived in the Delta. The 37-foot Sitka was assembled from
pieces carried to San Francisco on a Russian bark. In November, this little side wheeler thrashed through the Delta, up the
Sacramento River, to the town of New Helvetia. The trip was hardly faster than canoes, since it took six days and seven
hours, but it was achieved with steam, not human, power.
-----Two years later, the Senator began three trips a week between San Francisco and Sacramento, carrying 300 passengers
and 300 tons of freight. There were six steamboats plying that route in 1853. Ironically, some of the men they transported
toward the gold fields were soon sluicing banks of mud and gravel with huge hydraulic 'cannons' of high pressure water,
freeing detrital gold from the ancient river sediment. The mass of muddy debris washed down the creeks and rivers. The
floods of 1875 and 1878 buried the Delta under a pile of mud, destroying fishing, agriculture, water supplies, and steam
boating. Many depths in the sloughs were halved before hydraulic mining was finally outlawed in 1884.
-----At the height of the steam epoch, there were perhaps 300 steamboats plying the Delta. Only one is still operating today,
and we passed her on the Mississippi River last fall - the Delta Queen. She and the Delta King were built in Stockton in 1927,
near the end of the era. The Delta King, refurbished, has been turned into a restaurant and hotel, tied off permanently to the
wharf at Old Sacramento.

-

Delta Queen on the Mississippi -- Delta King on the Sacramento
-----Steam boating in the west was akin to that we learned cruising on the Ohio and Mississippi - explosions, deaths, races,
huge profits, price wars, collisions, and wrecks on snags. We are writing this tale, tucked into Halcyon in Delta Marina in Rio
Vista. Rain is pounding on the roof and night has fallen. Ninety-eight years ago, on a similar fall evening, the 248-foot
steamboat Yosemite was leaving docks a short distance north of ours. Suddenly her boilers exploded in a blast of steam.
Forty-five people died. The steamer Washoe exploded, at almost the same location a year earlier, killing 16 passengers.
Steam travel has hazardous.
----- However, this was the mode of choice. The Chrysopolis, nicknamed by her aficionados, Chrissie, was a luxurious
steamboat. She carried 1,000 passengers from Sacramento to San Francisco in the record time of a little over 5 hours.

Bill and El Waiting for the Steamer
-----There were also hundreds of little paddleboats hauling freight and small numbers of people into and out of every slough
and creek in the Delta. Sometimes the water was so shallow on those backwater voyages that passengers, armed with
shovels, waded into the streams to dig boats off the shoals.
-----Sail-powered scow schooners, like the Alma, now a National Park Service vessel, were slower but less expensive to
operate than steamships and many serviced the farms and farmers of the Delta.

-----Railroads out-competed riverboats on the eastern rivers and river travel ended abruptly in financial ruin. In the Delta,
railroads and steamboats were often owned by the same companies and augmented each other. It was refrigerated trucks
that defeated commercial river traffic and short line railroads in the Delta. They carry agricultural produce from farms to towns
with much less expense. The Delta King, last of its kind on the Delta, cruises no more.
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CALIFORNIA DELTA
----The easiest road link across a waterway, with little traffic on the water
slough or the 'asphalt slough', is with a ferry. At one time in the Delta,
most of the water crossings were by ferry.

SURPRISES
FERRIES
-----In the early days of farming, boats linked people and produce in the Delta. Eventually, roads were developed for horses,
wagons, and buggies. The natural link between the many islands and to the mainland was by ferries. Many of the busiest
crossings were operated as a business, and their owners became well known throughout the region. They were also known
to the State government of California, who, in the mid-eighteen hundreds was charging licensing fees of $500 a year. These
operating expenses were passed on to passengers: wagon - $8, horse and rider - $3, and a singe passenger - $1.
-----When the automobile and trucks replaced horse and wagons, new ferries were built to carry the heavier loads.
-----There were ingenious techniques to move a ferry across a river. If there was a strong current, the ferry would be angled
against it, linked to a rope or cable, and pushed across the stream by river power. Horses or humans powered some ferries
across, winding along a rope or cable lashed securely to both sides of the slough. A few used steam engines to pull along the
cable. Gasoline or diesel engines replaced most other power sources in the 20th century, as more ferries were added
throughout the Delta. Through roads, connected by ferries, crossed the Delta from east to west.
-----There are five ferries still operating, but only two are open to the public. Both are free.

-The Real McCoy, free-running with diesel power; -Woodward Island cable ferry

Howard Crossing cable ferry

Cable Ferry at Little Connection Slough
----Those boaters who intend cruising the Delta, note the submerged cable that extends across the entire slough. Don't
attempt a passage either in front or behind the ferry, when it is crossing (if you like your propellers).
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CALIFORNIA DELTA
-----Wrinkles are the visual history of a person. We earn those smile or
frown wrinkles and they add character to a face.
-----So it is, we believe, with bridges. They record the history of a region
or a river. We were surprised by the variety and the beauty of the
bridges in the California Delta. They are a fine representation of the past
in this colorful region.
.

Paddle Wheeler under the Tower Bridge

SURPRISES
AMAZING BRIDGES
-----Automobiles moved people fast. Cars and trucks required good roads, hard to build on the sponge-like peat-rich soils on
the Delta. Folks also lost patience waiting for a ferry to carry them across sloughs and rivers. They demanded bridges, also
difficult to construct in an area prone to flooding and where tall steam and sailboats plied the waterways. Bridges had to
either be high enough to clear the river traffic or be able to lift or swing out of the way.

Give us a Bridge for our New-fangled Toy
-----One of the first bridges built is the I Street Bridge in Sacramento. It was built as a toll bridge in 1858, and swung on a
roundtable of bearings and wheels. Several new bridges have been built on the site, for railroad trains and cars, the most
recent completed in 1912. The competition between railroads and steamboats was never more evident than at bridges, and
fights often broke out when either trains or steamboats were seen to be unfairly detained.

Swing It, Mister! - or Else!
-----Bridges here come in three varieties:
----- · Swing bridges - these pivot around a central turntable, and rotate out of the way of boat traffic.

Two Swing Bridges - Note the Turntables
----- · Bascule bridges - this word comes from the French, and means something like see-saw or teeter-totter. A large
counterweight almost exactly balances the weight of the bridge, so very little energy is required to lift the span.

-

-

Some of the bridges on the Delta are double bascules, and most impressive!
----- · Vertical Lift bridges - these have high towers that contain massive counterweights and drop as the bridge lifts, also
demanding little energy.

Tower Bridge, Sacramento; -------------Rio Vista Bridge

Rio Vista Vertical Lift Bridge in Action
-----As autos and trucks became the dominant transport mode on the Delta, bridges replaced ferries one by one. Today, there
are 29 bridges spanning the watercourses of the Delta, most are swing or bascule bridges. On our cruise, even with our low
boat, we checked their vertical clearance (one bridge we could only get under at low tide). Many required dropping the VHF
antenna.

Low Bridge - Everybody Down!
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CALIFORNIA DELTA
----Here's a real surprise. Some of the tallest structures on Earth in the
California Delta.

Sky Piercers

SURPRISES
TOWERS THAT TRULY TOWER
-----"Look at that tower," El suddenly exclaimed as we cruised into the Cross Delta Canal.
----- "What tower?" I responded.
-----"Up - Look up," El said excitedly. I did, and could hardly believe my eyes. Only a few hundred yards from Halcyon was a
towering structure so big, so high, that it completely escaped my notice.

-----"Wow! That's one huge tower. Aren't those antennae rising from the top? Must be something for communication. Geeze how high do you think it is?" I was awed by their size, and watched, transfixed, as the top of the tower disappeared into a
scudding cloud.
----- "What do you mean, 'it'? Look - there are three more of those towering things."
-----That night we were anchored in The Meadows, a beautiful anchorage surrounded by trees, tules, and birds. The towers, a
few miles distant, were even more impressive at night than by day. Strobe flashes lit the sky - up, up, up! Incredible. A few

days later, traveling the South Mokelumne River, we stopped at Wimpy's Marina and asked Anne Boyce, the Office Manager,
about the nearby towers. "Folks weren't too sure about them - radiation was the biggest concern. I have some data about
them that might interest you." Anne copied a fact sheet for me.
-----The tallest tower is 2,049 feet high! For scale, the Eiffel Tower is a piddly 1,052 feet. Even the Empire State Building is
only 1,470 feet. These are some of the tallest structures ever built! They are TV towers, transmitting to Sacramento and
Stockton, built in 1986. There are almost 39 miles of cable supporting just one tower. On a hot summer day, thermal
expansion of the steel can make the tower grow six feet. A high wind can sway the top five feet. The elevator to the weather
station eighty feet from the top (there is too much radiation hazard at the top) can take 25 to 30 minutes to reach the platform.
Those strobe lights that so impressed us at night are 1,000 watts. Incredible.

-----However, as with all landmarks, there are those attracted by emotions other than awe. In 1995, a base jumper scaled the
tower in the dawn darkness with a parachute strapped to his back. He jumped from the platform, but misjudged the wind. He
was carried into a support cable where he fouled his chute. Terrified, but helpless, he slid 1,900 feet down the cable until
friction burned through his chute and it tore free from the cable. He fell the last hundred feet, landing in a five-foot-wide ditch
filled with water and mud! He survived with only a few broken bones. Had he fallen only a foot or so to either side, he would
have been crushed by the impact.
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CALIFORNIA DELTA
----Big, saltwater ships move through the Delta to the Ports of
Sacramento and Stockton. It's a good idea to monitor the commercial
VHF frequencies of 12 and 13, as well as the hailing channels 09 and
16 to be aware of the presence of these huge, silent, impressive
vessels.

Sharing the Waterway with the Big Boys

SURPRISES
SALTIES
----- The Delta is fresh water slowly becoming brackish near Pittsburg, depending upon the amount of runoff in the rivers.
Tows and barges operate on the main sloughs of the Delta, but - surprise - Stockton and Sacramento are deep-water 'ocean'
ports. Channels dredged in 1933 and 1963 respectively allow deep water 'salties' access to these inland towns, via Pacific
Ocean, through the Golden Gate, across the Bays, and up the dredged rivers.

----- As though to remind us of the Delta's link to the ocean, rivers and sloughs are tidal to the heads of navigation. The tidal
range was about four feet during the time of our visit, enough to be considered when anchoring in shallow sloughs.

The High and the Low
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CALIFORNIA DELTA
-----A quest adds zest to life - and what better quest than a good meal.
Living on a small boat adds to the savoring, since it is difficult to store
and prepare the fixings for a gourmet meal.
-----The sauce in our cruising life can be a little thing -- like an ice cream
cone for us folks without a refrigerator. ----.

Bliss

SURPRISES
-GREAT FOOD
-----Life needs goals, we believe. They stand like little signposts beside the road, urging one happily onward. Some folks set
lofty and, often, materialistic goals - build a bigger house, find that dream car, make a million. Other folks set personal goals lose 20 pounds by your birthday, say one kind thing to every person you meet each day, read a new book every month. Well,
you probably know us well enough through this cruising tale, to know what goal helps guide our cruising - find the best
restaurants in the area.
-----Now, don't laugh. That's a serious and difficult task. First, tastes are different. Oh, we know our taste, but we have to rely
on recommendations since life is too short (and our time in each cruising ground too finite) to attempt a random sampling.
Everyone else's tastes are different - from ours, from others - so what's sauce for the goose may not be sauce to the gander
(if you allow me to stretch that metaphor). We try to get to know the personality of a person before asking for a
recommendation, and that sometimes leads to a good result. Sometimes, believe it or not, we follow a plump and happy
person into the restaurant of choice. We have discovered that librarians are very helpful people, who love to be asked (about
anything), and take great pride in their answer. They have led us to many a fine meal. We fondly remember the chubby and
pleasant person we met in a marina. In answer to El's question (she's the brave one who usually asks), "Where would you
eat lunch today?" he smiled, and without hesitation answered, "At home."
-----The second difficult aspect is the money part. Some suggestions we receive are horribly inflated to lighten the burden
weight of an innocent's wallet (and hence the boat). We have discovered that there is certainly a minimum financial threshold
that must be surmounted to achieve culinary success, but it is far less than the stash in Fort Knox. Creative skill in cooking
requires choice ingredients, and they often cost a little more than catsup, but the key ingredient is imagination - and there isn't
a price tag on that component. So, we don't judge quality in food (or anything else, for that matter) by the size of the bill. We
let our palate guide us.
-----Thirdly, being cruisers, there is the distance factor. We must be able to walk there from our dock. Taxi bills don't improve
the flavor of the pesto.
-----Lastly, we have no bias to guide us. We'll eat (and have) anything. Haggis, sparrow soup, fish eyes, snakes, sea urchins,
crocodile, zebra - nothing is safe from our palate. We are true omnivores. Italian, Greek, Latvian, Montenegrin, Inuit, Samburu

- any culture, any cuisine, anywhere.
-----So, you see? Our goal of finding the best food on our cruising route is not as simple as it seemed at first blush. And,
speaking of turning color, we have had a few monumental failures. To stay on the high ground, you must occasionally step
into the mud.
-----We hesitate to recommend. Restaurants are ephemeral things - they come and go, get new chefs, have new owners. The
target is always shifting, so it's hard to duplicate a bull's-eye. Also, we don't know who is reading this - we don't know your
tastes. We remember a delightful trip to the back blocks of Japan with a friend who thought anything that didn't have
hamburger in it was unpalatable. We ate our wonderful dinners, and his, too.
-----This brings us to the subject - food in the California Delta. After witnessing Wakeboard Weekend and its aftermath, we
were not optimistic. Were we surprised! We ate some marvelous meals.
-----Our big meal is noonday. We sleep better on just a little wine and cheese at night, when all that digestion thing is finished.
Also, living on a boat, you don't want to search out an anchor site in the dark after an evening meal. So, every day we
sampled another luncheon menu, and there were excellent meals. However, only one restaurant, our very favorite, did we
revisit (we won't say it's name, but it has baseball caps tacked all over the ceiling).

Sunset Grill Restaurant (Tower Park Marina) -Chris (Rana Verde), Bill & El (Halcyon), and Jim (Pounder)

Wimpy's, near Walnut Grove

The Rusty Porthole - Closed, So we ate our Hot Dogs on the Dock

Herman & Helen's Cafe - Breakfast Burrito

Grand Island Mansion

-

Giusti's

Bob's At The Marina (Village West) - Chris in Hog Heaven

Al The Wops, Located in the Chinese Hamlet of Locke. El Dipped a Pepper in Peanut Butter, and Loved it!

Chez Halcyon, with Chris, Cruising Cuisine Chef Extraordinaire
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CALIFORNIA DELTA
-----If you are wont to stay tied off to a marina overnight, you will have
some difficult decisions in the Delta. We counted sixty marinas in a
guidebook. They come in every stripe - from rags to riches.
-----They represent a true cross-section of the sociology of the Delta.
Some are rustic, even a little seedy, and run-down (representing their
owners and their customers). Others require a listing in the social
register (or perhaps a name, in the Fortune 500, followed by a few
letters - CEO, PRES, CFO). Everyone seems to have a favorite that
suits their wallet, their libido, or their aspiration.
Delta Marina, Rio Vista

SURPRISES
MARINAS EVERYWHERE
-----Understand, we're cruising nomads - transients, in the name of the trade. We don't have the time or the luxury for a socioeconomic analysis of where we're going to buy fuel, take a shower, or go for a walk. Picking a marina for an overnight is
almost like choosing a restaurant, and, come to think of it, it often IS choosing a restaurant. If there happens to be an eating
place associated with a marina, the choice is often much easier, since our culinary selector 'antenna' is more finely honed
than our marina 'sensor.' You have an idea of what you are in for if the marina eatery is "Bubba's," or "Le Grande
Expenditure."
-----If there's no eatery, check the size and quality of the boats - are they all Bayliner, or Grand Banks? Most folks tend to buy
one notch above what they can honestly afford, and it gives an indication of the cost/foot for a transient. A better selector tool
is often the condition of the marina. We have found a key indicator (silly as it sounds) is the condition of the 'rub rails' along
the docks. If they're falling apart, dirty, absent, have nails sticking through - so goes the shower.

-

-

Marina Row, Plotting the Route, Home.
-----So, most of the time we prefer to swing on an anchor. We know the condition of the head (and the shower) on our little
boat. We have herons for neighbors, and they aren't too noisy or nosey. We like to ask locals about their favorite anchorage,
and the first thing we discover, is that most don't anchor. If they have small boats, they don't feel they have the necessary

amenities. If they have big boats with fancy facilities, they don't trust their yachts to a spindly line and small hook. It can be
hard to find information about good anchorages, so we usually find gunkholes on our own. There are many good choices (offseason) here on the Delta - so many sloughs, so little time.

-

Different Strokes for Different Folks

----We have to mention meeting one of the Delta Pioneer folks - Chris Lauritzen III. His family arrived from Denmark three
generaions ago and sunk deep roots into the Delta mud. His grandfather ran a fleet of passenger boats in the Delta in the
early days. The family operated a car ferry between Antioch and Sheman Island. They ran tugs pushing barges with heavy
equipment and cranes. Chris and his family now run a marina and he is full of tales and useful information about the Delta.

Chris and Bill Swapping Tales
----Another interesting person is Diane Kennedy, at Delta Marina. She is not only a good person, but is also a very
accomplished potter. Ask her how she throws her pottery and you're in for a fascinating tale.

----So, there are marinas everywhere and you will surely find some that are perfect for your cruising. They have the added
advantage of fuel readily available.
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CALIFORNIA DELTA
----Here, hidden among the sloughs and backwaters of the Delta, are the
focal points of human interest. If the streams and sloughs are the
arteries that supply water to the fields and carry commerce to the city,
then these towns are the throbbing heart of the Delta.

SURPRISES
TOWNS
-----There are fascinating towns and cities sprinkled throughout the Delta. Many have a history that extends back to the Gold
Rush. Old timers can point out where the steamboat dock was, and give you the names of his favorite boats. They tell of the
great floods, the backbreaking effort of levee building, the days when canneries dominated the waterfront, the time the Big
Fire swept through Downtown.
-----We sold our house eighteen years ago. Our home 'address' through these years is a Nevada ghost town, with 27 'ghosts'
(25, most of the time, since we're usually on the water). As nomads, we appreciate more than most, the importance of place.
Here, in the Delta, roots sink deep into the peaty mud. Each town, big or small, has its history, its stories, its importance. We
enjoyed walking the streets and getting to know a little of Old Sacramento, Locke, Walnut Grove, Terminous, Discovery Bay,
and Rio Vista - and so will you. Here's a sampling of the variety in the Delta:

-

Sacramento

Discovery Bay

Ryde Hotel - Good eats in a small town

Rio Vista - Halcyon at home at Delta Marina

-----Terminous - a ghost town, once the major shipping point for Delta produce on the Western Pacific. Packing sheds lined
the shore and workers lived in a 'boxcar' village behind the levee. Two ferries crossed the slough. Today, Tower Park Marina
occupies many of the sheds.

Walnut Grove - Old Chinese and Japanese Sections
-----One town deserves special mention. It is the only town still existing in the US designed, built, and occupied solely by
Chinese. Chinese workers built the transcontinental railroad, and with its completion in 1868, many were employed to build
the early levees in the Delta. Many settled permanently in the area.

-----Virtually every Delta town had a 'Chinatown.' Tragedy struck Walnut Grove's Chinatown when fire swept the wooden
structures in 1915. Undaunted, the burned-out Chinese decided to build their own town nearby. They did and it was inhabited
solely by Chinese. Locke had a population of 1,600 in its heyday. The town became the entertainment center of the region,
with speakeasies, opium dens, and gambling parlors. Residents, however,said it was the only town where they felt safe
walking the streets at night. Today, the entire downtown is on the National Register of Historic Places as the last rural
Chinese town in America.

-

Locke
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CALIFORNIA DELTA
---------There are at least 230 species of birds reported in the California
Delta. Here's a sampling of a few.

SURPRISES
BIRDS

-

-

-

-

-

-

-

-

-

-

-

AMiddle - A Rare Bird
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CALIFORNIA DELTA
----Nature thrives in the Delta. Fish, and the birds that prey on them, are
abundant. Turtles, snakes, amphibians, seals, land mammals, and plants
make a great kaleidoscope of natural beauty.

Marshland Beauty

FISH

-

-

-We aren't fishermen, but the smiles on some of the faces of the fishermen in the Delta tell the story.
PLANTS
-----One does not expect to find 'islands' of mud, covered with tules and other vegetation, in the middle of a canal. Yet, most
dredged waterways in the Delta have 'berm islands' in their center. This results from dredging off the levees. The clam
buckets can only reach so far out into the channel, thus leaving an undredged center. The deepest water for cruising is
usually along the dredged edges of the sloughs, and the shallowest for anchoring, in the middle.

Levee, on left, Berm Island on right
------Veggies choke the waterways late in the season. Hyacinths and aquarium 'weeds' wrap props and foul water intakes if
the skipper isn't cautious. Whole 'islands' of 'veggies,' sometimes complete with shrubs and trees, float down the channels.

Floaters

Beauty, Near and Far

CONCLUSION
----- Our first contact with the California Delta was negative. Now, after an intimate, out-of-season experience, we believe we
have savored the real essence of the place: It is unique. It is full of marvelous surprises - most of them good ones.

-

Delta Humor
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NELSON, NEVADA
-----"There is life in the country, that the town folk never know."

By Bertha Gresh, local resident in her 80's

-----Some folks have been curious about where us homeless folks call home. Well, first of all, it is important to understand that
we aren't homeless - merely, houseless. We have two homes, one of which floats and the other has wheels. Now that's a real
advantage if the neighbors get noisy or the IRS gets nosey. Here is a picture to show our floating home, Halcyon, 'at home,'
and one that shows our Casita, also 'at home.'

-----Now, curiosity might force you to ask (if you have curiosity and the gumption to ask), where in the world is 'at home?' Our
answer would be Nelson, Nevada. Now, if you were persistent, and some friends (and even some who aren't friends - IRS
take note) might follow up that answer with another question, "Where in the 50 (or other substitute words) is that?" Well, that
takes a longer answer.
-----Way down at the posterior end of Nevada, about where one would insert an enema to purge the state of politicians, there
is a wrinkle of mountains. Arizona and California squeeze in (politically, socially, and geologically) against that pinched bottom
of Nevada and fold it into a real pucker. Earthquakes have ripped that region, volcanoes have blasted it with white-hot ash
falls that seared everything (even rock), rushing rivers have flooded and jumped course across the lowest depressed fold,
lava flows have buried the land, and flash floods have scoured deep ravines and canyons. Nelson, like any renegade, has
jumped across state lines at least three times, and countries twice.
-----In summer, it's dry as a rattlesnake's breath and hot as the hinges. In winter, it's so dry the rattlesnakes barely breathe at
all and the thermometer alternates between TH/TC (too hot/too cold) to register. For amusement, our kids used to pit
scorpions against each other to see which one would win. Their Connecticut Grandma came to visit, and our 4-year-old

daughter asked her if she would like to see her pet. It took a precious pail of water to revive Grandma, when the kid came out
to show Grandma her pet - who was five-inches across, brown and hairy, had 78 eyes and eight legs - crawling up her skinny
white arm - a Tarantula.
----- Nelson is deep in Eldorado Canyon, where, according to local historian Donna Andress, the Native American Irataba first
revealed the source of the shiny golden metal he had fashioned into trinkets. Millions of dollars, and not a few deaths later,
the mining camps played out. Queho, a renegade fellow, had done in a few Nelsonites and was never brought to justice,
hiding out in the numerous caves and crevices. His ghost still haunts residents. Oh, 27 (25, when we're on the boat) hardy
souls live in this ghost town today.
-----We like to share life in Nelson with others, and pictures say a thousand words.

-Our Police Force ----------First Amendment Right in Nelson

-Nelson Public Facilities and Senior Center (by Cliff Segerblom)

-Nelson Visitor Center and our Art Gallery

Public Water District

-Nelson Power Company and our Street Lighting

Post Office

-The Mayor & Head Councilman

-Town Garden

Auto Licensing Bureau (Also a One-Holer, as Needed)

Our Nuclear Accelerator

Mini-Storage Facility

Dog Pound

--

Wireless Communication Center

Internet Service Provider

Drug Store

Cat House (After all, this is Nevada)

Town Doctor
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LAKE MOJAVE, AZ-NV
Launch: Cottonwood Cove, east of Searchlight, NV, for a delightful,
quiet, family-oriented marina. Katherine Landing, AZ, near Laughlin, is
closer to the buffets and casinos of Launghlin.

Nearby campsites: Both marinas have RV camping, restaurants, and
boat stores.
Comments: This lake is a hidden treasure. There are many coves,
beaches, narrow canyons, wildlife (watch for the Desert Bighorn, and
you're sure to hear the coyotes), and desert scenary.
The Big Picture

A LAKE OF CONTRASTS
     Lake Mojave is an incongruity - blue, sparkling water in one of the driest regions of the continent. The waters of the
Colorado derive from rain and snow melt in the high mountains of Wyoming, Utah, and Colorado. The river works its way
through the canyon lands and finally reaches the sere, brown treeless landscape of Arizona and Nevada. The drought lands
of these two states, even before human water withdrawals, demand more water from the river than they give - the evaporation
off Lake Mead is greater than Nevada's total legal water allotment. And yet we go boating on clear, blue shimmering water in
the middle of the Great American Desert.

     And that's only one of the contrasts that make Lake Mojave such a joy for cruising. Here one can spy a mountain lion or a
bighorn sheep in the wild wilderness of deep canyons and dry washes during the day, and sit at a casino buffet in Laughlin
for dinner. Should you opt for wilderness and swing on a hook in a lonely cove amidst the wild, avoiding those beckoning
tables and piles of food, you still can't get away - the bright lights of Las Vegas create a glow to the north, and a similar shine
brightens the night sky to the south over Laughlin.

     Why, even the name is a contrast. The Spaniards called the desert area Mojave, the natives call it Mojave, even some
towns are named Mojave - but the National Park Service calls the lake - Mohave. Now, it would be nice to blame the
misspelling on the inability of eastern politicos who can't pronounce Spanish, but they aren't to blame. Nevada's own senator,
Sen. Bible, named the lake, Mohave, in the enabling legislation for the expansion of the Lake Mead National Recreation area.
He knew it was Mojave, but apparently thought it would be easier to give the name a phonetic pronunciation after hearing
those eastern dudes mispronounce Mojave. Nevadans are a stubborn breed, though, without much respect for those in
Washington, DC, so most still write the name Mojave (just as we still call Boulder Dam, Boulder Dam - not the name of some
politician, Hoover).

Lake Mojave and Boulder Dam
     Another important incongruity for boaters on Lake Mojave is the amazing geologic contrast. As you cruise upriver from
Davis Dam, you pass next to a high mountain mass, the mountain sacred to natives, Spirit Mountain. It is the spire crowning
the Newberry Mountains, a huge mass of light-colored rocks, deeply incised by canyons (that make marvelous anchorages).
Farther north, the lake spreads out into a broad basin edged by sloping gravel. Then, above Cottonwood Landing, you cruise
into the depths of a beautiful, rugged canyon. Rock walls tower above the water and you enter a glory of sheer rock and
steep side-canyons. Geologists have been scrambling over those rocks scratching their heads for a hundred years - some
searching for mineral wealth (and finding it) and others trying to decipher the clues left behind in the rock.

  

A Geological Landscape that Beckons Boaters

THE MYSTERY OF MOJAVE
     The colorful rocks that make the setting of Lake Mojave contain fragments of geologic history that date back over two
billion years; nearly half of the Earth's almost 5 billion-year history. There are amazing tales of continental collision, crustal
stretching and rupturing, volcanic eruptions, and carving of the land by water.

      Now billions of years are no more easily comprehended than billions of dollars, so let's create an analogy: let's compare
the history of the earth to reading a good novel. The title of our book is The Mystery of Mojave. Every page of the novel will
be the equivalent of 10 million years of geologic time. With this relative scale, 10 pages is equivalent to 100 m.y. and 100
pages equates to a billion years. With an earth history thought by scientists to be 5 billion years, that's equivalent to reading a
novel 500 pages long - not too long for a good 'who-done-it.'
     First of all, we have a serious problem with The Mystery of Mojave. Most of the first 300 (3 b.y) of the 500 pages are gone,
and the fragments that remain are poorly numbered and smudged. Some novel! We literally got ripped off! We're over half
way in the book, and we haven't read a clear word yet! We can figure out that the setting is present-day Lake Mojave, in
Nevada-Arizona. On page 300, we can see that the scene then is much different than today --all was then ocean - deep
ocean. Far off on the horizon, on a clear day, we might just be able to see one of the characters - the North American
continent. We turn a few pages, and the few legible words talk about another character - an Island Arc. This character is
crowned by lofty, smoking volcanoes in the opposite direction from North America. The vague description makes the Island
Arc look similar to an offshore view of Japan, today.
     We turn more pages, with indistinct smudgy words. We get the idea that the Island Arc is approaching North America and
finally, on page 330 (1.7 b.y.), there are scattered words that imply that the Island Arc has smashed into the continent. The
arc has been riding atop a moving veneer of crust, a plate. The oceanic part of that plate plunged under North America, when
it wasn't looking, but the high islands of the arc crushed against North America and welded itself to the unsuspecting
continent. Our Mystery of Mojave is now taking place with one main character, North America - and the scene is now on that
accreted volcanic island arc. The force of the impact was enormous, even though the colliding movement of the arc was
slower than the growth of your hair. But imagine the masses involved! - like two sumo wrestlers in collision. The incredible
heat and pressure of the impact baked the volcanic rock, the shoreline beaches, and the whole margin of North America, into
a hard mass of recrystallized rock - metamorphic rock. The evidence of this crime is still to be found in the walls bordering
Lake Mojave.

Page 330 - Ancient Rocks Smashed, Baked, and Contorted by Collision!
     Nothing much is legible in the next 30 pages, but on page 360 (1.4 b.y) there are some clear words about a new event in
the mystery. The baked metamorphic 'country rock' was heaved upward and intruded by molten magma. There are clues left
behind of this violent intrusion - the metamorphic rock is scarred and seamed by solid granite.

Page 360 - Granite - Oh, yes, with some Petroglyphs
     The next 138 (1.38 b.y) pages are torn out. Gone!! Not much of a story - so far, most of the pages are missing. Those that
remain are mostly smudged. Only a few have legible words - and we're on page 499 - only two pages left to go! Book
reviewers of The Mystery of Mojave have termed all these lost 138 pages, The Great Unconformity. No one knows the story
once written on those missing pages - it is a mystery within a mystery. The reviewers say there are clues, however, in the
geologic story of the Grand Canyon. It is assumed that the destruction of the Mojave pages was caused by uplift along the
continental margin of North America. Land, anything, that lies above sea level is eventually worn away. Erosion tore away the
rocks on the land surface. Long-ago rain storms washed the detritus to the nearby ocean. So, we think the continental margin
of North America was planed off to a nearly flat surface, with a few gently rolling hills. There are, however, no credible
witnesses.

The Great Unconformity: Almost 1.5 Billion Years of Earth History Gone! Recent Volcanic Ash Lying on the Ancient

Metamorphic Rocks.
     So we pull off another book from the geologic shelf - Underground at Mead - a Cliff-hanger for Geologists. This tale is also
about long-ago events and is also 500 pages long. From page 1 to page 360 the story is identical with The Mystery of Mojave
(mostly missing pages), but the Lake Mead story has 44 (560 m.y.) pages left at the end of the book, 42 more than Mojave.
So, we start on page 456 in the Mead book and read a legible tale. Our main character, North America, is now located south
of the equator, surrounded by warm tropical seas. The next four pages tell of the slow advance of the warm-water ocean over
what is now Lake Mead (and by proximity, probably Lake Mojave.) By page 460, life teemed in the warm sea and zillions of
chalky skeletons sunk to the bottom of the sea, eventually changing into limestone. The land sunk at about the same rate as
the sediment piled up (maybe the weight of the sediment sunk the land?), so the sea remained shallow. More than 6,000 feet
of limy material was deposited. As we continue reading the pages, the sea comes and goes. For short times, when the sea is
gone, sand and mud from near-shore dunes and rivers layered between the marine limestone.

Page 460, Lake Mead - Tilted Limestone From the Warm Sea      
      Other times, erosion stripped out paragraphs and even pages from the record. Finally, on page 474 (260 m.y. ago), the
sea withdrew for good. Seems there was another colossal continental collision - this time North America smashed into Africa
and South America! The collision lifted North America above sea level, and wrinkled up mountains as close to Mojave as
Colorado and New Mexico. Erosion from rivers flowing down these ancestral Rocky Mountains spread a veneer of sand and
mud across the Mead (and probably Mojave) region. These beds are characteristically red-colored from rusting iron in the
sediments. Some of the turning pages tell stories of dune fields as large as today's Sahara covering the southwest.
     This takes us up to page 493 (70 m.y. ago). With only seven pages to go, the Pacific Place began shoving North America
easterly. The continent resisted, and its crust cracked. Huge crustal slabs ruptured and over-rode each other, shifting to the
east. Some slabs over-rode the Lake Mead region. Dinosaurs walked on those slabs. The next five pages of the Mead story
are missing - probably torn out by that old thief, erosion.

Page 493, Lake Mead - Tilted Redbeds of Dinosaur Age
      From here to the end of the stories, the Mead tale and The Mystery of Mojave, are identical. The last two pages 499 (18
m.y. ago) and 500, in each book are distinct and clearly readable, although burned around the edges. Their story can be
summed up in one word - searing chaos!! It is a tale of volcanic upheavals. Huge volcanoes explode. Ash, lava flows,
shattered rocks blanket thousands of square miles. Some magma, forcing upward toward the surface, fail to make it and cool
underground as huge masses of granite.

Page 499 - Volcanic Ash (it fell white hot, and fused on deposition to hard rock) Right: Lava intruded into Granite
     Those last pages also describe heaving and shattering of the crust. It is upbowed and fractured - puntuated by volcanic
blasts. The stretched crust cracks and huge blocks shift down creating deep basins. Adjacent blocks, tilt to crazy angles,
forming rugged mountains.

Page 499 - Upflifted, Tilted Mountains
     On the last page (last 10 m.y.), the crust had stretched so thin that deep, sticky magmas, iron-rich and black (basalt),
poured across the land. That last page has 10 paragraphs (each representing a million years), and the chaos continued until
the last two paragraphs of our 500-page book, then, for a Hollywood ending, things slowly calm down until the last sentence
is relatively serene.

Page 500 Lava-capped Mesa
     Fortunately, the tale ends in relative quiescence, since humans arrive on the scene. The final dot - the period at the end of
The Mystery of Mohave - records the first folks walking into the story, and looking around with amazement at this incredible
landscape.

Page 500 -The Last Word
     There is another brief tale - that of the Colorado River. With all the chaos written on the last two pages, the river had a real
challenge to find its way across a landscape of belching volcanoes, uplifting mountain blocks, and floods of basaltic lava. Why
would the River choose such an improbable path through Black Canyon in Lake Mojave? The best answer seems to be that
the river is following an old course, maybe five hundred feet higher than today's river. In the last half page, the land rose
slowly upward forcing the river to cut down to keep its course. Finally, lava flows and uplifting mountains prevented the river
from following any other path, so as the land continued to rise the river had no choice but to continue cutting down, now
through the dense metamorphic rock of Black Canyon. So, in a sense, the river didn't cut down - it stayed at the same
elevation and the land rose around it.

The Land Rises Above a Stable River
     Whew - what a tale, The Mystery of the Mojave. Hard to piece it together, so much is missing. And, most of the clues
come from surrounding regions, so are a little suspect. But the evidence left behind can be reconstructed into a fascinating
geologic story - reconfirming the idea that facts are stranger than fiction!
Sights Along the Way

                     Holey Rock                                      Trail to Gauging Station                               Admonition

Ring Bolts for Winching Steamboats in the Olden Times     Hot Spring         Wild Burros

           Great Blue Heron                             Pied-billed Grebe                                          Coot
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LAKE MOJAVE GATHERING
Launch: Group met at Katherine Landing, AZ, near Laughlin. Easy
launch ramp, good marina, and close to the buffets and casinos of
Laughlin.

Nearby campsites: Ketherine has RV camping, restaurants, and boat
store.
Comments: Good place to meet for the Gathering. Lots of dock space
this time of year, so we were all close. Roy and Lucky did a great job
organizing the Gathering. They brought steaks and cooked them to
perfection. Great group had a great time together.
Standing: Roger, Chris, Ken, El, Lucky, Dick,
Susan, Barbara, and Joel
Kneeling: Jim, Roy

THE GATHERING

Water Lillie, Rana Verde, and Sea Shanti,

Sea3PO, Vivien C ?, and Halcyon

Dinner Out at the Edgewater Seafood Buffet

At Katherine Landing & at Willow Beach

             El, Roger, PJ, and Chris                Master Chef Roy         Joel, Susan, and Lucky at the Cook Out

  
Roger, Barbara, Roy, Lucky, PJ, Chris, El and Dick on Halcyon

                                            Ken (that's the lure, not a fish)            El and Chris "sharing" Ice Cream
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BEAUTY AND THE BEAST
-----There are water bodies and water personalities. Like each of us, the
bodies and characters are all different. And, like us, we are different
every minute of the day and under different circumstances. Am I
describing a lake or a person? Stormy … placid … tempestuous …
calm. We use the same adjectives and, for a particular lake or person,
change them just as readily as the situation requires. Names of water
bodies - Navajo Lake, St. Croix River, Skagit Bay, Sylvan Cove, Lopez
Sound - like names of people - Joe, Mary, Tom, Brandi - often disguise
their personality. First impressions are often not valid.

CANYONS OF THE COLORADO
-----For many years, I guided raft, canoe, sport-yak, and houseboat trips through the canyons of the Colorado River and her
tributaries - Cataract, Labyrinth, Black, San Juan, Marble, Grand, Stillwater, Gray, Desolation …

Lava Falls in the Grand Canyon
      We met for classes about the natural history of the Canyons, one night a week, for perhaps four or five classes, before a
trip. This was an opportunity for the participants to learn about the canyon … and their leaders. It was also our time to assess
the participants. Many of our raft trips were as long as three weeks - and each was a microcosm of a lifetime. During those
few weeks, we would intensely experience fear and utter peace … love and hatred. Many of the emotions we suppress in
everyday life would leap into clear focus during the first rapid, injury or thundering storm. And each of us reacts differently to
powerful events. Some confront, others cower. Some are calm and focused, others confused and random. It is difficult to
predict, in advance, how an individual will react to a shocking experience.
      Carl Jung taught that each person has a persona - a public personality. We assume this mask or façade to satisfy a
particular situation or environment, and it cloaks the real person, the anima, underneath. During those weeks prior to a raft
trip, I attempted to look beneath the persona of each participant - in order to evaluate how he or she would react under
duress. I tried to identify those who would be reliable and steady under pressure - those I could rely on and to whom I could
delegate responsibility, if necessary. After a few years experience, I discovered that I could not reliably predict how any
individual would react. However, by the third or fourth day in the canyons, few could still hide beneath the veneer, and their
true anima would appear.

El's True Anima

      On one of my trips on Lake Mead, a person experienced in wilderness backpacking, disappeared during a storm on the
lake. Ours was a houseboat trip to study the biology and geology of the lake, and late at night, an unpredicted storm lashed
our boat, bow-anchored to a beach. The wind was forcing the houseboat off the beach. White breakers defined jagged rocks,
downwind and offshore. We needed everyone to hold anchor lines. A woman-to-be-obeyed took charge of the folks working
the lines ashore. I climbed aboard to power the boat against the beach and try to hold it in the gale winds. For half an hour,
we struggled, storm-tossed and soaked by the freezing wind and rain. Then, as quickly as it came, the storm left and calm
descended. Boat secured, I made a quick headcount - one missing! We checked the boat and near shore, and then organized
parties to search the beach and water with powerful spotlights - nothing. We continued the search throughout the night, to no
avail, and just at dawn, before we called the Park Service to report a missing person and possible drowning, one of the
parties spotted her. She was in a hollow, under overhanging rocks, on a ledge high above the beach. When the party
reached her, they found her curled into a fetal position, sucking her thumb.
     Bodies of water are the same. Until one experiences them under many conditions, you don't really know the anima of that
body. Hidden beneath that veneer of calm may be another element. Some bays are reliable, and remain safe even in the
harshest winds. Others, with a fresh sou'wester, become a thrashing, violent maelstrom. A rapid, whether in a river or a salt
water narrows in British Columbia, might be easy to run but, with just slightly more volume, develop huge holes and become
dangerous. Other rapids, fresh or salt, with greater volume, "wash out" and are an easy glide down foaming water. Lakes now
occupy many of the canyons of the Colorado and her tributaries - Navajo, Flaming Gorge, Powell, Mead, Mohave, Havasu,
Martinez, and Imperial. Each has their persona - and their anima. Each possesses beauty, grace, and violence. Each has
enchanted - and each has killed.

Havasu

     In April, 2004, we were anchored at Oak Canyon on Lake Powell. The weather forecast was not good. For several days,
NOAA had been predicting the approach of a late winter storm - snow in the high country, winds up to 50-mph on Lake
Powell. As forecast, it arrived as a strong winter storm.

The Gathering Storm

     We were tucked into a protected cove, anchor well-set, for a day of reading and writing. We had the VHF on to see if there
were any problems on the wind-whipped lake. In the afternoon, we heard the transmission we had hoped not to hear.
"National Park Service - this is Desert Shadow. There is an emergency opposite Cathedral Canyon. A small boat has sunk
and there are two people in the water. We are attempting a rescue." Two people in 60-degree water with high winds and big
waves! The Park Service replied, "Copied that - two people in the water. Our patrol boat is five-minutes away and is heading
to the scene."
     Several days later we heard the entire story from Eileen Martinez, the National Park Service District Interpreter. She was
on the tour boat, Desert Shadow, that day and arrived on the scene shortly after the event. She was leading a training
session for NPS employees to Rainbow Bridge, just upriver from Oak and Cathedral Canyons. The Shadow was late leaving
Rainbow Bridge due to some needed engine repairs. Opposite Cathedral Canyon, a few minutes before their arrival, a small
open bowed fiberglass pleasure boat was making way through heavy waves. A middle-age couple was aboard, wearing life
jackets. Suddenly, two waves converged and piled high - the 18-foot open boat plowed into the wave and half-filled with
water. In seconds, another wave swept the boat and it swamped. In less time than it takes to tell, the occupants were in the
water, clutching throw cushions. When the Shadow arrived on the scene, the skipper radioed the emergency, and skillfully
moved his large vessel to attempt a rescue. The high gusty winds and waves challenged his skill, but slowly he edged the
boat toward the struggling people. Ironically, that morning he had practiced a man overboard drill with his crew! The life-ring,
line attached, was thrown, and quickly the lady was pulled aboard. The Shadow was now too close to the rocky shore, and
the Park Service patrol boat had arrived on the scene. The ranger radioed that he would attempt a rescue for the second
person and the Shadow stood off. Soon, the ranger had the man from the water and took him to the Shadow where the
couple received medical attention. Body temperatures dangerously lowered, they shook for an hour, but fully recovered.
   This was their first trip on Lake Powell and the cruise in their small boat was a celebration of the woman's 50th birthday.
Minutes before they swamped, the man told his wife they were to put on lifejackets. He was powering slowly into the waves
but they were simply too big for his small boat. When they went under, each grabbed a throw cushion. She is a non-swimmer.
Had the Shadow not been a half-hour late leaving Rainbow, there would have been no witnesses and probably no rescue.

The Aftermath
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LAKE POWELL '04, AZ-UT
Launch: Wahweap Marina, not far from Page, AZ
Nearby campsites: Park service camp just above the marina.
Comments: This is the most outstanding canyon cruising in the US.
Summer is crowded; spring and fall are delightful seasons; winter is
chilly, lonely, and wonderful. A month is not too long for cruising and
exploring the secret recesses of this recreation area.

      The first fresh water beneath our Halcyon's hull was Colorado River water on Lake Powell - and it has been some of the
most outstanding and memorable water anywhere. Halcyon was here in 2000, 2003 and 2004. We have written tales of our
visits: Time and the River, Neighbors, Lakes of the Colorado, Rare Bird, Beauty and the Beast, Lake Powell '00, Lake Powell
'03, and this tale.
      Our visit here in April and May of 2004 began as a small gathering: Pat and Jon (on the raft Silverstreak), Sandy and
Casey (Naknek) and Chris (Rana Verde). Chris had scheduled extra time so we had a lengthy and delightful cruise together.

Silverstreak                                         Naknek                                           Rana Verde

      Pat and Jon created a first: on a warm sunny beach, deep in Navajo Canyon, they produced ice cream from their pack to
share with all.

Ice Cream in a Canyon

      Naknek had a native Arizonan (Sandy) on board and there was another first: her first time on Lake Powell. Chris created a
marvelous setting for a tourmaline that he found in San Diego County. El made Pad Thai, and Bill finished off our last
campfire, at a lonely anchorage far up West Canyon, with a bang - firecrackers left over from the Fourth of July in Wrangell,
AK. What a time on Lake Powell. Pictures tell the story:
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FLAMING GORGE
Launch: Lucerne Valley Marina, near Manila, Utah lies in the middle of
the reservoir. Cedar Springs Marina is located near the dam, at the
southern end of the lake. Both have excellent ramps, free parking, and
some boating supplies.
Nearby campsites: Both marinas have Forest Service campgrounds
adjacent to the launch ramps.
Comments: This is the highest of the cruising lakes on the Colorado
River and its tributaries. It is a geological cruise, with dramatic scenery,
world famous fishing, and a wonderful historic story.

A CANYON OF HISTORY
     "Flaming Gorge? You mean the beautiful slice through the Uinta Mountains. Where we camped on the rimrocks before we
rafted the Yampa River through Dinosaur National Monument? Wow! Can we boat the Gorge? How's the water level? Are the
ramps OK for Halcyon?" El was full of excitement and questions.
     "Hold on, kiddo. Let's check it all out at the Lake Powell Park Service office and see if anyone there knows about boating
Flaming Gorge."
     We had just completed a magnificent cruise on Lake Powell, perhaps our favorite bit of water on Earth. The season was
fast growing too hot and too busy on Powell for us, so it was time to cast our eyes for another patch of water somewhere to
the north. We had an appointment with Coos Bay Marine, our friends where we bought Halcyon three and half years ago, but
that date wasn't until mid-month. Meanwhile, there was time to play.
     The next day we talked with rangers at the NPS office in Page to see if they had any information on Flaming Gorge. "Not
much. That's a recreation area run by the National Forest Service," the District Interpreter told us. Folks at the office had
heard good reports about fishing in Flaming Gorge, but there was little specific information.   
     Flaming Gorge is cut by the Green River, a major south-flowing tributary of the Colorado River. The Green River originates
just south of Yellowstone, near the continental divide on the flanks of western Wyoming's Wind River Range. It gathers
snowmelt from 13,804-foot Gannett Peak, Wyoming's highest mountain. The Green and Colorado join
at The Confluence, southwest of Moab, Utah, just above Cataract Canyon and Lake Powell. Before the
waters finish the journey from Wyoming to the Sea of Cortez, they pass through six National Parks or
Forest Service Recreation areas. The first and farthest north is Flaming Gorge, and the others are
Dinosaur, Canyonlands, Glen Canyon, Grand Canyon and Lake Mead.
     The gorge straddles the Wyoming/Utah border. Interstate 40 runs east-west just to the north of the
Recreation Area, through Green River, Wyoming. The Unita Mountains, the only major east-west
mountain range in the continental US, lie across the path of the Green River just across the state line
in Utah. The River makes a right angle bend as it encounters the Uintas, deflecting well to the east
where it briefly enters Colorado, before returning to its southerly course to the junction with the
Colorado River.
     USGS Map

     I have some long-ago memories of Flaming Gorge. During one of my summer vacations from College, I lived in Vernal,
Utah working as a field assistant mapping geology in Utah for an oil company. I worked for Dick Upton, an excellent field
geologist who believed in starting your day in the field with sunrise and working until sunset. At night we worked up our field
notes and maps. He was my first geological 'boss' and a marvelous mentor for a beginning geologist.

          Bill, in the Green River Country (1956)              Dick Upton, in the Uinta Mtns.               
      During that long-ago summer, on a weekend off, I drove the winding dirt road up into the Uinta Mountains above Vernal.
Basque sheepherders tended their flocks amongst the aspens. The rounded tops of the mountains were high, green and cool.
I drove out a dirt trail to the east and stopped at a log fence that blocked the end of the road. Beyond the fence was an abyss
- Flaming Gorge. I walked to the rimrock and peered down almost a half mile to the thin thread of the Green River far below.
In the afternoon light, the red walls of the canyon glowed. It was a marvelous sight etched deeply into the emulsion of my
brain. Two years later, dam construction began.

     Forty-six years later, Dick Upton caught Halcyon's bow line as we crabbed against current and wind into a slip in
Apalachicola, Florida. He and his wife were cruising the Gulf in his Grand Banks trawler and we were mid-way through our
Great Horseshoe Cruise around Alabama. Small world.

Dick Upton, Tying Halcyon's Bow Line
     Humans have a long history with Flaming Gorge. Native Americans scribed petroglyphs on the walls of the canyon. They
fished, hunted, lived, loved and died along the banks of the Green River long before Europeans first saw the canyon. Fur
trappers and mountain men were the first Europeans to hunt and settle on the banks of the Green. General William H. Ashley,
an explorer, mountain man, and skilled politician, helped organize the American fur trade in the Rocky Mountains. He and his
partner, Andrew Henry, were partners in the trapping trade and together they created the first Rocky Mountain Rendezvous in
July of 1825. This fur-trading, resupplying, and hell-roaring time was held on the Henry's Fork River (named for Henry), a
tributary that flows into the Green River just above Flaming Gorge.
     A month earlier, beginning May 3rd, 1825, Ashley floated down the Green into Flaming Gorge with a small party of men.
They rowed a bull boat - a boat with a wooden frame covered with animal skins - certainly a fragile boat to dare white water
and rocks. William Ashley was a daring man. Eighteen miles downstream from the entrance to the Gorge he pulled ashore at

a daunting rock-studded rapid. He rightly judged the rapids to be the first of many, and climbed out of the canyon. First,
however, he wrote his name on a large rock overlooking the rapid.
     In 1849, William Manley, seeking a route to the gold fields of California, traced a portion of the Green River through the
Uinta Valley below Flaming Gorge. However, no one is proven to have traversed the entire river below Ashley Falls. There
are tantalizing scattered reports of a man, trapped in the river and riding a makeshift raft of logs, floating the river. Such tales
intrigue historians - perhaps this unfortunate was the first "rafter" through Grand Canyon.
     John Wesley Powell, an ex-Union soldier, who had lost an arm at Shiloh, mounted a voyage of discovery down the Green
and Colorado Rivers forty-four years after William Ashley. Powell had four boats specially constructed for this trip: a small
pilot boat, the Emma Dean, and three heavy supply boats, the Maid of the Canyon, the Kitty Clyde's Sister, and the NoName. They were transported to Green River, Wyoming via the recently completed Transcontinental Railroad. On May 24th,
1869, Powell and nine men boarded the four wooden boats, and started down the river. Thus began the First Expedition, also
known as the Voyage of Discovery. It was truly an arduous adventure. One man abandoned the trip after the first month.
Three months later, on August 30, only 2 boats and 6 men emerged from the lower end of the Grand Canyon.
      In late August, due to the loss of two boats and many of their supplies, the party was low on food and morale. Three
experienced and well-armed mountain men, Seneca Howland, Oramel Howland and William Dunn decided to abandon the
epedition. They left with Maj. Powell's permission and his offer of their share of the party's meager supplies. They refused the
food. Powell tried to talk the men out of leaving, but they were as certain their deaths lay down the canyon as Maj. Powell
was certain their deaths would lie in the attempt to ascend the wall of the Grand Canyon. After helping the party portage
Separation Rapid, the three men successfully climbed to the north rim.
     A short time later, according to the most plausible hypothesis, recently postulated by Jon Krakauer, they were murdered by
residents of Southern Utah Mormon settlements. In September, 1857, the Fancher emigrant party was massacred in southern
Utah. This slaughter was organized and carried out by Southern Utah Mormons dressed as Indians and accompanied by
Indians, who had been promised plunder for their complicity. One hundred twenty emigrants from Arkansas, including 70
women and children, were butchered just to the north of where Powell's men now sought help. The federal government was
searching for the murderers who had disbursed among the remote settlements of southern Utah. The Powell men were
probably mistaken for Federal agents or bounty hunters searching for John D. Lee, one of the perpetrators and the scapegoat
for the Mountain Meadows massacre.
     Major Powell made two voyages down the canyons of the Green and Colorado, although this is often forgotten since his
famous book describing his exploits on the river merge stories from both journeys into one saga. Powell's Second Expedition
was a scientific journey. They mapped the river, geology, and archeology.
     The Second Expedition left on May 22, 1871, from Green River, Wyoming, where the First Expedition had begun two years
before. This expedition spanned two years and did not involve a journey through the Grand Canyon. Most of the scientific
investigations took place north of the river in southern Utah.
     The first month of both expeditions was spent traversing canyons of the Green River around the eastern end of the Uinta
Mountains. It was on the Second Expedition that Powell hired a photographer, E.O. Beaman, to record the landscape. Before
El and I began our cruise on the Green River, we acquired digital copies of some of Beaman's photographs from the U.S.
Geological Survey's photographic archive. We decided to trace the Powell surveys through Beaman's black and white
photographs.
     I have roots in Wyoming, having taken a degree from the University in Laramie, and a part of me still
resides in this marvelous landscape. Distant cousins continue to ranch outside Green River, and Fieros
were at the riverside to witness the launching of both Powell Expeditions.
     This Beaman photograph is of the launching of the Second Expedition. Their first fifty miles drifting
southward was through rolling badlands of gray shales and tan sandstones, forming bluffs along the
river.
       El and I launched from Lucerne Valley, just south of the Wyoming line, 135 years after Powell's first
trip. We powered Halcyon, through calm lake water, northerly from our launch. We crossed into Wyoming to witness the
scenery of those first miles of Powell's trips.
    The photo to the left was taken by E.O. Beaman in 1871, and the color photo we took in 2004. The Green River in this
area is now a lake, but the buttes and bluffs are easily identifiable. Little has changed along this section of the river since the
days of those early voyages.

    
      There is a stretching, loneliness about the land - a wild, haunting forever-ness. We enjoyed the panoramas and vast
distances in Wyoming. The snow-capped High Uintas rise like a wall, to the south, from behind the gray, rolling badlands of
Wyoming. The spaciousness of Wyoming's valleys give an impression of freedom - a freedom for the spirit as well as eyes, to
roam indefinitely and to places we have never visited.

    
     We reluctantly turned back to the south, between Whisky Bend and Firehole Canyon - the depth sounder was unhappily
buzzing warnings about shoal water. As we neared the wall of the Uinta Mountains, the tan sandstones began to bend
upward, as though in anticipation of exciting geology to come. Our hearts beat faster, as must those of Powell and his men,
as we drifted southward toward the ridges blocking the entrance into the mountains.

    
     As you drift south of the Utah border, the river flows directly south toward a high mountainous ridge. There is seemingly no
route through the mountain. Abruptly, with a right angle, the river slides between uplifted sandstone beds. As the rock rises,
red shale and sandstone lift from beneath the land surface. This is the entrance to Flaming Gorge, so named by Powell as the
sun shone brightly against the red rocks on that May day in 1869.

     
     The entrance to Flaming Gorge is to the right. Beaman must have wishfully dreamed of color photography, since much of
the drama of the Gorge is imparted by its color.

  

  

Flaming Gorge and the Boar's Tusk     
     Flaming Gorge National Recreation Area is ninty-one miles long, at full pool level at 6,040 feet. There are four distinct
sections to the Rec. Area: the gray shales of Wyoming, and four canyons named by Powell within the Uinta Mountains:
Flaming Gorge, Horseshoe, Kingfisher, and Red Canyons.
     The cruise into Horseshoe Canyon is impressive. After the tight bend into Flaming Gorge, and just past the Boar's Tusk,
the river makes a hard bend to port and into a tight meander loop aptly named Horseshoe Canyon.

  

     

   

Beaman's (left) and Our Photos (right) of Horseshoe Canyon
     The next canyon downriver was named Kingfisher Canyon, by Powell, after he noticed the abundance of the birds in the
Canyon.

  
     Powell's men noted a distinctive rock mound near the end of Kingfisher Canyon. It was so 'infested with swallows' that it
seemed like a 'beehive' of activity. Much of Beehive Point may now be under the water of the Lake, but the location is still
home for swallows.

  

     

     The remote nature of these canyons was a perfect hiding place for outlaws during the last century. Butch Cassidy,
Sundance Kid, and others of their ilk are said to have hidden in the hollows and draws leading into the Green River. Locals
have called the next canyon downstream, Hideout Canyon.
     Powell named the last canyon downstream, Red Canyon. The east-west trending walls of red sandstone and shales rise
almost two thousand feet above the river. Most of the viewpoints on the road from Vernal to Green River look down into Red
Canyon.

     Beaman's (left) and Our Photos (right) of Horseshoe Canyon
     The rapid, 70 miles below Green River and eighteen miles past the entrance into Flaming Gorge, that stopped William
Ashley's journey down the Green, also gave pause to both Powell's voyages. They unloaded their tons of supplies and lined
the four boats through the rapids. While making the carry, a member of the party found Ashley's name where he had painted
it on the rock forty-four years earlier. At the time Powell descended the river, he was unaware of Ashley's trip since the report
of his journey wasn't found and published until 1918. Powell aptly named the rapid, Ashley Falls.
     Today there is no vestige of the Falls. The waters backed behind Flaming Gorge Dam drown the rapid beneath hundreds
of feet of water (An aside - why can't the Bureau of Reclamation get their geography right - Flaming Gorge Dam is in Red
Canyon; Boulder Dam is in Black Canyon!). The site that turned back Ashley's voyage and required both Powell expeditions
to laboriously portage tons of supplies is now a patch of flat water over which Halcyon cruised back and forth, sounding out
the very rocks that made history.

  
Powell's Boats Below Ashley Falls, 1871 and the Site Today

Members of the Powell Party, 1871 and Today

  
Then and Now
    History is only but an eyeblink ago. An understanding of what has gone before, adds a new dimension of appreciation for
the present.  
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DETAILS - THE BIG PICTURE
-----Our granddaughter, when she was four-years old, liked to say (with
her infectious smile), "Don't bother me with the details."
-----However, we have received many queries asking for the details
about our cruising life. "How do you get mail? What about the dentist?
Where do you have your bank account? How do you get cash? How do
you do taxes? Can you get email?"
-----We have decided that, for those who wish to be bothered, we will
share some details. We realize that everyone would do it differently, but
this is how we do it.
At Home

What about the House?
------We suggest putting it 'in the bank.' Invest the money from the house sale, and it will, hopefully, grow somewhat faster
than the rate of inflation and be ready for you if and when you decide to settle down again. Renting your house could be an
invitation to a lot of bother - you don't want a call about a refrigerator going out when you're cruising Southeast Alaska.
Besides, while cruising, you will (hopefully) learn to live comfortably with much less space and fewer things than you thought
imaginable. You won't want a big house in the future, and think of all the beautiful waterfront locations you'll be scouting out
as you cruise the waterways of America.

What about the Furniture?
------Same answer - sell it or give it away. Things are a bother, and the bill from storage would soon buy a housefull of new
furniture. You (hopefully) will need fewer clothes and simpler furniture if you settle down again. We only kept our photographs
and a few other sentimental items when we sold the house and gave away the furniture to kids or charity.

Don't You Miss 'A Base?'
------Like a boat misses an anchor. Sure, we miss cutting the lawn, paying property tax, weeding the garden, painting the trim,
local politics, the sewer, light, and gas bill, or the same view out the window.
------A British journalist, Nico Colchester, wrote about the evolution of societies and applied his insight to cultures and people
as well. He described a natural transition from "crunchy" to "squishy." Society (culture, our career, our life) usually starts out
with challenges and uncertainties. Times weren't easy back in 1788, or the first few years at your new job, or the 'starvation
times' of those first years of marriage. Things were "crunchy," but the challenges were stimulating and the days exciting for
most of us. Then, slowly, times got easier and softer - the uncertainties melted away and the paycheck got bigger - and so
did the house, the car, the electric bill, and the waistline. We were deluged with tv commercials to buy, buy, buy. We heard
the constant refrain "that those who had the most, won" - and it was almost unAmerican to resist. 'Born to shop' - well, think
about it. Is that really why you were born? That's all there is to life?
------Most days began to follow a comfortable pattern. Off to work five days a week and shop, fix, mow, cut, paint, and patch
on the weekends. Oh sure, there were the occasional 'adventure' holidays and the rough spots. But, life slowly became
"squishy."

------We often speak with folks who kinda mist over when they say, "Our best times were in the little camper, before we
bought the 42-foot motor home," or "Wasn't it fun, hon, in that little 22-footer -- back before the big trawler took over our
lives?"
------ We prefer crunchiness in our lives. We did even in our former work-a-day lives. Yes, off to teaching for five days a week.
Then, every weekend, we were outdoors ("Not hiking the Grand Canyon again?" - from a kid) and every school vacation and
three-month summer holiday, we were camping, rafting, hiking, canoeing, or exploring around overseas.
------ At age fifty, we even quit those jobs we loved. Chucked it all in. Bought a 20-foot motor home and kicked around. Our
kids labelled it, "Drifter." Then, we parked it and for six months, through-hiked the Appalachian Trail. Everything we needed
we carried on our backs. We sold the 20-foot motor home and bought a 20-foot sailboat and moved aboard for three years.
Now, for five years, we've lived in our little camper or our 22-foot powerboat. We still kick around overseas part of each year.
------Our homes are 12-volt worlds, and we generate it by our engines or solar cells. Think of it - giving up all those 110 (or
220) volt things. In about three steps, we can be in the kitchen, living room, or bedroom. It's what we can do without that's
important - that's what gives us freedom.
------Things are anchors. You don't own them - they own you. Cut the anchor line and the choices are exhilarating (and a little
frightening). Kinda like the first days of school or marriage or job. You know - crunchy!

As Nomads, Where are you Resident?
-----Our 'home' state is Nevada, where we lived and taught before our nomadic lifestyle (by the way, we have now been
nomadic longer than we have previously lived in any one place.) We own no home, so can choose any state for residence but
it should have "legitimacy." It should be the state where you have an address for mail, bank accounts, voter registration, etc.
That, for us, is Nevada.
-----We are registered to vote in our home town of Nelson, a ghost town. Since our spectral neighbors are few, everyone in
town automatically is mailed an absentee ballot - perfect, for us nomads.
-----Nevada has the added advantgage of no state income tax. Now we don't object to a state tax, but when you're a nomad
and don't receive the benefits of the tax, it doesn't seem right to pay it. So our only tax, other than sales taxes, is Federal.

Where is your Boat Registered?
----Boats, by law, must be registered in the state of most use. This is not necessarily your state of residence. If you leave your
Oregon registered boat at a Florida marina, where you have paid an annual slip fee, it doesn't matter where YOU live - the
boat must be re-registered in Florida.
-----Well, when you are as nomadic as we are, never long in any slip, what state do we pick? We have no idea what state we
will be in the longest in 2004. So, we picked Oregon as our boat's state of residence since that's where we bought Halcyon
and knew we would be cruising the most while doing the check-out work on the boat - and Oregon it has remained. They mail
our registration forms to our Nevada address every year.

What about a Vehicle?
------We bought our C-Dory, Halcyon, in part because it is easy to trailer. We have since trailered it to "all three coasts and
many of the lakes and rivers between." So, a good tow vehicle has been essential for us. The disadvantages of owning a
truck and a boat are obvious - we have to find a temporary 'home' for the truck when we are cruising, and must return to the
truck before moving on to a new area. However, neither of these 'problems' have given us any difficulty - yet! Serendipity
always strikes. A friend offers a back yard, a marina has safe storage at a reasonable cost, a park offers storage in their
equipment yard ... something. And getting back to the truck can always be done by turning the boat around, renting a car,
taking a bus, a ride with a friend ... something. Again, serendipity has always resolved the return trip and it has always been a
good experience for us.
------So, we encourage you to have a good tow vehicle -- sell the MG!

How hard is towing?
------With a good tow vehicle and a good trailer, it is not difficult. Sure, there are times when it's a pain - like a flat tire (change
those tires every three years) or when you pull into a gas station with no turning room. But, these are usually minor problems
and worth the freedom that comes with mobility. It pays to have a good sense of humor and the ability to laugh at yourself!

------Oh - the boat makes a dandy RV when on the road. It is great for 'camping' - we pull into KOA with the 'big rigs' (that's
where I'm writing this), find a pull-through site, and settle in. We fix meals, read a book, relish the shower - all the luxuries,
and our own bed, for about $25/night.
------We often fuel at truck stops along the freeway where there's plenty of room for truck and trailer. And, meals en route are
often at Cracker Barrel (good ol' southern 'meat and three') and always space for 'RV parking.'

What about Money?
------ Seems there are three (legal) solutions:
------------ 1. Have a rich uncle - (don't we wish?)
------------2. Work for your money - cruise during vacations, or have a means of earning money that allows you to cruise while
working. We have friends who cruise until they run out of money, then go to work to build up more 'freedom chips,' then
cruise again. This can be a bit nerve-wracking but, with the right skills and chutzpah, can be done.
------------ 3. Let your money work for you - let pensions, Social Security, investments, or other savings 'spin off' enough
money to keep you bankrolled. This takes some careful figuring and not a little luck. This is how we do our cruising, being
retired and having invested most of our working lives with Fidelity mutual funds.

What about Banking?
------This is easy. Our savings are all in Fidelity mutual funds. We have a "core account" with Fidelity that gives us free
checking and a free Visa debit card. The bank is in Missouri, and we have never seen it. Our pensions are put in by auto
depositing. Our fixed expenses (health insurance, long-term care insurance) are auto- paid. We write checks to pay for other
bills (or "bill pay" directly from our Fidelity account through the Internet). Bills are few and far between when you don't own a
house.

What about Cash?
------Our cash needs are from a 'cash advance' on our Visa debit card (no charge, when we get our cash from a bank teller we don't use a.t.m.'s). We have picked up cash with this technique all over the world (and have a few tales to tell about this
enjoyable process). We receive a monthly statement, and can receive a daily e-mail of our balance in the core account). Voila
-- done!

What about Credit Cards?
------ We have a credit card for daily purchases. We pay it by check once a month, so have plenty of 'float' before the payment
is due. We have always paid off credit card debt in full each month - we don't like to pay interest. If the mailed bill doesn't
reach us in time, due to our travels, El remembers to call, get a balance, and mail a check before the due date.

What about a Doctor and Dentist?
------Our doctor is in our old home town in Nevada. We swing by for annual checkups and visits with our old friends. Our
dentist is in the town with one of our kids, and we stop by to see him several times a year and get a nice visit with family at
the same time. They enjoy the visits with 'their gypsies' and always fit us into their schedules.

What about Medications?
------They are sent by mail, in three-month increments, or we can pick them up at a WalMart or Walgreen pharmacy (they are
everywhere, and linked by computers). El knows the national contact for Walgreen's by first name and she 'always takes care
of her boat person.'

What about a Telephone?
------In a world of cellular phones, this is easy. We have a nationwide single payment plan so have no roaming charges. When
in Canada, we call our service and they add Canadian coverage for a small extra. We don't always have service when
cruising in remote areas, but seldom are beyond range for more than a few days. We also have an 800-number message
service through Family Motor Coach Association ($25/yr) where we leave and pick up messages with our kids almost every
day.

What about Laundry?
------Many marinas have laundry facilities, and KOA campgrounds all have them when we are on the road trailering to new
water. We rarely use the same laundry twice.

What about the Porta Potty?
------Marine porta potties are marvelous. They are simple to use (a seat is a seat is a seat, eh?). On Halcyon, we have a
'Minehune' who dumps the potty and keeps it clean (El never does it - that was part of the 'deal' we have with each other - El
remembers the grandkid's birthdays, I do the potty). Dumping and cleaning is simple - sometimes at a marina, always when
on the road at those great KOA RV dump facilities. Don't buy the nonsense that you need a full-size marine head - we've
been there - they are difficult to maintain, a pain to find dumps, and MUCH more difficult than the simple, almost full-proof
porta potty. Besides if something breaks on the potty, they can be replaced for a hundred bucks or so (and we've never
replaced one). Sorta like a Timex that flushes, eh?
------El won a contest in Canada our first year on Halcyon - she knew the answer to the question, 'what's the most important
safety feature on a boat?' - a life jacket, and won a jug of marine head deodorant that we still use four years later.

What about a Shower?
------Most marinas have them and all KOA's. We swim several times a day during summer when in fresh water (salt water is
fine, also, with a fresh water rinse afterwards - the salt crystals itch when sleeping). We use biodegradable soap and it's fine,
fresh or salt. We also have a sun shower - inexpensive, simple and available at all camping stores. We fill it with fresh water,
leave it in the sun a few hours when at anchor, and have a hot shower or rinse.

What about Mail?
------We have a mail-forwarding service we have used for almost 20 years - Bee's Mail Forwarding in Boulder City, NV. They
do an excellent job at a reasonable price. It keeps a Nevada address for us, they throw away all the junk mail, screen for only
the catalogs we have on our forwarding list, and send mail every Friday. We call them with an 800-number during the week to
give them the Post Office address (general delivery) and pick it up on Monday. We don't get mail every week - don't need to
since we have few bills, few letters (because of email), and no junk. Our requirement is to find a post office along our route. It
must be in walking distance of a marina, if cruising, so we usually receive mail 'between cruises' when trailering to our next
destination (careful - most post offices do not have parking for a truck and trailer). We pick small towns for mail where it is
easy to find the p.o. and there is street parking. We even try to choose towns with an interesting name. When I went into the
p.o. in Adam's Run, the lady handed me our packet without my saying a word. When I asked her how she knew it was me,
she answered, "What you don't know, mistah, is that everyone in Adam's Run is black." So, getting mail is easy and fun.

What about E-Mail and Internet?
------Pocketmail makes a dandy little device that sells for about $100 with an annual usage fee of about $150. You hold it up
to any telephone (and some cell phones), push a button, and you send and receive e-mail. We use this for family and friends.
It has a small but perfectly usable keyboard and screen and is easy to use.
------We carry a lap-top computer with us on the boat. Internet is now increasingly available through Wi-Fi at marinas and
campgrounds. Of course, you can still beg or borrow a phone hook-up for a direct line. An addition - we now have a wireless
'aircard' from Dell that automatically links us to Verizon service and can get e-mail and Internet almost anywhere from the
boat or camper.

What about News?
------We have a 12-volt TV with a two-inch screen that we haven't turned on in a year - whew! We have a small radio we
sometimes turn on to NPR. Of course, there is no newspaper. So, we are delightfully free of garbage news and TV. We have
a subscription to The Economist, an excellent British weekly news magazine we receive in the mail - keeping up with reading
it takes an evening at anchor. We find we are better informed of national and international news than most land-bound friends
who get their news bites off TV. We also receive news through the Internet, using our wireless 'aircard.'

What about Family and Friends?
------We see the kids and grandkids often - being nomads allows us freedom to come visit - and they love to visit with us for
their waterside holidays. We all get together for one week of camping every year, each time to a different place. We have

been to the birth of every grandkid and are available to cover whenever our kids and spouses want a holiday together or
when there are health crises with their families -- a nomadic parent can be "just plain useful" for the kids.

Did you Modify your Boat to Live Aboard?
------Very little. The C-Dory 22-foot cruiser is well-designed for our needs. We requested a few factory options, such as the
front-opening window for better air circulation.
------We also opted for the Wallas stove. They are expensive but worth every penny. They burn Clear Lite, a clean, odorless,
colorless kerosene substitute, available at Home Depot. There is no open flame so no moisture or carbon monoxide is added
to the cabin like other stoves. One 'tank' filling of about a liter lasts us several weeks for daily cooking and heating, so it is
inexpensive to run. The lid has a built-in fan, when closed it gives forced-air heating for the cabin. We have stayed toasty
warm with outside temperatures in the twenties. We have been using it for four years and it still works beautifully. (2007 Note - after six years of heavy use, we have just replaced our Wallas to assure us reliable and excellent service with an updated
stove/heater).
------We have added an egg-carton camping-type mattress to our V-berth, that we cut to shape. This bunk is the most
comfortable bed we have ever had and we sleep like babies rocked in our cradle by the waves. Some folks might find the Vberth too tight, but we think of it as snug. With the hatch open, there is plenty of fresh air.
------We opted for no built-in icebox, and use that space under the pilot seat for food and cooking pot storage. We have a
five-day ice chest in the cockpit for our cold food needs, and most marinas have ice.
------The cockpit is covered with a 'camper back' to keep the it dry. This adds an extra room for us, usable rain or shine. We
take the sides and back off in good weather, leaving a bimini top for shade. We spend a lot of time in the cockpit when at
anchor.
------A friend made curtains for our windows to give privacy in marinas and to shield low summer sun at anchor.
------We added mosquito netting under the forward hatch, since we sleep with the hatch up summer or winter. The open hatch
helps keep condensation from forming in the V-berth.

What are the Expenses?
------El and I had a delightful time while trailering across Idaho figuring out a rough estimate of costs to answer this question.
Everyone spends their money for different things and in differing amounts, but this is what being a nomad costs us.
Boat expenses only:
------Fuel: average miles traveled per day (when underway): 50 miles. We average about 5 mpg so this totals about
10 gpd. Therefore, fuel costs about $20-30 per day at today's marina prices. We fill on land before cruising, when
we can, to lower costs. Towing the boat with our diesel truck costs about $50 per long driving day.

------Food: about the same as "home." We eat out for lunch about 4 days per week, and when we do, we have a very

light supper. We rarely eat out for evening meal (ever try to anchor a boat in the dark?) So, our food costs are about
$200 per week. We are not big eaters, but life's too short not to enjoy good wine.

------Marinas: they cost about $15-25 per night, variable depending on region. The northeast is pricey, and the Gulf
Coast inexpensive, as a generality. We stay in a marina about one night a week when cruising, to use the
amenities. We prefer the quiet and 'close to nature' of anchoring. A KOA campground, on the road, is about $20-30
per night.
------Insurance: Boat US insurance is about $350/year.
------Engine Servicing: Every 200 hours, about $175 (with two Honda 40's) - about $40 if you do it yourself.
------Navigation: Blue Charts for our Garmin chartplotter are about $100 per region. Paper charts (Fish-n-Map Co.) are
about $10 per cruise area.
------Parking (for truck when boat cruising, or for boat when truck cruising): sometimes about $2 per night.
------We've probably forgotten some costs, but most other costs you pay in "home" life, such as medical insurance,
taxes, gifts, truck servicing, etc. and you have the answers to those costs.

Simplicity is the secret to easy cruising!
(08/04)
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COLUMBIA RIVER
----------We are tied off between two spruce trees, in a little cove on the
west side of Revelstoke Lake. Last year, at about this time, putting
Halcyon into this headwater lake of the Columbia River, was a dream from such dreams, comes reality.
----------Cold air pours down the drainage from the lofty icefields above.
When we launched at Martha's Provincial Park, two miles and fifteen
minutes from here, the temperature was in the 90's - here, in our cove, it
is 65 and we put on jackets. We shiver - not just with the cold - but with
anticipation. We are here - for the first time, riding the waters of
'Nchiawana - The Mighty River.
.

THE BEGINNING
---------We are back in the Candy Store. So many choices - so many beguiling names, tastes, and colors. Which one to pick
for savoring along this brief stretch along the river of life? Almost exactly one year ago, we took some nibbles from these
candies along the Columbia - and they were delicious. (Upper Columbia) (But, one can be fooled - beguiled by the fancy
wrapping or even the crust of chocolate. What would a big bite yield?
---------We are about to find out. We left the savory joys of the Gulf Islands, and wended Halcyon across the mountain passes
of British Columbia's Cascades. Serrating the horizon to the east lay the glacier-capped Rockies. Nestled within the deep
troughs of those saw-toothed ranges, were hidden some promised gems - lakes - Shuswap, Revelstoke, and the Arrows! We
had scouted those jewels last summer, and they looked beautiful.
---------Beginnings are thrilling. Anticipation wells up like the excitement of first love - all the dreams imagined, and the
calamities so probable. A birth, a dawn, a first kiss - any beginning is so full of promise and apprehension. The future lies in a
beginning. Along the voyage of life, it is the re-births of each new beginning that add zest. We are renewed and anewed by
the start of each venture. Perhaps, because of the beginnings, we don't get old - we get new.
-------- A year ago, in a lonely cove in the San Juans Islands, at the end of day, near the end of that journey, it was time for
dreaming. What next? What lies over the horizon of both space and time? Our lives together have been decorated by these
moments of conjuring. Our eyes drifted to the mountains that lay east of our anchorage - the towering snow-capped peaks of
the Cascades. Over those mountains was the mysterious hidden source of the Columbia River. Almost two hundred years
ago, David Thompson, fur trader, sought the source of that river. He found it, hidden in trenches between the lofty glacialcapped ranges of the Rocky Mountains. We decided to follow his wake, and search out the source region of the Columbia.
-------- We pulled Halcyon from the salt water, left her in a friend's barn, and headed easterly in our truck. We followed the
tortuous path the Columbia carves through the mountains - and were thrilled by what we saw. Now, a year later, we were
back with our good and trusted companion, Chris and his Rana Verde, rafted together, floating on the headwaters of the
Columbia River. The dream is a reality - and we have another beginning.
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COLUMBIA RIVER
Launch: Shuswap Provincial Park, north of Chase, BC

Nearby campsites: At the park.

Comments: This is a great family park, with kids everywhere. The ramp
is good but the dock is marginal. OK launch, but watch out when windy.

SHUSWAP LAKE, B.C.
---------Shuswap is a delightful diversion. It's not on the main trunk of the Columbia River, but lies to the west. But, sometimes
the best fruit grows on the branches and twigs and exploring a river requires a little roaming along the limbs. Shuswap drains
southerly into the Okanagan River, a tributary of the Columbia. We had heard about Shuswap last year when scouting out the
top branches of the Columbia tree. Canadians recommended it as a "must see" lake, and although we are a little shy about
"must sees," it was directly on our route from the Gulf Islands to the headwaters. So, we diverted.
---------The lake is large, shaped like a squashed letter "H." We launched at the lower end of the southwestern leg at a very
busy Provincial Park. We checked out the ramp the night before and it was a madhouse - with no real dock beside the ramp,
a zillion ski-boats were jockeying for position to pull out and trucks and trailers were playing dodge-em cars in the staging
area. We decided to launch early the next morning before families were heading to the lake. It's easier to compete with earlymorning fishermen than ski-boaters.
---------So, not long after sunrise we headed to the ramp. No one. Not a soul. Not even a trailer in the lot. We had a leisurely
launch, drove the trucks back to the campsite, and were soon on the water. The lake was also still asleep - flat calm. The
reflections of the Rockies quivered upside down ahead of our bow.

Tint of Brown from Over Four Hundred BC Forest Fires
---------This is not a wilderness arm of the lake. Tents, R.V.'s, and houses lay splattered along the shores and, by afternoon,
water skiers would be slicing the reflections. The shoreline was embellished, however, with striking quartz veins intruding
through the dark country rock.

---Houses and Striking Rocks
---------We slipped through the cross-bar of the "H," Cinnemousin Narrows, and there discovered one of the traditions of
Shuswap - the Floating Sea Store. In fact, in the spirit of competition, there were TWO floating stores. Fuel, food, and ice
cream was available, miles from the nearest town.

---------As the day unfolded, it soon became apparent why so many Canadians love Shuswap. There are sandy beaches
everywhere, the water is warm (71 degrees that day), and it is the houseboat capital of Canada. In fact, there are two
manufacturers of houseboats located on the lake. As we approached Sicamous, the "fun center" of the lake, houseboats had
to wait their turn (directed by a shoreside radio dispatcher) to enter the narrows.

--------- Two Modes
---------We dodged the paddlewheeler, houseboats, and a high speed ski boat who was on the wrong side of the red nun (and
fetched up on a sand bar) and tied off at the public dock in Sicamous. A chap was shouting something unintelligable at us,
and soon came down to the dock and taped a message beside Chris's dock line.

Thanks!

---------To show no hard feelings, we properly toasted the town and headed off to Moose Mulligan's "Marine Pub" for some
"shore food."

-Ashore in Sicamous
---------After resupplying our bodies and the boat larders, we headed off to explore the other arms of Shuswap.

Mara Lake and Salmon Arm
---------Toward dusk, we headed northerly up the undeveloped northeast arm, Ansley, to the top end and found a delightful
anchorage in the shelter of the glacier-capped Monashee Mountains. Both the lake and air were still languorously warm, so
Chris was soon swimming with his companion, Rana Verde.

---------We swung lightly on the hook, after dinner, listening to the mournful wails of a Loon. We recalled the beautiful
Northwest Native legend of how Loon lost her beautiful singing voice, while attempting to rescue daylight from it's prison in an
evil spirit's box. The evil spirit discovered Loon and tried to strangle him, twisting his neck, and destroying his song. Raven
followed Loon's lead, and freed the light. So, now we have daylight, but as darkness returns at the end of day, Loon
remembers the loss of his beautiful voice, and he sadly wails his haunting call.
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COLUMBIA RIVER
Launch: Nakusp Municipal Ramp, in downtown Nakusp. Or, one could
launch at either friendly Syringa Park Marina or Syringa Provincial Park
at the south end of the lake near Castlegar.

Nearby campsites: McDonald Creek Prov. Park is just south of Nakusp,
and you can also camp at either Syringa Park Marina or Syringa
Provincial Park.

Dramatic Beauty of Arrow Lake

Comments: The lake is 170 miles of beauty, but with few coves for
anchoring in Lower Arrow Lake.

ARROW LAKE
-----The Columbia River is unique. The drop from the lofty headwaters in the Rocky Mountain Trench of British Columbia to
the sea is fast and continuous. Thus, it is the ideal river to develop hydropower. From the Trench to the top of the Arrow
Lakes, the Columbia drops almost 1,100 feet - and most of that (950 feet) is through the dams at Kinbasket and Revelstoke.
The Ohio / Mississippi River System is much longer, but our start down the Ohio was only about 725 feet above sea level
New Orleans.
-----From the top of Arrow Lake, there are still 12 more downstream dams generating power and the biggest of all, Grand
Coulee, is about 250 miles downstream - and it is still 1,290 feet above sea level. The last dam, Bonneville, is only 146 miles
from the sea and the river is still 72 feet above sea level. In contrast, the last dam on the Mississippi is near St. Louis, over
800 river miles from the Gulf.
-----There was a natural pause in the pell-mell rush of the Columbia's waters to the sea. Before 1968, there were two long
narrow lakes (Upper and Lower Arrow Lakes) separated by a 20-mile gentle stretch of faster water. Indians, fur traders, and
voyageurs relaxed as they paddled through this 145-miles of easy water. For years, wood-burning sternwheelers plied these
waters delivering people and goods between Castlegar and Revelstoke. In 1968, BC Hydro took the plural off the Arrow
Lakes by building an 80-foot high dam five miles above Castlegar, BC. The dam drowned the gentle turbulence that
separated the lakes. The rising water of Arrow Lake also drowned some of the finest fruit growing farms in British Columbia,
and the towns that supported the farmers. The Kootenay country lifestyle was changed forever.
-----Arrow Lake is a 136-mile storage reservoir, with large fluctuations in water level depending upon power needs in the
United States. The lake was down over 50 feet when we arrived at the town ramp at Nakusp. A dam-created lake is very
different in its upper end from the lower reaches. At the very top end of the lake, there is an end of lake influence, beyond
which there is the natural flow of the river. In the upper reaches, the lake is shallow with shorelines almost those of the river's
original banks.

Almost the Original Banks - Upper Lake

-----The closer one approaches the dam, the deeper is the lake water, and generally the less the influence of tributary stream
valleys. Banks near the dam aren't natural, and are often steep.

Steep, Unatural Banks - Lower Lake

-----Trailering Halcyon from the town of Revelstoke to Nakusp, we paralleled the former Upper Arrow Lake. With the lake level
low, the Columbia River had re-established itself, wandering across broad mud flats that had formerly been orchards and farm
land. At least the top 30 miles of the lake was criss-crossed with shoals and shallow channels. The Boaters' Guide warns,
under an ominous title, Area South of Revelstoke is Critical, that "even at highest reservoir level this area, on both sides of
the channel, is covered by only two to six feet of water." Almost down to the free ferry at Shelter Bay, it looked more like a
canoe trip than a powerboat cruise. We decided to launch at Nakusp, at the bottom of the former Upper Arrow Lake and
cruise southerly.

More Dangers

-----We launched just before sundown and cruised south into The Narrows, that was the former gentle rapid connecting the
two lakes.

-

The Wooden Ramp at Nakusp---------------------T View Back to Town

-----It was apparent that logging was a key extractive industry. Clear cuts were evident on the ranges bounding the lake,
yards for storing timber were managed by small work tows, and large towboats pulled huge rafts of timber to the mill at
Castlegar.

-

Logging

Logging Slash - a Common Hazard - Replacing the Blade Lost to Slash

Arrow Park Ferry ---------------V Dramatic Storm

-

-

-------------Dancing Stump -----V---------------Dawn Beauty of Scalping Knife Mountain
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COLUMBIA RIVER
Launch: We launched at Gifford Ramp. But there are 23 ramps
on the lake so there are many good launch spots. The Park
Service has a chart to show the ramps that are suitable for
different water levels.
Nearby campsites: About 2/3rds of the shoreline is
encompassed within a National Recreation Area, and the rest is
within the Colville and Spokane Indian Reservations. There are
thirty-seven campgrounds ringing the lake.

A High Desert Lake

Comments: This is a large and beautiful lake. The shorelines
range from evergreen forests to dryland hills.

LAKE ROOSEVELT
------We launched together, with Pat and Patty, on Daydream, at the Gifford ramp. We headed out together into the gathering
dusk of Lake Roosevelt. We swung the bow downriver, and the chartplotter faithfully nudged us toward the co-ordinates given
to us by a friend on the C-Brat website. We were soon sliding into Great Cove, and with a few bats blinkering through the air
around us, we set our hooks into a weedy bottom. In moments, we had rafted and were sharing tales over a sundowner.

Great Cove------------------------------ Salad on the Hook

------After dinner, we slipped the lines and pulled back to our respective anchors. Reading time, in the quiet dark of a quiet
cove. Time to learn more about Lake Roosevelt. The first question we had - what Roosevelt? We quickly found it was Franklin
Delano Roosevelt. Way back in 1920 he said, "As we were coming down the river today, I could not help thinking, as
everyone does, about all that water running unchecked to the sea." In 1933, sitting in a Depression-era White House, FDR
put his thoughts into action. In classic Euro-American thinking, he saw this as the time to stop wasting all that water, use it to
turn the dry wastelands green, start the generators humming and turn on the lights, put people and the river to work.
------There was plenty of opposition to his idea - "socialism," ranted the press. "The government has no right to be in the
power business - that is the domain of private, free, capitalist enterprise." "This is the beginning - the foot in the door - of Big
Government entering where it doesn't belong - into American business." Interestingly, in all the debate and hullabaloo, hardly
a word was raised in defense of the salmon, or the Native American culture that stretched back at least 10,000 years along
the banks of the free-running Columbia.

------ Roosevelt, that master orator, pressed the legislation through Congress and soon the concrete was pouring. So were
people - thirty thousand pouring into the shantytowns of Coulee, Mason City, Electric City and Tent City - there were jobs in a
time of deep national depression. Soon the barrier rose -- the most massive man-made thing in America and the biggest
concrete thing on Earth. Water was soon lifting through twelve massive pipes and thousands of miles of canals to water a
agricultural explosion in the Columbia Basin. When all the big dams were in place, the memories of floods receded into the
musings of the old-timers. Electricity soon powered the War Production Plants of the Northwest to build the aircraft, munitions,
and ships for World War II. Grand Coulee was the beginning of an era - the Post-Depression Years ... the War Years.

-Not Very Impressive From Above, but That's a Mile Across - At the Barrier

-------There are many agencies involved in the 'management' of Lake Roosevelt today- state, federal, Indian, and local. The
most important to us on the lake was the National Park Service because they administer most of the left-descending half of
the river and its shore as a National Recreation Area. They manage many of the ramps and campgrounds, and most are
excellent. There are rules that might rankle some folks, but there are good reasons for the regulations and the rangers help
maintain safety, wildlife resources, historical resources and the quality of the experience we had on the water. The Colville
Federated Tribes and Spokane Indian Tribe have jurisdiction over almost half the shoreline and lake, and their management
differences are clearly outlined in the Park Service Visitor Guide.
------ As a storage reservoir on the Columbia System, Lake Roosevelt has variable water levels. Some of the ramps on the
lake are unusable at low water levels. A quick look at the Park Service Visitor Guide clearly shows the usable ramps at
different water elevations. The lake was down about 20 feet, and dropping, when we were there.

Lake's Down - Find the C-Dory?

------In late summer, storage reservoirs drop fast to regulate the water supply downstream. This is the beginning of slack time
on the Columbia.-There is a natural regularity that helps maintain water levels on this river of many tributaries. In winter, when
the Rockies are bound in snow and ice, the west-facing slopes of the Cascades are in their rainiest cycle and pour water into
the Willamette, the Santiam, the Clackamas, and the Lewis that all debauch into the Columbia. In early summer, when the
Cascades are drying, the Rockies are melting their winter packs of snow and filling the storage reservoirs of the Spokane and
Snake. In summer, the British Columbia icefields are shedding meltwater into Kinbasket Reservoir in British Columbia. This
natural organization is fortunate for boaters, and even moreso for the electrical needs of the Northwest. Storage dams
supplement and utilize nature's cycles.
------ El and I have found that storage reservoirs, drawn-down, have their own simple beauty, if you can look beyond the
muddy banks. Roosevelt is big and deep and beautiful any time. For boaters, water level affects the shoreline and its facilities
- docks may not be floating, ramps may be unusable. Late summer/fall boating requires prior checking and, on the water, one
must be more alert to shoaling. The positive side includes fewer boats, less floating debris, and often delightful weather.

Low Water Also Means Weedy Shallows When Anchoring

GEOLOGIC TALES FROM LAKE ROOSEVELT
----The geologic story is found in the tale, The Columbia Rocks, and only a few embellishments are added here.
--- The Columbia River was forced northerly with each eruption of lava into the Columbia Basin. Consequently, Lake
Roosevelt lies along the northern edge of the flow basalts, and much of the scenery is formed from lava beds. When lava
cools quickly, such as along the base of a flow moving over a cold land surface, the basalt contracts into hexagonal columnar
joints, or cracks. A hexagon contains the maximum interior volume with the maximum external surface area, and still nest
together exactly - a perfect shape for lava to cool the fastest. There are excellent exposures of columnar basalts in the cliffs
bounding the lake.

Dark-colored Basalt Lava Flows, some with Columnar Jointing at Base

Young Dark Layered Basalt Lava Overlying the Old Metamorphic Terrane

Floods
------One of the latest geologic chapters at Lake Roosevelt involves ice. Only an eye blink ago, geologically, and we are back
about 12,000 years. We are near the close of the Ice Age - a time when giant mammals rule Earth. A Wooly Mammoth strolls
by; a Giant Anteater rummages in the brush; Dire Wolves, big as a bear, chase an Antelope; a Sabre-toothed Cat stalks an
Elk, fully twice the size of a modern Elk; and humans, armed with long spears crowned with massive Clovis flint spear points,
stalk a giant Ground Sloth. The land is covered with forests of huge evergreens and the nights are cold. Glaciers still blanket
the lands to the north. A tongue of ice, 3,000 feet thick, extends down to the present location of Grand Coulee, daming the
ancient Columbia River with an ice dam at least ten times the size of Coulee. Glacial Lake Columbia is over 2,000 feet deep
at the ice dam and stretches as far east as Idaho. Water buried the Columbia valley to the highest hills around Lake
Roosevelt today. The overflow of glacial Lake Columbia carved a channel through the basalt and poured over the Grand
Coulee, creating the largest waterfall on the continent. Millions of tons of sand and mud, the glacially-ground remnants of the
Rocky Mountains, poured into the lake and settled to the bottom.

Ground-up Mountains Deposited in Glacial Lake Columbia, Now Used by Kingfishers to Make Nest Holes

------The story has another twist: the largest floods known to geology. Huge volumes of water from the destruction of an ice
dam far to the east, in Montana, roared across eastern Washington. In places the wall of water was 800 feet high, traveling
faster than 60 mph and mostly gone within two days. And there were many such floods. The floodwaters raged into Glacial
Lake Columbia, layering silt, cobbles, and sand over the bottom sediments. Like a huge bucket of water dumped into an
already full bathtub, water spilled over the rim. When the wave of water reached the ice dam at Grand Coulee, the floodwater
poured over the overflow and raged down the 'spillway' channel to the Grand Coulee, where, for a few days, the thunderous
roar and spume of the three-mile wide falls was the greatest ever known on Earth. It undercut the basalt layers at the fall,
and excavated a channel 900 feet deep, a mile wide, and fifty-miles long. Flooding over the Channelled Scablands, there are
terraces, deltas, and dunes on a monumental scale, not fully recognized until space photography revealed the scale of
devastation.

Rhythmites Along the Shores of Lake Roosevelt - Each Layer Records a Monster Flood

Ice Bergs in Glacial Lake Columbia Contained Rocks, and Dropped Them Where They Melted

-

Molded by Colossal Floods

If Stones Could Speak, What Tales They Could Tell - They Can't, So We Learn to Read Rocks!

CRUISING THE LAKE
------This is one fine lake to cruise. It is almost 150-miles long, with an interesting and varied 630 miles of shoreline. At the top
end, the shores are towering evergreen forests and soaring mountains, and the bottom end lies in high desert sagebrush
wildness. Wildlife abounds.
------That first morning, we had to decide which way to go, up or down? Ah, choices - aren't they a joy? It wasn't until after
traveling extensively through the Peoples Republic of China, 30 years ago, when we observed millions who were given no
choices in life, that we fully appreciated the gift of choice. Today we made a random choice, up.

Up River

------ Kettle Falls is one of the most historic and heartbreaking locations on the river. Recently, a quartzite microblade was
discovered near the Falls - it was dated back 9,000 years to the Shonitkwu people. They lived by the Falls, harvesting the
annual salmon run and hunting deer, antelope and small game. Their finely-worked arrowhead linked them directly to similar
blades found in British Columbia, Siberia, and Europe - an unbroken chain of humanity spanning three continents.
------In the old days, the river dropped thirty feet in less than a half-mile, over rock ledges. Salmon, returning to their native
stream to spawn after many years and thousands of miles of river and ocean travel, were easy to catch as they jumped the
natural barrier. From mid-June to mid-September they came - a good days catch could total over 1,000 fish, some weighing
more than 20 pounds. Natives from many groups came to fish, under the guidance of a Salmon chief appointed to oversea
the sharing of the fish. First Salmon was allowed, by the Salmon chief, to continue upriver unharmed. The next fish was
ritually killed and shared, with his remains returned to the river to inform the other fish that The People treated salmon with
respect. Men used traps, willow nets, and spears to capture fish. Women smoked fish and rendered many into pemmican to
serve as a winter food supply.
------Kettle Falls was not only a major source of food, it was also a vital social and ritual arena. Goods were exchanged,
spouses wooed and won, information shared, foot races run, and gambling games played. Often, there were more than 1,000
of The People at the Falls.
------For 8,500 years, we know The People lived at the Falls. It was central to their culture. Then, Europeans arrived and soon
fur traders and missionaries were altering the lives of Native peoples. With the closing of Grand Coulee Dam, the native
salmon bashed themselves to pulp against concrete, and the native fish and Native people lost their relationship. When the
rising waters of Lake Roosevelt drowned the Falls, it erased the physical reminder of what, for so long, was so important.
Now still water and a bridge cover the site.

Kettle Falls (Under the Bridge)

------ We continued up lake. It slowly reverted to being a river. The effects of the lake became less noticeable, until we turned
near China Bend where the current of the free-running Columbia swirled against our boat.

The Seven Devils (Lake Sediments from Glacial Lake Columbia) and the Upper Lake

------ That evening, back down-lake, we headed up the Kettle River to a quiet anchorage where our nearest neighbors were a
pair of hyperactive beavers anxious to live up to their busy reputation.

-

-

Kettle River Anchorage - Tossing a Line to Raft up for a Sundowner - Sundown on the Hook

Fur Trade
------ The 'ka-plooosh' of the annoyed, tail-slapping, beavers reminded us to read more about the early exploration of the
Northwest by European fur traders. So that evening, settled comfortably on the hook, we settled down to our reading of what
life was like on Kettle River two hundred years ago.
------ There were few voyageurs or mountain men in this region in 1804. However, the fur trade to the east of the Rockies was
well-developed by the end of the 18th century so trappers and traders began to cross over the mountains to the 'unclaimed'
region of the Pacific Northwest. In 1805, Lewis and Clark, and his band of explorers, went up the Missouri, crossed the
Divide, and down the Columbia to the Pacific, establishing an American claim to the Northwest.
------ The Hudson Bay Company had been granted by the British a monopoly trade on all furs transported by water routes into
Hudson Bay. To challenge that monopoly, the French/Scottish-owned North West Company attempted to cut off the fur trade
to the west of the drainage into the Bay. By 1807, they had established trade along the Columbia.
------ David Thompson was a fur trader with the Hudson Bay Company out of Churchill, on Hudson Bay. Returning from a
trading voyage, in 1788, he broke a leg. Luck in unluck - he spent his confined time learning navigation skills and the
languages of the western Indians - pretty plucky for an 18-year-old. Back on his pegs and now working for the rival company,

the Nor'Westers, in 1811, he started down the Columbia from the mouth of the Pend Oreille River, exploring trade routes. By
mid-June, he was at Kettle Falls. On July 15, he stood at the Pacific. He was a detailed geographer and precise observer of
the country and the people. He was the first non-native to record his journey from the source to the mouth of the Columbia. A
few years later, he surveyed the 49th parallel, the border between the US and (then) British Canada. The job was to take two
years and he finished it in 10 months. He filled 77 notebooks with descriptions, among the most useful today for the ethnology
of the Northwest Indians. In February, 1857, he died penniless at the age of 86.

David Thompson

------ The British trading companies merged in 1821,and established a trading post at Fort Colvile (near Kettle Falls) in 1825.
In 1827, it was estimated that there were 1,200 Indians within their trading influence. Soon, the post was so involved in
agriculture that it supplied posts as far as Hawaii and Russian Alaska. The arrival of missionaries and establishment of
reservations changed the economics of the region, and fur trading diminished to insignificance. In 1845, the US Government
signed treaties with Natives requiring them to give up fur trading. In 1869, Britain and the US agreed to the value of the
Hudson Bay Company property south of the 49th parallel border and Ft. Colvile closed in 1871. Today, the site is below the
water of Lake Roosevelt.
------In 1880, the US Army established a fort at the confluence of the Columbia and Spokane River. The purpose was to
protect settlers and the rights of Indians settled on reservations. A shot was never fired in anger, and in 1898 the army turned
over the fort to Indians for an Indian boarding school. The school was closed in 1914 due to a lack of students, and the
buildings were used for an Indian hospital until finally abandoned in 1929.

-

-

History, at Fort Spokane, Melting Away

Spokane River Diversion
------ The Spokane River joins Lake Roosevelt at Miles, WA. We made a brief trip up the Spokane for about 10 miles, and it
was a beautiful short cruise.

-

Up the Spokane

PHOTO MEMORIES
------ We thoroughly enjoyed our cruise on Lake Roosevelt, and a few pictures will illustrate why.

-

Wildlife

-

Variety

-

-

Friendship - Rana Verde, Halcyon, Daydream

-

Libations

-

End of the Lake, Prowling up Hawk Creek and End of the Day

(08 - 04)
Top | Home

Home

About

Themes

Years

Locations

Gatherings

Links

Contact

ROGUE RIVER INTERLUDE
Launch: Almeda Campground, w. of Grant's Pass, OR

Nearby campsites: Many along the Rogue River

Comments: This was a Wild and Scenic whitewater interlude, 'cruising' in
a paddle-powered boat.

Bill, (Probably) in the Kayak

ROGUE RIVER WILD AND SCENIC WHITEWATER RUN
------It's hard to force a leopard to change his spots. El and I have, for most of our lives together, been whitewater and
downriver enthusiasts. We formerly led trips through some of the most beautiful canyons in the western US -- Grand Canyon,
Cataract Canyon, Desolation - Gray, Stillwater - Labyrinth, Big Bend of the Rio Grande, Lower Rio Grande Canyons, Snake,
Buffalo, Middle Fork, San Juan, Dolores, Umpqua, McKenzie, Willamette, Missouri Wild and Scenic -- but we have never
been down the Rogue River in southwestern Oregon. We had an opportunity to run the river with New Zealand friends, so we
tied off Halcyon halfway down the Columbia River and took a five-day 'cruise' in rafts and kayaks.

-

El and Bill, Cruising

-

Some Friends and a River Flowing

Kicked Back
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COLUMBIA RIVER
Launch: Big Eddy Marina. From Lewiston, ID go east on 12, cross the
Clearwater River at Orofino, then westerly beside the river through
Ahsahka, and turn right at the sign to Big Eddy Marina.

Nearby campsites: Dworshak State Park is farther along that river road,
but has a very steep descent with curves. Better to stay at Hell's Gate
State Park in Lewiston if you are trailering.

Reflections in a Wildland Lake

Comments: A wilderness lake. We never saw a light at night. There are
interesting docks, good scenery and wildlife. The lake is a hidden gem
and a delight to cruise (and fish, say the locals).

LAKE DWORSHAK
---------"Lake What?" El asked. We were in the visitor center of McNary Dam, getting information about locks along the Snake
and Columbia Rivers.
---------"LakeDworshak," I answered. "Ever hear of it?"
---------"Thought he was a composer," El said with a happy grin. "Never knew they had a lake named after him."
---------I was holding a Corps of Engineers brochure entitled, "Dworshak Dam and Reservoir...A Treasure Worth Discovering."
The cover photo pictured a narrow sinuous lake twisting back through forested Idaho mountains. The temperature outside the
visitor center was in the high nineties and that photo looked inviting. "Listen to this ... picturesque 184 miles of shoreline ...
seculded coves ... watch a blue heron fishing in the shallows ... convenient floating restrooms located throughout the reservoir
... wildlife watchers find great rewards ...retreat from the hot summer sun ... "
---------"Whoa," El interrupted, "retreat from the hot summer sun? Where is this place?"
---------A quick glance showed it to be just outside Lewiston, the start of our second phase of cruising the Columbia from
headwaters to sea.
---------"Let's leave Halcyon, and go up in the truck and see what's there," I suggested. "Tomorrow's another scorcher, and
some elevation and trees sound great." So off we went. We drove to Dworshak State Park, and after navigating the steep
winding descent we congratulated ourselves on doing the check-out of the reservoir without Halcyon pushing us down the hill.
The park was so nice, we camped there for three nights. A Pacific front arrived, with cold showers, and the world cooled off
delightfully. We checked out the ramp at the park, but decided there must be an easier way into the water without twisting
down that steep grade. The ranger suggested Big Eddy ramp as the easiest access, so off we went to check it out. We
stopped at the Corps visitor center near the dam to see the displays and get more information.

--Dworshak is the tallest straight axis concrete gravity dam in North America - 717 feet high
---------The next day we trailered up to Big Eddy and plunked Halcyon into the pond. Well, it was a little more complicated
than that, since this reservoir is a storage reservoir on the Columbia System (the North Fork of the Clearwater drains into the
Clearwater that joins the Snake that joins the Columbia - whew). Anyway, the lake was down 65 feet (it can go down 180)
and the ramp was a long way down.

The dock is somewhere down there near the vanishing point of the ramp - ears popped twice on the descent.

---------"Kinda ugly, isn't it?" the fisherman at the dock asked.
---------"Well, it would be more picture perfect if it was full," we opined. "But I'm a geologist, and look how beautifully the
geology is exposed with the lower water level," Bill pitched in. "And," El added with that infectious smile, "there's a singular
beauty about the microterraces., don't you think?"
---------"Well ... " He stared at the stepped mud slopes next to the ramp. "Yep," he drawled his answer. "Guess there are some
folks who can see beauty in anything ..." He looked around again at the stair-stepped banks of the lake ... "and you know, it is
kinda purty, ain't it?" he said, adding his grin to El's.

-Yep ... Kinda Purty

GEOLOGY IN THE BASEMENT
---------The geology is beautifully exposed at Lake Dworshak, and different from any we had previously cruised through. We
were cruising through the batholith. A what, you ask? A batholith - bathos (deep) lith (rock) - "deep rock." These rocks were
once deeply buried in the earth's crust, now exposed by uplift in the Rockies and eroded deeply to open a view into the deep
stuff that underlies virtually all the continent. It's under you right now. But, we don't often get to see these rocks since they are
covered by a thick blanket of rock.
---------Most of the deep stuff has been baked by intense heat and pressure -- both from the weight of overlying material and

from the violence of continental impacts crumpling and intrusion of molten magma. Geologists often refer to these rocks as
basement rock -- the stuff that underlies the continent -- in fact, it is actually the core of the continent and all the more familiar
rocks near the surface are Johnny-Come-Lately rocks. Basement rock is old -- very old. In Australia and Greenland, it is the
oldest rock known (around 4 billion years old) and some might even be remnants of the original crust that skimmed the
molten earth. Every continent has an ancient core, called Shields. Our continent has the Canadian Shield - a vast landscape
of hard, old, often-mineral rich rock. The shield divides Canada, geologically, geographically, and socially. Most everything
from the eastern border of Manitoba to the St. Lawrence River is hard, tough, soil-free rock. The glaciers scraped the soil off
the top of the shield, leaving bare ancient rock over much of that area. Building a railroad across that region to unite the
country was a major task, as highway construction still is. Look at a highway map of Canada - you can trace the border of the
shield by noting where the roads stop to the north in every province. Notice all the white area surrounding Hudson Bay - the
Bay itself is a salt-water-filled lowland almost in the center of the Canadian Shield, depressed by the weight of thousands of
feet of only recently-departed glacial ice. The Bay is, by the way, slowly rebounding now that the ice is gone, and it is
shrinking every year.

Roads Mostly Stop at the Shield

---------Anyway, after that brief digression onto the Shield, there are a few places in the United States where we can observe
basement rock while cruising. Lake Dworshak is one. The rock there is not shield - just that it has gone through (more
recently than ancient shield rocks) much the same process of formation. A huge molten mass, probably tear-drop shaped,
bulged upward into the surrounding country rock. It baked the surrounding rock, metamorphosing (meta=change morph=form)
it into dense slate, schist, gneiss, and quartzite. The molten material slowly cooled, deep underground, into pink granite.
When molten stuff cools slowly, it allows large crystals to form - the slower the cooling, the larger the crystals - and granite
may have some beautiful quartz and feldspar crystals.

-A Real Nice Gneiss, and Gneiss Shot Through with Intrusive Quartz Dikes.

-Slate, Intruded by a Granite Dike ----------Pink Granite, with some Terraced Mud on Top

---------There are a few places, way up near the end of the lake, where the floods of hot lava that buried the Columbia Basin

lap up onto the batholith. The basalt is easily recognized by its characteristic columnar shapes, the resut of cooling shrinkage
in the lava - just as mud drying cracks into rough polygons (usually hexagons), so does lava when it cools.

-Bees, Mudcracks, and Basalt Love Polygons - Best Shape to Have the Most Enclosed Volume, and Still Nest
Perfectly

DESTINATION DOCKS
---------Studying the chart of the lake we noticed a square symbol labelled destination dock. Well, we had never heard of a
destination dock so we made one our first 'destination' on our cruise. What a pleasant surprise -- a large rectangular floating
dock, with the interior open as a 200' deep swimming pool. We used these docks for swimming, kicking back, lunch spots,
and overnight homes - delightful. This lake is a deep one, with rocks and stumps, a tough one for anchoring - but these
destination docks allowed us to avoid anchoring.

c
Great Place to Tie, or for a Sundowner

WILDLIFE
---------The entire shoreline is either Corps, State Park, or National Forest controlled so there are no developments except
those ancillary to recreation. Most of the shore and for a distance of a quarter mile inland is natural. So, wildlife viewing is
excellent. We spotted many deer, a heard of elk, and many birds (we turned about 1 megamillion dark stumps into black
bears, but none ever moved).

-

Osprey, Aquatic Deer, and Elk

THE NAME

STUMPED
---------Logging was, and still is, big business in this country. A large Potlatch mill is one of Lewiston's biggest industries. For
boaters, the result is some evidence of clear cutting, some bits of history left on the banks of the rivers, and fascinating tales
from the 'old days.' Before the dam was closed on Lake Dworshak, the Corps hired loggers to cut all the timber below the
water line so the water would be clear of obstacles. Now, the stumps can be a hazard, for those who prefer anchoring, since
they are anchor traps. On the plus side, they make interesting 'art.'

-

-

Log Drive in the 'Old Days' --------------------'Anchor Catchers'-----------------

-

-Tippy-Toes, Octopus and Slither

-Tough Life Cruising - Your Authors
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COLUMBIA RIVER
Launch: Hells Gate State Park in Lewiston, ID - good ramp and fenced
parking for the vehicle and trailer.

Nearby campsites: In the State Park - near town, good pull-through sites
for the boat on the trailer.

Comments: Lewiston is a great little town. It has almost everything you
need, "right on 21st street." Don't miss the Grill downtown for a great
Reuben.

SNAKE RIVER
------The Snake River is the seventh longest river on the continent. We have canoed its headwaters beneath the Grand Teton
and splashed rapids through the Snake River Canyon near Jackson Hole, Wyoming. We have dumped, twice, in its upper
reaches - good memories and entertaining tales for grandkids around the campfire. It is a wonderful and beautiful river. The
lower 145 miles, from Lewiston, Idaho to the junction with the Columbia River near the Tri Cities, is maintained as a
commercially navigable waterway by the Corps of Engineers. This bottom stretch of the river is as beautiful and interesting a
river to cruise in a small boat as the headwaters are to raft.
LOCKS AND DAMS
------There are four locks on the navigable Snake - and each is an adrenaline rush. El and I had a friendly competition to see
whose heart was thumping loudest as we approached the locks. Each lock is a little over one hundred feet of drop/lift.
Enclosed deep within the dripping darkness, in the maw of the lock, is an intimidating but marvelous experience.

Daunting - We Go Into There? The Sign Up There on the Right Says "Lose Hope, All Ye Who Enter Here"

------We have been through a little over two hundred locks with Halcyon, but no two are ever alike and each has its own
characteristics, its wind, and its current. Upriver, sometimes on the same rivers we have later locked through in their lower
stretches, we have also paddled through rapids, in canoes, kayaks, and rafts, some of them many times, but never are they
exactly alike either.
------"People are the same way," El said when we were discussing locks. "Everybody is different. Each of us has our own
history, our own stories to tell. Every lock is different, even when they look superficially alike."

------"But, how come a single lock is different every time?" I protested. "Certainly, there should be some consistentcy in the
behavior of an individual lock." The scientist in me always looks for replicable patterns.
------"You, Bill, are never the same every day," came the quick answer from El. "Before and after coffee, rested or tired,
hungry or stuffed - you are always different depending on different conditions. With a lock, it's the wind, the individual
operator, the current, how we handle the boat and the lines - there are so many variables that the locking experience is never
exactly the same, even in the same lock. Every time through is unique. Unique! - that's what makes the heart thump and
keeps life exciting. That's what I love about locks, each is special"
------"And," I added, "- that's what I love about you."

Upstream - Full and Empty

Downstream

------The instructions at the lock gate say to tie to a bitt on the bollard. DON'T TIE! One person heads to the bow and cleats a
line to the bow cleat of your boat. The skipper manuevers the bow near the bollard, the bow person passes the line over the
bitt on the bollard, and holds the line. Then with the boat still sliding forward, the skipper heads to the cockpit, loops a line
cleated to the aft boat cleat over the bollard, and stands in the cockpit holding its free end (after making a dash to the
controls to turn off the engines since exhaust is not nice in the confines of a lock). Then, down (or up) you go.

-

-

The Bollard - the Bitt is Just Below the Picture on Left - Bow and Stern Lines Looped (NOT TIED) Over the Bitt

------After completing the lockage, with the gate open ahead, and at the radio command or one hoot from the lockmaster, you
start engines, each lifts their line off the pin, and 'away we go'.

------Under the Dripping Guillotine and Back On The River
------There are those who would have the dams removed from the Snake River. Reasons are many, but they basically boil
down to returning the river to a natural state where wild salmon can run free to the headwaters. Economically, this would be
difficult since barges haul grain and other commodities efficiently. Also, the water diverted from the reservoirs is used
extensively for agriculture, particularly wheat-growing.

-A Bumper Sticker
TOWS
------We passed several tows a day during our journey. The skippers here are as skilled and professional as anywhere we
have met them. They are the eighteen-wheelers of the waterway, and we admire and respect them and their lives. We have
written about towboats if you wish to learn more about their lives on the river.

Working and Posing

GEOLOGIC TALES
-----The geologic story of the Snake is summarized in our story, Columbia Rocks. There we talk of the awesome results of
colliding geologic plates. Here, on the Snake, the evidence of collision is more subtle. The picture below shows a tumble of
rocks near the shoreline that don't show the bedding of the overlying lava flows. It is a small granite plug, that intruded
through a punctured crust during plate collision. This chunk of granite gives the name to the next dam downriver, Lower
Granite Dam.

Granite (Near Shore) with Lava Layers Above

------The tales of geologic fire are written in the canyon walls, layer upon layer of lava flows. The basalt sometimes freezes
into prismatic columns, looking like black cordwood stacked vertically.

Columnar Basalt and 'Burned' Soil Below a Lava Flow

------The stretch of the Snake below Lower Granite Dam has some huge piles of glacial debris carried by the floodwaters from
the breaking ice dam of Lake Missoula.

A Delta of Glacial Debris, Dropped by Floodwaters Hundreds of Feet High

RIVER SCENES
------We really enjoyed our trip down the Snake. The weather was perfect, the scenes varied, the wildlife easy to spot, and the
many coves and parks to tie off or anchor were magnificent. The highway soon leaves the riverside, with only the occasional
train or rancher's pickup along the shores. This is one beautiful river.

Upriver There are Canyons and Downriver They Recede to Slopes

------Twilight is a special time. The business of the day slowly winds down and calmness seeps into the landscape. Halcyon
was alone at the dock as El and I sat in the cockpit, quietly chatting. The light in our cove slowly turned down until we sat in
the cool shades of dusk. Hills surrounding us turned a ruddy brown, and shadows lenghened in the coulees. A family of
beavers were creasing the calm water in the cove with their V-wakes. The young 'uns chased each other in the water and
bullied each other away from especially succulent twigs on the shore. The adults looked on with apparent calm disdain, as
parents of teenagers usually do. A Great Blue Heron merged its lanky figure with the top of a piling and surveyed the scene
with indifference -sometimes indulging in an amusing fit of scratching. A Great Horned Owl mournfully called from the dark
trees ringing the cove. We sat in silence, as we often do, witnesses to the amazing transition from day to night.
------The Hopi believe our ancestors surround us, if we are aware. The shape of a cloud, the form of a tree, the profile of a
stone pillar all may represent the spirit of the old ones. As the owl cried his mournful lament, we watched the spirits shape the
shadows.

Alone at Twilight, With the Company of Shadows
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COLUMBIA RIVER
------ The Columbia is a long river. We traveled nine hundred twentythree miles of the river and its tributaries before we reached the TriCities.
We cruised from the glacier-clad peaks of the Rockies in British
Columbia, along the pine-covered banks of Northeastern Washington,
through the canyons of the Snake, and now into the sere high deserts
near the Idaho, Washington, Oregon borders.
------ There are three hundred fourteen miles to go to reach salt water
and the mouth of the Columbia. What a river of history, contrasts, and
challenges.
Dawn Below TriCities

NAVIGABLE COLUMBIA
------The sun rose on a different river this morning. Behind us is the Snake - ahead the Columbia. We are tied off for the night
at the junction. Lewis and Clark spent the night here. So did David Thompson, as he pondered which of the great rivers
should bear the name Columbia. The Snake is much the longer, but the volume is greater in the Columbia. Like many before
and since, he decided that bigger was better.

The Junction Marker - Half Green, Half Red - Half Snake, Half Columbia

------"We're there, hon," El said with a grin over her morning coffee. "Back into the Main Stream - The 'Mighty River'. Another
historic junction in our lives."
------"We've shared a few, haven't we?" I pondered our camps at the meeting of the Yellowstone and the Missouri, the
Missouri and the Mississippi, the Tennessee and the Ohio, the Ohio and ol' Miss - the junctions where we shared history with
those who had come before.
------We untied our lines and quietly slid out of the cove at Sacagawea State Park and into the last few feet of Snake River.
Drifting to the junction, we could feel the tug of the Columbia's flow. The bow swung to port, as though responding to the pull
of the ocean. This pull was gravity's urging - we, however, were responding to the urging within us - to see another river, to
get to know its beginnings and endings, to be a part of it and more importantly, for it to be a part of us.
RIVER LOGIC

------Sometimes it seems there is no logic to the course of a river. David Thompson had a devil of a time figuring out the
headwaters of this river. Way up in British Columbia's Rocky Mountains, there is a swampy valley. A river flows northwesterly
from the top of the valley, as though heading to Alaska. Another flows southerly, avoiding the high Rockies, and heading
toward the US border. Thompson knew the mainstream Columbia was south of that valley and down in what is now the US.
Surely, the southerly stream must be the Columbia's headwaters. But, where did that river heading northwest go? He built
some canoes, and headed out of the valley on the northwest stream toward the Kinbasket country. After many miles, it took a
right-angle bend to the southwest, then another twist and it, too, was heading toward the south through the Revelstoke Valley.
Many miles south, it joined another river entering from the east - and he recognized it as the second river of that high swampy
valley. The mystery was solved. Since the river that started out to the northwest had the greater volume of water at the
junction, he determined it was the Columbia and the other river the Kootenay.
------What Thompson didn't know, was that glaciers had altered the courses of those rivers - not once but many times. Once,
the Kootenay was the main stream, but glacial ice deflected the flow of meltwater into the Kinbasket Valley and the water had
to find a route out. It found a spillway through a fault zone in the mountains - the right-angle bend in the river - and wore a
deep valley in the fractured cleft through the range. So there is riverine logic, but it often takes a geologist to figure it out.
------The Columbia heads toward the southeast from the TriCities. We moved through dawn water following river logic, as
though bound for Arizona and the Grand Canyon. The Horse Heaven Hills rose to the west of us, blocking the river's course
to the sea. Finally, the Columbia got around that barrier and headed westerly. That turn stopped us.
WIND
------It is only a ten mile stretch to the southeast from the TriCities to the bend in the river at Wallula Gap. We had covered
eight of those miles when we recognized a northbound boat. They had left our dock earlier that morning. They vectored
toward Halycon and hailed us. "Terrible down there," the drenched skipper called over. "Wind's blowing like stink and we got
pounded." Water poured off their cabin roof and dripped from his hat.
------It was almost hard to believe, as we gently rocked in calm air, except for the evidence dripping in front of us. "We're
heading back in," he shouted as they beat tail back to the north.
------"What'll we do, hon?" Except for ominous waves that seemed to have no source, there was no sign of wind. NOAA
weather said there would be winds up to 25 with gusts to 45 in the afternoon with the arrival of a Pacific cold front.
------"Turn around, of course," was El's quick response. "We're out here to enjoy the river, not get the stuffings knocked out of
us. Let's head back to the TriCities and wait it out."
------As though nature conspired with El, the wind suddenly began to blow. We could see it sneaking around the point, at the
Twin Sisters, in Wallula Gap. "Done," I responded, turning the wheel hard over and putting our stern to the wind.

Twin Sisters

------Back in Richmond, we pulled into the Clover Island Yacht Club. The rest of the day and evening we enjoyed the
company of some most cordial folks. We could watch the Weather Channel as sand blew past the clubhouse on winds up to
60 mph and munch good chow at a nearby restaurant. The local folks worked over our charts, giving us good advice about
places to tie off, harbors of wind refuge, and tricky shoals. They also shared their 'Clover Island YC Wind Guide to the
Columbia' - when the flag flies straight out off the bridge, stay in harbor. One seasoned skipper added, "The wind never stops
on the Columbia - rarely, maybe once a month, it slows down, comes up for air, and then starts blowing again. If you waited
for the wind to dead stop, your boat would grow moss."

A Columbia Wind Flag

------The next morning, with the flag gently flapping, we headed out again. It was a beautiful morning in Richmond, and the
wind was "coming up for air."

Under the Bridges In Calm Air

------The ocean off Oregon is cold. There is a frigid southbound current that flows like a river, carrying ice-melt from Alaska to
California. The spinning earth forces this southerly current against the shoreline. The cold water chills the air above. It too is a
fluid, and responding to the cold it contracts. Cold, contracted air weighs more than warmer air, so it sinks. This creates more
air pressure along the coastline - a high pressure zone, usually just called a 'high' on the weather maps. Inland, the sun beats
on the dry hot plains east of the Cascades. A bulge of hot air rises creating low pressure at the surface - a 'low.' High
pressure flows toward low pressure, and the huge differential creates a blast of air moving inland every day that the sun
shines on the plains.
------There is one pronounced gap through the Cascades - the Columbia Gorge - and the winds funnel daily through this cut
with a ferocity that seldom abates during the warm summer months.
------We timorously approached the eastern end of the Gorge - Wallula Gap - and felt the same portentous waves as the
previous day. No wind - just waves in an otherwise gently flowing river. Rounding the bend, we hit the blast of the waveforming wind. Not wanting any moss on Halcyon, we turned her bow into the wind waves that we would buck for most of the
next three hundred miles. Ah, it was like the days we lived under sail - 'life at five knots.' Halcyon can plow just about anything
reasonable, but to be relatively comfortable she (and we) travel at displacement speeds less than ten knots. So we plowed
through Wallula doing five, while the air around us ripped from the giant 'H' on the weather map, along the coast, to the huge
'L' over the plains just east of us.

-Sun on the River and Rough Water at Wallula Gap (Spray on the Window)

------The folks at Clover Island YC had suggested we leave harbor at daybreak, when the wind is often the least, and find
refuge as the wind accelerates through the day. We respect local knowledge, and it was dawn, but the wind woke up earlier

than we did that day. Every morning through the Gorge we were under way early, some mornings using radar to guide us
through the marks in darkness, but we rarely caught the wind napping. Dawn light is beautiful in the Gorge, so the early
departures were a pleasure. We usually could cruise four to five hours before tying off in a harbor about mid-morning, and
hanging out ashore for the rest of the day.
IT BLOWS GOOD FOR MANY

------As the old expression says, 'It's an ill wind that doesn't blow good for someone.' We soon discovered that it blows good
for many - all those who like to ride the wind on water. We soon discovered that there is a major industry in the Columbia
Gorge based on the wind - kite boarding and wind surfing. The World Championships in these sports are held here, and for
good reason. Afficionados can rely on strong winds every day.
------It was marvelous entertainment for us - tied off for the day - watching some of the most skilled wind riders anywhere.

Kite Boarding

Graceful Beauty

GEOLOGIC TALES
------The geologic story of the Columbia River is told in The Columbia Rocks, but we were teachers, and can't resist a few
more tales and pictures to continue developing your geologic eyes. Upriver, before entering the Gorge, the landscape is
subdued. Flat-lying lava beds, blanketed by wind-blown glacial dust (loess), were modified and shaped by the incredible
floods of glacial times.

Upriver Lowlands

------Wallula Gap was a barrier to the floodwaters of glacial times. The narrow gap constricted the flood, and it was often
stopped up with icebergs and debris. Floods topped over the confining walls and found release across the surrounding land,
ripping and tearing the landscape. As the water receded, ice bergs containing huge boulders became stranded, dumping their
lithic burden on the drying landscape. Small creeks and defiles were widened into river courses by the floodwaters, and after
the deluge, the small creeks incongruously occupied huge valleys.
------Downriver, the basalts were uplifted and tilted by the forces of plate collision. These higher rock layers became a
challenge for the floodwaters.

Uplifted, Tilted Basalts Draped with Loess

------Finding weaknesses in the rock, the raging torrents gnawed downwards through the lava beds, ultimately scouring a
deep gorge through the resisting layers.

The Columbia Gorge

------Interlayered with the basaltic lava beds are layers of clay and silt - the residue of soils, lake beds, and sand dunes that
developed between the periods of lava eruption. These layers, now cut open in the Gorge, create slippage zones in the steep
walls. Landslides, some of gigantic proportions, crashed down the sides of the Gorge, sometimes so large as to temporarily
block the flow of the river. Some of these slides are still active, requiring annual repair of highways and the railroad line.

Map of Landslides near Columbia Locks and the Cascade Landslide

------Native Americans had a 'legend' regarding the slides. Tyee Sahalee, the Supreme Being, had two sons - Klickitat and
Wyeast - who quarreled over who should possess this beautiful land. So he built a bridge, Tahmhnawis, the Bridge of the
Gods, across the river, and sent each son to opposite sides. However, they both fell in love with the same beautiful woman Loowit - and continued their violent quarrels. Their behavior so angered their father, that he destroyed the bridge and turned
Wyeast into Mt. Hood, Klickitat into Mt. Adams, and Loowit into Mt. St. Helens.
NATIVE AMERICANS
------There were folks along this river for 13,500 years, say the archeologists. Recent discoveries indicate a longer time
interval. Here they gathered for the annual salmon runs up the river, or to snag giant sturgeon from deep holes in the river.
The salmon days were social days - times to dance, to court, to compete. Some artists depicted tales from legends painting
pictographs on rocks near the river. We cruised slowly to see and appreciate their work.

Pictographs Seen From the River

------Life then, as today, was punctuated with special times. Times of joy, of reverence, of sorrow. We cruised slowly by
several burial islands, one marked by a centograph commemorating a white man who was befriended by Natives.

Cenotaph on Indian Burial Island and Indian Fish Net Weight

------Natives fished the river and roamed the land freely for at least 13,350 years. For the past 150 years things have been
different. In 1855, after 22 days of meeting, the Natives ceded 30,000 square miles of the best of the Columbia Basin east of
the Cascades to whites in exchange for a small rocky, dry, unproductive reservation. The Treaty guaranteed that thefishdependent Natives could continue fish, with the whites, "at the usual and accustomed places, forever." Those places are gone
- under the waters of the reservoirs backed up behind the dams.

Native Fishing Scaffold and Burial Canoe, A Symbolic Memorial for Chinook Chief Comcomly

FISH
------The Columbia is a highway for fish. White sturgeon, one of the best-tasting smoked fish we have ever eaten, prowl the
bottom and suck up food like giant vacuum cleaners. They are among the oldest (individually and as a species) and biggest
(larger than many boats) fish in America. They co-habited with dinosaurs.
------Walleyes were introduced from the Midwest and grow to twenty pounds. Record fish back east are an everyday dinner
along the Columbia.
------There are also bass, catfish, crappie, and the shad are so numerous they sometimes plug fish ladders.
------The most famous fishery is Oncorhynchus, the Pacific Salmon. This genus includes chinook, sockeye, coho, chum and
pink salmon, as well as steelhead and cutthroat trout. The incredible historic runs of salmon defy belief - tens of millions of
huge fish returning from the sea to spawn in their native creeks. Then, the dams. In 1900, 16 million steelhead and salmon now less than 3 million, and over 90% of those are hatchery fish. It's not just the physical barrier, but also the warm, slow
changed river conditions. At great expense, both monetary and biological, the government is trying to re-establish the fishery.
This is a subject of heated debate, with about as many divisions of opinion as there are fisherman. Since El and I don't fish
and don't live in the Northwest, we will leave the arguing to others.

Commercial Fishing For Salmon

A 'Hog Line' of Recreational Fishers and the Ultimate Fisher

STEAMBOATS
------The cascades and rapids of the Columbia were a hazard to navigation from the earliest days of human habitation.
Natives portaged their wooden canoes around the obstacles. Lewis and Clark ran many of those cascades at great risk.
Emigrant 'trains' later set off in wagons along the Oregon Trail, headed into a wilderness, guided by their desperate dreams.

The last portion of the trip, for many, was a raft trip through the treacherous Columbia River Gorge, before turning southerly
to the Willamette Valley. The pioneers portaged the rapids. They had almost finished the eight month journey, on which at
least one person in ten died, and they didn't want to risk all so long into the trail. The river was the 'road' for my great-aunt,
when as a child, she finished her long trek to Oregon.
------As the population of Europeans in Oregon grew in the 1800's, the river became the main avenue of commerce. In the
1850's, mule-powered railroads on wooden rails portaged goods around the cataracts. The need to create safe passage
through the river's cascades grew, and, with the advent of steamboats, pressure mounted for locks and canals. In 1876,
Congress allocated money for a lock and canal at Cascade Locks. Work was slow and after twenty years a 3,000 foot canal
and a two-chambered lock was finally constructed. In 1938, the canal and locks were rendered unnecessary by the rising
water behind Bonneville Dam.

Running the Rapids

-

-

--

Cascade Locks - Then and Now

------In 1836, the first steamship crossed the Bar into the Columbia River. This was the Hudson's Bay Company 100-foot
sidewheeler, Beaver. The first American steamship, the propeller-driven Massachusetts, entered the river in 1849. With the
completion of the Cascade Locks, steamship traffic reached a feverish pitch. By the mid-1880's, more than 200 steamships
were churning the Columbia's waters from Astoria to Lewiston. Deep draft sidewheelers worked the lower river to Cascade
Locks, and shallow draft sternwheelers worked the middle and upper river from the Locks to Lewiston.
------There was great competition between the steamships, both for speed and quantity of goods carried. It was a 6-hour trip
between the Dalles and Portland. The 160-foot sternwheeler, Henderson, was built in 1901. She had a long and distinguished
career, and in 1950 was one of two wood-hulled steamships working the river. In 1952, she was in the last steamboat
sternwheeler race on the Columbia, against the new steel-hulled Portland. She fell behind, when she lost steam. But, she
was cheered on by Jimmy Stewart and the cast of the film, Bend of the River, who were on board. Her crew shunted live
steam into her cylinders until the wheel churned at an incredible 30 rpm. She finished the 3.6 mile race a nose ahead of the
Portland In November 1956, she encountered heavy swells while towing a grain ship across the Bar. She was forced to shore
and declared a loss. In 1964, she was burned to salvage her scrap metal.

-

-

The Race Between the Henderson (left) and the Portland. The Sternwheel of the Henderson.

------There are paddlewheel boats today, taking tourists up the river and reliving those golden days of steamboating on the
Columbia

Modern Paddlewheelers - The Columbia Gorge and the Queen of the West

LOCKS AND DAMS
------The Columbia is navigable from the sea to Lewiston, Idaho with 26 ports between TriCities and the ocean. Two cruise
lines operate excursions up the Columbia and the Snake, as far as Clarkston. All this is thanks to the locks and dams.Four on
the main stream, and four on the Snake - BIG locks and big dams - some of the highest lockages in the US. They pond the
river into a series of lakes, deepening the water for the towboats that carry commerce up and down the river. They allow
continuous navigation, but they do represent a challenge for the cruising boater. Especially on the Columbia, where wind
becomes a major factor.

Windsock At The Lock

The Dam and the Lock - Yes, the Gate Lifts Vertically Over 100 Feet!

TOWS
------Most of the tow boats on the Columbia are standard push boats; shoving huge loads using their 'knees' against the last
barge. These tows must pass close to fishermen, kite boarders, water skiiers, and boaters. The strings of barges are
massive, up to 600 feet long and weighing more than 15,000 tons. They travel up to nine knots, and require more than a mile
to stop. We have described tows and the life aboard of their crews in Towboats, if you want to read more about these skilled
and challenging jobs.

-

-

Pushing up the Columbia, Past Fisherman Anchored in the Channel

------In the lower river, ocean tugs pull their massive barges with heavy chains and cables to their docks along the river.
Boaters must be aware of the long cable linking the tug to the barge. There have been tragic accidents from boats cutting
between the craft, tripping on the cable, and being run-down by the enginless barge. These barges are especially difficult to
manuever and stop and require especial caution by boaters.

An Ocean Tug Pulling a Barge

FAMOUS LOCALES
------James Hill was a railway baron who built the railroad along the north shore of the Columbia River in 1908. In 1907, his
son-in-law, Sam Hill (who had the good co-incidence of sharing the same surname with his wealthy in-law) bought 6,000
acres of land on the bluffs of the Columbia. In 1914, he began construction of a chateau, what he named Maryhill for his
daughter, Mary. He intended to live in the concrete mansion. By 1926, it was still unfinished, and Hill had it dedicated as an
art museum. He donated much of his extensive art collection to the museum. It finally opened to the public in 1940, nine
years after Hill died.

Maryhill, as Seen From the River

-

-

-

Rooster Rock and Beacon Rock

LIFE ON THE LOWER RIVER
------The last 100 miles, from Portland to the sea, was a mixture of many sights. Huge ocean-going cargo ships, "salties,"
cruised up the channel. Lumber mills and an abandoned nuclear power plant lined the shores.

But, for the last miles on the river, nature seemed to conspire to paint a tableau of beauty. Rural scenes replaced the urban
bustle of Portland. The wind "came up for air," and a stillness and peace prevaded us and the river.

--

Calm Beauty

THE BAR
------"Mere description can give but little idea of the terrors of the bar of the Columbia; all who have seen it have spoken of
the wilderness of the ocean, and the incessant roar of the waters, representing it as one the most fearful sights that can
possible meet the eye of the sailor." - Commander Wilkes, U.S. Navy, ca 1860 (who lost his ship on the Columbia Bar)

------More than two thousand ships, and over 200 large vessels, have sunk on the Columbia Bar since 1792. More than 700
persons have lost their lives in those frigid waters. Mariners refer to the Bar as the "Graveyard of the Pacific". High seas,
winter storms, strong westward river flow against frequent strong westerly winds, and shifting sandbars make this one of the
most dangerous areas to shipping in the world. During winter storms, wind-driven ocean swells often reach a height of 20-30
feet at the entrance of the bar.

Map of Large Ships Lost on the Bar, and a Ship, Crossing the Bar

------El and I cruised out to Buoy 9, just short of the beginning of the Bar passage. We had an outgoing tide and a rising
westerly, so, lacking experience and skill for crossing the bar, we headed back. On our return, we were passed by a Bar Pilot
boat. There are twenty Columbia River Bar Pilots, who board ships and guide them across the Bar. Federal law requires all
ships to carry a bar pilot for the seventeen-mile crossing. We were told that the pilots must meet the highest licensing
standard for pilotage in the US.

Columbia Bar Pilot

----- While in Warrenton, near the mouth of the Columbia, we saw Coast Guard vessels and helicopters from Coast Guard
Station Cape Disappointment, the “Pacific Graveyard Guardians. ” It is the largest Coast Guard search and rescue station on
the Northwest Coast, with 50 crew members. The station has five search and rescue boats, including three vessels designed
for operations in heavy surf conditions. They are capable of being rolled over by breaking swells and will re-right themselves
with minimal damage.
----- Commonly known as Station Cape “D”, station crewmembers respond to 300-400 calls for assistance every year, the
most active rescue station in the country. The station’s heaviest workload occurs during the months of early June through
mid-September, when many recreational boaters cross the Bar in search of salmon and bottom fish. El and I listened, at the
Maritime Museum in Astoria, to the recorded radio transmissions between the Coast Guard and a sinking vessel on the Bar.
The fear and panic in the voices from the boat crew and the last words from the vessel before the fatal sinking were a
poignant reminder to us of the dangers of the "Graveyard of the Pacific."

-

-

Coast Guard Rescue and Vessels -- Columbia River Maritime Museum, Astoria

----- Cape Disappointment is the headland on the north side of the Bar. It was first charted as ‘San Roque’ by the Spanish
explorer, Bruno Heceta, in August 1775. Heceta recognized this was probably the mouth of a large river, but, his
crewmembers were too weak from scurvy to explore the entrance.
----- In July 1788, Lieutenant John Meares of the British Royal Navy used Heceta’s navigational charts to locate ‘San Roque.’
Lt. Meares was unable to find the river entrance among the myriad shoals so he renamed the headland, Cape
Disappointment. Several years later, in May 1792, the American Captain Robert Gray first crossed the bar with his ship, the
USS Columbia Rediviva. The river was named for his ship, in honor of this first passage.-

USS Columbia Rediviva - Maritime Museum

----- Cape Disappointment Light marks the north side of the Bar. It was constructed at the headland and illuminated in October
1856, making this the oldest operational lighthouse on the Northwest Coast. It was originally illuminated by whale oil.

--"Ocian in view! O! The Joy!"
----- We had finished our journey of over 1,200 miles. We had been on the Columbia's water for a month and a half, from the
glaciers of the Rockies to the Bar, and like Clark wrote almost two hundred years before, "O! The Joy!" Salt spray splashed
through the forward window as we slowed our engines. It was a moment of quiet appreciation. We rose and fell in the swells,
on the edge of the Pacific, with Cape Disappointment off our starboard quarter. "Time to head to port, hon," El said in a soft
voice, "It's not our time to cross the Bar."

Crossing the Bar ---by Alfred, Lord Tennyson
Sunset and evening star, And one clear call for me!
And may there be no moaning of the bar, When I put out to sea,
But such a tide as moving seems asleep, Too full for sound and foam,
When that which drew from out the boundless deep, Turns again home.
Twilight and evening bell, And after that the dark!
And may there be no sadness of farewell, When I embark;

For though from out our bourne of Time and Place, The flood may bear me far,
I hope to see my Pilot face to face, When I have crossed the bar.
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COLUMBIA RIVER
------Friendships are the true gold of life.
------We ended our Columbia River cruise in Warrenton, OR, tied off next
to four other C-Dorys. Within minutes, Tim and Tyboo Mike were there
with those smiles that shone brighter than the beacon at North Head.
For the next few days, we were surrounded by good wine from Stone
Wolf, shrimp, corn, clam strips, chowder, tuna tasters, smoked sturgeon,
canned salmon - but, most importantly, by good friends.
------These were days we will never forget. Thanks all for sharing with us
life's most precious gift - your warm hearts of friendship.
PURE GOLD

WARRENTON GATHERING

-

-

-

-

-
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TRUMAN RESERVOIR, MISSOURI
Launch: H. S. Truman State Park. There is an excellent boat ramp with
ample parking (during off-season).
Nearby campsites: Right in the State Park.

Comments: Truman Reservoir is the largest flood control lake in
Missouri. A slightly larger run-of-the-river reservoir, Lake of the Ozarks,
adjoins Truman. There are Corps of Engineers access ramps to each
lake within a few miles of each other at Warsaw, MO.
A BEAUTIFUL CRUISE
------The Osage River flows along the north flank of the Ozark Dome, adjacent to the rolling prairie lands of the Great Plains.
Blocked now by the Harry S. Truman dam, lake waters have spread through the valley of the Osage and its tributaries
creating one of the most beautiful cruising grounds in Missouri. Rocky bluffs overhang the water, rugged hills rise above, and
a hardwood oak forest covers the landscape creating eye-filling beauty. There is excellent fishing amid the drowned forest
land, intentionally left for fish habitat. Wildlife abounds, with deer and turkeys perhaps the most interesting to watch from
anchor.
------Thirty thousand years ago, during the Ice Ages, a spruce forest covered this land. Paleontologists digging in spring bogs
along the Pomme de Terre, a tributary stream, have found the bones of Pleistocene megafauna. These include giant beavers,
huge ground sloths larger than grizzly bears, mastodon to dwarf present-day elephants, monstrous musk oxen, and tapirs the
size of hereford bulls.

-

-

------The earliest humans in this area were probably the Clovis Culture, hunting the megafauna perhaps to extinction. The first
European to describe the region was Marquette, but the first expedition to explore the area was that of Charles Du Tisne in
1719, who named the river for the resident Osage Indians. The Osage River later became a part of the Santa Fe Trail, a
trade route from St. Louis to Santa Fe. European settlers first moved to the area in the early 1830's, using the river as the
primary avenue of travel and trade.

------The town of Warsaw grew in the late 1830's, linked to the east and west by the Butterfield Stage Line. In the 1870's, the
Younger brothers and James gangs moved through the area. John Younger was killed in a shoot-out with Pinkerton agents in
the area.

The Youngers and Jesse James

------Warsaw is a great little town, that annually, in October, celebrates its past. We arrived at just the right time to enjoy the
festivities.

-

-

'Our' Little House in the Ozarks

-

-

'Our' Neighbors, Making Music and Sorghum

THE GEOLOGIC SETTING
------Southern mid-continent geology is described in the thread titled, 'Ark Rocks.' Truman Reservoir lies on the north flank of
the Ozark Dome, so the rocks are mostly flat-lying ancient limestones deposited in the shallow sea that covered most of
interior North America in the early Paleozoic, 300 million years ago.

-

-

Flat-lying Limestones, and a Pot Hole (Eroded by the Swirling Waters of the Osage River)

-

-

Rock Hound, Fossil Crinoids (Animals from 300 my ago), and Pebble Pups
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OKLAHOMA - ARKANSAS
Launch: At the Corps of Engineers ramp, in the Applegate Cove-- ----Recreation Area, adjacent to Applegate Marina, Sallisaw, OK

Nearby campsites:The Recreation Area has sites near the Marina- and
the ramp.

Sunrise Over the Arkansas River

Comments: -The folks at the marina are great people. You can fuel your
tanks, tie the boat, leave your truck and trailer in good hands, get good
information about the river, and a fine cup of coffee. What more could a
cruiser want at the start of a-voyage? A good guidebook. And there is
an excellent one, written by Bruce and Joyce Johnson. Many of the
stories we relate here are excerpted from their guidebook.
------This is a brown river, with many locks, fascinating history, rock
ledges and bird song. It is a cruising gem in the heartland of America.

THE ARKANSAS RIVER
THE FORGOTTEN RIVER
------Much of the history of early mid-America is recorded along the banks of the Arkansas River. From the earliest days of
human occupancy by the Moundbuilders, to the stories drifting through time to us from the days of settlers and outlaws, and
those remembered horrors whispered around the winter fires of forebears walking the Trail of Tears - there are tales and
scattered remains that breathe a human pulse into this landscape. Our history books and classes, however, spend little time
with the Mounds of the Mississippi, the Trail of Tears, or Ft. Gibson. The importance of the Arkansas River is largely unknown
or forgotten by most, including boat cruisers. It has not always been so.
------The Arkansas has two names, one in Arkansas and one in Oklahoma. In Arkansas, it is, naturally, called the Ar-KanSaw. In Oklahoma, folks perversely call it Ar-Kan-Sas. One must mentally adjust at the border.
------This is the third longest river in the country, and the longest tributary of the Mississippi / Missouri System. This past
summer we were beside a little bubbling, clear-water stream high in the Colorado Rockies - the Arkansas. Now we are
cruising her brown waters in the South.
------Like many rivers, there is a human love-hate relationship. It served as a source of food, an avenue of transportation and
trade, the lifeblood of human crops - but it is the second most destructive flood river in the country. The long course from the
peaks of the Rockies, across the broad High Plains, and down to the Interior Lowlands exposes the river, and residents on its
banks, to every major storm in the central US - from mountain snowmelt, to massive frontal systems on the plains, to tropical
storms forcing inland from the Gulf. Human history along its banks is a litany of inundation.
------For every yin, there is a yang. The river bore settlers to the land. From the dawn of human history in the Americas, these
muddy waters have been a riverine highway. The Moundbuilders, a fascinating people of tall stature, beautiful art, elaborate
ceremonials, and massive earth structures, lived and traded along its shores. The remains of one of the largest mound cities

of early North America, Spiro, lies a short distance south from the river, near present-day Lock 14.

-

-

Moundbuilders of Spiro Mounds

PETIT JEAN
-----------French trappers and explorers moved on its waters, exploring Louisiana Territory. Poignant tales drift through the
mists of time from those early days. A young adventurous French nobleman, Chavet, was promised in marriage to a beautiful
young Parisian girl, Adrienne. The King promised Chavet that if he explored Louisiana Territory, and found land that appealed
to him, it would be his. He set off for Louisiana without Adrienne, afraid of the hardship of exploration in the wilderness for
her. He promised to return to marry, and live together in the new world. Adrienne was heartbroken but determined. She
secretly dressed as a boy, called herself 'Jean,' and sailed as a cabin boy on the same ship with Chavet, who did not
recognize her. They sailed up the Mississippi and up the Arkansas. At the base of a beautiful mountain, friendly Indians
invited the crew to spend the summer. In the fall, Chavet prepared the vessel with provisions for the sail back to France for
his beloved Adrienne. The night before departure, Petit Jean, the 'cabin boy,' became ill. In delirium and high fever she
revealed her identity to her lover, but two days later she died. The Indians carried her to the mountain top and there,
overlooking the beautiful Arkansas River Valley, she was buried. Years later, American settlers found a low mound of earth
covered with rocks perfectly fitted, on the mountain crest. It is there today, atop the mountain named Petit Jean.

The Mountain Named Petit Jean

THE HIGHWAY
------Throughout human history the river was a highway. On its waters floated the native's canoes, trapper's pirogues, flatboats
of the homesteaders, keelboats of traders, steamboats of Nineteenth Century commerce and travel, and tows of today. But it
was an unruly devil river, with droughts and floods, falls and sand bars.
------Finally, the Great Flood of 1943 demanded and received the US Government's attention. Two powerful US Senators,
Arkansas Senator John McLelland and Oklahoma's Robert S. Kerr, joined interests in gaining an appropriation from Congress
to control the river and make it a reliable navigable route of commerce from the Gulf to Tulsa, Oklahoma. It was the last major

waterway to be developed in the continental US. The McKARNS system was completed in 1971 at a cost of $1.2 billion - a
massive government public works project.
------The system stretches from the Port of Catoosa, near Tulsa, across the entire state of Arkansas, to the Mississippi River a distance of 445 miles. It drops almost one foot per mile, 420 feet, over its length and requires 17 locks and dams to render
the river navigable. The Corps dredges and builds wing dams to maintain navigation depth.

Commercial Dredge Sand Hog, and a Wing Dam (Built to Force the River Flow into its Channel)

------Hydropower is generated at four dams. There are five public ports and about sixty private ports. It has affected the lives
of millions of people in its valley - protecting them from floods, providing recreational opportunities, generating electricity,
moving goods with less cost and environmental damage per ton - but it is also much discussed as a prime example of "pork
barrel" politics. There are those who would withdraw funding for the many locks, the dredging of the channel, and
maintenance of the wing dams. They argue that the Waterway is not economic. We stay out of those discussions, since we
can't easily separate fact and fiction. We, however are thankful for such delightful cruising water through a fascinating
American region.

Arkansas Fisher

OUR CONNECTION
------This is not our first attempt to cruise the Arkansas River. In late November, 2002, we were at the end of a month-long
cruise down the Ohio River. What next? Just across the Mississippi, and southwest, was the Arkansas River and there was
plenty of time to cruise the river before the onset of winter. We joined with our Paducah C-Dory cruising friends, Marge and
Tom, and planned the trip down the Arkansas while munching mile-high pies at Patti's Restaurant near Green Turtle Marina.
Our day of departure arrived, and we were at the launch ramp early to put Halcyon on the trailer and head to Applegate
Marina in Sallisaw, Oklahoma. While centering the boat on the trailer for the ride, El slipped on the green, greasy ramp broken leg. Instead of floating down the Arkansas, we spent much of the winter in a condo at Green Turtle recovering from
the fall. Now, two years later, we slipped Halcyon down a well-corrugated ramp at Applegate Cove. John, an interesting and
excited boater from Wichita who had joined us for the weekend launch and a cruise on the lake, helped with the lines and we
were on the fabled Arkansas at last.

El and Halcyon on the Arkansas

A RIVER WATERED BY TEARS
------There were few resident natives in this part of Oklahoma, after the decline of the Moundbuilders in the mid-1400's. To
the east, the Cherokee Nation occupied the area of Tennessee, Kentucky, North and South Carolina, and Georgia. They were
a powerful Nation and drove back other Native groups from their lands. But, with the arrival of the British, and their more
powerful weapons, they were forced through treaties to cede much of their land to the new European settlers. As the early
Colonial settlements and trading posts slowly grew into towns and cities after the American Revolution, pressure to acquire
Indian land became intense. After the Louisiana Purchase in 1803, Pres. Thomas Jefferson initiated treaties with eastern
tribes to cede their lands and relocate from the eastern states to the newly acquired western lands.
------By the early 1800's, the Cherokee, Chickasaw, Choctaw, Creek and Seminole (the Five Civilized Tribes), who occupied
all the southeastern states, had their own governments, laws, communities, businesses and farms. But the pressure by
Europeans for their land, created a continuing conflict. The Indian Removal Act of 1830 forced Natives to leave their homes
east of the Mississippi River.
------The Choctaw were agricultural people living on the rich land of the lower Mississippi. After sixteen treaties ceding land to
the US Government, they were the first Indian Nation removed to Oklahoma. From 1830 to 1834, their entire Nation was
forced to move. Most traveled by foot, in groups of 500 to 1,000, during fall and winter seasons. Some were herded onto
boats at Arkansas Post, near the mouth of the Arkansas River, and carried up the river. They were packed aboard when
cholera broke out. They left the boats and struggled for seven days through knee and waist deep water, while hundreds died.
Bystanders watched the horror, but refused aid for fear of exposure.
------The Choctaw sided with the Confederacy during the Civil War. Following the war, a treaty with the US promised an Indian
state, called Oklahoma, "red people" in Choctaw. It never happened.
------The Cherokee originally occupied an area from Kentucky to Georgia. Treaties with the British forced the ceding of much
of their land. Dragging Canoe, who opposed white settlement on Indian lands, led a large band of warriors and their families
(known as the Chickamauga), to the region near today's Chattanooga. Under increasing pressure from settlers,
Tahlonteeskee led the Chickamauga to Arkansas and, eventually, Oklahoma. Another leader, The Bowl, moved a group of
Cherokees to eastern Arkansas. They were also forced to move to northeast Oklahoma.
------ In 1838, the US military surprised and rounded up about 13,000 Cherokees and forced them into stockades. They were
divided into groups of about 1,000, and marched westward. Four thousand died, trudging through swamplands, enduring
extremes of weather, and dying en route before the survivors reached their treaty lands in 1839. Many a wilderness path in
Indian Territory became part of The Trail of Tears.

------After the removals, the Choctaw Nation occupied lands south of the Arkansas River, and the Cherokee to the north. The
Creek were granted lands to the west. The Chickasaw purchased the right to live amongst the Choctaw. The Seminole settled
among the Creek. There were military forts scattered throughout the area, to force the relocation of the Indians from the east
and to prevent warfare between the tribes who were often enemies. Later, these forts attempted to protect white settlers from
both outlaws and renegade Indians.
------The Cherokee and Choctaw, with great fortitude, soon recreated a semblance of the civilization they had left behind.
Within two years, they had established governments, laws, and a civilized pattern. Tahlequah was the Cherokee Nation's
capitol and this Nation had built eighteen public schools within two years of resettlement. They had, by 1844, established
Oklahoma's first newspaper and in seven more years had two seminaries for higher education. They sent their most
promising students to eastern schools to be trained as professionals. Just when their lives were returning to a semblance of
what they once knew, it was all lost again.
------The Civil War divided the Cherokee, and like many other Americans, many died - often in fights pitting Union-favoring
Cherokee against the Confederate Choctaw and Cherokee. Chaos reigned. After the ravage of war, all were again engulfed
by an expanding frontier of European settlement. New treaties allowed a transcontinental railroad across their lands and
permitted other tribes to settle within the sovereign land of the Nations. Government Acts purchased Indian land and later
abolished all Indian title to the land. By the 1920's, less than 10% of the original allotments were still owned by Indians.
LAUNCH
------Robert S. Kerr was born in a cabin in Indian Territory in 1896. As a lawyer and drilling contractor, he became involved in
Oklahoma's early oil boom. His business grew into Kerr-McGee Oil Company. He was first a Governor and then US Senator.
He was always a big supporter of navigation on the Arkansas River. The reservoir named for him is a big one.
------ After a great dinner at Shad's Catfish Hole, we watched the sunset over Kerr Reservoir. Many a fabled tale is hidden
beneath its waters.

Sunset Over Kerr

------ We launched in the morning at Applegate Cove on Kerr. We headed up river, into history. We passed the channel to
Keota Landing, where an entire clan of 175 Choctaw died of pneumonia shortly after arriving in Oklahoma - Keota means "fire
gone out" in Choctaw. The town of Blaine, in the early 1900's, the largest community in the area, now lay under the water of
the reservoir. It was destroyed by a flood in 1927 - everything was washed away from the town except three cans of chewing
tobacco on a shelf in the ruined store.
------At the junction of the Verdigris, Grand, and Arkansas we met SeeSaw, piloted by Bruce and Larry, friends who were

schoolmates in Tulsa. We anchored up the Grand, had dinner together, and planned our cruise.

-Halcyon Coming into the Grand River Anchorage in the Rain and Larry and Bruce on See Saw

------The next morning, we headed down river. The gray sky merged with the gray-brown water. Low hills rose from the
shores, hazy with moisture from the recent rain. The wind was light and everything seemed soft - the hills, the trees, the
water, even the air. This gentle scene belied its human history.
"THE COUNTRY THAT GOD FORGOT"

Brushy Mountain - Bootlegger's and Outlaw's Hangout

------This was outlaw country. The Indians were granted the right to govern themselves, and had Lighthorse Regiments that
swiftly upheld tribal law. However, they had no jurisdiction over whites. Consequently, Indian Territory within two decades of
the the Civil War, became a haven for the lawless. Bootleggers were everywhere - booze bottles were hidden in suitcases,
under false bottoms of trunks, in the rolled curtains of stagecoaches. Murderers, horse thieves, and bandits were immune to
justice. The closest law was in Ft. Smith, hundreds of rough and dangerous miles from the bandits. Deputy US marshals
made forays and captured criminals, many of whom were later executed, but many marshals lie in unmarked graves in these
hills. Frank and Jesse James, the Daltons, the Youngers, and Tom Starr hid out here. Tom was so dangerous that the only
treaty between the Cherokee Nation and an individual was signed with him in an attempt to control his ravages.
------His daughter-in-law, Belle Starr, is a famed outlaw in these parts. The tale of her end is told countless times around the
stove on dark and stormy evenings in these Oklahoma hills. Belle had been visiting friends in Keota and was riding to Ft.
Smith when her horse went lame. Returning toward her farm, she forded the Canadian River and arrived at a crossroads.
She paused for a moment to pull up the collar of her coat against the winter wind. Suddenly the silence was ripped by the
explosion of a shotgun blast. She fell to the ground, hit in the back with turkey shot. As she hit the dirt, she reached for her
holster but her revolver lodged. Her ambusher stepped into the open and shot her at point-blank range. She died in the cold
mud, with a half-hostered pistol, on February 3, 1889 - her forty-third birthday.

The Canadian River Shores

STEAMBOATS
------For many years the head of navigation was Ft. Smith. Supplies for upstream forts and villages were brought there by
keelboat, hand-hauled or poled upstream. On a good day, the boat could make fifteen miles. At Ft. Smith, the gear was offloaded onto wagons for the rest of the journey westerly.
------The first steamboat on the Arkansas is thought to have been the Comet in 1820. It carried supplies to Arkansas Post,
near the mouth of the river. In 1822, the Eagle was the first steamer to venture upriver and carried supplies as far upriver as
Mile 209. By the late 1820's, steamboats routinely carried passengers and supplies to Ft. Smith.
------In March 1827 the steamboats Velocipede and Scioto left New Orleans for Ft. Gibson, located near Three Forks, a
hundred river miles above Ft. Smith. They established a new head of navigation.
------Capt. Pennywitt, a Virginian, was an early steamboater on the Arkansas. He was a keelboater on the Ohio and
Mississippi Rivers before commanding the Facility from New Orleans up the Arkansas to Ft. Gibson in 1828. On his first trip
upriver, he towed two keelboats to the fort, before returning to New Orleans. On his second trip up river that year, he had to
off-load his cargo at Sallisaw Creek due to low water. In 1829, on the new steamboat Waverly, water was so low that the
head of navigation was Dardanelle. It was said that steamboats on the Arkansas could navigate on damp ground, and it is
true that some only drew twelve inches. But in 1830, at least six steamboats found high water on the river and they carried
many emigrating Cherokees to Ft. Gibson.

Van Buren Museum

------In 1832, the Corps of Engineers was authorized to maintain a channel from the Grand River to the Mississippi, but lack of
funds often prevented their work. In 1836, the Arkansas set a record of six and a half days between new Orleans and Little
Rock. By 1837, there were more than a hundred arrivals and departures at Little Rock in the month of June alone. Most of
the plantation owners had their own steamboat landings, and some even had their own boats.

Mural in Van Buren

------Travel was not without hazard. One hundred fifty-two steamboats sank, over ninety percent from hitting snags and ten
from boiler explosions. Twenty-three were burned during the Civil War.
------The Civil War totally disrupted commercial steamboating on the Arkansas. Union forces captured Ft. Smith and Little
Rock, and only US troops moved on the river.
------The decade immediately following the War brought steamboating to its nadir. By the 1880's, railroads replaced
steamboats. Increased upstream diversion of water from the Arkansas for irrigation reduced water flow so significantly that
commercial boat traffic on the river became difficult or impossible. The last scheduled steamboat, bound for Memphis, left
Little Rock in 1910 and an era drew to an end.

The Slot Cut in the Rock is for a Steamboat Landing. Imagine the Activity 125 Years Ago

The John Matthews
------The largest steamboat ever on the river above Little Rock, brand new and on her second trip, the John Matthews, was
returning to Van Buren heavily loaded with a cargo of sacked grain. She also was pushing a barge loaded high with sacks of
shelled corn. It was a fine June evening, and Capt. Hattaway had his three young children, 12, 10 and 8 years old, aboard for
a summer vacation cruise with father. The river was high and full of driftwood, on a rise with late Spring runoff . Well up-river,
Capt. Hattaway whistled to the Van Buren railroad drawbridge for an opening. Seeing no movement, he frantically signaled
again as the fast current pulled the steamboat to the closed span. It took three men to open the draw, and only one answered
the whistle. Realizing the danger, the Capt. turned upstream and tried to pull his heavily loaded boat and barge to the bank,
but driftwood prevented them tying for a landing. He tried to fight the river upstream away from the closed draw, but the
current overwhelmed the John Matthews, and it was swept sideways down against the bridge. The Capt. got his children, and
three or four others of the twenty-seven aboard, into a lifeboat, but the ropes were cut while lowering. The lifeboat capsized
dumping all into the swirling river. The river was so high it almost met the deck of the railroad bridge. The Capt. managed to
pull himself and his daughter from the swollen river onto the bridge deck. The steamer broke in two against the middle pier,
as she rolled over under the bridge. Only shattered pieces rose beyond the bridge. The night engineer and cook grabbed hold
of the other two children, and saved their lives. Five crew members perished. Some of the bodies were never found.

Today's Railroad Bridge at the Site of the Disaster, Timbers in the River, and an Upstream Towboat
The Town of Van Buren

------We tied off at Goose Harbor Marina, under the highway bridge into Van Buren. It was a bit noisy overnight, but the visit
into Van Buren was well worth it.

El, SeeSaw and Halcyon Under the Bridge, and In Front of the Mural with C-Dorians Larry and Bruce

------This is a quaint and beautiful little town, on the north bank across the river from Ft. Smith. The town preserves the flavor
of a late Nineteenth Century river town.

-

'Frisco Station, Old Days, Today

Jenny Lind and William Jennings Bryan Performed Here
(The Ghost of a Traveling Actor, Shot by his Girlfriend's Father, Still Visits the Stage on Dark and Stormy Nights)

TOWBOATS

------Three or four tows per day traverse the locks in the Mid-Arkansas Waterway.

-

-

'Push Boat' Underway, Port of Muskogee (Foreign Trade Zone), Light Boat

-

-

A B-i-g 'Ol Towboat, the Command Center, and Coming into Lock 2 on the Arkansas Post Canal

LOCKS AND DAMS
------There are seventeen locks on the Arkansas Waterway. They are well-managed and the lockmasters courteous and
interesting. The locks were easy to manage since we had only light wind on our cruise.

-

-

See Saw; a Home Made 'Arm Extender;' and El, on Halcyon, in the Locks;

Toad Suck Ferry Lock and Dam #8

------A tavern, popular with travelers, roustabouts, and steamboat passengers, operated on this site in the mid-1800's. Sam
Houston, Zachary Taylor, Jefferson Davis and Washington Irving all crossed on the ferry here. One traveler commented, after
observing the denizens of the bar, "Those fellows suck at a bottle 'till they swell up like toads!" So was created the name
Toad Suck, used for the ferry, the tavern, a community and now the lock and dam.

CIVIL WAR
------Arkansas was deeply divided and terribly impacted by the War Between the States. The cotton farmers of the plantations
of eastern Arkansas strongly favored the Confederacy, but small farmers and a large immigrant population of the western
area favored the North. The state joined the Confederacy. In April 1861, southern sympathizers in Pine Bluff, fired shots
across the bow of the steamboat, Silver Wave, and off-loaded munitions and supplies bound for the US military at Ft. Gibson.
The government goods were sent to Confederate troops in Missouri. Since this was before the firing on Ft. Sumpter, these
are considered the first unofficial shots of the Civil War.
------The region was destroyed by war. Armies devoured crops and stock, and then burned homes and barns. Plantations
were ruined and many of the western farmers either moved north or south to avoid armies, neighbors or starvation. those who
returned after the war, found their homes, farms, and hard work destroyed.

-

-

Murals, Statues, and Signs Tell of the War in Van Buren

WILDLIFE

-

-

Daa, Dit, Daa; Fall Color; "Squaaaack"

-

-

Illiterate Gulls, Scissor-tailed Flycatcher, ... Not Yet ...

REMEMBERED SCENES-

Great Catfish Dinner and Good Folks at Spadra Waterfront Marina, Mile 229.2 in Clarksville

-

-

State House, Lighthouse, and Radar Time on the River

Sunset Over the Arkansas River

-A CRUISE THROUGH TIME
------A cruise down the Arkansas River is a cruise through a microcosm of mid-American geology. You can read about it at
Ark Rock.
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LAKE OUACHITA
Launch: Crystal Spring Recreation Area, with a good Corps Ramp
Nearby campsites:Beautiful sites at the Rec Area
Comments: This is a premier camping spot, on an arm of the lake. The
ramp is nearby. Rangers are friendly, helpful, and knowledgeable.
- Lake Ouachita is one of the clearest water lakes in the country. It is
nestled in the folds of the Ouachita Mountains, and has many arms,
coves and reaches to explore. It is one of the finest mid-continent lakes
for cruising. We would recommend spring and fall, when it is less
crowded.

LAKE OUACHITA
GEO-FLOAT TRAIL
------A Geo-Float Trail? Wow, that's enough to get a geologist's heart 'athumpin'. The Corps of Engineers has put together a
booklet and set navigation marks for a self-guiding geology field trip on the lake, and it is a good one. The Corps even
supplies an interpreter for groups of 15 or more, so local school groups rent a pontoon boat and have a day on the lake while
learning about their local geology. When you visit the lake, get a free brochure and do some geo-floating.

A Stop on the Geo-Float 'Trail'

THE SETTING
------ This is a big lake, with almost 50,000 acres. The real treasure, though, are the '1000 Islands.' Big, and small - forested
and barren - with coves, beaches, anchorages, and perfect campsites everywhere.
------ Lake Ouachita ('Wash-It-Ah') is a perfect lake to spend a week or two holiday with the family. It is also a lake surrounded
by wild land. The Corps owns most of the shoreline and there is a bare minimum of development. I am writing this on an
anchorage and, except for the moon, there is not a light to be seen. For those who enjoy fishing, we have sometimes had
difficulty finding the bottom with our sounder because of all the fish that get in the way.

-

Lake Moods

------ Lake Ouachita formed when Blakely Mountain Dam blocked the Ouachita River in the mid-fifties. The waters of the lake
invaded those long linear valleys, giving the lake a form that looks like a giant crab, with arms and legs extending everywhere
out from the main body. It is a fascinating lake that virtually demands exploration - "What do you think is up that arm?"
Anchorages abound, but those long skinny arms are often full of stumps and trees, left for fish habitat by the Corps. We lift
one engine and one of us stands on the bow watching through the clear water ahead for hazards when we come into an
anchorage.

-----A Stumpy Anchorage

ROCKS, OF COURSE
------The Ouachita Mountains are composed of long, linear east-west ridges of sandstone, chert and limestone. These
sediments were deposited off the southern edge of the North American continent throughout most of Paleozoic time. To read
about the regional setting of the Ouachitas, head over to our thread on Ark Rocks. These rocks are some of the finest
examples of deep ocean sediments to be seen in the US , and geologists from all over the world come here to study the
rocks.

------The abyssal plain has unique deposits. Generally, only the finest and least soluble sediments survive the long descent
through the depths, far from land. Fossils are rare, since most organic or shell material is dissolved, eaten, or decayed before
reaching the bottom. There are powerful currents in the depths, however, usually the result of landslides of debris off the
continental shelf, triggered by earthquakes and powered by the weight of the dense cloud of suspended fine debris. These
turbidity currents roar down the shelf and out onto the abyssal plain, snapping trans-oceanic cables and depositing a
characteristic sequence of sediment. Each flow is nearly identical to others so a cyclic pattern is evident in the sequence of
sediments that ultimately harden to rock. These deposits are called flysch or turbidites.

---- -Sometimes the turbidity currents suspended large gravels and boulders as landslide debris and carried the cobbles out to
the abyssal plain.

------Toward the end of the Paleozoic, South America moved against North America, closing the intervening sea and thrusting
the 30,000 feet of accumulated sea floor sediment up onto the margin of our continent. The uplifted Ouachita Mountains are a
melange of low-angle faults, intensely folded sediment, and interlayered sub-oceanic volcanic ash deposits.

-

-

------The last phases of movement intensely fractured the mountains, sometimes into a dramatic checkboard pattern.

------Deep crustal fluid, saturated with silica, invaded the fractures depositing quartz. These quartz veins are often filled with
beautiful crystals. Our launch site, Crystal Springs, is named for the nearby abundance of quartz crystals.

------In this climate, soft shales and siltstones form valleys, since they erode faster than well-cemented sandstones and
limestones. Geologists call the topography 'inverted,' since ordinarily limestone, being slightly soluble, forms lowlands not
ridges. The resulting topography is linear, flat-topped mountains with stepped flanks of outcropping limestone.

A ROCK WALK

-

-

A BIOLOGY WALK

-

-

-
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BULL SHOALS LAKE
Launch:Lakeview Recreation Area (Corps of Engineers), Lakeview, -----Arkansas. This is near the dam and a good access.

Nearby campsites: The Corps has a nice campground right above -----the ramp, with great sites. It is open year-round, free after Oct.-31 but
then without electricity or facilities. Bull Shoals State-Park is just below
the dam, on the White River. It has all the amenities.
Comments: The Lakeview Marina is clean, well-kept, and has fuel. It -----is just around the corner from the ramp.
Crisp Fall Dawn

------Bull Shoals Lake is big, has clean water, great fishing, and a mostly
undeveloped shoreline.

A FINE FALL CRUISE
INTRODUCTION
------So many lakes, so little time. The Ozark region is a veritable smorgasbord of delightful cruising lakes, and the choice is
difficult. We read through the Corps brochures again and kept asking more boaters for their local knowledge of the lakes.
"Beaver has too much development." "Lake of the Ozarks is a zoo of fast boats and developed shores." "Looking for quiet,
pretty water, and big lakes? Try Table Rock or Bull Shoals - they're the best."
------On such thin threads, a cruise is planned. Since Bull Shoals is directly north of Ouachita, we headed there next with the
idea that we could then do the more westerly Table Rock next on the way to our friends at Applegate Marina. We intended to
leave Halcyon there for a few months while we headed westerly for the annual dentist/doctor checkups and holiday times with
family.
------Bull Shoals is the largest lake in Arkansas 45,440 acres at normal pool level. It straddles the Missouri-Arkansas border in
the heart of the Ozarks. This is limestone country as described in Ark Rocks.

State Line and Beautiful Bedded Limestones

GEOLOGY
------There is a special feature of the limestones of the mid-continent that is well-displayed in the rocks bordering Bull Shoals -

karst. The Karst Coast along the Adriatic in Croatia is world famous to geologists, and it lends its name to this feature.
Limestones, and their cousin, dolomite, are carbonate rocks. They are usually precipitated, often with organic help, in shallow
marine waters along the edges of continents. Some limey deposits are more bothersome - they may precipitate on your
dripping faucets, in your household pipes, or as a ring in your bathtub. Minerals that precipitate from solution, can usually be
dissolved with a reversal of conditions. In the case of limestone, and dolomite, the slight acidity of groundwater slowly
dissolves the carbonate rocks. With time, the rock becomes as full of holes as Swiss cheese. Eventually, ground water
movement might connect these holes into an elaborate system of caves and sinks.

Red Soil Filling a Fissure (left) and a Cave (right)

------The buckling upward of the Ozarks has fractured and faulted some of the flat-lying thin-bedded old limestones. If you
keep a sharp lookout at the bedding along the lake shore, you will see numerous displacements of the bedding by small
faults. Sometimes the movement along the fault planes bends the limestones, up on the upthrown side and down on the edge
of the downdropped block. Like a jigsaw, and a little curiosity, you can match the sides back together.

-Both Faults Have Right Side Up (the Left Picture, the Right Side of the Fault Dragged and Bent)

GORGEOUS SCENERY
------Limestone, and karst topography, make for beautiful scenery. The lake has many arms and coves to explore and
anchoring is easy in the near-shore muds. The views, local wildlife, and the sunsets are incredible.

--

--

--

--

Local Residents: Kestrel, Screech Owl, and Noisy End

-End of a Memorable Cruise
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LAKE MOJAVE GATHERING '05
Launch: Cottonwood Cove , NV, near Searchlight. Easy launch ramp,
good marina, nice RV park, and dandy restaurant.
Nearby campsites: Both electric and camping sites are available at
Cottonwood Cove.

Comments: Cottonwood is a perfect place to launch into Lake Mojave.
The narrowest, safest in rough weather and most beautifully dramatic
part of the lake is just to the north of the launch site.

At Willow Beach

THE GATHERING
THE POT LUCK FEAST

Ken, El, Chris, Steve, Karen, Roxie (the cute one, with fuzzy ears), Joel, Roy and Lucky
-----It was just dark when we arrived at the picnic shelter at Cottonwood Cove. Roy was putting the finishing touches on as
fine a steak as we've ever eaten. The river shimmered in the cold darkness behind the shelter, but warmth, good food and
friendship, filled the air. A gathering with friends, on the shores of Lake Mojave, is a great winter event.
CRUISING THE LAKE

-

-

Water Lille, S&K's Boat, Vivien C

Rana Verde, SEA3PO,
LIFE ASHORE

-

-

-

--Chris, Patty, and Jon Fixing the Windlass-----Lucky, El and Chris Munching Ice Cream----- - -Visiting- - - -

--

--

--First of the Fabulous Southwest Wildflower Displays
SUNDOWN ON MOJAVE

-

-

--A Quiet Evening, Visiting and Sharing a Fire
(02/05)
Top | Home

Home

About

Themes

Years

Locations

Gatherings

Links

Contact

TENNESSEE C-DORY GATHERING '05
Launch: Long Branch Rec Area, Mt. Juliet, TN

Nearby campsites: RV park in Lebanon, TN

Comments: We launched near the Byrd's homes at a Corps of
Engineers ramp that has a resident watchman to keep an eye on the
trucks and trailers.

-----On the Cumberland

GRAND OL' NASHVILLE - MT. JULIET TENNESSEE GATHERING
-----We met at the campground in Lebanon, TN and due to rainy weather hung out there gathering supplies, munching good
food in town, and swapping tales from the long drives to Tennessee. Two boats came from California, through snow and
some 'interesting' driving.
-----First, the participants and their boats:

------------------------------------------------------------Wanderer Photo

-

-

-----Wanderer (MD), Pelican (KY), and SEA3PO (CA)

--

--

-----FreeByrd (AL), Rana Verde (CA), and Halcyon (NV)
-----Then, the events:

----

----

-----Opry--------Gathered at Mom's ---------Norma, Susan, Chris
-----Pat and Mike Byrd made arrangements for us to have dinner at the Scoreboard, a great BBQ place, and then head out to
the Grand Ole Opry on Saturday night -- what a blast! We were even chauffered in a bus, so we missed the parking lot jam.
Good music with good companions.
-----The next morning, we launched and headed to Pat's mother's house for morning coffee. She's a marvelous hostess and a
wonderful person. We then headed up river to experience the Old Hickory Lake, on the Cumberland River, with the narration
from our hosts, Pat and Mike.

-

-

-----Up a Lazy River; A Waterfall that local guide, Pat, named Water Fall; Pelican meets a Towboat

-----Cherokee Marina is famous for their steaks, so we headed there for dinner Sunday evening. Joe and Barbara Lee, Pat's
wife's Sherryl's folks, joined us for the feast and reverie.

-

-

-----Tied at Cherokee Marina----- The Happy Folks----- Joel, Marge, Tom, Penny, and George
-----River Guide Mike led us through the black of night, and an upbound towboat, to a dandy anchorage for the night, a few
miles from Cherokee.
-----The next few days we cruised way up the river, almost to the head of navigation. The landscape is awesome (locals call it
the Switzerland of Tennessee) and wildlife abundant.

-

-

Our Guide, Pat ----------Heading Up ----------Great Blue Heron Rookery
-----We locked up through Cordell Hull lock (locking was a new experience for some, and all did well) into Cordell Hull Lake -the top navigable lake on the Cumberland River. Defeated Creek Marina opened up the restaurant for us and we had a great
meal and tie-off for the night.

-

-

-

There's a Finality When Those Gates Slam Shut--------SEA3PO at the Bottom -----SEA3PO at the Top

-----
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KENTUCKY-TENNESSEE
Launch:Long Branch Public Access Area, Corps of Engineers, Mt. Juliet,
TN

Nearby campsites:Timberline RV Park, Lebanon, TN

Comments: The start of this cruise was a marvelous Gathering,
organized by Pat Byrd. After the gathering, some of the boats cruised
the Cumberland together. We welcomed springtime to the southland,
cruising one of America's finest cruising rivers. It was a special time, with
special people.
Spring Comes to the Cumberland

SPRING ON THE CUMBERLAND
-----Mist is rising in twisting curls from the water surface. Dawn's first light is slowly etching a silhouette of the stark forest
against the eastern sky. Deep under the forest canopy, a Hermit Thrush, the Beautiful Singer, trills his sleepy greeting to the
dawn. Dawn and dusk are our favorite times of the day -- sitting in the cockpit, slowly swinging on anchor, observers of the
beginning or end of the gift of a day together.

-----This day seems special -- the dawn chorus especially glorious. The thrush continues his melancholy refrain, but in the
foreground are the trills from Cardinals and the remarkably clear, loud calls of the Tufted Titmouse, the sound so typical of the
southern woodlands. The bass section chimes in from the far hills, crows noisily declaring their presence. Then, the wild
raucous call of our totemic friend -- the Pileated Woodpecker. Secretive denizen of the deep forest, this bird initiated our
2,000 mile hike on the Appalachian Trail and has remained special for us.
-----A wood-carving friend created a marvelous 2/3-size Pileated Woodpecker for us. He and his wife were about to set off on
the Trail and we were to be their 'support friends' sending food packages and supplies to them en route. That carving was his
last. Within days, he finished his life's trail. Pileated Woodpeckers became more special for us.

-----The Cumberland River is navigable for 381 miles. Our anchor was down in Slick Lick Creek, mile 337.7 -- almost at the
'top' of the river. In the past few days, we had been to the Grand Ol' Opry and had great 'shore time' with friends, new and
old. We had all launched just above Nashville and shared some great evenings and Cherokee Restaurant dinners together.
Now, most had left the river. A few of us had decided to continue up the River, through the lock, into Cordell Hull Lake. NOAA
weather radio had predicted a climatalogical clash for the previous night; a cold front was to smash into the warm air around
us and make an exciting evening of "frequent lightning, large hail, and strong wind gusts." We could feel the drama in the air
as we crawled into the v-berth, but like many doomsayers, NOAA had exaggerated the effect of the atmospheric collision.
During the night, Halcyon tugged on her leash a few times, but the day awakened to the avian chorus through cold, clear air.

Dawn in Slick Lick Creek
-----This was our second trip up to the headwaters of the Cumberland. Our first trip was in fall. Now, we were to greet
springtime along this river. The dark, winter woods were free of leaves but the signs of spring were everywhere.

-

Redbuds

-

Dogwood

-

-

A Potpourri of Springtime

-----Animals were responding to the call of spring as well. One black night, in the Land Between the Lakes, we were
awakened to strange howling from high on the woodland ridge above our anchorage. The mournful sounds made our skin
crawl, as echoes returned the howls from distant dark ridges.
-----"Coyotes?" I ventured. We're from the west, and often heard the night music of coyotes, but these sounds were different.
-----"Perhaps a southern accent," El suggested.
-----"Could be," I mused, "they sure don't sound like 'our' coyotes. But not like any dogs we've ever heard."
-----The following day, in a marina cafe, a grizzled old resident sat near us. Overhearing us talk, he stood beside our table.
"You heard them?" His eyes widened, and he looked deeply into our eyes as though sounding for the truth. "Not many folks
have," he continued, sipping deeply from the experienced coffee mug in his wrinkled hand. Looking up, his clear blue eyes
took another sounding. "You heard them, at anchor, in the LBL, at night?" He stared out the window to the woods across the
lake. "Yep, they only howl at night, in the lonliest of places. Never in the summer or if they know folks are around. You
actually heard them?" He took another long draught, and stared into El's eyes. "I've lived here all my life and only heard them
twice. Nope, Ma'am, you'll never mistake them for coyotes -- not if you know how coyotes howl. My lands, you folks heard ...
our Red Wolves!"
-----He described how 'govmint' biologists had re-established Red Wolves in the Land Between the Lakes many years ago.
Well, we won't swear that we heard wolves -- but they certainly didn't sound like coyotes, either.

-

-

Cumberland Critters - Turtle, Deer, and Turkey

-

--

Stuffed and Otherwise Critters - Bass, Rana Verde meets Rana Verde, and Ouch!

-----

-

Photos (by Wanderer) of Halcyon

-----Three hundred fifty million years ago (whew) this area, like most of the midcontinent, was covered by a shallow sea. The
sea floor slowly sagged through time and marine limestones, layer by layer, filled the basin. The shells of clams and clam-like
brachiopods littered the sea floor and are preserved as abundant fossils. Each bed of limestones is distinct from the others,
and represents a change in the environoment of deposition ... perhaps a period of warmer weather, or deeper ocean, or a
pulse of downwarping. Like us, each contains a unique record of past events. Each layer is a page in the book of time -- a
page that can be read by careful geologic study.

--

--

-----A special pleasure, for us, in the cruising world is the companionship. Here, disjunct from 'everyday' life, folks relax, enjoy
and share. The duties and obligations of 'town life' are forgotten and chatting, laughing, and comments about the natural
world surrounding us become the norm. Most of the folks we know well from cruising, we don't see except on the water, and
these are special times indeed.

-

-

-

-

-----Another significant activity of cruising times is eating out. One of the quests in this lifestyle is the location of good
restaurants or (at least) good ice cream stops along the cruising route. Now, this isn't as easy as it might seem. The
restaurant must be within walking distance of the water and a nearby dock is required for tying off the boat.

--

-

-

-

Well, not always in walking distance
-----Much of our Nation's history is preserved along its waterways. In earlier times, they were the highways for commerce and
migration. A highlight of many of our cruises are the stops or views of historic sights. This was certainly true along the
Cumberland. U(nconditional) S(urrender) Grant ended the battle at Ft. Donelson by accepting the Confederate surrender of
the fort in a tavern that still stands beside the river.

-

-

The Tavern,the Cannons, and a Homestead
----There are four locks between the Ohio River and the head of Navigation at Celina, TN. Barkley Lock is the first lock above
the Oho. It has 57 feet of lift, and Cordell Hull Lock is the last on the River, with a 59-foot lift.

--

-

-

Locking Up, Coming Out, and Working Hard in the Lock
----From the junction of Poor and Clover Forks, high in the Appalachians near Cumberland Gap, the Cumberland River
meanders 720 miles to its junction with the Ohio River. Three hundred eighty-one miles of the lower river are navigable by
tows. Although not one of America's longest rivers, it has occupied an important place in our history. Settlers finally breached
the Appalachian barrier through Cumberland Gap, built float boats, and drifted down the Cumberland to their destiny. The
river was a major avenue of commerce. By 1860, steam power had conquered the upriver passage so completely that 340
steamboats were plying the river. This was a dangerous experience, since the river had shoals, floods, and snags and boilers
were prone to explosion and fires. Hundreds died on the rivers. Railroads replaced the steamboats, and the last steamers
retired in 1933. Today, pleasure boats share the river with tows.

Prop Wash from a Tow
----This is one beautiful river, and one we recommend for spring and fall cruising. If you are planning to do the Great Loop, do
yourself a favor and be sure to include a cruise to the head of navigation of this storied river.
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KENTUCKY-TENNESSEE-ALABAMAMISSISSIPPI
Launch: Kentucky Dam Village State Resort Park, Paducah, Kentucky.

Nearby campsites: At the State Resort.

Comments: This is one of America's pre-eminent cruising areas at one
it's finest cruising times.
---------------At Cooper Hollow, Again-----------------(Photo by Wanderer)

SPRING ON THE TENNESSEE
SPRINGTIME IN THE SOUTHLAND
-----This spring of 2005 has been an exception. Below average rainfall and comfortable average temperatures for this
heartland of America. Our cruising experience on one of America's great rivers has also been exceptional. It began with a
Gathering of good cruising friends outside Nashville. After an evening at the Grand Ole Opry, and a weekend cruise together
up in the headwaters of the Cumberland River on Lake Cordell Hull, a few intrepid cruisers began the 1,000 nautical mile
journey down the Cumberland and up to the head of navigation of the Tennessee. The story of the Cumberland portion of the
journey is written up as Spring on the Cumberland. This tale relates to a journey on the Tennessee.
-----Spring is a sensual season. The woods throb with the trill of tree frogs, birds chatter loudly from the forest, colors leap out
from drab backgrounds and assault vision, strange odors float on warm zephyrs, and one is tempted to touch the gentle
beauty of flowers. We are surrounded by continuous motion. Our boat rocks, responding to wave motion from the water
surface on which we live. That shimmering surface reflects spears of light onto our faces, the boat interior, our surroundings.
All the senses are awakened and aroused.
-----Along the borders, Spring is particularly evident -- the edge where meadow meets forest, or a stream slices a woodland.
Where water meets land is especially lush. This, also, is where we live.

-

-

SPRING RAINS
----Although our spring was unusually dry, there were spring rains. Shore folks may wonder what we do on a rainy day,
confined as we are to a small boat. We relish the rain, the way working folks anticipate a weekend. It's our time out;
opportunity to read, to write, to talk, to listen to music -- we swing on the hook, listening to the sounds of rain on the cabin
roof and the swishhhh of water meeting water.

-

-

----- Sometimes, when an approaching frontal system is predicted to carry large hail, we tie in a marina, under a tin roof. For
sheer cacophony, it is hard to beat a hailstorm on a tin roof, although an ordinary hard rain can certainly rise to the challenge.

--

H

Hunkered Under a Tin Roof on a Rainy Day
----Some frontal systems are violent, packing strong winds that veer sharply during passage. Large hail and frequent lightning
can be fearsome. Water and electricity create a dangerous environment. Our radio antenna or radar dome may be the
highest conductor for miles around if we are in the middle of a lake or river. Such storms rarely arrive without warning, either
visual or from the marine radio.
----We have learned a few ways to (hopefully) avoid lightning. We anchor in a tight cove, with forested high hills around, if
possible. Or, we anchor near sailboats with tall masts. Once, on the Gulf Coast, we spent an afternoon in a cinder block
restroom building to avoid a tornado that touched down a few miles away. On the Tennessee, during one thunder storm, we
hunkered under a bridge with the hope that a stroke would hit the bridge rather than us -- bits of flotsam under the girders.

-

-Under the Bridge

STRANGE SIGHTS - UNIQUE PLACES
-----Every cruise has its unexpected and unusual. The Tennessee River seems to have more surprises per mile than the
average river.

-

--

-

Outdoor Art in a Flooded Quarry

-

-

Fancy Footwear (The Latest Cruising Fashions)

--

--

Fake Snake, Rana Verde and El, All Kicked Back

-

-Diving for Mussels; Bat Sanctuary

-Hairdresser, Cruising Style

-Low Bridge, Everybody Down
ROCKS
-----Rivers scour the land, slicing downward through underlying sediment and rock. They are marvelous places to study
geology, since rivers are often bounded by cliffs. The cruising experience is greatly enhanced with a touch of geologic
understanding.
------Towering cliffs of bedded gray rock bound many stretches of the upper Cumberland and Tennessee Rivers. These are
the rocks of the mid-continent -- calcareous excess of ancient seas. Limestones and dolomite (limestone with a little
magnesium added) precipitated either directly from the warm, shallow sea or through the biologic activity of micro- and macrocritters. Tiny plankton fixing lime through their life processes or sea animals covering their soft vulnerable parts with a cloak of
limestone. Fossils are abundant in these rocks. Gray limestones blanket most of the interior of North America, laid down
through hundreds of million of years.

-----Then, about 280 million years ago, continents floating atop a plastic sub-crust, wandered into each other and collided.

The African continent crunched against North America uplifting both above the sea. In what are now Tennessee and
Kentucky, the ocean withdrew and the seafloor remained above sea level for about 200 million years. These were the years
when reptiles ruled the land -- eventually evovling into the Terrible Lizards, Dinosaurs. Little is preserved in this region from
those days, since erosion scoured the land surface and washed bones and sediments to the Gulf.
-----About 80 million years ago, near the end of Dinosaur Time, the North American continent bent downward along the
present course of the Mississippi River. The sea invaded up the resulting lowland, several times, as far north as southern
Illinois.This trough, the Mississippi Embayment, slowly filled with mud, silt, and sand washed off the continent (the yellowish
color on the geologic map below). The shallow water embayment remained until a few tens of millions of years ago. The
downwarping tilted western Kentucky and Tennessee below sea level and fine sandy and muddy sediments lapped over the
ancient limestones.

-----The Land Between the Lakes is a marvelous wild area protected and preserved by the federal government as a National
Recreation Area. The lakes are the lower Cumberland and Tennessee Rivers, connected by a canal, impounded only a short
distance above their respective confluences with the Ohio River. Here, exposed by the slicing power of the rivers, one can
see the sediments of the Mississippi Embayment. Some of the outcrops show warping and faults from later earth movement.

-

-

-----Light-colored Sandstones and Shales Deposited During the Past 80 Million Years
CRITTERS
-----Familiarity with our neighbors makes us feel at home. For us, living closer to nature than humans, it means knowing the
names of birds, reptiles, trees and animals. We love to sit in the cockpit at dawn or dusk, listening to the calls of birds. We
know most of them by voice, the way you do with your neighbors. We are at home.

-

-

--Rough-winged and Barn Swallows, and Great Blue

-

--Beaver Sign

-

-

-----Sometimes, neighbors need a helping hand. We were waiting below a lock for the tender to ready it for our passage up,
when we spotted movement in the water. We motored over to see what it was, and, to our dismay saw that it was a Great
Blue Heron, waterlogged and drowning. He would lift his beak above the water for a breath, then collapse, bill under, in
exhaustion from his attempts to get airborne. We carefully lifted him out of the water on the end of our paddle and ferried him
to shore. There we gently lay the bundle of bedraggled water-soaked feathers, with a heart beating inside, on the beach. We
had no sooner put him on land when the lock tender blew the horn requesting our entrance to the lock. We'll never know if he
survived, but we helped our neighbor when he most needed us. And partially repaid the hours of enjoyment we have had with
the company of his family.

-

-

COMPANIONS
-----A great joy of the cruising life, is traveling with kindred souls. We have enjoyed the good fellowship of folks from Alaska to
Florida. We have found that long-distance hikers and boat cruisers often have similar traits -- they accept and are accepted
for who they are and we are. There are few pretensions or affectations. The traits that best serve those hiking or cruising are
not measured by clothes worn, size of bank account, or who you know -- a storm doesn't care, nor does a quiet anchorage.

-

-

Chris, El, Bill; Tom, Marge; Bill, Penny, El, Chris, and George

---My Best Friend
FOOD
-----Folks who aren't familiar with the cruising lifestyle, sometimes express sympathy for us -- deprived of good meals, either
fixed 'at home' or eating out. Well, you needn't be concerned, friends.

A Rana Verde Barbeque Steak
MARINAS
-----We have no home port, being nomads. So, every marina is a port for us. Here is fuel, water, shower, and often a good
restaurant. With companion boats, marinas are a chance to get ashore together, have walks, or just visit.

-WORKERS ON THE RIVER
-----There are those who make a living on the river. Commercial fishermen, locktenders, bridge tenders, mussel gatherers,
and barge workers all share the river.

-

HISTORY

-----There are 652 navigable miles of water on the Tennessee, and in streamflow, is the seventh largest river in the US. From
headwaters in the Great Smoky Mountains, it flows southwesterly through Tennessee into Alabama, then westerly into
Mississippi, where it turns almost due north and heads back across Tennessee. It finally ends with a confluence into the Ohio
River in Kentucky. Hernan deSoto, in 1540, was the first European known to have seen its waters. Early commerce on the
river was interrupted by shallow water at Muscle Shoals, Alabama. Until the rapids were bypassed by a canal with locks, in
1890, all produce was hauled around the shoals by trucks or by hand.
-----In 1933, Pres. Franklin D. Roosevelt created the Tennessee Valley Authority (TVA) as part of his New Deal. Nine dams
were constructed, each with a set of locks to enable river transport and each capable of producing hydroelectric power. Since
then, nuclear power plants have been built by TVA using cooling water from the river. A secondary benefit has been the
recreational opportunity afforded by 11,000 miles of shoreline -- about as much coastline as the West, Gulf, and East coasts
of the continental US. Kentucky Lake alone, has more shoreline than the entire continental West Coast of the US.

-----Many supply lines for Civil War armies were along rivers. Their control became essential to military operations.
Johnsonville, TN was a major supply depot for Gen. Sherman's march through Georgia. Johnsonville was supplied by barge
and steamboat, and supplies were off-loaded from the river onto a railroad line that carried the supplies to the Union army.
Confederate Gen. Nathan Bedford Forrest raided the depot and in the process, his cavalry captured a Union gunboat on the
river. Manned by cavalry, the gunboat was used against Union shipping until finally destroyed by a Union flotilla.
-----On the morning of April 6, 1862, Union Gen. Ulysses S. Grant was eating breakfast at Cherry Mansion, a fine southern
plantation house built almost thirty years earlier on the site of Indian mounds. Suddenly, Grant put down his fork. The distant
rumble of cannon fire startled him into the reality that Confederate forces were attacking his army near Shiloh church, a few
miles distant. Within two days, 23,000 men were dead and dying from the battle, almost a quarter of the total forces involved
from both sides. The battle of Shiloh was a significant turning point early in the Civil War.

-

-

----Union Troops at Johnsonville, The Railroad Grade to the Depot, and Cherry Mansion (seen from the river)
LOCKS
-----There are nine locks on the Tennessee River. From our access on the Cumberland, we had to lift through eight. They
range in height from 93 feet to 39. All present a challenge, when moving upstream, since filling a lock chamber involves more
swirling currents than emptying.

-

-

-----The month-long cruise on the Cumberland - Tennessee System was a wonderful experience. Charts from the Corps,
navigation chips for the chartplotter, and excellent guidebooks by Fred Myers help to make it a safe and informative journey.
These are some of the finest cruising waters anywhere, especially in spring and fall.

-

-

(Photos of Halycon by Wanderer)--------------- (Photo of Wanderer by Halcyon)
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GREAT LOOP
-

----"We can do it!" With those words of discovery uttered by El on a dark
morning in June 1992 on Chesapeake Bay, we began an adventure that
has been discovered by many since then. A circumnavigation of the
eastern United States on some of the most beautiful waterways
anywhere.
-

-----We were living aboard a cruising sailboat, a 20' Pacific Seacraft Flicka, and had sailed her up the Intracoastal Waterway
to the Chesapeake from a winter cruise in Florida. We were bound for a summer of exploring the Ontario canals and Great
Lakes. El had been perusing our charts of the lakes, when she suddenly 'discovered' that there was a connection through
Chicago to the Illinois River and hence to the Mississippi and southward. We could return during the fall to the Gulf Coast.
This would give us new country to see in the heartland of America and we would avoid the hazard of fall hurricanes along the
Atlantic seaboard. Perfect!
-----And it was. We 'circumnavigated' the eastern United States, following some of the finest waterways to travel anywhere on
Earth. Our route has since been called the Great Loop (we called it the Great Circle, not thinking that this was really a
misnomer, since a 'great' circle has a specific navigational meaning, and this route does not satisfy the definition. We should,
perhaps, have thought of it as a Big Circle. Now, the name is correctly called the Great Loop). Many cruising boats follow the
Loop every year. During our maiden voyage on the Loop we never met another boat intending to do the same passage.
----- It was a marvelous adventure and we share many fond memories and friends from that trip. Since then, we have cruised
'favorite bits' with our trailerable boat, so of them many times. Also, with a power boat, we have the advantage now of going
up tributary rivers that join the Loop. For us, today, the Loop is the 'freeway,' and the tributaries the 'blue highways.' We
strongly urge anyone cruising the Loop to leave the main route and explore the marvelous 'side roads' of America.
-----There are many websites (and books) to read today for 'how to' advice on anchorages and marinas. We do not attempt to
compete with those sites with detailed information. You can find them by a search on the Internet. What you gain from
perusing this website is a 'feeling' for cruising -- and a sense of what the cruising life has to offer. Hopefully, the tales we tell
and the photos we share will enticed you to cruise the St. Johns, Lake Champlain, the Cumberland, and many of the 'back
roads' off the Highway. Drop the schedule, kick back, and enjoy America's waterways. They are the finest on Earth!
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KENTUCKY-TENNESSEE-ALABAMAMISSISSIPPI
Launch: Defeated Creek Marina, Carthage, TN. Good ramp and nice
folks at the marina. Restaurant on site.
Retrieve: Ft. Laudon Marina, Lenoir City, TN. Several good ramps in the
vicinity, and well-run marina. Restaurant on site and Calhoun's a short
walk.
-----With a trailer boat, one puts in near the top of either river, and, at the
top of the other it is about a 150 mile drive to retrieve the truck and
trailer. We rented a car and retrieved in less than a day.
Dawn on the Thousand Mile Loop
-----For those on the Great Loop, cruising to the head of these two rivers
is one of the finest experiences of the entire journey.
Comments: Outstanding! Best in spring or fall.

THE THOUSAND MILE LOOP
-----The stories we share from our experiences on these rivers can be found at the following sites:
---------- The Tennessee River:
----- ----- ----- In the Fall
----- ----- ---- -In the Spring
----- -----The Cumberland River:
---------- ----- In the Fall
----- ----- -----In the Spring
----- -----The Little Tennessee and Tellico Rivers:
----- ----- -----Not to be Missed - Anytime
-----The charts of these rivers are available from the Corps of Engineers, either to purchase as a 'book' or to download from
their site on the Internet. Navigation chips for chartplotters are available for some of the route, usually found under Fishing
Lakes. Fred Meyer has excellent guidebooks for the rivers, and should be carried - he lists anchorages, marinas, hazards,
hhistory and good up-to-date factual knowledge for the cruiser.
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TENNESSEE
Launch: Ft. Loudon Marina, Lenoir City, TN. This is a great marina, with
fine folks, good facilities, and several great restaurants within walking
distance.

Nearby campsites: TVA has a nice campsite on the Clinch River a few
miles from Lenoir City

Comments: These rivers are gems. One bank is developed with homes;
the other is wild federal land. The Great Smoky Mountains rise in the
eastern horizon. This is a special place.
Ft. Loudon on the Little Tennessee

LITTLE TENNESSEE AND TELLICO RIVERS

EARLY MAY ON A BEAUTY SPOT OF TENNESSEE
-----Spring is such an optimistic season. New bright green leaves burst from buds as though insects hadn't been invented;
flowers explode on trees and on the forest floor without a thought of fall; birds sing, loudly proclaiming themselves and
nesting grounds ignoring the searching eyes of hawks. Even those of us, grown cynical by experience with suffering and
death, find a rekindling of hope in every spring. Nowhere is spring more beautiful than in the southern forest, and no rivers
are better suited for spring cruising than those of Tennessee.

-

-

Springtime Beauty on the Rivers of Tennessee

-----We cruised Tennessee for the month of April, and on into May. We watched the forests change from stark winter to full
glorious spring and then the fading of exuberance as the excess of spring faded and fell to the water. The cyle of seasons
seemed accelerated as we cruised southerly against the northward seasonal flow.

-

Spring Fades

-----The land changes from the flow of nature and from human intervention. The silos of former farms are drowned under Lake
Tellico and fisherman cast where farmers plowed. Forests, home to over 10,000 years of human occupation, change to make
room for homes of modern Americans. The only constant, we are reminded, is change.

-NATIVE AMERICANS ALONG THE RIVERS
-----A highly developed native culture existed in southeastern North America, the Mound Builders. We visited one of their
major communities while cruising the Arkansas River. They lived along these Tennessee Rivers also, building mounds still
visible from the rivers.

A Rattlesnake Pendant, Created by Mound Builders Living Along the Tellico River

-----Later, the Cherokee flourished here, often using the ancient mounds as cultural centers for their villages. They were one
of the major tribes in the southern Appalachians. Their homelands ranged through the present states of North and South
Carolina, Kentucky, Tennessee, Georgia and Alabama. An Algonquin people, they are linguistically related to the tribe that
dominated the northeastern Appalachians, the Iroquois. In the Overhill Country, one of the centers of Cherokee population,
they farmed, hunted and lived along the riverine bottomlands.

A Map Made in 1762 of the Little Tennessee River. The Dots along the River are Cherokee Villages, With Chote the
Population Center. Ft. Loudoun is Located near the Bottom of the Map.

-----The Cherokee flourished and developed a complex culture of laws, traditions, and ceremony. They were divided into
seven matrilineal clans. Their winter homes were made from vertical posts driven into the ground in a rectangle. River cane
was woven between the poles and this covered by a mat of cane daub. The roof was made from woven river cane covered
by shingles. Traditional homes were oriented so the door faced southeasterly to allow access for the morning sun. Some of
the villages had hundreds of residents.

-Reconstructed Cherokee Winter House and the Site of the Village of Chote (Seven of the Pillars Represent Each of
the Cherokee Clans, the Eighth Pillar Marks the Site of the Burial of a Chief)

-----With the arrival of Europeans, Cherokee traded and intermarried with them. They adopted many European customs.
However, Europeans coveted their land. Between 1721 and 1819, over 90% of their land was ceded to others. In 1829, in his
inaugral address, Pres. Andrew Jackson proposed a policy to relocate eastern Indians. The Indian Removal Act of 1830 was
passed by Congress. The same year, gold was discovered on Cherokee land in Georgia. Georgia held a lottery to give
Cherokee land and gold rights to whites. Cherokee were not allowed to conduct tribal business, contract, testify in courts, or
mine for gold.
---The Cherokee challenged Georgia in the courts. The US Supreme Court decided in favor of the Cherokee. Andrew
Jackson, when he heard the court decision, reportedly said, "[Chief Justice] John Marshall has made his decision; let him
enforce it now if he can."
-----A minority of Cherokee believed that the tribe would only survive if they continued to resist. In December 1835, about 400
of the 15,000 Cherokee, and none of their chiefs, met the US in New Echota, Georgia. Twenty signed the treaty, ceding all
lands east of the Mississippi to the US in exchange for $5 million dollars and a homeland in Indian Territory, now Oklahoma.

The US Senate, by one vote, ratified the illegal treaty.
-----In 1838, Federal troops rounded up Cherokee into stockades. Families were separated, elderly and ill forced out of their
homes at gunpoint, and looters followed the troops. Crowding, poor sanitation and drought create suffering and death among
the 15,000 captives. In November, 12 groups of 1,000 each were marching west. The chief's wife gave her only blanket to a
child -- she died of pneumonia at Little Rock. One man watched his father die, then his mother, and one by one all five of his
siblings "One each day. Then all were gone." Nearly a fifth of the Cherokee died on The Trail of Tears.

-----Today, Tahlequah, Oklahoma, on the Arkansas River, is capital of the Cherokee Nation. About 1,000 Cherokee, hiding in
the mountains, escaped removal, and they are known as the Eastern Band of Cherokee Indians.
-----The Cherokee were not the only tribe affected by the European culture. Between 1816 and 1840, more than 40 treaties
were signed by southeastern Natives ceding their land to the United States. Between 1830 and 1850, about 100,000 Natives
were also forced to move westerly from their ancestral lands. Many were brutally treated. Some were transported in chains.
The Chickasaw, Choctaws, Creeks and Seminoles were removed. Over 3,500 Creeks died.
FT. LOUDOUN
-----We had heard of Ft. Loudoun, and it's many variant spellings, and were anxious to visit the site and interpretive center.
There is a dock for landing at the fort and Wanderer and Halcyon tied off.

-

-

Boat Dock, Visitor Center, and Reconstructed Colonial Fort

--------The French and British were locked in a deadly competition during the mid Eighteenth Century for control of North
America. In 1854 warfare broke out between their armies in the Americas. In October 1756, to help counter this threat, the
Colony of South Carolina built and garrisoned Ft. Loudon at the junction of the Tellico and Little Tennessee Rivers in what is
now Tennessee. This was the first British fort built to the west of the Appalachians, or in what is called the "Overhill Country."
The fort was constructed in the center of the Cherokee Nation and helped to ally the Cherokees with the British in the French
and Indian War. It also guaranteed continued fur trade between the British and Indians.

----- The first soldier to die, Corp. James Hill, was mortally wounded a month after fort construction began, when a gun, fired
in celebration of the King's Birthday, exploded. Within a few years, relations broke down between the Cherokee and the
British. It is written that the Cherokee believed they were cheated in pay for work they had performed for British settlers in
South Carolina, so they took some British horses for compensation. Settlers killed Cherokee in retaliation. By Cherokee tribal
law, a life taken by someone of a different clan must be avenged by a death for someone of that clan. To the Indians, all
British were of one clan, so the Cherokee killed by British settlers must be avenged by the deaths of an Englishman. British
troops from Ft. Loudon captured the Cherokees accused of murder and executed them, thus escalating the bloodshed.
-----Consequently, the Cherokee laid siege to Ft. Loudon in March 1760. On August 9th, the starving British surrendered.
According to the Cherokee, the British agreed to leave guns, cannons, and powder with the fort and in return, the British
officers, troops, and families would be allowed to walk to Fort Prince George.

-----The next night, at the British camp, their Cherokee escorts murdered all the officers save one. The captured troops,
women and children were forced into slavery. Cherokee tradition says this was in retribution for the British destroying all the
armaments and powder in Ft. Loudon, contrary to the surrender agreement.

-

-

-----The information center, staff, and reconstruction of the fort are excellent. They give an insight into those troubled former
times along the rivers.

-

Artifacts Found at Ft. Loudoun

-

Ft. Loudoun, Reconstructed

TELLICO BLOCKHOUSE

---------Thirty years later, toward the end of the 17th century, the British were gone and American settlers, moving westward into
the Overhill Country, came in conflict with Cherokee. Settlers claimed the rich bottomlands along the rivers. In order to keep
settlers and Indians apart, the US government established a Blockhouse and Factory on land ceded to the military by the
Cherokee. The Blockhouse was built in 1794 across the Little Tennessee River from the ruins of Ft. Loudon, and soon
became a bustling center of activity. By this time, the Cherokee lived in well-built homes in towns and had adopted Europeanstyle agriculture. One duty of the garrison at Tellico was to protect Indian rights from the settlers. A second, major function,
was for Indian agents to share agricultural and technical knowledge with the Cherokee. New varieties of livestock, agricultural
implements, and cloth manufacturing were introduced. The factory was the public store for the region. Between 1796 and
1806, most interactions between the US and Cherokees took place at this blockhouse. The facility was closed in 1807.

-----There is a small dock for visitors to stop at the Tellico Blockhouse, and it is a fine walk ashore and worthwhile visit.
SEQUOYAH BIRTHPLACE MUSEUM
-----Cherokees have built a museum near the birthplace of Sequoyah, a famous statesman and the creator of a writing system
for the Cherokee language. It is a beautiful museum, with excellent displays and a fine interpretive movie. The dock is nice
and the folks friendly and helpful.

The Museum and Dock

-----Sequoyah was born in 1776 on the north bank of the Little Tennessee River. In 1821, after 12 years of hard work, he
perfected a method of syllabary notation in which English stood for Cherokee syllables. Within a few years, Cherokee were
publishing their own newspapers, had adopted a constitution, and a code of laws. Sequoyah is honored in the scientific
names of redwood and giant sequoia trees.

-

-

Sequoyah, Syllabary, and Cherokee Clock

A CRUISE INTO BEAUTY AND HISTORY

"And we were there ..."
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KENTUCKY
Launch: For eastern access, Gen. Burnside State Park, Burnside, KY.
There is a 6-lane launch ramp with a large parking space. Or, for access
to the western lake, launch at Lake Cumberland State Resort Park, one
of KY's largest state parks. Both are busy in the summer, but easy
access in spring and fall.
Nearby campsites: At Burnside State Park, or Lake Cumberland State
Resort.The State Resort Park has lodges, cottages, golf course, tennis
courts, an indoor swimming pool and an excellent dining room.
Comments: This is one beautiful lake; heavily used by houseboats in the
summer but marvelous off-season in spring or fall.
Lake Cumberland

LAKE CUMBERLAND
INTRODUCTION
-----Lying in southern Kentucky, nestled deep into the folds of the Highland Rim of the Cumberland Plateau, is a 101-mile long
53,000-acre lake with 1,255 miles of wild, rugged shoreline - Lake Cumberland. This is one of the house-boating capitals of
the country, and the recreation area has more than three million visitors a year. There is a good reason for this popularity Lake Cumberland is as beautiful a mid-continent lake as one can find.

-----Dr. Thomas Walker was the first European frontiersman into Kentucky. In 1750, he stood on a high bluff atop the
Cumberland Plateau in what is now the southern area of the state. Surrounding him was a rugged panorama of hard flat-lying
hard rocks, sliced into deep gorges, valleys, and hollows. Far below him, deeply incised into that wild landscape, was a giant
river wandering into the misty distance to the west. Impressed, he named it in honor of the Duke of Cumberland, son of his
King George II.

-----Some 200 years later, in 1952, the Tennessee Valley Authority impounded that wild Cumberland River through the
construction of Wolf Creek Dam. The dam was built for hydroelectric generation, but the resulting Lake Cumberland flooded
that deep valley and steep creeks creating an ideal area for boating and fishing.
GEOLOGY
-----Limestone is the rock of choice in the mid-continent. For hundreds of millions of years, a shallow sea lay over the middle
of our continent, depositing layer after layer of limestone (or its kissing cousin, dolomite - limestone with a little extra
magnesium in its chemical makeup). A few hundred million years ago, North America drifted into Africa, and the resulting
collision wrinkled up the Appalachian Mountains. Here, far to the west of the impact zone, the crust slowly heaved upward
and the sea retreated. The uplifted limestone is hard and resisted erosion, creating high plateaus incised by streams and
rivers.

-----Those warm shallow seas teemed with life, and today one can find evidence of ancient clams, brachiopods, snails, and
trilobites.

Brachiopod -------------------------Trilobite
-----Crinoids, an animal that looks like a miniature palm tree, has a round columnar 'stalk' and multiple arms of smaller limy
columns. Pieces lie everywhere embedded in the limestones of Lake Cumberland.

-Crinoids
-----Ground water has percolated through the limestones, dissolving caves and cavities. Some of these are lined with deposits
from later groundwater, creating geodes - holes lined with crystals or layers of lime or quartz.

FLOTSAM
-----TThere were heavy floods in the area, the week before our arrival. Piles of logs, sticks, and debris had washed down
tributary streams. The floodwaters raised the water level of the lake to the highest point in years, washing even more logs
and driftwood from beaches and shorelines. In some areas, it appeared that the lake was dammed by debris, and El stood on
the bow pushing off the bigger pieces to make way for Halcyon. It was a challenge negotiating what is usually clear,
unobstructed water.

-CRITTERS
-----Lake Cumberland is renowned for its fishing. The frigid water spewing from the dam are home to some of the best trout
fishing in Kentucky. Ashore, there are many species of mammals, reptiles, amphibians, and birds. Most of the critters are
used to humans, and can be easily observed at close range. The cackling burble of turkeys awakened us most mornings,
whether in the campground or on anchor.

-HOUSEBOAT HEAVEN
-----Some locals refer to this lake as the Houseboating Capital of the World. There are over 200 houseboats on the lake,
many of them rentals. On any summer day, the radio is filled with calls for assistance from novice boaters trying to maneuver
thousands of pounds of floating hot tub, slides, television and what all around the lake. Off season, in spring or fall, the lake is
especially lonely and lovely.

-With a Hot Tub, No Less
HISTORICAL SITES NEARBY
-----For those interested in history, there are some nearby sites worth visiting. A Civil War battlefield, The Battle of Mill
Springs, lies a few miles north of the lake. The battle was fought on January 19, 1862. It was a key loss to the Confederacy
and the first in a series of battles leading up to the Battle of Shiloh later in the spring. There is a self-guided driving tour at the
site.
-----Another short drive from the lake, is the old gristmill at Mill Springs. The mill was built in 1840 and was powered by one of
the world's largest overshot waterwheels, forty feet in diameter. It was restored in the 1970's, and grinds flour on weekends in
the summer. The visitor center has an interesting overview of the Civil War in this area.
-----A National Landmark, Creelsboro Arch, lies near the western end of the lake a short drive from the Resort Park. This
sixty-foot high and hundred-foot wide limestone arch was used by Native Americans as a shelter for millenia. Locals refer to
the arch as the Rock House, and still like to hold events under its sheltering arch.
BEAUTY
-----There are at least ten major 'arms' to this lake, each unique and worth an exploration. With over 1,000 miles of shoreline,
a cruiser can devote many delightful days to discovering the treasures of this lake.
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TENNESSEE - KENTUCKY
Launch: Dale Hollow Lake State Resort Park -good ramp, long-term
parking with Park security.

Nearby campsites: Good campground right at the State Park, or one can
stay at the resort (two swimming pools, horseback trails, and a modern
60-room lodge with a great dining hall.
Comments: There is an excellent restaurant at the resort. This is a
beautiful lake, especially for off-season cruising. There are many
houseboats on the lake during the summer.
Dale Hollow

DALE HOLLOW LAKE
-----The Obey River is one of the major tributaries to the Cumberland River. Immediately above its confluence with the
Cumberland, near Celina, TN, the Corps of Engineers, in the 1940's, built a large dam for hydroelectric generation. There is
no lock through the dam, so one must trailer to gain access to this site. The impounded reservoir, Dale Hollow Lake, is a
treasure for Heartland trailerboat cruising. There are 620 miles of shoreline and 48 square miles of water surface, straddling
the Tennessee - Kentucky border.
GEOLOGY
-----The rocks exposed along the periphery of the lake will look familiar to Heartland boaters -- limy excess of those ancient
seas that flooded over the North American continent from about 300 to 200 million years ago. Loaded with fossil shells,
bedded limestone crops out along the shores of much of the lake. This is the Cumberland Plateau, etched downward by the
scouring silt in the Obey River.
-----Limestone, calcium carbonate, is slowly soluble. Through the millenia of exposure near the land surface, water has
infiltrated along fractures into the limestone. Dissolving the lime, caves and sinks mark the cliffs and land surface.

-BIRDS
-----iIt was late on a warm spring afternoon. Sunlight was filtering through the dense woodlands rising steeply from the water
beside our anchorage. A water snake left a sinuous trail through the dense green fuzz of pollen icing the water surface. On

the shore beside us, a muskrat lazily turned a green twig in his paws, nibbling off the bark, like a child turning an ice cream
bar in his hands eating off the chocolate exterior. A cardinal repititiously whistled a desultory refrain that perfectly matched the
languid pace of the fading day. We drifted in and out of sleep, stretched out in our lounge chairs in the cockpit, pretending to
be reading. Then, from far down the cove, came the deep sonorous "Who cooks for you?" call of a male Barred Owl.

"Who Cooks?"

-----iAlmost immediately, from the dark forest near us, the female answered. Like dueling instruments, the two deep-throated
vocalists filled the cove with an increasing crescendo of hoots and cackles. Then, suddenly, at least three other voices joined
the chorus -- perhaps the juvenile offspring. Sound was everywhere, as each young owl, like teenagers everywhere, vied to
be heard. We sat, unmoving, staring at each other in disbelief -- we had never heard such a bellowing, howling, and hooting
melody. Suddenly, as quickly as it began, all fell silent -- only the Cardinal's whistles drifted from the woods.

Turkey Vulture - the Drifter

AH, THE CRUISING LIFE

-----

El - the Drifter
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EASTERN SHORE C-DORY
GATHERING '05
Launch: Gathering held at Lankford Bay Marina , below Rock Hall, MD.
Many launched at Long Cove ramp nearby

Nearby campsites:Tom McHugh's field

Comments: Largest gathering of C-Dorys yet, and a marvelous time for
all
On Chesapeake Bay

EASTERN SHORE C-DORY GATHERING
-----"Terraplane" Tom posted a query on the C-Brat website wondering if there would be any interest in a Gathering on the
Eastern Shore of the Chesapeake. He expected maybe three or four boats might be interested. The result of his organiazing
and planning was the largest C-Dory Gathering, anywhere, to date.

Tom
-----There was a pot luck, slightly dampened by the weather, on Friday night. Saturday, many took a delightful cruise up to
Chestertown. Saturday night was the crab feed, with brats, and dogs and lots of extras available.
-----The following pictures tell more about the Gathering than words:

-

-

-

-

-

-

-

-

-

-

-

-

-

-
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CHESAPEAKE BAY
Launch: Long Cove Launch Ramp, off Langford Creek. Small fee for
launching. We left the truck and trailer at a local friend's field. Or launch
at Chestertown Marina ramp, and leave your truck and trailer there.

Camping: One can launch at Chestertown Marina, and stay on board the
boat at the marina -- showers, facilities, and restaurant on the site. -

"I wanna sail the Chester River ...Lordy, that's
what I call fun."

Comments:-- Chesapeake Bay is a drowned river. More than two
hundred miles of prime lowland woods and fields, that once bordered
the Susquehanna River, are submerged beneath an inland arm of the
ocean. About a quarter of the way down from the top of this estuary, a
river enters from the Eastern Shore. It is a meandering, aimless river
sauntering calmly through some of the most serene countryside
bordering any Chesapeake water. This is the Chester River.

CHESTER RIVER

HISTORY
--- -Humans have lived along the banks of the Chester River for tens of thousands of years. When Captain John Smith, the
first European to explore the Upper Chesapeake, 'discovered' the Chester River in 1608 he found the area occupied by the
Wicomiss Indians. As English settlers settled the banks of the river, they named Kent County for their home shire in England.
When Maryland's first legislature met in 1649, Kent was one of two counties in the colony.
CENTER OF POPULATION
--- -It is difficult, in 21st Century America, to appreciate the importance of the Eastern Shore in Colonial times. Today, our
country spans a continent - then the colonies spanned from the beaches of the Atlantic to the eastern flank of the
Appalachian Mountains. To better appreciate the role of Chestertown, one can follow the center of national population.
--- -The first national census was taken in 1790, not long after the first Tea Party and the
founding of our nation. At that time, the "center of population," the statistical geographic
center of the location of all the surveyed residents of the new United States, was eight
miles northwest of Chestertown, MD.

--- -The main route from the southern colonies to the north was by ferry across the
Chesapeake from Annapolis to Rock Hall, through Chestertown, and north up the
Delmarva Peninsula to Philadelphia and beyond. George Washington, and virtually all
the southern delegates to the Constitutional Convention, followed this road to the north.
Chestertown was the 'center' of activity.
--- -The 'center of population' crossed the Chesapeake just before 1800, reflecting the Westward Movement. In 1820, it
crossed the Potomac. Just after 1850, it was west of the Ohio River, roughly tracking the 39th degree of latitude (paralleling
US Route 50). In 1940, the 'center' moved southwesterly across the 38th degree reflecting population increase in America's
Southwest and in the 1970's it crossed the Mississippi River. Today, the center is in east-central Missouri, creeping
southwesterly about ¾ degree each decade, and over 1,000 miles west of Chestertown. Today, the Eastern Shore is far from
the center, and has faded into rural tranquility.

CHESTERTOWN
--- -Thirty miles up the Chester River from the Bay, colonists established the village of Chestertown. Beginning with a
Governor's proclamation in 1668, there had been intermittent proposals to establish a colonial port at about this spot on the
river. The building of the county court house in 1697 established a center for the town. By the early 18th Century,
Chestertown had become a prosperous mid-Atlantic Royal Port of Entry for the colonial movement into Maryland. Along with
being a prosperous ship building and trading center, Chestertown became a locus for education, government and court. In
1706, the town became the county seat, but the county's court records are the oldest in Maryland, dating back to the 1640's.
--- -In 1782, Washington College, tenth oldest liberal arts college in the US, was
founded. George Washington, lent his name and money (his was the single largest
money gift to the new college). This was, in part, due to his appreciation for the county's
supplying flour and men to his Continental Army. Early agriculture on the Eastern Shore
was founded on tobacco, but, just before the Revolution, most farms made a shift to
wheat production, increasing both the population and prosperity of the community. Large
wharves once served sail and steam boats in their local and transoceanic trade of
goods, and a large Customs House was erected on the waterfront.
ARCHITECTURE
--- - A stroll along Chestertown's brick sidewalks, under the shade of ancient basswood
trees, soon reveals architectural delights. What began as a search for an ice cream shop
turned into a promenade through the history of American architecture.
--- - We have long been interested in the origin of American architecture, but lacked the
discipline to just sit down and learn its evolution. Architecture is, like many professions,
obfuscated by words. We decided to cut through that verbiage and let the buildings 'talk'
to us. We had a handy guide describing dates and styles, so early one morning we
wandered the streets of Chestertown and back into the history of America.
- - Later, licking that ice cream, we pondered the amazing lifestyle offered by our cruising lifestyle. Life on the water forces a
slow pace -- the opposite of what our culture forces on most folks. When we come ashore, we often have the time to observe
and learn -- in this case, about American cultural history.
Georgian Style
--- - During our years as a British colony, throughout the 1700's, we were
under the rule of kings named George. Folks then (like always, I
suppose), tried to impose and maintain order in their lives. A home, back
in Colonial days, was designed to display this order. Buildings had simple
geometric proportions. A symmetrical plan was arranged neatly about a
central axis. There are usually five windows facing the street on the
second floor. The main entrance had matching columns and a simple roof to shield
guests from the weather. The building, hopefully, was a declaration of the simplicity and

order within.

The Custom House -------- - During Georgian times, brick became a fashionable construction material for the homes of the
wealthy. Bricks are made from firing clay, and they acquire their appearance from their native
material. Almost surprisingly, most bricks are red or yellow in color. There is a good geological
reason: iron is the most common 'coloring' material for sediments derived from rock. And during the
firing of the clay, that iron is exposed to air, and rusts to a brown, yellow or red color.
--- - Bricks can be placed in different ways. In the most common brickwork, only the sides
(stretchers) show to the street. This builds a wall with the least number of bricks and is the least
expensive. This design is termed stretcher, or American, bond. If bricks are placed so only their
ends (headers) show to the street, a bricklayer can create patterns. The style known as Flemish
bond alternates stretchers and headers, for a pleasing and orderly effect. In English bond, a row of
stretchers has a row of headers laid atop, varying the visual effect.
--- - Bricklayers found other techniques, other than the bond, to vary their work. They
mixed the colors or glazing of bricks for aesthetic effects.
--- - Plain brickwork was, for some colonial Maryland folks, too simple. Folks in Annapolis
and Chestertown experimented with bonds and colors.
--- -The Custom House, built in 1746, stands near the public dock. It is an excellent
example of Georgian architecture and Flemish bond brickwork, with the 'heads' showing
to the street, glazed for stylistic beauty.
--- - Continue walking around town, and you will see many homes of Georgian style.
Each is different, reflecting the taste of the orignial owners or the result of modifications
by later residents.
--- - One of the oldest houses in town is the Hynson-Ringgold House, home for the
president of Washington College. This home, built in 1743, has anchored this street
corner for more than two and a half centuries. It also has Flemish bond brick walls.
-

- -The Georgian Wickes House, built in 1767, has five bays, a gabled roof and dormers,
and 15 fireplaces. It is also of Flemish brick construction.

--- -Perhaps the finest of the Georgian houses is Wide Hall, built in 1770. This home was built by a
merchant, the County's wealthiest citizen of that era, Thomas Smythe. He was an illustrious
Revolutionary War activist. Reflecting the wealth of the owner, it has all-header-bond brickwork. It is
a classic.
-- -This style remained popular in Chestertown until the 1830's and had later periods of revival.

Federal Style
--- -We were a proud, new nation after the Revolution. Architecturally, America celebrated with a new design,

the Federal Style. Our link to a British past was retained by the orderly arrangement of windows and doors,
neatly symetrical around a central axis. However, life in America was more simple, freed from monarchy and
aristocracy. Our new style showed a smooth facade to the street, and the roof had a low pitch. The entrance
was simple, with delicate columns and molding. The discovery of Pompe generated interest in Greek and
Roman architecture, so some homes incorporated themes from classical times. Windows were tall and had
large panes. The interior of the house most clearly seemed to express the freedom recently achieved by war. Rooms, were
circular, oval or octagonal, with garlands, swags, urns, and rosettes as walls decorations. Colors were often pastel and airy.
--- - River House was built in the 1780's, and is an excellent
example of a Federal Style home. It was also first owned by
Thomas Smythe. It has Flemish bond brickwork (alternating
stretchers and headers) on the street side and American bond
(courses of stretchers, broken with courses of headers) on the
other sides. A high three-story façade rises above a tall English
basement. This house is typical of Philadelphia town houses, in
Federal Style, that were one room deep with no windows on the
sides.
-- -In the center of town, just off the square, is a rarity - the White
Swan Tavern, built in 1733. It is one of the few Colonial taverns in existence, and served
George Washington on one of his many visits to Chestertown. The building was built as
a residence, with Flemish bond brickwork with glazed headers. It was enlarged into a
tavern in the 1790's and remained active until the 1850's when it became a general
store. In the 1970's, an archaeological excavation yielded 70,000 objects from the site
prior to restoration to its 1795 appearance.
Italianate Style
--- -By the mid-1800's, Italian
architectural achievements inspired
Americans to embellish their homes
with ornate decorations. New
techniques of cast-iron and pressmetal technology aided this style.
Homes were now heavily decorated with scroll-like
brackets and frilly cornices and eaves. Windows
were tall and narrow, topped with hooded moldings. Cupolas, porches and verandas were added, often with elaborate
balustrades
--- -This waterfront home, built in 1857, is an excellent example of Italianate Style. The roof has a low pitch, and there are
ornamental brackets under the eaves. The balustrades on the porch are pure fancy jigsaw cuts. A pleasing symmetry and an
open airy feeling are hallmarks of this design.
Second Empire
--- -This was a popular late 19th century style, inspired by French designs
built during the reign of Napoleon III. The style, also called Tuscan,
evoked European majesty by aspiring to a monumental and ornate
appearance. It was widely used in public buildings and houses in the
1870's and 80's.
--- -In Chestertown, Stam's Hall, built in 1886, is an outstanding example of Second
Empire Style, also known as Beaux Arts. The townsfolk were proud of their building, and
contributed $1,000 to pay for a bell in the tower, which still tolls the hours.
--- -There are many other interesting buildings in town, including the structure that houses the Historical Society, the Court
House, and a number of small office buildings known as Lawyers Row.

--

--

Hotel Imperial, an active hotel with fine meals--- - Prince Theater, where we saw a great production of Cabaret
TEA PARTY
--- - Boston was the main entry port for British goods in the Massachusetts Colony. Local residents of Boston were infuriated
by the imposition of punitive taxes imposed by the British Crown in 1773. In response to the Tea Tax, citizens, dressed as
Indians, boarded a British trading vessel. They threw its shipment of tea into the harbor.
- - Chestertown, at that time, was a main British entry port into the Maryland Colony. Its town citizens met in anger in the
spring of 1774, in response to the closing of the Port of Boston by the British. They forth "Resolves" forbidding importing,
selling, or consuming tea in Chestertown. In the spirit of the Resolves, on May 23, 1774, local residents gathered at the town
center, marched down High Street to the British brigantine Geddes, anchored in the Chester River, and angrily consigned her
cargo of tea to the depths of the Chester River.

-

-

Over Goes the Tea and The Redcoat--- ---- ---- - The Rebels Cheer
--- -Chestertown has held its first Festival commemorating this event in May of 1968. A reenactment of the Tea Party was
held at the waterfront. In 1992, we sailed up the Chester River to Chestertown. By lucky accident, it was Memorial Day
weekend, and we landed in the middle of the Tea Party Festival. We tied off and had such a good time that this year (2005)
we decided to return on Halcyon.
--- -The town exploded for the weekend - with streets cordoned off, a Colonial Parade marched through the center of town.
The parade featured the Kiltie Band of York, the 1st Battalion of MD Loyalists, the Newark Fife and Drum Corps, horse-drawn
carriages, and the First Maryland Regiment. There was colonial dancing, Native American dances, pipe bands, fife and drum
performances, military drills, and colonial song fests. Over 120 craft experts - from blacksmiths and candlemakers to weavers
and woodworkers presented their skills and wares.

-

-

--- - At the waterfront, lay the ship Sultana. She is a meticulously-crafted reproduction of a 1768 schooner that plied the
waters of Colonial North America in the service of the Royal Navy. Built directly from original plans, Sultana was launched in
2002 and is considered to be one of the most accurate vessel reproductions in the world today. She provides nonprofit,
unique, hands-on educational experiences in colonial history and environmental science.

-

-

--- -The Sultana served as the surrogate for the British trading vessel ,Geddes, during the reenactment. As we watched from
the dock, an angry crowd, somewhat lathered by spirits, gathered at the town square and marched to the waterfront. Rowing
vintage boats to the 'Geddes,' the 'colonials' tossed bales of tea (and British officers) into the Chester River. The crowd
roared approval, and black powder guns puffed clouds of smoke over the river. It was a great excuse for a party.
RAFT RACE
--- -On Sunday, the highlight of the afternoon was the annual raft race on the Chester River. None of the rafts are allowed to
use a boat hull for their construction, so imagination is paramount. There are prizes for the greatest disaster and most original
as well as the race winner. The crowd roared approval at every disaster, and a good time was had by all.

-

The "Tea" Cup
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CHESAPEAKE BAY
--- --- -Every cruise has its memorable moments.

The Stage

AN AMAZING VARIETY
--- -The sun was starting to slide down the lower third of the western sky, and we were looking for an anchorage for the night.
"Here's one," El said enthusiastically. "Listen to this." And she began to read from the cruising guide.
--- -"Good protection … only for shallow-draft vessels and...," El's voice took on that slight edge I had long ago learned to
recognize when she is especially interested, "...It has an amazing variety of wildlife." She looked up, grinning.
--- -I tried a few guesses, "A heron colony? … a turkey roost? ..."
--- -"Or," El said with a chuckle, "maybe a nude beach?"
--- -With such a challenge, we headed up the Corsica River, through a scattering of rafted big boats and deep-keeled
sailboats (after all, this was the middle of Memorial Day Weekend, the traditional first day out). A short distance up the
Corsica, we took a turn to port. Now we had to thread our way through the splatter of anchored and rafted boats. We headed
up Emory Creek, the promised land of amazing animals. The depth sounder beeped its warning as we rounded a bend,
separating us from view from any boats or houses. We anchored with one foot of low tide under the hull, surrounded by trees
and natural beauty. We were the only boat at the head of the creek.

--- -"Well, time for the show to begin," El said pouring the tonic over ice for our sundowner. We settled into the chairs, lifting
our glasses to each other with a wink. We had a front-row seat in the house, as the cockpit slowly and deliberately turned
with wind and tide. The scene drifted past our vision, first one shore, then the head of the creek and then the opposite shore.
Shadows lengthened over the rippling water as though the house lights were dimming. Reflections shimmered water, clouds
and trees into a marvelous scrim.

---- -A movement caught El's eye -"There!" she said. A raccoon strolled the muddy low-tide shore, probing with nimble fingers.
One could almost hear the "Ah hah" as he plucked some morsel from the mud, washed it clean, and popped it into his mouth.
We watched him continue his meandering stroll up the strand.
--- -An osprey cruised into the cove, fluttered a few moments, and plunged feet first into the still water. He quickly rose,
clutching a fish, and laboriously flapped off to her nest on the navigation mark in the river outside our creek. The ripples of his
'fish snatch' widened in the darkening water, reflecting sparkles from the last rays of evening sun.
--- -Slowly the curtain of nightfall enclosed the creek. Frogs began to chirp, and toads buzzed from under the understory
trees. Stars sparkled in the water. Then, the sonorous sound we associate with isolated anchorages began to resonate
through the encroaching night. Who cooks for you? Who cooks for you all? The Barred Owl announced his presence on the
stage of Emory Creek. His mournful calls echoed off the water, far down the creek -- you all ... you all... Then, as though
stirred by the receding echoes, another owl joined the chorus, Who Who Who. Before the new sounds could echo, more owls
combined their calls, until the creek reverberated with the cacocphony of owl song. Deep bass calls, high hoots, whistles,
whines .... it became the Corsica Concerto.
--- -The performance lasted for perhaps ten minutes, before an appreciative aucience. Then, abruptly, as though on an
unseen cue, it ended. Only one artist remained on stage, for the finale ... Who cooks for you? Then, deep silence, the more
palpable after the preceding turbulence of sound. We sat, sharing the experience and the silence, and then headed for bed.
--- -Abruptly, in the middle of dark night, a sound penetrated my sleeping brain -- SCRRIICH! It startled me awake. Through
my foggy brain, I tried to remember and decipher the strange sound - like someone scratching fingers on a screen door.
Sounds magnify and crumble into strange fragments when heard within a deep sleep. For a long time I lay still, heart
thumping loudly in my ears, listening to silence. Perhaps it was part of a dream - an internal fragmentation of subconscious
thought. Only continued deep silence. I drifted back to sleep.
--- -I awakened before first light and soon the stove was throbbing into warmth. It's my morning ritual - heat the water, brew a
cup of tea, drip the coffee. Mugs filled, I stepped out into the cockpit to sense the dawn. Suddenly, my quiet world was filled
with mayhem - an enormous explosion of sound shatteredd the silence. "ARRRRRKKKK." A huge object hurtled through the
darkness from the boat toward shore. From my crouched position, coffee spilled, heart pounding, objectivity slowly returned to
my traumatized brain - a … Great .... Blue ..…. Heron!!!!
--- -What a way to start a morning, but what could one expect in an anchorage with amazing wildlife? Calming down, I
reflected on the experience. Like a detective piecing together the facts, my mind sorted through the evidence. The startling
middle of the night sound … the sudden panicked flight … that bird must have been roosting on our cabin roof most of the
night. A quick look at the roof confirmed the suspicion - yep, calling cards all over the cabin rooof. These herons are special
companions on our cruises, all over North America. They are usually shy, retiring birds and often fly off when our boat
approaches. Sometimes, when we rest quietly at anchor, they will walk nearby shores, but never … never have we had one
even think of landing on our boat. Yep, amazing wildlife, indeed, in this creek.

Guilty as Charged
--- - El soon joined and with fresh coffee in hand, we sat in the cockpit while I shared my rude awakening story. As light
suffused through the surrounding trees, more wildlife joined us. First, our evening companion, the raccoon, began his probing
stroll along the strand searching with deft fingers into the mud for his breakfast. Then, one after another, deer stepped from
the trees and walked the shorelines feeding on the fresh new leaves of early summer. They included Halcyon and us as part
of the backdrop, and we shared their private lives of scratching, sniffing, and munching.

-

-

--- -A 'V' moved through the water, trailing behind a beaver as he slipped along the shore doing his morning duties of
patrolling the beach for fresh tidbits of bark. Soon, another 'V' vectored from the opposite shore, and the two 'Vs' circled and
merged as the pair joined for their morning tour. They disappeared into a clump of freshly fallen young trees, and their
presence was only revealed by the swaying of branches in the water as they cut and tugged their breakfast.

--- -This was indeed a place of amazing animals. Apparently its isolation, behind the moat of shallow water, allowed an
undisturbed window for us into the normal evening and morning lives of the residents.

-

-

--- -We pulled anchor, after our breakfast, and slowly slid out drown the creek. An old boathouse, long abandoned and slowly
succumbing to gravity's inevitable pull back to the water, lay to starboard. As though to punctuate the period for our sojourn

among "the amazing variety," Turkey Vultures, roosting on the shed roof, eyed us as we left their peaceful home.

--(06 - 05)
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CHESAPEAKE BAY
Launch: Long Cove Launch Ramp, off Langford Creek of the Chester
River.Small fee for launching. We left the truck and trailer at a local
friend's field. Or launch at Chestertown Marina ramp, and leave your
truck and trailer there.

Nearby campsites:One can launch at Chestertown Marina, and stay on
board the boat at the marina -- showers, facilities, and restaurant on the
site. -

Just the Three

Comments: Chester River is a fine place to launch to explore the
Eastern Shore.

"JUST YOU, THE BAY, AND GOD"
--- -They come with many names - barcats, skipjacks, bugeyes, crab dredgers - or just plain workboat. They covered the bay
with sails two hundred years ago and thousands worked the waterman's trade. The sails are mostly gone, and the old ways
are fast disappearing. Every year, there are fewer watermen working the bay.
SKIPJACKS

--- -A skipjack is a fine vessel. Like any good worker, they labor with grace, style, and efficiency. Their purpose is to dredge
oysters. Once they numbered in the thousands, and their white sails floated over Chesapeake Bay like low-scudding clouds.
Now that sight is a dim memory in fading minds.
--- -There are a few remnants. Rarely does a species go extinct suddenly - there are usually a lingering few to remind us of
the past, and then the light goes out. There are 21 skipjacks, built prior to 1912, on the National Register. Of these, but five
are still working commercially under sail in the upper bay. These few are not only the majestic remnant of the sailboats that
dredged oysters on the Chesapeake -- they are the last remaining commercial fleet still operating under sail in the United
States. Like most rare and endangered species, they exists only because they are protected by law. In Maryland, oysters may
only be dredged under sail.
--- -However, even the skipjacks have succumbed to engine power to remain commercially viable. A small push boat, or yawl,

may legally be used to power the skipjack to and from the oyster beds.-The push boat must be out of the water on davits
when dredging three days out of the five day work week. It is simply not profitable to operate totally under sail.

The Push Boat on Davits
--- - Diseases attacked oysters in the lower bay in the 1980's destroying millions. Most of the remaining commercial skipjacks
are in the upper bay where lower salinity protected the remaining beds. Oysters are slowly coming back throughout the bay,
but the trade has been destroyed.
--- - Of the remaining 21 skipjacks, most are used for educational purposes or for the tourist trade. Thousands of people are
taken on environmental field trips aboard skipjacks every year. They learn of the importance of oysters to the region's past
economy, ecology, and cultural history. They are also told of the habitat loss, disease, overharvesting, and pollution that have
reduced oysters to an estimated 2% of there original levels.

-

-

--- -We were guests at Cutter Marine, on the Middle River in Essex, Maryland when we first arrived on the Chesapeake this
trip. This was a perfect place to begin our cruise, with facilities close, services at the marina excellent and cordial folks. A
highlight of our stay was our 'discovery' of the skipjack, Hilda M. Willing, tied off at the marina. She is a 100-year old skipjack
that continues to dredge bay waters for oysters. Built in 1905 in Oriole, MD, she is 55 feet long, has a 16-foot beam, and
draws 3 feet. With the centerboard down, a necessity when under sail, she draws 7 feet. She carries more than 1,300 square
feet of sail. She is a graceful beauty.

Hilda M. Willing
--- -She is owned by Baltimore police officer Barry Sweitzer. His father, "Pete," bought her for $1,500 in 1947. That boat, and
Barry's folks, reared four sons and a daughter dredging for oysters in winter and crabbing in summer. Pete was one of ninety
watermen working the bay in skipjacks in those years. Barry spent his vacations working with his father, out of Tilghman
Island. Pete did all her repairs - everything from woodwork to fabricating metal parts. Barry does all the maintenance today.
The Hilda M. Willing is one of those five skipjacks still dredging oysters - yes, she's on the National Register, thaanks to Barry
Sweitzer's hard work.

WATERMEN

-

-

--- -The waterman culture still exists in small towns, islands, and remote houses along the eastern shore of Maryland and
Virginia. Marvelously described in the book, Beautiful Swimmers, this culture is a unique remnant of early colonial days in
America. We heard a waterman say, "Folks are different here on the Eastern Shore" and we heartily agree - some of the
nicest folks you can meet anywhere live there.

--

-

--- -

--- -The Maritime Museum in St. Michaels preserves a window into this fast disappearing culture. There we found this quote
by Ernest Bowden Jr, "These people who've never been here and they'll do the strangest things. They're always in the biggest
hurry in the world." And from John Page Williams, "thirty years ago, the gear was simple, kids grew up with wooden rowboats,
and you couldn't go very far or very fast. You looked at what was there. Now boats are bigger, faster, plusher. The boat is the
center of recreation, rather than the river." Life on the Bay's water is changing.
--- -Oysters, crabs, mussels, shrimp, and fish have been the mainstay of the commercial fishery. The men and women who
work the trade are independent and hard-working. Some of the small islands of the Chesapeake, such as Smith and Tangier,
are almost totally populated by watermen and their families.
--- -Most of the watermen love the rewarding but hard work. Commercial fishing is five times more dangerous than police work
or fire-fighting. According to the U.S. Coast Guard, 630 fatalities occurred in the industry between 1992 and 2002. They
waterment work from sunup to sundown but dispite the hard work and sometimes difficult nature of their work, they enjoy the
independence and tranquility of their lives. Barry Sweitzer says, "Out there it's just you, the bay, and God."
--- -For us, one of the great joys of cruising the Chesapeake is to share the water with the watermen and for a brief time
share their beautiful water.

-

El Meets a Waterman
(5/05)
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CHESAPEAKE BAY
Launch: Long Cove Launch Ramp, off Langford Creek of the Chester
River. Small fee for launching. We left the truck and trailer at a local
friend's field. Or launch at Chestertown Marina ramp, and leave your
truck and trailer there.

Nearby campsites:One can launch at Chestertown Marina, and stay on
board the boat at the marina -- showers, facilities, and restaurant on the
site. The King

Comments: The Eastern Shore has some of the finest cruising on
Chesapeake Bay.

EASTERN SHORE - FROM THE WATER
CRITTERS

An Ancient Critter -- Gastropod over 200 million years old

--- -A cruise along the Eastern Shore is an experience shared with the native local residents, and they are great

companions. There are ducks, geese, swans, osprey, owls, herons, eagles and small shorebirds to watch. The
forests and fields bordering the water are alive with resident and migrant birds. Mammals, such as deer, red fox,
opossums and raccoons, patrol the strands at dawn and dusk. There are special places, like the Eastern Neck
National Wildlife Refuge at the lower Chester River, which retains much of the ecologic diversity of the
Chesapeake, from pine forests to meadows to tidal wetlands. The refuge even has an informative visitor center,
raised viewing platforms and walking trails.

Buzzard Cousins-- The Black Vulture and the more common T.V. (Turkey Vulture) [the folks with the red heads]

-

-

Osprey, our special friend, the Great Blue Heron, and a Water Snake

-

-

-

Mute Swan (a non-native, controversial since he displaces native swans and destroys habitat), a Crow and
Horseshoe Crab

-

-

More Non-natives - George and Penny, Dun and Becky, El and Bill - -- -Yum! -- -- - -El and Bill Munching - -

SCENES

--- -A sense of place is best depicted by photographs rather than words, we believe. The following scenes we
consider characteristic of the Eastern Shore.

-

-

-

-

-

-

-

-
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CHESAPEAKE BAY
Launch: Long Cove Launch Ramp, off Langford Creek of the Chester
River. Small fee for launching. We left the truck and trailer at a local
friend's field. Or launch at Chestertown Marina ramp, and leave your
truck and trailer there.

Nearby campsites:One can launch at Chestertown Marina, and stay on
board the boat at the marina -- showers, facilities, and restaurant on the
site. -

Barnaby House - 1770 - Oxford

Comments: The Eastern Shore has some of the best cruising on
Chesapeake Bay.

EASTERN SHORE - FROM THE LAND
--- -There are so many joys (and sometimes, headaches) that come with the cruising life. One of the best
experiences (and sometimes, a headache) is coming into town. Like people, each town is unique. And coming to
town from the water is certainly a different delight than coming in by road. The towns of the Eastern Shore are
especially interesting, with their long colonial history and dependence on water for transportation and commerce.

ROCK HALL

--- -This is a quiet town which traces its origin to the beginnings of the United States. In Colonial times, the main

route from Virginia to Pennsylvania and points north was by Annapolis Ferry to Rock Hall. George Washington is
known to have come ashore here eight times, before journeying north to Philadelphia to help create American
Independence. So too did Thomas Jefferson and James Madison. In those early years of America, the Eastern Shore
was an important tobacco port-of-call. Later, it became a primary fishing and crabbing center on the Chesapeake
Bay.

--- -Today, it is a town for those who love boating, seafood, wildlife and a peaceful way of life. There is a large fleet
of charter boats, for those fishermen without their own boat. Watermen continue the long tradition of commercial
fishing. Marinas encircle the two sheltered harbors, both with easy access to the Bay.

--- - There are good restaurants, with seafood as their specialty. We had a marvelous soft-shelled crab at the Bay
Wolf, seafood lunches at J & J Seafood and Pruitt's. And the fish and crab dinners at the Waterman's Crabhouse are
a fond memory. Ah yes, there is also the restored 19th century fountain (with great ice cream and sodas) at
Durding's Store.

-

-

Fred and El Enjoying the Bay's Harvest - - - - - - - - - - -Patty, the Crab Queen, at P.E.Pruitt's

- - - The National Wildlife Refuge on Eastern Neck Island is about a seven-mile bike ride from Rock Hall. It has miles
of walking trails complete with viewing platforms and interpretive displays. The visitor center has a marvelous
collection of books for sale. The reeds and marshes of the tidal shore are feeding and nesting grounds to 243
species of migratory and resident birds and a variety of mammals, amphibians, reptiles and fish. The admixture of
salt, brackish, and fresh water areas are ideal for a variety of plant species. These estuarine areas are especially
important ecologically as a spawning and nursery habitat.

- - The farm country on this portion of the Eastern Shore is, as locals are fond of saying, "quintessentially rural."
There is a grace and fluidity to both life and scenery that is almost forgotten elsewhere, with the busy pace of the
21st century.

- - - - There is another special feature in Rock Hall -- the Mainstay. This is a venue for outstanding music throughout
the year. We listened to an excellent internationally-known jazz/blues group one delightful evening at the Mainstay.

ST. MICHAELS

- - - - As you round the harbor marks to enter St. Michaels, you quickly realize why this town is a contender for the
prettiest harbor on the Chesapeake Bay. It was founded in the mid-1600s and is one of the oldest ports on the Bay.
It is located about midway between the Susquehanna source and the Atlantic mouth of Chesapeake Bay. It was
one of Colonial America's largest shipbuilding ports. Here were made the fast sloops and shallow-draft "bugeyes"
that evaded British blockades during the Revolutionary War.
- - - - After the war, Baltimore developed road and water connections with the newly-freed colonies and became the
major trading center of the mid-Chesapeake. St. Michaels languished. The town was rediscovered in the 1960's as a
delightful place to live and visit. Its old buildings are now gentrified into art galleries, B&Bs, and interesting and
fashionable tourist shops. Old Georgian, Federal, and Victorian homes line the streets.

- - - - On the waterfront, adjacent to the Maritime Museum, is an institution - one of St Michaels' most enjoyed
seafood restaurants, the Crab Claw. It boasts an extensive menu, and, of course, succulent Chesapeake seafood,
fresh from the Bay, is the specialty.

Patty (the NW Crab Queen) at the Crab Claw - - - - Five Step Instructions on the Menu for the Neophytes

- - - Chesapeake Bay Maritime Museum
- - - - St. Michaels is both the cradle and repository of Chesapeake Bay's maritime history. To understand that
history, we visited the Chesapeake Bay Maritime Museum.

El, Pat, Penny, Patty, and George at the Maritime Museum

- - - - Here we read the stories of the Bay and the people who have lived, worked, and played on the water. On
permanent display is the nation's most complete collection of Chesapeake Bay artifacts, visual arts, and
indigenous water craft. Interpretive exhibitions and public programs cover the range of Chesapeake Bay maritime
history and culture - including Native-American life, seventeenth- and eighteenth-century transatlantic trade, naval
history, the Bay's unique watercraft and boat building traditions, navigation, waterfowling, boating, seafood
harvesting, and recreation.
- - - - One of the exhibits features the Chesapeake Bay Retriever. "From Shipwrecked Puppies to Iron Dogs: While sailing
home from England in 1807, George Law, a member of a prominent Maryland family, rescued two Newfoundland puppies from a
sinking British ship and brought them home to Chesapeake Bay. The puppies mated with local dogs and established a new breed, the
Chesapeake Bay Retriever." They have double coats that keep them dry even when in freezing water, so they have no
peer for waterfowling. A local foundry made cast iron dogs in memory of the shipwrecked puppies and the statutes
became popular lawn ornaments.

- - - - Lem and Steve Ward were two of the best-known woodcarvers in the Chesapeake region. They were famous
for their beautifully carved duck decoys. The Museum has several of their decoys on display.

- - - - The Maritime Museum has many guides who have lived the waterway traditions. Some days, a master decoy
carver sits on the porch of the Waterfowling building, carving decoys and telling stories of his life along the
Chesapeake. On others, a retired crab picker sits at a picnic table sharing historic photographs, talking with
visitors about her memories of a picker's life. In the Museum's working boat yard, you can watch the restoration of
the Bay's traditional vessels by the shipwrights, apprentices, or a visiting captain or boat builder.

-

-

- - - - Some two hundred boats, representative of the craft that plied the Chesapeake, are on display in buildings or
afloat at the Museum's docks. These craft range from a Native American dugout canoe to Chesapeake Bay
commercial sailboats. All are carefully restored by skilled artisans and legions of volunteers, using painstaking
traditional techniques.

-

-

Deadrise Workboat, Katie G; Bugeye, Edna E. Lockwood; At Home

--- - A featured exhibit at the museum is the restored Hooper Strait Lighthouse. The structure was emplaced and
first occupied in October 1879. The cottage-style lighthouse remained in operation until 1954 when it was replaced
by an automatic lighting system. In 1966 the Lighthouse was moved to the Maritime Museum.
- - - Hooper Strait Lighthouse is an excellent example of the screwpile lighthouses constructed in the 19th century
in Chesapeake Bay, the North Carolina Sounds, and the ocean entrances along South Carolina. These structures
stand on seven ten-inch wrought iron solid pilings (legs). At the base of each piling is a wrought iron screw that
allowed the wrought-iron legs to be screwed twenty-five feet down into soft mud. It would have been easier to drive
the legs into the bottom, but the foundation of the lighthouse was stronger being screwed into the mud. These
tightly embedded pilings protect the lighthouse not just from waves, but from the winter's ice that sometimes froze
around the pilings. A rising tide can exert an incredible upward pressure on the ice-enshrouded pilings, which
resisted the force by the firmly implanted screws.

-

-

The Screw at the bottom of the Piling - - - - - - Hooper Strait Lighthouse

--- - There are murals and exhibits portraying the Waterman' s lifestyle and working conditions. And the story of the
women who worked picking, packing and canning seafood is also told.

-

--

-

--- - Steamboats played a significant role on Chesapeake's waters in the 19th century. The museum has excellent
displays to remember and interpret those bygone days.

-

-

The City of Richmond; Steamboat Routes; and Olive, built 1869, connecting St. Michaels and Baltimore

OXFORD
--- - Oxford, another of Maryland's oldest Colonial towns, was founded in 1694. The town is located near the mouth
of the Tred Avon River and has a well-protected harbor. In Colonial times it was one of only two ports of entry for
British trade vessels on the Eastern Shore (the other was Chestertown) . Oxford flourished in this capacity until the
Revolutionary War brought an end to British trade. After the Revolution, like most Eastern Shore towns, the town
declined for many years until oystering businesses began to flourish in the late 1800's. With the decline in
oystering, it is today a quiet residential town, enjoyed by visitors who appreciate it's history and charm.

-

-

--- -The Oxford-Bellevue Ferry is believed to be the oldest privately operated ferry in the United States.

CAMBRIDGE
--- - Cambridge is another of Maryland's oldest towns, easily accessible from the water. It is primarily a residential
town in this "land of pleasant living".

--- --- --- --- --- --- --- --- --- --- --- Lunch in Oxford (El, Dun, Becky, Deb, Fred, George, Penny, Patty, and Pat) & - --- --- --- -- --- --- --- --- --- --- -- Kicked Back near Cambridge (Front: Becky and Dun; Rear: George and Penny)
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ERIE CANAL
--- -The completion of the Erie Canal in 1825 is arguably the most
important engineering feat achieved by the new United States. It
profoundly changed the future of the United States and its western
expansion. New York State became the leading economic power of the
new nation and New York City achieved prominence as its foremost
seaport and commercial center.

The Marriage of the Waters - The Canal is
Open

CLINTON'S BIG DITCH
---- -The Erie Canal is all but forgottten today, but for my forebears it was the Grand Canal, and an engineering feat without
peer. It took seven years to build, cutting through 363 miles of wilderness. There were 18 aqueducts and 83 locks with a total
elevation change of 568 feet from the Hudson River to Lake Erie -- and it was constructed without a single professional
engineer.

Barge Canal Surveyor

---- -The idea for the Erie Canal -- thhat a canal be sliced from the Hudson River to the Great Lakes -- was so ridiculous that it
was dismissed by many as Gov. DeWitt Clinton's "Folly." But he persevered in his vision of "a bond of union between the
Atlantic and Western states." He saw it as a prevention of the dismemberment of the American Empire. He dreamed of "the
greatest inland trade ever witnessed." He visualized New York City to become "the granary of the world, the emporium of
commerce, the seat of manufactures, the focus of great moneyed operations and the concentrating point of vast disposable,
and accumulating capitals."

Gov. DeWitt Clinton

---- Accused of being an unrealistic dreamer, he proved his detractors wrong -- Clinton's predictions were wrong only in that
they didn't go far enough! The Erie Canal was the most important engineering and economic feat of the young republic. The
rapid development and success of our new nation was, to no small degree, the direct result of the canal.

---- -The canal was the impetus of the first great westward migration of Americans. Roads westerly, in our country's youth,
had to cross the Appalachian Mountains. They were few, costly to use and had many difficulties. After its completion, the Erie
Canal was the major trade route to the west and remained so until the advent of railroads. New York City became the
preeminent commercial city in the US and the major port for Atlantic trade. Before the opening of the canal, Philadelphia was
the nation's chief seaport. It soon surrendered that title to New York City. Massachusetts had long rivaled New York in
exports, but within sixteen years its exports were only a third of New York's. In that same time interval, the value of personal
property in New York increased four times and manufacturing increased threefold. More than five times as many people were
engaged in business in the City as before the opening. New York State became prominent among the new states.
--- -No less a figure than George Washhington, a surveyor in his early years, scouted out a route for inland navigation across
central New York even before peace was declared in the Revolution. A private company, chartered in 1791, made
improvements along the Mohawk River. There were few settlers to the west of Rome in New York, although the land was
fertile and flat. Farmers were reluctant to move inland where it would be very expensive to bring in supplies and costly to ship
any produce out. Even though the need was evident, the difficulties on such a massive project as a canal seemed
insurmountable.

Even the Simple Task of Pulling a Stump Was Formidable

---- -Finally, under Clinton's insistence, the state began the construction of the canal on July 4th, 1817. Contracts were let to
local construction firms, many organized for the purpose. Coordinating the multiple contracts, both for their timing and their
ability to undertake their portion of the construction, was an amazing feat of government management for the young state. It
was opened for commerce on October 26, 1825. It was four feet deep, twenty-eight feet wide at the base and forty feet wide
berm to berm. -As originally constructed, it wass capable of floating a boat carrying a load of 30 tons.

---- -The first boat to travel its fulll length was the Seneca Chief, carrying Gov. Clinton and guests. Cannons were stationed at
intervals along the entire length of the canal, and down the Hudson River to New York City. As the Seneca Chief left the dock
in Buffalo, the first cannon boomed. The 500-mile long battery relayed the historic event with a cascade of explosions. Within
a few minutes most of the citizens of the state knew the canal was open!
---- -When Clinton arrived in New York City nine days and 523 miles later, he poured one of two barrels of Lake Erie water
into the Atlantic below New York harbor. This "Marriage of the Waters" officially opened the Erie Canal.
---- -Following the success of the Eriee Canal, the nation was gripped by the fever of canal building. My great-greatgrandfather lost his shirt in the collapse of the canal-building "bubble." The Erie Canal, however, remained a success.
---- -In the 1830's, the State Legislatture authorized enlarging the canal, but a nation-wide depression delayed work until
1847. The "new" canal was widened to 70 feet and 1862 the depth was increased to seven feet. It could handle barges of
240 tons. Beginning in 1869, many of the locks were doubled so traffic could operate in both directions without delay. In the
early 1860's, the New York Central Railroad took virtually all the passenger traffic off the canal. The Civil War greatly
increased the volume of commercial traffic.
---- -Tolls were charged for canal passsage to offset construction and maintenance costs.To determine the toll, there were
several weighlocks on the canal. The barge would enter the weighlock building, gates would close, and the water in the lock
drained. The barge would settle on a giant cradle attached to a scale and be weighed. Another technique weighed the water
displaced from a lock by the barge. In either case the unladen weight would have been previously recorded so the weight of
the contents of the barge could be weighed and a toll charged.

Rochester Weighlock with a Barge about to be Weighed

---- -In 1882,the State abolished tolls after earning forty-two million dollars over the original cost, improvements, maintenance
and operation of the canal. In 1903, the State again enlarged what was now called the "Barge Canal." Work began in 1905
and was completed by 1918. By World War II the 6 mph speed limit on the canal was too restrictive for the rapid movement
of war commerce. Trucking and railroads hauled most commerce and the canal went into decline. But, with the increase in
leisure time and standard of living after the War, the drop in commerce was matched by a rise in pleasure boats.

The Original Lock 60 ---- ----- ----- ----- ----- -----Amtrak Beside the Canal -

---- -The Canal utilizes watercourses wwhenever possible. From Troy to Rome, is uses the Mohawk River. West of Rome, it
crosses Oneida Lake and the Oneida River, and then the Seneca and Clyde rivers to Rochester. Westerly from that city to
Lockport, it is a "land line" canal, following a dug channel. From Lockport, it follows the Tonawanda Creek and the Niagara
River to Buffalo.

The Land Line Canal

---- --&quuot;Canalizing" the rivers required ingenuity to obtain the necessary depth. A combination of dredging and building
dams was required. The rivers were turned into a series of lakes (pools, in canal parlance) with a fixed elevation for the water
surface. Dredging obtained and maintained a minimum depth in the channel. In some places, deep cuts had to be sliced
through rock or mud. The deepest cut, the Culebra Cut south of Rochester, is 65 feet below the original land surface.

Culebra Cut

---- -The canal runs east-west, but in some western stretches the natural drainage is north into Lake Ontario. Here the canal
is often built above the natural land surface and streams flow through culverts under the canal. In a few places, the canal had
to cross broad streams, prone to flooding. Here, an aqueduct was built and the canal would cross over the streams enclosed
in the 'bridge' of the aqueduct. There were a total of 18 aqueducts constructed for the original canal; some of these were
impressive structures and major engineering feats for their day.

-

-

-

-

---- -The dams are either fixed or movaable. Some of the fixed earthen dams are almost 40 feet high and a half-mile in
length. The movable dams look like steel bridges. Vertical steel uprights are hinged to the 'bridge.' Their bases rest on a
concrete sill. Steel plates, called gates, slide down the uprights to impede the flow of water. By adjusting the plates the level
of the pool can be maintained. In times of flood, or when the canal is drained in winter, the steel uprights and gates are
swung up under the floor of the 'bridge' on those giant hinges. There are eight such structures between Schenectady and
Herkimer.
---- -A canal needs water -- an obviouss statement, but finding sources of water to fill a canal almost 350 miles long was a
challenge. A lack of water in the dry summer months would stop all traffic in the canal and result in a useless ditch. The
western portion of the canal has sufficient water from the Niagara River. However, an adequate supply for the eastern section
was one of the most serious problems to be solved in the construction of the canal. Two large storage reservoirs were
constructed near the headwaters of the Mohawk River, one north of Rome and the other north of Herkimer, with a combined
storage capacity greater than was needed for any known drought.
---- -There must then be controls for the opposite problem -- too much water. Spillways, lined with rock or concrete, are
necessary all along the length of the canal.
---- -Another major problem in maintainning a canal is to prevent the loss of all water in case of a break in the canal
embankment. Guard gates, that look like giant guillotines, are placed about every ten miles. In the event of a break, or to
close a section of canal for repair, they can be dropped onto a concrete sill below the structure.
---- -There are now 34 locks on the Eriie Canal, ranging in lift from 6 to 40 feet. Most are between 16 and 20 feet. They are
built of concrete with massive steel doors, weighing more than 200,000 pounds. The doors are shaped like the letter 'V'
(called mitre doors).

-Mitre Doors - Then and Now

---- It only requires a minute or less to swing the doors open or shut. Electricity now powers all the gates. The lockmaster
operates all the machinery from houses sheltering the switches. One can usually complete a lockage within a half-hour.

-

--

---- -Over three hundred bridges spanneed the canal, and a few were lift bridges, still operated today by machinery built in the
early part of the 20th century.

-

-

Many High Fixed Bridges; One Raised for the Benjamin Elliot; and a Lift Bridge, Down

---- In some areas, the canal channel was within a broad expanse of water. Navigation marks were placed and maintained to
indicate the course of the channel.

Red and Green Nav Marks

---- The Erie Canal was our nation's first great engineering and technological feat. It assured the westward expansion of our
country and guaranteed its prominence in world commerce. It is a privilege to cruise this journey through American history.

Reference for much of the information on this site: Finch, Roy G., 1925, The Story of the New York State Canals, State of
New York
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CAYUGA-SENECA CANAL
Launch: Seneca Lake State Park, Geneva, NY. Good ramp and security
patrols the parked truck and trailer. Access to the Finger Lakes, and
near the midpoint of the Erie Canal.

Nearby campsites:Sampson Lake State Park, south on Seneca Lake. It
also has a ramp but is a distance from the canals.

Comments: Prepare for a leisurely trip through beautiful countryside,
friendly towns, and American history.
Cruising Easy

A GOOD CHOICE
Too Many Candies
---- We were swinging on a hook in LeGates Cove, on the Tred Avon River off Chesapeake Bay. It was early June and it was
already hotter than the hinges in Maryland. "Too hot here," El mused. "And humid, too." We pondered the research studies
substantiating global warming, after a string of record hot days on the Eastern Shore. That discussion soon lead to thoughts
of escape from the heat, and a little more distance from 'inside the beltway.'
---- -"Let's head north. But wheree?" I queried.
---- -"We could cruise the North CChannel of Lake Huron. That should be plenty cool, and it's beautiful rocky island scenery,"
El suggested. "Or, maybe back up the Trent Severn, that's a glory in early summer." Her brow furrowed in that pondering look
I know so well. "Then, there's the coast of Maine ... Narragansett Bay ... the Erie Canal ... Lake Champlain ... or the north
shore of Lake Superior ... or ..."
---- -Life is full of choices, and some of them are delicious. We were faced with such a delightful choice now. "We don't have
to choose right away," I interrupted. "Let's savor different ideas and see which percolates to the top."
---- -We continued our cruising of the Eastern Shore until it simply became too warm for us. We were back in Chestertown,
and ready to head down the Chester River and pull out down at Langford Bay. We were still debating all those pretty
wrappings at what we consider the candy counter of life.
---- -Oftentimes in life we think we haave choices, and then a decisive event occurs that quickly restricts the field. A few years
ago we were pulling Halcyon from a ramp in Kentucky, ready to begin a trailer trip to the navigation head of the Arkansas
River for a fall cruise, when El slipped on the slimy ramp and she was in the emergency room of a hospital. The next few
months we became content residents of Kentucky.
---- -Serendipity -- sometimes good andd sometimes bad. Well, we had a decisive event that morning in Chestertown. After
our leisurely ritual of morning coffee, we dropped the outboard engines and turned the key. After the starboard engine was
purring, and El was on the dock untying lines, I turned the key for the port engine. Nothing! Not even a click. A hasty check of
the electrical system showed she had full power. "That's why we have two engines," El chuckled. "One engine is fine for
cruising the Chester down to the ramp."

---- -A few days later, an outboard mecchanic took a quick look at the port engine and with a grimace declared, "Dead on
arrival."
---- -"No hope?," El said witth a frown.
---- -"Major surgery required, andd chance of long term survival is small," the boat doc said. "You have 2,000 hours on that
Jesse. The commercial guys around here figure a major overhaul or a trade-in at 1,000 hours."
---- -"Well, it's always been faitthful. It served us well and took us to many beautiful places. Time to say good-bye," I said in
requiem.
---- -We called various Honda dealers aand soon discovered that Honda had not imported enough our size engines to supply
the demand. Apparently the increased fuel costs pushed more folks into buying smaller engines and they were out of stock -until late August, and this was mid-June!
---- -That evening watching the shadowss lengthen across the farm fields beside our friend's house, El said, "Well, that solves
our decision of where to cruise. With one engine, we can't cruise any big water. There's a 10 mph speed limit on most of the
Erie Canal -- let's head there and we can cruise to our heart's content on the surviving engine."
---- -"Done," was my quick reply.
---- -As we pondered a cruise on the Erie Canal, it quickly became obvious that there were still choices. We could launch into
the canal from the east, as we have done before, and cruise westerly. Or, launch at Buffalo and head to the east. "Let's
launch in the middle, and then we can go either way," El suggested.
---- -And so we did. We launched at Senneca Lake, just south of the midpoint of the Erie Canal.
CAYUGA-SENECA CANAL

---- -The Erie Canal is but one of four canals in the New York State Canal System -- the Erie Canal is 338 miles long and
connects the Hudson River to Lake Erie; the Champlain Canal is 60 miles long and connects the Hudson River and Lake
Champlain; the Oswego Canal is 24 miles long and connects the Erie Canal with Lake Ontario; and the Cayuga-Seneca
Canal, whose 12 miles length connects two of the Finger Lakes, Cayuga and Seneca, with the Erie Canal.
---- -Seneca Lake State Park has a good launch ramp and parking facilities, but no camping, so we launched and headed
easterly on the Cayuga-Seneca Canal toward Seneca Falls.

-

-

Low Bridges; Coast Guard Aux Flotilla 4-7; the Cayuga-Seneca Canal

-

-

The Waterloo Lock (Lock 4, with Guard Gate); Memorial to Women's Rights; Welcome to Seneca Falls

---- -El's middle name is Cady, her mother's surname. As we cruised into Seneca Falls, it was not the first time a Cady had
come to this town. The name, Elizabeth Cady Stanton, a distant relative of El, is indelibly associated with Seneca Falls.
---- -Elizabeth Cady, daughter of a prominent Upstate New York lawyer, was involved as a young woman with Antislavery,
Temperance, and Women's Rights organizations. She met her husband, Henry Stanton, through this common concern. They
were married in 1840, and the word "obey" was dropped from the ceremony, and El has continued the Cady tradition.
---- -Henry was a delegate to the World Antislavery Convention in London that same year. Elizabeth was outraged when she
and her friend, the Quaker activist Lucretia Mott and all women delegates were refused seats at the convention. There, in
London, she and Mott discussed the need for a convention for women's rights.
---- -In the summer of 1848, Stanton and Mott met with other women activists, including Amelia Jenks Bloomer, the feminist
best remembered for her Turkish-style trousers, which became known as "bloomers." Together they planned the first
Women's Rights Convention. It was held that July in Seneca Falls.
---- -Stanton delivered a stirring address to the convention. " We have met here today to discuss our rights and wrongs, civil
and political," ... "The right is ours. Have it, we must. Use it, we will."... "In every generation God calls some men and women
for the utterance of truth, a heroic action, and our work today is the fulfilling of what has long since been foretold..."
---- -She co-authored that meeting's Declaration of Sentiments, modeled on the Declaration of Independence. She also
introduced the most radical demand -- for woman suffrage. This convention initiated the Woman's Rights Movement in the
U.S. and Stanton remained the Nineteenth Century's most prominent proponent of women's legal and social equality.

-

---- -That evening, after a visit to the National Woman's Hall of Fame, we toasted to El's distant cousin, in deference to her
temperance beliefs, with a double dip coffee chip cone-- a great woman who changed the world.
---- -Seneca Falls is today home for about 6,900 folk. Fortunately for you, if you twitched your back at the boat launch,
Seneca Falls is the home of the New York Chiropractic College. In the 2000 census, the town's median income was about
$5,000 below the national average, probably reflecting the closure of the Seneca Knitting Mills factory which had been active
here for 155 years.

Seneca Knitting Mills
--- - There is a well-lit town dock right in front of the ice cream parlor, and the town kindly provides electricity and water for

transient cruisers.

--- - A Cady Returns To Seneca Falls
--- - As luck would have it, a distant relative of mine was also active in Seneca Falls. Wilhelmus Mynderse and his wife

Hannah donated land for the use of the town library and for the public high school, known as the Mynderse Academy.

--- - The next morning we were off to the east on the Cayuga-Seneca Canal. We cruised past one of the most photographed

sites on the canal -- Trinity Episcopal Church. Soon, we were stepping down the double locks just east of town.

-

-

Finished Lock 2; Dropping Down Lock 3; Penny Relaxed on Wanderer, Leaving the Double Lock Behind
--- - Beyond the locks, the Canal enters the northern end of Cayuga Lake, one of the many Finger Lakes. These lakes were

formed by glacial scour, more than ten thousand years ago. Since that time, the lowlands at the northern and southern ends
of the lakes developed extensive marshes. These marshes were used by Algonquin and later Cayuga Indians of the Iroquois
Nation for harvesting rice and waterbirds. The Cayuga tribe has been involved in a long-litigated claim for their ancestral land.

--- - In 1806, a local man named his nearby hilltop home 'Montezuma' after the palace of the Aztec Emperor. This name

became associated with the a local town and tmarsh.

Montezuma Marsh, now Montezuma National Wildlife Refuge
--- - Construction of the Cayuga-Seneca Canal, to link the Finger Lakes with the Erie Canal, began in 1818 and by 1828 boats

passed from Geneva to the Erie Canal at Montezuma. One of the most difficult construction sections of both the feeder canals
and the adjacent Erie Canal was the Montezuma Marsh. So many workers, many of them Irish immigrants, became ill from
insect bites in the Montezuma Marsh that it was difficult to hire enough replacements to continue canal construction.
--- - In 1910, during widening and reconstruction of the Cayuga-Seneca Canal, the Mud Lock and dam were built at the north

end of Cayuga Lake. Below the dam, the river level dropped about ten feet draining much of the marshland.

-

The Workboat, Seneca and Zebra Mussels, at Mud Lock
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ERIE CANAL
--- ---- -The Erie Canal was a 'pipeline' for tens of thousands of Americans
moving westerly with the flow of emigration to the western lands of our
country. My family was one small addition to that vast migration..

My Ancestors Traveled Westerly Through this
Lock in the Summer of 1842

ANOTHER FAMILY STORY
---- -My family has a long association with New York State. When cruising up the Hudson River in June 2001, we stopped at
my ancestor's hometown of Saugerties. There we wrote A Family Story, the tale of the 1710 landing of the Palatines and
Valentine Fiero in the New World.
---- -We continued the cruise up the Hudson to Lake Champlain, where Valentine's grandson, Christian Fiero, defended Fort
Ticonderoga and Lake Champlain against the British during the early years of the Revolution.
---- -Christian's grandson, Dr. John Fiero, was married to Mary Hall. The following story, as told by Mary Hall Fiero, relates to
her early years in Woodstock, New York and the family's connection to the Erie Canal.
FOUR GOOD FRIENDS
---- -My life as a young girl growing uup and going to school in Keefe Hollow was about as ideal as life permits. The company
town was small and we knew everyone involved with the glass business. Woodstock, but a short ride down the Sawkill River,
was a clean bustling community primarily involved with farming and milling.
--- -My sisters, Zemira and Olivia, weere not just kin but best friends. They called me the icing in the middle of the cake, since
they were two years older and two years younger than I.
--- -Zemira had a delightful school cllassmate, Harriet Eliza Lombard. She was a bright, laughing girl with dark hair and
flashing dark eyes. She so enjoyed life and laughter that she was everyone's friend. The four of us were the very best friends.
We were always together, chattering, laughing, and sharing. Father called us "a bevy of quail." Maybe so, but perhaps to
others less tolerant, we were like clucking chickens.
--- -I was more shy and retiring than the others, perhaps an inheritance from my New England heritage. When I first arrived in
New York I was much surprised by the openness and frivolity of the other children. They shared everything - bites from their
lunch apples, their toys, and the secrets of their lives. This was shocking to me. The children I had known in New Hampshire
and Massachusetts were quiet and like closed books. They shared little of what they possessed, either their physical or
emotional belongings.
--- -There were three individuals in tthe medical community in Woodstock - Dr. Larry Gilbert Hall, an older established doctor;

my father, Dr. Ebenezer Hall, and a young man, Dr. John Gillespy Fiero. Father practiced little medicine in the community
since he was primarily engaged in the Woodstock Glass Works. However, he and the other doctors met on a regular basis to
share new information and procedures. They often assisted each other when necessary and frequently consulted.
--- -John Fiero was the son of a practticing physician in Saugerties, an adjoining town. His father, Abraham, was a man much
beloved and respected in the entire region. John had served beside his father as his apprentice since childhood and had
acquired a reputation of careful medicine and great concern for his patients. John wrote of his father, after his death:
--- -"Father's renown is only loccal, and his memory will survive only for a few generations, at most, in the love of those whom
he had cured or in the least helped. But what is more important in any life than to dedicate your best to others? And is your
role the less when it is your neighbors who are the recipients of your concern? He served as the model of caring goodness
for me and my family, and as a source of succor and hope for all in our community."
--- -"How I miss the kind counsell and good spirit of my father! He was certainly the best of husbands for my mother, the most
caring and nourishing friend to all in the community. However, in my self-indulgent mood this evening, I prefer to be
melancholy and selfish. I miss him because he was always my best friend. When I felt foolish or ignorant, he was there to
encourage. He could, with his joyful sincere mirth, always lighten my responsibilities. He was so thoroughly good and kind. He
thought so little of his own comfort or need and always considered the needs of others. I would that I could be such a man as
he. Why do such good men die at such an early age? He was but fifty-eight and I was only twenty-four when he died, and he
had so much yet to teach me. Our common practice had hardly begun, and we were such good companions and helpmates
working together for the people of our community. Life is so short - and eternity so long - too short, too short." --- ---- --- ---- ----

---- ---- ---- -

---- -Dr. John was a thoughtful and inttelligent young man, but of greatest interest to us four "cluckers" were his handsome
good looks and kind eyes. He was but four years older than Harriet and Zemira and shortly after his move to Woodstock took
notice of us - perhaps it was impossible in our small community to overlook our little bevy. We met John when he came to our
house to attend the weekly doctors meeting. We strategically placed ourselves on the front porch so that John would have to
pass by and notice us as he left the meeting.
--- -I remember the evening as though it was yesterday. It was June 1826 and the low summer light still filtered down through
the fresh green leaves overhanging the porch. It was warm and humid, and the katydids were buzzing their monotonous
summer drone. The birds, actively raising their young, still took out time from their busy schedules to sing their evening songs.
John was a young man of but 22, Harriet and Zemira were 18, and Olivia and I were mere youngsters.
--- -John left the house alone, as thee older men were deep in conversation about politics. He paused when he spied the four
of us on the porch swing and asked gently if he could join us. Showing perhaps too much enthusiasm, I immediately said yes.
He sat on the rail of the porch opposite us and we talked on late into the evening. He was open and friendly and immediately
put us at our ease. I don't remember what we discussed, but I know that we all enjoyed the time together immensely.
Although I was younger, he included me as openly as though we were all long friends. My father eventually joined us and
then suggested that perhaps it was time to retire. I returned to the house and Father and John accompanied Harriet to her
house.
--- -Within the week, John had called at the Lombard house to meet with Harriet and her parents. She was a'twitter with the
news of his calling. It was a wonderful time for Harriet and us. She would share much of their discussions with us and I felt a
part of my good friend's ever closer association with the young Doctor. John obviously favored Harriet, and the rest of us
were happy for her. But he also clearly enjoyed us all and we shared so many wonderful times together. On many occasions,
we would be a "fivesome" to dances or evening meetings. John was a good friend for all of us, but he and Harriet were
obviously in love. The rest of us were complimented to be included in their shared joy.
--- - In June 1828, two years after thhat fateful meeting on the front porch, I attended the beautiful wedding of John and
Harriet at the Old Dutch Church in Kingston.

--- - It was a gala affair and they made a most beautiful couple. They lived in a small house in Woodstock and I often visited

them.
A GREAT SADNESS
--- -Great sadness entered their livess that fall of 1828 when John's father died. They had been close friends and medical
partners. I spent many hours at John and Harriet's house talking and consoling my friends. We had long discussions on death
and the meaning of our lives. John, as a doctor, has more frequent contact with the loss of a loved one and the consoling of
the family than either Harriet or I. His comments were comforting. He believed that we are here on this Earth for only a short
time and it is our duty to do as much kindness and caring for others as we can during this short duration. He entered his
father's medical profession because of this belief. He believed that the good we do is our eternity - it is that which lives on
forever, as it is passed from one person to another. We have all been the recipients of the caring and loving of our parents,
family, and friends. Indeed, even total strangers give us a smile or a helping hand and our lives are enriched.
--- -He felt the loss of his father deeeply. They were very good friends and his father was one of the kindest men I have ever
met. We are all the less without him, but John believed our best way to celebrate his life is to try to live as his father lived openly, joyfully, and with a smile for everyone. Surely John had always exemplified this to me, as well. I was so pleased that
my good friend Harriet had such a good and loving husband. I remember, poignantly, my wish that I could find such a man.
--- -Another point of sadness for the two of them, was their inability to have children. They had wonderful, joy-filled years but
they both so longed for the sound of children's voices. Harriet and I talked long about the need, especially for a woman, to
feel fulfilled with her family.
--- - My younger sister, Olivia, fell in love with a glassmaker in our community. Isaac Grovier was 15 years older than she and
I was uncertain about the relationship, but they were marvelously in love. He seemed a most serious young man and Olivia
could be so frivolous. They, however, made a nice matched set of opposites and delightfully complimented and enjoyed each
other. Isaac had a partial interest in the glass factory and thus shared many of the interests of Father. He was a welcome
addition to our family.
--- -They were married in 1832 - two oof our "clucking hens" had flown the coop and only Zemira and I were left. The four of
us were still close friends and now our circle had enlarged to include John as well. Isaac deigned not to be included in our
pack of five.
--- -In June of 1833 John delivered a baby girl of my sister Olivia. We were all thrilled with the newly arrived little package.
She was promptly named Zemira in honor of our older sister. She was much cuddled and adored by us all. And then, tragedy
struck.
--- -In June 1834, when Harriet was buut 26 years old, she became deeply ill with fever. John was frantic. In the dual role of
loving husband and caring doctor he tried everything known to science. Father and old Dr. Larry Hall suggested potions and
remedies. All of us old friends spent hours with Harriet. I was with John and Harriet when she died. We were devastated. We
had lost a special loving friend and for John, a marvelous wife. On another warm, humid June evening, when the katydids
were droning, we laid her to rest in the Woodstock Cemetery. I stood near to John and we both silently shed tears of farewell.
A NEW BEGINNING
--- -In the following months, wheneverr John was making a house call in the Upper Sawkill, he always came by Father's
house to confer with Father, or in his absence, to visit with me. Our bond was initially our shared friendship and grief over
Harriet. Soon his visits were not for medical consultation or our consolation but for John and I to share lively discussions. We
found that we had many similar ideas and thoughts about politics, life, and values of our society. We were, I suppose, both

somewhat rebellious from the current notions of our culture. For instance, I, as a woman, was not supposed to have political
opinions. But I found politics deeply interesting and an important aspect of our lives. John often said he found our discussions
of far greater interest and depth than any he had ever had with another man, let alone a woman. Soon we discovered a deep
respect and interest in each other which matured into a fondness and evolved into a deep and abiding love. In my youth, I
had hoped to find a man like John, and now I was in love with John himself. We were both enveloped in our endearing love
of each other.
--- -One month to the day after my tweenty-fifth birthday, John and I were married in the Woodstock Church. It was but ten
months since the departure of our dear friend, Harriet. We were both certain that Harriet approved of our marriage and
accompanied us in the church on our wedding day, just as I had when she married John. We were supremely happy and
content.
MY FAMILY MOVES WEST
--- -One month after John and I were mmarried, my family moved west. Of the four of us young women who made such a
fuss together in the Upper Sawkill, only Harriet and I remained in New York, and she, good friend, lay beneath the towering
maples in the town cemetery. The departure of my family was a sad day for me - it is etched into my consciousness forever 12 May 1835.
--- -Economic conditions were difficullt throughout the country in the mid-thirties. Father had lived once before through the
failure of his glasshouse, in Massachusetts, during a period of financial unrest. Perhaps he could see the writing on the wall
again. I heard from Olivia that Michigan Gov. Lewis Cass had requested Father to come to his state. Olivia and I speculated
and decided this helped trigger his decision to move.
--- -John and I stood on the river bannk of the Hudson at Glasco to see off my family. Father was not a young man at age 52,
but he stood, as he always did, tall, straight and confident. His face, accented by his white pointed beard, looked chiseled out
of the New Hampshire granite that was his past. Mother, but a year younger, was surrounded, as she always was, with
children. Little John was but 9 and Eliza 13. The "bottom layer" of our much cherished childhood cake, Olivia, shed tears as
she hugged me. She turned and marched bravely, with her husband beside her and her young daughter in her arms, to the
loading ramp. The "top layer," my dear sister Zemira, held me by the hands for long moments, tears streaming down our
faces. We didn't know then if we would ever see each other again. The whistle sounded three long blasts, the ramp was
shifted aboard, lines were cast off, and slowly the vessel slid off the shore and into the current of the river. John and I stood
waving long at the departing ship - we could see Mother's white handkerchief fluttering from the aft rail until the ship slipped
behind the far point and they were gone. John and I rode home slowly in the wagon and it was a quiet evening in our house
that night.
MY FAMILY GROWS
--- -Nine months after our wedding, allmost to the day, our first child was delivered of me by John. She was a beautiful baby
girl. We named her Harriet Eliza after our departed true and loving friend. My father had delivered me and my brothers and
sisters. So, for my family, did my husband deliver our babies. With gentle hands, he attended to my needs as well.
--- -My family in Michigan founded a gglass works, with my brother and brother-in-law in partnership. They were proud of the
first advertising for Mount Clemens glass in the Detroit Daily Advertiser on October 11, 1836. He posted me the
advertisement which mistakenly spelled my brother-in-law's name: HALL AND GROVER MANUFACTURE GLASS AT MT.
CLEMENS. In that same letter, he informed us that the waters of the Great Lakes were open to navigation for seven months
that year and an average of six boats a day docked in Detroit, bringing some 200,000 people to the port. Michigan territory
was exploding in population, which portended well for the glass business. Unfortunately, territorial roads were slow to
develop, so transportation was still slow except by water.
--- -In but ten months after the birthh of our firstborn, my husband John Gillespy Fiero delivered of me John Gillespy Fiero, Jr.
He proudly bore the name of my dear husband.
--- -The year 1837 began auspiciously for my parents and family. Michigan was admitted to the Union as the 26th state on
Jan. 26, 1837. And that was the high point of the entire year -- everything went down from then.
--- -The year 1837 was one of terriblee economic times. This was the apparent result of Pres. Andrew Jackson, in 1833,
transferring government funds from the Bank of the United States to state banks, whence inflated land values led to rampant
land speculation. "Wildcat" banking schemes followed. Economic depression began in the United States following the failure
in March 1837 of the New Orleans cotton brokerage Herman Briggs & Co. When New York banks suspended payments on
May 10, financial panic ensued and led to the Panic of 1837.

--- -Our banking industry collapsed. AAt least 800 banks suspended payment in coin and bank notes and 618 banks failed
before the year was out (many had deceived bank inspectors as to the amount of gold backing their bank notes). Specie
disappeared from circulation. Employers were forced to pay workers in paper "shinplasters" of dubious value and these were
easily and often counterfeited. The Panic slipped into depression. Before the year was over, 39,000 Americans went
bankrupt, $741 million was lost, and the depression reduced thousands to starvation. One-third of all New Yorkers who
subsisted by manual labor were unemployed in the financial crisis and at least 10,000 were made dependent on almshouses,
which were unable to prevent many from starving to death.
--- -The depression forced every New EEngland textile mill but one to close down. Congress, on October 12, authorized the
issue of U.S. Treasury notes not to exceed $10 million. This was a move to ease the nation's financial crisis. The one positive
note was that the shake out of land speculators in the economic depression made more U.S. farmland available for real
farmers.
--- -In the summer of 1837, before thee hardest of times hit, Father built the second brick house in Mt. Clemens, on East
Broadway and East streets. It was across the street from the Glass works. The timing couldn't have been worse.
--- -Father, like almost all businessmmen, was severely affected by the Depression. Father was Vice-president of the ill-fated
Clinton-Kalamazoo Canal venture, which failed in the Panic of 1837. Money became very "tight" for Father. He even lost
$10,000 of his own money at this time in a "wildcat banking venture."
--- -However, the Michigan Glass Manuffactory of Mt. Clemens continued to operate with Father acting only when called upon
to solve problems and then in a "superintendent's" capacity. Window glass was always the main item made in the factory.
Some glass canes, dye bottles, and novelty items were made in the evenings by the eight remaining workers.
--- -New York, and our town of Woodstoock, was not spared the hardships of the Depression. Father's former business, The
Woodstock Glass Company, went out of business, a casualty of those difficult economic conditions. The Bristol glass works
struggled on until 1845.
--- -To brighten up the late part of tthe year, John delivered me of another son. We named him Wright Ebenezer, in honor of
my dear Father, Ebenezer Wright Hall. He was born on the 24th of November, 1837, but one year after the birth of his brother
John.
--- -In another fifteen months, on thee 4th of February 1839, we had another baby girl whom we named for my older sister
and good friend, Zemira Hall. Seventeen months later, we had another baby boy in the family, Christopher - named for John's
younger brother, Christopher. Sadly, little Chris was a sickly child. Much tended by his older siblings and his loving parents,
he departed us on a cold, snowy, dreary and immensely sad day in mid-January 1841 - he was not yet six months old. John
and I resumed those long discussions about death and loss. How can one explain the passing of a sweet child, or a dear
loving friend and wife? What is the reason? Why are some chosen to be taken and others who continue? We believe that
those decisions are not for us to know. We are so sad that our little Chris was denied a full, long and happy life. In death, he
was so small - so pure and innocent. He was a guiltless lovely little boy and we suffered so during his too short stay with us.
--- -Within a few weeks of the death oof our dear Chris, John determined that I was once again pregnant. Our house was
filled with the sounds of little children and love. We had children everywhere, running and playing throughout the house bouncing on their father's knee in the long spring twilights of 1841. Our little Zemira was starting to totter around the house
chasing after the older children. John and I were deliciously and deliriously content with a deeply fulfilled love. Never had I
met a man who could be so strong of spirit and so gentle of nature. Life was good, and a new life grew within me.
DISASTER
--- -And then, just as the long warm ddays of summer 1841 were returning to our valley in the mountains, and the katydids
were again buzzing their monotonous drone from the trees, my dearest John fell ill. Within a few short days he was gone.
ALONE
--- -My best friends were all gone, myy family was gone, and now John was gone. I requested that John be buried in the
Woodstock Cemetery beside my dear friend, and his first wife, Harriet. Why? Why? Why? All the many talks I had with John
about death - the loss of his father, our dear friend Harriet and of our infant son, Chris - nothing could prepare me or console
me in the death of my husband. I was so utterly alone.
MARGARET AND CHRISTOPHER
--- -John's younger brother and closesst male friend, Christopher, was a great comfort for me. He and I were coadministrators of my husband's estate. He and his wife Margaret lived comfortable on a farm in Saugerties. They put my mind

at ease by assuming a guardianship for my eldest, Harriet Elizabeth, then five, posting a considerable bond to satisfy the
court.
--- -They had a large rambling farmhouuse and they insisted that my family and I should move in with them during those last
difficult months of my pregnancy. Christopher's sage advice and maturity beyond his years reassured me about my financial
status, which was limited. Margaret, but three years my younger, became a good and close friend for me during that time of
such hardship. Without them I don't know what I would have done. Surely, God had granted them the gift of kindness and
friendship and they were my saviors during my grieving and long nights of worry.
--- -In those beautiful days of late OOctober, when the leaves are golden and crimson and the nights crisp and clear, our
youngest dear child was born. I named her Margaret, after my companion and sister-in-law. Her middle name is Olivia, to
commemorate my dear younger sister.
THE MOVE TO MT. CLEMENS
--- -Margaret and Christopher Fiero weere most kind and good friends for me and my family. However, except for them and
the many other Fiero relatives, I had no ties to the New York area any longer. My feeling of loss was overpowering, and I
needed a new place for me and my young family. My financial future was uncertain and I did not want to be dependent on my
in-laws.
--- -My family urged me to join them iin Michigan. In the early summer of 1842, my family and I were gathered at the same
dock at Glasco where my parents and my siblings had gathered seven years before. So much - so very much - had happened
in those seven years. Then I was a newly married young woman, absorbed in the love of my dear husband, and saddened by
the move of my family. Now, such a short time later, I was a widow. I had also buried an infant child. I was old beyond my
years. But, I was also surrounded by a bustling, tumultuous, excited family of 5 young children. The future for me, as for my
parents, lay in The West.
--- -The Erie Canal had been completedd 27 years earlier. Gov. DeWitt Clinton had great foresight, insisting that the canal
would create a vital economic artery for New York State, linking the industrial towns of the east with the vast interior of our
country. Transportation over the Appalachian Mountains was difficult from Georgia to New York and the canal proved to be
the main avenue of commerce to the west. Tens of thousands had felt the pull of a new world, a new beginning, that lay just
beyond the mountains and the canal gave the ready means to travel westward.
--- -The river steamship pulled into tthe dock. Christopher helped to bring aboard our
suitcases to our cabin and Margaret helped me manage the children -they were 6, 5, 4,
3 and less than one in age. Indeed they were a handful, but they are good and mindful
children. Shortly we were organized and all on the aft rail waving to Chris and Margaret
as we slowly pulled away from the dock. The children were enthralled with the river
cruise, their first. The next morning, we docked in Albany and were soon transferred by
coach to the Canal Packet in Troy, across the river and the eastern terminus of the Erie
Canal. How the children loved the Packet.
--- - The boat was about 70 feet long, and except for the kitchen and bar, it was one long, open cabin in the interior. When I
first entered the packet, and observing her many passengers, I was quite at a loss to know how berths should accommodate
all the men aboard, as I saw no convenience for anything of the kind. But the boatmen, ever alert to contrivances, had
settees set the length of the cabin that folded out to form a cot-bed. The space between this cot and the ceiling was rigged to
hold two additional bunks. They were maintained in their position by fitting their frames, complete with sacking bottoms, into
holes designed in the hull for their fitting. Hooks in the ceiling held sturdy ropes affixed to the other corners of the frames and
the whole was suspended with just enough room for a man and his bedding to stack atop each other. The other passengers
were filled with much apprehension, that first night, lest the cords not be strong enough to support their human burden.
--- - Their fears were ggroundless, fortunately for all. The forward part of the cavernous
interior cabin was the "ladies cabin," and since I was the only lady aboard it served as
the domicile for my children and me. A curtain separated us from the open interior,
insuring privacy for the eye, but certainly not for the ear. Boisterous men in the evening
often kept my young children and I awake long into the evening, and there was no
shielding their ears by that thin curtain from the profanities general among the common
workingmen of our time.
--- - At meal times, thee curtain was removed and the whole interior of the packet was set
to one long table. The table was set with everything necessary for life, including some
items that well might have been considered a luxury on such a voyage. The food was abundant and full of good tastes.

--- - From the hitching of the mule in the early morning until the tying off beside a lock in the evening, the children were
endlessly amused. The bridges on the canal are very low, particularly the old ones. In
some cases, the baggage stowed atop the Packet actually rubbed against the lowest of
the bridges. Every bridge makes us bend double, much to the delight of the older
children - and in some cases we had to lie on our backs. The man on the helm shouts
through his horn to the passengers, "Bridge!" or "Very Low Bridge!" or once to our
delight, "The Lowest Bridge!" A serious accident would surely occur for want of caution.
A young English woman met with her death a short time before our passage, she having
fallen asleep with her head upon a box and had her head crushed to pieces by the
bridge timbers.
--- - But, being young and eternally buoyant, my children soon took to imitating the cry of
the helmsmen and continued playing the game long after the termination of the voyage.
One man took great delight at the approach of one low bridge in exclaiming, "All
Jackson men bow down." After his comment, we find very few Aristocrats.
--- - At the many locks,, we would all be out and playing on the lawns and in the woods
surrounding the lockkeeper's cottage. The voyage soon took on the allure of a great
vacation and we all enjoyed the trip to Buffalo immensely.

--- - There we transferred to a lake steamer. Now seasoned travelers, the children were easy to manage and they enjoyed the
whole process. The journey commenced at dawn and we were soon bound westerly across the vast lake. For me and my
children, it was like an ocean voyage. The shores were so distant and for a short while the water so rough we felt like we
were on a passage to Europe.
--- - Our steamer first tied to the dock in Detroit. Such a large city! We stood on the railing and were most impressed by the
hustle and bustle of the city. Then we chugged northerly into beautiful Lake St. Clair and landed at the dock in Mt. Clemens.
Oh joy! There was my entire family at the dock to greet us. I could spy my mother's white handkerchief waving above the
crowd of faces. Within moments, my children and I were surrounded by tearful, happy family. The icing had returned to the
layer cake!
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ERIE CANAL
Launch:Seneca Lake State Park, Geneva, NY. Good ramp and security
patrols the parked truck and trailer. Access to the Finger Lakes, and
near the midpoint of the Erie Canal.

Nearby campsites:Sampson Lake State Park, south on Seneca Lake. It
also has a ramp but is a distance from the canals.

Comments: Prepare for a leisurely trip through beautiful countryside,
friendly towns, and American history.
"Low Bridge, Everybody Down"

WESTERN ERIE CANAL
LOCK 25
--- - We cruised the last few miles of the Cayuga-Seneca Canal , northerly through the Montezuma marsh, to the junction with

the Erie Canal. It was evening and storms were forecast , so we decided to head a few miles westerly to anchor below Lock
25. We tethered our bow to a swinging rope, used by kids to swing into the water. We dropped a stern hook to hold us from
swinging into shore. Soon, spatters broke the water surface around us. Tomorrow we must make our decision -- east or
west? In the gathering darkness beneath the hiss of rain on our cabin roof, we discussed the virtues of each direction and
then made our choice - west. We had traveled on the eastern section of the Erie with our family many years ago when we
lived aboard a 20-foot sailboat. Now we wanted to explore new water.

--- - That night we tested the knot-tying ability of kids in the lock 25 area. The storm arrived with violent gusts of wind. Trees

swayed, sheets of rain lashed the boat, and she swung on that kid 'swinging' rope. Through the flashes of lightning blasting
the darkness, we could see our visual 'fix' on the shore was staying steady. Soon we slipped into the v-berth with the patter of
rain on the hatch and the rocking of the boat from wind waves. Nowhere does the meaning of snug quite mean the same as
within the warmth of the v-berth on a windy, stormy night tugging on the anchor rode in a secure holding ground.
--- - Dawn came, as it often does after a violent frontal storm, with a stiff north wind and crackling clear visibility. Wanderer still

swung on her bow anchor and stern line affixed ashore. The natural watercourses utilized by the construction crews of the
Erie Canal sounded more scenic to them, and they decided to travel easterly. We remembered the lines of the Richard Hovey
poem ... "You to the left and I to the right, for the ways of men must sever; And it well may be for a day and a night, and it

well may be forever." After breakfast, we bid them a bon voyage and we turned sterns to.

-

-

Below Lock 25
--- -- - We were gently lifted up the lock and soon were on our way westerly through beautiful wild country that gave the
impression of wilderness. The presence of the towboat Joe and his attendant barge reminded us that this was once indeed
America's main highway of commerce, as did the ruins of bridge abutments long since abandoned.

-

-

NEWARK
--- -- - Newark is a special town. It must be, for those of us with wanderlust rarely spend three nights in one town. The town
dock has excellent facilities, a floating dock, and friendly folks. The town has some nice restaurants, easy shopping, and a
quiet ambiance. We quickly adopted the slow pace of the canal into our cruising lifestyle. Plenty of time to walk the towns,
check out the library, meet local folks and generally kick back into a vacationing mode. We have found that many cruising
areas, because of their size and the immensity of water, are best measured in miles. Here, on the Erie, with charming towns,
interesting history, good facilities, we measure our cruising in smiles.

Newark Town Dock

-

-

Beth, Irwin, Grace, and Noah and The Boat They Built, Sow's Ear

Rusty, Dockmaster Par Excellence -- Biggest Smile and Best Fender Rescuer
--- -- - We ate breakfast at the local diner and chatted with the waitress. A young man in a nearby booth overheard our

conversation. He is also a boater and that evening, Dan and his friend Jill arrived on their pontoon boat at the town dock and
we shared sundowners. Dan has a band and they invited us to join a party the next day, and we did. We cruised westerly on
the canal until we heard music and spotted their boat. They invited us to tie off to the party barge. What a great band and
good folks.

-

-

--- -- - Almost on cue, a rental canal boat came down the river, as though it was a spirit from the past cruising by to enjoy the
entertainment. My memory drifted back to days when wandering minstrels played music to passengers of packet boats at
locks in the evening.

--- -- - As the sun sank low over the canal, and the music drifted delightfully on the light evening breeze, we untied from the
party and slipped into a back channel for an overnight anchorage. We had experienced two of the best aspects of cruising, for
us. A wonderful evening with good people and a quiet sundown surrounded by the natural world. The next morning, dawn
broke through a twisting mist rising off the cove.

-- --- -- - We had brought some nice thick books to read during rainy days on the canal, but found we had hardly opened a page
- except for being too hot and humid in the afternoons, for our taste, it was perfect summer weather. El 'rode' the bow often to
have an unobstructed view of the scenery. We stopped at old Lock 60 and inspected the rockwork of the original Erie Canal
locks. We could literally walk through and touch history.

-

-

A Trip Through History - 163 years ago my ancestors moved through this lock

PALMYRA

"Queen of the Erie Canal"
--- - A short cruise west of Newark and you arrive at the town docks of Palmyra, a charming town with beautiful Victorian

architecture. One intersection, on the west end of town, is in Ripley's Believe It Or Not!. There are four churches, one on each
corner. Locals say it is an "in-spire-ational" sight. The second floor of the 1867 Village Hall was once an Opera House for the
community.
--- - A stroll up Market Street to town from the dock, at the Port of Palmyra, will bring you to a complex of four unique

museums: the Palmyra Historical Museum (Once the Old St. James Hotel and Tavern); The William Phelps General Store;
the Print Shop Museum; and the Alling Coverlet Museum. This museum houses America's largest collection of hand-woven
coverlets, as well as a quilt room and displays of looms.
--- -

In 1820, Joseph Smith reported a vision of God near his home in Palmyra. Thus began the Mormon Church. There are
many Mormon historical sites in the area, including an outdoor pageant at the hill Cumorah. This production takes place on
an enormous ten-level stage, with twelve-tower lighting, a state-of-the-art sound system, Hollywood special effects, and a
costumed cast of over 650. The show depicts Smith's story of the history of the native people of North America -- a tale
contrasting significantly from that determined by archeologists.
FAIRPORT
--- - Fairport bills itself "Crown Jewel of the Erie Canal." Once a commercial dock, today the town dock hosts pleasure boats

cruising the canal. The excellent town library, many restaurants, and downtown stores are all a short stroll from the dock. A
very short walk from the dock is an essential shop, named "Lickety Splits." The town claim of "front-porch friendly" certainly
was true for us, where local folks would stop by on an evening stroll of the dock to chat and one fellow photographed Halcyon
from every angle and the next evening dropped a small album of his photos into our cockpit.

-

Fairport Town Dock. Note Halcyon is Close to Chow
--- A local chap came by our dock toting a folding chair. "What's up?", El asked.
--- - "Why the Fourth of July Parade, of course. Bring your chair now and get the best seat."
--- - So we did bring our chairs, and he was right. It was a hot day, and we could set up along the curb in the shade. A Fourth

of July Parade in Fairport is the quintessence of America.

--

-

Watched, Watcher, Watching

--- -

-

Fire trucks, Snowplows, and Tractors

-

-

-- Happy Birthday, USA!

--- - We had such a good time in Fairport, that we were finding, once again, that the towns along the Erie Canal could hold us

wayfarers like sticky glue -- and we loved our three nights in town. However reluctantly, we untied the lines and continued
westerly. Our voyage was almost terminated when we suddenly encountered the Erie Monster.

--- - Our lunch stop was at a nice restaurant right on the canal in Pittsford. We could watch college crew practicing and enjoy

some air conditioning on a hot July day. There was a natural air cooling system inside some of the locks.

--- - We traveled by the city of Rochester without ever feeling its presence. We were immersed in woods and surrounded by

the rock-cuts blasted through the resisting limestone.

Outside Rochester
--- - There was no evidence of the agriculture that once was so prevalent that it earned Rochester the appellation "Flour

Capital of the World." The city then produced more flour than anywhere else on Earth. The quality was so good, that Queen
Victoria stocked the royal palace with Rochester flour because she believed it was the world's best for cake-making.

SPENCERPORT

---- - It's easy for a town to proclaim that they are "someplace special," but what makes that claim reality are the folks who live

and work there. This bridge tender/dockmaster is someone special.
--- - On our return trip easterly, folks tied at the dock in Spencerport spoke highly of a musical group coming the next evening.

"You must stay. They are really outstanding. No one can do Irish songs like they do." We happened to mention to folks we
met way down on the Chesapeake, that the Dady Brothers were playing in Spencerport. "Oh, they are Terry's favorite music
group. Stay."
--- - With such recommendations, and even a command, we decided to stay -- and that was a good decision. They are great!

-

-

The Audience, Dady Bros. on Stage, and the Canal Crowd
BROCKPORT
--- - Reading newspapers, or watching the news on television, one has a very different understanding of life in early 21st

century America than what one finds in reality. Murders, mayhem, cruelty, child and spousal abuse - they all rank front page
reporting. Yet, the last time that I checked the statistics, America is a safer place than in my childhood - when as kids we
played on the streets, wwalked to school, and took a bus to the movies downtown at night.
- - Here in Brockport, we witness the fact that the sensationalist papers and sound bites on evening news have little to do
with the norm of American life. Here kids are out playing on the streets, riding bikes along the canal, and folks walk the
streets of town after dark. I'm sure there's some crime, of course, but this is the real America. A chap offered us his house on
Block Island for a stay this fall when his family won't be there. Another chap here took us on a tour of the town. They closed
off the main street of town one evening so the High School Band could perform for the town. America is beautiful.

-

-

- - - - We suggest it is important to take time ashore visiting the towns on the canal to reinstate your faith in our wonderful
country. Hmmm, 'take' time - an interesting expression - as though one can possess that piece of time, and perhaps, in a

sense, that's exactly what we're talking about. So, if you 'have' some time, 'take' a little and wander through small town
America when traversing the canal. The speed limit in the canal is a maximum of 10 mph through most of these western
stretches, so this is life in the slow lane.
- - - - Anyway, we 'took' some time and 'took' a walk through the village of Brockport. We began at the dock, where we had
tied off Halcyon, along the bank of Erie Canal. Brockport's history begins with that of the Erie Canal. A road was cut through
the forested wilderness of Upstate New York in 1802. A few pioneers cleared the land for farms. In 1820, when the Erie
Canal was first laid out, Brockport became a village. It was the western terminus for the canal for two years, before
completion in 1825. This was the first means of mass transportation into the American west and opened the region for
settlement and industry. After the canal reached the new town, it grew rapidly as industries developed, using the canal to
transport goods to the outside world. Products as diverse as pianos, and paper boxes, vinegar and cleaning powder were
manufactured here.
- - - - Railroads spelled doom for canal traffic. They could carry passengers and bulk freight in a fraction of the time required
for barges. Commercial barging ceased almost totally about 1970. The canal was then used primarily by pleasure boats, and
the condition of the locks and canal slowly deteriorated. Since 1991, the New York State Canal Corporation has been
transforming the canal into a recreational and tourist resource.
- - - - There are two lift bridges in Brockport, 900 feet apart, built in 1913 during the last
reconstruction of the canal. One lock master zips between the two bridges. They are two
of the remaining sixteen lift bridges on the canal.

- - - - The first of several educational institutions was founded in 1834 and evolved into
today's SUNY Brockport.
- - - - A few weeks earlier, we were up the Chester River, off Chesapeake Bay. Chestertown is a Colonial town snuggled on
the banks of that river. When there, we 'took' time to stroll the town. That town walk became an introduction to American
architecture (www.geocities.com/bill_fiero/chester.htm). Now, in Brockport, with our newly-acquired knowledge, we found a
different and deeper appreciation of the town. Let's take a walk …

- - This Victorian building is one of seven toll houses on the original Erie canal, and sits beside
the canal next to the main street and draw bridge in town. Check out those lintels!! A lintel is a
wood (in this case) or stone beam across the top of an opening, such as that of a window or
door or fireplace. The lintel atop the first floor is different from the window lintels on the second
floor and they are different than those on the third floor. Neat! The first floor lintel is 'supported'
by cast iron pilasters (those white vertical 'columns' that project slightly from the front wall and
have a base, shaft and a capital atop). Such a pleasing decorative whole (imagine a wedding
cake in those 'fussy' late 19th century Victorian times). The cornices and supporting brackets,
of the overhanging roof, look like a cake decoration. A real beaut!

- - - - This structure dominates a downtown corner of town. It is a fascinating and distinctive
classical Victorian building. There is a pleasing contrast of brick and stone, with arched stone
lintels and arched structures throughout the façade. One of the unique aspects of this building,
and one that reflects the foresight of the town fathers, can only be seen on the side of the
building. The sign has been restored.

- - - - The Strand movie theater, built in 1916, is the oldest in the Rochester area. It was
originally faced with a local brown sandstone. In 1946, it was given a Streamline
Moderne façade, with black Carrara glass on the first floor. The Strand anchors this
corner in town with a touch of classy modernity.
- - - - One of the most beautiful and interesting structures in town is St.Luke's Episcopal
church. This is a Gothic Revival building dating from 1854. It is dressed in the local
Medina Sandstone, with limestone highlights.

-

-

The Steeple; Detail; El Appreciating Medina Sandstone (420 m.y.)

- - - - You should also visit the interior of St. Luke's to appreciate the stained glass windows, two of them original
multichromatic Tiffany windows.
--- - There are some fine examples of Federal style homes in the residential area of Brockport. One home was built in the

1820's for William Seymour, a builder of McCormick reapers. Another, was built in the late 1820's for Hiel Brockway, world's
largest builder of canal packet boats, and the owner of a packet line between Rochester and Buffalo.

-

Federal
--- - Italianate homes, with elaborate cupolas atop the roof and ornate woodwork around the porches, were built later in the

town's history.

Italianate
--- - The Second Empire Style became a popular architectural style in the 1860's. The building to the left, below, was also built

for William Seymour in the Federal Style early in the 1820's, but remodeled into the Second Empire Style in 1865. The
building on the right, below, was constructed in 1860. It demonstrates the intricate woodwork and mansard roof typical of the
Second Empire.

----

-

ALBION
--- - The cruise westerly from Brockport was in a land line canal, an artificial channel dug

through the soft substrate and often arrow straight.
The canal was lined with rock rip-rap for erosion
control. Much of the natural feel of riverine
waterway was lost. Some cruisers began to refer to
this section as a "ditch." There were, however,
some marvelous bucolic scenes along the banks of
the canal. We often felt we were given the privilege
of sharing the private rural lives of farming folk in
western New York. --- - We decided to make Albion our westernmost port-of-call ;since summer temperatures and humidity were becoming

excessive for us. A record-setting July was too much, even for us Nevadans. We found some of the same beautiful
architecture in Albion as Brockport, but perhaps less economic vitality in the community to support the utilization and
preservation of the old structures.

--

-

Downtown Albion; A Calamity; Today's Serenity at that Awful Site
--- - It is difficult to imagine a more relaxing or enjoyable way to 'spend' a month or so than cruising the Erie Canal. This is a

cruise for the palate, the eye, the ear, for nature, for history, for learning, for sharing,for education, and just plain enjoying. It
is a cruise for the soul.
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ERIE CANAL
--- - It is one thing to record the factual history of the Erie Canal, but quite

another to try to imagine how life was along the canal in those bygone
years.

Git Along, Gal

SO ONCE WERE THEY
--- - "What was it like? Is it possible, in 21st Century America, to empathize with life three hundred years ago in the earliest

years of our nation's history? Can we feel, through the long bright days and dark nights that extend back from us, sitting here,
what they felt?" These thoughts we shared, anchored along a wall of the Erie Canal. Darkness slowly descended through the
overhanging limbs and crickets began their merry chirping. A wisp of mist rose from the opposite bank. A few bats flickered
through our vision, like spots in your eyes. Those ephemera seemed no more real than the imagined sound of mule hoofs on
the tow path above us. "What was it like?"
--- - "They were just like us," El commented staring into the encroaching darkness. "There were couples who sat right here,

also wondering. 'What was it like here, in the past? What did they feel? What does the future hold for us, for our children, for
our country?' They were just like us ...," El's voice trailed off.
--- - "We know a small slice of their future, just as those who sit here three hundred years from now will know a small slice of

what lies ahead for us. They, too, will wonder what it was like now..." A fish jumped near our boat, startling us with the
sudden noise penetrating our musing.
--- - I imagined standing on the towpath, and behind me stood my father, and behind him, his father, and behind him his

father. Only three men stood behind me, and the last one came past this lonely spot on a canal boat with his brothers and
sisters and recently widowed mother. He was then five years old and the Erie Canal was but seventeen years old when they
passed here.
--- - "The ones we are empathizing with are so close," I said thinking of the few of us standing up there on the towpath. "So

close I can turn around and touch him ..." History takes on a different shade when viewed through the 'family eyes.' It is not a
disjunct past, but the gradual continuum through which we, like our fathers, also pass. When I was a kid in Elementary
School, history was boring and separate from our active kid lives. Now, when we approach the age of antiquity ourselves, and
our memories can encompass much of what is referred to as history, we see the past in a different light -- an illumination of
ourselves.
--- - "We owe it to them, and ourselves, to visit some museums and learn more of their times and experience -- more about

this incredibly important piece of American history we're floating on," we resolved. And so we did. And like much of the past,
one can live those times through their words or through pictures. We have used words from that little five-year-old's mother.
Here we will use illustrations from a childrens book and photographs we took in various museums along the canal.

A CONTEMPORARY VIEW
--- - A good illustrator, in this case Peter Spier, has the opportunity to accurately portray life in olden times. Spier has done an

excellent job to recreate life of the Erie Canal. We knew mules pulled the boats in the earlies times. But, where were those
animals housed? Who fed and cared for them?
--- - They lived on the barges. Spier shows how those canktankerous critters were transported on board the canal boats. Note

the lantern, tack, feed, and clothes. My, we can almost smell the critters.

--- - The photographer captures the reality, but doesn't have the ability to include the wealth of selective detail depicted by a

good illustrator. Here's the photographers view of those testy mules. Some mules needed 'encouragement' when returning to
the confined space of the cabin. Teams and men worked hard -- one team pulled for six hours while a second team rested on
board in the mule cabin, usually near the bow of the boat. Mules were preferred to horses since they were tougher and more
sure-footed.

---- - Many canal boats were family owned. Where did the families live? What was life like for them? Photos and illustrations

show families living in the rear cabin of the barge. Their lives and jobs were aboard. Canal children attended school only in
the winter when the canal was closed. Sometimes parents continued their education when back on the boat. Small children
were often harnessed and tethered to a rope so they could be easily rescued if they fell overboard. Washday was aboard.
The photo to the left shows barges rafted together for the long journey down the Hudson River to New York City. The laundry
hangs to dry.

-

-

--- - The Erie Canal was heavily used. It is estimated that, in 1833, a boat passed through the Schenectady locks every

seventeen minutes, day and night, seven days a week. In 1845, there were more than 4,000 boats on the canal and traffic
jams were common at the locks.Of course, with the boats stopped on a hot summer day, the illustrator Peter Spier shows
kids jumping off the barge to swim while others are fishing.

--- - Mule drivers were called hoggees. They walked behind the mules to keep them moving. In the early days of the canal,

young farm boys who lived nearby would meet the barges and walk the mules 15 miles or so and then meet a barge for the
return walk to their farm. When the barges began adding hoggees as part of the permanent crew of the boat, those men
walked "every inch of the way from Albany to Buffalo."

--- - Many of the names from those early days have disappeared from our language. The double boat below, approaching the

Lodi locks in Syracuse, was called a hoodledasher. Boat crews usually consisted of three persons: a steersman, a deck hand
and a hoggee. Days were often divided into two shifts, so a crew might consist of 6 persons plus the cook.

--- - Most of the barges hauled grain, but any produce would be carried. Before the advent of railroads, the canal was a major

avenue for transporting people in specially constructed packet boats.

--- - Every mile of the canal had unique views and experiences for the passengers and crew. There were 18 aqueducts on the

original canal and 32 on the enlarged canal. There was a flight of five locks at Lockport to lift boats over the Niagara
Escarpment, a 60 foot bed of hard limestone.

-

--- - The views below are an artist's drawing of the view down the Lockport locks and a photographer's rendition of the view up

the locks.

--- - And, we suppose, you can sense the temper of the times from the songs the boatmen sang:

Oh, the E-ri-e is a risim' And the gin is gettin' low; And I scarcely think I'll get a drink 'Til I get to Buffalo, oh, oh, 'Til I get to
Buffalo!
The cook she was a grand old gal She wore a tattered dress, We hoisted it upon the mast As a signal of distress!As a signal
of distress.
Oh, the hold is full of barley And the crew is full of rye, And the captain, he Looked down on me With a gol' darn wicked eye.
A gol' darn wicked eye.
At Syracuse we saw two women Runnin' from the storm, So we took 'em into Bed with us Just so's to keep 'em warm. So's to
keep 'em warm.

When we thought we got to Buffalo The captain lost his mind. The crew had been So goddam drunk We'd left it miles behind.
Left it miles behind.
--- - Then it was gone. Almost before anyone knew it was missing, the people, the mules, the barges were gone. Now , there

is a new era on the canal.
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ERIE CANAL
- - - Waterfront property, just fifty years ago, was considered unappealing
and suitable only for commercial purposes. Then a revolution of thought
took place. Suddenly, waterfront wasn't seen as run-down, mosquitoridden, and vulnerable to cold winter winds and storms. It became THE
place to live, work, and have rejuvenated tourist-oriented businesses.
Communities used urban development money and rebuilt and revitalized
their harbors and waterfront areas. Perhaps nowhere has this been
more evident than along the 524-mile New York State Canal System.
What had been an unbearable passage for pleasure boats became one
of the most desirable inland cruising passages in the world.

ERIE CANAL TODAY
--- -It was like living by the railroad tracks -- not the most desirable property in town. It was a commercial transportation
corridor in your backyard. Hundreds of strangers passed by your door every day, some raucous and drunken. A hub of
commerce is not necessarily a thing of beauty, nor was it meant to be. The Erie Canal was developed by New York State in
the early 1800's as a commercial transportation route for agricultural and commercial shipping, not for graceful sloops.

Not a Thing of Beauty

--- -The canal was a hugge success. Soon the state was sponsoring canal links to all its far corners. Six new laterals were
built within a decade of the opening of the Erie Canal, and four more in the next four years. -- to Lake Champlain, the Finger
Lakes, and Lake Ontario. Not all remained commercial successes -- only three are in use today -- <the Champlain, SenecaCayuga, and Oswego Canals. Natural waterways, such as Lake Champlain and the Hudson River, had new docks built to link
lake and river commerce with the canal system, resulting in a system today of well over 500 miles.
--- - By 1862, 'improvements' had been made to the canal -- it was deepened from four feet to seven, and barges could then

carry 240 tons of produce compared with the original 30 tons. In 1882, tolls were taken off the canal.
--- - In 1903, it was decided to again improve the newly named 'Barge Canal.' The Barge Canal was over 10 times longer than

the Panama Canal and was considered the world's greatest waterway system. It was improved to a depth of 12 feet with a
width of 75 feet and had 57 locks, built of concrete and operated by electricity. Barges with a capacity of 650 tons, were
linked into fleets of four with one being self-propelled. Other, even larger, barges were rafted into a fleet of five and pulled by
a tow. It was a new century and a new era for the canal. Mules and tow paths were memories as carriers became selfpropelled.

--- ---- - Railroads, some paralleling the Erie Canal, carried passengers -- the packet boats were simply too slow for the new

century. My great grandfather went west as a child on a packet boat; a hundred years later, I went west as a child on the
New York Central's 20th Century Limited. Barges could still compete with rail carrying bulk produce with no time deadlines.
But, slowly the barge traffic declined, losing to trucks and trains.
--- - During World War II, the barge canal carried increased loads of bulk materials as the railroads carried time-essential war

goods and troops. But, after the war, there was a rapid decline in barge traffic. Self-propelled barges
and tows were restricted to a 10 mph speed to protect the banks of the canal from wake erosion.
Trucks and trains could compete with barges in the profit world of time/weight/expense, and soon there
were few barges plying the slowly deteriorating canal. When we cruised the canal in 1992, locks were
leaking, lock walls were deeply eroded and rough, and docks for transient boaters were few and in bad
shape. Talk we heard along the canal then was that it was soon to be abandoned and we would
probably be among the last boats in the last year of the canal.
--- - Fortunately, even as we cruised the canal, policy makers in Albany were discussing the future of

the canal. They noted the increase in pleasure boat travel even as commercial traffic declined. In
1993, the lock at Newark locked 235 recreational boats per summer month and 27 commercial boats.
Locking Commercial and Us - 1992
--- - In 1992, the state legislature created the Canalway Recreation Commission to develop a long-range master plan for both

on-the-water and canalside users. The Barge Canal was renamed the NY State Canal System, and the operation and
maintenance of the canal was moved from the Department of Transportation to the NY State Canal Corporation, a newly
created subsidiary of the NY State Thruway Authority. After 100 years, tolls were reinstated to supplement the $50 million per
year budget.
--- - The comprehensive NY State Recreationway Plan was proposed in 1995. It recognized the importance of tourism and

pleasure boats("recreational boating ... its most important asset") for the economic development of a region that had been
slowly decaying with the loss of canal commerce. The plan determined boaters spend more per capita than landside users,
and required more facilities.

A Family-Friendly Canal
--- - The Plan advised increased spending in the 234 towns on or near the waterway to rectify "gaps in services." It advised

the creation of seven major "gateway destinations," to be spaced about 35 miles apart, the distance a boat can reasonably
travel in a day. These Gateways (Whitehall, Waterford, Little Falls, Seneca Falls, Oswego, Rochester and the Tonawandas)
were to be major harbors with significant waterfront redevelopment projects, funded primarily by the state. These would
include all boating services, visitor centers, and developed historical attractions. It also identified ninety "service ports" -smaller facilities with transient tie-up spots, picnic grounds or campsites, often associated with lock sites and targeting trailer
boats. The service ports receive some financial and technical assistance from the state, but most of the development is by
local towns and communities.
--- - The Legislature accepted the Plan, and in 1995 Governor George Pataki authorized the spending of $32 million for Phase

One of the redevelopment. Today, all gateway destinations and nearly half of the ninety service ports have been completed
and are a great success.
--- - In 2000, the US Congress designated the waterway "the Erie Canalway National Heritage Corridor." This designation will

coordinate federal efforts for preservation and renewal.
--- - Phase Two, authorized in 2002 for $50 million, has $15 intended for the completion of

post projects and boating amenities. The remaining $35 is primarily for the completion of

the Erie Canalway Trail -- a 348-mile multipurpose path from Lake Erie to the Hudson
River. The Trail is now nearing completion. When finished it will be be the longest multiuse trail in the US. It will be used for cycling, hiking, horseback riding, snowmobiling, and
cross-country skiing. The Trail will be managed by various municipalities and maintained
by a partnership with state and local governments and volunteers. There is an Inn-to-Inn
program for those who wish to travel the trail and stay in Inns a day apart.

--- - The canals have also had lock rehabilitation, spillway repairs, and bank stabilization. To date $215 million has been spent

or appropriated for these improvements. Our boat no longer scratched its way up the decayed walls of a flooding lock.
--- - State funding has recently been reduced due to budget constraints, but with the understanding that recreational boaters

will remain the future of the canal. Tourism will continue to be the economic base for this whole part of the state.
--- - Many towns now have boater-friendly town initiatives. These include safe, reliable town access and, in many communities,

free facilities for boaters (overnight docking with water, electricity, and pump outs) . The annual season for canal use has
been extended several weeks, there are longer daily summer operating hours at locks, and there is an 800 number for canalrelated information. In addition to the daily pass, there are now multi-day vacation passes at a reasonable toll.
--- - Some towns have unique initiatives. For instance, Newark, one of our favorite towns, was one of the first communities to

develop their waterfront for pleasure boats. There are docks on both sides of the canal, a manned interpretive center, book
swap, restrooms, shower and laundry facilities. Phoenix has the "Bridge Town Brats," kids 9-16 who help tie up boats, deliver
dinners, and run errands for boaters. The mayor of Ilion, NY sometimes visits boaters at the docks. Restaurants and food
markets often send a car, no charge, to pick up and drop off boaters. Canal towns now have dozens of festivals, rallies,
musical groups -- even movies in the park. They sponsor tours of museums and historic sites.
--- - A hundred years ago, mules pulled barges and packet boats along the towpath. Today, travelers on the towpath wear

hiking boots or pedal bikes. Those traveling on the canal, paddling or piloting their craft, are often on a family vacation. Once
a thoroughfare of commerce, today it is one of the finest recreation resources in the US.

Family Vacation Memories
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ERIE CANAL
Launch:Seneca Lake State Park, Geneva, NY. Good ramp and security
patrols the parked truck and trailer. Access to the Finger Lakes, and
near the midpoint of the Erie Canal.

Nearby campsites:Sampson Lake State Park, south on Seneca Lake. It
also has a ramp but is a distance from the canals.

Comments: Prepare for a leisurely trip through beautiful countryside,
friendly towns, and American history.
The Pals

ERIE CANAL GATHERING
"And You'll Always Know Your Pal, If You've Ever Navigated on the Erie Canal"
--- -The joy of a ggathering is the good time shared. There's something special about folks who choose an unpretentious,
quality-built, practical small boat. We had eight boats for the cruise-gathering; each was from a different state. It was an
eclectic, diverse, and wonderful group of friends -- sharing wine, laughter, meals and locking. Can't think of a nicer way to
share a week with friends than navigating on the Erie Canal.-

-

Great Folks

-

-

My Pal -- Yep, Hall of Fame; Relaxing; PBS Interview

-"I've Got a Mule ... "
--- -The hogees had theeir mules; we have our Hondas and Yamahas. Theirs pulled barges; ours push C-Dorys. They were
"good old workers, and a good old pal;" and so are ours. They chugged us all the way to Buffalo.
--- -Those men were worrking -- hard. We were playing -- softly. The Erie Canal has gone through the transition from a
commercial barge canal to a pleasure boat cruising ground, and New York had done a great job!-Through the centuries, the
"times they are a'changing."

The Fleet at Seneca Falls and at Newark

-

-

-

"For We're Coming to a Town"

- -- -Town meant foodd! And this crew traveled the Erie Canal on it's stomach. Oh, there were a few historical and scenic
places to visit, but the priority was obvious by the steadily lowering water lines on the C-Dorys.

-

-

- -- --- -

Seneca Falls, Newark, Palmyra

-

-

Before, During, and After at Spencerport's Grandpa Sam's

-

-

More of the Gang at Grandpa Sam's

-

-

Brockport's Smoke House (and a Toast From the Ex-mayor of Brockport)

Happy Man in Brockport

"Git Up There, Mule, Here Comes a Lock"
--- We traveled many a lock and lifted many a bridge. There were almost no delays, the locktenders were courteous, efficient
and helpful with advice, and the crew did a great job (not a ding).

Top of the Lock- -- - -- -- -- --- -- Bottom of the Lock

--- -There were big onees, little ones; leaky sills and tight; rough walls and smooth. We know them all.
"We Know Every Inch of the Way ..."

-

-

Candy Corner and Fudge Square; And the Red Cat

"Right Back Home to Buffalo" --(09/05)
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FINGER LAKES
Launch:Seneca Lake State Park, Geneva, NY. Good ramp and security
patrols the parked truck and trailer. Good access to the Finger Lakes via
the Cayuga-Seneca Canal.

Nearby campsites:Sampson Lake State Park, south on Seneca Lake. It
also has a ramp but in 2005 there was a charge for leaving truck and
trailer, and no charge at Seneca Lake SP.

Comments: These are long lakes, with a few good harbors and plenty of
anchoring along lee shores. Good wineries and Watkins Glen at the end
of Seneca. What fishing/cruising lakes!

FINGER LAKE GEOLOGY
--- T This is a region of extraordinary beauty and remarkable geology.

Nowhere else in the United States are there eleven long, narrow, parallel
lakes -- like the outstretched fingers of two hands imprinted on the
landscape.
--- T The southern ends of the lakes have high walls, cut by steep gorges.

Two of the lakes (Seneca and Cayuga) are among the deepest in North
America and have bottoms below sea level. Their unique beauty is the result
of the master hand of ice, sculpting the landscape over the past two million
years. But, first a trip into the deep past.

--- T --- --- T --- T --- T --- T --- T --- T --- T --- T --- T --- T --- T T An Amazing Geography -

---To begin, let's talk about time. Geologists banter time about the way astronomers talk of distance - or politicians talk about
money. Let's reduce time to a scale we can more easily understand. The oldest rocks found on Earth are in western
Australia. They are 4.1 billion years old. Let's compress those 4.1 billion years into one year, for our scale model, making 4.1
billion years ago January 1st. OK?
---- Our story doesn't begin until mid-November, about 370 million years ago. On our reduced time scale, all of Earth's spring,
summer and fall have already passed. Eleven and a half months are already gone! Although it seems we're almost up to date
(December 31 at midnight is today), life by mid-November has only begun to take on a familiar appearance. Only a few 'days'
ago, the first land plants and first insects evolved. The earliest amphibians and reptiles are still days into the future. Let's go to
New York State and see what's happening.

---- -Remember that masterpiece of modern art we have hanging over the mantle -- the geologic map of the state? Well, oout
in the west and central part of that map, the colors are a bit boring -- just an orderly band of color stripes. When we were
discussing the geology of the Erie Canal , we stated that the top part of this band (the pink, dark green, and light blue)
represents mostly soft muddy shale. Mud is easy to dig, either by humans or rivers, so the Erie Canal and many east-west
rivers (like the Mohawk) follow the trend of these soft rocks.

Following the Soft Trend

---- -Now let's look at the more central green band. Two long north-south digits of the largest Finger Lakes slice the green. The lakes
also carve open marvelous exposures of these rocks, and geologists come from all over to "ooh" and "aah". New York boasts
of some of the best Devonian exposures anywhere in North America.

"Ooh, Aah"

THE DEVONIAN
---- Such a rhyming name -- Devonian. Early geologists, knocking about the rocks of England, found some interesting rock
layers, full of unique fossils, in a far corner of Devon. Hence the name of all rocks of this age (408 to 360 million years ago).
--- - In the time just before the Devonian, a warm shallow sea lay basking in the equatorial 'November' sun. The land to the
east was just being colonized by plants and animals. The sea, earliest home to life on earth, teemed with fish, trilobites,
clams, and corals. Suddenly (geologically speaking), this placid scene was brought to an earth-shattering end. In midDevonian, a continent, Avalonia, collided with the east coast of North America. The edge of the continents folded, like the
crumpled margins of two carpets shoved together. Lofty mountains thrust upward in New England and the Canadian
Maritimes.This story can be read in the geology of the Maine coast.
--- - In central New York, a basin downbuckled to the west of the mountain upfold. Erosion gnawed on the eastern highlands, and soon,

equatorial rains washed floods of sediments off the uplifted mountains. Huge quantities of detritus --gravel, sand, and mud -- washed down

ancient rushing rivers into the Appalachian Basin. The heavy load was dumped into a huge delta -- the Catskill Delta. The weight of this
enormous wedge of sediment depressed the crust, and 3,000 feet of mountain-garbage filled the trough.
--- - New York was a few degrees south of the equator, and the muddy, warm sea water swarmed with life. The cast-off remains of critters

fill the Devonian sediments with a rich fossil assortment -- brachiopods, clams, trilobites, corals, and crinoids. Fossil collectors delight in
this Devonian menage and flock to the Finger Lakes area.

The Devonian Trilobite, Greenops sp. (collected by K. Wilson, a professor of Biological Sciences at SUNY Binghamton)
--- - In 1984 the New York State Legislature named one group of these fossils -- the eurypterids -- as the New York State

Fossil. The lucky winner is an arthropdod, a crab-like fellow with multiple arms the last two of which were often adapted into
paddles for swimming.

Eurypteus remipes (collected by K. Wilson)
--- - Then, by late Devonian, it was all gone. Continents continued their slow movement, and sea level dropped. For the first

time in 325 million years, our area was dry land. Instead of shimmering sea, it was a great mud flat, tracked by the first
amphibians. Erosion continued to gnaw down the now-ancient mountains to the east, and a wedge of alluvium buried the
fossil-rich older marine sediments. The Japanese have a saying, "the nail that stands up, gets hammered down." So it is with
the land. The destructive fingers of erosion rip away anything standing above sea level. The book of geologic history has
whole chapters, hundreds of millions of years, torn out. Oh, here a rock, there a fossil, randomly missed by erosion, but
nothing coherent to interpret those long millenia of dinosaur history or the later ascendancy of mammals.
THE PLEISTOCENE (THE GREAT ICE AGE)
--- - There is still a dramatic geologic story to tell. It is said that "every face tells a story," and this is nowhere more true than

with the face of the land. Every hill and every lake has a story and nowhere is this more evident than in central New York.
--- - Let's get in a time machine, and roll the clock back -- each click will be 10,000 years. You roll back two hundred clicks, to

a time two million years ago. Peering out the window, you see a familiar sun shining down onto an unfamiliar landscape.
You're still in central New York, but the view is of a worn down, tired old landscape. Where are the familiar hills, chasms, and
lakes? You see a land in advanced old-age -- so old that even the wrinkles were worrn away by time. You ponder landscapes
-- and decide that erosion is the key. Itts scouring hand carves the material it is given, and shapes it into our perception of
natural beauty. The fine hand of erosion sculpts, molds and shapes the land. If you've seen the Grand Canyon, you know the
glory from the hand of that sculptor. But, like chocolate chip cookies, too much of a good thing can be bad. Give erosion too
free a hand, through too much time, and it sweeps away its own intricate carvings. All is reduced to a flat plain. Here, out your
time machine window, you see the result of erosion with too much time on its hand. For two hundred million years it had been
working on every hill and filling in every hollow. Got that? TWO HUNDRED MILLION YEARS! Now that's truly advanced old
age.
--- - On that long-ago afternoon, the warm sun shone down on a worn-down landscape -- there are no hills, no lakes, no

nothing -- just a flatland. There are no Finger Lakes -- where they should be, are just rivers meandering lazily northward
through wide valleys. And there there are no Great Lakes. Where the Lakes should be, there is a large westward-flowing river
carving a broad valley. Your geologic guidebook calls this the Ontarian River. The forests covering the land below look
different -- and then you see why -- they are almost all spruce trees, with scattered birch, and they look stunted.
--- - You scan the landscape. There is no sign of human activity, since folks haven't walked or paddled to North America yet.

You are alone -- and it sends a shiver down your spine. No, that shiver, you decide is from the cold. Soon, you see why. To
the northeast, there is a bright shimmer -- ice! As y ou slowly roll those ten thousand-year clicks forward, a towering mass of
ice, like those views you see today from Antarctica, oozes toward you. It buries everything. As the 10,000 year clicks scroll,
the ice advances -- one mile thick ice grinding over the lland. From horizon to horizon, an Ice Sheet.
--- - Today, we know how rapidly climate can change. Those of us who are also in a somewhat advanced state of old age, know the earth is

becoming warmer -- quickly. About two hundred clicks ago (two million years), Earth was rapidly becoming colder. That change was
probably caused by a wobble in the earth's rotation.
--- - While we were shivering in our time machine in central New York, big events were taking place in the Laurentian

Highlands, east of Hudson Bay in Labrador. Snow piled so heavily in winter, and temperatures were so reduced, that the
snow pile there didn't completely melt in summer. Slowly, the heap of snow grew deeper as more snow fell than melted, year
after year. The weight of the accumulating snow converted the deepest part of the pile into ice. And the pile grew and grew,
and the underlying ice became thicker and thicker. Eventually, the weight of the snow/ice pile became so great, the mound
began to spread outward -- much like piling warm fudge into a mound and watching it delightfully ooze outward in all
directions.
--- - The more the snow and ice spread, the more the white, year-round, snow surface reflected the heat of the sun back into

space (this is called the albedo) and the colder earth became. It became self-perpetuating - more snow, more albedo, colder therefore more snow, etc. A great ice sheet began to swell across eastern North America. The sheet coalesced with other
glacial centers of spreading ice, and soon a continental glacier slowly crunched its way southward (and, by the way,
northward). The Ice Age had begun, and still continues (we are fortunate to live in an interglacial period).
--- - Every summer, the Ontarian River became a torrent, as water melted off the advancing glacier. It scoured its bed into a

deep valley. As we watch from above, and the 10,000 years per click continue, the slow southern movement of the ice
eventually overwhelms the Ontarian River and enters those parallel north-south river valleys in central New York. Summer
meltwater now pours southerly down those valley, slicing them deeply into underlying rock.
--- - The ice sheet eventually grinds its way into those north-south river valleys. The ice, more than a mile thick, scoured them
ever deeper until some are now hundreds of feet below sea level. If these valleys were along a coast, they would be fjords.
--- - As we watch from our time machine in awe, the great ice sheets advance and retreat four times. The last ice sheet

reached its maximum extent only two clicks from the present -- just 21,000 years ago. Then Earth begins to warm. The ice
sheet finally withdraws from New York just in the last click (11,000 years ago).
--- - An ice sheet weighs a ton! Well, in fact, billions of tons. The weight of a mass of ice, more than a mile thick, is impressive

-- enough so, that earth's crust below the ice was depressed from all that weight into the underlying plastic mantle. Since the
ice advanced from the north, and was thickest in that direction, the land surface below the ice tilted northerly. This tilt trapped
meltwaters against the ice wall, and large lakes fringed the ice. This water eventually drained westerly to the Mississippi. But,
in the last ice retreat, the sunken crust allowed a below sea-level drainage route to the east and the St. Lawrence River was
a wide arm of the Atlantic ocean. Both Lake Ontario and Lake Champlain were large oceanic bays, and marine deposits
studded with fossil whale bones are exposed along their shores
--- - Now the ice is gone, and the depressed land is rebounding. Mapping of (once horizontal) lake shores in the area near the

Finger Lakes indicates a tilted rise of almost 250 feet, and it is still rising! To the north, the rise is even greater such that north
shore of Lake Ontario is rising faster than the south. Canadian with shore front property are extending their land, and
Americans are losing theirs. The same is true with the Finger Lakes. The northern ends are generally swampy and shallow as
the lake bottoms slowly rise more on the north end and tilt their waters to the south.

--- - My, how the landscape has been changed by sculpting of ice. The Great Lakes occupy the valley of the Ontarian River;

the Finger Lakes fill those deeply-scoured north-south river valleys, and everything is plastered with the erosional debris
carried by the ice sheets.
--- - Advancing ice molded the more clay-rich detritus into spoon-shaped hills, drumlins. These hills are steep to the north

toward the direction of ice flow. There are thousands of drumlins surrounding the Erie Canal and the Finger Lakes region -nine hundred in the region of Palmyra alone. Hill Cumorah, scene of a Mormon pageant every summer, is a well-known
drumlin.
--- - At the terminal ends of the ice sheet, piles of continental scrapings are dumped into high ridges or mounds, called a

terminal moraine. In New York we call that glacial garbage Long Island. But, glacial debris litters all the state, since all the
detritus within the glacier was haphazardly dropped over the landscape.
--- - In 1999, a boggy area was being dug to make a pond. The backhoe operator pulled a large bone from his diggings and

told the property owners. They contacted the geology department of Cornell University, and Professor John Chiment, with a
hardy crew of volunteers, excavated the site. The result is the Gilbert Mastodon, who once strolled through that swampy
glacial valley.

The Gilbert Mastodon

OSAISTA WANNA
--- --A There is a legend, passed down through generations of Seneca natives, about a boy who found a beautiful snake in a

swamp. He took him home and fed him frogs. Soon, it grew into a huge size and demanded squirrels, then woodchucks, and
finally deer for snacks.
--- --A The villagers were soon threatened by the monster, so they built a fort atop the summit of Genundowa, 865 feet above

Canandaigua Lake to protect themselves from Osaista Wanna, the snake. Before they had compoleted the fort, the snake
found them and wrapped his body around the unfinished structure, trapping the people inside. Some villagers tried to escape,
but were swallowed by the snake.
--- --A A village boy and his sister were told by a god, in a dream, how they might save the villagers. The boy was to string a

bow made with his sister's hair. He was to make one shot into the third scale in the monster's throat. He did, and his arrow
pierced Osaista Wanna's heart. It took hours for the serpent to die, and in his death throes trees and boulders were ripped
from the mountain. As Osaista Wanna's body plunged into Canandaigua Lake, the heads of his Seneca victims (which had
turned to stone in his stomach) were regurgitated onto the hills surrounding the lake.
--- -- To this day, the Seneca hold important council fires on what is called now, Bare Hill. And, scattered about the hill, are
round boulders, called by locals, Indian heads.

FOR OENOPHILES
--- --A And, a denouement for you wine drinkers. Due to its great depth, Seneca Lake has only frozen from end to end four
times in recorded history - 1855, 1875, 1885, and 1912. With global warming, it is doubtful that it will freeze over again in our
lifetime. The relatively warm open water creates a moderated microclimate with a long growing season that is ideal for
vineyards. Hence, Red Cat.
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LE GRAND CIRCUIT NAUTIQUE
Launch: We began and ended our cruise at the north end of Seneca
Lake, at Seneca Lake State Park, Geneva, NY.

Nearby campsites: Sampson Lake State Park, located on the western
shore of Seneca Lake south of Seneca Lake State Park

Le Circuit

Comments: We checked on the internet for more information about this
circle route and discovered that Parks Canada calls this cruise Le Grand
Circuit Nautique -- a beautiful name for 800 nautical miles of scenic
waterway. This is a great cruise -- spring, summer, or fall, but especially
scenic during the fall color season.
.

ANOTHER CIRCUMNAVIGATION
-----There's something about a circle, or at least curves, that is very pleasing to the eye. Perhaps this is because Nature
creates most designs using circles and arcs. It seems that straight lines and squared corners are the stuff of engineers -- of
human, not natural design. Oh, of course, there are exceptions -- but imagine a bird made of straight lines and right angles,
or a human face constructed by an engineer. And so it is that El, in particular, loves cruising routes that create circles -circumnavigations.
----- For most of the summer we had been cruising New York's Finger Lakes and the western reaches of the Erie Canal -new water for us. But, by mid-July, the temperatures and humidity of this record-breaking summer in western New York had
forced a retreat. We headed for the mountains of Colorado and for the past several months had been camping in the high
country. Now, in early September, we had returned to western New York to continue our Erie Canal cruise, now to the
eastern end. Our old engines had over 2,000 hours of service and required replacement. So, we contracted a local Honda
dealer who expertly installed new engines on Halcyon and checked them out . We were ready to continue cruising.
-----In preparation, we scanned books, charts and Internet for up-to-date information on the Eastern Erie. It had been thirteen
years since we last traversed these waters. Suddenly El looked up from the computer and exclaimed, "Le Grand Circuit
Nautique."
----- "The what?" I had never heard the name before, and my French is rusty to say the least.
----- "Le Grand Circuit Nautique," El repeated. "Look - Parks Canada has a circle route they call Le Grand Circuit. Since it's a
circle, you can start anywhere. For us, we'd start here on the Finger Lakes, head via canals to Oswego, NY, cross Lake
Ontario, traverse the Rideau Canal to Ottawa, down the Ottawa and St. Lawrence rivers to Sorrel, turn south through the
canals of Quebec to Lake Champlain, south out of Champlain via canals to the Hudson River, then we would travel the
eastern Erie Canal and voilá -- home to the Finger Lakes."
----- "How long a trip is it?," I queried, concerned since it was now the twenty-eighth of September.
----- "Let's see -- 44 miles to Baldwinsville, 80 more to Kingston, 141 along the Rideau, 112 to Montreal from Ottawa, 110 to
Lake Champlain, 98 down the lake to Whitehall, 55 miles to the Erie, and then a final 140 miles to the Finger Lakes." Her
fingers punched in the numbers on the calculator. "About 800 nautical miles -- and that would be a little more than 920 statute

miles, and with some puttering around, we could probably figure on a 1,000 mile cruise."
----- While El was doing the calculating, I was looking for closing dates on the canals. "Well, the Rideau closes on October
12th -- that's two weeks."
----- El was calculating, "265 miles from here to Ottawa, so we need to average about 20 nmiles a day -- leisurely." She's the
risk-taker in our duo, remember.
----- "The Chambly Canal, linking us to Lake Champlain closes October 14," I said with a frown.
----- "OK, that's about another 222 nmiles, and we have 16 days total -- that means we need to average about 30 nmiles per
day to clear the October 14 date for the Chambly. What about the New York canals below Champlain and back to the Finger
Lakes?"
----- "They close on November 15, so no problem with their closure -- what do you think about clearing Canada in a little over
two weeks? Will that be too fast a trip to enjoy the cruise?"
----- "Thirty miles a day, mostly in protected water, shouldn't be hard to average."
----- "What about snow? Let's check with Terry. He's a local and perhaps knows the weather risks this time of year," I replied,
still looking for a possible way out of what seemed a long, and perhaps too late in the year, cruise.
-----We talked with Terry that night. He was blunt -- "I'm putting my boat away for the winter next week -- season's over."
-----"Perhaps this year will be different," El said hopefully. "Been a mighty hot summer, so maybe it will carry over into the fall."
-----"Maybe," Terry mumbled quietly. "Maybe ... but I'm taking my boat out next week."

Our Future?
-----We talked together that evening.-"It's fall, and the leaves are just starting to turn. When will we be back this way again
during the height of the fall color season, and if we are, how would it be any different, in terms of canal closures, than this
year? Don't want to put off something that later we may regret."
----- El has a most engaging grin when she knows she's dangling a carrot in front of the rabbit, or in this case of close timing,
the rabbit in front of a greyhound. She watched me pondering and knew what I was thinking ... "If the weather turns sour, we
can always turn around or if timing gets impossible for the Chambly, we can leave the Circuit at Montreal and return to the
Finger Lakes via the St. Lawrence River, Lake Ontario, and the Oswego Canal. What's the worst that can happen -- some
cold?" She smiled as she began packing supplies into Halcyon's storage bins.
----- Well, I could imagine a lot worse, thinking of crossing Lake Ontario, cruising down the Ottawa River with vast open
stretches of fetch ... and then, the St. Lawrence River -- difficult any time of the year with long reaches open to the wind. The
river current often opposes the wind and creates huge rollers that even make the 'salties' blanch. And then there is Lake
Champlain, with long miles of open lake ...
----- "Ontario in the fall," El continued, "Imagine the fall color." She has wonderful ways of changing my imagination from the
grim to the beautiful. "Let's do it -- should be marvelous with the fall colors, and most folks are off the water now."
----- El could probably sell me the Brooklyn Bridge, with her logic, fall back plans, and "why not?" attitude. After all, it's her

fault we're on Halcyon at all.
-----"OK," I said with some tredipation in my voice, "let's give it a try ...We can always turn back."
The Route
Finger Lakes - -Cayuga/Seneca Canal----Western Erie Canal----Oswego Canal----Lake Ontario----Rideau Canal
Ottawa River----St. Lawrence River----Richelieu River/Canal Saint-Ours/Canal Chamblay----Lake Champlain
CChamplain Canal----Eastern Erie Canal
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LE GRAND CIRCUIT NAUTIQUE
Leg 1 - OSWEGO CANAL
-----For us, this was the first leg of Le Grand Circuit Nautique -- 800
nautical miles of scenic waterway that encircles northeastern New York
and southern Ontario. The Oswego Canal, 24 miles long, connects

the Erie Canal near Syracuse with Lake Ontario. It traverses not
only interesting geography but fascinating history.

OSWEGO CANAL
-----From the earliest days of human habitation of this region, the Oswego River was a major transportation route.
With the arrival of Europeans in New York, the river was a connection from the east coast to the Great Lakes and
the Midwest. But it wasn't a direct route! From New York City, goods were transported by bateaux (small flatbottomed boats) up the Hudson River, west on the Mohawk River, through the Utica-Rome Canal, west on Wood
Creek, across Oneida Lake, west on the Oneida River, and finally north on the Oswego River. Everything was
portaged around the Three River Rift at Phoenix and Oswego Falls in Fulton. Finally the goods were carried north to
Lake Ontario.
-----When work began on the Erie Canal in 1817, people living along the Oswego River were by-passed by the canal.
They could see that the only way they could maintain productive communities was to lobby for an Oswego Branch
of the Erie Canal. In 1825, the year the Erie was completed, $160,000 was authorized by the state to build the
Oswego Canal. On July 4, 1826 the cornerstone of the first lock was put in place in Fulton and two years later the
canal opened.
-----As the Erie was being built, people in the communities along the Oswego River wanted to make sure that it
remained an important and well-used waterway. In many cases, livelihoods and businesses depended on it. They
lobbied for moneys to have an Oswego branch of the Erie Canal constructed. In 1825, the same year that the Erie
Canal was completed, $160,000 was authorized by the state to build the Oswego Canal. On July 4, 1826, the
cornerstone of the first lock in the Oswego Canal was put in place in Fulton. The canal opened two years later.

A Lock in Fulton Under Construction

---- The Oswego Canal extension was completed from Three Rivers, west of Syracuse, by canalizing the north-

flowing Oswego River. The canal was eventually dredged to a depth of 14 feet and finally had seven locks to drop
boats 118 feet to Lake Ontario. It quickly became one of America's most economically successful canals, second

only to the Erie, by transporting goods from the Great Lakes to New York's inland or Atlantic coastal cities.

-----Today, the Oswego Canal, like the other New York State canals, is primarily used by pleasure boats. It requires
a minimum of about 6 hours to cruise the canal, with a speed limit of 10 mph. There are several advisory notes for
cruisers:
-----1. There is no lock #4. And why not? The original plans for the Barge Canal did include a Lock 4, but as
construction progressed, engineers determined the lock wasn't needed. At that time, all of the plans and diagrams
were done by hand; it was simpler to leave out the lock, than re-label the others. The situation isn't unique to the
Oswego Canal - the Champlain is missing Lock 10, and the Erie has no Lock 31.
-----2. There is a shift of buoy colors at Three Rivers. Red marks are to the east and green to west in the Oswego
Canal.

-----

-----

Three Rivers on Halcyon's Chartplotter

-----The Seneca and Oneida Rivers meet at Three Rivers Point to form the Oswego River - the junction, today, of the
Oswego Canal and the Erie. As often happens with river junctions, this site has an important history. For thousands
of years, Native Americans used the site as a meeting place. During historic time this was the homeland of the
Onondaga Indians. My great-great-great-great grandfather, Christian Herrick Fiero, camped at the junction almost
250 years ago. It was 1758 and he was a member of the Ulster New York Militia. Under British Colonel John
Bradstreet, the 228 men of the Ulster militia was part of a British Army of 3,000 troops. It was the time of
incredible struggle between the French and the English over the control of the North American continent, now
known as the French and Indian War. The British army camped at the junction in that long ago summer, en route to
lay siege to Fort Frontenac, the French fort near Kingston, Ontario that controlled the western end of the St.
Lawrence River and access to the Great Lakes. The fort was the main base of supplies for French forces in the
continental interior. The British, with the help of my ancestor, captured the fort in August. This action cut French
supply lines to their settlements to the west and gave the British control of the western portion of the St. Lawrence
River. Christian Herrick Fiero returned to his farm in the Hudson Valley.

The Site of my Ancestor's Camp at Three Rivers

-----A year later, the British built a small fort at Three Rivers to protect a storehouse of ammunition and provisions
used to supply the British military for an attack on Montreal, the last battle of the war.
-----Almost twenty years later, in August of 1777, another British force, composed mostly of Native Americans and
Tories, gathered again at Three Rivers. The army, under British Commander, Barry St. Leger, was to move down the
Mohawk River to the Hudson and there join British forces under General Burgoyne. The British goal was to split the
American Colonies along the north-south line of the Hudson River and Lake Champlain and thus destroy the
Revolution. This time Christian Herrick's son, Christian, fought against the British as a soldier in the Revolution. But
that story is told elsewhere.
-----We cruised slowly through the junction at Three Rivers, remembering the historic significance of that place to
the history of our country and of our family. We turned northerly into the Oswego Canal and soon passed another
historic site, Treasure Island (Stowell Island). French Jesuits had established a mission on the island to convert the
surrounding Onondaga Indians and serve the religious needs of colonists. In 1658, they were forced to abandon

their mission by the restive Onondaga Indians. According to legend, French colonists buried their gold at the
mission when they and the priests abandoned the area. The treasure has never been rediscovered. We searched
the muddy banks of island with our eyes, as we cruised past, with the hope of finding an old chest protruding from
the silt - but, like many before us, with no success.

The Last Dance Cruising Past Treasure Island

-----A few miles farther north, after traversing the Fiddler's Elbow, we arrived at the town of Phoenix. Like other
sites along the Oswego River, the area that encompasses today's Phoenix was for centuries frequented by Native
Americans who spear fished in the river and hunted in the wilderness. The first non-native person to settle in the
area was Abram Paddock who built a log cabin on the east shore of the river in 1801.
-----Phoenix was originally a point of portage that allowed travelers to avoid the difficult rapids in the Oswego River.
The rapids, located just south of the Phoenix Bridge, were known as Three River Rifts. In 1828, the Oswego Canal
was completed as far north as Phoenix. The next year Walter Peck erected the first sawmill at Three Rivers Dam.
Soon the busy waterway made it possible for canal "spin-off" trades, such as boat-building and lumbering, to
flourish. By the 1870s, the village was a manufacturing hub with five boatyards, paper manufacturing companies,
chair and furniture factories, a silk mill, and a distillery.
----- On a quiet September evening In 1916 a fire, ignited by sparks from a generator, swept the town and everything
changed overnight for the small, prosperous village. The fire destroyed 80 buildings, two-thirds of the town. Two
years later, like Phoenix rising, the town was rebuilt. Hardly any of the manufacturing businesses were restored,
although retail establishments were rebuilt by 1918. Today Phoenix is a village of 2,400 with many small
businesses and retail stores.

-----Just before entering Lock 1, there are several small white buildings on the east side of the canal and a tall,
three-story building built in 1917 - the Bridge House -- to house the original levers and contrrols for a nearby
drawbridge.

-

-

-----The drawbridge, abandoned in the 1980's, is one of the last remaining trunnion drawbridges in the United

States. The smaller building, the Buoy House, was built around 1939 to store canal buoys during the winter when
the canal was closed.

The Last Dance Tied at the Buoy House

-----Today it is the home of the Bridge House Brats, a group of entrepreneurial 8-21 year olds who serve boaters,
during their summer school holidays, with big smiles and efficient assistance. They are known throughout the canal
system for their hard work serving boaters, from boat cleaning to errand running. They even have a cook house to
serve light meals and snacks to boaters tied off at the Phoenix docks. There is also a small museum in the
buildings ,with the remains from the last commercial barge, the Day Peckinpaugh, to travel the Oswego Canal.

---------Cruising north toward Fulton, you will pass Pathfinder Island on the east side of the channel. The island was
named after the title character in James Fenimore Cooper's "The Path- finder,"one of his Leather-StockingTales.
Much of the action in "The Pathfinder" takes place during a trip down the Oswego River in 1759. In fact, the book
tells of a fictitious skirmish occurring on this island between the main character in the book, Natty Bumppo, and
Huron Indians. The book, published in 1840, was written after Cooper served as a naval officer at Fort Ontario from
1808 to 1809.
-----Fulton is the next major town and with a Nestle Chocolate factory in town the odors are a delight to
chocoholics. Nearby, is a local spring known as Great Bear. According to Native American legend, one day, as a
young brave was getting a drink of water from the springs, he was attacked by a large black bear. There was a
struggle, but the brave was victorious. The springs have been called "Great Bear" ever since.
-----Native Americans called the area now encompassed by downtown Fulton, Quehok. This was a portage used by
Natives to carry their canoes around Oswego Falls. The settlement was called Oswego Falls until 1826, when the
name Fulton was chosen. One legend has it that the name came from a coal barge operator who would carry his
cargo up the river and call out how much coal was available for sale, usually "FULL TON." Another story, more
substantiated, is that the city was named after Robert Fulton, inventor of the steamboat, because of the impact
community leaders thought shipping would have on the area. Today, Fulton has a population of about 13,000.

---------There are many state fishing records set from the canal, including a record 47 pound, 13 ounce Chinook salmon

in 1991, a 33 pound, 2 ounce brown trout in 1997 and a 33 pound, 7 ounce Coho salmon in 1998.

Terry (The Last Dance) With His Catch

-----Oswego gets its name from the Native American word, "Osh-we-geh," which means "pouring out place." This is
a reference to the point where the river waters pour into Lake Ontario. Iroquois Indians lived in the area long before
white settlers arrived in the mid-to-late-1600s. The first non-native people here were missionaries, who sought to
christianize Native Americans, and British and Dutch traders, who wanted to capitalize on the area¹s rich
resources, particularly fur.
-----In the 1700s, the British built two forts at the mouth of the river in order to protect interests here. Fort Oswego
was built on the west bank and Fort Ontario on the east side of the river. Oswego was the gateway to the Great
Lakes and was established as a port in 1725, making it the first freshwater port in the Americas. The British
maintained control of Oswego until 1796, well after the American Revolution had been won, in an attempt to make
the American government reimburse British loyalists for their property. They had been forced by the new Americans
to flee to Canada after the revolution. Though most disagreements between the British and Americans were
resolved through the Jay Treaty of 1794, control of Oswego was not transferred to the American government until
1796.
-----In the mid-1800's, Edward Austin Sheldon, an educator, also made a mark on Oswego and the nation. Sheldon,
who was the city's first superintendent of schools, initiated a new method and philosophy of teaching. The method,
called "object teaching," requires students to make their own discoveries, instead of learning by rote. It was
sometimes referred to as the "Oswego Method." Sheldon founded the Oswego Normal School in 1861; five years
later the school was part of the New York State System. Today, the State University of New York at Oswego, with
its roots in the Oswego School, offers arts and science undergraduate and graduate programs to about 9,000
students.
----- Salt mines were opened in the Midwest in the 1870's spelling the end of Oswego's bustling port; shipments of
salt from Syracuse were no longer needed there. The charging of tolls on the Erie Canal ended, making the Erie a
more cost-effective transportation route. The Welland Canal in Ontario, Canada, which provided a route from Lake
Ontario to Lake Erie around Niagara Falls, was no longer wide enough for newer, larger boats to travel through.
Oswego was no longer used as the main transfer port to the Midwest from the east coast. In 1870, approximately
900,000 tons of freight were shipped on the Oswego Canal; by 1900, this was reduced to about 30,000 tons.

Lock 8 - Oswego

----- This city holds a little known secret. In 1944, 982 refugees fleeing Nazi persecution were relocated to Fort
Ontario in Oswego. Known as "Safe Haven," this was the only site in the United States to house Holocaust
survivors. The refugees were from 18 countries and had traveled from Italy to New York Harbor by ship, then by
train to Oswego. This camp gave the refugees tools of the trade, teaching the men woodworking skills and the
women hairdressing, while giving them English lessons and allowing their children to attend nearby Oswego
schools. An exhibit and video memorializing this site & its history are on display at Fort Ontario Park and is open to
the public. The exhibit features photos, reproductions of documents and memorabilia.
----- To the north of town is the harbor's breakwall and lighthouse. The lighthouse was added onto the breakwall in
1934. But don't stray too close--ghostly tales abound about it! The light was originally kept burning by the U.S.
Coast Guard. During an early winter storm in 1942, eight Coast Guardsmen set out for the lighthouse, hoping to
bring back the lighthouse keeper who had been stranded in the building for several days because of the storm. After

putting a new keeper on watch, the men turned their boat toward shore. Before they could move away, a sudden
swell smashed their boat against the building's foundation. Six of the eight men drowned. Ever since, mysterious
voices and footsteps have been heard in the lighthouse. Light bulbs frequently become unscrewed. And most
perplexing of all, lights are seen coming from all windows in the building, even those covered with thick steel
plates. In 1968, the lighthouse was automated.

The Haunted Light

-----Traveling along the Oswego Canal is similar it is a delight to visit the various towns and communities. Just as
along the Erie canal, these towns feature a diverse range of architectural styles, reflective of the times and period
tastes. If you feel like stretching your legs for a stroll, you can find examples of Federal Style (1800-1840), Greek
Revival (1830-1860), Italianate (1850-1880) and Second Empire Style (1860-1880). Searching them out makes a
great quest (and good exercise off the boat).
-----There are also interesting events sponsored by Oswego canal towns, with the Oswego Harborfest in July
perhaps the biggest draw. Thousands of people each year attend and the event boasts one of the best fireworks
displays along the Canal.
(010/05)
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LE GRAND CIRCUIT NAUTIQUE
Leg 2- LAKE ONTARIO
-----For us, this was the second leg of Le Grand Circuit Nautique -- 800
nautical miles of scenic waterwayy that encircles northeastern New York
and southern Ontario.

--- T This leg is a journey across Lake Ontario, from Oswego, NY to

The Oswego Harbor Beacon

Kingston, ON, a stretch of notoriously rough water. The east-west
orientation of the lake allows a very long fetch for the development of
large waves from the dominant westerlies. Your course is almost north,
so the passage is often with a beam sea (our most uncomfortable
direction).
--- T Patience, patience, patience. Watch for the weather window. We

waited out the 40-knot winds and 8-foot waves, and then the next day,
late in the afternoon, we had our break and headed for Canada.

LAKE ONTARIO
--- T It doesn't matter how many times one has crossed open water. The excitement and

the thrill before departure is always the same. We have heard the same from a friend, a
commercial airline pilot, who said, "When the time comes that my pulse doesn't increase
before takeoff or landing, then it is time to retire."
--- T We checked the radar for conditions to the west, listened to our friend Arnold, the

computer voice on NOAA radio who has advised us on so many passages, sniffed the
breeze, listened to those 'wee small voices within,' and with a "Let's Go," from El,
headed the bow toward the open water.
--- T Oswego, thoughtfully, provides a large mural on the side of a building, right at the

departure point, that gives one that last moment of pause -- "...may be lost." Thanks,
Oswego. If our wind and seas held as predicted, we would make Kingston with an hour
of daylight to spare. Too close for us prudent sailors, usually, but the forecast for the
next three days did not look good. We have radar and good navigation systems, and are
familiar with night passages, so darkness would only be a problem finding the entrance
channel into Confederation Harbour in Kingston. We knew it to be well-lit, and could
always anchor out in a lee near the harbor if necessary, so off we went. Little did we realize that we would receive a Mayday
call before reaching our destination.
--- T We could feel the lift of the bow on the long swells left over from

yesterday's gale, and it made the heart throb. Astern were the tall twin
towers of a power plant that serve as a convenient mark for southbound
cruisers, and to our east was a huge 'jug' spewing steam high into the air -the cooling tower of a nuclear power plant. The angle of ascent of that

plume is a sailor's best dream. What a wind indicator! -- both for speed and
direction. We set our new engines for a comfortable speed of 15 knots.
There was not a boat in sight in any direction -- "alone, alone, all alone;
alone on a wide blue sea." It is a feeling we enjoy.
--- T We missed the edge of saltiness one always tastes with an ocean

passage. But the wide horizon held the same feeling of awe, fear, and
promise -- the feelings that mark the significant events of one's life -- a new
job, a wedding, the birth of a child -- a passage to the new.<//p>
--- T It is about fifty miles across Ontario, on this crossing. With our afternoon departure, and late season, the sun slowly sank

toward the horizon. After the first hour, El took out a good mystery book that has engrossed her during our quiet times.
--- T At the helm, one feels a bit on edge when traveling open water in a small boat. A sunken log could be a crippling

experience, and containers from freighters are known to sometimes fall
overboard after a gale such as we had the day before our passage. Eyes
sweep the water ahead and, every few minutes, the horizon . That small
voice inside says, "twelve miles to the horizon, and anything beyond is over
the hill." A quick calculation ... "our speed, 15k, their speed, 15k ... doesn't
take long before something unseen becomes a potential threat." We have
shared horror stories with skippers, late into the evening, over a jug of wine
or rum, down in the dimly lit interior of a salt-soaked teak cabin ... tales of a
skipper asleep, trusting the autohelm ... or of a couple southbounding
offshore to Florida and 'taking a break' for dinner with the autohelm guiding
... and quickly ... too quickly ... a freighter rises from the horizon. The ship is
also on autohelm, with the crew visiting over a cup of coffee ... As my mind
drifts over tales of disaster due to inattention, I suddenly see something on
the horizon's edge -- trees! Land Ho! Canada slowly rises from over the
horizon. -- T --- T --- T
--- T Life is like a peach -- just when biting into the juicy tidbiit you crunch on

a pit. So it was with our passage - shortly after we sighted the welcoming
shore of Canada, the wind sharply increased and Canada Coast Guard
broadcast a small craft warning. We soon had a rising sea astern but we
quickly ducked behind Wolfe Island for more protection. Just as the waves
began breaking into white caps, the radio began whistling the Coast Guard
warning call, and we soon heard a Mayday. A small boat was sinking and
required immediate help, but they gave no latitude/longitude and only a
general location, along our route. Soon we, and a Canada Coast Guard
rescue craft, were searching but we found nothing, and when the Coast
Guard returned to harbor with the rising sea so did we seek the entrance to
Kingston. Shortly, we were tied to the welcoming dock in Confederation
Harbour. We never heard the result of the Mayday.
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LE GRAND CIRCUIT NAUTIQUE
Leg 3 - RIDEAU CANAL
-----For us, this was the third leg of Le Grand Circuit Nautique -- 800
nautical miles of scenic waterway tthat encircles northeastern New
York and southern Ontario.--- --- T The Rideau Canal is a chain of beautiful lakes, rivers and

canals winding 202 km from Kingston, onLake Ontario, to Ottawa,
Canada's capital city. Tnis is one of Canada's historic canals, the
Rideau is maintained and operated by Parks Canada to preserve and
present the canal's natural and historic features, as well as to provide
a navigable channel for boaters.
--- --- T Get a season pass from Parks Canada if you are going to

follow Le Grand Circuit Nautique. The locks have restricted hours late
in the season, so if you plan to cruise in September or October check
on the Parcs Canada website for their hours and closing date. In
2005, the Rideau closed October 12.

RIDEAU CANAL - A SAFE ROUTE TO UPPER CANADA
--- --- T The American Revolution created a hostile country to the south of Great Britain's Canadian colonies. For many

decades after the establishment of the United States, Americans believed that the conquest of Canada was a piece of
unfinished business left over from the revolutionary war. In the event of war the colony of Upper Canada (present-day
Ontario) was at particular risk along the St. Lawrence River from Montreal to Kingston. The river route, vital for the
transportation of goods and people to and from the Great Lakes area, was easily cut off because much of the southern shore
of the river was in American possession.
--- --- T The need to deal with the weakness of this water link to the Great Lakes became apparent when tensions between

Great Britain and the United States led to war in 1812. Canada emerged unscathed after the two year war, but there was a
clear recognition that something had to be done to resolve the issue of the vulnerable St. Lawrence River route.

BUILDING THE RIDEAU

C.W. Jefferys, watercolour © Canadian National Hotels
--- --- T Following the War of 1812 surveys were carried out to identify a second, safe, route from Montreal to the Great Lakes.

The decision was to follow the Ottawa River from Montreal to the mouth of the Rideau River, at present day Ottawa, then
travel south along the Rideau and through a series of small lakes to the Cataraqui River which emptied into Lake Ontario at
Kingston. Unfortunately, the route selected was navigable only in parts and to use it for boats larger than a canoe
necessitated the construction of a series of locks between Ottawa to Kingston. Given the expense of such an undertaking, the
project met with little enthusiasm with the British authorities, especially since relations with the United States had returned to

normal after the war.
--- --- T A champion of the building of a canal arose in the person of the Duke of Wellington, famous as the victor over

Napoleon at the battle of Waterloo and an influential voice in British politics. The result of his support was the appointment of
Lieutenant-Colonel John By of the Royal Engineers to oversee the task of making the Rideau-Catarqui route into a navigable
waterway.

Lt. Col John By
© "C.K.", Royal Engineers Museum
--- --- T Col. By arrived in Canada in 1826 and set up his headquarters near the mouth of the Rideau River. The settlement

was originally called Bytown but was eventually renamed Ottawa. The plan was to build a series of dams and associated
locks to connect the Ottawa River with Lake Ontario. Locks were designed, at Col. By's insistence, to be 134 feet long and 33
feet wide. These were large enough to accommodate the new steamboats which were beginning to appear on the Great
Lakes.

Thomas Burrows, watercolour © Archives of Canada
--- --- T Work actually began in 1827. Like the Erie Canal to the south, the construction work was contracted out to private

individuals. Most of the locks and dams were built of stone quarried on site, while the necessary iron fixtures were forged by
local blacksmiths.
--- --- T The labourers who dug the lock pits, hauled the stones, and built the dams and locks were drawn from two main

sources. Many came from the only major populated area in the country, the French-Canadian settlements of Lower Canada.
Still others were recruited from the boatloads of immigrants - mostly from Ireland - who were beginning to arrive in Canada in
ever-increasing numbers. Tragically, new recruits were always needed to replace workers who died from malaria, contracted
in the many swamps along the route.
--- --- T The Rideau Canal was officially opened in the summer of 1832. It was an amazing achievement. For most of its length

of 202 km, the new canal passed through an unsettled wilderness where Col. By and his workers managed to create fortyseven locks, some of them posing a considerable engineering challenge. Because of its military role, the canal also included
defences in the form of fortified lock masters's houses and substantial blockhouses at the lock stations most exposed to
possible enemy attack.
--- --- T Measured against what was accomplished, the financial cost was low: £800, 000. But far from applauding the

achievement, the British Parliament of 1832 expressed its shock at the expenditure of such a sum of money and recalled Col.
By to face a parliamentary inquiry into his activities. While intensive investigation absolved Colonel By of any kind of
mismanagement, he never received the honours his achievement should have earned him. He retired to private life, and died
a disappointed man in 1836.

Rideau Queen, Rideau Canal © Parks Canada

THE RIDEAU - THEN AND NOW
--- --- T Although it was constructed as an alternative to the St. Lawrence River in case of war, the new Rideau Canal was
more easily navigable than the St. Lawrence River with its series of dangerous rapids between Montreal and Kingston. As a
result, after its opening in 1832, it became a busy commercial artery from Montreal to the Great Lakes. But its glory days were
short-lived. By 1849, the rapids of the St. Lawrence had been tamed by a series of locks and commercial shippers were quick
to switch to this more direct route.
--- --- T The Rideau Canal's heyday as a busy national highway ended in the 1850s, but the region it passed through
remained ill-served by roads and railways until after the First World War, and so the Rideau continued to be an important
local transportation system. It was even enlarged during this period, when the Tay Canal was completed in 1887 to connect
the town of Perth with the main Rideau system.
--- --- T After the First World War commercial traffic disappeared almost entirely from the Rideau. It was no longer of any value
for military, commercial or transportation purposes. All that saved the system from abandonment was the high cost of taking it
apart.
--- --- T Even before the decline of local commercial traffic, a new role for the Rideau Canal had begun to emerge. The natural
beauty of much of the area through which the canal passes, along with the promise of excellent sports fishing, hunting and
recreational boating stimulated the development of the tourism industry in the area and, by the end of the 19th century, hotels
and private cottages made their appearance along the canal.
--- --- T The years since then have seen a massive expansion of the recreational use of the Rideau. Further, in more recent
times, the historical value of the canal has become recognised. Declared by the Historic Sites and Monuments Board of
Canada to be of national historic significance, the canal attracts thousands of visitors every year, anxious to cruise this
beautiful waterway and to learn about this remarkable engineering achievement and its role in the development of Canada.
--- --- T The Rideau route traverses, geologically, four distinct geologic regions. Each is unique and the cruise experience is
thus enhanced by the marvelous variety between the regions. This is described in the section on Rideau geology.
--- --- T The Rideau Canal is actually two separate river systems with the Rideau River originating in Big Rideau Lake and
flowing north-easterly to Ottawa, and the Cataraqui River starting at Newboro Lake and flowing south-westerly to Kingston.
The watershed of the Rideau is much the larger of the two rivers, 4,000 square km, compared to the 910 square km drained
by the Cataraqui. The highest point of the canal, at Newboro, is 180 m above sea level. The drop from Newboro to Ottawa is
97 m and the drop to Kingston is 131 m.
--- --- T To create a navigable waterway, the builders of the canal significantly altered the natural environment through which it
passed. In particular, the construction of a number of dams and weirs to control water levels resulted in drowned lands along
the length of the canal, providing ideal conditions for recreational fish such as largemouth bass. The waterways are home to
one of the most diverse fish communities in Canada. The extensive wetland areas have become a rich environment for a
wide variety of plants and animals. The canal's wetlands are home to many rare species including 42 rare plant species and
rare animals like the small-footed bat.
--- --- T Control of water levels to ensure sufficient draft in the navigation channel is vital to safe boating and this is
accomplished through a series of reservoir lakes where, in the springtime, water from the winter snows is captured as a
source of supply to the canal when necessary. Water management is a delicate balancing act to maintain adequate
navigation levels while avoiding harm to the natural environment.
--- --- T The year 2007 marks the 175th anniversary of the opening of the Rideau Canal. The government is coordinating
celebrations in the communities through which the canal. More info may be obtained at www.rideau175.org
--- --- T The World Heritage Convention established a World Heritage List to recognize natural or cultural locations that are
globally significant. The List serves as a tool for conservationof the sites. There are thirteen Canadian places on the World
Heritage List. The Rideau Canal has been nominated by Canada for this significant global recognition, hopefully for the 175th

celebration.

OUR EXPERIENCE ON THE RIDEAU
--- --- T We traversed the lower half of the Rideau Canal with our daughter and two grandchildren in August 2001. We had a
wonderful time. In fall 2005 we traveled the length of the canal while cruising Le Gran Circuit Nautique.

Flight of Eight circa 1925 © Parks Canada

This Explains Why There is a Flight of Eight

--- (Much of the above write-up is excerpted from information from Parks Canada)
(010/05)
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LE GRAND CIRCUIT NAUTIQUE
Leg 4 - OTTAWA RIVER
--- T For us, this was the fourth leg of Le Grand Circuit Nautique -- 800

nautical miles of scenic waterwayy that encircles northeastern New York
and southern Ontario.
--- T The fourth leg of the Circuit is a 100-mile downriver cruise on the

Ottawa River, from the city of Ottawa to Montreal. There are two locks,
the first about seventy miles downriver at Carillon and the second at
Sainte-Anne-de-Bellevue, adjacent to the Isle de Montreal.
--- T The Ottawa River is impounded into the large Lac Des Deux

The Quebec Side

Montagnes just before Montreal. It then breaks into four channels as it
threads its way through the islands of Montreal before entering the St.
Lawrence. The two northern channels, and the southernmost, have rockstudded rapids. The Sainte-Anne lock drops one into Lac Saint-Louis
and the St. Lawrence. Then, you head to Lachine and the canal around
the Lachine Rapids.

OTTAWA RIVER
WELCOME BACK
--- T The last time Halcyon floated on the Ottawa River was September 10th, 2001. We had been traveling down the upper
reaches of the river along the Temiskawa Waterway, and had pulled out to 'jump' a dam before continuing down river. The
tragic events of the next day terminated our voyage on the river, and we returned to the United States.

--- T
- Our Return To the Ottawa
--- T Equipped with ancient charts, borrowed the day before from a Canadian boater met at a lock, we drifted out of the last

lock of the Rideau's Flight of Eight. We turned to appreciate the view of Ottawa before vectoring the bow northerly and into
the slow current of the river.

--

T

--- T--- T Samuel de Champlain --- T --- T --- T--- T-T--- T Chateau LaurierT --- T --- T --- Ottawa Locks - The Flight of
Eight

Views of Ottawa From the River
A TOUCH OF GEOLOGY
--- --- T The Ottawa River follows a geologic border. To the north lie the hard, resistant rocks of the Canadian Shield. These

are rocks from the early history of Earth, in excess of 2.5 billion years in age (the dark area in the middle picture, an aerial
photgraph, below). They make the Laurentian Highlands of Québec, and stand as hills on the north side of the river (left
picture). To the south of the river, are the limestones (right picture) and other sedimentary rocks of much more recent age
(less than 600 million years old). These rocks have been discussed in Rideau Geology.

--

--

--- --- T Such a pleasant 'summer' afternoon. The temperature was in the eighties, no wind and sky clear. We were soon tied

off at a riverside restaurant. We watched a tourist boat pass by, and after a hearty lunch, we were a tourist boat.

-

-

A RESORT SPECTACULAR
--- --- Since the start of our Canadian legs of the Grand Circuit, we had been hearing about Montebello. "Oh, you must stop at
Montebello," was the usual comment. When we asked what was there, the answer was almost always the same, "Oh, you
must stop there." Well, that is enough to pique our curiosity, so we did stop. It is a fine old classic resort, in a large wooden
building with beautiful tennis courts and fine dining. When we inquired about staying overnight at the marina, it became
immediately obvious that this stay would be somewhat beyond our usual marina tie-up. Instead of tying at the high-priced
marina, we walked the grounds, enjoyed the ambiance, and spent the marina money on a pair of ear rings to commemorate
our cruise down the Ottawa.

T

T

A NATURE SPECTACULAR
--- --- TThe Carillon lock lay below us, and the lock will accept no boats for lockage after 1500 hours this late in the season.

So, we decided to anchor for the evening, in time for the first morning lockage between 0930 and 1000. Our chart showed a
sinuous white path of 10+ feet of depth wandering southerly in an embayment in Lac Dollard des Ormeaux, just above the
lock at Carillon. Just at sunset we set our hook into the weedy bottom, and within moments we were overwhelmed.
--- --- TNo, not by mosquitos - by Canada Geese - by the tens of thoussands. El and I have traveled to the far corners of

Earth to witness nature spectacles -- the migration of the wildebeest across the veldt of the Serengeti, the clouds of caribou
shimmering in movement across the tundra of Nunavut, the February aurora from the shores of Hudson Bay, the salmon
migration up the Kenai, the volcanic eruption of Fernandina. Those trips were carefully researched and planned. This display,
on the Ottawa River, caught us by surprise. As the sun set into the shoreline reeds, the sound of thousands of wings, and the
cackle of tens of thousands of birds surrounded us. Geese came from every direction, folded their wings and slanted to our
cove. It was difficult to speak above the sound. We sat in the cockpit until darkness and still the geese arrived. Obviously
excited about their journey to the south, they never seemed to tire of discussing their plans. A strong cold front, bearing snow
and strong northerly winds bore down on us all from the northwest, and it was evident that they were enthusiastically
discussing plans of departure. About ten that night a fever pitch of noise swept through the huge flock and, as though on a
signal, most lifted off with an incredible thrashing of wings on water. They were headed south.
--- --- TWhen we awoke, the next morning, to a thick fog, the last stragglers waited, with us, for visibility to lift before they also

headed southerly.

T

T

A HUMAN SPECTACULAR
--- --- The Ottawa river courses over 600 miles, and is a major tributary to the St. Lawrence. It has been an avenue of
commerce since humans first settled in this area of Québec. Native Americans plied these waters in canoe; voyageurs trading
fur traveled in their great freight canoes from the tributaries of Hudson Bay; military goods were transported to support
French, British and now Canadian armies; more recently, timber, cement, gravel, and grains traveled by barge. Rapids
required arduous portages around the Long Sault. Military requirements, after the War of 1812, made the construction of
canals necessary. Begun in 1819 and continuing until the 1880's, three canals with eleven locks were built to bypass the
rapids.
--- --- Competition from roads and railroads spelled the doom for commercial traffic, and today, the river is used primarily by
pleasure boats. In 1963, Hydro-Québec built a major dam and power station, replacing the previous canals and locks with
one short canal and a major lock - Carillon Lock and Canal. The drop of almost 20 meters is the largest in Canada, for such a
structure. The gate is a 200-ton guillotine and is most impressive!

---- Aft (Before and After)

--

--

Ahead (Before, During, and After)

--

-Views Up and Out

-And a View Back Upriver - Most Impressive

END OF THE RIVER
--- --- Near the confluence with the St. Lawrence, Cistercian monks settled and built an impressive monastery. They also
carried with them the secrets of great cheese-making, and we have relished their skill.

OKA - Home of Great Cheese
--- --- - A private canal in the Vaudreuil Channel, today's navigable route along the west side of Isle de Montreal, was an allwooden structure built in 1816. The owners barred transport for all competitors, and thus controlled all trade between
Montreal and the Ottawa (then called Bytown). Prices were outrageous and merchants in Upper and Lower Canada
repeatedly petitioned the government for the construction of a public canal. Finally, the lock at Saint-Anne-de-Bellevue was
constructed in 1843, and was rebuilt in 1882. Toward the end of the 19th century, Saint-Anne became a holiday center for
Montreal, and still has a marvelous assortment of restaurants, some with docks.
--- --- We approached the Vaudreuil Channel and the following Lac Saint-Louis, of the St. Lawrence River, with trepidation.
We were unable to buy charts of the St. Lawrence at marinas or lock stations along the earlier legs of our cruise through
Canada. Lock stations are prohibited from selling, so as not to compete with private dealers. Private marinas are charged
$250 by the government to handle charts, so they don't! Catch 22! So, as the lock gates opened at St. Anne-de-Bellevue we
made one last attempt to find a chart. The lock master couldn't sell any, but he had one on the wall. Never has a chart been
memorized more quickly. And soon, we were across the Bay and securely tied off at Lachine.

--Opening of the Lock at Saint-Anne -- -- -- A Happy Man with a Memorized Chart
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SAN DIEGO GATHERING
Launch: Glorietta Bay Marina
Nearby campsites: CampLand (on Mission Bay)
Comments: Marvelous cruising and scenic attractions ashore, all accompanied by good friends, good wine and good food

Under the Midway

SAN DIEGO GATHERING
--- -This was the firsst Gathering in San Diego. Chris, of Rana Verde, organized the get-together of nine boats from as far away as New Mexico and Colorado. The weather was the quintessence of winter southern California -- delightful, warm, sunny days and an occasional shower at night. Chris had set the location at Glorietta Bay Marina, and, at $15 a night with
electricity, we could hardly believe we were in California.

----- -We were virtuallyy in the shadow of the Hotel del Coronado (affectionately known as the "Del") and it was a short walk into town for a great selection of restaurants - a perfect site.
NEIGHBORS
--- -A location for a Gathering not only needs a good site but also requires good neighbors. Here, at Glorietta Bay, our neighbors were well-dressed, courteous, and quiet.

--

-

OFFSHORE CRUISE

--- -On the first day,, some folks went to see town attractions, while others decided to cruise offshore in search of Gray Whales. Only one was spotted, cruising northerly with spouts marking his route. But dolphins and sea lions rode the bow waves and it was a beautiful day at sea. The fleet pulled into Mission Bay for lunch and then returned around Pt. Loma en route
back to the marina.

-

--

-

--- BAY CRUISE

--- -The next day, aftter a nice town breakfast, we followed our leader on a guided tour of San Diego Bay -- certainly one of the most interesting harbors we have cruised. There's a beautiful skyline, naval vessels, cruise ships, a maritime museum (with sailing ships like Californian and Star of India, ferry boats (the Berkeley), and even a Russian submarine.

-

-

-

-

--- -The last day, somme folks cruised down South Bay almost to the Mexican border, while others took a tour of the carrier museum, Midway. One of the best aspects of a Gathering is the socializing. We had plenty of time together to visit on the docks. One of our members had an attack of pancreatitis, and was briefly hospitalized, but his friends rallied around them,
loading his boat on their trailer, visiting in the hospital, and getting them to the airport. It was a fine gathering of good cruising friends in a beautiful winter harbor.

--- -

-
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LAKE POWELL '06 GATHERING
Launch:Wahweap Marina

Nearby campsites:Wahweap Campground
Comments: Eight boats (from Maryland, Oregon, Wyoming, Alaska,
Montana, New Mexico, and two from California) joined on the lake for a
week of canyon cruising, campfire chats, and good times together. It
was an unforgetable time shared with good friends on one of the most
scenic cruising areas of the continent.

Cruising Up Lake

----Pictures say a thousand words:

-

-

----

Tranquility

-

-

Critters

-

Under Way

-

Friendship

-

-

-

--

Exploration

----

Beauty

Defiance House

-

-

Arches and Bridge (photos by Discovery)

-

More Arches

-

Reflections

-

Sensuous Rocks

-

(Center Photo by Hunky Dory)

--

-Shared Times
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LOPEZ ISLAND '06 GATHERING
Launch: Various sites, including Cornet Bay, Twin Bridges and
Anacortes Marina

Comments: Lopez Gathering is the traditional opening of the Northwest
Cruising season for C-Dorys. There are usually many boaters who
attend to give summer a jump-start.

----\-o More than thirty boats arrived the first weekend of May to inaugurate the 2006 boating season.

\

\

\

\
Scenes en route to Lopez

Banquet at the Islander

\

\

Blessing of the New Boats by Rev. Jim; libation by Snoqualamie; "To the Sea"

\

\

\

\
Blessing the New Boats

o

o

\

o

o
The Blessing of Shared Good Times

Happy Birthday, Nancy
(5/06)
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PASSAGE NORTH
Launch: Anywhere in Pacific Northwest. We departed from the San Juan
Islands, but any good ramp along the Washington or British Columbia
coast would be fine. Most out -of-area boats would find Anacortes a fine
place to begin the adventure.
Nearby campsites: There are fine state park campgrounds and private
RV parks near Anacortes.

Heading North

Comments: This is a journey that could done in one big swallow, a
leisurely sit down meal, or many little bites scattered through time.
However you do it, you will be cruising some of the finest salt water this
continent has to offer.

PASSAGE NORTH
THE ADVENTURE
------The journey can take a week, a summer, or a lifetime. In the 1930's, M. Wylie Blanchet cruised these waters on the 25foot wooden boat, Caprice, for fifteen summers. She did so with her five children and a dog. Her tale, Curve of Time, is one
of the best sea stories we have read (and reread) -- it is not so much an adventure as a wonderfully described story of life
aboard, traveling through a marvelous land, across a challenging sea.
------Much has changed since Blanchet's tale was lived. But much has not -- the windswept remnants of old growth rain forest
still cling to the granite slopes. Cougars and bears prowl their depths. Tidal currents still rip through saltwater rapids, and
orcas, seals, and otters still feed along the shores. There are more boats, large ferries, and cruise ships -- more towns,
logging camps, and marinas. But the land and sea dwarf these intrusions, and these waters remain a challenging route to
incredible waterways, scenic vistas, and people.

THE ROUTE
------It is a long way -- a very long way -- from Seattle to Juneau. It's about as far from Seattle to Los Angeles, New York to
Florida, or Boston to Chicago. In round terms, our 2006 cruise has been 2000 nmiles, and your cruise will vary depending
upon how many fiords one wishes to explore en route.
------For many years we lead raft trips down the Colorado River through Grand Canyon. Most other outfitters took 8 days -ours were at least twice as long, for the same distance. We looked at raft travel along the Colorado River through the Grand

Canyon as a journey down the 'highway' -- a marvelously beautiful and exciting journey -- but also an access route to the
even more beautiful and seldom-visited side canyons that required time and hiking.
------ We viewed our passage north the same way -- a marvelous journey along the Inside Pssage route followed by ferries,
cruise ships, and most pleasure boats -- but for us a 'highway' that gave access to the more isolated and wild inlets, fiords,
and channels seldom visited by other boats. I'm writing this while we are in Fiordland Recreation Area, and today we haven't
seen another boat. Just waterfalls leaping thousands of feet off sheer granite cliffs, a grizzly sow and her two-year old cub, a
black bear, and countless seals and sea birds. We are in the heart of a wilderness park -- alone -- in our boat!
San Juan and Gulf Islands
------You begin with a cruise through those delightful boating destinations, the San Juan and Gulf Islands. There is a brief, and
usually pleasant, border crossing between the two sets of islands. Then, there is the challenge of crossing the Straits of
Georgia. This is one of the three mighty 'dragons' lying in wait along this northwest coast for the unaware boat traveler. (The
other two are Queen Charlotte Sound and Dixon Entrance). With patience, a good ear to the VHF weather reports, and an
eye always cocked to the sky and horizon, the crossing can be easy.

Straits of Georgia - Early AM - The Dragon is Sleeping

------There is an additional man-made challenge to the crossing of the Straits -- Whiskey Gulf. The Canadian military has
cordoned off a large area in the central straits for torpedo and undersea testing and research. When Whiskey Gulf is 'active'
pleasure boats must make a few wide doglegs to avoid an unpleasant encounter with military patrol boats, planes,
helicopters, ships, or torpedoes.
Princess Louisa Inlet
------Once across, coastal British Columbia mainland waters can be traversed through channels mostly protected by offshore
islands. Immediately ahead, and less than 200 nmiles from your launch site in the San Juan Islands, is one of the gems of
Pacific Northwest cruising -- Princess Louisa Inlet.

------Our need for beauty can never be satiated, even with Chatterbox Falls and the towering granite cliffs. However, there is
more to the north so you must tear yourself away from the Princess.
Desolation Sound
------The journey north requires a brief sojourn along the unprotected shoreline of the Straits of Georgia -- tempting the dragon
to lash his tail. Life is a combination of ying and yang, and it is worth the risk, since just to the north lies Desolation Sound -- a
maze of mountain and water beauty.
------The passage through the islands is a challenge not just for the cruising boat but also for the tidal waters of the Pacific.
Tides, sometimes in excess of fifteen feet during flood tides, must pour zillions of gallons of water through these islands every

six hours. In every channel north, rapids replete with whirlpools, overfalls, and rips churn the pass. Photographs of vessels
foolish enough to traverse the rapids during full flood decorate the walls of marinas in this area and fill pages in every cruising
guide. One carefully reckons the exact time of slack water at the turn of the tides and then the rapids seem like an
imaginative nightmare concocted to frighten the timid.

------Those tidal waters also create strong currents through Johnstone Strait, a constricted northerly continuation of the Straits
of Georgia. The Johnstone lies northwest-southeast -- and the dominant winds of this region are either northwest or
southeast. When the direction of the wind opposes that of the tide, there is a titanic wrestling match between Neptune and
Aeolus. The passage of Johnstone is to be treated with respect.
Broughton Islands
------The reasons for the earlier temptation to continue more northerly is now evident -- the beauty of the less-traveled
passages through the Broughton Islands with hundreds of scenic islands and passages and exciting views at every turn.

------Now, another 'dragon' lies waiting -- the route north requires a passage through the edges of Queen Charlotte Sound.
Here one feels the full heft of the Pacific Ocean, open all the way to Japan. Opposing the force of the open ocean, tidal
currents, and winds (a recipe for maelstrom) is a new factor. Floodwaters pour down from melting glaciers and snowfields on
the coastal ranges, concentrate into wide churning brown rivers, and dash pell-mell into the sea. The addition of these fresh
water floods into the confused sea swell-wind-tidal mix of the coastal ocean creates an amazing and frightening display of
raw power. To slip through this barrier requires careful calculation from tidal tables. Half the time the tide is ebbing, and then
you don't travel since the fresh water flood creates 'rapids' miles out to sea). One also cocks a thoughtful ear to weather
reports to get an idea about winds and sea swell. Then fingers crossed, hatches battened down, and fingers crossed one
tempts the dragon.

Queen Charlotte Strait, Cape Caution -- Another Dragon Sleeping

------You are now about half finished with your journey to Prince Rupert. There are long lonely straits, few other
boats except ferries rushing to maintain schedules, and dramatic views on the route north. Many fiords slice deep

into the granitic resistence of the Coast Range, each tempting one to venture toward the icefields. We succumbed
to many and are thankful we did. Some of the tales follow:
IVORY ISLAND
CROSSINGS
A FISH TALE
GETTING AROUND
CRITTERS
WHERE TERRANES COLLIDE
TOMBSTONE FEAST

BABINE LAKE
------Eventually, one ties off at the docks of the Prince Rupert Yacht Club. Here, in this coastal city of fine pubs and
friendly people, we tipped a toast to a successful voyage of over 1,500 nmiles along the British Columbia coast.
------The Dixon Entrance lies to the north, sliced by the international border -- the next dragon. Once again, the full
force of the North Pacific lies off the port rail. Whoever named this ocean Pacific had never cruised to its northern
latitudes.
------North of The Dixon lies Alaska and those tales are told as:
DIXON
CLOSE TO THE EDGE
TOTEMS
ROCK ART
WILDLIFE
CRUISING ALASKA
EATING OUT
WALKING AROUND
LE CONTE GLACIER
BEARS
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PASSAGE NORTH
----The Passage north from Washington through coastal British Columbia
to Southeast Alaska is one of the finest wilderness voyages possible in a
small boat. These tales record a few experiences to give a flavor of this
marvelous trip to the north.

That dinghy that looks like it's floating, upside
down, is our dinghy lashed to the roof of
Halcyon (note our antenna). A rough sea.
--Wanderer Photo

THE CROSSINGS (DRAGONS)

El, the Optimistic Twin, and Bill, the Conservative One

-----I wish Mom had made me twins. One an optimist, blissfully skipping through life with a cookie in one hand, a cuppa in the
other, and a smile brightening the world. The other would be a conservative (no, not a pessimist -- they're no fun). Just a
conservative -- someone who knows the odds and recognizes that caution is sometimes required in life, and that careful
anticipation or prediction of consequences can prevent unpleasant experiences. But she didn't, so we each married our twin.
El is the aggressive mutual fund investor in her IRA. Bill is conservative in his. For 15 years, we've competed in our investing
styles. Guess who is far ahead in returns? Yep, El. Says something about optimism, eh?
-----It is difficult to be a conservative optimist. It's like trying to predict weather -- one twin always looks for the sunshine -"Yep, that patch of blue is as big as a Dutchman's britches," El joyfully reports.
-----Bills's reply? "So what's a Dutchman's pants got to do with whether we head out to sea? Have you heard the latest
weather report?"
---- A Crossing is a boat passage over open water, with no sheltered cove or point closeby to hide from swells, waves, or
sudden storm. A Crossing always brings out the character traits in each twin. A prudent boater always treats a Crossing with

respect -- memories of white-knuckles clutching the wheel, stuff flying everywhere, and salt spray dashing against the
pilothouse glass stay fixed in long-term memory. For Bill, a crossing is "A Dragon." For El, the other twin, she remembers
unnecessary worry, calm seas, gulls flitting and dolphins jumping. She calls them "an adventure."
----On this trip, by small boat, up the Pacific coast from Washington to Alaska, there are three major Crossings. The first is the
Strait of Georgia, between Vancouver Island and the mainland of British Columbia. In the lee of Vancouver Island lie the Gulf
Islands, some of the finest cruising water we have plied in the Pacific Northwest. Most northbound cruising boats follow the
east coast of Vancouver Island, delighting in the Gulf Islands. About Nanaimo, you run out of islands and the best cruising
water lies across the Strait to the east. That more-sheltered west coast of British Columbia beckons like a rainbow, and the
pot at the end of the Rainbow is Princess Louisa Inlet. This gorgeous area, resembling a flooded Yosemite Yalley, is
marvelous bait -- but it's across the Strait, and that can be a wicked body of open water. So what do you do?
----Of course. You cross.
----We hunkered into Mark Bay, in Nanaimo, on the protected east side of Vancouver Island. To the east was the crossing of
the Stait of Georgia. We had scurried northerly hoping to catch the predicted lull between two frontal lows, and thus find calm
water for the Crossing. Before turning in, we listened to the weather on the boat's VHF radio -- "outlook: morning winds
diminishing to light and variable, with an increase to moderate in the afternoon." The optimist falls joyfully to sleep. The
conservative twists and turns, knowing the earliest departure will give the most hours of calm water -- and the predicted rise of
the wind will oppose the ebbing current in the Straits and could make things rough. Wind and water in opposition make the
fury of a lover's argument seem tame.

----At 0-dark-thirty, the conservative is up, making coffee, and checking the water in the anchorage for the slightest ripple. At
first light, the optimist is enjoying that most wonderful time of day and the conservative is pulling anchor.

-

-

The Sleeping Dragon - Strait of Georgia --- -------Breakfast in Smuggler Cove

----We found the dragon sleeping and had a smooth easy cruise to aptly named Welcome Passage where we shared a
breakfast, hook down, in Smuggler Cove. The optimist was smug, the conservative respectfully thankful.

----The next Crossing on the route north is Queen Charlotte Strait -- here one hugs the easterly shore but must leave the
shelter of the islands of Desolation Sound and venture far out into the ocean to round Cape Caution. The reward beyond this
Crossing is the remote beauty of the Discovery Coast -- the fabled Raincoast - and some of the most beautiful scenery in all
of BC's 15,000 miles of coastline.

----The challenge of this Crossing requires a careful consideration of many variables -- a challenge for the conservative twin.
First, the wind must be low. Second, the tide must be at slack low or flooding. Major inlets pour rivers of brackish meltwater
from mountain ice and snow into the sea along this coast during an ebbing tide. When that surface flow smashes headlong
into ocean swells and opposing wind, the confused seas can heap upward tens of feet into a seething, breaking maelstrom of
white destruction. The bottom off Cape Caution is littered with wrecks -- from native dugouts to steel freighters.

-Happy in the Broughtons

----So, we happily cruised through the Broughten Islands as low after low hit the Cape with swells and wind. Gradually the
conservative twin sneaked closer to the Cape as the frontal systems seemed to weaken, hoping for a fair-weather break to
sneak around the Cape. All the while the optimistic side was enjoying the raw beauty of the land and the people, blissfully
listening to the weather VHF only to see when the rain might stop so as to better appreciate the marvelous mountain scenery.
(The conservative side said, "But, buddy, rain isn't critical -- wind, tide and swell height are the important variables.")

----After plotting in the lat/long for every possible safety cove that might give cover should the sea become rough off the
Cape, the conservative one turned on the weather VHF. There looked to be a brief lull between the low pressure fronts --maybe the slightest chance to sneak around the Cape before the next front approached from the Gulf of Alaska. A quick look
at the tides showed the flood tide would reach slack just as the low pressure might slide easterly.

----We were at Sullivan Bay, the last fuel stop below Cape Caution. We quickly filled the tanks and pushed off for the ocean.
In a few hours, we were rounding Cape Caution with a rising wind aft. We ducked in behind Egg Island and headed for
delightful Fury Cove.

-Cape Caution - Another Sleeping Dragon

Fury Cove, Anchorage in the Rain

----The last Crossing en route to Alaska is The Dixon. This Dragon has tossed many a cruiser and given them lasting
nightmares. We have now made this passage many times. Read about it by clicking on the hyperlink.
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THE PASSAGE NORTH
-----The Passage north from Washington through coastal British
Columbia to Southeast Alaska is one of the finest wilderness voyages
possible in a small boat. These tales record a few experiences to give a
flavor of this marvelous trip to the north.

Granite, Water, and Ice

PRINCESS LOUISA INLET
------There are some places that are special -- Princess Louisa is one. Inaccessibility adds to appeal, and this area can only
be reached by air or boat. When you make the journey in your own boat it becomes 'yours.' There is an added challenge to
visit the Princess -- danger. For most traveling to the Inlet, one must first cross the Strait of Georgia. This is a notoriously
challenging crossing, with strong tides often opposing equally strong winds.
------Our crossing was from Nanaimo to Halfmoon Bay, -- but more specifically, and romantically, from Protection Island, past
the Merry Island Lighthouse, to Welcome Passage (alternatively, one can cruise from Pirates Cove to Grief Point, but who
would want to do that?)
------A prudent cruiser waits -- and waits -- and waits -- until the tide and winds are right for a comfortable crossing. Those
who are either impatient or on a time schedule (are those the same?) must go regardless and they often get their sterns
kicked. We were fortunate -- we arrived in time to have a sundowner at the Dinghy Dock Pub at Mark Bay, have a nice sleep
in the calm anchorage, and leave at oh-dark-thirty with calm seas.
------There is a large military testing area for submarine warfare, termed Whisky Gulf, in the middle of the Strait. When the site
is active, it is patrolled by helicopter, planes, and ships to secure the area. To avoid the test area requires a rather lengthy
detour, an unhappy route if the seas are rough. On our crossing, both Poseidon and Mars were kind -- the sea and test area
were both inactive.

--

--

The Dawn Totem at Newcastle Island Marine Park; the calm Strait at Sunrise; and the Merry Island Light

------We dropped a breakfast hook in Smugglers Cove and munched the outstanding sweet rolls from the bakery in Ganges
Harbor. A fine celebration after an easy crossing.

--

--

--

Breakfast in Smuggler Cove - Casey and George

------ The cruise deep into the interior mountains, up the Queen Charlotte Channel and into Howe Sound is a kaleidoscopic
experience of shades of color and verticality. The Coast Range rises sheer into the sky from its sea level reflections, making
the cruise a dizzying passage.

-

-

Shades of Blue, Black and White. And the Trees Possess More Tones of Green Than Seems Possible

--

--

You Shrink Beneath Towering Mountains; Soda Falls Lives up to its Name

------Sometimes, before achieving the highest honors, you must be tested. Malibu Rapids lies between the outside world and
Princess Louisa. The narrow constriction can flow eight knots of swirling water during the middle of a moon tide, dashing
boats out of control against the rocks that line the passage. The answer to the exam is simple: read the tide table. In this
area, there are usually two high and two low tides every 24 hours - so there are four times (often very short times, indeed)
when the tide is turning and the water in the narrow slot is still. We were somewhat rebellious as students, and still are -- we
came through a few hours after slack high and had a wonderful ride down the chute (remember, El and I ran [and still run]
whitewater rivers for many years and lived for rapids in those days. So, we passed the test and had a bit of a sleighride also - just what we wished.

-Lining Up on the Slot; Coming Through Dry Side Up

------The kids at church camp at the rapids have erected a totem pole to recognize your initiation into successfully passing the
test and joining the club.

------Princess Louisa is a Provincial Marine Park, one of many along the coast designed to preserve and protect some of the
natural treasures endowed on the Province. Any of their marine parks, in our opinion, have world status and are some of the
finest parklands we have visited anywhere on earth -- and we have visited many, on all the continents. Our hats are off to
British Columbia and the fine job they are doing. Our only suggestion: add a few more of your treasures.

-

-

--------Every tiara has its crown jewel. The Princess has Chatterbox Falls as the bejeweled focus, in one of Earth's most
marvelous settings.

Chatterbox

------The Province has provided fine facilities for visiting boats, with a long convenient and well-maintained dock, a pavilion for

rainy days, and trails to enjoy the rain forest.

-

-

-

Springtime in Princess Louisa Provincial Park

Sharing the Princess
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THE PASSAGE NORTH
------The Passage north from Washington through coastal British
Columbia to Southeast Alaska is one of the finest wilderness voyages
possible in a small boat. These tales record a few experiences to give a
flavor of this marvelous trip to the north.

Ivory Island Lighthouse

IVORY ISLAND
------It's a life many of us fantasize living -- keeper of a light. Alone, or with only your family, for perhaps weeks at a time. Far
from the hub-bub and business of city life. A life in tune with nature's moods. Times of quiet beauty and tranquility -- alone
with time and the sea. The lonelyy cry of a gull, the constant roar of the ocean swells against the rocks. Of course, the times
to remember distinctly -- the storm that crashes waves against thhe kitchen window, forty feet above the sea -- and that blasts
seaweed out of the toilet with the force of tons of waves crushing down on the sewer pipe. And times when nature's call
sends a cougar to your small island, seen crouching under the boardwalk to the lighthouse -- and later peering into your
kitchen through the window. A cougar that weighs so much two strong men were unable to lift its inert body.
------There are lighthouses all along the Inside Passage to the north to guide and protect shipping. Most are on the 'outside,'
guarding the outer coast for larger vessels transiting the ocean. The keeper of the Ivory Island light, Brent, is interested in
owning a C-Dory. We have exchanged emails about a possible visit on our route north. There were the usual caveats about
weather (lighthouses aren't perched on rocks in calm seas) and difficulty of landing without a jetty or dock, but we thought we
would at least have a chance to visit on the VHF lighthouse frequency as we passed Ivory Island.

British Columbia Lights

------We had just fueled in Shearwater and were en route to an evening anchorage nearby. Fortune smiled -- the 1600 hour
weather forecast called for light winds and combined swell and wind waves of less than one meter at the Ivory Island light. It
was late in the day but the forecast for the next day was for winds 25-35 and seas of three meters so we decided to head to
the light. A radio call to the light on the 'keepers channel' of 82Alpha raised an answer from Sylvia. She was tending the light
so switched us over to her husband, Brent. "Sure, I'll meet you on the lee of the island, near the old boathouse -- there's a
fish net strung across the bight but we can talk on radio and wave. It will be a few minutes since it's a half mile walk."
------It took us more than a few minutes to thread the rocks on the lee of the island. When we approached, Brent called on
VHF, "If you can make it around the end of that long fish net you might be able to get on the inside and perhaps I can hold
you off the rocks and we can have a chat."
------"We'll give it a try," we radioed back.

Brent and Sylvia at Boathouse Cove

------The rocks were jagged and torn -- only the toughest rocks can resist the power of the ocean and remain as an island to
challenge the sea. We threaded a route toward the rock shore following hand signals from Brent.

An Encouraging Smile -- And the Keeper of the Rock

Syvia's Siren Smile - And we thought Keepers were to keep sailors off the rocks!

------Brent caught the bow and we had a long chat on the shore. Brent comes from a long line of boat people, dating from the
days of steamships. Sylvia was a stock broker and the day after our arrival she was to take charge as Head Keeper of the
Ivory Island light! Brent had accepted a position as Keeper on the Estevan Light, a lonely outpost serviced only by helicopter
on the windswept ocean side of Vancouver Island. They will be apart for months at a time, but that is the job of a Keeper.

Visiting "On the Rocks" - Brent Meets Halcyon

------While Sylvia climbed aboard to explore Halcyon, we heard tales of the keeper's life from Brent -- tales of storms, cougars,
and long hours. Today life is more civilized than when they began their jobs. Now they have satellite television, and internet
and email contact with family and friends. Why they even have an 'an emergency packet' supplied by the Province to support
them should there be an earthquake.

Settling in for a Chat

A Friendly Wave Bon Voyage from the Light Keepers!
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THE PASSAGE NORTH
------The Passage north from Washington through coastal British
Columbia to Southeast Alaska is one of the finest wilderness voyages
possible in a small boat. These tales record a few experiences to give a
flavor of this marvelous trip to the north.

A Klemtu, BC Fish Farmer

FARMING THE SEA

--

--

The Classic View of the Fisherman (Doll on right by Sally Isaksen, of Ocean Fall, BC)

-----There is a romance surrounding the myth of the salt water fisherman, celebrated in sculpture, art, and humor. I suppose
the same myths of romance clung to the vision of the tribal meat hunter back in the days before cows and pigs were raised
on farms. On our passage to Alaska we shared the waters, harbors, and cafes with many fishermen, and a hardy, hardworking lot they are.
-----Then we landed in Kemtu, BC. Here we met the farmers of the sea at a dinner ashore and they invited us to visit them on
their fish farm and learn about marine agribusiness. We took them up on their offer, and with dock friends aboard we headed
out to Kid Bay on the north end of Roderick Island.

-A Pen at The Fish Farm

-----Jay gave us a happy welcome, and we tied off at their dock. He explained that farming fish was similar in many ways to
farming on the land. Many of the crew had grown up on farms.

-Marine Harvest's House at Kid Bay (Disinfect Your feet!); The Work Crew in Dark Clothes, and Boaters in Bright
Raingear

-----"You need to start with good stock. Our fish are Atlantic Salmon - they grow fast, have good meat, and are strong
animals. We put them in the pens as smolt and within eighteen months they grow to market size. We pulled one last week
that had grown to 46 pounds in that time."

-Briefing the Guests

-----"Then, like any good farmer, you have to keep your animals happy and fit. This requires good food. We have 840,000
salmon in our pens at this farm and they eat 20 bags of food a day at a cost of about $1,500. Done properly, we have found
that one pound of feed translates into about one pound of fish. During one cycle of fish through our pens we use about eight
million pounds of food"

--

Stacks of Fish Food, and the Pellets on the Feeding Boat

-----"Confined animals must be carefully monitored for disease. It's our business to keep our animals healthy. You have
probably read how farm salmon are infected with lice, and how these lice are transferred through intermediate hosts to wild
salmon. This is being thoroughly researched and our job, here at the farm, is to prevent lice from attaching to our fish. We
usually only have to disinfect our 'crop' once in their life cycle."
-----"We are constantly inspecting our fish for lice, and the Province sends an agricultural inspector regularly to our farm to
check the fish. The inspector is here, so lets go out to the pens and see the fish -- we're proud of them."

--

--

Catching a Sample Fish, Weighing, and a Fish Louse

-----We clambered aboard his workboat and headed the short distance from the 'shack' to the pens. They were capturing fish,
anaesthetizing them, weighing them and inspecting them for lice and for general health.
-----"No more than three lice per fish," the inspector said. "These fish look great. The Province and Universities are conducting
research into locating pens, raising farm fish, and their effect on the native populations of fish. Pen locations are carefully
chosen and permitted and the fish, like any farm animal, are inspected by agriculture agents. Personally, I think the concern
about farm fish infecting and decimating native fish is overblown. Initial study results indicate little if any effect. Farms are
often used as a scapegoat for problems caused by overfishing and 'natural' disease in wild fish. The Province wants to raise
healthy fish and protect our native species, and I believe we are."
-----We watched the crew feed the fish and simply enjoyed seeing the fish leap and dance on the water. They certainly
seemed as happy and healthy as any farm animals we have ever seen.

-Loading the Feeder Boat and Driving out to Work

--

--

The Feeder - It Sprays Pellets (Note the Blue Viewing Scope - Underwater Camera Watches to See When Fish Are
Satiated - Like Mom Watching You Eat Your Supper); Spreading the Feed

-----"What's it like, working out here?," El asked.
-----"Well, we work eight days on and six days off - a good schedule, we think. We have comfortable quarters, good food,
internet and telephone connection with family and friends, and good movies to watch. We see wildlife, too -- we have had
white bears visiting us almost every day last week. Our pay is good and the company gives us a bonus for raising strong
healthy fish. Most of us have worked for Marine Harvest, one of the largest fish farming companies, for many years and enjoy
the work."
-----"Sure, we miss our families during the work time but many of our farms are located closer to home and the men have
shorter times away. And, many jobs here in the north -- logging, fishing, ferry crew -- requiree extended periods away. It's a
price those of us on this crew are willing to pay to live and work here in the North Coast."
-----As we spoke with Jay (and his counterpart crew chief, James) a float plane circled camp and landed -- "My flight home,"
Jay said with a big smile. "Time to return to the bright lights of Campbell River."

-Whew, Missed our Antenna -- These Guys are Good

DINING ON THE RESULT
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THE PASSAGE NORTH
------The Passage north from Washington through coastal British
Columbia to Southeast Alaska is one of the finest wilderness voyages
possible in a small boat. These tales record a few experiences to give a
flavor of this marvelous trip to the north.

The Queen of Prince Rupert

GETTING AROUND IN THE NORTH
------Transportation is harder here than in most other parts of the country. The land is rugged, most towns aren't connected to
the Outside by roads, the sea is often rough, and the stormy, foggy weather can ground flights for weeks at a time. But, like
anywhere, here one travels by land, sea, or air.
-BY LAND
------This is certainly the most difficult way to get around, for most of the coastal people. The terrain is difficult and the rain
forest is dense. There are few roads, except in some of the towns, and they end within a few miles.

--

--

A Beautiful Land, But a Challenge to Traverse Afoot

-----Towns often have boardwalks to make wet weather walking easier for inhabitants. Almost everyone wears fishing ('gum')
boots since it is so often raining here. Road signs become a curiosity along those board walks. Vehicles, once there useful
lives are over, are abandoned and quickly the vegetation takes revenge.

--

--

--

BY SEA
------Water is the common denominator among the coastal and island communities of the Pacific Northwest, so naturally water
transportation has traditonally been the major means of transportation for the past 13,263 years (give or take a few). The first
human residents likely arrived by boat and today's residents often still arrive and depart by water (but not walking on the
water).

------A common denominator all along the coast are the ferries. In Alaska, they are called the marine highway and are
supported by highway taxes. Ferries serve local island people and also the long-distance needs for people, vehicles, and
goods. One can travel by ferry from Washington state to Alaska on the 'Blue Canoes,' the Alaska ferries.

-M/V Nimpkish, a BC Ferry and her First Mate in the Wheelhouse (off-duty)

Washington State Ferry M/V Chelan

------Travel alfoat is not without its perils. In 1909 the steamship S/S Ohio hit an uncharted rock in Hiekish Narrows, northeast
of Klemtu. The captain of the sinking ship bravely drove his vessel into the shallows of Carter Bay and beached her. Due to
his quick action and resolution, all aboard were saved. The bow remains today at the site of the beaching. Two grizzlies
walked the beach off the bow when we visited her remains.

S/S Ohio

------Many accidents are caused by human error, often compounded by fog or heavy weather. The Safari Spirit nailed that
rock - the rock merely shrugged but the Spirit went down.

-S/S Safari Spirit

------In late March 2006, The Queen of the North, the flagship vessel of the BC Ferry System, drove into the side of an island
on a clear calm night. Two were lost, although it took her 45 minutes to sink. The 99 others aboard abandoned ship to life
rafts and were taken to the town of Hartley Bay to be tended by the local residents who had manned their boats to come to
aid. The cause of the accident is under investigation. El and I had journeyed north on the Queen years ago when we were
first exploring this coast.
------Not all sinkings occur from accident or weather -- the almost hundred-year old Sonja went down, quietly, overnight at her
dock. Within twenty-four hours she was raised, although severely damaged by salt water. Others pass away, abandoned on a
beach, with a deep sigh.

--M/V Sonja and End of the Wake for an Oldtimer

BY AIR
------Travel by air is the most convenient, but expensive, method of travel. Emergency evacuations for health reasons are by
air. Many crew changes at floating logging camps, fish farms, or ferry crew changes are also by air. We saw air used by
school boards making inspections of remote schools, for wealthy fishermen from Outside, and for business reeasons.

--
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PASSAGE NORTH
-----The Passage north from Washington through coastal British
Columbia to Southeast Alaska is one of the finest wilderness voyages
possible in a small boat. These tales record a few experiences to give a
flavor of this marvelous trip to the north.

NORTH COAST CRITTERS
------For us, one of the greatest joys of the liveaboard cruising life is the proximity to nature. Nowhere is this more evident than
on a cruise to Alaska along the Northwest coast. Much of the voyage is in the land of the bear and wolf.
Eaties
------Birdwatchers can be obnoxious. Just when all is laid back and calm in the rafted boats, sundowner time, thoughts gently
reviewing the days delights -- when one member jumps up, spilling drinks and poou pous, shouting, "my binocs!Where are my
binocs? That looks like a Marbled Murrelet!!"
------"Good Grief, Charlie - shut up!" (or some such words) comes the exasperated reply from the others. "It's just a bird."
------One fed-up (non-birder) friend of ours defines birds (and most wildlife) into two categories: "They're either eaties or
tweeties," she says. Well, here are some eaties:

--

-

-Tweeties
------The variety of bird life along the coastal margin is incredible. Our biologist son says you find the greatest diversity along
the "ecotonal boundaries." The edges, in other words -- where two or more environments rub shoulders. The corner of your
grassy back yard and the woods; the margin of a field and a stream. Here, cruising coastal country, we are always along the
edge of the sea. The sea/air interface yields seals, whales, porpoises, diving birds, fish, and marine invertebrates (shelled or
squishy things, for the non-biologist).
------We'll confess -- El and I are birders. We shared a yearlong quest - 500 North American bird species or bust. Well, during
that year we were obnoxious. (Some of our friends would add, more than usual). We were fixated on birds.
------We can still be obnoxious relating tales from "quests." For those who have never met one, don't ask an "Appalachian Trail
through-hiker" to a dinner party, and for goodness sake, don't ask "what's a through-hiker?" The same can be said about a
bird "lister." There goes the genteel discussion over dessert about the latest political shenanigans or coolest movie -- settle
down for a boring treatise on the North Carolina balds or the discovery of a Saw-whet Owl.
------Anyway, we enjoy watching wildlife. Awareness of critters adds to our lives what a good cappuccino adds to the urban
dweller's. So, if you enjoy the wild things, settle down (maybe with a cappuccino) and enjoy a few of our friends -- we'll try not
to bore you with too many names.

-

-

Seabirds (Our Closest Neighbors)

See How Close!

Glaucous-winged Gull - Big; Bonapartes Gull - Small

-

-

Raven - Big (and BIG bill); Northwest Crow - Smalll (and thinner bill)

Crows

-

Swallows (Tree and Barn)

Our Great Blue Friend

- Squishies

-

-

Fuzzies

--

-

River Otters

-External Ears! Stand on Flippers! -- Sea Lions (NOT seals)

See That External Ear?

-

-

Seals (Ear is a Hole, Can't Walk on Flippers)

Divers

--

-

Yikes!

-

Blackies

White (Kermodi or Spirit) Bears ( Photos by Marven Robinson, of Hartley Bay)

------We heard from Kitsoo folks that the Spirit Bear is a reminder for us of the former glacial times -- and so said a biologist
friend, explaining that the Kermodi were perhaps better adapted during the recent glacial advance.

-

-

Griz

-Beauties -

-

-

-

-

Bye!

(06 - 06)
Top | Home

Home

About

Themes

Years

Locations

Gatherings

Links

Contact

THE PASSAGE NORTH
------The Passage north from Washington through coastal British
Columbia to Southeast Alaska is one of the finest wilderness voyages
possible in a small boat. These tales record a few experiences to give a
flavor of this marvelous trip to the north.

Heading North

WHERE TERRANES COLLIDE
------The geologic map of British Columbia looks like someone spilled colors off a palette. Each color band, indicating a
different association of rocks, seems unrelated to its neighboring color.

------And this is exactly right. There is little relation between rocks beside, under, or over its neighbors. Most of the rocks are
immigrants -- island chains and pieces of sundered continents brought from afar and stuck together randomly along the
western margin of North America. They comprise a terrane tale, as told for the San Juan Islands.
------Here, as along the Washington coast to the south, the continental margin 200 million years ago was inland, far to the
east of today's coast, perhaps near present-day Calgary. All was peaceful along the coast since it was far from the Pacific
Ring of Fire. Limes, shales, and sands collected along the quiet continental shoreline. Then, mayhem!
------The first collision was with a combination of two major terranes (Stikinia and Quesnellia) and many minor terranes. These
are lumped into the Intermontane Superterrane for easier discussion. The impact occurred 181 million years ago. The
terranes continued to shove against each other for another 30 million years, building the Canadian Rockies. The margins

crumpled, riding over and under each other. In some areas, rocks 15 miles thick were shoved onto the western edge of the
continent. The heat of compression baked and altered rocks. Where the Intermontane Superterrane docked (smashed!)
against the continent, the suture zone was highly deformed.

The light blue to the right is the original North American continent. Everything to the right of the light grey m (along
the BC - Alaska border) is the Intermontane Superterrane.

------A second collision began about 100 million years ago as two more terranes, the Wrangellia and Alexandria terranes
(referred to as the Insular Superterane) collided with the outer margin of the Stikinia terrane of the Intermontane
Superterrane. This collision is marked by a wide zone of volcanic activity. Huge masses of molten magma intruded the crust
along the collision zone. These magmas fed the surface volvanoes. The bulbous intrusions slowly cooled creating an almost
continuous mass of granitic rock along the continental margin. Geologists call such huge masses of once-molten rock, cooling
deep in the crust, batholiths (bathos -- deep. lith -- rock). Erosion has stripped off the surface volcanoes. Today the granite of
the Coast Range Batholith makes up one of the largest areas of batholithic intrusion on the continent.

-

-----

This map shows the Insular Superterrane -- the brown and green on the geologic map. The suture zone where this
Terrane lodged against the western margin of the continent is noted by the light grey m on the map.

------Beginning about 85 million years ago, the sea floor plate carrying the terranes against the continent split in two. The
northern section, the Kula Plate, slid to the northeast against the westward moving North American continent, from Baja
California to the Aleutian Islands. The boundary of these plates was thus torn laterally along northwest-trending shear zones.
Lateral motion, referred to as strike-slip faults, moved some westerly segments of the Kula plate as much as 400 miles
northerly relative to the mainland Rocky Mountains. The northwesterly passages and mountain ranges along the cruising
routes of British Columbia follow the fractures of the Fairweather and Queen Charlotte Faults. The southerly section, the
Farallon Plate, moved more directly to the east against Central America and Mexico.

------About 55 million years ago the Kula plate began an even more northerly motion. Riding on the Kula Plate was the Pacific
Rim Terrane (consisting of volcanic and sedimentary rocks). It was scraped off and plastered against the continental margin,
forming what is today Vancouver Island.
------Another terrane, farther west than the Pacific Rim Terrane but also riding northeasterly on the Kula Plate, was the
Crescent Terrane. This terrane was composed mostly of volcanic rocks and just before 40 million years ago lodged against
the western margin of the Pacific Rim Terrane. It composes the coastal margin of southern Vancouver Island.
------The joining of the Crescent Terrane did not cause much metamorphism in British Columbia, but the force of compression
folded and thrust-faulted the sedimentary rocks along the Straits of Georgia. This rock wrinkling created the Gulf Islands.

The grey area on the right side of the map is the smashed interterrane contact zone. The light green comprising
most of Vancouver Island is the Pacific Rim Terrane. The darker green of southwest Vancouver is primarily
Crescent Terrane.

------By 40 million years ago, the Kula Plate subducted under the westerly moving North American Plate and its compressional
force ceased. (Kula means 'all gone' in the coastal native language). With the Kula digested, the northwesterly moving Pacific
Plate was in contact with North America from the Straits of Juan de Fuca north to the Aleutian Island Chain.

------A remnant of the Farallon Plate, the Juan de Fuca Plate, continues to subduct under the North American margin from the
Canadian border southward under Washington and Oregon creating the volcanism of Mt. St. Helens and the Coast Range.
This subduction also generates earthquakes under the Pacific Northwest.

--------With the end of headon plate collision about 40 million years ago, the margin of the continent relaxed and stretched. The
subducting plate deep under the continent was melting, and molten material was forced upward by deep heat and pressure.
About 17 million years ago, the surface crust cracked creating vast areas of black lava (basalt) extrusion over the surface of
the land now disected by the Columbia River.
------About 6 million years ago, the subducting plate steepened its descent (perhaps due to an acceleration of the movement
of the American Plate) and volcanic activity became intense. Thus the Cascade volcanoes.
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(In Millions of Years)
200
Quiet continental margin with limes, shales, and sands
181-151 Collision with Intermontne Superterrane
100
Collision with Insular Superterrane
85
55
50
40

Sea floor plate splits into two -- the northerly Kula Plate and southerly
Farallon Plate
Pacific Rim Terrane collides creating most of Vancouver Island
Pacific Plate, moving northwesterly, contacts the western continental
borderland of BC
Crescent Terrane collides accreting southwestern Vancouver Island; Kula
Plate subducted completely; --- --- Juan de Fuca Plate subducts under
Washington and Oregon

6

Crustal margin relaxed and floods of basalt lava inundate the Columbia
River basin
Beginning of Cascade Volcano eruptions

2

Glacial times begin

17

0.025
0.014

Start of latest ice advance
Maximum latest ice advance

0.010

End of latest glacial time

0.00005± Your birth date

----- This heating beneath the Coast Range Batholith, geologists have calculated, caused enough thermal expansion to lift the

batholithic granites of the coast range by as much as a mile -- and they continue to rise today.
------The subduction of the Juan de Fuca plate and lateral motion along the offshore Pacific Plate continue to rub along the
plate boundaries creating earthquakes in the Northwest. The largest shock recorded in Canada, 8.1 on the Richter scale,
occurred off the northwest coast of the Queen Charlotte Islands in 1949. Recent studies have indicated a locking of the shear
zones off the BC coast. The potential for a Big One is greater than ever.
----- However, as Robert Frost would say, the story isn't over with fire -- there is also ice. And, to make marvelous scenery, a
combination of both puts the right tools in the master sculpter's hands.
------For millions of years, the heat under crust along the passage north has been expanding and swelling the land above
lifting the granite mountains high enough to capture winter snow. The onset of the Great Ice Age accelerated the effect of ice.
----- Glaciation began about two million years ago. The Ice Age was not a time of continuous cold, but of alternating periods
of cold and warm. Periods of interglacial warming last about 20,000 to 60,000 years, and during the warmer periods there are
variations in global temperature that cause minor advances and retreats.
----- During the past 800,000 years there have been perhaps twelve cycles of glacial advance/retreat. The last period of cold
began about 25-30,000 years ago and reached a maximum about 14,000 years ago. That advance ended only 10,000 to
13,000 years ago, depending upon latitude and elevation.
------There was a minor period of increased cooling (the Little Ice Age) that ended in the late 1800's. During the 1900's, North
America has lost about a third of the mountain ice, and the trend is accelerating during the current period of global warming.
----- The Ice Age is best known for the great sheets of ice, the Continental Glaciers, that crunched southerly from Canada and
buried the northern portions of North America. Like crystalline conveyor belts, the Continental Glaciers hauled Canadian
gravel to the glacial terminus, and dumped the residue into the heaps that created Long Island and Cape Cod.
----- But the Great Cooling also chilled the climate of the entire continent. High, cold mountains were inundated with snow;
especially those mountains along the coastal regions with abundant precipitation. The Coast Ranges of British Columbia and
Alaska were soon buried in snow, and alpine glaciers began to form.
----- Water, liquid or frozen, is the enemy of land. Any crustal fragment above sea level is constantly attacked by water until
the land is ultimately reduced below sea level. If it were not for the heat of the earth's interior, there would be no land above
the sea. Subcrustal white-hot convection cells lift crustal blocks, slide them into collisions, and heave them around like
marshmallows in a boiling pot of cocoa. These uplifted hunks are soon worn down by water and, without continued internal
uplifting forces, would soon be reduced below sea level. Earth would truly be the blue planet and all animals would be best
adapted with gills.
----- Sure, wind does some work, but its major effect is in conjunction with water, such as ocean waves and ice storms.
Sandstorms can scour, frost windows, and polish rock, but for honest, hard, destroy-the-land work, water is ultimate leveler.
----- One can quickly learn to see the artistry of ice on mountains, but the associated names of glacial features take a bit more
time to absorb. For those who wish, tilt back and enjoy the artistic result - and for the others, we'll supply some names.
----- Ice needs a place to grow - an incubator. Snow alone is too light to be much of a threat to solid rock. But piles of snow
heaping high on a mountain to such depths that summer heat is unable to melt off each winters accumulation results in a
mound of compressing whiteness. The snow at the bottom of the heap is subjected to the weight and pressure of the
overlying mass and slowly compresses into ice - solid, hard, crystalline ice. Ice's density can challenge that of rock, as the
Titanic can attest.

----- The mound on the high mountain starts to flow downhill under the gravitational pull on the mass. As it does so, it carves

the underlying rock forming a bowl. Perfect! The bowl traps and holds more snow, that makes more ice, until the spoonshaped bowl spills ice downslope. Thus are cirques formed.

Cirque

----- A mountain highland may be attacked by the headward gnawing of several glacial cirques. The result is a sharp horn of
rock. The Matterhorn is the classic example, but many horns can be seen in British Columbia that rival the stark beauty of the
Alps.

-Horns

----- Ice and water erode in very different ways. Water carves downward with most of its cutting power concentrated in the
stream or river, and relatively little along its flanks. The resulting valley is V-shaped. Ice, in contrast, carves the flanks of a
valley almost as effectively as the base creating a U-shaped valley. With a quick glance, you can differentiate the relative
effect of water and/or ice in carving a mountain valley.

Glacial Valley

----- When rivers join, the streams usually join "at grade," meaning the joining waters are at the same elevation. Rivers 'eat'
their way headward, radiating their tributaries headward from the mainstream. Thus there are no waterfalls at the junction of
stream-carved valleys, since headward erosion begins at the junction. Glaciers, however, do not join at grade. Ice from a
tributary valley can join the main glacial valley at any elevation since the new ice flows directly into the main glacier. There is
no exceptional erosive carving at the juncture as there would be with liquid water where the gradient is steeper. Thus, when
the ice melts, the two valleys, not at grade, now have streams and the tributary stream in the 'hanging valley' leaps in
impressive waterfalls down to the main valley. The cruising routes in British Columbia are festooned with waterfalls.

-

-

----- Diagram of Glacial Features

-The artistry of ice is also reflected in subtle ways. The granites of the Coast Range Batholith can be polished, scratched and
grooved by the passage of ice.

-

-

----- -There are even more subtle traces of Ice Age left behind as clues for the curious. In Squirrel Cove, at the head of the
ramp, there's a muddy road cut - hardly deserving a second glance. See those narrow wavy lines in the picture below? They
are thin alternating beds of light and dark shale. Each was seasonally deposited -- white in summer, when there is plenty of
oxygen in lake water; dark in winter when there is little oxygen and organic material can't rot so the carbon stays in the mud.
Yep! A glacial lake with seasonal 'varves' (alternating light/dark layers). A record of an Ice Age lake along coastal British
Columbia. Betcha there were plenty of natives living along the shorelines.

(Diagrams on this site from: Cannings, Richard and Cannings, Sydney, 1996, British Columbia - A Natural History, Greystone
Books, Vancouver)
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THE PASSAGE NORTH
----The Passage north from Washington through coastal British Columbia
to Southeast Alaska is one of the finest wilderness voyages possible in a
small boat. These tales record a few experiences to give a flavor of this
marvelous trip to the north.

The Long House at Klemtu

TOMBSTONE FEAST
------Serendipity is a marvelous word. The importance to cruising boaters is obvious in the fact that many boats share this
name. One of our most important decisions when we began cruising was to 'kick back' and take the time to enjoy
experiences.
------We were heading into Klemtu, a small First Nation community along the North Coast of British Columbia. We needed fuel
after an extensive cruise into the Fiordland Recreation area. We tied off at the town dock. A local fisherman told us the docks
had been virtually destroyed by a strong wind the former winter and there was no power. We walked up to the Kitasoo Band
Store to buy some provisions.

------As El was leaving she read a notice that the store would be closed the next day because of the Tombstone Feast. She
asked the lady at the checkout about the feast.
------"When one of ours dies, one year later, to mark the end of the mourning period, the family celebrates the life with a great
feast. This year we will have dances and drumming in the Long House. Would you care to come to the ceremony," she
added.
------"Oh, no," El said. "We didn't know the person who died and it wouldn't be right to intrude."
------"You must come," the lady said emphatically without hesitation. "In our belief, it is very important to have witnesses to our
ceremonies. You show yourselves to be respectful people and we need your witness."
------The feast was a great meal, served to virtually everyone in town. There were singers, drummers, and dancers as well as
some nice talks by family and friends.

------After the feast, all were invited to the longhouse for ceremony, dance and drumming. We walked slowly down the hill
toward the longhouse, when a voice came from beside us. "You aren't city folks, I can tell. You walk too gracefully and slowly
to be from the city." An elder was walking beside us - Frances, a town 'greeter.' On the way to the ceremony, Frances told us
about how the town was 'rescued' by the elders declaring alcohol illegal and strictly enforcing their rule (a retired RCMP officer
was the town policeman). The elders took control of their traditional lands through legal proceedings, hired a forester to
advise sustained logging, let contracts (under strict rules) for mariculture 'farms,' and set up a fish processing plant in town to
process the farmed fish. "Our people are smiling again," he said with a proud grin.
------Frances told us about the longhouse and the importance the building has in restoration of their culture.
"You will see, tonight," he quietly said. "But first, let me explain to you about the welcome totems."

--

--

Longhouse Door with Clan Symbols, Frances at the Longhouse, Wolf Clan

-----We took our seats for the ceremony. A woman seated near us came over to talk. "Do you know the history of the
longhouse?", she asked.
-----"No," El answered. "It is a most impressive building."

------"My mother was instrumental in the concept of building a tradional loonghouse. 'It will hold our people,' she said. She
helped to choose the site and find the funding. But," the woman added sadly, "She died shortly before the dedication of the
building. We were all so saddened both by her death and the fact that she was unable to be at the dedication of the
longhouse she worked so hard to convince the people they needed. The night before the dedication some of our people were
at the site and, in amazement, they saw a Spirit Bear, the white Komodi bear, swim across the channel, land at the building
site, look up at the structure, and disappear into the woods. It was my mother's spirit."

-----The open fire blazed in the middle of the gravel floor. Smoke filtered upward to the roof vents. The sound of drumming
filled the dimly lit interior. Time froze - past or present? Elders and chiefs sat in seats before the people. A guard stood
blocking the door.

-

-

-----Then the dancing began, accompanied by the melodic drumming of a log drum and the singing of the people. Dancing
continued late into the night.

-

-

The Spirit Bear; Raven; Blackfish

-----The next day we were going to fuel and head out of town when we were invited to visit the fish farm by some local folks.
That evening back on the dock, we were invited to remain in town since the following night they were having another feast to
celebrate the successful spring operation of the fish processing plant. "You must stay," said one of our new friends, "The
children will be dancing and its important to them to have you there." Of course, we stayed.

-

--Dinner and Nanaimo for Dessert---

The Dancers

-

-Twilight and Moonlight in Klemtu
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PASSAGE NORTH
------The Passage north from Washington through coastal British
Columbia to Southeast Alaska is one of the finest wilderness voyages
possible in a small boat. These tales record a few experiences to give a
flavor of this marvelous trip to the north.

EATING OUT
-----There are many good excuses for eating out when cruising. You know them all - get to know the local culture by sampling
the cusine; mix with the local folks; get some exercise walking up hill (it's always up hill from water); enjoy some social time
with fellow boaters - but, let's be honest, we just love good cooking - afloat, ashore, anywhere - and the other excuses are
spices to the main course! So here are a few photographs to show the culinary delights available on a passage north along
the north Pacific coast.
ASHORE

-

-

The Toast, the Meal, the Epicure and the Chef

In a church! -- We found the Holy Grill

-

-

-

-

Crabs and Homemade Wine Supplied by Friendly Natives; One of the Crabs; Winemaker and Taster

PUB ASHORE

Limited Hours

AFLOAT

-

-

EAT DESERT FIRST

-

Ice Cream and Root Beer YUM!
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PASSAGE NORTH
------The Passage north from Washington through coastal British
Columbia to Southeast Alaska is one of the finest wilderness voyages
possible in a small boat. These tales record a few experiences to give a
flavor of this marvelous trip to the north.

TRAIL WALKING
-----There are many hikes to be made ashore by the adventurous. Most communities have hiking trails to lakes or up
mountains in their vicinity. Provincial Parks or the National Forest Service also builds and maintains many trails in British
Columbia and Alaska. Trail maps are available in most communities.
-----The following photographs are from three hikes taken on our 2006 passage north. One walk was to Punchbowl Lake in
Misty Fiords, another up a mountain near Craig, Alaska, and a third a beach walk at Myers Chuck. These photos are
representative of hikes in the Northwest.
PUNCHBOWL LAKE
-----Forest Service rangers told us that this is one of the best maintained trails in the area. It was a rugged and slippery hike.
At the end of the trail one has access to the lake via a canoe or a rowboat, complete with paddles and oars. There was also
a lean-to available for hiker use.

-

-

-

-

Big Bear!

CRAIG MOUNTAIN HIKE
-----This hike begins near the marina in Craig, Alaska and ascends a mountain just east of town. This hike is also rather steep
and slippery and it is difficult for the rangers to maintain due to dead falls from old timber. The views are outstanding.

-

-

The Reward

THE BEACH AT MYERS CHUCK

-----This is a short, easy walk to the beach near Myers Chuck. The walk begins near the town dock and leads to a beautiful
beach overlooking Clarence Strait.

-

--
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THE PASSAGE NORTH
------The Passage north from Washington through coastal British
Columbia to Southeast Alaska is one of the finest wilderness voyages
possible in a small boat. These tales record a few experiences to give a
flavor of this marvelous trip to the north.

Halcyon at LeConte Glacier

LE CONTE GLACIER
------The weather forecast sounded bad - increasing cloudiness; chance of afternoon showers; northwest winds at 20 knots not a good day to think of cruising first to the northwest and then southeast down a major Alaskan Channel, known for its
rough weather - on a day when good visibility was paramount for success.
-----We had had a long string of rainy days on our Alaska cruise with our son and grandson, and accompanied by Chris on
Rana Verde. Things were getting damp aboard Halcyon, but the spirits were still high. It was time for a bright special day as a
reward after the almost continuous rain. We were in Wrangell Harbor and had just lip-smacked our way through a great
halibut dinner, caught by grandson Bryce and barbecued to perfection by Chris. Thoughts turned to the morrow. "Weather
doesn't sound very good in Frederick Strait tomorrow," I ventured. "Too bad. It would be great to get to the LeConte Glacier
before the big Fourth of July celebrations in Wrangell."
-----"Well, you never know about weather - hard to forecast up here, and maybe we can take our usual early morning sneak
and get across the Sound before she kicks up." El is the optimist.
------What constitutes a perfect day? Probably as many answers to that question as there are people - and any one of us will
have different answers depending upon whether life's going uphill, down, or over. But, we will all agree that there are some
days simply more memorable than others. That next day was a no-question-about-it perfect day.
-----We awoke a little after five. Like the groundhog, we stuck our nose out of our burrow and sniffed the air. "Looks good," I
said. In a half hour we were under way across the Sumner Strait with light air on the bow. We had to push against the tide up
the Narrows to Petersburg but it assured a slack water entrance into LeConte Bay.
-----We stopped at the fuel dock in Petersburg. "Jet boat was into LeConte this morning - choked with ice, they said," the dock
attendant stated flatly. "You won't get in with your prop boat."
------The sky had turned gray and threatening. Clouds covered the peaks in gray, scudding, smears of wetness. It was
noticeably colder in Petersburg than Wrangell. The weather forecast was proceeding according to schedule. "Don't know," I
ventured. "Maybe we should save the fuel and just hang out for the day in Petersburg - it's a nice town."
-----"Weather changes quickly here," El said with a smile, "Let's give it a try. The icebergs have a better shade of blue on gray
days."
------There is a terminal moraine across the mouth of the bay, ten miles from the face of the glacier. The moraine is the former
terminus of the glacier. Through thousands of years, glacial ice carried millions of tons of ground-up rock and dumped that

lithic trash unceremoniously into a pile at the end of the glacier.

Lithic Trash on Ice

-----Now the sea has flooded that valley creating a fiord, but the moraine remains, barely under the sea. Water depths are 20
feet at low tide, compared with hundreds of feet on either side. The channel is narrowly constricted by house-size boulders,
gravel and sand into a shoal with rock fangs. Ice bergs, calved from the glacier, float down the fiord and lodge against the
moraine, creating an ice dam for smaller bergs and the exploring boat. Many folks get a picture of their boat in front of a
grounded berg ten miles from the glacier face and safely continue on their way.
------Three years ago, at about the same date, we had tried to enter LeConte Bay to see this southernmost tidewater glacier
on the continent. We were able to slide through a narrow slot in the moraine-ice barrier and up to within four miles of the face
before we were forced to stop by ice choking the entire fiord. We never saw the glacier, around a few more sharp bends in
the bay. The fiord was incredible, the seals fascinating, and the shapes and forms of ice marvelous - worth the risky sneak
through the ice dam. We photographed what we saw, retreated, and continued northerly. At Sawyer Glacier in Tracy Arm, we
shared the incredible experience of the face of a calving glacier up close and personal.
------This year, after the report we heard in Petersburg, we thought it might not even be possible to get past the berg dam at
LeConte. However, as we approached the bay, the clouds lifted. Sunlight flooded the peaks of the Coast Range, highlighting
brilliant spires against deep blue sky.

------Incredulous, we turned the bend into the fiord and stared in amazement - there was no ice dam! Only a few large,
grounded, well-worn bergs blocked the sides of the channel. The door was open!

At the Ice Dam

------Now to see if bergs inside blocked our passage. We slipped by the guardians of the gate - no! Inside bergs were

scattered and there was ample room in and around them. We proceeded cautiously, watching for the bergy bits that might clip
off a prop. We passed our former turnaround point and the route ahead through the icebergs was possible!

Through the Bergs

------Photographing bergs, birds, and pupping seals, we crept through the ice. There, around the last bend, was LeConte
Glacier - in sunlit glory.

------We crept to within three tenths of a mile to the calving face - as close as we dared - and shut off the engines. For hours
we drifted in the ice, watching the face calve massive cliffs of ice with thundering roars, and feeling the swell of giant waves
pass under our boat. Icebergs ground together in the well, seals squealed, pups cried, gulls mewed, and groans of moving
ice echoed through the valley. It was a day we will all remember - a perfect day.

-

-

Rana Verde & Halcyon at LeConte Glacier

BERG PICTURES
------Sculpture is one of our favorite forms of art and the skill of nature in fashioning materials has never been exceeded by
the hands of man. The bergs floating around us intrigued us and held us captives of their beauty.

-

-

-

-

HARBOR SEALS
------The air was sometimes full of the sound of infants, crying. This is a sound that causes a reflex action, especially from
parents. We instinctively searched for the source of distress. We soon discovered it was the mewing of hundreds of Harbor
Seal pups, recently born on the ice floes near the glacial face.

--

--

-BIRD PICTURES
------Our son, Brad, is a biologist with a lifelong interest in birds. We are also avid birders, so naturally our cruise up the fiord
was somewhat delayed by avian visits.

--

-AIR/SEA CONTACT

------On the cruise out of the fiord, Grandson Bryce waved to a passing float plane. The pilot made a sharp turn and
descended for a landing. Deftly dodging bergs he disappeared behind an especially large one. "Oh, oh - Maybe he thought
we were waving because we have a problem," Bryce said with a worried frown.

-

-

Landing, Dodging Ice, and C-Dory as a Tow Boat

------The plane taxied around the end of the berg and we headed over to it. Heather and Lee, from Surrey, BC were flying up
the coast, celebrating their 20th Anniversary. They passed us their camera. We towed their drifting plane away from the ice,
and we were soon taking Anniversary photos.

Anniversary Photo

------As they passed us overhead, while we and they were leaving LeConte Bay, they radioed a thanks and bon voyage.
DRY STRAIT
------We were soon pounding head-on into a high sea pushed by those promised twenty knot winds. It was going to be a
slow, wet, rough passage back to Petersburg. "Willing to risk a run though Dry Strait?" El radioed to Chris, on Rana Verde.
Dry Strait is a true shortcut back to Wrangell from LeConte. It is about 19 miles to Wrangell through the Strait and 63 via
Petersburg. However, as the Donner Party discovered, short cuts often come with risk. Dry Strait is uncharted and cruising
guides say something like, "Don't even think about it." You know - the ol' local knowledge thing.
------"I dunno," Chris radioed back. "Kinda risky. Why don't you read again what the guides say. Maybe there's a sneak?" El
read a passage titled, Dry Strait - Good Judgment or Lack of Courage? The author turned back.
------"Tide's high," I offered. "If we can ever get through, should be now. Sure easier with the wind astern than pounding our
way against Frederick."

------"Tide's high," the radio crackled an echo from Chris. "Let's go."
----------Well, we went - and the beginning of the southerly ride was easy with the lumps astern. But, about the eastern point of
Mitkof Island the route was uncertain. This is the delta of the Stikine River, a notoriously silty river that dumps tons of
sediment across anastomosing channels throughout the delta. The sand bars change very day. We had an old chart, we
knew would be inaccurate, but it was the best we had. A skinny blue route wandered through a large patch of green - a
former channel through the tidal flats. We had no option but to give it a try. We were soon plowing into mud - the old route
was no more. We ran aground into silt beds twice more before we decided to ease back and 'sniff' out a route across the
green patch of shallows noted on the old chart. We found it - with four foot depths, and we were at the crest of an eleven-foot
high!
------Soon we were around the point and on our way toward the Sumner and home. It takes a little yin to sweeten the yang of
a perfect day.

The Toast - With 5,000 Year-Old Ice - Bryce and El
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THE PASSAGE NORTH
----The Passage north from Washington through coastal British Columbia
to Southeast Alaska is one of the finest wilderness voyages possible in a
small boat. These tales record a few experiences to give a flavor of this
marvelous trip to the north.

BEARS
-----She should have known better. Her friends told her but she ignored them. They were hiking from Berg Bay up a trail
through grassy meadows bordering a stream. They had traveled together from their sailboat in the bay, for about three miles,
when the woman wanted to return to the boat. "We must stay together," the experienced boat skipper said. There was bear
sign along the trail and she knew bears rarely attacked a group of people.
----"See you at the boat," she said as she disappeared alone back down the trail.
-----She walked into a sow Brown Bear who had cubs - a dangerous situation. The bear attacked, biting her in the neck and
mauling her thigh. With good sense, the badly injured woman curled into a fetal position and played dead. Fortunately, she is
a nurse so when the bear left she immediately took first aid - legs up, bleeding staunched, and lay in agony until her friends
returned down the trail. The boat skipper ran back to the boat to summon aid - a trip that had required 3 hours was run in 45
minutes on the return. She called for help on Ch 16 and there was soon a response from a boat that could relay her urgent
request back to Wrangell. A float plane was off with an EMT and in less than an hour was skillfully landed on the stream near
the injured woman. She was flown down to Seattle hospitals. Although seriously injured, she will survive.
-----The next day we were anchored in Berg Bay and heard the reports of the injury. The Forest Service wisely determined
that it was not a vicious bear and they did not hunt and kill the sow for the blunder that the human made.

Dinner at Berg Bay Dock

-----After a buggy night at Berg, we headed down to Anan and anchored. w miles away at Anan Bay where the Forest Service
maintains a bear observatory. It is an exposed anchorage, but the weather was calm. Chris, on Rana Verde, had
accompanied us on a walk to the observatory several years earlier and we had encouraged George and Penny, on

Wanderer, to join us this year.

Anchored at Anan; Rowing Ashore

-----Together with our companions on Halcyon, son Brad and grandson Bryce, there were seven us bunched together walking
up the trail making lots of noise to warn bears of our approach. Bears are seldom aggressive if not with cubs and not startled.
It was disconcerting, however, to realize from the numerous scat piles that our trail was the main 'highway' for bears. They
were heading to the falls on Anan Creek where salmon concentrated on their summer return to their spawning grounds.

-

Along The Trail

-

-

Didn't Make It; Watch Your Step; Especially Heading for the Outhouse!

-----The Forest Service has built an observatory overlooking the creek. From the two decks of the blind, there are excellent
views of the bears.

--

Bryce at the Blind

-----The bears are accustomed to people so it is an excellent opportunity to watch them, at close range, do what bears
normally do.

-

Fishing

-

-

Fishing Techniques: Patiently Wait, Jump In With Four Feet, Pretend to be a Rock

-

Walking Around

--

-

Snooping

-

Up Close and Personal
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BABINE LAKE
Launch: There is a good ramp at Red Bluff Provincial Park, and parking
at the ramp.
Nearby campsites: Red Bluff Provincial Park
Comments: This is an interesting lake to visit while trailering your boat
along the Yellowhead Highway north to Prince Rupert or Alaska

Anchored on Babine Lake

BABINE LAKE
----------Returning south from Prince Rupert on the Yellowhead Highway in tandem with Chris, pulling Rana Verde, we had
some time for exploring lakes in British Columbia. We had considered cruising in Tweedsmuir Provincial Park but we were
told by a young woman at the visitor center in Burns Lake that the lakes in the Park were artificial reservoirs created by
damming rivers to make hydroelectric power ('hydro' power, as the locals say) for the aluminum smelter at Kitimat.
Unfortunately, the province didn't require the hydro folks to clear the forests at the reservoir site and today the lakes are
choked with underwater dead trees and brush that are hazardous for boaters. She readily suggested her favorite alternative:
Babine Lake. "Why, it's the largest natural lake in the province, and is our best kept secret."
-----"How about a launch ramp?" El asked. "And, oh yes, we need some supplies and is there a campground for this evening
near the lake?"
-----"We have everything you need," the lady smiled. "Granisle began as a mining town in support of major open pit copper
mines, and although the mines have been closed for years, the town is a delightful place for retirees and holiday folks.
There's a good grocery there for light needs. A few miles down the road from town is Red Bluff Provincial Park with excellent
campsites and an easy boat ramp. You'll love it."
----- Armed with a few perfunctory maps from the Center, we made a quick decision to give it a try. We headed off to Granisle.
This town originated in 1965 as a townsite for Granby Corporation's open pit copper mine, near the shore of the lake.
Noranda established a second mine in 1971. The last mine closed in 1992, but Granisle hangs on as a retirement and
recreation town. There is a nice small museum at the InfoCentre and good stores for resupply.
-----In the museum are casts of some very large bones. In 1971, copper mine employees were stripping cover for a mine
extension and they uncovered bones. Dr. H. W. Tipper, of the Geological Survey of Canada, was asked to excavate and
identify the bones. The skeleton was a Colombian mammoth that stood 11 feet tall at the shoulder. It roamed the area 40,000
years ago. It apparently became bogged in a muddy pond, working itself deeper and deeper trying to escape. The bones are
now in the National Museum of Natural Sciences in Ottawa.
-----The store supplied us with the bread and milk
we needed and, after chatting with some local folks
about the great fishing in the lake, we set out to the
launch ramp. It is a fine ramp and, although the

camping looked excellent, we prefer to sleep
aboard the boat at anchor, so quickly launched the
boat. We anchored to a sandy shore off the park
picnic area and fixed a-nice fire for dinner ashore.
-----What appeared to be a
very large family from the nearby Tachet-Lake Babine First Nation
Village were also fixing a dinner over a nearby open fire. We were
soon in discussion with Alex about a program he conducts for
children with fetal alcohol syndrome. Their community had severe
alcohol problems and some of their young children were afflicted
with the syndrome. He and his wife were taking a group of afflicted
kids away from their unsavory home environments for an evening
around the campfire. They are also instrumental in planning and
now supervising construction of a large hall and educational area
for these children. The site is on a remote island that belongs to the band. There the children will receive counseling and
health care. It was an interesting evening, and it was heart warming to know that there are folks aware of children's problems
and committed to doing something about it. As the sunset flared with a brilliant rainbow, that we all took as a good omen for
their project, we boarded Halcyon and set out to anchor in a protected cove.-----The next day we set out to explore the northern portion of the 110-mile long lake. It is an attractive lake for boating, with a
beautiful setting. Babine is a deep lake, full of forested islands and framed by low tree-covered hills and interesting marshes.
Snowcapped hills lie against the western horizon.

----- This is fine habitat for moose, deer, bear, fox, coyote, wolf, and beaver. There are many bird species, but the most
dramatic and easily observed are the Bald Eagles, Crows, and Ravens.
-----Human impact on the lake environment is obvious. The evidence of mining activity is clear with huge spoils piles, some on
the edge of the lake. The forest is virtually all second-growth, attesting to intense past logging activity. This is not unspoiled
wilderness, but most of the lakeshore is without development today and area is slowly recovering.

--Steep, Wooded Islands and Swampy Shores, with Beaver Lodges

-----There is great fishing here. The lake supports a special strain of Rainbow Trout (the Sutherland population) that grow
much larger (over 12 pounds) than common Rainbows. These giants are a "pelagic piscivorous ecotype" according to
fisheries biologists, that simply means they eat other fish by foraging in open water and hence grow unusually large. There

are Kokanee and Cutthroat Trout and trophy-size Char (up to thirty pounds).
-----There is a large fish hatchery for Sockeye Salmon where the Fulton River flows into Babine Lake. The Sockeye enter
Babine Lake from the Skeena River and thence up to the tributary Fulton River. The hatchery has four miles of rock tunnels
and pipelines to control the temperature and amount of water flowing through the breeding channels. The natural river is the
spawning ground for about 50-100,000 salmon. The artificial channels add another 150,000 fish, with a higher survival rate
than in the river. The large runs of Sockeye Salmon in August attract many anglers.
-----For those interested in geology, Bear Island, a steep spire, is mapped as a volcanic vent. Newman Peninsula has
outcrops of lava flows.
-----Babine Lake is an interesting stop en route to or from Prince Rupert. It is not wilderness, but makes a good destination for
anglers or those looking for an interesting and beautiful lake with abundant history and wildlife. And its also a good place for
kids, young and old, to enjoy a little challenge and a good time:

-

-

-----And, of course, a little friendly tussle between our kid, Brad, and grandkid, Bryce:

-

-

Nobody went Swimming - and the Truce

----------We love to ride ferry boats, and the next afternoon we took the ferry back and forth across Francois Lake, south from
the town of Burns Lake. En route, we enjoyed a chicken dinner on the bow. Nothing like riding a boat on a boat -- and leaving
the driving to them.

. --

-
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BELLINGHAM '06 GATHERING
Launch: Squalicum Harbor has an excellent ramp.
Nearby campsites: Larrabee State Park is a few miles distant
Comments: With the reported closing of Blakely Marina, it was decided
that the Gathering would take place in Bellingham - an excellent choice
with Ruth and Joe great co-ordinators.

----\-o It was beautiful weather, with great restaurants nearby, and most importantly - great folks present.

-The Common Thread -- our Boats

-

-

-

Banquet Scenes

-

-

-

-

Blessing of the New Boats by Rev. Dave with libation by Snoqualmie and the chant, "To the Sea"

-

-

-

-

-

-

-

-

--

-

--

-

-

--

-

-

-

Great Folks Sharing Good Times

A Little Exhausting for Some

(7/06)
Top | Home

Home

About

Themes

Years

Locations

Gatherings

Links

Contact

PASSAGE NORTH
A TRIBUTE

- -----We are all on a voyage of discovery. Each of us is granted a period
of time on Earth. Sometimes, during our journey, it is instructive and
entertaining to learn from and about those who have gone before us.

The Avenue To the North

EXPLORERS
The Pacific Northwest
"Our residence here was truly forlorn; an awful silence pervaded the gloomy forests, while animated nature seemed to have
deserted the neighboring country" - Captain George Vancouver, June, 1792
--- -We sat at an isolated anchorage in a cove surrounded by gloomy rainforest, enduring another bleak day of continuous
rain. Capt. George Vancouver's words exactly described the dismal view out our cabin window - and he was describing an
event of 214 years ago - nothing has changed.

--- -And we have not been searching down a maze of blind channels seeking a route back to the Atlantic and home.
Moreover, we can listen to good music, watch a DVD or maybe a ball game on the TV and entertain ourselves through the
long evenings of seemingly perpetual rain.
--- -However, when the clouds lift and the sun breaks through, there are few places on earth more enjoyable to view - even
the good Captain agreed with that.

Early Exploration
--- -Traveling through the myriad islands and channels that comprise the Discovery Islands in Desolation Sound is a challenge
to good seamanship. But, equipped with GPS chart plotters, radar and depth sounders navigation is simple when one
considers what it must have been like exploring these waters in the days before technological aides.

-- -Drifting on anchor, with the dark forest enclosing the shore like a ragged cloak, we talked of those who came before us.
The land was difficult to traverse with dense underbrush and slippery with the rains. Snow-covered mountains rose to the
east, high, rugged, and impenetrable. Who were the first to challenge this land?

--- -Archeologists love to argue. I know - my brother is one. They relish such a question, especially if there are several of
archeos within earshot. My brother will even argue, loudly and with vehemence, with himself for hours. Well, best I can tell,
there are two primary schools of thought. The first says the first folks walked across the Bering Land Bridge, during the Ice
Age when sea level was hundreds of feet lower and it was relatively easy to traipse from Siberia to Alaska without getting
your feet wet - except for the ever-present cold rain. Hunters followed the big game animals across the tundra of the
Pleistocene.

Musk Ox in Nunavut

--- -So this wasn't a Sunday stroll - if the mammoths went easterly so did the hunting families dependent upon them for the

evening barbeque. Interestingly, much of the central part of Alaska was ice-free during the ice ages and it was well populated
with animals (and people).

13,500 Ago - A Corridor to the South

--- -Now, the noisy hue and cry of the second school of thought - North America was first settled by
mariners - sea-going families of fisherman and seal hunters following the shoreline of Siberia into present
Alaska and then southerly down the coast of Canada. There was plenty of food along the edge of the sea,
and the farther south they went the better the weather and hunting.
--- -Truth is, there were probably those johnny-come-latelys walking along behind the mammoths thousands of years after
those who paddled south along the shores, fishing. In a few millennia, those first fishing families spread out across the
continent and settled from Pt. Barrow to the tip of Tierra del Fuego.
--- -Every species has individuals who 'buck the trend.' Here we were, El and I, cruising northerly along the coast - along
these very shores that once witnessed the first North American resident humans paddling the opposite direction. We, too, had
once trundled northerly overland, camping across the land, as far as the Arctic Ocean, moving against that former tide of
human settlement. Because of our experiences in the northland, both along the coasts and inland through the barren
grounds, we could perhaps appreciate, more than most modern folks, the challenge met by those first humans.

---- Canoeing The Thelon River - Nunavut--- ------ ---- ---- ---- -- -In the High Arctic

--- -"I remember so clearly," El said as we sat in the cockpit, during a lull in the rain, watching seals hauling out onto the
nearby rocks. "We were on the Thelon River, in Nunavut. We had flown in on a float plane that had to land at a remote lake
in order to refuel from cached barrels of fuel in order to continue on to our remote launch site. Our guide said it was the most
remote site in North America - farthest from any habitation. We had come ashore to rest from our paddling against the wind. I
was walking along the edge of the tundra - where it was being eroded by the river. And there it was - a Clovis spear point,
beautifully etched from white quartz. It was longer than my hand and was perfectly shaped. There, in such a remote spot,
even today, was a perfect remnant from those who had hunted there so long ago."

--- -"We checked it with archeologists, and they said it was probably lost by a hunter soon after humans had crossed into
North America, around 14,000 years ago according to mitochondrial DNA and archeological evidence."
--- We left that spear point exactly where the hunter lost it and we found it.
--- -We saw midden piles of shells farther north on this trip to Alaska - direct evidence of the dinner parties held by the 'old
ones.'
--- -"This country that seems so formidable to us must have been comfortable 'home' for those earlier folks. Here they had
their homes, their children, buried their parents - here they lived and loved," El said scrutinizing the shore littered with mussel
shells, seals, and gulls.

--- -"But not so for those who came later," I said, glancing up to those high barrier mountains. I had read that the first arrivals
from non-native cultures might have been Chinese sailors - some remnants have been found along the coast. Were they
blown hopelessly off-course or were they part of an exploration eastward? There is no record.
The First Europeans
--- -Europeans knew about sailing routes to the Pacific, around Cape of Good Hope and southern tip of Africa since the
Portuguese explorer Bartolomeu Dias rounded the "Cape of Storms" in 1488. They also knew of the presence of North
America across the Atlantic since early Vikings had crossed the ocean about 1,006 years ago (give or take a few).

--

--

The Day After We Rounded the Cape of Good Hope and Bartolomeu Dias on His Rounding of The Cape

--- -In January, 1503, Christopher Columbus on his fourth and final voyage, searched the coast of Panama, convinced the
isthmus was a peninsula. He was unable to find El Estrecho Secreto, the Secret Strait. He was ill, his ships worm-infested,
and his food rotten. Shipwrecked, he wasn't able to leave for the return to Spain until almost two years later.
--- -Nine years later, Balboa, "silent upon a peak in Darien'" saw the Pacific across the isthmus of Panama. Now, if there was
just a way to cross from the Atlantic to the Pacific by water the world and its riches would be open to the discoverers.

Balboa's colonies were the first mainland New World European settlements. Those settlers soon melted back into the jungle
when no water route, connecting the Atlantic and the Pacific, was discovered. When Balboa returned to Spain, he was
beheaded.
--- -Since there was no passage through Darien, European dreams turned to a Northwest Passage. Such hopes funded many
an expedition.
--- -The Spanish claimed the Pacific as their water and were exploring and settling it's eastern and western margins. In 1542,
Juan Rodriguez Cabrillo cruised north to Cape Mendocino, in California, under the Spanish flag, claiming possession for
Spain.
--- -The British privateer, Sir Francis Drake, in 1579, was secretly cruising the Spanish waters of the eastern Pacific. He was
perhaps the first European to see the northwest coast of North America, but logs and charts from his secret voyage around
the world were lost. He was convinced he had found the Straits of Anian (as the western entrance to the Northwest Passage
was known in the 16th century.)
--- -The British claimed mastery of the North Atlantic. Many British expeditions were mounted in the last years of the 16th and
earliest 17th century to find a northwest passage from the Atlantic side. These explorers searched and named many
geographic features in the northeast of North America. After the extreme hardships in these northern latitudes, no further
exploration was attempted to find the Passage from the Atlantic for almost 100 years.
--- -The Spanish continued their explorations and colonizing throughout the eastern Pacific. In 1604, the Tres Reyes,
captained by Martin de Aguilar, cruised north as part of a three ship expedition under Sebastian Vizcaino. Aguilar named
Cape Blanco, the westernmost point on the Oregon coast.
--- -The first published account of a discovery of the Northwest Passage was in 1625. A
Greek navigator sailing for Spain, Apostolos Valerianos, known to the Spanish as Juan
de Fuca, sailing the west coast of North America found a wide inlet at 48 degrees north
(the latitude of the present-day Straits of Juan de Fuca) in 1592. He sailed through it for
twenty days, discovering many islands and promontories and claimed them for Spain.
He believed he was in the Straits of Anian and then exited through a strait, re-entering
the Pacific and returned to Acapulco. When he returned to Europe the Englishman,
Michael Locke, published his diary describing Juan de Fuca's discovery of the 'Straits of
Anian.' Unfortunately, the diary was romanticized with improbable tales so was generally
disbelieved, although Juan de Fuca had perhaps been cruising inside Vancouver Island.
--- -More than a hundred years passed before Europeans again explored the North Pacific. In the 1720s reports from Russian
fur traders following ancient trade routes, both coastal and on land, spoke of land to the east of Siberia. Russian tsar Peter
the Great ordered a scientific expedition to the Far East in order to determine, among other things, whether Asia and North
America were connected. Peter's successor, Catherine I, in 1741, outfitted the Great Northern Expedition, led by the Dane
Vitus Bering and Aleksei Chirikov. They eventually charted the Bering Strait, crossed to North America, and reached 55°N on
the Alaskan coast, proving that no land bridge existed. Of the 77 men aboard Bering's ship, only 46 survived and Bering was
not one of them. Russian sea-otter hunters trapped and traded in Alaska following this expedition and Russia claimed
possession of Alaska.

Vitus Bering

--- -In 1772, Samuel Hearne (a hero of mine, since my childhood days) had trekked across the barren grounds from Churchill,
on Hudson Bay, to the mouth of the Coppermine River, far to the northwest on the Arctic Ocean. His journey, sponsored by
the Hudson's Bay Company, proved there was no Northwest Passage anywhere in the mid latitudes of the continent.

-

-

The Barrens - Samuel Hearne - He Passed by Here

Early Spanish Explorers
--- -We knew that Spanish explorers were active in exploring the Pacific coast, but a glance at a chart of Desolation Sound
fairly rings with Hispanic resonance - Redonda, Cortes, and Quadra Islands and Malaspina Strait for instance. Who were
those explorers from a far off country who must have been poking around in these waters naming geography so different than
theirs?
--- -A few years ago, El and I wondered about the Spanish conquistadores who were so instrumental in exploring, conquering,
and devastating the New World and its residents. So, we took three months to explore the Iberian Peninsula with a quest to
spend time in the home towns of the most famous (infamous) conquistadores. In many cases, it became evident from the
sere, parched brown of their home regions in Extramadura Spain that there was little to be gained by remaining at home. But
who were the Spaniards who cruised the Pacific Northwest?
--- -One hundred fifty years after the voyage of Juan de Fuca, the Spanish Empire had a foothold in California; their furthest
penetration north had been Cape Blanco on the Oregon coast. They maintained hegemony from Chile to Mexico. When they
heard of the Russian expeditions and land claims to Alaska, they were incensed. Pope Alexander VI had handed Spain all
the Pacific margin of the Americas under the Treaty of Tordesillas in 1494.
--- -Samuel Hearne's exploration from Hudson Bay to the Arctic Ocean demonstrated another threat. There was obvious
British interest in finding the Northwest Passage, and the discovery of such a trade route by British would threaten Spanish
interests in the Pacific. It was time for Spain to explore and begin settlement along what they considered to be their north
Pacific coast, and if there was a passage through the continent, they should be the ones to claim it.
--- -The Spanish had a distinct advantage in the eastern Pacific over other European powers - they lived there! Their
settlements there were never threatened by other European powers, except by pirates or buccaneers. There were no other
European colonies on the east Pacific coast. Their settlements in Mexico could (and did) supply vessels, crew and provisions
for exploration north.
--- -No Europeans had detailed maps of the northeast Pacific, at the latitude of Canada today, and Spaniards had only made
a few reconnaissance trips. It was time to rectify this, but it was decided to keep the results as Spanish state secrets to
prevent incursion by other Europeans.
--- -They sent a secret expedition northerly in January 1774. It sailed under the command of Juan Joseph Pérez Hernandez,
in the Santiago. Pérez was the first European to record the coast of Washington. He continued north until he reached the
northern end of the Queen Charlotte Islands, but bad weather and fog prevented a close examination of the coast. Pérez was
also the first European to enter Nootka Bay, about half way up the outside of Vancouver Island. Natives, however had
frequented these coasts for at least 4,300 years, according to archeological evidence. Pérez traded with the large native
settlement in Nootka, but bad weather again precluded a landing. He claimed the entire coast he had cruised as a Spanish
possession.
--- -The following year, two more ships left Mexico. Bruno de Heceta (Hezeta y Dudagoita) captained the well-used Santiago
and Juan Pérez was, this time, its pilot, drawing on his previous experience. Juan Francisco de la Bodega y Quadra (a name
to feature prominently in Northwest events) captained the Sonora, piloted by Francisco Mourelle. They found abandoned
Russian fur-trading establishments, dismissed their presence, and officially took possession of the territory for Spain. At Point
Grenville, in present-day Washington, seven sailors sent ashore for water and wood were massacred by 300 Native people
within sight of the crew on shipboard, who were too distant to help. Heceta decided to return home. On this journey, Heceta
described "currents and the seething of the waters" that "lead me to believe that it may be the mouth of some great river or
some passage to another sea." Some believe this to be the discovery of the Columbia River, on August 17, 1775.
--- -Bodega y Quadra continued north on his own. At 58º N, he disembarked and extended Spain's land claims to the north of

that designated by Perez. Then, not having seen a single Russian, he went back down the coast, making topographical
surveys, convinced the Russians were not a territorial threat.
James Cook
--- -Britain was rising as a global naval power in the late 18th century. In July 1776, James Cook, the
greatest navigator of the age, began his third circumnavigation with orders to search for the Northwest
Passage and explore the northwest coast of the continent. In 1778, Cook and his ships the Resolution and
Discovery arrived on the Northwest coast at 44°33' N. He was to take possession of "territories useful" to
England without contesting the rights that the Spanish or Russians had established.
--- ---- -James Cook paused off the northwestern tip of the Olympic Peninsula on March 22, 1778 which he
named Cape Flattery. It was so named because an opening along the coast "flattered" (deceived) the
Captain and crew with the hope of finding a harbor. Cook noted in the logbook: "In this very latitude
geographers have placed the pretended Strait of Juan de Fuca. But nothing of that kind presented itself to our view, nor is it
probable that any such thing ever existed." Interestingly, he was cruising by the southern entrance to the Strait as he rounded
Cape Flattery.
--- -Later in March, he stopped in Nootka harbor, on the west coast of Vancouver Island, to repair his ships, where he set up
a temporary observatory. George Vancouver was a midshipman aboard Cook's ship Discovery and was among the first
Europeans known to have stepped ashore on Vancouver Island.

Cook Meeting Natives at Nootka

--- -Departing Nootka, bad weather forced Cook to remain offshore and he didn't have a landfall until Alaska. Over the next
few months Cook ranged northward along the coast to the Bering Strait, about 70°N, where he was stopped by a wall of ice.
Although he did not check the entire coast in detail, he found it unlikely that any passage east existed. Cook turned back to
meet his tragic death in Hawaii on 14 February 1779 although his ships under the command of Charles Clerke resumed the
fruitless Arctic search until Clerke in turn died of consumption.
Spain's Reaction
--- -The Spaniards feared the consequences of Cook's voyage into their territorial water. The Spanish viceroy was instructed
to oppose Cook should he venture to California, but the viceroy believed this was diplomatically risky and delayed the
departure of a new Spanish expedition northward until 1779 when Cook's expedition was well to the west. He sent the
frigates Princesa and Favorita under the command of Lieutenants Ignacio de Artega and the second in command, a familiar
name, Bodega y Quadra. They were to give an account of the situation on the northwest coast. Mourelle, the pilot on the
earlier trip north by Bodega y Quadra, piloted this expedition as well. They conducted detailed surveys along the coast as far
as the Russian posts in Alaska.
--- -Spain was briefly at war with England but peace was reestablished in 1783.For a short time after the war, Spain
considered expeditions to the north to be fruitless since their land claims were well established and they had maps of the
coast as far north as Alaska. There was little competition from other Europeans, so they saw no reason to publicize their logs
or charts. Consequently, no further explorations were mounted. But this soon changed, due to a strange circumstance.
A Furry Tale
--- -Unlike the Spaniards, the British published accounts and detailed charts from Cook's voyages in 1784 in the belief this
would strengthen future claims to the region, and, in a most unexpected way, it did.
--- -When James Cook was cruising off Alaska, some of his men collected sea otter pelts from natives, as well as other
mementos and trinkets. Later, they sold those furs at a fabulous price to Chinese traders. This was reported in the logs of
Cook's expedition. British merchants read that account with great interest. Suddenly, the northeast Pacific coast represented a

far greater interest than a mythical passage - money!

Sea Otter

--- -Almost immediately, fur trading merchants outfitted vessels to cruise to the Pacific and by 1786 British and American fur
merchants were trading with the natives in the Northwest.--- -The next year, British fur trader Charles William Barkley rounded Cape Flattery and recognized the passage between the
Olympic Peninsula and Vancouver Island. He entered it onto his charts as the Strait of Juan de Fuca, and believed it to be
the Northwest Passage reigniting commercial interests. A route from the Northwest to the Atlantic would greatly reduce time
to the United States east coast and England!
--- -The Russians, meanwhile, were sidelined. They had few men and no military presence in the Northwest. To bolster their
claims, Czarina Catherine II ordered a military expedition to establish Russian rights to all land north of the 55th parallel (north
of the Queen Charlotte Islands). It was to leave in 1789, but in 1787 a war began between Russia, Turkey and Sweden and
the expedition was cancelled, and thus ended Russian interest south of their previously published claims to Alaska.
--- -The Spanish were aroused by these traders in 'their' territory. Spanish King Carlos III ordered more expeditions to the
north to protect their sovereignty.
--- -In response, September 1788, Alexandro Malaspina, a renowned Spanish naval captain, proposed to the government of
Spain the organization of a political-scientific expedition similar to that of James Cook, using two corvettes, to visit almost all
the Spanish possessions in America and Asia. Such a voyage would reestablish Spain's claims and prestige. But, before his
expedition could set sail events got out of hand back in Nootka.
--- -Also in 1788, in response to the orders by King Carlos III, the Princesa and San Carlos, under the command of Esebàn
José Martinez, cruised up to the Pacific coast as far north as Kodiak Island. Returning, he encountered with alarm several
English and American merchant ships along the coast of British Columbia. When he arrived at Nootka, on May 5, 1789, he
found three fur-trading ships there. Two were American, and not a problem to the Spanish, since they did not consider
Americans a threat to Spanish sovereignty. The third ship, although under Portuguese flag, had an all British crew. Martinez
also learned from the Natives that John Meares, a former British naval officer, had stopped in Nootka the previous year and
built not only temporary structures but a ship!
--- -A short time later, while Martinez was constructing an artillery platform and some buildings, Captain James Colnett sailed
into Nootka from China. Colnett was an experienced skipper, having earlier sailed as a midshipman aboard the H.M.S.
Resolution on Cook's second voyage. He was now a British maritime fur trader. His arrival at Nootka with Chinese workers
confirmed Martinez's contention that he had received orders from England to build a fur-trading post. This was simply too
much for the Spaniard to accept - this was a direct affront to Spanish territory. He confronted Colnett, who refused to submit
to Spanish authority. An argument ensued between them and Martinez arrested Colnett who, during the heated discussion,
had put his hand on his sword. Soon another British ship, the Princess Royal, arrived from China and Martinez ordered the
seizure of the English ships. He sent them to the Spanish naval base at San Blas, Mexico.

--- -Lt. Esteban Jose Martinez (Museo Naval, Madrid)
--- -Interestingly, the natives who had previously ignored arguments between Europeans as inconsequential now became
involved in the dispute. They protested Martinez's action since the seizure prevented them from the profits of trading with the
British. An unhappy chief, Callicum, went to meet Martinez, and his angry shouts were interpreted as insults. The impulsive
Martinez fired a musket into the air to frighten him. Unfortunately, one of the Spanish soldiers, thinking that Martinez had
missed his mark, fired his gun and killed the First Nation chief.

1792 - Cannon and Musket Fire Against the Natives

--- -In spite of this delicate situation with both British and natives, the Spaniards managed to build a "presidio," a frontier fort
that included barracks, a battery of cannons, eighty soldiers and a villa for the officers.

Spanish Fort at Nootka in 1793 (Watercolor by Sigismund Bacstrum, Parks Canada)

--- -Thus, the first European establishment on Canada's west coast was Spanish due to an argument between two hot-headed
men.
--- -When news of the seizure of British merchantmen during time of peace reached England, this affront to British pride
resulted in an immediate mobilization for war. Ironically, those furs casually collected and carried by Cook's men brought
Spain and England to the brink of war!
--- -In the convoluted fashion of 18th century European politics, it was France that decided the issue. Although the French
Revolution had broken out in July 1789, the French armed forces were still relatively intact and King Louis XVI was still on the
throne. France had mobilized its Navy to demonstrate its alliance with Spain in its claim to Nootka and Spain's colonial
empire. But, by August, the French Assembly declared they would not go to war against freedom, signaling they would
withdraw from their alliance with Spain.
--- -Fortunately, British war fever had subsided and without French support, Spain began negotiations. On October 28, 1790,
in Madrid, the two countries signed the Nootka Bay Convention that stated the two colonial powers both had rights to the
northwest coast north of California. Each would have access to the other's establishments. Commissioners from each country
would be named to settle the details of the agreement. The two commissioners named were George Vancouver, captain in
the Royal Navy and the great Spanish explorer Bodega y Quadra, now captain in the Spanish navy.
A Sidelight to History
--- -There is an interesting post script to the seizure of those British ships at Nootka. One of these ships, the Princess Royal,
was renamed the Princesa Real and sailed to Mexico. There the New Spain Viceroy Revillagigedo decided to avoid further
conflict with the British and planned the return of the Princesa Real to the British at Nootka. In 1790, she sailed north for
Nootka. When they arrived there were no British there. --- -Manuel Quimper used the Princesa Real for a two month exploration of the Strait of Juan de Fuca and the San Juan
islands. Since there was still no sign of the British at Nootka, Quimper sailed the Princesa Real back to Mexico after his

voyage of exploration.
--- -Commander Bodega y Quadra ordered Quimper to sail the Princesa to Macao where she would be returned to the British,
and, en route, to chart the Hawaiian Islands. While in Hawaii, by one of those quirks of fate, Quimper encountered James
Colnett, the very person from whom the Spanish seized the Princesa at Nootka two years before. Colnett threatened to seize
the ship but when he saw Quimper readying for combat he backed down and let Quimper sail her to Macao. There, shortly
after arrival, the Princesa Real was badly damaged by a typhoon and scrapped.
Another Miscellaneous Tale
--- -Another sidenote to history: the fort built by Fidalgo at Neah Bay was abandoned after several
months, since the harbor was too poorly protected to maintain ships at anchor. There was sufficient
time, however, to plant a garden. The potatoes planted there soon became a staple of the Makah
and the unique potato is now marketed as the Ozette Potato (named for one of the five Makah
villages nearby).
Malaspina And His Men
--- -The Malaspina expedition, designed to mirror Cook's voyage, finally arrived at the Spanish outpost in Nootka Sound in
March 1790. The two corvettes, Descubierta and Atrevida, had been designed and built specially for the expedition and
named by Malaspina in honor of James Cook's Discovery and Resolution. Malaspina met with the resident Commandante of
Nootka, our old friend Bodega y Quadra. He then cruised as far as Alaska's Cook Inlet. On his return, he spent about a
month at Nootka before returning to Mexico. En route, he missed the entrance to the Columbia River due to summer fog. The
vessels returned to Spain via Cape Horn in 1792.

Capt Alejandro Malaspina (Museo Naval, Madrid)

--- -After examining the political situation of the Spanish colonies in the Pacific, Malaspina concluded that instead of
plundering them economically, Spain should develop a confederation of states whose members would conduct international
trade. He suggested that Spain should abandon the military domination of far-off lands and establish a Pacific Rim trading
bloc, managed by the Spaniards from Acapulco. This remarkably modern concept was unacceptable to Spanish royalty, and
he was imprisoned for treason.
--- -Cayetano Valdés and Dioniso Alcalá Galiano, both officers on Malaspina's Descubierta, elected to remain in Mexico. In
1791, they were dispatched by Bodega y Quadra to explore the Straits of Juan de Fuca and Georgia aboard the schooners
Sutíl and Mexicana. They proceeded to Bellingham Bay, and inside the indentation of Birch Bay, they saw the lights of a
vessel, and in the early morning hours, they met a longboat containing an English naval officer, Lieutenant Broughton. He
informed them that the British ships Discovery and Chatham were nearby. A few days later, the Spaniards met Captain
George Vancouver.
George Vancouver
--- -The sidebars of history are fascinating to us. Captain George Vancouver is the best known surveyor of the Pacific
Northwest, but for a few twists of fate, his name would be unknown. First, while sailing with Capt. James Cook, he almost lost
his life to the same party of Hawaiians who the next day killed Cook. Second, when the British planned an expedition to
explore in detail the Northwest coast, they chose Capt. Henry Roberts as leader. He, like Vancouver, had also sailed on
Cook's second and third expeditions into the Pacific. Vancouver was to be second in command. But, when Britain mobilized
for war with Spain after the Nootka incident, work on the ships of exploration was halted and Roberts was sent to the West
Indies. When news of the signing of the convention arrived in England in early November, work on the ships resumed and, in
mid-November, Vancouver, on a nearby warship, was recalled to London. In mid-December, he was named leader of the
expedition. The name Roberts, instead of Vancouver, faded from the history of the Pacific Northwest.
--- -Vancouver's flagship, the Discovery (named after the ship on which Vancouver had accompanied Cook on his last voyage

of exploration) was commissioned January 1st, 1790. On April, 1st, the Discovery accompanied by the small armed tender,
Chatham, departed from Falmouth.
--- -His instructions were simple. Most importantly, survey the coast between 30° and 60°N to determine if there was a
Northwest Passage. Second, winter in the Sandwich (Hawaiian) Islands and survey them. Lastly, receive from Spanish
officers at Nootka "such lands or buildings as are to be restored to the British subjects."
--- -During the first summer along the coast, when Vancouver met the Spanish schooners Sutíl and Mexicana in Bellingham
Bay, the meeting was cordial. Respectfully the Spanish and English expeditions exchanged information on their surveys and
arranged for a joint expedition northward.

Natives Meeting the Sutil and Mexicana in Guemes Channel (Painting by Jose Cardero, Museo Naval, Madrid) Mt. Hood in
Background

--- -The four ships proceeded north through Malaspina Channel and worked together until mid-summer when the Spaniards
left to examine the mainland coastline, while Vancouver continued through Discovery Passage and Johnstone Strait to Queen
Charlotte Sound. He continued around Cape Caution and into the labyrinthine windings of Fitzhugh Sound, Burke Channel
and the Bentinck Arms. Galiano and Valdés continued their mapping and, in the process, circumnavigated Vancouver Island.
Many geographic landmarks were named by these men.
--- -Both men later fought in the naval battle of Trafalgar. Alcalá Galiano died in the battle in command of the vessel Bahama.
Valdés survived the battle, in command of the Fortuno. But, like Malaspina, he had liberal political views and later in life was
ironically exiled to Britain.

Alcala Galiano (Museo Naval, Madrid)

The Nootka Conference
--- -In August,1792, Vancouver proceeded to the Spanish settlement at Nootka to meet his supply ship and engage in the
required conference with the Spanish.
--- -It is important to understand that by the time Vancouver arrived in 1792, Spain had sent at least ten expeditions up the
Pacific coast, many as far as Alaska, and had mapped the coast in great detail. They had not publicized their discoveries with
maps, even though their marine surveyors had done some fine work. The Spanish were truly the explorers of coastal British
Columbia. They also had built the first permanent post on the coast, at Nootka. Now was the moment that the British
'intruders' must, by way of the Convention, resolve the issue of sovereignty and relationships.
--- -Vancouver was an exceptionally competent naval captain and surveyor. But, most importantly, he must have been a
remarkable personality, as well. His fine relationships established with Galiano and Valdéz had certainly set the stage. They
had cruised together for months before their arrival at Nootka, dividing surveying responsibilities and sharing the results.

Capt. Juan Francisco de la Bodega y Quadra (Museo Naval, Madrid)

--- -The Spanish Commandant of Nootka was another exceptional man, Bodega y Quadra. From contemporary descriptions,
he was a born leader and a gentleman. Bodega y Quadra and Vancouver spent the last days of August exchanging civilities
and permitting a warm friendship to develop between them. They enjoyed each other's company, sharing stories and festive
dinners on silver plate. Although they became close friends, they could not agree on what to do about Meares's little furtrading post and the claims to Nootka Sound.
--- -Vancouver suggested that England receive possession of Nootka and Clayoquot and that Neah Bay be considered a free
port for both nations. Quadra politely disagreed. What they did agree on was a name for the large island upon which their
discussions took place. Amicably called "Quadra and Vancouver's Island," time and the eventual domination of the British
removed the words 'Quadra and' from the title. The men decided to share all the map information of Spanish and British
exploration. In spite of their good relations, or perhaps because of them, they could not agree on the details of the transfer of
properties specified in the Convention and, by mutual agreement, submitted the problem to their respective governments.
They parted on the best of terms with Quadra headed south to the Spanish possessions in California and Vancouver heading
to winter in the Sandwich Islands.
Vancouver Continues His Voyage
--- -Vancouver spent the remaining summers of 1793 and 1794 continuing his surveying. Having mapped as far north as
59°12', Vancouver came to the conclusion that all the bays, inlets and river mouths he saw were dead ends and there was no
passage to the Atlantic.
--- -Vancouver's charts were the best ones available until the middle of the next century. It was an accomplishment worthy of
comparison with the surveys of Cook, and the frequent references to Cook in the published Voyage show that he was ever
the ideal Vancouver had in mind. John Cawte Beaglehole, the authority on Cook, remarks that of all the men who trained
under him Vancouver was "the only one whose work as a marine surveyor was to put him in the class of his commander."
--- -Hundreds of the names he gave to every island, islet, channel and promontory are familiar to all cruisers of Northwestern
waters. Hear the names of his officers and you will understand Vancouver's geographic importance: Baker, Puget, Whidby,
Broughton, Johnstone, Mudge - and the names of his ships, Discovery and Chatham - names that are known to all who cruise
these waters. Vancouver's was the longest surveying expedition in the history of the Northwest - over four and a half years.
The distance sailed was approximately 65,000 miles, to which the smaller ship's boat excursions are estimated to have added
10,000 miles. In that lengthy cruise in difficult waters, only one man died of disease, another died of shellfish poisoning and
four were drowned - a remarkable record that attests to the care the skipper had for his men.
--- -On return to England, with failing health, Vancouver soon retired to Petersham, on the outskirts of London where he
prepared his journal for publication. The lengthy publication was within 100 pages of completion when Vancouver died on
May 12, 1798 at the age of 40. He was buried in the churchyard of St. Peter's, Petersham, England. His grave in Petersham
is the scene of an annual commemorative ceremony by the Province of British Columbia.
Spanish Eclipse
--- -Since both the Spanish and English explorations showed that there was no water passage between the Pacific and the
Atlantic, the European nations lost interest in the north-west coast. European merchants continued their trade without
hindrance by governments. On January 11, 1794, England and Spain signed an agreement declaring that both were leaving
the region. On March 23, 1795 the Nootka "presidio" was dismantled. So ended the Spanish reign on the northwest coast,
and three hundred years of Spanish New World influence was soon eclipsed. Only the names of some straits and islands
from Oregon to Alaska remain as testimony to Spanish presence on this coast.

--- -The conflict over possession of this region continued between the new United States and England but marine excursions
did not figure prominently in this struggle so we will not consider that as part of our cruising story. One day, in the future, a
new country would occupy this land: Canada.
--- -As to the Northwest Passage, it would not be successfully navigated until the twentieth century when, in 1903-06, Roald
Amundsen, (who would later beat Scott to the South Pole), made the full transit by sea in the Gjöa. It was left to a Norwegian
to accomplish the crossing of the Northwest Passage, but as he himself pointed out, the fact that it was possible had been
due to the earlier search by British seamen.

We Know Ourselves by Studying Those Who Came Before Us -
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PASSAGE NORTH
-----A twenty-two-foot boat is a small boat. There are those who think it
is too small for two people to comfortably cruise for extended periods -so how about four persons? -- for five weeks? -- in Alaska?

There are lots of pictures so you may need to click the refresh button a few times
if you don't have high-speed -- it's worth it!

The Fearsome Foursome

FOUR ON A BOAT
- -----iIn July, 2006 my father and I drove up to Prince Rupert, BC to join my grandparents on their boat, Halcyon, for five
weeks of cruising in Alaska. Yep, it was cozy. I slept on a cot in the cockpit, and I was snug as a bug in a rug! Halcyon has a
'camper back' covering the top and sides of the cockpit, so it was like being in a floating tent.
- -----iDad slept on the cabin floor, on an air mattress, and was comfy (he said -- and he sure slept well, so I guess he was).
My grandparents slept in their usual v-berth. So all were fine (except Grandpa, sometimes, can sure snore!).
- -----iDuring the day, there was no problem with space -- there were three seats in the cabin, and Dad and I could share one
-- or I curled up in the v-berth sometimes with my games or a movie on my "electronic gizmo," as Grandpa called it.

Me, And My PSP

- -----iGrandpa let me do a lot of the driving, and I really enjoyed that. It was tough watching for logs in the water, but he kept
a sharp eye over my shoulder.

Capt. Bryce at the Helm, Sir!

- -----Of course, we ate well, with Grandma doing most of the cooking and Chris, my friend on Rana Verde, often doing a
grilled dinner for us all.

Notice, there are five for our steak dinner!
(Of course, you might also notice that my steak is already gone -- kids know about 'first things first')

- -----iAnother thing I learned about travel on Halcyon. We eat out whenever we can, and that's part of the fun. Walking up
into a town and finding a good place for a meal. And, man, did we eat!

Now, There's a Meal for a Kid!

Only Better Might be a Pizza with boating friends!! (Notice what looks like a beer in front of me. Well, it is! After all,
we're in Alaska, and up here us kids drink beer!
Well, Weinhard's Root Beer (or Cream Soda -- both are my favorites)

- -----iWhile in town scouting out a restaurant, we checked out the library. Now, my home is Tucson, and believe me, we don't

have signs like that in our hometown library!

- -----iI learned a lot about living aboard. Sure, it was a bit crowded, but never a problem. We learned to easily walk around
each other -- and Dad was a great help acting as a shower!

- -----iIt didn't get dark much in Alaska since it was summer. But, sometimes, when we stayed up late, we'd get in some heavy
competition with UNO. Grandma's good!

See What I Mean? Grandma has one card and don't even look at my hand

You Know Those T-shirts that say, "My Folks Went to Alaska, and all I got was this T-shirt"? Well, I Went to Alaska,
and Look at the Great T-shirt I got!

- -----iSo, what did we do all day? Well, some days I went fishing (often with my friend, Chris). That was one of the best things
about the trip.

-i

-i
Looks Like Tucson, Right?

-i
Now There's A Fish

JAWS!

- -----iAnd some days we pulled crab pots. Although we didn't get many crabs, we sure had some other critters in the pot.

--i
A Halibut?

-i

-i

The Catchers and the Cooking. "What do you think? Good Enough To Eat, Bryce?" Lip Smacking Good!

-i
An Award From Grandma

-i
Somedays I Fished with Grandma; Other Times We Went Wading -- in ALASKA -- brrr! -Grandma's Tough!

-i

-i
A Kid Can Always Find A Swing

- -----iOne of my favorite activites was rowing the dinghy around -- sometimes fishing, other times to get to shore, and
sometimes just to hang around on the water.

- -----iI learned about some of the native cultures, also. We visited several totem parks.

-i
Strong Man Totem and the Watchman

- -----iNow for a few other activities. We just happened to land in Wrangell for the 4th of July (good timing, Grandpa). I had
some fun with a can of blue string spray -- Happy 4th!

-i

-i

Dad, Grandpa, and Grandma - All Decorated for the Fourth

My Turn! Fair is Fair

- -----iAnd, Dad and I became famous in the egg-tossing contest. We got all the way to the finals!

i

i

i

Farther, f-a-r-t-h-e-r, -f - a - r - t - h - e - r, ---if ---ia---ir---it---ih---ie---is---it

i

i

i

Good Technique, eh? Just Stay Calm! Grandma's Technique -- Sqoooosh!

- ----At the logging show, they mounded up huge piles of sawdust and hid money in the piles!! Felt like I was (sorta) mining
for gold in Alaska -- anyway, I made a pile and it was fun. Some of the coins were even gold!

--- ----And of course the fireworks display was incredible.

-- ----There's lots more to talk about, like whales, orcas, porcupines, bears, starfish, a jet boat ride up the Stikine, and those
quiet things I'll always remember about a great time together with my Dad and grandparents --Four on a Boat!
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ENGLAND
Launch: Black Prince, Chirk Marina, Wrexham (Near Acton), England
Nearby Places to Stay and Eat: There are pubs with accomodations
nearby. The nearby Leigh Arms has excellent meals.
Comments: A narrowboat cruise on the canals of England is one of life's
great treats - a wonderful mixture of history, scenic beauty, urban and
country views, and holiday. We heartily recommend the cruise for all
who enjoy living aboard and cruising a boat.
Simply Beautiful

ENGLISH CANALS
HISTORY OF ENGLISH CANALS
-----The Romans built the first canal in Britain, the Foss Dyke, in AD 120, and it is still navigable today. It is 34 miles long and
has three locks. Most canals were built during the reign of Elizabeth I until almost 4,500 miles of waterway were developed by
1846 replete with almost 2,800 locks.
-----In those early days, the canals were for commercial purposes. Barges carried much raw materials to mills and towns. The
produce of English manufacturing was then shipped in barges to salt water loading docks where the goods were loaded for
distant transport. Canals linked most of the major towns and rivers and they were the major avenues of commerce. Horses,
treading tow paths beside the canals, pulled the heavy barges with long ropes.

As It Was Then and a Sunken Remnant From The Past
-----The rock structures supporting bridges were grooved and scoured by those taut towropes pulled by straining horses.
Those grooves, many over 200 years old, are still evident on the oldest bridges today - momentos of the labor of man and
beast, now long gone.

-----Other remnants of the past may be seen from the canals. Huge Cheshire estates sometimes were built, set far back from
the laboring crews on the canal, where their agricultural produce and manufactured goods could be easily shipped to market.

-Ramsdell Hall 1760

THE BRITISH WATERWAY SYSTEM TODAY
------Today, there are over 3,000 miles of restored navigable waterways in England, and almost 1,800 locks. Canal cruising
has become a favorite British holiday and there are perhaps 25,000 boats on the canals. Some of the boats are beautifully
restored or newly constructed versions of the narrowboats that carried goods and people for the past 250 years. Most are
seven feet wide and equipped like an RV inside. They can accommodate from two to twelve people and are holiday homes
for many. Some few live aboard all year - and a very few commute to work from them.Moorings are usually free and range
from a tie-up at a town dock to 'pegs' into the grass beside a rural stretch of canal.

-

-

------About two thirds of the canals and rivers are under the authority of British Waterways. The agency also oversees over
2,500 structures associated with the waterways and its history. They do a fine job of maintaining. Several locks on our route
were in need of repair and Waterways men helped us through while they were doing their repairs.

------The system is divided into three types of waterways:

-----1. Narrow Canals - These canals are primarily in the Midlands and connect England's Rivers. They are built for craft with
a maximum width of seven feet and up to 70 feet long.
-----2. Broad Canals - These waterways are built for boats with a greater width. Some are restricted to a width of 14 feet.
They can handle variable lengths from 57 feet to 185 feet.
-----3. Rivers - These are natural watercourses, often engineered with locks or dredging. Some are restricted, due to locks or
cuts, to a beam of eleven to fourteen feet.
-----There are also canals that are detached from the primary system but are still navigable, oftentimes for only relatively short
distances.

CHESHIRE RING
----- We chose the Cheshire Ring, a route connecting six canals for a circular route of 97 miles, with 92 hand-operated locks.
This is one of England's most scenic and diverse routes, since it traverses scenic countryside through the Pennine Hills,
downtown Manchester, the Peak District National Park and Heartbreak Hill. It is a popular route, since it is circular and travels
through such a varied landscape. El enjoys circumnavigating so the Cheshire Ring was particularly appealing to her - no two
views the same during the week-long cruise.

-

-

Inviting, eh? Even in the Rain
----'OUR' BOAT
-----Our boat was ordered with three 'staterooms' to accomodate the six of us. The Lucy is sixty-nine feet long and seven feet
wide. That's one VERY long narrowboat. It would be much easier to cruise the narrow stretches and tight turns of the canal
with a shorter boat.

-

A Big Boat

-----We usually ate out at a pub for one meal a day and fixed breakfast and snacks aboard for the other meals. It was
comfortable living and we soon learned to easily walk around past each other.

At Home Aboard
-----Water for the tank is available for free at designated places along the route. Our boat was equipped with two commodious
heads and one shower.
------For some, canal cruising has become addictive. Some folks we met have been aboard for long stretches every year.
Each canal is unique and offers different attractions, so it seems there is always another canal to explore. Many are circle
routes or 'rings' that may take a week or longer to circumnavigate.
'OUR' CANALS
-----The Cheshire Ring utilizes five British Waterways canals (the Macclesfield Canal, Upper & Lower Peak Forest Canals, the
Rochdale Canal, the Ashton Canal, and a part of the Trent and Mersey Canal). A private canal, the Bridgewater, completes
the ring. The circle route is almost entirely in Cheshire in the Midlands of central Britain. We began our cruise at Acton Bridge
with a rental narrowboat from Black Prince.-

-

-

Picking Up Lucy---------------------The Crew---------------------------------Underway (Note Coffee Mug)
LOCKS AND DAMS
------The Cheshire Ring travels through a variety of country and elevations. Consequently, there are almost a hundred locks to
lift boats along the canal. The typical lock has two long arms connected to the tall wooden gate. Pushing the arms opens and
closes the gates. There are also two sets of hand cranks to open or close paddles that allow water into or out of the lock.
Opening top paddles fills the lock, and opening the bottom paddles empties it. Whew!

-

Some of The Locks are Deep

------The locks are hand operated, with cranks, chains, paddles and wooden gates. It takes considerable effort to open and
close some 20 locks a day. Some of the locks are flights, where the locks are closely spaced and those designated 'crankers'
can walk the tow path between their chores. Some, like those at Heartbreak Hill, are spaced just far enough apart where it is
more time efficient to walk between the locks than to come ashore and pick up the laborers - but those poor folk sure wear
out some shoe leather.

-

Cranking the Paddles

-A Shower for the Skipper
TUNNELS
-----The tunnels on our route were one boat wide. Some had bends and were almost a mile long! Some had specific times
before the hour when boats could enter to allow one-way passage without meeting in the tunnel and having a lengthy
'discussion' as to who would be required to reverse for half a mile or so!

-

-

Entering-----------------------Inside-------- ------------------- Light at the End
------Some of the tunnels are haunted. Kit Crewbucket, a shrieking female boggart, haunts Harecastle Tunnel on the Trent
and Mersey. Kit was murdered and her headless corpse was dumped in the canal and she roams the tunnels to this day.
------In the days before powered vessels, there was no room for horses to pull the barges through the tunnels. Boatmen had
to lie on the their backs on the top of their boats and move their craft through the tunnel by 'walking' their feet against the roof
of the tunnel. In such a position the men were particularly vulnerable to poltergeists. Saltersford Tunnel is thought by many to
be the most haunted tunnel on the canal system. It had such a sinister reputation that most boatmen feared to tackle it alone.
When we entered El kept her fingers crossed and was heard mumbling some incantation.

--

-

-

Oh, Dear! Saltersford Tunnel - What Is that Standing Behind My Shoulder? - Did you hear that noise?? What noise? - Just
Me Mumbling a Charm (See the Crossed Fingers?)
BRIDGES
-----There were hundreds of bridges along our route on the Ring. One had to 'mind your head' or pay the consequences.

You've Been Warned!

---We're Going Under That Office Block?? Low Bridge - Everyone Down

-

-

Beautiful Bridges - Some With Cows Walking Overhead

Some had to be Handcranked Up

--

-\Some we Were On
PUBS

-----One of the great pleasures of cruising, anywhere, is the opportunity for good meals ashore. Nowhere have we found this
more readily available than along the canals in England. Pubs are everywhere and meals (and brews) are great!

-

By Night, By Day, and a Brew By El
MANCHESTER

-----The Cheshire Ring takes one through one of England's major cities -- Manchester. We tied off for the night on a
convenient moorage and walked the town. The canal creates a canyon through office buildings and the locks usually have a
fascinated audience of 'walk-to-work' folks. Canal boat watchers are termed 'gongoozlers' by local boaters.

--

-Manchester
NEIGHBORS

-----One of the joys of being a nomad (even if only in that roaming state for a short time) is afforded by the ever-changing
neighbors. On this trip there were interesting boaters and friends flowered, feathered, and bovine.

--

-The Neighbors

-----This is a wonderful holiday for anyone, and especially for those who enjoy cruising. Would we go again tomorrow? You
bet! What are your plans for tonight?

-

-

El---------------------------------British Halcyon------------------------------Bill
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SEATTLE BOAT SHOW /07

-\-o

-- -

----\-o The Seattle Boat Show has become a traditional gathering for CDory owners. Most folks stay in the Hawthorne Suites, where there is
socializing throughout the day and a party on Friday night. The C-Dory
company puts on a great Saturday night party at the factory. It is an
amazing gathering of diverse people with the common interest of a
marvelous boat and a sharing friendship fostered by internet links
through the C-Brat site. What a good time!

FRIDAY EVENING PARTY

-

---\-o Roger (Sensei) has organized a Friday night party each year of the SBS. It's a great evening of shared food and good
friendship -- a time to discover and renew friendships.

-

-

o

ARGOSY BOAT CRUISE
---\-o Pat (C-Byrd) organized a boat cruise from the Seattle docks through the Hiram M. Chittenden locks. It was a great time
to visit and appreciate the harbor cruise. The weather was unseasonably different -- bright sunshine!

o

o

o

o

o

o

o

o

o

DNA LAB
---\-o Roger offered a tour of his Univ. Washington DNA lab after the Argosy cruise and it was a fascinating excursion. Roger
is a great teacher and we all left with much more understanding of the importance of DNA research.

o

BOAT SHOW
---\-o Ah, the candy counter -- my, so many goodies to drool over. It was great to crawl around the new C-Ranger boats and
to see the new equipment and books available to aid cruising.

o

o

o

C-DORY PARTY
---\-o This gathering is a wonderful tradition that the folks who manufacture C-Dorys have put on for years. Over 250 people
came to the party this year, held at the factory. There were also a bunch of pirates (who literally crashed and shot their way
into the party). Pictures by the crew of Knotty-C.

o

o

o

o

o

o

o

What a marvelous party. Thanks, C-Dory
(1/07)
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STATE PARK GEMS
SUCIA ISLAND STATE PARK
Information: Sucia Island State Park is a 564-acre marine park with
77,700 feet of shoreline. Sucia Island is considered the crown jewel of
the C C C state's marine park system. It is consistently ranked as one of
the top C C boating destinations in the world. Sucia Island and several
smaller C C C island comprise the "Sucia group."

Sucia, in the San Juan Islands

Access: Boat access only. Sucia Island is 2.5 miles north of Orcas
Island. The closest access points are Obstruction Pass on Orcas Island,
Point C Roberts, Blaine Harbor, Anacortes, and Squallicum Harbor in
Bellingham. For landing choices, see below.
Comments:C A short distance on water is like a long journey on land. C
C Those who live on islands can attest to that seeming anomaly. And C
C C those who cruise, even for a weekend, will surely agree. Folks living
in C C Washington and having access to a boat have a perfect
opportunity to "get away from it all,' and the only requirements are a little
imagination, a C change of attitude, and will to do. The marine state
parks are a perfect C C getaway.
Caution: Sucia is the Spanish word for foul or dirty (in a nautical sense).
It was named by the 1791 Elisa Expedition and refers to the numerous
C C rocks and reefs which surround the island. These threats have C C
C C C grounded and sunk numerous boats since the exlorers named the
C C C island in the 1790s. Boaters should check their charts frequently
and pay particular attention to Clements Reef on the north shore of
Sucia, the entrances to Ewing Cove, Fox Cove and Shallow Bay. There
is a long reef which extends to the west of Little Sucia Island. Reefs also
extend outward from Ev Henry Point, North and South Finger islands
and the Cluster Islands.
.

WEEKEND ON SUCIA
Choices

CC There are many choices faced by the cruiser on Sucia -- do you tie to a dock, swing on a mooring buoy or anchor?
Depending on your preference, you could visit Sucia from any of a number of places:

CC1.Shallow Bay: eight buoys, campsites, hiking trails, picnic shelter
CC2. Fox Cove: four buoys, campsites, hiking trail
CC3. Fossil Bay: sixteen buoys, two docks with 600 feet of docking space, twenty-five campsites, drinking water
CC4. Snoring Bay: two buoys, two campsites, hiking trail
CC5. Ewing Cove: four buoys, three campsites, hiking trail
CC6. Echo Bay: fourteen buoys, campsites, hiking trail
A Little History
C C Sucia has been home for Native Americans for more than 2,500 years. Deer, shellfish, fish, marine mammals, plants and
herbs were harvested seasonally.
CC Europeans came to the island when sailed into the area in search of the fabled Northwest Passage inj the 1790's. During
the 1800s, white settlers homesteaded on the island, but their land claims were not legitimate until after the "Pig War"
between England and the U.S (see park).
CC The Washington State Parks and Recreation Commission acquired about one-third of the island in 1952. Later,
developers wanted to parcel up the remainder of the island into vacation lots. Seattle yachtsman Everett (Ev) Henry
spearheaded a drive to raise money to purchase the island from developers. The Interclub (now incarnated as the
Recreational Boaters Association of Washington) was formed and $25,000 was raised to purchase the land. In 1960, that
land was donated to State Parks for use as a marine park. State Parks acquired the remaining parcels of private property in
1972, and Sucia Island in its entirety is now a state marine park.
Change of Attitude
CC Folks have often commented that they would love to do the long-distance cruising that we do. "If only we were retired, like
you two." We understand that feeling, but sometimes it is said more from a yearning than a reality. "If only ..." may fit into the
category, "someday" that we have also often heard from folks. Do you have to be retired to enjoy a cruise on your boat?
C C Some folks try to fit a long-distance cruise into the short time period they have available. "We have a two week vacation,
live in southern California, and would like to take our boat up the Inside Passage from Washington to Alaska to see a glacier.
Can we do it?" says the e-mail. "Well, not likely," we answer. We ponder the implication of the question. Do you have to
travel a long distance to have an enjoyable cruise?
C C Do you have to be retired or travel a long distance to enjoy a cruise on a small boat? Our answer to such questions,
regarding time or distance, is the same -- NO!
CC "What's the purpose of your cruising?" we ask. Is the goal of a cruise merely to say you've been to Alaska? Or do you
want to have a relaxing experience on the water? We believe you don't need a lot of time or make a lot of distance to have a
fine time with a cruise -- all you need is a change of attitude.
Change of Latitude
C C The old Jimmy Buffet song about changing attitude with a change of latitude got it mostly right, we think. We would
merely add that the change could also be in longitude -- and that neither lat. nor long. need change very much.
CC Our son Brad, and his son, Bryce from Tucson are seasoned travelers on Halcyon. We four cruised in Alaska together for
five weeks the summer of 2006. They joined us again in summer 2007 for some cruising in the San Juan Islands of
Washington. They definitely changed latitude to come cruising with us, but that change was with a car. Once they parked
their car, we only changed a few miles of lat/long with them aboard Halcyon.
CC Friends on Daydream and R-Matey joined the four of us for a weekend -- they merely changed a little latitude, since they
live nearby. We all decided to share a weekend cruise only a few miles from the launch. We headed for Sucia Island.
A Walk Ashore
CC There's nothing like a walk on an island. The distance you can travel is bounded by water, and what you see seems like a
world unto itself. Everything you see seems to be in sharper focus and, if you adopt the concept of island time, you have the

time freedom to enjoy those sights, smells, sounds, and textures.

Care to Take a Walk With Me?
Art

CC We love art (even co-authored a book on Art and Geology). In our former life, a favorite activity was giving a slide talk to
University Art Classes. The photos were geological subjects (some photomicrographs) with no indication of scale or subject.
Students were instructed, "Use your senses and your appreciation of color and texture. Don't use any left-brain conclusions
as to what you are looking at -- just enjoy the beauty." Now, do this on your walk ashore on Sucia Island. Try it!

C

C

C

C

C

CC Sculpture is an art form we find particularly appealing -- imaginative, graceful, challenging. Nature abounds with marvelous
sculptures, more exciting to discover than walking through a gallery, in our opinion. Let's take a stroll on Sucia, looking for
sculptures.

C

C

CC Sucia Island's geological formations are stunning for both the casual visitor and the professional geologist.
This horseshoe shaped island with long, finger-like peninsulas and islands is a classic example of folded rocks
forming plunging marine anticlines (upfolds) and synclines (downfolds).
Botany

CC Our lives, today, are molded from our past. For years we taught adult education classes cooperatively with a good friend,
a botanist. He opened our eyes to the excitement and beauty of botany, and we took university classes from him to gain more
understanding of the field. Now let's stroll Sucia with botanic eyes:

C

C

C

C

C

C

C
Critters

CC Wildlife is harder to observe. Critters (except slugs and caterpillars) often don't hang around to be watched. But they
watch us, and it's exciting to see them.

C

C

C

C

Food

CC Now, after our walk, we have built up an appetite. Care for some grilled fresh Copper River Salmon?

Family

CC Cruising is often as much about people as nature, and the best cruises combine both. On this weekend to Sucia, we
shared the experience with family and friends.

C

C

Friendship

C

C

C

C

C

C
Shared Times

C

C

C
Quiet Times

C

C

CC We hope these pictures have illustrated that you don't need to be retired or even have more time off than a weekend to
have a wonderful time aboard. And you certainly don't have to go far from your homeport to see, experience and share a
relaxing and enjoyable cruise.

Sunset Sucia
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SAN JUAN ISLANDS
Launch: Bellingham
Comments: Bellingham has good ramps, long-term truck/trailer parking,
fine facilities, and friendly folks.

SAN JUAN ISLAND NATIONAL HISTORICAL PARK
AN (ALMOST) WAR OVER A PIG
The Crisis
COn June 15, 1859, Lyman Cutlar saw a pig rooting in his potato garden. This was not the first time the boar was digging up
his potatoes. He had warned the owners of the boar several times before to keep their pig penned. Irate, he fetched his rifle
and shot the pig. His shot might have started a war between the world's two leading military powers.

C
CCutlar was an American who lived on San Juan Island. The pig belonged to the Hudson's Bay Company and Britain claimed
ownership of the island. Cutlar offered to buy the pig, but the British set a price of $100, an impossibly high figure in 1859.
So, the British authorities threatened to arrest Cutlar. This was the immediate crisis that almost triggered a war between the
United States and Great Britain.
The Setting of the Stage
CThe origin of the dispute was over who, England or the United States, would control the Oregon Country. This huge territory
included today's states of Washington, Oregon and Idaho, the Province of British Columbia, and parts of Wyoming and
Montana. An Anglo-American agreement, the Joint Occupation Treaty of 1818, opened this region to settlement by both
English and Americans. English explorers were the first to map much of this area, and the British Hudson's Bay Company had
long-established trading rights with the Natives. Americans, imbued with the idea of "manifest destiny to overspread the
continent," considered the land west of the Rockies to be their natural right for settlement. Both nations fumed and fussed and
even threatened war but wiser heads prevailed. In June 1846, the Oregon Treaty was signed. This gave the United States
possession of the Pacific Northwest south of the 49th parallel, and extended the boundary "to the middle of the channel which

separates the continent from Vancouver's Island; and thence southerly through the middle of the said channel, and of Fuca's
straits to the Pacific Ocean. This settled the big issue, but it was unclear who owned the San Juan Islands. There are two
channels which separate the continent from Vancouver Island - Haro Strait and Rosario Strait. The Americans put the line to
the west of the San Juans in Haro, and the British placed the border in Rosario Strait giving them possession of the islands.
Both sides claimed the islands as their own.

CThe Hudson's Bay Company had posted a notice of possession in 1845, and in 1851 established a salmon-curing station on
San Juan Island. Two years later, it established Bellevue Farm and had thousands of sheep grazing on the eastern end of the
Island. In 1853, the territorial legislature of Oregon incorporated the Island into Island County. By 1859, there were about 25
Americans living on San Juan Island. Neither side recognized any rights by the other, and disputes between settlers often
broke out amid short tempers. And then Cutlar shot the pig.
The Overreaction to the Crisis
The American Side

CWhen the British authorities threatened to arrest Cutlar, the American settlers petitioned the US Army for protection. The
commander of the Department of Oregon was Brig. Gen. William S. Harney, who happened to harbor a noted dislike of the
British.

Brig. Gen. William S. Harney

CCHe sent a 66-man company of the 9th US Infantry, under Capt George E. Pickett (of later Civil War Fame) to San Juan
Island. They occupied a site just north of the Bellevue Farm and the Hudson Bay Company wharf.

C
Capt Pickett and the American Camp in 1859

The British Side

CJames Douglas was Governor of the Crown Colony of British Columbia. He was enraged by the presence of American
soldiers on what he considered the British soil of San Juan island. He sent three British warships to confront and dislodge the
Americans, but with instructions to avoid an armed conflict if possible.

C
Gov. James Douglas

CPickett's men, armed with rifles, were facing British warships, with 61 cannon. However, Pickett refused to budge. For two
months, the British force continued to grow. Rear Adm. Robert L. Baynes, commander of British Pacific naval forces, arrived.
After a quick assessment of the situation, he declared, he would not "involve two great nations in a war over a squabble
about a pig." He constrained his men from any action or provocation.

Rear Adm. Baynes

CCBy August 10th, American reinforcements of 64 men arrived. All were now under the command of Lt. Col. Silas Casey, but
they were greatly outnumbered by the British force. Commander of the Department of Oregon Gen. Harney ordered in
additional reinforcements, now protected by an earthen redoubt and 14 cannons. They were now opposed by five British
warships carrying 167 cannons and 2,140 troops -- Royal Marines, artillerymen, sappers, and miners.
The Resolution
CCPres. James Buchanan was shocked when word of the international crisis reached him in Washington, DC. It was
incomprehensible that American and British forces could face each other over a crisis precipitated by an irate farmer. He sent
Gen. Winfield Scott, commanding general of the U.S. Army, to investigate and negotiate a solution. "It would be a shocking
event if ... two nations should be precipitated into a war respecting the possession of a small island," said the instructions to
Gen. Scott.

Gen. Winfield Scott

CCGen. Scott and Gov. Douglass reached an agreement whereby a token force from each nation would remain on the island

until a treaty could be negotiated. Amer. Brig. General Harney was officially rebuked and reassigned due to his rash actions.
American Lt. Col. Casey, and his men, were replaced by others under a different officer. In 1860, British Royal Marines
established a camp at Garrison Bay on the northwest coast of San Juan Island.

C
English Camp, 1860's

CCThis joint military occupation continued for twelve years. Relations between the troops were good, with joint social and
athletic events common. In 1872, Kaiser Wilhelm I of Germany (a trusted friend of both the British and an American
ambassador) settled the question in favor of the US, establishing the boundary in the middle of Haro Strait so the San Juan
Islands are an American possession to this day. In 1872, the Royal Marines left English Camp and in 1874 the last US troops
left American Camp. Peace came to the San Juans but the tale of the military confrontation is remembered to this day - and
the only casualty was a pig.
--most of the information for this historical summary was derived from information supplied by the US National Park Service
English Camp, Today

C

C

Today's Interpretive CC English Camp and American Camp - Redcoat and El

CCThe National Park Service maintains interpretive centers at both sites. The English Camp has easy access for boaters
who anchor in Garrison Bay and take their dinghies to the Park's dock. It is a fascinating glimpse into events and societies
long past.

C

C

SundSun Sundown and Sunrise at English Camp

C
Then and Now

C

C

The Blockhouse and Original Timbers

C

C

The Barracks, Part of the Original Rock Chimney, and Remains of the Oven

C

C

Photo of the Officers' Quarters, the Site Today, and the View of Halcyon

CC Three sets of officers quarters and a barn were built on a narrow shelf with a commanding view of Garrison Bay.
Junior officers and the surgeon lived here.

C

C

Photo of the Quarters (with Capt. Delacombe and family on the steps), El on the Site, Rock Wall built by Royal
Marines

CCThe first Commanding Officer of the Camp, Capt. George Bazelgette requested a fine house on the hill above the camp.
His house on the lower level needed repairs and was much too small to entertain visiting American officers. Marines hauled
rocks, up the hill, to build retaining walls and wheelbarrows of sand, gravel, and shell midden to level the home site.A
contractor from Victoria built the home. Before completion of his new quarters, he was replaced by Capt. W. A. Delacombe,
and his family.

C
The Hospital and Storehouse

The Shell Midden Beneath the Camp

CCThe site of English Camp was a winter camp for Native people for more than two thousand years. They left a huge refuse
pit of clam shells, called a midden, from generations of clam dinners. The British leveled the midden and constructed their
camp atop the midden.
CCThe British Commander decided to have a formal garden constructed at the camp so his wife would feel more 'at home' at
the isolated post. The tradition is maintained today by the Park Service and the garden is one of the tourist highlights of a visit
to the camp.

C

C

C
White-crowned Sparrow and American Oystercatcher

CCBirdlife is always interesting for us to observe, afloat or ashore. There is an Osprey nesting near the barracks and the Park
Service has a telescope set on the nest to aid observation.
CCDuring the summer season their are many activities scheduled at both American and English Camps and it is worthwhile to
check the programs to see if any interest you. The Park Service does an excellent job with these historical parks and they are
a nice addition to cruising in the San Juan Islands.
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WASHINGTON STATE MARINE PARK
GEMS
CLARK ISLAND STATE PARK
Information:C In the northern San Juans is a small, seldom-visited
marine state park -- Clark -- a 55-acre marine camping and moorage
park with 11,292 feet of saltwater shoreline on the Strait of Georgia. This
is a popular kayaking site, providing an important camping and rest site
for paddlers traversing the northern San Juan islands.

Clark Island State Park

-----Although distant, the geology of the island is fascinating and uniquely
different than the islands in the southern San Juans. There are two
picnic sites on the west side of the island. The east side has beaches of
smooth pea gravel.
Access: -Only by boat. Clark State Park is difficult to access, since there
is no dock and there are strong tidal currents that discourage anchoring - but it is worth the effort.
-----The east side moorage area is subject to large waves created by
passing commercial shipping in Rosario Strait.
-Comments:-We watched several boats attempt anchoring on the west
side -- both dragged anchor, due to strong currents and abundant
weeds,

Clark Island State Park

C
View out to RosarioStrait from Clark Island

CThis park is located in the southern Straits of Georgia, and is subject to very strong currents, winds and waves. There is no
dock and Douglass recommends against anchoring due to the vulnerable position of the island. The state has provided
several moorings, however, so visitors can tie and use their dinghies to go to shore.

A State Park Mooring

CThe geology of the island is interesting, since it is very different than most of the other San Juan Islands, but similar to those
on Sucia and Waldron. The rocks are mostly conglomerate (a mess of rounded pebbles and boulders cemented together -like a rough cement job) and sandstone.

C
Clark Island Conglomerate - See the fault in the right picture? (The diagonal fracture that terminates beds)

cAbout 75 my ago, near the end of the Mesozoic ('middle life age' and the end of the dinosaurs), there was no Vancouver
Island and this region was the edge of the continent. Large rivers poured off the land carrying gravel and sand. This built a
large delta against the continental margin, much like the delta of the Mississippi River in Louisiana today. Slowly the deltaic
beds hardened into rock layers of conglomerate and sandstone.
cThen, about 40-50 million years ago, an island mass of continental rock appeared on the western horizon. The sea floor
plate that had been sliding under western North America for tens of millions of years continued its eastern motion bearing the
island mass steadily to the east. As the sea floor plate slid under our continent, the island mass of (relatively) lightweight rock
crunched against the rock of the lightweight continent, crushing the intervening delta sediments. The result: the newly
accreted island mass now known as Vancouver Island. The crunched delta rocks comprise the northern San Juan Islands
(Sucia, Waldron, Clark) and Canada's Gulf Islands. The northwest-southeast trends in these islands are the result of the rocks
folded by the impact of the collision of Vancouver Island. Faults commonly disrupt these beds due to the pressure exerted on
the brittle conglomerates and sandstones.
CThe remains of critters that lived in the estuary are found throughout this northern region, but are best known at Fossil Bay
on Sucia Island today.
CContinental ice sheets have covered this region at least twice, carving out valleys from the softer rock and and leaving long
ridges where the harder beds resisted ice erosion. As the sea level rose with the melting of continental ice caps, the valleys
were flooded as narrow bays and the ridges stand as long parallel islands.
CBecause of the relative isolation of Clark Island, we recommend visiting Sucia, with its fine facilities, if you wish to observe
these beds.
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STATE PARK GEMS
JONES ISLAND STATE PARK
Information: Jones Island State Park is a 188-acre marine camping park
with 25,000 feet of saltwater shoreline on the San Jaun channel. The
park features a beautiful loop trail down the center of the island then
around the western shore.

Resident of Jones

Access: The Park is located one mile west of the southwest tip of Orcas
Island. This Park is accessible only by boat. Drinking water is available
April through September. The park has two pit toilets and four
composting toilets. There are seven permanent mooring buoys and 128
linear feet of dock moorage at the North Cove. The moorage dock is
removed from October through March. Anchorage is good at both the
north and south coves.
Comments: Without question one of the more popular destinations of the
San Juan Islands. Take a walk along the 2 miles of hiking trails and you
may see deer, birds, or mink, or search for the foundation of a pioneer's
homesite on the south side of the island.

JONES ISLAND STATE PARK
CFor many cruisers in the San Juans, this is their favorite island. It certainly is a wonderful place, especially for children.
There are large grassy areas for playing games, interesting but easy trails to walk, accessible wildlife (both terrestrial and
marine) and several well-maintained toilet facilities. There is a dock, mooring balls, and anchoring space in the North Bay and
moorings and anchoring in the South Bay. One can easily use a dinghy for shore access in either bay.

CLet's take a photographic tour of the island to give you an impression of the treats in store for you if you choose to visit in
your boat.

C

C

Anchored in North Bay, Pebbles for Kids, Trails to Stroll

CRemember that word for folks who are afraid of strangers -- xenophobe? Well, in geological parlance we use that 'stranger'
root word, xeno, to describe rocks, liths, that are foreign to the 'country rock.' In other words, a rock that is out of place, but
incorporated, in a larger world of rocks. Here are some xenoliths found on Jones Island. Go on a treasure hunt and see if you
can find xenoliths (don't be confused by the biological stuff on the surface of rock, like gull poops, lichens or green moss -- to
geologists, that's bioscuzz).

C

C

Dark Xenoliths Incorporated in Lighter Rocks

CThis island, like all the San Juan Islands, was recently (geologically speaking) under more than a mile of ice. This
continental glacier ripped or scraped rocks from the mountains that lie north and inland from the islands and carried them
along within the ice. These rocks were later dumped unceremoniously by the melting glacier at random places on the island
and in the sea. We have a descriptive name for such rocks -- glacial erratics.

An Erratic

C

C
Beauty

C

C

Beauty, With Some of the 'Lower' (And Often, More Complex) Forms of Plant Life

CThere is, of course, ample biobeauty to relish on the island. Some of the trees have interesting biological tales or history to
relate to the curious observer.

C

C

Madrone, 'Stretch Marks." and A Pileated Woodpecker Picnic Spot

CTrees also have other uses, especially if you are a young person with a spirit of adventure and fun.

C

C

A Treed Bryce

CThen there are mysteries for the kids (and curious adults) to observe and figure out.

C

C

CThere are some picnic tables on the dock for shared meals, and time for chatting and sharing with friends with some of the
finest water views in Washington.

C
Crew of the R-Matey and Halcyon; El and Ruth

CAnd there are some outstanding vistas. Stay awhile, relax and enjoy this gem of the State Park System.

C

C
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STATE MARINE PARK GEMS
DOE ISLAND STATE PARK
Information: - A beautiful small island for a picnic or overnight. Only a
few boats have access from the small dock. Doe Island State Park
covers 6 acres with 2,000 feet of saltwater shoreline.
Access: -Only by boat. There is a small 60-foot dock and a 31-foot
connecting access ramp. There are no mooring buoys (buoys in the
area are all private). There are five beautiful dispersed campsites, nice
walking trails, but no drinking water available.
View from Doe Island State Park

Comments: -This little state park is often a favorite of those visiting
Washington's marine state parks. Looking for a perfect little spot for a
weekend? Perhaps a small island where you and the kids or
grandchildren can have a beautiful campsite complete with a picnic table
and a fire-ring? While enjoying the island, take a walk on the short loop
trail and see if you can find the Native American " canoe pullout"
archeological site on the north shoreline.

Doe Island State Park
CSome of the finest gems come in the smallest size, and so it is with Doe Island State Park. This little jewel sits just off the
eastern side of Orcas Island. As befitting the finest gems, pictures can say far more than words.

C
C

C

C

C

There are trails that lure one to walk the island, and with time, marvelous places to stop and enjoy the views.

Or, Take a Nap

C

C
Or Just Look Closely at Things

C

C

Like Flowers, Sap, Or Lichens

C

C

C

A Beautiful Place to Mosey Through
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4TH OF JULY ON LOPEZ ISLAND
Launch: Various sites, including Bellingham, Cornet Bay, Twin Bridges
and Anacortes Marina .

Comments: The Lopez Island 4th of July celebration at Fisherman's Bay
is famous among San Juan Island folk.

View from Halcyon

HAVING A BLAST ON A BOAT
CThe San Juan Islands, of Washington State, are some of the finest cruising grounds on Earth. A myriad of fascinating
islands to explore. Many coves for anchoring and ample marinas for supplies and for mooring for those who prefer a tie to
land. State and National Park and Wildlife areas, preserving natural settings and historical sites. Interesting walks through wild
beauty or small towns. Sure, there are other areas that might offer some of these choices, but we have been here for more
than a month this year and have hardly scratched the surface of what these islands have to offer.
CAnd here's a major bonus: this year, we have been to fireworks displays on three different islands. The Fourth of July is
such a special day to Americans. It commemorates the birthday of our country. It recognizes the bravery of those who came
before and were willing to sacrifice everything for a new idea - a new way for people to govern themselves. For all of us,
today, it recalls memories of family times with firecrackers and parades. We remember our experiences as children standing
in awe of the nighttime ritual of fireworks displays. And, for us older folks, holding hands (or ears) of our children and (for
some) our grandchildren. It is a special day and night of celebration.
CWhat about those of us who live on a boat? Do we miss out on some of this fun? Last year, with a son and grandson, we
celebrated the Fourth in Wrangell, Alaska, and it was great! This year, with a view from on the water, we returned for our
second 4th of July at Fisherman's Bay on Lopez Island in the San Juans. What a delight to add this special night (or week if
you care to visit Lopez for a week of art and food).
CHere are a few scenes from the Fourth of July in the San Juan Islands.

C

C

C

C
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LIFE ON AN ISLAND
CCruising on a boat often means that some of our friends live on an
island, so visiting friends often has a different set of surroundings than
'ordinary' folks share.

Dreaming of an Island Home?

Center Island
CWe had an invitation from Jeff and Christy to join them, and their family and friends, at their vacation home on Center
Island. Before we moved onto a boat, we had considered the possibility of retirement on an island home in the San Juans.
Here was an opportunity to sample that life.
CSome of the residents arrive by water taxi, others on their boats. Some of the nearby islands have a State Ferry Service.
Hosts and residents who arrive on their boats, tie (or raft up) at the private docks outside the home.

C
At the Dock

CShortly after arrival, we were greeted on the dock by our hosts. The libations generously flowed and the laughing reunion
began. How nice to be greeted on a dock, or to be the greeters of friends on your dock, with the warm sunshine, the
reflections from the water, and the singing of birds in the trees. The warmth of friendship seems amplified with such a setting.

C

C

CTransportation on an island is often quite different from that on the mainland. We were soon given a tour of Center Island by
Jeff and Chris, with sustenance in hand and vehicles (and hostess) adorned with Fourth of July colors.

C

C

C
CThe views are magnificent, especially when they include boats at the end of the dock or ladies at the end of the porch.

C

C

CWith a wave and a smile from the hosts, we headed off to a sunset anchorage and a few tentative pre-Fourth fireworks from
the island folks. A great day shared with great folks.

C

C
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TIME WITH A CARVER
CThere are special times in our day-to-day lives - times to be shared
and treasured. Perhaps, since we live on 'boat time' and not the normal
'busy, busy, busy' time of most folks, we have the opportunity to share
experiences more fully with others.

Keeping a Watch

BLAKE ISLAND

Time with George
-----"Come on in, Bill. We need to talk." These words were spoken by a bright-eyed smiling man with an open shining face. I
immediately felt that warmth of recognition one feels when re-meeting a long-lost friend. "I'm George," he said with an open
and direct look into my eyes as we hugged in friendship and trust.

--

-----We had landed on Blake Island, across Puget Sound from Seattle. Friends had recommended a stop there. "It's early in
the morning on a weekday - perfect timing," the voice of Catman came through the cellphone. "Stop at Blake Island. It's a
special place."
-----And it is a special place. We slid between the markers of the narrow entrance channel and soon we were tied to the dock
at Tillicum Village.

------The painted end of a longhouse faced the dock with marvelous paintings that aroused the spirits within. We were glad we
had our morning coffee before greeting the spirit people.

--

---

-----Carved poles, many with dramatic painting, filled the space near the long house. The carvings were intricate and exuded
feelings of power, respect and awe. We knew we were privileged to be in a special place.

-

-

-

----- And it was special because of George -- the carver of many of those totems. We had a delightful time chatting like old
friends. He told us of his life, the olden times, the traditions of his people. He shared personal tales and we had a warm
sharing time together. He explained the large pole, he carved, that stands in front of the visitor center.

George's Mother (with Talking Stick) and Father

----- When we three parted, there was a touch of sadness and loss - one last photo for us to remember a very special person.

----- Blake Island was and is a special place for native people, and is now protected as a state park. It is possible that Chief
Seattle was born here as Sealth, around 1786, according to George Vancouver's records. The island was favorite place for
the Suquamish tribe. Sealth was a successful warrior, at age 22, against hostile mountain tribes. He was made chief of six
allied coastal tribes. He was a friend of early European settlers and they honored him by naming their new city, Seattle, after
him. He was tall, stately, and had a resounding voice that earned him respect throughout his life. He died in 1886. On his
death bed he said "Death. There is no death, only a change in worlds."

----- The island was extensively logged in the mid-1800's. Later, it was purchased by William Trimble, a Seattle real estate
magnate. He built a two-story twelve-room house with five fireplaces. Mrs. Trimble had a passion for gardening. She also
collected and housed a collection of Northwest History. Later in life she turned the island into a National Wildlife Refuge. After
she died in 1929, William never returned to the island. The abandoned house was vandalized and eventually burned.

-

-

Then and Now (the holly is an escapee from Mrs. Trimble's garden)

----- Blake Island has beautiful trails to walk and deep woods to appreciate. It is a special place, with views of Mt. Rainier,
Seattle, ferries, shorelines, and forests.

-

-

-

-

-

----- We left the island with regret, but we also left a bit of ourselves there and an imprint on our hearts remains.

-

Farewell, Blake Island
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WASHINGTON
--------There is a much overlooked cruising ground in Washington. We
almost missed it also, but curiosity overcame us and we were well
rewarded by the "satisfaction that will bring us back."

An Artistic Mt. Rainier

PUGET SOUND
-----There are some water areas that are best not to explore. Puget Sound certainly seemed like such a place. We asked
boating friends for their advice, since we had never explored that region.
-----"Don't go there. There are too many boats."
-----"Why would you go there, when you have all the beautiful San Juan Islands to explore?"
-----"Never been there. Never want to go there. Why exchange the solitude and beauty of the San Juans for the crowded
waterways of Seattle/Tacoma? That's like swapping a country road for the Seattle freeways at rush hour."
-----So, we naively headed out to the known cruising grounds of the San Juans rather than subject ourselves to the hullabaloo
of Seattle/Tacoma/Olympia. But, after poking around the islands for a month or so, we returned to our favorite Pacific NW
marina - Squalicum Harbor in Bellingham - to get haircuts, mail, and resupplies at our favorite NW grocery for fresh fruits and
vegetables - Haggens. Our plan was to return to the San Juan Islands.
-----However, at the marina, we picked up and read a copy of Nor'westing and read an article by Chuck Goulds titled An
Excellent 'Case' for South Sound Boating. He commented that summer and boating to many residents of the northwest
means 'north.' Cruising to the San Juans, Gulf Islands, and perhaps northerly along the British Columbia coast. Some, with
ample time, yearn to go as far north as Southeast Alaska. However,he said that with higher fuel prices, some boaters should
head south of the Tacoma Narrows Bridge and find "some of the most pleasant and under-utilized cruising areas imaginable."
-----Now we know about hype, and this sounded a bit familiar, but we decided to check out the South Sound (and Case Inlet
in particular) more thoroughly. We sent and received e-mail from boating friends who live in the South Sound. Their answers
were guarded - it was rather like we had asked where Ft. Knox hides the spare key. One who knows we don't favor urban
areas even wrote back that "you can visit Seattle, Tacoma, and even Olympia easily from the water". Then added, like an
afterthought when she recalled that we enjoy quiet countryside, "Olympia has a great farmer's maket". That did it! We figured
those folks were hiding something. More emails returned with suggestions of the Mona Lisa in the hall closet, so after
reprovisioning we turned our bow southerly.

NORTHERN SOUND

-----"Blakely Harbor - you have to stop there on the way south. The views of Seattle from across the bay are amazing."

-

And They Were

-----"Another 'must-see' is Gig Harbor. Once a fishing community and now more a retirement town there are some good
places to eat and some good bookstores. Stop by to see the town."

-

-

A Pretty Town with the Tides Restaurant (With a Pretty View)

SOUTH SOUND

-Tacoma Narrows Bridge - And Some of the Labyrinth to the South

-----Most local folks define the maze of waterways south of the Narrows Bridge as the South Sound. One navigates these
waters with a close watch on the charts or chartplotters. Tidal currents are strong and it is advisable to be well-aware of tides
before anchoring or setting out on a cruise.

Tidal Effects - Don't Cut the Corners

-----Now,

let's see what we found down there:
Food

-

Views
-----Mt. Rainier dominates the eastern horizon, from almost everywhere in the South Sound. It constantly changes with
weather and time of day (or night). Anchorages can be as remote and scenic as anywhere in the Northwest.

-

-

Uncrowded Marinas
----------There aren't as many marinas as one might expect in the South Sound -- plan your fuel accordingly. They are ample
and most are excellent. We don't stay overnight in marinas, usually, so can't speak of their amenities.

Longbranch Local Improvement Club and Low Tide at the Dock

Relaxed Attitude

--

From the New Yorker. "Sorry, Boss - NO!"

Interesting Geology, But a Hazard
-----There is almost no bedrock in the South Sound. The land is covered with glacial till - loose sands, muds, and gravels. This
debris was left behind by the retreating glaciers that carved the pre-existing river valleys into fiords and smoothed the profiles
of the hills into today's islands.
-----If you are building a home, there is no better geological admonition than "let a rock be your foundation" and in these parts,
there isn't any rock. As a consequence, there is a serious geological hazard involved in constructing a house. The beautiful
bluffs of light-colored sandstone are often failure zones - landslides. After heavy rains when the ground is water saturated,
friction between grains or layers in the rock is greatly reduced.

-

-

-----Where there is a steep slope, the loose glacial till slides down hill, taking with it trees, houses, or anything above. The
house on the right, below, sat on a promontory of glacial till, eroded on three sides by the shifting tides. The owners
reinforced the cliff with a concrete-facing, but it still collapsed. The white covering is protecting the exposed soft sediments
from rain infiltration, but it is only a matter of time

-

-

A Matter of Time For All.

Friends

-

-

-

Wildlife

-

-

-

-

-

-

-

-

----The Nisqually Delta is as fine a viewing area for shore birds as anywhere in the State of Washington. We drifted for hours
along the face of the Delta watching terns, herons, eagle, seals, and sea lions.

-

-

Commerce
-----Timber and mariculture have been, and are, major industries in the South Sound. Farms of oysters and geoducs
(gooeyducks) are exposed by the minus tides of a new moon.

-

Fishing

Cities

Olympia - Yes. El Visited the Farmer's Market
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WASHINGTON
CEvery state, city or town has an identity. These characteristics are
often mythical in origin and accentuated today for reasons of pride,
business, or history. For instance, if we say Alaska, Nevada, or Florida
an image immediately comes to mind. What about Las Vegas, or San
Francisco, or New York? The same association of name and myth is
even more accentuated with small towns where the identifying myths,
because of scale, may be more closely linked with reality.
C

Velkommen

POULSBO
HISTORY
-----There have been humans living along the head of this bay for (probably) tens of thousands of years. It is a delightful
place, with miles of clam and oyster beds, good fishing, and abundant wildlife in the forests. The first European to settle on
this site was Jorgen Eliason, with his sister Rakel and his six-year old son E.J. They had originally settled in Michigan from
their home in Fordefjord Norway. Shortly after their arrival in the early 1880's, Ivar B. Moe, his wife and three sons, arrived
from Minnesota. They had lived in Paulsbo, Norway. They farmed an area at the head of the bay. The location was
reminiscent of Norway and soon many more immigrants arrived from Scandanavia. Norwegian was the language of the
community.

-

-

1885 - Oldest Building in Town - A Store Started with a Rowboat Full of Groceries, and Later, A Post Office

-----By 1886, there were enough people living in the area that Ivar Moe decided they needed their own post office. He made
application and called the town Paulsbo, after his hometown in Norway. Unfortunately, his handwriting was not clear, and the
post office representative thought he had written Poulsbo, and so it was and is named.

-

The Norwegian Heritage of Poulsbo

-----One of the largest codfishing plants in the Pacific Northwest was constructed here and served fisherman who brought
their catch to Poulsbo from the Bering Sea for salting. The local Norwegian people made lutefisk from the cod, and they still
do during their annual Viking Fest in October. Lutefisk is prepared with cod soaked in lye for five or six days. Each day the
water and lye is changed. Then, for an additional two days, the swollen fish are soaked in an (unchanged) cold water and lye
mixture. The protein level is reduced by half, and the remnants of fish have a jelly-like texture. To make this mess (sorta)
edible they soak it in water, changed every day for another 5 or 6 days. Then you cook the salted residue in a pan, with a
tight lid, steaming it under very low heat for 20 minutes or so, or it can be baked for 50 minutes, with the pan covered by foil,
for 40 minutes or so. Clean anything the lutefisk touched immediately after use, as it becomes impossible to remove. It will
also destroy anything silver on contact. Some claim the same thing happens to the human stomach. It is said that, "eating a
little is like vomiting a little - just as bad as a lot." We have eaten lutefisk in Norway and it is just as bad as the lutefisk we ate
in Sweden, and somewhat worse than the lutefisk prepared by our Swedish exchange student daughter. We didn't touch the
stuff in Poulsbo, but if you care to try, it is there.

-----Steamboats connected Poulsbo with Seattle for over 60 years, carrying passengers and goods.There is still a close
association with the sea, as the town has three marinas.
-----Now, after all that talk about lutefisk, let's see some other alternatives in this town with a Scandanavian heritage:

-

-

A Town of Chocolate, Mor Mor (Mother's Mother) Bistro, and the Korner Kafe

-----There is another 'tradition' in this town - a bakery that has been here for generations. We heard about this 'must see' days
before arriving and so we went to see.

-

-

One of Each, Please - Er, Make it Two of Those Ginger Bread Men, Tusen Takk

-----Kranskake ( Krans [Circle] Kake [cake]) is a very special cake to Norwegians and there was one in the window of Sluy's
Bakery. Built of rings, representing the passage of years and the never-ending character of friendship. It is festooned with
rings of frosting that represents the ties that bind family and friends. The trimmings are happy times shared. Kranskake is
never cut. It is always broken by the hands, symbolizing the breaking of bread for dear ones. It should always be served on a
silver platter in one-inch sections.

Kranskake

-----The Norwegian skill of farming on glacial soil continues in the New World. There is a Farmer's Market each Saturday,
complete with music. There is also a fine Marina Market with good Norwegian foods, plenty of chocolate, marine supplies,
and a smiling face.

-

-

-----We enjoy towns that take civic pride as a serious undertaking, and it is obvious that the citizens and elected town officials

of Poulsbo expend considerable effort to have a beautiful and interesting town. We have noticed in our travels through
Scandanavia that the 'Vikings' love to beautify their towns and homes with flowers. The Norwegian descendants of Poulsbo
have maintained that passion.

-----Another indication of an interesting town to visit, for us, is the presence of craft shops. Local artisans add a great
dimension to a town and they afford an understanding of the culture. Not only does Poulsbo have craft stores, but they have
a cooperative of artists and their Verksted Gallery is staffed by volunteers from the artist pool. We found some outstanding
gifts to give to family and friends at the cooperative.

-

-

-

The Verksted Gallery and Two of the Artists

-----The town also has two good bookstores. We were looking for two books. Each bookstore had one and we have our rainy
day reading material now. The town has many special touches that make it a special place to visit.

-

-

The Senior Lounge, A Bookstore, and a Waterfront Pub and Cafe

-----After a memorable day ashore exploring the town we shared laughs, tales, and sundowners on the anchor outside the
harbor. It was a great day in Poulsbo.

-

-

Farvel, Ha Det
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BELLINGHAM '07 GATHERING
Launch: Squalicum Harbor has an excellent ramp.
Nearby campsites: Larrabee State Park is a few miles distant
Comments: This was the second gathering in Bellingham, co-ordinated
by those marvelous smiling hosts Ruth and Joe.

---\-o The weather was damp, but that didn't affect the enthusiam of the great folks present.

-The Common Thread -- our Boats

Friday Dinner

-

-

-

-

-

-

Times Shared on the Dock - Many Smiles

Preview of the CD-29 - A Dandy Boat

-

Banquet Scenes

All Hail the Hostess -- Ruth (and the Host, Joe)
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IDAHO, LAKE PEND D'OREILLE
Launch: Farragut State Park

Nearby campsites: At Farragut State Park

Comments: A $25 annual Idaho State Park permit allows day use and
use of the excellent boat ramp. There is a $5/day parking fee for the
truck and trailer at the boat ramp. Around the corner, on the water, is
Buttonhook Bay where state parks maintains free docks. There is wellprotected anchorage in the Bay.
Heading Out on the Lake

LAKE PEND D'OREILLE
INTRODUCTION
-----"The hardest part of cruising this lake is pronouncing its name," say the locals. Early French fur traders encountered an
Indian tribe that wore pendants suspended from their ear lobes, and so named them (and the lake) Pend d'Oreille.

Pronounciation Guide

-----Almost as confusing as the pronunciation is the spelling. One can find a half dozen spellings without even half looking. No
matter how you say its name, or spell it, this is one beautiful lake.

SOME BACKGROUND
-----Lake Pend d'Oreille is forty-three miles long and averages about 6 miles in width. It has a shoreline of over a hundred
miles. But, the outstanding topographic feature of the lake is its depth - 1,150 feet. Why, it's so deep that the US Navy tests
submarines (and surface vessels) in the lake. The Navy's Model Engineering and Support Facility for the Acoustic Research
Department tests scale models for stealth technology.-The facility is largely manned by civilian contractors.

U.S. Navy Facilities

-----During World War II, Farragut Naval Base was a training camp; the second largest naval training center in the world. Tens
of thousands of U.S. sailors received their 'basic' training in Northern Idaho!

-----GEOLOGY
-----If you were hanging around the northern Idaho, a billion or so years ago, you could have strolled over to Siberia without
getting your feet wet. Since that long ago time, the mega continent rifted and the Siberian rocks moved there merry way off to
the Northwest to their present location. An ocean basin bounded Idaho after that rifting event.

-----A batholith is pretty exciting to a geologist -- 'batho' - deep; 'lith' - rock. The Idaho Batholith is a huge mass of granite

intruded into the 'country' rock of northern Idaho. This granite mass was intruded as a gooey, plastic mass of molten rock that
elbowed its way into the pre-exisiting rock of North America. Its source was probably from a piece of the sea floor that was
began sliding under the western margin of the Americas (continental) plate along the boundary created by the departure of
Siberia. By the time the slab was below Idaho, it was melting and being re-digested into the upper mantle and lower crust.
Traveling on, or within the descending sea floor plate, was siliceous rock that might have been debris washed off the
continental margin. This silica-rich molten material was lighter density (and lighter color, when it cools) than the surrounding
basaltic sea floor -- on melting, the light stuff pushed upwards into the overlying hard crust forming the batholith.

Light-colored Tan Granite of the Idaho Batholith. Western Shore of the Lake

-----The story continues ... About 70 million years ago (some argue it was 50 million years ago, but we'll give or take twenty
million years until the dating issue is settled), as the giant mass of the batholith forced its way upward into the crust, the
overlying hard rock slid down the flank of the intruding batholith.

-----That overlying rock was mostly hardened limestones that had been deposited in a Paleozoic ('Paleo' - old; 'zoo' - life) sea.
Back then, some hundreds of million years ago, Idaho was straddling the equator and the sea that covered the ancient
continent was full of lime-secreting life. Huge layers of limestone were deposited.

-

Gray Bedded Paleozoic Limestones; Limestone Quarry

-----Sliding eastward, down the flank of the rising batholith, some of the limestone near the bottom of the sliding pile was
crushed and ground up into a fragmented mess we call mylonite.

Mylonite - Crushed Limestone

-----The mylonitized zone, lying along the contact of the granite and limestone, was eroded deeply by rivers and streams
creating a deep topographic trough called the Purcell Trench.
-----During the past 10,000 years great changes occurred in this region. A massive tongue of ice slid southerly down the
north-south trending Purcell Trench, gouging the trough deeper. The huge tongue of ice blocked the westward flow of glacial
meltwater from the continental ice sheet to the north and east. The 2,000-foot high ice dam of the Purcell created a huge lake
that extended two hundred miles to the east -- glacial Lake Missoula. The water of this lake was thousands of feet higher than
the water of present-day Lake Pend d'Oreille. Only the tops of the mountain peaks rose above its waters.
-----Ice makes a poor dam -- it floats! When the lake became so deep that its waters were overtopping the ice dam the dam
began to lift off the bottom and float. In an instant, the dam failed and burst. The water of this huge lake (larger than Lakes
Erie and Ontario combined) roared at speeds in excess of 64 mph down the Pend d'Oreille River drainage with a flow that
exceeded ten times the flow of all the rivers in the world combined. The flood (named jökulhlaups, by geologists for similar,
but much smaller scale floods in Iceland today) spilled out over a large area of northern Idaho, western Washington State
(carving the Channeled Scablands) and poured down the Columbia River Gorge. Floodwater created Dry Falls, the largest
waterfall in North America, although as its name implies, water no longer flows over the falls. Compared to Niagara Falls, Dry
Falls is about 3 times as wide and 2 and a half times as high.

-----The jökulhlaups shook the ground with massive earthquakes and carved deep gorges and molded mountains. Over fifty
cubic miles of rock was excavated, mountains of gravel over 30 stories high were deposited, giant ripple marks three stories
high litter the landscape from the Rockies to the Willamette Valley.

-----The damming of the river took place dozens of times, and the great jökulhlaups recurred over and over again, moulding
the landscape of the Pacific Northwest. There are legends passed down through the millenia among the natives of the
northwest relating tales of the great floods -- eyewitness accounts of these giants of destruction.

Lake Pend d'Oreille Occupying the Purcell Trench (the Water Level of Lake Missoula was several Thousands of Feet
Higher)

CRITTERS
-----There is some wild country surrounding Lake Pend d'Oreille. Deer, bear, cougar, moose and mountain goats can be seen
from off a cruising boat.

-

-

Deer, Mountain Goat Kid and Common Mergansers

Bald Eagle and a Red-Throated Loon

FISHING
-----Fishing can be not only good sport but a profitable enterprise in Lake Pend d'Oreille. Seems there are several species of
trout that are apparently destructive to the Kokanee Salmon. Idaho Fish and Game has a bounty on their heads - $15/fish.
Here's Chris explaining to Pat that if he can catch two of the bounty fish it will not only pay for his 4-day license but give him
a net profit as well. "You fill out these forms, drop the heads into this pipe, and soon Fish and Game sends yu a check."
"Really?," said a disbelieving Pat. So, soon there were four of the offending Lake Trout hanging from the stringer. Pat paid for
his license and Chris for his gas, thanks to Fin and Feathers.

-

-----Oh, and we all enjoyed the delicious lightly-cooked filets prepared for dinner by Patty. Yum and money in the pocket.
FRIENDS

-----One of the joys of cruising is sharing good times with friends. Our trip to Pend d'Oreille was shared with Voyager,
MzKaye, and Daydream. We had a rendezvous in Buttonhook Bay at the south end of the lake.

-

-

Voyager, MzKaye, Halcyon, Daydream Snuggled Together for the Evening; Happy Birthday, Pat

Happy Everyday, El

BAYVIEW

Tying and Tied at the Restaurant Dock in Bayview

-

(Photos by Anderson)

SANDPOINT
-----At the top end of the lake is Sandpoint, with a fine marina and lots of choices for meals. We decided to stop and have a
lunch.

Sandpoint Mural

-

-

Sandpoint; the Power House Marina; and the Harbor Breakwater

-FRIENDS

El and Friend

-----Coming into the harbor at Sandpoint, a man and woman ran out to the end of a pier and shouted to us, "We know you.
Hi, Ellie." Turns out Raye and Dennis had just been reading our Halcyon Days website. They happened to be in Sandpoint
and saw C-Dorys turn in to harbor. To their great surprise, one of them was Halcyon. We invited them to join us all at the
dock and head into town for a lunch. Soon, all the new friends were happily engaged in boat talk over a fine meal.

-

-

Raye and Dennis; Pat and Patty; Jody

El and Bill; Chris

THE RIVER
-----Leading out from the northwest corner of the lake is the Pend d'Oreille River. It trends for tens of meandering miles to
Albeni Dam. It was a grey, rainy, and cold day when we cruised down the river but it was a beautiful ride from within the
toasty warm cabin of Halcyon. And by the time we were ready to anchor, the day was improving greatly. We dropped the
hook in a fine marshy slough off the river and rafted together for some socializing.

-

-

On the River; Tied at the Corps of Engineers Albeni Cove Recreation Area; and Anchored in the Slough
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IDAHO, PRIEST LAKE
Launch:Priest Lake State Park, Indian Creek Unit. East side of Priest
Lake.

Nearby campsites: At the State Park

Comments: A $25 annual Idaho State Park permit allows entrance, day
use, and launching. There is a $5/night fee for parking at the boat ramp.
The ramp is exposed to the dominant southerly wind, so if the winds are
strong this can be a difficult launch.
Priest Lake, On a Cool Fall Day

PRIEST AND UPPER PRIEST LAKES
-----Priest Lake is way up near the top end of Idaho's Panhandle. It is nineteen miles long and about four miles across at its
widest point. There are homes along some of the shore, but it is mostly a natural lake surrounded by the forested green hills
of the Kaniksu National Forest. These northern Idaho lakes are not often visited by trailer boaters -- in fact, the locals were
adamant about us "not telling anyone about these lakes. But," he said lowering his voice as though sharing a secret, "Upper
Priest Lake is the real gem of the north and most folks either don't know that or can't get there since the entrance is so
shallow."

Priest Lake , from the Boat Launch

-----There is some excellent fishing for Bull, Cutthroat, and Lake Trout and for Kokanee Salmon and White Fish. We can attest
to the marvelous light flavor of the Lake Trout.
HISTORY
-----"Why do they call the lake 'Priest'?," we asked the lady at the Kaniksu National Forest Visitor Center Information desk.
-----"Darned if I know. Hey, Joe, where did the name Priest come from?" she asked the faceless hunk dressed in brown,

hunkered behind a desk in a side room.
-----"Darned if I know", came the bored-sounding voice from the side room. "Always been called that. Nobody every asked
that question before, and I thought I'd heard them all." He squinted out the door running his eyes over me like I was a terrorist
or something.
-----I should have known better. I discovered in early childhood that most adults hated one word above all others -- 'why?' I
was a fortunate kid - my Dad loved the word, why?. "Let's figure it out, " he'd say to me with a smile. Some of my best
childhood memories are 'figuring it out' with Dad. In fact, thinking back, his answer to my 'why' set a tone throughout my entire
life to this day. I soon learned that I could test the 'stuff' of a new teacher by simply asking 'why?' Few could pass that test. I
became a teacher because of my insatiable curiosity, and my introductory Geology class became famous at the University.
"He won't answer anything -- all he'll do is ask why." That class always had a waiting list of students who wanted to figure out
'why.'
-----Anyway, its a good thing I didn't ask those 'information' people why they called the National Forest Kaniksu. I'm sure they
wouldn't have known that either, and the answer turns out to be the same for either question. Kaniksu in the Native Salish
language roughly means 'black robe.' This is the term the Natives gave to the French Catholic missionaries who built missions
among the Natives. So, the lake was called Kaniksu and someone (presumably who asked why) translated that to the present
lake name, Priest.
-----Fur trappers and missionaries were the first Europeans to settle amongst the natives.

-----Toward the end of the 19th century, mining became a major economy in the Idaho Panhandle. Later, in the early 20th
century, logging became important, and the lake was used for transporting logs.

-

-

'Twitching' logs; the Tyee II, a Steam-Powered Tug used To Tow Logs on Priest Lake; Abandoned Hull of the Tyee II

-----The town of Priest Lake slowly grew from these economic ventures.

The Studio
-----In 1921, there was a movie studio at Priest Lake! Nell Shipman was a talented actress who starred in the silent film, Back
to God's Country. She was also a writer, and became a producer with her own Shipman Studio.

-

-

-----Discovering she required outdoor scenes for her feature length silent movie, The Grubstake, she found "Priest Lake is the
lovliest, wildest, and most perfect spot of all." So, she moved her studio from Hollywood to the lake. Unfortunately, costs were
high and her lack of business acumen soon forced her into bankruptcy, although the silent film, The Grubstake, was
eventually a successful movie with global showing. She left Priest Lake and became a successful writer. She died in 1970 at
the age of 77.

-GEOLOGY OF THE PRIEST LAKE AREA
-----Back in the Precambrian, about 600 million years ago, the Panhandle of Idaho lay along the margin of a shallow ocean
bordering North America to the west. The ancient sea was devoid of all but the most primitive life forms. Sands and muds
accumulated over the area. Slowly they were buried and altered by the heat and pressure of depth. Large disjunct terranes
moved against the continental margin through subsequent millions of years, crushing, buckling and exerting enormous
pressures as they lodged against the edge of the continent (adding Oregon, Washington, and British Columbia). The ancient
sediments along the continental margin (of Idaho) were baked into 'new' rock -- metamorphic ('meta' - change; 'morph' - form)
rocks, such as gneiss and schist. Some fractures extended deep into the crust and lavas moved upward through the breaks
and poured over the land as lava flows. Thus it was until the recent arrival of the Ice Ages.

-----About 2 million years ago, the planet became sharply colder and the first of many Ice Ages began. Great masses of ice
piled up on the land when more snow fell in winter than could melt in summer. The ice masses began flowing outward in all
directions from their own weight. As the continental glaciers flowed over the land, they scoured any soft rock below, molded
and shaped the resisting rock, and moved the resulting great piles of loose debris to their margins.

-----To the south of Priest Lake, large ice dams blocked the westward drainage of the meltwaters of the Cordilleran Ice Sheet,
impounding Glacial Lake Missoula. When the ice dams ruptured, massive flooding roared westward across Washington
forming the Channeled Scablands.

-----AA large tongue of ice extended southerly from the Cordilleral Ice Sheet, during the last ice age around 7-10,000 years
ago, scouring out the valley now occupied by Priest Lake. The glacial debris (terminal moraine), left at the southern end of
the valley, blocked the drainage and impounded today's lake.

THE THOROFARE

-----Upper Priest Lake is connected to Priest Lake by a two-mile long stream locally called the Thorofare. The entrance to this
shallow route is marked by red and green bouys and depths that drop to about two feet.

Two Feet? Yikes! That Looks Like 0.0 ft.

-- --The winding route is through a marvelous passage traversing the north woods. Wildlife here includes wolves, brown and
black bears, deer, caribou, moose and cougar. The slow cruise along the Thorofare is like a treasure hunt through the
northern forest, and you're on your boat.

-

-

Starting up the Thorofare; Residents of the Thorofare

UPPER PRIEST LAKE
-----The shores of Upper Priest are all National Forest lands -- wild and beautiful. There are no developments on the lake and
it is an isolated treasure. We counted four moose the first evening on Upper Priest Lake, and we weren't looking for them -just for a quiet anchorage.

-Daydream and the Dawn; On Anchor in Upper Priest Lake:

-----We slowly cruised the shores of Upper Priest Lake -- wild and beautiful. The occasional sand beach had a picnic table or
campsite provided by the National Forest Service.

-

-

-----There were few boats, the occasional canoe, and a small group of touring kayaks. We spotted deer and moose along the
shores.

Doe and Two Spotted Fawns; Cow and Calf

PRIEST RIVER
-----Our cruising 'fleet' was down to two boats - Halcyon and Daydream. As dusk approached, we decided to anchor off the
lake and out of the slight chop from the south wind. The Priest River flows into Upper Priest Lake at the north end, and we
slowly manuevered our way across the rock ledge at the mouth of the river and up into the stream. The water was crystal
clear, the bottom sand, and El could keep a watch for any stray rocks or logs from her perch in the bow.

-------------------------------Anderson Photo
El, in the Bow - Note the two Moose on the Beach

-----Depths ranged from two to three feet as we slowly wended our way, about a half mile northerly, up the beautiful and
shallow stream. We dropped our hook in a foot and a half of water (even with a seven to one ratio, that meant our mooring
line was our twenty feet of chain).

Up the Priest River; Hook Down In The Clear Stream

-----Daydream rafted to us and we had a delightful evening sharing drinks, dinner and stories.

---------------------------------Anderson Photo
Snuggled Up On The Priest River

-----The sun slowly crept up the eastern mountains and the hush of twilight fell on the Priest River Valley. Beavers crossed
the stream on their way to succulent twigs and a muskrat patrolled the shore for edibles. The half-moon slowly set behind the
spruce and fir of the mountain ridge. As darkness enveloped us, we retired into our v-berths and curled up for a peaceful rest.

-----Dawn slowly filled the northern valley. We watched the mist rise from the river and filter through the trees on the mountain
slopes surrounding us. The beaver retreated to their burrows after a busy night on the prowl. We lifted our anchor, engines up
and still rafted, and drifted lazily down the Priest River and back out into Upper Priest Lake. We sipped our coffee in the
cockpit and listened to the morning calls of drowzy birds. A Bald Eagle floated off his perch and lifted on the rising dawn air
currents.

-

-

Dawn on the River , the Eagle, and the Upper Priest Lake

-----Eventually a faint movement of air drifted us through the weeds extending off the lakeshore. We came gently into the
sandy shore, and Bill hopped out to hold us off the beach.

Bill, Holding Us Off - Note Moose on Shore Over his Right Hand

-----"Yikes," El said. "Lookout, Bill. Here comes a Moose."
-----"He doesn't look like he plans to stop coming, either," I quickly added. "What do you do when a Moose is getting too
friendly?"

-----Without a moments hesitation, El had an answer. "Head to the V-berth and curl up!!"-Saying that, she began her retreat.
---- "Is there room for us both, if the Moose is pawing at the door?" I ventured.
---- "Looks like we might just find out," she retorted. Then she got that determined look on her face -- the one she got just
before she strangled a rodent attacking one of our little kids. Another time, kayaking down the Missouri River, we had set up
camp on the shore. A herd of hundreds of cows came over the hill, curious but potentially destructive. I grabbed a long
branch and charged them shouting. They stood their ground, and in fact, continued more aggressively toward us. El got that
look -- picked up a twig -- waved it at them once, with a confident "shoo" -- those cows stampeded away and we could see
the dust rise, from their pell-mell retreat, over the distant hills, for half an hour.
----This time it was a Moose. "Shoo, Moose. Shoo!" She sounded serious, even to me, and apparently to the Moose as well
since, just before the Moose put our marital relationship to a test, it veered and retreated into the woods.

Retreat! --Whew!

-----Shortly thereafter Daydream had to leave for home. Now knowing that Moose can be bluffed (or at least that A Moose can
be bluffed) we decided to merely drift into deeper water, drop a hook, and stay the day watching Moose. -----All the neighborhood Moose soon became accustomed to our 'benign' presence. They waded out to within a few feet of
Halcyon while they contentedly munched greenery pulled from the lake bottom. We spent the day and that night in their salad
garden -- the 'squeesh, squeesh' of their munching teeth and the 'whoooosh' of exhaled air as they lifted their heads up from
the water was about the only sound to fill our day and evening. A Moose was seldom more than a few feet from us, and they
had learned a lesson. El never had to 'shoo' another.

-

-

Coming up the Ladder For a Spot of Tea?---Or do you Prefer Either a Kiss or a Bit of Salad?-----

-----When the Canada Geese settled unto their grounded log for the night, out in the lake near us,we knew dusk was fast
approaching. We settled in for dinner (lunch, of course, was a salad) and soon the veil of darkness descended over us and
Upper Priest Lake.

OUR LAST DAY ON THE PRIEST LAKES
-----Dawn arrived and a light mist was rising around us from our anchorage in Upper Priest Lake. The Canada Geese were
preening out their summer plumage and 'talking' with each other about the approaching long flight south for winter. Their
plucked feathers drifted slowly by us as we sipped our morning coffee, while sitting in the cockpit.

-----Mama Moose was munching her morning salad beside us in the misty water. Five Moose (three cows and two calves)
walked the shoreline thirty yards off. And -- surprise -- the first bull (a young 'un) with antlers walked out from shore and
began feeding in the deeper water outside Halcyon. What a way for us to start a day!

-

--

-----And we still had the Thorofare to traverse! We moseyed down the lake, eating breakfast at 5 knots, and turned into the
narrow channel, displacing a few feeding American Mergansers by our passage.

-----A short way down the passage we met a beautiful cow Moose and her young calf, feeding in the shallows. They were
undisturbed by our quiet presence and moved to within a few feet of El on the bow.l

-

-

-----What a way to end a marvelous trip to the Priest Lakes!
(08-07)
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IDAHO, COEUR d'ALENE LAKE
Launch: Heyburn State Park, Chatcolet Unit

Nearby campsites: At the State Park

Comments: Heyburn State Park is in the far southwestern portion of the
Lake. This end of the lake has somewhat less use than the northern
portion, near the town of Coeur d'Alene
Coeur d'Alene Lake

COEUR d'ALENE LAKE
INTRODUCTION
-----The busiest of the three Idaho Panhandle lakes is Coeur d'Alene, since the town of Coeur d'Alene is on the northern end
of the lake. Like the next lake to the north, Lake Pend d'Oreille, this lake can also have various pronounciations. The locals
call it 'core da lane.'
-----There are some interesting statistics for the town of Coeur d'Alene. It's a great town for single guys: according to the 2000
census, for every 100 women over 18 there are only 89 men. The median age is 35 years. The median income for a
household is $33,000. There are 34,500 people in the town.
SOME HISTORY
French Fur Traders
-----French fur traders allegedly named the local Indian tribe, Coeur d'Alene, out of respect for their tough trading practices.
Translated from French, Coeur d'Alene literally means "heart of the awl." This could be interpreted as "sharp-hearted" or
"shrewd." Today, they call themselves, "Schee chu'umsch," or 'they who live here.' A large reservation encloses most of
southern Lake Coeur d'Alene.
-----Others interpret "heart of the awl" to translate to "Eye of the Needle", and this might refer to the narrow passage through
which the lake empties into the Spokane River.
-----General William Tecumseh Sherman ordered a fort constructed on the lake in 1878. He gave it the name Fort Coeur
d'Alene; and the city that grew around it retained the name. Later, the name of the fort was changed to Fort Sherman in honor
of the general.
-----The Coeur d'Alene Miners Strike of 1892
-----Gold was discovered in the early 1860s in the mountains to the south of Coeur d'Alene. Silver, copper, and other minerals
were also found. Idaho experienced boom after boom, and mining towns arose overnight, boomed, and then disappeared as
the miners left for the latest rush.

-----The Coeur d'Alene Mining District was especially rich in gold. More than $9 million dollars worth of gold was shipped from
the District in 1891, making fortunes for the mine owners. The railroads increased their rates, so to control costs, owners
reduced the wages of miners to $3 a day, and increased their working hours from nine to ten hours a day with no increase in
pay. They were forced to work seven days a week, and pay high rates for room and board. In 1892 union miners walked out
in strike. Owners advertised for workers from the Midwest. Every inbound train was packed with strike-breaking workers, who
were met by heavily armed local miners. Owners hired Pinkerton detectives as a private army to protect the non-union
workers and to infiltrate the unions.
-----One of the Pinkerton men to join the union was Charlie Siringo. By buying drinks and loaning money to miners he
became Recording Sect'y of the union, allowing him access to union books and records. The information he gained, he
shared with the mine owners. This allowed the owners to outmanuever the strikers. During this time, Siringo stood against a
union mob, using his supposedly impecable union loyalty, to hold off the angry miners. They were determined to lynch
prosecuting attorney Clarence Darrow (who was on the mine owners payroll).
-----Angered by the infiltration by spies ferreting out their plans, strikers confronted the companies. On July 10, miners
gathered above the Frisco Mine and shots rang out. Miners sent a box of black powder down a flume into one of the mine
buildings killing a guard and injuring others. Gunfire killed another before the guards surrendered.
-----Just after the explosion at the Frisco Mine, hundreds of miners surrounded Siringo's boarding house. They had discovered
the identity of the Pinkerton spy. Charlie sawed a hole through the floor of his room, dropped through and slid a trunk over
the hole. He then crawled to his escape under a wooden boardwalk, listening to union men walking above talking about what
they were going to do to Charlie Siringo when they found him.
-----Another attack, this time on the Gem Mine, resulted in the death of four union men and about 130 union workers
surrendered to the Pinkerton guards. While the captives waited to board a boat on Lake Coeur d'Alene, banished by the
community, gunfire broke out and 17 more men were wounded.
-----The violence gave the Governor the excuse to send in six companies of the Idaho National Guard. Six hundred miners
were confined, without charges, formal hearings or legal defense, in bullpens (literally, pens to hold cows and bulls, now
fringed by barbed wire to hold human prisoners) . After the region was secure, Charlie Siringo came down from the hills to
finger union leaders. He wrote that for days "he was busy putting unruly cattle into bull pens." (Siringo went on into history,
infiltrating Butch Cassidy's Hole in the Wall Gang and fingering Kid Curry. Later in life he wrote popular books about his
Pinkerton days).
-----The Supreme Court later held that the miners were illegally retained and had to be released. The Western Federation of
Miners evolved from the jailed miners.
-Once Again in 1899
-----The Bunker Hill Mining Company was profitable for its eastern owners, having paid $600,000 in dividends. It was the only
non-union mine in the region - consequently miners were paid up to a dollar a day less than other mines. The Union decided
to organize the mine. The Company hired Pinkerton spies to identify the union men, and fired 17 suspected members. On
April 29, 350 angry union men seized a train. They loaded eighty wooden boxes aboard - each contained fifty pounds of
dynamite. More than a thousand men now climbed aboard the train and traveled to the Bunker Hill mill, valued at $250,000.
They toted the dynamite to the mill, touched off a blast that killed two men, and triumphantly rode the 'dynamite express' away
from the scene.

-----Governor Steunenerg requested federal help, and soon soldiers arrived and indiscriminately began arresting virtually all
men in the mining towns. One thousand were rounded up, including the town doctor, two of the three county commissioners,
the local sheriff, a preacher, bartenders, the post master and the school superintendent. Without winter clothes or bedding in
that cold time of the year, they were herded into an old barn and held for months, and some, without charges, for more than
a year. Conditions were so primitive three prisoners died.
------Tony Tubbs (Tubbs Hill is a prominent feature, lakeside from the town of Coeur d'Alene), formerly the boardinghouse
manager for Bunker Hill Mining, received the lucrative contract for supplying food to the prisoners.

Tubbs Hill, on the Right, Hotels on the Left (Hill is Granite Rounded by Flood Waters of Lake Missoula

------Also, within a week of the arrival of federal troops, the Governor (known to be a poor man) deposited $35,000 into his
bank account in Coeur d'Alene (implying a bribe from mine owners). It is known that the Mine Owners Association gave the
Governor $25,000 to hire prosecutors. Some of the money went to hire Clarence Darrow.
-----Paul Corcoran, father of three, a "highly respected community leader" (and financial secretary of the union) was
sentenced to 17 years hard labor, through the diligence of those prosecutors, although no one could identify that he was even
at the scene of the crime.
-----Then, in 1905, Gov. Steunenberg was assasinated by a bomb planted at the gate to his house.

Gov. Frank Steunenberg, Fourth Governor of Idaho

------Immediately three Union leaders were implicated by Harry Orchard, a paid informant of the Mine Owners Association, a
bigamist, a burgler, and a confessed murderer or 17 men.The prosecutors of these men, including attorney Clarence Darrow,
were paid for by Mine Owners. Lacking evidence to convict, the jury acquitted them.
------There was sufficient evidence to convict Orchard of the murder, instead, and he was sentenced to die. At the request of
Pinkerton men, the judge commuted his sentence to life. Although pardoned in the 1920s, he elected to remain in prison. He
died in jail in 1954.

A Touch of Family History
------Passed down through generations on my Mother's side is the tale of Great Uncle Mautz. Tales around the fireside relate
how Uncle Mautz, a batchelor, made a fortune in the gold mining rush in the Panhnadle of Idaho. He was a solitary eccentric,
died alone and "left his fortune in a Boise bank." Family members have tried in vain to locate his account, now long expired
and reverted to the bank -- if it ever existed.
-Timber
------During the early 1900's, a timber boom caused a 16-fold increase in population in only 10 years.

Log Rafts are Still Hauled on the Lake and Stored near Coeur d'Alene

SOME GEOLOGY
------Lake Coeur d'Alene is largely a result of the great floods that scoured northern Idaho with the destruction of the ice dams
that formed Lake Missoula during the period of 80,000 to 10,000 years ago. There was a trough (the Purcell Trench), scoured
by glacial activity in a rough north-south orientation before the destruction caused by the floods. However, the east west arms
of the lake are probably the direct result of floodwaters scouring tributary streams to the pre existing lake. And, most of the
landscape around the lake is the result of floodwater modification. Lets use our eyes and think massive flood waters hundreds
(and probably thousands) of feet above the present lake surface. These floods roared over the landscape, rushing in a west
and southwesterly direction.

See the Giant Ripples?

See the Molding of Ridge by Water Flowing From Right to Left?

Look at the Rounded Shapes of the Hills -- All Were Under Under Flood Waters, Perhaps Hundreds of Times

TODAY
------Today, Coeur d'Alene is the center of business and recreational activities in the Inland Northwest complete with festivals,
fairs, concerts, unique bistros, elegant restaurants, and main street shopping. There is free dockage for a visit into the city.

-

-

Town Dock; Downtown; El (Waking Up) and a Morning Cuppa at Java

------In the northern portion of the lake, there are many lakeside homes. Some are built on slopes so steep that they use a rail
tram to bring supplies to the house or to their dock.

-

-

------Some houses are very large with extensive grounds; some perch on a rock; and others are modest size and floating so
have no lawn to cut or trees to trim.

------Because of its strong economic base, Coeur d'Alene has influence in the state government. It is now a major tourist
center, with its skyline dominated by 'resorts' a waterfront golf course and beach.

-

-

------There are, however, some beautiful scenes along the lake shore, virtually unspoiled. We anchored every night in
protected coves.

-

Osprey; Dawn; Dusk
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FALL IN THE SAN JUANS
Launch: Squalicum Harbor has an excellent ramp and is one of our
favorite marinas anywhere.
Nearby campsites: Larrabee State Park is a few miles distant.

Comments: CMany boaters seem to believe that Labor Day is the end of
the 'boating season.' Actually, we believe it is the beginning of one of the
most delightful times on the water, almost everywhere.

Eagle Harbor, Cypress Island

A FALL CRUISE IN THE SAN JUANS
CFall is delightful and perhaps our favorite season. Family summer vacations are over and the recreation sites are quiet. The
air has a little bite and the trees are turning. The migrating birds are gathering for the flight south. For those of us who spend
much of our time on the water, that means rafts of ducks, geese and shorebirds. As I write this, geese are gathering around
us, seemingly chatting about departure times and debating the best routes to southern climes. So are we.
CWeather is different every year, and this is part of the excitement of fall. Some years are special, and others wash out. With
the snug environment of a small boat with a cabin and heater, we can adapt to changes, but there is nothing to compare with
the glory of 'typical' fall days.
CThis year, 2007, we debated where to be for fall. We began on the lakes in northern Idaho, where we had a delightful time
visiting with resident moose. Then, after talking about alternatives on fresh water farther east, we decided to return to one of
our favorite cruising areas, the Pacific Northwest, and specifically the San Juan Islands. Later we will cross the pond to have
late fall along the Adriatic.
COur choice of the San Juans turned out to be a great decision. The early fall weather has been marvelous this year, and we
would like to share some photos and memories.
Times with Friends
COne of the great joys of cruising and living on a boat is the time spent with friends. There is a filter that seems to work for
folks traveling by boat. They are often more willing to accept changing conditions, a degree of discomfort, and they usually
possess an unusual amount of youthful curiosity.

C
Barry in Shallow Bay; Jim and Bill

Great Cruising and Anchoring

C

C

C

C

A Rare Photo - Bellingham Bay - Flat Calm with Steam Rising Vertically From Power Plant

Nature

C

C
Heading South

On the Road With the Other Snowbirds - Tundra and Halcyon
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GREECE
----Winters get long and dark for a cruising boater. Often we are seeking
warm and sun along the Gulf coast, but the winter of '07 we were
'grounded', by necessity, due to some long overdue preventative
maintenance tests for the admiral and skipper (there sure are a lot of
medical scans necessary to assure that all systems are go).

Aegina Harbor

SOME BACKGROUND
-----We anticipated being ashore for winter 'break,' last summer, while trailering Halcyon across the Cascades to explore some
northern Idaho lakes, But had not explored ideas for activities during those months. Our mail is forwarded from Nevada (our
ol' home state) and this time, last summer, it was sent to our Washington friends Pat and Patty, with whom we were going to
explore Idaho lakes. We met while driving over the mountains and they delivered our mail.
-----"Greece," El said as she opened mail from our packet. Then, more emphatically, "GREECE."
-----I gripped the steering wheel, searching the road ahead for the threatening slimy streaks of grease that could slide us and
the boat into the ditch.
-----"Where?" I said through clenched teeth.
-----"Oh, you know! Southern Europe! Greece!"
-----Homophones!!! One of the most confusing aspects of spoken language. Remember, as a kid, not understanding the folks
when they said, "You ate eight candies!" or "We do not see the dew, due to the shade." Erg!

-----"Oh" says I, relaxing my grip on the wheel, "that Greece."
-----"Let's call them and see if they want to come with us."
-----El is usually way ahead of me, and this time, looking at my blank face, she could see that I had disappeared somewhere
way back in her wake.
-----"We just got a flyer about a small-boat cruise along the Peloponnese next February," she patiently explained as though
she was translating a foreign language (and to me, thinking of the road ahead or, at most, splashing into an Idaho lake, she
was).
-----She called Patty. That, by itself, is still mind-blowing to me (or anyone else over thirty, and we're more than double that
'magic' thirty years connoting old age). "Talk" to someone in an accompanying car? Slowly letting the convenience of cell

phone telecommunication dawn on my driving brain, I again hit a mental brick wall -- what about the expense of that call? Our
Arizona phone number calling Patty's Washington number while driving through Idaho ? Sorry, youngsters, us ol' timers grew
up instinctively shying away from any "long-distance" call. The cost would mean no stopping for a lunch at the café today. I
finally moved into the 21st century and got on El's wavelength as well.
-----El made the 'free' call to Patty. "Hey, we just got an interesting brochure about a small boat cruise in Greece in February.
Wanna come with us?"

-----"Huh?" Obviously, Patty was also not in the frame of thinking about either February or Europe during her midsummer
drive in Idaho.
-----I've been with El the better part of fifty years and still have never become accustomed to how quickly she can grasp a
new thought - or challenge - or plan of action. Impulsive? Well, not really. That implies lack of caution or contemplation. She
covers all the plusses and minuses, the rest of us ponder for days, in a nanosecond and comes to a rational choice -- while
I'm still trying to visualize Greece.
-----At the next rest stop we gave the brochure to Pat and Patty for them to discuss and consider. Meanwhile, El had already
called her travel consultant (we belong to an Overseas Adventure Travel Club, and they know El) and signed us up.
-----"That takes care of the dark days of February," El said with a grin - and it did!-

--February, 2007

OUR SHIP
----We don't like group travel, being independent folks, who, like cats, don't want to be
herded. Our earlier trip to Greece was just the two of us and several months of hopping
randomly on and off Greek ferries through the Aegean Islands and Cyclades. One stop
was in Crete, for an intended overnight ferry connection. We loved the town and stayed
three weeks - local shopkeepers filled our need before we had cleared their front doors,
new friends invited us to their homes for dinner and dancing, and the local radio station
interviewed us to get a "local American's" viewpoint on some current event in the US.
No, we're not ones for group tours. However, either because there are some parts of the
world where travel is a nightmare (for any number of reasons) or where the means of
travel (like a small boat) are hard to arrange we will travel with a small group due to our
perceived necessity.
-----So, from a summer decision along a highway in northern Idaho, to Piraeus, Greece,
we were now aboard the M/V Artemis, a 193-foot vessel whose width is greater than our
Halcyon's length. She belongs to Overseas Adventure Travel, the small-group travel
company we have been with for guided trips to the Balkans, Zimbabwe, India and other
interesting places.

-----The ship is comfortable and the accommodations commodious, the food delicious prepared by a marvelous German chef,
and the crew excellent, both competent and with ready smiles. The small ship allowed all-the-time access to the bridge, an
advantage (as boaters) we enjoyed.

El and Friends; 'Our' Lounge

SOME ENTERTAINMENT
-----On board, in the evenings, the OAT staff had arranged some great activities, both educational and purely for
entertainment. The cooking class was especially interesting to El and I who have been taking regular cooking classes in our
winter home of Colorado.

-

-

Great Entertainment

THE WINE -DARK SEA

Salamis Straits
-----Or is it the blood-red sea? We passed over the site of the 'Greatest Battle of the Ancient World' - the Battle of Salamis -- a
naval fight between the Greeks and the Persians in 480 BC. A massive fleet of 1,207 Persian ships faced only 371 Greek
trimenes. The Greek leaders quarreled over the best tactics, since their army had been destroyed ashore. The Spartans
wanted to build a wall across the peninsula leading to the Peloponnese but the Athenian Themistocles thought that would be
fruitless, since the Persian navy could transport their army by ship around the wall. There were about 200,000 Persians
aboard the fleet and the Greeks had only a fraction as many. Xerxes I, the Persian leader was so confident of victory that he
set up a throne on the shore overlooking the straits so he could have a commanding view of the slaughter of the Greeks. The
Greeks sent a 'pretend' deserter to report to the Persians that the Greek fleet intended to sneak away under the cover of
darkness. The Persians, believing the report, spent the night searching the straits while the Greeks slumbered on their
vessels.
-----The Greek triremes attacked at dawn, and then, realizing they had an advantage in the narrower passages, they retreated
to the narrows. They also wished to take advantage of the morning winds, which were just starting to blow. The Persians
ships 'broke ranks' when they saw the retreating (and they thought defeated) triremes, and this was exactly what the Greeks
wanted. They quickly turned their nimble triremes, and attacked the scattered Persian fleet. Only a few Persian vessels could
navigate the narrows at a time, and the more nimble Greek ships could destroy them. The larger Persian ships also rocked
heavily in the wind, and their soldiers primarily armed with bows and arrows, were unable to maintain accuracy. The Greek
warriors fought hand to hand, and soon were slaughtering the archers. The Greek triremes were also armed with an embolon,
a sharp bronze protrusion along the water line from the bow, and soon they were impaling and sinking Persian ships.

-----The Greeks were able to encircle the Persian fleet, and killed the Persian naval leader - disrupting the Persian command
and creating confusion. Most Persians could not swim, and thousands drowned. Persian bodies washed ashore for weeks
and even months after the battle. Those that managed to reach shore were slaughtered when found by Greek warriors.
-----Some historians contend that this was the most important battle ever fought in human history. Had the Persians won,
Europe would have been dominated by the Persians and Western Civilization would have been terminated, along with the
concepts of individual rights, democracy, and western art, philosophy, science, and architecture.

-

-

Wine-Dark; the passage out of Piraeus to the Straits, Dawn Offshore

SOME SARONIC GULF ISLANDS
-----A great advantage of this trip, and why it instantly appealed to El, is the access to Greek Islands otherwise available only
through ferries. This trip made access quick and accommodations easy (right on the ship) as we visited some of the islands
of the Saronic Gulf.
-----Why Saronic? Mythical King Saron of Argos drowned in this gulf while pursuing a deer, that had swum out to the gulf.
hard way to get a geographic location named for you, eh?
-----These islands are scattered like pebbles off the northeastern coast of the Peloponnese Peninsula, just to the southwest of
Athens. Many of the islands are green, with a scattering of white or pastel-shaded houses under red tile roofs. They do not
have the most outstanding beaches, architecture or widely-recognized ancient ruins so are not as heavily visited by tourists,
thus preserving much of the indigenous nature of the residents.

Spetses
-----This is the most distant Saronic Gulf Island from Athens. It has heavily forested hills of Aleppo pines, planted by a Greek
who emigrated to America and became wealthy and then returned to cover the barren hills of his home island with greenery.

-

-

-

The Harbor and the Town
-----El discovered Bouboulina, who is legendary on Spestes. She was born in an Ottoman Prison, where her father died.
Eventually freed, she returned to Spestes but only a short time later her husband died fighting Algerian pirates. She inherited
his shipping business and fortune, and built a large warship, Agamemmnon, and other smaller military vessels. She joined a
revolutionary group (its only female member) in revolt against the Ottoman Turks, then in control of most of Greece. Using her
fleet of ships, she brought arms and ammunition to Spestes to arm her warships. In 1820, in conjunction with other rebel
Greek ships, she fought the Turks. Ironically, her daughter married the son of the Turkish commander and later, when the
Turkish garrison fell, Bouboulina saved the lives of most of the women in the sultan's family.

--

\

Bouboulina Searching; El meets Lascarina Bouboulina
-----After Greek Independence, she was arrested during the Greek Civil War and her son-in-law killed by the government. She
was exiled to Spestes. There her son eloped with the daughter of a prominent family. Enraged, the girl's father and armed
members of the family came to Bouboulina's house. She confronted them on the balcony and was shot in the chest and died.

Bouboulina's House and the Fateful Balcony

Hydra
-----This island is famous for its villas, its artists, and the movies that have been filmed here. Motor vehicles and bicycles are
prohibited on the island. Consequently it is known for its donkeys, mules and hikers. We found a delightful sweet shop, up a
side street at night, to share with our new friends George and Jane.

Local Transport; Local Sweet Shop

Night Scene

Poros
-----Poros was in ancient time the island of Poseidon, the god of the sea. There are literary references to this home of
Poseidon and traces of a temple, built in 520 BC in homage of Poseidon, in the interior of the island.

---

---

Approaching Poros on Valentine's Day; Homage to Poseidon

Separating the Catch; Munching the Treats

-

El Can Always Find a Boat; Decorative Stairway

Aegina
------This is the closest Saronic Gulf Island to Athens, and many Athenians have second homes here. Only 30 or 40 years
after the invention of coinage by the Lydians (who lived in part of present-day Turkey, about 700 BC), Aegina became the first
state of European Greece to coin money. Thus it was the Aeginetes who introduced coinage to the western world.

Earliest Aegina Coin (from CNG coins)

------The Temple of Apollo, also known as "Kolona" (meaning column) is one of the first sights that we saw as we entered the
port of Aegina. This was the site of an ancient naval base, from about 3,000 BC. The Aegina navy played an important role in
the history of the island.

The Temple of Apollo (Kolona)
------The Temple of Aphea Athina is one of the best preserved ancient temples found in Greece. It was built to form a "sacred
triangle" between the temples of the Parthenon in Athens and the Poseidon Temple at Cape Sounion (pictured in the section,
The Sea, on this site). These temples were built in the early 5th century BC. This is perhaps our favorite Greek artifact from
antiquity - it is stunning.

Temple of Aphea Athina
------We arrived back at the harbor near sunset, after a marvelous day exploring the interior treasures of ancient Greek history
- some of the most important roots of our culture.

Sunset over the Saronic Gulf, From Aegina Harbor

SOME MAINLAND ARCHEOLOGICAL TREASURES
------The sea was fussing, with some winds up to force 5 and waves that restricted travel even to our almost 200-foot long
vessel. So, on those days harbor-bound in Piraeus, we took minibus trips to mainland archeological sites. One of those trips
took us to a site we had long hoped to visit - Delphi. This location was one of the most significant in ancient history, and is a
fascinating unfolding geological tale.

DELPHI

Temple of Apollo, Delphi
------High on the slopes of Mount Parnassus, a herdsman, sometime before 1200 BC, noticed his goats acting strangely as
they grazed near a fissure on the mountainside. Approaching the fracture, he breathed in the fumes and entered a prophetic
state. A good place for a temple, the locals decided, and originally built a shrine to Gaea, the earth goddess. About the eighth
century BC the temple was dedicated to Apollo, the god of prophecy. Here, cradled in a spectacular mountainscape at Delphi,
this temple became the most important religious site of the ancient Greek world. They considered it the center of the world
and marked the site with a large conical stone.
------Now, instead of a wandering herdsman, priests and a priestess became the prophets - a powerful oracle. Generals
sought the oracle's advice on when the empire should go to war, and on the strategy to use during the conflict. Colonists
asked for guidance before they set sail for Italy, Spain and Africa. Private citizens inquired about when to plant their crops,
health problems and investments. The oracle's advice occupies a prominent place in the myths of ancient Greece. Oedipus,
warned by the oracle that he would murder his father and marry his mother, strove, with famous lack of success, to avoid his
fate. Another oft-repeated pronouncement named Socrates the wisest of men.
------The oracle spoke through the Pythia to have the future foretold. The Pythia were the medium through which the god
Apollo spoke, and the role of Pythia was filled by a woman. These women were the 'psychics' of their day, from about 1400
BC to 381 CE.
------There was a traditional legend, originating from the Greek author Plutarch who was a priest at the Temple of Apollo in
the first century AD. Plutarch described how the Pythia would enter a small chamber in the basement of the temple of Apollo
and inhale sweet-smelling vapors ("pneuma") from that fissure in the mountain and then enter a trance. In her narcotic state,
she would give answers to the questions presented to her by the intermediary of a priest. The priest then interpreted her
pronouncements for the questioners. Other ancient texts also tell of the mysterious vapors at the temple site causing a trance
state to the priestess. A contemporary painting on pottery has been interpreted to show the vapors being inhaled by the
Pythia.
----Eventually, as Christianity supplanted ancient tradition and beliefs, the power of the oracle waned. Legend states that the
concentration of the gases also waned during this time (perhaps due to a long time-gap in the activity of earthquakes, which
fractured the rocks and released the gases).
------In 1927 French geologists investigated the claim of vapors at Delphi and found no evidence of the fracture or rising
gases, and dismissed the "pneuma" as myth. They, however, were of an era when geological science attributed vapors
escaping from cracks in the earth only to volcanic activity and the geology of Delphi is not volcanic. This view was repeated
by a French archeologist in 1950.
------The Greek government hired an American geologist, Dr. de Boer, from Wesleyan University in Connecticut, in 1981,to
study the geology around Delphi to determine if the area would be suitable for the construction of a nuclear power plant. One
of the most important aspects of this study was to find the location of fault zones and determine if they had recent activity.
------The following is a real-life detective story, underlining the excitement of doing scientific research. The information is from
Nature.com (2001); Geology, 28, 651 - 654, (2001); and Geology, 29, 707 - 710, (2001).
------"'A lucky thing happened," de Boer called. Heavy tour traffic had prompted the government to carve in the hills east of
Delphi a wide spot in the road where buses could turn around, exposing a "beautiful fault," he said. "It looked young and
active."
------On foot, Dr. de Boer traced it for days, moving east to west over miles of mountainous terrain, around the indigenous
thorny bushes. The fault was plainly visible, with as much as 30 feet of offset. West of Delphi, he found that it linked up to
another known fault. However, In the middle, right near the oracle's Temple, it was hidden by rocky debris. But, the fault
appeared to run right under the temple.
------"I had read Plutarch and the Greek stories," Dr. de Boer recalled. "And I started thinking, "Hey, this could have been the
fracture along which these fumes rose". Dr. de Boer put the idea aside. Knowing little of the archaeological literature, he
assumed that someone else must have made the same observation years earlier and come to the same conclusion.
------In 1995, he discovered his mistake. While visiting a Roman ruin in Portugal, he met Dr. John R. Hale, an archaeologist
from the University of Louisville, who was studying the Portuguese site. At sunset, the two men shared a bottle of wine, and
the geologist began telling the archaeologist his discoveries at Delphi.
------Dr. Hale recalls saying, "There is no evidence to those gas theories, and the relationship to faults," citing the conclusions

of the French team. But Dr. de Boer convinced him otherwise. He cited both Plutarch, a Greek philosopher who served as a
priest at Delphi, and Strabo, an ancient geographer. Each told of geologic fumes that inspired divine frenzies, with Plutarch
noting that the gases had a sweet smell. And he discussed the fault evidence he had mapped at the site. By the end of the
evening, the geologist and archaeologist had decided to work together to find the truth.
------Back in the United States, Dr. Hale tracked down the original French reports on the temple excavation and discovered, to
his surprise, notations that the bedrock on which the temple was built was "fissured by the action of the waters." The French
archaeologists, expecting a yawning chasm, had apparently overlooked the importance of the small cracks. "What I had been
taught was wrong," Dr. Hale recalled. "The French had not ruled it out."
------By 1996, the two men had traveled to Greece to resurvey the fault at Delphi and study the geological maps compiled by
Greek geologists. These revealed that the underlying strata at Delphi were bituminous limestone containing up to 20 percent
blackish oils. "I remember him throwing the map at me," Dr. Hale said of Dr. de Boer. "It's petrochemicals! No volcanism was
needed, contrary to the previous speculation. Simple geologic action", Dr. de Boer insisted, "could heat the bitumen, releasing
chemicals into temple ground waters".
------During a field trip in 1998, the vent notion grew more plausible still as the two men discovered a second fault, which they
named Kerna after a well-known spring, going north- south under the temple. The intersecting faults now marked a
provocative X.
------As intriguing, the second fault appeared to be aligned with a series of ancient dry springs, one directly beneath the
temple. The scientists found that the some springs were now dry, and they were coated with travertine. This precipitate gave
a rocky clue suggesting that the waters had come from deep below. When hot water seeps through limestone, it leaches out
calcium carbonate that stays in solution until it rises to the surface and cools quickly. The calcium carbonate can then
precipitate to form the rocky layers of travertine.
------Increasingly excited, the two men won permission from the Greek authorities to sample the travertine. At this point, Dr.
Jeffrey P. Chanton, a geochemist at Florida State University, joined the team. He analyzed the travertine samples gathered
from dry springs near the temple and in its foundation, finding methane and ethane within the travertine. Each gas can
produce altered mental states. But a better candidate soon arose.
------"A small light went off in my mind," Dr. de Boer recalled. Perhaps, he speculated, ethylene had been there as well.
Ethylene is significantly less stable than ethane and methane, so its absence in old rocks was understandable. Yet
psychoactively, ethylene is quite potent, more so than ethane, methane or even nitrous oxide. From the 1930's to the 1970's,
it was used for general anesthesia. Dr. Chanton went to Greece, sampling an active spring near the temple.
------The team waited. Days passed. Then his call came in. He had found ethylene, as well as methane and ethane. To all
appearances, the ancient riddle had been solved.
------In late 2000, Dr. Henry A. Spiller, the toxicologist who directs the Kentucky Regional Poison Center, joined the team to
help with the pharmacological analysis. "There's a fair amount of data on the effects of ethylene," Dr. Spiller said. "In the first
stages, it produces disembodied euphoria, an altered mental status and a pleasant sensation. It's what street people would
call getting high. The greater the dose, the deeper you go. Once a person stops breathing ethylene", he added, "the effects
wear off quickly".-Modern teenagers know of such intoxicants, including ones that in overdoses can kill. Experts say that
youths who breathe fumes from gas, glue, paint thinner and other petrochemicals are toying with these hydrocarbon gases.
------Of late, Dr. Hale has been widening his focus, investigating other ancient Greek temples that he believes were built
intentionally on geologically active sites. Dr. de Boer is still concentrating on Delphi. Recently, he and some students left for
Greece to drill out rocky samples from the fault zones and illuminate them under a special light to try to establish dates of
seismic activity.-Such geologic shocks, he said, may have influenced fume production over the ages, causing the intoxicating
gases to wax and wane.
------"You never know if it will work," he said of any research project shortly before the Delphi trip. "With the fumes, it did. With
this, we don't know. But it's worth a try."
------That's the essence of scientific research - you come up with an idea, state it as an hypothesis, and then test it - give it a
try. If the results substantiate the hypothesis, many others also give it a try, and if the results replicate the hypothesis, it is
then elevated to fact and, if widely significant, stated as a theory. Doing science is solving a mystery story -- a riddle - left by
nature.

THE PAST (AND WHY IT'S IMPORTANT)
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The Sea
-----Another example among the ancient Greeks is the belief in Poseidon as the god of the sea and earthquakes. According to
Harris-Cline, modern science associates the two with tectonic movement deep under the sea.

Temple of Poseidon and Corinth Canal
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Earliest Known 'Sheet" Music, Delphi; Plate in Delphi Museum

Science
-----One of my first memories as a child was 'working' in my Dad's lab at his University. We'd walk together, up a long winding
trail, shaded by chestnut trees, watching the scurrying squirrels, while en route to the big gray stone building at the top of the
hill where Dad had his office and lab. In the lab, with all its strange but wondrous smells (to a little tyke, anyway), he would sit
me on a tall stool at the marble counter that ran the length of his wood-panneled room. There he would assemble a dozen
vials of brightly-colored liquid. He worked at the end of the counter, with his brightly-colored cultures (he was developing an
antibiotic to counter the growth of the yellow fuzz that was the fungus of athlete's foot, I learned years later). My job was to
mix my colored liquids any way I wished -- my I produced some (to a three-year old's eye) dazzling concoctions. Of course,
much later Dad confessed to me that he was 'babysitting' and keeping me amuzed with water tainted with food colors. But at
the time, I was a scientist and perhaps my joy at 'doing science' at that tender age helped guide me toward science as a
career.
-----On the door to Dad's building was this symbol:

Cadeusus
-----I asked him about the strange symbol, and he replied that it was a cadeusus, the symbol of medicine in America. Since
that first sighting, I have seen this symbol in hospitals, medical buildings and often in telephone directories for doctors or other

references to the medical profession. In Greek mythology, Asclepius was the god of medicine and healing.

----Asclepius
-----He was often shown holding a physician's staff with a single snake wrapped around the rod.-It's origin is lost in torn out
pages of history. However, some think their is a snake wrapped around the rod of Asdlepius because of a common belief that
a snake, shedding its skin, was demonstrating rebirth and fertility. Others in ancient time believed that a person left overnight
with a snake would be magically healed.

Rod of Asclepius
-----So how did the single snake of the Greek god of medicine become the two snakes of the cadeusus, the symbol in
America and much of the world for things related to medicine? -Early confusion between the symbols almost certainly arose
due to the links between alchemy and Hermes, whose symbol is the caduceus. The alchemists adopted the caduceus
because Hermes, the God of Messengers, was the patron lord of commerce, travel, theft and alchemy. There was often
confusion between the fields of alchemy and medicine.
-----The main reason for the modern confusion over the symbols, in America, occurred when the caduceus was adopted by
the Medical Department of the United States Army in 1902. This was brought about by one Captain Reynolds, who after
having the idea rejected several times by the Surgeon General, persuaded the new incumbent (W.H. Forwood) to adopt it.
The inconsistency was noticed several years later by the librarian to the surgeon general, but was not changed.
-----Asclepius, the healer and son of Apollo, was thought by the ancients to have been born in Epidaurus. The early Greek
cult of Asclepius constructed a hill-top healing center at Epidaurus. The asclepieion at Epidaurus was the most celebrated
healing center of the Classical world, the place where ill people went in the hope of being cured. To find out the right cure for
their ailments, they spent a night in the enkoimitiria, a big sleeping hall. In their dreams, the god himself would advise them
what they had to do to regain their health. A guest house, with 160 rooms for those being cured, was built at the site in the
6th century BC. A theater was constructed at the same time to entertain those who were undergoing cures at the santuary.
There are also mineral springs in the vicinity which may have been used in healing..

-- -- -

Epidauros, the Stadium at the Curative site; Birthplace of Asclepius, God of Medicine
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WASHINGTON STATE MARINE PARK
GEMS
-----Every state sets its priorities on how to spend tax revenue -- the
money of the people, for the people. Washington State has decided, like
other states, to spend some of the people's money on purchasing,
developing and maintaining state parks. Washington, however, has
developed Marine State Parks and some of these parks are in the San
Juan Islands, and most are only accessible by boat. They are gems!!

Doe Island State Park

-----The Cascadia Marine Trail, a National Millennium Trail designated by
the President, stretches from Lighthouse Marine Park on Point Roberts
near the Canadian border to Olympia, Washington, on southern Puget
Sound. There are over fifty campsites throughout the San Juans for
hand- or wind-propelled craft, many on State Park Islands. The Trail
passes through some of the most beautiful and unique marine
environments in the United States and some of the most popular
recreation destinations in the Pacific Northwest. The Cascadia Marine
Trail may be of interest to cruisers who also enjoy time off their
motorized craft.

SAN JUAN ISLANDS STATE PARK GEMS
Quests
-----El and I enjoy a 'quest.' We find, in our wanderings, that it often serves a wonderful purpose to have a 'quest' to
help direct our peripatetic ways. This is a great excuse to learn, to experience, to discover new ideas, new places,
new faces. We once traveled three months in Iberia searching out the home towns of the Spanish conquistadors of
the New World. Another time, we traveled for a year, from winter Alaska though springtime Dry Tortugas to summer
on the shores of Hudson Bay to fall along Padre Island - on a quest to search out 500 species of North American
birds.
-----"Great idea, hon. Let's do it!"
-----We had just completed ten days with our son and two grandkids aboard. It was a delightful experience -- visiting
islands and the youngsters camping ashore independent of the folks. We had previously had enough experience
camping with young ones in the San Juan Islands of Washington to know the best places for a ten-day shared
cruising/camping vacation.
-----"Let's find all the Marine State Park areas in the San Juans," El had suggested after there departure. We still
had three weeks for cruising in the San Juans, so I readily agreed to her idea.
-----So, this site will lead you (and your kids and/or grandkids) to each of the Marine State Parks in the islands. We
will share some tales, opinions, and pictures for you to put together your 'vacation' time in the San Juans.

San Juan Island Marine State Parks
-----The State maintains more than twenty state park areas in the San Juan Islands and they have become some of
our favorite places to visit. Many have delightful walking trails and campsites ashore for the kids and grandkids.
Most have mooring buoys and some have docks. There is a reasonable charge for their use. If you are a boater
new to the San Juans it should be helpful to study the above map of the park locations and to read our impression
of the parks. You can click on any of the hyperlinks below to 'visit' one of the Marine State Parks. Those with a star
are our favorite islands.
BLIND ISLAND
CLARK ISLAND
DECEPTION PASS (INCLUDES BOWMAN BAY, SHARPE COVE, AND CORNET BAY)*
DOE ISLAND*
GRIFFIN BAY
HOPE ISLAND
JAMES ISLAND*
JONES ISLAND*
LIME KILN POINT*
MATIA ISLAND*
PATOS ISLAND*
POSEY ISLAND
SADDLEBAG ISLAND
SKAGIT ISLAND
SPENCER SPIT*
STUART ISLAND*
SUCIA ISLAND*
TURN ISLAND*
UPRIGHT CHANNEL

DEPARTMENT OF NATURAL RESOURCES AREA

EAGLE HARBOR, CYPRESS ISLAND*

NATIONAL PARKS
SAN JUAN ISLAND NAT'L HISTORICAL PARK*

CASCADIA MARINE TRAIL
Washington Water Trails Association (http://www.wwta.org/trails/cmt/)
(07-08)
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WASHINGTON STATE MARINE PARK
GEMS
BLIND ISLAND STATE PARK
Information: -Blind Island is a small,mostly barren three-acre marine
camping park nestled between Orcas and Shaw Islands, located near
the entrance of Blind Bay, Shaw Island. This natural area includes 1,280
feet of saltwater and rocky shoreline, with year-round moorage available.
The park is part of the Cascadia Marine Trail. The island receives heavy
use by kayakers.
Blind Island State Park

Access: -Only by boat. There are four mooring buoys, no dock, and the
four campsites are exclusively for the use of boaters arriving by humanor wind-powered watercraft on the Marine Trail. No drinking water or
walking trails are available. Motorized boaters may use the island for
picnicking and day use.
Comments: -Kayaking the San Juan Islands is a special delight for
many. This small state park affords a haven from boat and ferry traffic in
the Harney Passage. There are small campsites, picnic tables and a fine
outhouse. -At night the lighted ferries serve as moving candelabra.

BLIND ISLAND STATE PARK
-----This is primarily a single purpose park -- a haven for those kayaking in this area and who need a place for camping
ashore. It is small and barren but serves its purpose very well. The island is difficult for landing with a dinghy, since the
shoreline is rocky and there are only a few places on the southwestern shore where one can (with care) land safely on a
pocket beach.

The Beach; Kayak Hauled Out

--

Rocky Shore; Outhouse
-----The Shaw Island ferry landing is a short distance from the park. It allows an excellent viewpoint for observing the coming
and going of the ferries so important to those who live on the islands.
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WASHINGTON STATE MARINE
PARK GEMS
DECEPTION PASS STATE PARK
Information: Deception Pass State Park is a 4,134-acre marine
-----and camping park with 77,000 feet of saltwater shoreline,
and --33,900 feet of freshwater shoreline on three lakes.
Rugged ------cliffs drop to meet the turbulent waters of
Deception Pass. The --Pass separates Whidbey Island and
Fidalgo Island. Deception --Pass State Park is composed of
land on both sides of the Pass, --on both islands, as well as
several smaller islands in the vicinity.

The Maiden of Deception Pass

Access: The park is located nine miles north of Oak Harbor,
and --nine miles south of Anacortes, on Whidbey Island. There
are 5 --boat ramps and 710 feet of dock. Sharpe Cove has 5
buoys and --128 feet of dockage.There are six showers, a
launch ramp, a ------mooring float and a boat pumpout facility
located at Cornet Bay. --There are three separate
campgrounds within the park. There ----- are four kitchen
shelters with electricity and six without, all of ------ which were
built by the Civilian Conservation Corps in the ------1930s.
--Fifty sheltered and 261 unsheltered picnic tables are ------also provided. There are 38 miles of hiking trails.
Comments: The park is outstanding for breath-taking views,
old-------growth forests and abundant wildlife.

DECEPTION PASS STATE PARK
Park History
Native Americans
-----The human history of the park dates back thousands of years, when the first people settled in the areas now known as
Cornet Bay, Bowman Bay and Rosario. The land was settled by the Samish and the Swinomis. The Swinomish probably had a
small village site near Cornet Bay, and perhaps along the banks of Cranberry Lake and North Beach. The Samish occupied
the northern shores, with longhouses in the Bowman Bay and Rosario areas. Shellfish middens can be found in all of these
locations. They lived on the land until the early 1900s.
-----The Maiden of Deception Pass story pole is located on Rosario Beach in the north section of the park. It depicts a story of
the Samish Indian Nation. Most of this tale is derived from information from State Parks.
---This is not a totem pole. Totem poles were created by people of the more northerly Pacific coast,
such as the Haida and Tligit of British Columbia and Alaska. A totem pole is a record of lineage
and family history.
-----Here, in the Puget Sound and Georgia Strait region, Coast Salish people carved or painted

doorways and large cedar posts of their houses, and sometimes to mark graves. The designs tell a
story, often how the builder became wealthy.
-----This pole, under the guidance of Fidalgo artist Tracy Powell, was raised by the Samish people
in 1983. It's purpose is to honor their people and maintain a tradition important to the families.
-----There are many versions of the following story. This tale was related by Charley Edwards, a
Samish fisherman, canoe carver, and spiritual leader of the early 20th century. The Coast Salish
Institute was instrumental in preserving this story, and is derived from State Park information.
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------

-----"A very long time ago there was a house of Samish People living here, just above the beach. The people made their living
by fishing from cedar canoes, by digging up the Camas bulbs on the hillsides, and by gathering shellfish from the rocks and
beach.-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------One day, Kwuh-kwal-uhl-wat and her sister were filling their woven baskets with chitons they were gathering
from the rocks on Rosario Beach. The tide was coming in and she became startled by the swiftly rising waters. A
chiton slipped from her hands into the water. She reached down under the water to get it. But it kept rolling down
deeper and deeper, out of her grasp. Finally what her hand grasped was not the chiton but another hand. It held
her tight. Kwuh-kwal-uhl-wat tried to pull her hand free but she could not budge. Then she heard a gentle voice in
the water say, "Don't be afraid. You are beautiful and I only wanted to look at you a little longer."
---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- A Chiton
-----Kwuh-kwal-uhl-wat listened. The voice was very gentle, and although she did not know who it could be, she was no longer
afraid. "Who are you?" she asked. "Where are your people?" "I have a big house under the water," the voice explained. "My
house is always filled with food and with guests. I have many friends." Kwuh-kwal-uhl-wat held the hand a little longer and then
it let her go. She looked as hard as she could into the water, but she could see nothing.
-----Some days passed. The next time Kwuh-kwal-uhl-wat went to the beach to gather chitons, the same thing happened to her
as before. The voice in the water told her stories about the sea world and held her hand a little longer. Some days later, when
Kwuh-kwal-uhl-wat went back to the beach, it happened a third time. And a fourth time.
-----The fourth time, Kwuh-kwal-uhl-wat held on tightly to the hand of the stranger in the water and said, "Let me look at you."
To her great surprise, a handsome young man stood up in the water, and, still holding her hand, walked with her to her family's
house. As a guest the young man was welcomed. He shared food with Kwuh-kwal-uhl-wat's family and was given a dog-wool
cape to stay warm. He was very handsome and gentle, but Kwuh-kwal-uhl-wat's sisters thought he seemed chilly and damp.
After the meal, he rose and said to Kwuh-kwal-uhl-wat's parents, "O'siam. Thank you very much for your hospitality. I have
watched your daughter for a very long time. She is very beautiful and skillful, and I would like to take her home to live with my
family in the sea."

-----Kwuh-kwal-uhl-wat's father listened very carefully. He did not know this stranger and he did not want to offend him. But he
was unsure whether it was a good idea to get involved with these sea people. So he said, "We don't even know your name or
your family, besides my daughter could not possibly live in the sea."
-----The young man listened. He said, "You should know who I am. My name is very, very great. My house beneath the sea is
always filled with seafood of every kind. As my father-in-law, your name will also be very great."
-----Kwuh-kwal-uhl-wat's father considered this carefully. "What you say may be true," he said, "but we have never seen your
people, and I do not want my daughter to go away from here forever." They spoke like this for a long time. Finally the young
man saw that Kwuh-kwal-uhl-wat's father was not going to give in, so he rose to leave. "You say that you do not know us, but
we have always been kind your family and your people. Now you turn us away. Well, if that is your wish, I will go home alone,
and you will have to live without our gifts. The tides will not go out. You will find nothing on the beach. Even the springs will go
dry." Saying this, he left.
-----JJust as he said, things got very bad for Kwuh-kwal-uhl-wat and her family. The tide no longer went out, and there was
nothing to eat. The springs dried up, and the women had no milk in their breast for the babies. No one came to visit them.
Everyone in Kwuh-kwal-uhl-wat's family was terrified and ashamed because they were so poor. At long last, Kwuh-kwal-uhlwat's mother said to her, "You'd better find that young man again. " Kwuh-kwal-uhl-wat bathed and her father wrapped her in
her best clothes. She went down to the beach. She called the young man's name. She cried, and then walked into the water.
-----The young man appeared in the water and came to her with an armful of gifts from the sea. They walked hand-in-hand to
her house. This time-Kwuh-kwal-uhl-wat's father said: "I am sorry we have shown you disrespect. Please accept my daughter
as part of your family, and be our in-laws. But there is one thing I must ask from you. We love our daughter and will worry
about her. Let her come back each year for a visit, so that we can see that she is happy. " The young man left with Kwuhkwal-uhl-wat. They walked out into the sea and disappeared under the waves. The tide went out and the springs began to
flow. There were more fish and shellfish than ever before. Kwuh-kwal-uhl-wat's family grew very rich. They held great feasts,
and canoes came from everwhere to visit them. -Kwuh-kwal-uhl-wat's people were famous.

-

-

-----Four times Kwuh-kwal-uhl-wat came home again to see her family. Each time she came, there was even more seafood
than before. But each time Kwuh-kwal-uhl-wat returned she seemed sadder to be away from the sea and her handsome
husband. Each time she came home her family noticed that she was becoming more like a sea creature. Her skin seemed
colder, and in places it was covered with scales or barnacles. Her hair looked more and more like seaweed. The fourth time
she came to visit, Kwuh-kwal-uhl-wat seemed so sad that her family said "If you are so happy in the sea, you don't have to
come to us like this any longer. " Kwuh-kwal-uhl-wat walked back into the sea, her long hair floating like the seaweed you see
today around Rosario Head. When you see that seaweed floating on the tide, you know that Kwuh-kwal-uhl-wat is still here,
looking after her family"

Kwuh-kwal-uhl-wat's Long Hair
----- Alexis Edge, one of the carvers of the story pole, said (in 1952) that the Indians who once lived on the islands had no
trouble bucking the swift current of Deception Pass if they would think about the maiden; if they did not keep their minds on
her, their canoes would get caught in the whirlpool and they would sink. Sometimes they saw the girl come up from the water.
With her hands on her hips, she would wade around in the current behind the canoes.
Spanish Explorers
-----Juan de Fuca (Ioánnis Fokás, a Greek mariner sailing under the Spanish King Phillip II) may have been the first of the
European explorers, allegedly visiting the area in 1592. He wrote a record of this account when he returned to Europe, which
apparently described some of the features of the area.

Juan de Fuca (Ioánnis Fokás)
-----Serious exploration did not begin until the late 1700’s. Manuel Quimper, skipper, crossed from the Olympic Peninsula area
to present-day Whidbey Island on the Princesa Real, on which Carrasco served as pilot. They missed Admiralty Inlet and
Puget Sound beyond, though he did name, in 1790, what he thought had been a bay, Ensenada de Caamano. He continued
north up present-day Rosario Strait as far as Fidalgo Island (Carrasco's Boca de Fidalgo, or Boca de Flon, is present-day
Deception Pass).
-----Spanish explorer Carrasco was second and later captain of one of the two ships of the Eliza Expedition, sailing out of
Nootka Sound. He discovered and named Guemes Island and Padilla Bay in 1791. Fidalgo Island is named for Lieut. Salvador
Fidalgo who was present in the waters off the shore of Vancouver Island and in the Strait of Juan de Fuca in 1790; Camano
Island bears the name of Lieut. Jacinto Caamano, who was present in northwest waters about the same time. Neither Fidalgo
nor Caamano saw the islands that today bear their names. Rosario Strait, a contraction of Gran Canal de Nuestra Senora del
Rosario la Marinera - a name applied to the present Gulf of Georgia by Eliza in 1791.
The English Arrive
-----The English explorer, Captain George Vancouver, entered the Strait of Juan de Fuca in 1792. He spent several months
exploring the area. We still use the names he gave to many of the features of the area: Puget Sound, Admiralty Inlet, Mount
Rainier, and Mount Baker, for example.

Capt. Vancouver

----- In early June, 1792, he was anchored off what he thought was a peninsula, near the mouth of what he believed was a
substantial river, based on the power of the current. He had previously discovered the southern portion of the inner waterway
we now know as Skagit Bay and named it Port Gardner. The southern outlet we now call Saratoga Passage. He sent one of
his small boat crews, under the command of Master Joseph Whidbey, to explore this 'river'. It was soon revealed to Whidbey
that the Pass was not a river but the western entrance to the inner bay. Vancouver, feeling that he had been "deceived" as to
the nature of the peninsula (which, in reality, is an island), wrote on his chart, "Deception Pass" for the narrow passage. He
also honored his officer, who had found the passage and who had thus disclosed the existence of an island, by calling the
large land area “Whidbey Island” (Vancouver's Voyage, second edition, Volume II., page 180.) ---------Vancouver said, "A very narrow and intricate channel, which, for a considerable distance, was not forty yards in width, and
abounded with rocks above and beneath the surface of the water. These impediments, in addition to the great rapidity and
irregularity of the tide, rendered the passage navigable only for boats or vessels of very small burthen."
American Military
-----In 1866, the land around the Pass was recognized for its strategic military value in protecting this ‘backdoor’ entrance to
Puget Sound. The federal government set aside over a thousand acres on both sides of the pass for a military reservation.
This presence led to the naming of Reservation Head (what is now Lighthouse Point) and Reservation Bay (now Bowman
Bay). These names can still be seen on older maps.
-----The only time that the area was fortified was during World War I. At West Beach, a searchlight was mounted on the
westernmost point. The concrete foundation of this light is still there, making a great platform and seat for watching sunsets.
Gun Point at North Beach was so named for the rapid fire gun established on this rock just west of the bridge.
A Washington State Prison
-----Seen from the bridge looking northeast are the remains of what was at one time a state prison camp. The prison rock
quarry operated from 1910 through 1914, and its nearby barracks housed some 40 prisoners, members of an honors program
out of Walla Walla prison. The prison population was made up of all kinds of prisoners, even murderers. Guards stood at the
quarry as the prisoners cut the rock into gravel and loaded onto barges located at the base of the cliff top and the Pass waters.
The quarried rock was taken by barge to the Seattle waterfront.-The camp was dismantled in 1924. Although abandoned as a
quarry, the remains of the camp can still be found. However, the location is hazardous, and there have been several accidental
casualties when visitors venture onto the steep cliffs.

The Quarry

Now A State Park
-----After the First World War, the value of the area to the military was minimal. A 1925 act of Congress designated the property
be set aside as a state park.
-----The Maiden of Deception Pass story pole is located on Rosario Beach in the north section of the park. It depicts a story of
the Samish Indian Nation.

-----The park was popular with the growing communities of Anacortes and Oak Harbor, but had no facilities to encourage
recreational use other than hiking. The National Park Service created a park master plan in the early Thirties. This plan
envisioned a campground near Cranberry Lake, and a foot trail out to West Beach. East Cranberry would be the center of
activity, with swimming beaches, docks for strolling over the lake, a bathhouse for changing, and a large parking lot.
-----In the 1930’s, with the country in a deep economic depression, President Roosevelt established the Civilian Conservation
Corps(CCC) to help young men get back on their feet, giving them employable skills and a living wage for their families, and at
the same time building parks and growing forests for the future strength of the country.
-----There is an historical interpretive center at Bowman Bay. The building was originally constructed as a bathhouse, and was
renovated by Civilian Conservation Corps (CCC) alumni volunteers in 1987 to commemorate the legacy of the CCC in
Washington State Parks.
-----At Deception Pass, two camps were established, one at Cornet Bay and one at Rosario. Between the two camps, many of
the park’s features were built. Kitchen shelters, ranger residences, bridges, roadways, trails, restrooms, and the log railings
along the highway are some of the significant contributions the CCC gave to the park. Most of these features are still in active
use as they were intended, a testament to their durability and craftsmanship.
-----Development followed the master plan of the park. It was sensitive to the environment and heritage of the area, while
encouraging recreational uses that were appropriate for the locations. The area changed drastically with the opening of the
Deception Pass bridge in 1935. Access to Whidbey Island was now a direct highway route. The popularity of this new park
grew through the coming years, until it became the busiest single state park property in Washington.
-----The park expanded occasionally, with additions to the Cornet Bay area, the Ginnett Hill area, land around the Pass Lake in
the early 1990’s, the Hoypus Hill and Hoypus Point areas in the 1980’s, and the more recent additions of land north of
Bowman Bay in 2002, the Sunrise Resort in 2005, and other scattered locations. For a short time, Heart Lake was also a part
of Deception Pass State Park. This area was sold to the city of Anacortes in the late 1990’s, however, for management by the
local community, in agreement with the land use plans created by Washington State Parks and the general public.
-----Bowman Bay was home for a Washington State Department of Fisheries fish hatchery from the 1950’s to the early 1970’s.
The tanks were broken up when the hatchery was no longer cost effective, although the wharf and duplex residence still
remain.
-----In totality , the park now covers over 4000 acres, with land on nine different islands, including all of Skagit, Hope,
Deception, and Strawberry Islands.
-----Although the park is visited by over a million visitors a year, it still provides a quiet and peaceful hike or picnic in its more
remote and scenic locations. It is a marvelous place to visit.
(07-08)
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GRIFFIN BAY STATE PARK
Information: Griffin Bay State Park is a 15-acre marine park with 340
feet of shoreline. The park is part of the Cascadia Marine Trail and
reachable only by human- and wind-powered watercraft.

"Look for the Sign Ashore"

Access: Visitors arriving by motorized vessels are not allowed to camp
at the park, but may use the park for day use. No dock or buoys. The
park has two pit toilets, four primitive camp sites (two close to shore and
two 400 yards inland near the toilets, and trails. The site is on San Juan
Island, 0.4 mile S of Low Point, across from Halftide Rock (watch the
charts for this hazard). Look for the large Washington State Parks sign
on the shore.
Comments: Griffin Bay State Park is located in a beautiful bay beside
the American Camp, home for American troops during the Pig War.

GRIFFIN BAY STATE PARK
----- This is a small strip of public land land along the shore near American Camp, bordered on both sides by private property.
Click here or more information on the Pig War.
CCGriffin Bay, in the good ol' days, was the site of Old San Juan Town, a shanty town that grew up on the boundary of
American Camp. The saloon was the primary attraction in town. When the county of San Juan was established, the county
seat was placed in Friday Harbor. Now Griffin Bay is much quieter, remote from land traffic, and the saloon but an historic
memory.

A Small Strip of Beach, Fields, and Forest
CCToday the park is an area of open fields with shrubs and small trees that grades into an upland forest. It is a nice place for
birdwatching, with varying habitats from shore to forest. There is a short trail into the forest that ends at a fence marking
private property. No access is permitted beyond this point.

CCThere is no dock and no state park buoys. One can anchor, but the site is wind-exposed with the broad expanse of Griffin
Bay and the San Juan Channel. We would suggest day-use for those in motorized craft.
(07-08)
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HOPE ISLAND STATE PARK
Information: Hope Island State Park is a 106-acre marine
camping park in northern Skagit Bay, just to the east of
Deception Pass.
Access: This small, quiet island is reachable only by boat.
There are five buoys for moorage.
Comments: The park is covered with old-growth forests
and saltwater marshes. There is also a one-and-a-half miles
of beach. The park provides four unsheltered picnic tables for
day-use visitors and two miles of hiking trails. No fires are
permitted.
Picnic Table on Hope Island

-------Hope Island did not leave a good impression on us. Sadly, someone had dumped a pile of fine burt dead dungeness crabs
into one of the fire pits and the smell of rotting flesh filled the island. Watermelon rinds were scattered around amongst the
discarded paper scraps of the next picnic table. The trails were overgrown and unused.

--

--

--

The Resident Bald Eagle; A Rope Swing to Short to Use; A Grassy Patch

----The island, perhaps is too close to the docks at Cornet Bay. Users have not respected the natural beauty of the park. Also,
perhaps the rangers have been too occupied with the heavily-used Deception Pass State Park located nearby, to have time
to patrol and maintain the picnic sites and trails.
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JAMES ISLAND STATE PARK
Information: -This is a 113-acre marine camping and
moorage-park with --12, 335 feet of saltwater shoreline on
Rosario Strait. .
Access: -Only by boat. West Cove has a dock with a 44-foot
moorage --float . There are thirteen campsites, a picnic
shelter, and-1.5 miles of --walking --trails. To protect wildlife,
muck of the island is closed to public --access, except for
designated recreational areas and trails.The western --cove,
facing Decatur Island, has a dock and is more popular than
the --eastern sideThe float is removed from October through
March, to protect --it from winter storm damage. Five mooring
buoys remain year round.

At Home on James

-Comments:---The island, shaped like a dog bone,features a
beautiful --western view of the San Juan Islands from a high
bluff along the loop --trail.-This island is a great place to
observe the San Juans' prolific --wildlife. -------Our grandkids, cruising the San Juan Islands with us,
voted this State Marine Park as their favorite park.

JAMES ISLAND STATE PARK
Trails
Flowers

Flower Photos by Grandson Bryce

Critters
Deer and Raccoons (they can be a pain -- secure all food, even on boats on the dock)

(07/09)
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LIME KILN POINT STATE PARK
Information: Lime Kiln Point is a 36-acre day-use park set on the west
side of San Juan Island. The park is considered one of the best places
in the world to view whales from a land-based facility. Orca whales are
common in the waters off Lime Kiln. The park, which features a richly
diverse natural environment, also includes the remnants of a history of
human change. The shorelne is rocky and the uplands, wooded.
Access: There are no facilities for cruising boaters.
Comments: This is a day-use park only; no camping facilities.
-LIME

KILN POINT STATE PARK

----This park is located on a high rocky point. It is a popular whale-watching location. Minke whales, orcas, porpoises, seals,
sea lions and otters cruise the shoreline, as well as many boats whale-watching. The peak whale-watching season is May
through September, with June and July being the most likely months to see whales.

-

-

--

---- Interpretive programs and lighthouse tours are available during the summer months. The park is surrounded by
approximately 200 acres of county land that is open to the public. Whale-watching boats and guided kayak trips are available
on San Juan Island and operate off of Lime Kiln Point. Fishing is excellent off San Juan Island for bottom fish and salmon,
but is difficult from shore due to the presence of kelp beds.
HISTORY
-----In 1860, a lime producing operation began to operate in what is now part of the park. For 60 years, the area adjacent to

the park was quarried for limestone. Kilns were built to fire the limestone to produce lime. Buildings were built, roads were cut
and much of the island was logged to feed the fires of the kilns.

-----The U.S. Coast Guard operated the area adjacent to the lime operation as a lighthouse preserve. In 1919, the Lime Kiln
lighthouse and two adjacent lighthouse keepers' quarters were built. When electricity was run to the site in 1960, their was no
need to have lighthouse keepers on site. In 1984, the Coast Guard turned the area over to Washington State Parks and the
park was created. The Coast Guard still maintains the lighthouse as an active beacon for ships in the Haro Strait. The
building is used for orca whale research, interpretation and lighthouse tours. One of the lime kilns was acquired by State
Parks in 1996 and has been renovated and interpreted for the public.
(07-08)
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MATIA ISLAND STATE PARK
Information: Matia Island State Park is a 145-acre marine
park with C20,676 Cfeet of saltwater shoreline on the Strait of
Georgia. The iCsland is part of Cthe San Juan National
Wildlife Refuge. Under a Cmutual agreement Cbetween the
U.S. Fish and Wildlife Service Cand Washington State Parks,
Cfive acres at Rolfe Cove are Cavailable to boaters as a
marine park.

The Dock at Matia

Access: Access only by boat. It is located 2.5 miles north of
Orcas CIsland Cand 1.5 miles east of Sucia Island. The
closest launch Csites are in Blaine, CObstruction Pass on
Orcas Island, CSquallicum Harbor in Bellingham, and Cin
Anacortes. There are Ctwo buoys and one dock at Rolfe
Cove. The dock Cis 64 feet long Cand provides 128 feet of
moorage.
Comments: Open fires are not permitted on the island, even
in the Ccampground. Charcoal fuel may be used in the
barbecue grills in Cthe campground, but not wood. Gas
stoves may be used for Ccooking. A beautiful island, with
easy access, good walking trails, Cand marvelous old growth
forest.

MATIA ISLAND STATE PARK
C "What a gem!!" El exclaimed excitedly as we walked up the beach from our dinghy. "Wow." She was looking up at the
beautiful campsites surrounded by old growth forest.

C
The Beach at Rolfe Cove and the Old Growth

C The one mile loop trail through the old growth was truly awesome. Every politician (in fact, every one of us) should walk
through old growth periodically to know our real place in the world -- this is truly a lesson in humility.

C

C

C

CC There is a delightful cove for anchoring on the south side of the island, and several small coves to explore by kayak along
the western side.

C
C While exploring the western side of the island, check out the Interesting rocks, consisting of tilted beds of sandstone and
conglomerates, folded by the impact of colliding plates. There are also some beautiful sculptures in the rocks, formed by
wave cuts. The power of expanding gowing salt crystals is amazing. The alternate wet dry of tidal change deposits salt
crystals in the pores of the sandstones. The expanding crystals split out grains of sand and honeycomb the rocks into
shapes. Sea birds have taken advantage of the fissures and fractured ledges to build nests.

C

(07-08)

Top | Home

Home

About

Themes

Years

Locations

Gatherings

Links

Contact

STATE PARK GEMS
PATOS ISLAND STATE PARK
Information: Patos Island State Park is a 207-acre marine
park with 20,000 feet of saltwater shoreline. The island is
owned by the federal government and is administered by the
BLM.
Access: Accessable only by boat. The park is located five
miles northwest of Orcas Island. The nearest launch sites are
at Point Roberts Marina (13 miles north), Blaine Harbor (11
miles northeast), and Squallicum Harbor in Bellingham (24
miles east). There are two mooring buoys in Active Cove.
---- State Parks operates a small campground facility at
Active Cove near the west side of the island, maintains a 1.5
mile loop trail and has two offshore mooring bouys.
Alden Point Lighthouse

Comments: There are strong currents in Active Cove and the
anchorage is exposed to westerly winds from Georgia Strait.
Boats commonly drag anchor and may go aground; holding a
boat off the shore during conditions of high surf may be
dangerous.

PATOS ISLAND STATE PARK
----Archaeological sites indicate Native Americans used the island for thousands of years as a shellfish harvesting site.
Europeans first discovered the island during the late 1700s when the Spanish Elisa Expedition surveyed the area. The island
was named Patos Island which is Spanish for duck. Alcid sea birds, sometimes referred to as "ducks," are abundant in the
area. There is also a rock formation in the small east cove near Toe Pint is shaped like a duck's head, and this may also
account for the name.

-

-

Anchored in Active Cove; Crab Lunch Ashore with Friends; Walking the Trails

-

-

Enjoying Active Cove; the Little Things; and the Big View
----In the 1890s, a lighthouse station was established at Alden Point and the existing lighthouse was finished in 1918. The
lighthouse station was occupied and operated by Lighthouse Service and the U.S. Coast Guard staff and their families until
the late 1960s. Civilian employees then Washington State Parks staff lived and operated the site until it was finally automated
in the 1970s. Numerous buildings were contructed at the station over the years, but all facilities except the lighthouse have
been razed and burned by the Coast Guard and the Bureau of Land Management (BLM). The last remaining support building,
a 1950s duplex residence, was burned on Nov. 18, 2005. The BLM intends to re-establish native flora to the site.
(07-08)
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POSEY ISLAND STATE PARK
Information: Posey Island State Park is a small, one-acre marine park
with 1,000 feet of shoreline. It is located a quarter mile north of Pearl
Island, near Roche Harbor, San Juan Island. Posey Island is part of the
Cascadia Marine Trail. Both onshore campsites are for the exclusive use
of boaters arriving by human- or wind-powered watercraft. There is a
sixteen-person limit for overnighters.

A Little Place, but a Welcome Home

Access: Boating access only. The closest access is at Roche Harbor
Resort on San Juan Island, a half-mile south.
Comments: Day use only for motorized boaters. may use the island for
day us

POSEY ISLAND STATE PARK

------Posey Island is an intimate little island -- about the size of this writeup. A perfect place for folks who wish to kayak out
from Roche harbor and spend a night camped on their 'own island. The sunset views from the island are legendary. It also
makes a nice spot for a picnic ashore for motorized boaters.
-----The island is not named for its abundance of flowers, although old timers in Roche Harbor say they used to walk across
the sand bar, on the north side of the island, from the mainland to pick lillies.
(07-08)
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SADDLEBAG ISLAND STATE PARK
Information: Primitive camping, picnicking, saltwater
fishing, hiking and crabbing. Wildflowers in bloom April
through June.
Access: Two miles northeast of Anacortes. The park is 23.7
acres, including adjacent Dot Rock, with 6,750 feet saltwater
waterfront. The park has one vault toilet, one mile of trail, five
regular campsites and one water trail site each having a table
and campfire ring.
Comments: This park is often used by boaters on outings
from Anacortes.

SADDLEBAG ISLAND STATE PARK
Some History
-----This park was acquired in one parcel in 1974 from Diane Gibbons for a total cost of $192,000. The island was originally
identified as one of the "Porpoise Rocks" by the Wilkes Expedition in 1841. The U.S. Coast and Geodetic Survey shows the
present name possibly derived from the shape of the island.
The Park Today
----- This is a great little island for an island getaway. Close to Anacortes and all its amenities, and with a perfect cove on the
north side for anchoring or tying to a park buoy, it is a little treasure. Here are a few residents partaking in their favorite forms
of relaxing:

-

-

Rowing the Dink; Reading in the Cockpit; Paddling the Kayak
----- A summer picnic, with all the family, is a wonderful way to pass a summer afternoon. Maybe have some crab traps out
and boil up the catch.

-The Picnic Site in the Park; Dad Cleaning out the Crab Boil

With Mt. Baker Behind
(07-08)
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SKAGIT ISLAND STATE PARK
Information: Skagit Island State Park is a 24-acre marine
camping park in Skagit Bay. The island is forested with
occasional meadows, rock outcroppings, attractive beaches
and a land trail.
Access: Accessable only by boat. It is one mile east of
Hoypus Point, and approximately 1.5 miles east of Cornet
Bay, Deception Pass State Park. The park has one buoy
available.
Comments: Give it a miss.

The One Mooring Buoy at Skagit Island State Park

SKAGIT ISLAND STATE PARK
CCAccess ashore is difficult, since the island edge is rock near the mooring buoys. There is little that is unique on the island
to attract a visit ashore and we would not recommend a cruiser going out of the way to visit this park. Deception Pass State
Park, nearby, is much more interesting and worthy of a visit.

Sitting on the Island end of Skagit
(07-08)
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SPENCER SPIT STATE PARK
---Information: Spencer Spit State Park is a 138-acre camping park
situated on the eastern flank of Lopez Island. The park is named for the
sand spit, that encloses a saltchuck lagoon.
---Access: About four miles from the Ferry Terminal on Lopez Island.The
park provides two kitchen shelters, each including four picnic tables, a
barbecue grill and fire pit. There are five unsheltered picnic tables.
Water is available nearby. On the beach site (a part of the Cascadia
Marine Trail), there are six picnic tables with fire pits located on the spit.
There are 12 mooring buoys for the convenience of motorized vessels.
Sunset at the Spit

---Comments: The park has a reputation for excellent crabbing,
clamming and "car-top boating." This is one of the few state parks in the
San Juan Islands that is accessible by automobile. There are two miles
of hiking trails.

SPENCER SPIT STATE PARK
HISTORY
-----In the past,as Native American tribes migrated up and down the coast, they stopped at Spencer Spit to clam, crab and
fish. No permanent Native American sites have been found here yet. Native activity continued until 1946.
-----Spencer Spit was homesteaded in the late 1800s by a family named Troxell. It was eventually sold to the Spencers who
lived on the property for 50 years. State Parks bought the property in 1967.
TODAY
-----There are excellent anchorages to the north and south of the sand spit. One can dinghy ashore for walks and
birdwatching along the beach areas.

Heading Ashore at Spencer Spit

-----I
Native Americans (a.k.a. Pat) Still Catch Crabs at the Spit
-----Because there is auto access, some (including our grandkids) don't think this is a good site for sleeping ashore, and they
find the park somewhat overused.

Sundown
(07-08)
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STUART ISLAND STATE PARK
Information:A pleasant glide on a flood tide takes you in the long throat
of Stuart Island to the western most campground on the Cascadia
Marine Trail. Time your arrival and departure to the tides to avoid a long
haul to the campsite. And be sure to allow time for game spotting as you
pass Spieden Island, once an African game farm. Landing on Spieden is
prohibited.
Access:Stuart Island is 4 mi NW of San Juan Island. Campsite lies 1.5
mi NW from the opening of Reid Harbor. Reid Harbor has a marsh at its
head close to the campsite.
Comments:
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TURN ISLAND STATE PARK
Information: Turn Island State Park is a 35-acre marine park with 16,000
feet of shoreline. The island is part of the San Juan National Wildlife
Refuge.
Access: The park is accessible only by boat. The park is located
1.75 miles southeast of Friday Harbor in San Juan County . The
closest access point is Jackson Beach on San Juan Island. The
closest "mainland" access is Washington Park in Anacortes.

Enjoying the Summer Afternoon

Comments: The main area to access the island is on the cove on the
northwest harbor, near the mooring buoys. The cove to the west has a
reef that extends out from the small island. It is not recommended to
land there.

TURN ISLAND STATE PARK
CC"Do you suppose the map makers made a mistake?" El mused looking at the chart. "Seems it should be called Tern
Island, after the beautiful small white 'swallow' of a gull that we have so enjoyed watching."
CCI checked various charts, and they all showed the name Turn for the small island on the horizon. So then I did some
reading. "Yep, there was a mistake," I said. "The Wilkes Expedition, back in 1841, thought this was a point of land. He even
named it Point Salsbury."

"Point Salsbury off the starboard bow, sir ... err ... Make that Turn Island, sir"
CC"Sure looks like an island from this perspective, doesn't it?"
CC"Yep. But after months at sea, I suppose sailors who saw mermaids could mistake an island for a point."
CC"Let's check it out," El said. "We need to go ashore, stretch our legs, and enjoy the wrestle with the dinghy."
CCAnd so we did ... well, we didn't enjoy the dinghy tussle, but that's just part of the day. We discovered that it is not only an

island, but a delightful place to come ashore. There are delightful camping places and beautiful well-groomed trails.

CCAnd, Obviously, There is lots of Wildlife, Some Sit on the Sign
CCWe had come upon another of the gems in the State Park System, and we sure recommend it for others cruising in the
Friday Harbor area. Here are some of the delights ashore:

C

C

A Great Wildlife Area, Fine Trails, and Campsites at the Beach

C

Watching the World Go By, From the Grassy Point
CCThe only drawback to a visit to Turn Island, that we could find, is the strong currents around the island that make
anchoring overnight somewhat risky. There are three park buoys to use and then take the dinghy to shore. Or, drop off the
kids with the dinghy, let them camp on 'their' island, and then the 'grownups' head off to Friday Harbor (only a few miles
away) to do "there thing."

Swinging "On the Ball"
(07-08)
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MARINE STATE PARK GEMS
UPRIGHT CHANNEL STATE PARK
Information: Upright Channel is a 20-acre day-use park. The
park -features walking trails, a picnic and beach area. Easy -------------access from land, to tidelands makes for
an-enjoyable day ---------clamming on the beach for those
who come by auto. -Visitors-can enjoy watching the many
ferries plying Upright -Channel en route to Friday Harbor.
Access: The park is not designed for access from the water.
-There are no docks or mooring buoys. No overnight
-camping-is -available at this park. Three acres of picnic-and
beach area, six -picnic tables, two steel fire pits and a vault
toilet. Moorage is -available by anchor only.
Comments: Upright Channel is located about one-quarter
mile -----east of Flat Point on Lopez Island in San Juan
County.

UPRIGHT CHANNEL STATE PARK
-----This small land-accessible park offers little for boaters, who must anchor and dinghy ashore. We suggest giving it a miss.
(07-08)
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YELLOWSTONE ASHORE
CIf you choose to cruise Lake Yellowstone, you are located in the
middle of the best known National Park in the US. The opportunities to
also see and enjoy the features of the park ashore beckon and are
rewarding. You truly will be living in the best of both worlds -- afloat and
ashore.

Brunch Ashore

LAKE YELLOWSTONE
CBRIDGE BAY MARINA

C

CLife has its transitions -- sometimes abrupt and sometimes gentle. Bridge Bay Marina allows a gentle change from life
ashore to life afloat. The slips come with electricity and water, and a small store and friendly rangers are nearby. It is a
marvelous 'home' between days on the lake and days ashore, and at a reasonable expense.
CThis marina is the most popular access area for motorized boats and is literally steps from the Bridge Bay Campground on
the lake’s northwest side. The marina has an excellent multilane launch ramp, gas dock, fish cleaning station, and has
mechanics available to provide boat repairs. An area in the parking lot is set aside for short-term boat trailer parking. It only
lacks showers, that are available a few miles away at Fishing Bridge Campground. Auto mechanics are also found at Fishing
Bridge, and were used by one of our friends at the C-Dory Yellowstone Gathering.
LAKE HOTEL
COne of the distinctive features of the lake, and seen from many locations, is the easily recognized bright-yellow Lake Hotel,
which opened for guests in 1891 and predates the Old Faithful Inn. There is a tour of the hotel, or if you wish, just wander the
hotel. There is a marvelous lounge overlooking the lake, a gift shop, a bar and an excellent (but somewhat pricey) restaurant.

C

C
The Lake Hotel
LAKE LODGE
CIn the early years of visitation of Yellowstone, only the wealthy could afford the 'hotel tour.' The less affluent hired local
guides and camped out. In 1870, a Bozeman, MT school teacher William Wallace Wylie gave his first tour of Yellowstone in
this way. He so enjoyed it that he decided to make accomodating tourists his career. In 1893, Wylie was given a license to
operate camps around the park -- these were tents, with a bright colorful candy-striped appearance, with wooden bases and
one large tent for dining.
CHis Wylie Permanent Camping Company did a great business catering to the less affluent or more adventurous. In 1916, all
the camping companies merged into one, resulting in the Yellowstone Park Camping Company. Bozeman architect Fred
Willson designed a charming log structure for the dining area and lobby of the camp. Additions were made to the structure
and by 1926 the building we see today was completed. The tent-cabins were then modified into hard-sided structures and
over 250 surrounded the Lodge. Today, 186 modernized cabins remain. This Lodge is our personal favorite place to relax,
dine, and rock on the porch watching bison graze on the lakeshore before the panorama of Lake Yellowstone and the
Absaroka Range.

C

C

COYOTE
C"Long ago, there were no rivers in this country. Coyote, who had the reputation of always sticking his nose in other people's
everything, came walking north along the trail from the Tetons into Yellowstone country. There he found a camp and an old
woman who had a huge basket filled with water and fish. The woman admonished him to leave the basket alone. But coyote
could not sit still, and as he nosed around he stepped on the basket, spilling its contents. The water and fish poured out of
what we now call Yellowstone Lake and ran in two directions, forming the Snake River to the south and the Yellowstone River
to the north.Even though coyote ran ahead of the waters and tried to stop their flow by building rock dams, the waterwas too
powerful. The waters poured over each dam, leaving behind the many falls of the Snake River and the upper and lower falls
of the Yellowstone River. The big fish, the salmon and the sturgeon, were carried all the way to the Pacific Ocean while the
smaller fish, the native trout of Yellowstone country, stayed in and near the mountains." - Account told by the Dixeys,
Shoshone-Bannock Tribes
GRAND CANYON OF THE YELLOWSTONE

C

C

C
Upper Falls; The Canyon; Lower Falls
MUD VOLCANO AREA

C

CExplorers, in 1870, stood in awe before the Mud Volcano as it blasted mud into the treetops, shaking the ground with every
eruption. Two years later it was merely a bubbling hot pool of mud -- the pressure was released in those blasts and it had
blown itself almost into extinction.

The Dragon's Mouth Spring
C"Long ago, Daw-Kee, or God, summoned all the tribes together to a desolate, barren land to perform a dangerous task. He
told them that the surrounding countryside would be given as a homeland to whichever tribe provided a volunteer who would
jump into the Dragon's Mouth. Only a young Kiowa man stepped forward and plunged himself into the boiling surging
cauldron. Becoming disoriented from the searing heat and being battered against its walls, the young man stopped struggling
and relaxed, resigned himself to death. Instead his body floated to the surface of the cauldron where his fellow tribespeople
lifted him into a landscape now transformed into a beautiful and abundant homeland for the Kiowas. The Kiowas believe that
by the young mans act of faith, they hold the place closest to Daw-Kee's heart." - Told by S.T. to Sherman Chaddlesone, a
Kiowa tribal member.
CMany of the thermal features in Yellowstone stink - like rotten eggs! Hydrogen sulfide gas is the source of the odor and rises
from deep in the mantle. A whole host of microorganisms, the thermophiles (heat-lovers), 'eat' this gas and use it as an
energy source. Their life processes turn the gas into sulfuric acid. This acidic water then chemically reacts with the
surrounding rock, dissolving many chemicals and breaking down the solid rock into small particles that then comprise mud.
Some of the yellow color seen around the pools is sulfur; some is rusted iron in the mud; some are 'forests' of thermophiles.
Iron and sulfur, mixing, creates iron sulfides that reveal themselves as black or gray swirls in the mud.
MAMMOTH HOT SPRINGS

C

C

CBillions of thermophiles of many varieties thrive in these hot springs, giving a variety of color to the travertine (limestone)
beds. Some live on the sulfur and some photosynthesize their food from sunlight. Each has its preference of temperature, of
sun or shade, of sulfur or pure water, or of still pools or swirling rapids. Together they comprise a forest as rich and diverse
as that found in the basin of the Amazon River.

One of the Many Varieties of Thermophiles
CScientists studies these thermophiles to understand the possibility of life on other planets or the early life forms on Earth
billions of years ago.

C
HOT SPRINGS AND GEYSERS
CThere are many thermal areas, throughout Yellowstone. Entire books are dedicated to the Yellowstone Experience.Our
purpose here is not to describe each, but to show some photos to illustrate the great variety of experiences one can share in
this magical place.

C
OLD FAITHFUL

C

C

CThis, most famous of geysers, draws a crowd for every daytime eruption. The eruption lasts for anywhere between a minute
and a half and five minutes. It averages ninety minutes between eruptions, and the time has been lengthening due to
earthquake changes in its plumbing. The height of the column of hot water varies from one hundred six feet to over one
hundred eighty, with an average of about 130 feet. It erupts between 3.700 to 8,400 gallons of 204F degrees temperature.
C It is termed a cone eruption, a narrow column of water blasting from a narrow orifice. Fountain geysers erupt in a broad
column and in several directions.
CWhile visiting Old Faithful, be sure to visit the Inn -- the architecture and ambience is magnificent. My first visit was as a fiveyear-old and I still vividly remember our stay.

C
CANYON VISITOR EDUCATION CENTER
CThis is the newest and most complete visitor center in the Park. The Yellowstone Volcano observatory is here and there is
an excellent visitor center. This is a 'must' stop, particularly for the younger family members.

C
WILDLIFE
Bears
CBears are often seen in the park, usually at a distance, although while staying at the marina grizzly bears, on several
occasions, 'cruised through' the nearby campground. There are two species of bears in the Park -Grizzly and Black. They can
be distinguished by the fact that Griz have a large shoulder hump, a short dished face profile, and short rounded
ears.Blackies have no shoulder hump, a straight face, and tall ears.EARS - Black Bear tracks - a line drawn under the big toe
across the top of the pad runs through the top half of the little toe and through or below the bottom half of little toes on grizzly
tracks.

Black Bear Track

C
Griz, 'Big Daddy' in the Painting and 'Mama' in the Photo

C

C
Blackies
Bison

C
CIt has been determined that some of the bison in the park have the bovine disease, brucellosis, that causes disruption in
birthing. The disease could perhaps be spread to cattle, so local ranchers are concerned about bison leaving the confines of
the Park where they might intermingle and infect cattle. The Park Service has a vaccination program to help control the
disease. The state allows a bison hunt on public lands adjacent to the Park to control the numbers of bison that leave the
Park. Both the Nez Perce and Confederated Salish-Kootenai people have a treaty right to hunt bison outside the Park.
Management plans continue to evolve.
Wolves

C

C

CWolves, extinct in the Park, were reestablished in 1995. By January, 2008, there were 11 identified packs with 171
individuals. There are thought to be 500 wolves in the Greater Yellowstone ecosystem. In the winter, wolves largely prey on
Elk and smaller mammals. In summer, deer and bison are sometimes killed and eaten. A wolf stomach contains about 20
pounds of meat, so a pack can soon decimate a carcass. Within two minutes of killing prey, ravens are usually on the kill
looking for tidbits and remnants. An adult grizzly bear will often run a pack off their kill. Wolves are no longer on the
Endangered Species list.
Coyotes

CThese little fellows are everywhere, and, along with the Ravens, are perfect scavengers - keeping the Park neat and tidy.
We love to hear them at night.
Mountain Lion

Yikes!
Pronghorn

Mule Deer

C

C

C

Photos and Painting
Little Fellas

C

C
The Swallows Nesting and in Migrating Hordes

Our Friend, Whiskey Jack, The Gray Jay
FISH

Native Cutthroat Trout

Exotic Lake Trout
CTA controversy surrounds the arrival method of exotic Lake Trout into Lake Yellowstone. Originall the lake was only home to
Cutthroat Trout. The Park Service is attempting to remove the Lake Trout today, but it seems to us to be a hopeless task (and
very expensive of our public money).
BACKCOUNTRY PERMITS
CTThere are many hiking trails in Yellowstone and one for just about everyone. Overnight camping in the backcountry
requires a permit from rangers.
HISTORY

C
E. C. Waters on Lake Yellowstone (Then) and (Now)
MOUNTAINS

C
What an incredible place!
(08-08)
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YELLOWSTONE GATHERING
Launch: Bridge Bay Marina, at the north end of the lake.
Nearby campsites: Camp at Bridge Bay campground.
Comments: The Weekend of July 21-25, 2008 an enthusiastic group of
6 C-Dorys gathered at Bridge Bay Marina for some good times.COne of
the pleasures of cruising on a C-Dory is the companionship shared with
other owners. The gang that gathered at Yellowstone was a congenial,
knowledgeable group both on and off the water. It was a memorable
experience for all.

Eagle Bay

The Participants

C
Roger, MaryJo, El, Karen, SteveCCCCCJolee, John, Jay, Karen, Steve, El, Edna

C

Hunky Dory, Far West II, Sea Spray, Voyager (Photo by Halcyon); Steve, Karen, Bill, MaryJo, Roger

Cruising
CWe cruised the lake checking out the geology and thermal features, and the hot spots ashore.

C
On the Lake; West Thumb Thermal Area

C
Ashore on Southeast Arm

Permission to Board? Pun Intended!

C
On the Nation's Second Highest Navigable Lake

C
Ashore At Eagle Bay

C
At Grants; Jay and Bill

C

Enjoying Land Excursions
CWe saw griz, wolves, bison, coyotes, and many of the thermal and scenic features of this marvelous park.

C
EEl, Checking the Birds; The Crew Looking at Wolves

C
Talking 'rocks'; And That's a Lot of Bull

C

C
Bill, in the Canyon; And Wily Coyote Scoping The Scene

Christmas in August
CThere is a special 'Holiday' in the park, and the C-Dorys were a part of it. Wasn't easy to find Christmas lights but folks were
generous in sharing.

CC

C

C

C

And the C-Dorys Were There - Merry Christmas

C
Christmas Temperatures; But Flowers on the Dock and in the Hearts

Frost on the Deck - And Bare Feet! - Yep! The Montana Man

Good Times

C
Meeting the Locals

C

C
El in Wolf Clothing - Beware! Got Her!

CThis was a special gathering in a special place. Ashore and afloat with good boats and great friends -- many fine memories
for us all.

C(08-08)
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YELLOWSTONE NATIONAL PARK
THE MICROWORLD
CYellowstone is world-renowned for its thermal features and wildlife (see
Yellowstone Ashore). However, the bison, bears, wolves, deer, and
lodgepole pines that we all appreciate and photograph are only a small
fraction of the total biology of the park.
CThe most abundant species, and among the most economically
important to us, live in the boiling springs and geysers of the park. The
individuals of these species are invisible to our naked eyes - only their
abundance allows us to see their colonies as they color the thermal
waters.
Home, For the Hyperthermophiles

LIFE IN A BOILING WORLD
Background Biology
CRemember the childhood game of "Animal, vegetable, or mineral?" Well, the world has changed. These three categories are
no longer a logical way to divide what we see around us. You think in Yellowstone that you can pigeonhole your observations
of biology into plants or animals? You are dating yourself. In the past few decades, microbiological studies have redefined the
'tree of life.' Now, you play the game of bacteria, archaea, eukarya, or mineral? Eh?
CIn the 1970's (see how far out of date you are?), Dr. Carl Woese proposed a new 'tree of life,' based on microbiological
studies. Analysis of the genetic material, called ribosomal RNA, revealed the existence of a major new group of microbes, the
Archaea. This group contains many species formerly classified as bacteria.

The Tree of Life

A More Detailed View

- from Yellowstone Resources and Issues, 2008

CHow does this relate to Yellowstone? Well, the red line in the new 'trees' above connects organisms called
hyperthermophiles (hyper - extreme; thermo - heat; phile - lover). These critters live in an environment where temperatures
are above 176 degrees F. And water boils at Yellowstone's elevation at 198 degrees! Some thrive in temperatures, up to 239
degrees F. How can they live at such elevated temperatures? Well, the very fact that we ask such a question reflects our
adaptation to a temperature range significantly lower. Consequently such high temperatures seem impossible for life. In fact,
many life forms would 'freeze' in our 70 degree thermostat-controlled living room, and much prefer (in fact could only live) in
our hot water heater. Early times on Earth were excessively hot for us, and we could not have survived. Then the
hyperthermophiles ruled! Now, with a 'cold' earth, we (and other life forms familiar to us) have evolved and thrive.The hypers
find refuge only in scattered hot springs.
CSince geologists have evidence that the early times on Earth were very hot, these organisms are considered the only forms
of life that could have survived those hyperthermo times, and hence are probably the earliest life forms on Earth. All later life
evolved from them, according to the current hypotheses on early life on Earth. And Yellowstone has more hot springs
bubbling to the surface than any other area on Earth. So here you are, looking at bison and bears, and some of the your
ancestors with the longest genealogy and the most active biological research surround you by the billions. And most folks
ignore them, and until this month in Yellowstone, so did we!
CAnd it's no wonder they have been overlooked, even by biologists, until recently. These critters are so small that 500 of
them, placed end to end, would be about the size of this period . The hot springs and geysers of Yellowstone are well-known
and as a visitor we expect to see them - but the vibrant colors of many of the boiling pools surprise (and fascinate) many and the life within fascinate microbiologists - and us.

C
CA geologist, Walter H. Weed, was the first to recognize that the colors of Yellowstone's hot springs were microbial. He wrote,
in 1889, "There is good reason to believe that the existence of algae of other colors, particularly the pink, yellow and red
forms so common in the Yellowstone waters, have been overlooked or mistaken for deposits of purely mineral matter ... the
red and yellor tinges of the algae combine with the weird whiteness of the sinter and the varied blue and green of the hot
water to form a scene that is, without doubt, one of the most beautiful as well as one of the strangest sights in the world."
CThermophiles have not only been overlooked in Yellowstone's hot springs but also in volcanoes, deserts and man-made

thermal environments throughout the world. Some are found in power plants and may even thrive in your hot water heater!
CEvery hot spring in Yellowstone is a unique environment. They differ from each other in their chemistry, temperature, and
rates of flow. Each may be home to a different community of vividly-colored microorganisms. For instance, the springs at
Norris and Mud Volcano are acidic water, altered by sulfuric acid derived from sulfur-rich gases that have their origin deep in
the earth. Some spring water will blister your skin from an acidity greater than that of your car battery! This is home for the
group known as thermoacidophiles - fellers who have two environmental barriers for most life - heat and acidity - but these
organisms thrive in these hellish springs, and probably are descendants, little changed, from the earliest life on earth when
most of our planet's surface was boiling hot and highly acidic. Their relations may occupy other planets throughout the solar
system! Some algae can even grow in a pH 100 times more acidic than vinegar.

C
Acidic Mud Pot - A Potful of Thermoacidophiles
COthers, such as those just north of Old Faithful, including the Upper, Midway, and Lower Geyser Basins, are neutral or
slightly alkaline (perhaps about the same as the cookie dough in your mixing bowl). The microbiology of these 'groups' of hot
springs is radically different. Because the environment of early Earth was very hot and mostly highly acidic, the microbiota of
the Norris and Mud Volcano (the thermoacidophiles) are probably derived from, and very similar to, the very earliest life forms
on our planet. So when you smell those rotten eggs near Yellowstone's hot springs, it is a reminder that you are near the
homewaters of what are probably your most ancient ancestors!

Alkaline Spring - Doesn't Look Like My Cookie Dough!

Some Details
More about the 'New Biology'
Bacteria
CA little more about the 'tree of life' above. We are familiar with the name bacteria. They are single-celled microorganisms,
without nuclei. They differ from each other in shape, ability to move, and metabolism. We all have tales that relate to
experiences with the most nasty bacteria, those that cause human disease, but most are quite benign or even useful for us.
They are found in most of Yellowstone's hot springs.

Home, For Bacteria
CSome chemosynthesize, thriving on sulfur or hydrogen for their energy source. They don't need air or sunlight to live (some
thrive deep in the ocean's abyss, surrounded by perpetual cold blackness, clinging to ocean floor hot spring mounds) and
others have been found in cores from wells thousands of feet below land surface). Their by-products are often useful for other
organisms, both thermophiles and critters living in cooler temperatures . All the cyanobacteria (mostly blue critters) and green
non-sulfur bacteria, photosynthesize, using sunlight to draw energy for their lives. Some both chemosynthesize and
photosynthesize. Cyanobacteria release oxygen as a 'waste' - they were the first photsynthesizers (over 3 billion years ago),
and created the atmosphere we know today. Without them, we would not be writing and reading this. In Yellowstone's hot
springs, some bacteria, normally sheres or rod-shaped, join together into long filaments or strands. These group together into
mats - a whole 'forest' of microcritters happily sharing a community. They sometimes bind sand into their 'town' or build towers
and spires.

C

C

Forests of Life - Mats and Sprires of Microcritters
Archaea
CThe archaea are also single-celled microorganisms without nuclei, but their membranes differ from other life forms - they
were formerly classified with bacteria but are now known to be uniquely different. They can survive the highest temperatures,
and are often indicated by the white color band of very hot water, surrounded by stripes of orange, yellow, red, and brown.

C
'Stripes' and a Swimming Hole for Archaea
Eukarya
CEukarya are single or multicelled organisms with a distinct membrane-bound nucleus. Some are microscopic and others are
huge.

Cyanidium - Eukaryotic Alga That Grows in Acid Water
CWe, the bisons and bears, and the lodgepole pines are all multicellular creatures, all eukarya and related to each other.
Most familiar life around us are Eukarya, but the most abundant of all, the microfolks, are often overlooked.

C
Not to be Overlooked! Mama Griz with Two Cubs Behind Her; And the Other Eukarya Watching Them

MATS
CHot springs are a rainbow of colors - in this case reds, browns, and yellow. The eye fixes on the color and the left side of
the brain finds joy and appreciation in the artistic blending of color in nature's palette. But, now for the right side? Why?

C
Colorful Beauty, But Why?
CThese are mats, whole colonies, entire forests of microorganisms in stratified layers. The top layers are composed of
microbes that photosynthesize, using the energy of the sun for growth.They take the sun's energy and convert it into food for
themselves and the colony. They also make a slimey glue-like material that binds the colony into a mat.

Synechcoccus, Top Dweller of the Mat
CDeeper layers of organisms use the chemical by-products of the surface photosynthsizers for their food. They do the vital
decomposing and recycle nutrients back to the surface microbes. On a micro scale, this ecosystem is similar to that of the
better-known tropical rain forest, or, for that matter, the forest out your back door. The canopy trees photosynthesize and drop
their waste products to the forest floor or release them to the atmosphere. The bottom dwellers decompose and recycle the
nutrients required by the canopy trees. Here, however, it all takes place in less than a few inches.

Chloroflexus, Bottom Layer Resident

C
Top View of the Mat

GRAND PRISMATIC SPRING

C
Aerial View and on the Ground - Blue is Refracted Skylight; Orange is from Hyperthermal Folks

C

C

C
CThe colors above are the sum total of billions of filaments and sausage-shaped cells of a thermophilic cyanobacteria and an
understory of archaea microbes and bacteria. The colors also relate to the seasons or amount of sunlight. The chlorophyll
produced at the top of the mat is green, but is masked by carotenoid pigments of orange, yellow or red, produced by the
understory. (Carotenoids are related to vitamin A and are why Flamingos are bright pink! - they eat food rich in carotenoids so
vary in color depending on their diet!)
CIn Yellowstone's hot springs, summer is the time for the carotenoids since they protect the surface organisms from the bright
sunlight. Consequently, summer colors are usually brilliant. In winter, or after a string of cloudy dark days in summer,
chlorophyll dominates and the mats are darker.

C

Here's What They Look Like - Up Close and Personal; Phormidium and Synechococcus (left); Calathrix right

C

CEarly in this discussion we commented about the economic importance of these microcritters living in Yellowstone's hot
springs. Economic? Yep, one type of bacterium is the basis of a multimillion dollar medical and biotechnical industry. Copying
and amplify DNA requires an enzyme necessary to sustain a chain reaction at very high temperature. A hyperthermopile,
originally discovered in a Yellowstone hot spring, supplies the enzme and thrives at the high temperature. A single molecule
of DNA replicates into millions, thanks to the hyper. This process is essential in medical diagnosis and forensic research.

C
Thermus aquaticus, the Hyperthermophile That Saves Human Lives

C

C

So, here they are. In a photomicrograph and as you see them at Mammoth Hot Springs. For us, an entirely new appreciation
of the wonders of Yellowstone National Park.
(09-08
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GRAND SLAM
Yellowstone Lake, Jackson Lake, Flaming Gorge,
Lake Powell
CWhat could be better than a cruise with friends through some of the
most beautiful scenery of the American West? Certainly it would be near
the top of our list. So, we suggested this idea and here is a brief photo
essay of the result.

Snowstorm on Roger in Yellowstone

CThe summer of '08 for us was a fine cruising time: July in the San
Juans, accompanied for part of the time with a son and two grandsons.
Then August on Lake Yellowstone with a visit from two granddaughters.
Toward the end of the month, there was a Gathering with C-Dory
friends.

YELLOWSTONE LAKE
CWe wrote up a tale for the Yellowstone Gathering. What a great time for all. Here are a few more pictures that catch the
flavor of the Gathering.

C

C

JACKSON LAKE
CHere we had the backdrop of the Grand Tetons for a few days of cruising and anchoring beneath the peaks. There is a tale
of the Tetons.

C

FLAMING GORGE
CThere were four boats on Flaming Gorge Reservoir. It was a short but beautiful cruise.

C

C
The Canyon; Antelope at Dawn

LAKE POWELL
CtThe final destination of the Grand Slam Tour was Lake Powell. This part of the Grand Slam is written up as Lake Powell
Gathering '08. Here are a few pictures to give a flavor of Powell.

t

t
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TETONS
CLaunch: Colter Bay Marina. Can park a truck/trailer for three days at a
time.The loading dock is offset from the ramp; a pain in windy weather.
The slips have no electricity or water.
CNearby campsites: Colter Bay has an excellent campground, including
hookups for RV's if you wish.
CComments: Without a doubt, one of the most scenic spots in North
America, and you can visit the Park on your boat!

CJACKSON

LAKE

INTRODUCTION
-----Humans have an extraordinary feeling of superiority. Perhaps that is natural, since we have the highest level of
intelligence (as we define it) of all the animals on Earth. We like to refer to other critters as the 'lower' animals. We enjoy
sitting at the lofty top of the (self-created and self-defined) pyramid of life. Most of us in North America live in cities, insulated
from the 'hardships' of the natural world - and we consider ourselves fortunate to have this protective 'cushion' of civilization
surrounding us.
------If you are content with this wonderful creation of security we have made, so be it. But, it is an illusion. Let me explain.
------Scientists have a natural aversion to laws. Laws are strict and virtually unchangeable. They are what is. That will ruffle
the dander of any true scientist. We are trained to doubt - to disbelieve. We simply do not accept - that is our training, and for
most it is our fundamental nature. I've known some scientists who have been able to draw a distinction between their personal
and professional lives - but very few. It is deeply ingrained into us to doubt - to challenge - to disbelieve. We require testing of
every idea; repetition of 'the facts' before we 'accept' an idea - and, the best scientists, still retain a skeptical attitude. For any
given situation, we create and carry in our heads what we fondly call "multiple working hypotheses." Or, translated simply,
many different constructs we consider possible to explain an object or an idea (see Flaming Rocks for more on this subject).
------As hesitant as scientists are to accept a 'law,' physicists speak of three fundatmental Laws of Thermodynamics. Note,
they even capitalize these Laws. Most will accept these as the basis of virtually all their observations and, at least the
physicists I have known, will constantly return to these Laws to underline their observations of the world around them. Let's
think of them, in a simplified 'translation' so we can apply them (perhaps, if we wish) to our lives.
------The First Law states, "everything tends towards disorder." Any of us with teenage kids in our experience recognize the
verity of this law. But, think of it more widely - like the new car you bought five years ago; or that neat latest-model computer
that's now three years old; or your own body (a friend says aging is simply "crumble, crumble" and she's right). So these
cities, highways, supermarkets, etc. we surround ourselves with and that develop a sense of security for us and our lives will,
according to the First Law of Thermodynamics, inevitably crumble. Shelley described this beautifully in Ozymandias:
I met a traveller from an antique land
Who said: "Two vast and trunkless legs of stone
Stand in the desert. Near them on the sand,
Half sunk, a shattered visage lies, whose frown
And wrinkled lip and sneer of cold command

Tell that its sculptor well those passions read
Which yet survive, stamped on these lifeless things,
The hand that mocked them and the heart that fed.
And on the pedestal these words appear:
`My name is Ozymandias, King of Kings:
Look on my works, ye mighty, and despair!'
Nothing beside remains. Round the decay
Of that colossal wreck, boundless and bare,
The lone and level sands stretch far away.
- Percy Bysshe Shelley

------The Second Law is a little discouraging: "the more we try to order things, the more chaos we create around us." So, we
build a nice orderly city - and create a mess around the periphery. The teenager cleans up his/her room, but don't look in the
closet. So the illusion of order and security we build for humankind creates a mess around the outside. This is what folks who
are concerned about global warming, or chemical waste, or dying oceans are trying to tell us - "There are nasty
consequences" they constantly remind us. And we should understand, that this is predicted by the Second Law.
------The Third Law is even more disheartening: "you can't do anything to prevent the First and Second laws, no matter how
hard you try - that's the nature of things." So, go ahead, get upset over that teenager's room. It is inevitable that it will tend
toward being a mess. The more he/she cleans it up, the bigger the mess around it. And there's nothing you (or your teenager)
can do about it - thats the 'nature of things.'
------So, what does this have to do with Jackson Lake? We think, everything. Our seemingly orderly 'normal' lives, usually in a
town or city, with a seemingly orderly house full of orderly things to make our lives easier, are not really so orderly. Our jobs,
children, parents, friends, health, finances ... you name it ... are tending toward disorder, creating chaos around the periphery,
and there's nothing we can do about it. So, accept it and live with it - don't struggle desperately to try to do any more than
adjust your lives and accept these Laws of Physics. And the Tetons? Well, the mountains and the rocks comprising them, are
physical things and they also follow those Laws - BUT - they operate on a diffferent time scale than we do. Our total personal
experience might be four score and ten. For us, it is only what happens to (and around us), in that brief instant of time when
we live, that matters. The mountains represent the millions of years - we, at best, share a few tens with them, and everything
and everyone else.

------Perhaps, if we wish to feel 'orderliness' - the peace that pervades and overcomes the natural disorder of our lives (and the
massive disorder our 'technological' culture has surrounded us with - [darn, my computer just crashed!]) - we need to spend
some time with, what to us, is timeless - the rocks, the mountains, the shore, the sea, the seasons, the sunrise and sunset ...

------This is why we come to the Tetons, and there's no better place to feel 'humbled' by time, rock, and nature. There's no
better way than on a boat, drifting gently on the anchor as you sip your morning coffee, watching the sun light up the peaks,
and hearing a bull elk squeal back in the dark recesses of the forest - like I am doing right now - in this instant of frozen time,
where it all 'seems right.'

------- Oh, sure, I know that this too is an illusion. A massive earthquake could rip the earth in front of my eyes (and has, many
times in the geologic past - that's what lifted those mountains); or a sudden blast of wind could rip our anchor free and dash
us and our boat 'home' to smithereens against the rocky shore (that's what ripped out the trees lying sundered on the
shoreline); or a grizzly could leap off shore and, with water under our keel only a few feet deep, stride out with water up to his
knees, rip our boat and us to pieces; or .... or ... But we don't worry about those things - we have the 'advantage' that our time
is but a blink, and those events are unlikely in this brief instant. It is far more probable that the power will go out at home, or
the water heater spring a leak, or the roof start to leak, or cars collide, or ... or ...

-"I went to the woods because I wished to live deliberately, to front only the essential facts of life, and see if I could not learn
what it had to teach, and not, when I came to die, discover that I had not lived." Henry David Thoreau
GEOLOGY

-----Most mountains, in one context or another, are the result of plate movement. A dentist or perhaps a busboy would also be
concerned about plate movement. However, to a geologist, a plate is a fragment of the Earth's crust. We divide the surface of
Earth into a number of plates, each with distinct boundaries where they bang into each other, rub sideways along their edges,
slide under each other, or pull apart from each other. The uplifted Himalayas are the result of plates colliding headon; the San
Andreas Fault is a plate boundary where two plates are sliding past each other; and the East African Rift Valleys (or the
Atlantic Ocean) are the result of plates moving apart. The geology of each of these boundaries will be different, as a result of
the different pressures in each case.
-----In our discussion of the geology of Yellowstone National Park, we introduced the idea that there are hot spots in the
mantle, underlying the crust, that bow up the crust and may result in massive volcanic events. In the case of the Yellowstone
hot spot, a huge sequence of massive volcanic eruptions resulted. We stated that the hot spot appears geographically stable,
and that the North American Plate is sliding westerly over the hot spot - thus creating the apparent 'movement' of the crustal
volcanic center to the east.
-----Now for a regional context. In the photo below, note first the Rocky Mountains. This mountainous area is the result of the
collision of the slow drift of the North American plate to the west against a Pacific sea-floor plate (Farallon Plate) beginning
about 80 m.y. ago, about the end of the dinosaur age. The pressure of impact wrinkled and cracked the continent into uplifted
mountains.
-----To the west lies the Basin and Range Province. This area is mostly Nevada. When the Farallon Plate moved totally under
the North American Plate, about 30 m.y. ago, the light-weight components of the Farallon melted and moved upward through
the more dense mantle. This upward pressure, and the lack of compression formerly supplied by the colliding plates, caused
the crust of the entire region to be bowed upward. The upbowed rocks were forced apart in an east/west direction. They
cracked and broke into a series of north-south mountain ranges that have been described as resembling a fleet of ships,
anchored against a north wind. And then there's the track of the hot spot. Stretching of the crust in this area almost doubled
the distance between Reno and Salt Lake City (more than 200 miles).
-----The Snake River Plain, underlain by lavas extruded by the hot spot, is evidence of the movement of our Plate over that
hot spot, and can be seen clearly even from space.

---------The Snake River Plain is the result of the eastward 'movement' of that hot spot -- the one now underlying Yellowstone.
Remember, that hot spot bowed and is still uplifting a mound in the Earth's crust. Think of it as a ship, with a rounded bow,
plowing easterly through the sea. The 'waves' from that massive bow are slanting back into a huge 'wake' on each side of the
ship - in this case, the crust is 'bent' and broken by the 'waves' from off the easterly plowing hot spot mound. The Tetons are
the result of that crustal pressure from the 'moving' hot spot -- they are a fractured, faulted, uplifted block of rock - a huge
lithic frozen 'bow wave'.

Note the Track of the Hot Spot (the Bow of the Lithic Ship) Trending Northeasterly, and the Black Bow Waves of Faults.
The Tetons are Off the Starboard Bow, in the Center of the Photo
-----About thirteen million years ago the crust was upbowed and stretched by the motion of the Yellowstone Hot Spot to the
north, and the Teton fault ruptured the crust dropping down to the east and shoved up to the west.

Don't Bother with the Details - Simply Note that the Purple Beds, Deeply Buried Ancient Rock to Right are the Stuff of the
Teton Mountains - Also Note the Arrow along the Teton Fault Showing the Downdropped Snake River Region to the East
-----This massive mountain uplift exposes some of the oldest 'basement' rock of the continent in one of its youngest mountain
ranges. The uplifted bedrock is rock so old that it formed before there were any critters or plants on the land or in the sea. It
has been buried for so long that it has been baked by heat and pressure into hard crystalline rock -- the stuff we call
metamorphic (meta - changed; morph - form) rock. Through the antiquity of surviving more than 2.5 billion years, the
metamorphics (generally dark-colored) have been intruded by lighter molten stuff that has hardened into tough light-colored
granite. Later, a little more than 1 billion years ago, black molten rock intruded through fractures into the granitic rock. This
type of intrusion is called a dike, and is best exposed on the face of Mt. Moran.

The Black Dike Cutting Almost Vertically the Summit of Granitic Mt. Moran

-----The Tetons would be a ho-hum tilted block of rock (like so many hundreds of tilted blocks throughout Nevada, hardly
known to anyone except local residents and geologists) except for one simple fact - they were carved into sharp peaks by ice.
They rise high above deeply eroded valleys, also carved and shaped by ice. Yep - everyday, in-the-freezer ice.
-----So, lets talk a little about ice. It's a mineral - just like quartz or diamond. And just like many other minerals, it naturally
forms into a regular crystal pattern - hexagonal, six-sided crystals (remember those photos of snowflakes you first saw when
you were a kid?) But, unlike most minerals, it melts at a temperature so cool we wear gloves to hold a snowball. (Imagine the
world if quartz [usually in the form of sand] melted at 32 degrees F - think of going to the beach next summer). And, it takes a
lot of heat to melt ice. Raising the temperature from 31 to 32 degrees, necessary to melt ice, takes 80 times more added heat
than going from 32 to 33 degrees (and vice-versa)! So, to change the nature of liquid water into crystalline ice or back from
ice to water is a difficult undertaking (hence, ice in your cooler is slow melting and very effective at cooling the drinks). Thus,
ice ages don't come easily or leave quickly. It isn't the result of a few warm (or cold years) -- it requires global climate change.
But it has (and is) happening -- check out the diagrams below. The big one shows that climate has always been changing
over the past 800,000 years and the little one on the right indicates we are just coming out of a period of increased cold (the
Little Ice Age).

--These Last 800,000 Years and Detail of the Past 8.000 Years (Warm to Right in the Right Diagram)
-----Global climate has changed almost rhythmically between warm and cold through the millions of years before politicians
'discovered' (or tried to refute) global warming.
-----Glaciers form when more snow, over time, falls than melts. Hence ice piles up. When the 'pile' of ice gets big enough, it
begins to flow outward in all directions. If confined to a valley along the side of a mountain, it moves down the valley. Moves?
How? Well, first of all -- very slowly. Why? Because each crystal of ice, under the inexorable pressure of the pull of gravity,
rearranges itself by melting, shifting a teeny bit, and refreezing. The sum total of millions of ice crystals in a glacier melting,
shifting a tad, and refreezing amounts to movement downhill - yep, glacially slow!
-----But glaciers have another way of moving, that helps speed things along - a little. The humongous weight of ice in a glacier
presses down on the basal contact of ice and underlying ground. This melts a thin skim of bottom ice into water and the
glacier 'skids' on this slippery surface. The friction of skidding adds to the tiny bit of warming at the base of the glacier helping
maintain the slippery water film. (The same method, by the way, is used by us to skate on ice - ever try to ice skate at 40
below zero? We have, and it ain't easy - that thin skim of water under the skates won't form - too cold - and the skates squeak
instead of slide).
-----During the past two million years, global climate has been cold enough to allow snowfall to accumulate in southern
Canada such that the weight of the huge mound of snow slowly turned the whole pile into ice, and then, like a huge blob of
honey dropped on the land, it flowed outward in all directions. Unlike popular myth, the ice did not flow south across North
America from the North Pole - ice flowed northerly to the polar regions, and southerly into our country, and outward in all
directions.
----The lofty heights over the Yellowstone Hot Spot lifted the land high into the Ice Age air - while most of the northern part of
the continent was under a massive continuous ice sheet, here in northwest Wyoming a great mass of ice developed on the
lofty land raised by the hot spot. This local ice mass spread outward, downhill, in all directions.

- from Good and Pierce

---The ice mass not only covered Yellowstone but flowed southerly scouring out the deep trough at the base of the Tetons
now occupied by Jackson Lake. The map below, looking like the track of a giant grizzly printed on the land, is the track of the
ice mass that covered the Yellowstone Hot Spot. In the center of the blue ice, notice the darker blue of Lake Yellowstone,
and far down at the bottom of the blue the darker blue of Jackson Lake.

- from Good and Pierce

The Track of the Yellowstone Ice Sheet
---So Jackson Lake was dug out by the Ice Sheet. However, the marvelous rugged mountain scenery of the Tetons is the
result of Mountain-Valley glaciers sliding down the stream beds that flanked the Tetons. These glaciers scoured deep Ushaped valleys and gnawed into the tilted block of rock leaving spires of towering mountains.

- from Good and Pierce

-'Tetons', in the Grip of Ice (Our Photo Taken in the Palmer Peninsula of Antarctica); Tetons Today
-----Appreciating the beauty of the Tetons, it adds to our awe when we understand the great debt we owe to to the interaction
of fire and ice.
THE LAUNCH AND ANCHORAGES

-Colter Bay; Deadman Cove
CRITTERS

--

-

-

-

Hitchhiker On Our Bow and a Beggar

Real and Imagined
THE ONES WHO CAME BEFORE

-

SIMPLE BEAUTY

-

-

The Quiet of Dusk and Quiet Aboard
(09-08)
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POWELL GATHERING '08
Launch:Wahweap Marina and some from Hall's Crossing
Nearby campsites:Wahweap Campground
Comments: Eighteen boats (from as far away as Florida and
Washington) joined on the lake for a week of canyon cruising, campfire
chats, and good times together. It was an unforgetable time shared with
good friends on one of the most scenic cruising areas of the continent.

CWe have written much about Lake Powell in our website, under the heading Arizona/Utah. Now, on this thread, we include
pictures from the '08 Fall Gathering of C-Dorys.

C
Our Leader, Chris, and the Early Birds

C

C

Gourmet Food with Marvelous Chefs

C
Dinner; Ice Cream and Good Company

C

Geologist and Geology, Hiking the Rim, Exploring the Labyrinth

C

C

Skipper and Admiral Baxter

C
Moonlit Nights and Moonsets Behind the Cliffs

C
Ah, The Swimming Times

C
Great 'Camps'

C

C

C

C

Exploring

C

Kayaking, Fishing and Cruising the Dinghy

C
Good Times with Good Folks in a Great Place
(09-08)
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SAN JUAN/GULF ISLANDS TOWNS
CHEMAINUS - TOWN OF MURALS
Information: - This town, on Vancouver Island, was saved by
a unique idea.
Access: - Easiest access is by ferry from Thetis Island.
Comments: - This is a town with a unique gift for visitors beautiful murals.

CHEMAINUS - A CELEBRATION OF CANADIAN HERITAGE
CCThis is a delightful small town on the eastern shore of the 'mainland' of Vancouver Island. The town docks are often too
crowded for visiting boats to tie up, so we would suggest tying off at the public dock in Preedy Harbour on Thetis Island and
taking the ferry across to Chemainus.
This is the town that was saved by a good idea and townsfolk willing to back it up.
THE FERRY RIDE ACROSS
CCWe cruised into the harbor and radioed for information regarding the public dock - "no room." We were told that this is
normal at Chemainus since there are many commercial boats that use the small public dock. Our C-Dory friend, Barry, was
anxious to introduce us to this, one of his favorite towns in the islands. Undaunted, we decided to make the short cruise back
easterly to Thetis Island, tie at Telegraph Harbor Marina, stroll the 10-15 minute walk to the ferry landing and take the ferry to
Chemainus. On the way east, we noticed that the ferry landing is in Preedy Harbour, and that there is a public dock very
close to the ferry landing. We cruised into Preedy Harbour, and sure enough, there was the public dock and it was empty!
Just as we were tying off, the ferry to Chemainus entered the Harbour. We secured our boats and hopped on the ferry.
Hmmm - we took a boat to take a boat!

C

C

Our Boats Tied to the Preedy Harbour Public Dock; the Ferry and the Dock in Chemainus

THE TOWN

A Town Where Kids Can Ride a Bike on the Main Street
CCNative people had lived in this area for thousands of years, hunting, fishing and gathering local foods. The name of the
town comes from a Native shaman and prophet, "Tsa-meeun-is" (Broken Chest). He survived a massive wound in his chest,
in his youth. His spirit was so great he became a powerful chief of his people, and they adopted his name for their town.
CCChemainus was a mining, fishing and logging town, founded by Europeans in 1858. The railroad arrived in the 1880's and
shortly after the turn of the century there were 600 people in the town, many were migrant workers from China, Japan, India,
who mingled with the founding Scotch and Germans. The largest covered-in sawmill in North America provided the economic
base for the community. The port was one of the first developed on the Pacific coast of Canada. However, the constant in
economics is change. The mines and forests were slowly depleted. With the loss of the natural resources, jobs disappeared
and eventually the mill closed in 1983, after operating for 120 years. Almost 700 people were unemployed, in a town
population of under 4,000. The town council had, the year before, begun a downtown revitalization project and that now
looked doomed. Most thought the town would wither and die.

CCIt was then that local businessman Karl Schutz came up with a good idea. Continue to beautify downtown and add
outdoor murals to commemorate the town's history. Townsfolk rallied and formed the Festival of Murals society to foster and
preserve his idea. In 1981 there were five murals. They were the first town to generate tourism using outdoor murals.
Townsfolk made it work. Today there are almost four dozen beautiful murals decorating the walls of downtown Chemainus.
The murals (and the town) are famous today, and hundreds of thousands of visitors come annually. There are over 300
business in town and a population of about 5,000. This is a town saved by a good idea and people who supported it - "The
Little Town That Did."
TOURING TOWN
CCSometimes it is difficult to admit that you are a tourist. But, unless one succumbs to that oft-maligned term, you might miss
out on the pleasures of visiting new places. So, happy tourists, we climbed aboard the 'train' to tour the town. The
knowledgeable guide filled us in on the background of the murals and the 'tour' was excellent.

C
Chemainus Express
MURALS

Steam Donkey by Lewis and Lagana
CCIt was a tough job working a log out of the forest. John Dolbeer invented the steam donkey in 1882, and the man
controlling the lever in this painting (after a 1902 photo in the forest outside Chemainus), Herbert Olsen, later became noted
for his worldwide lumber interests.

C
Another Way to See Town; and Another First Mural by Lewis and Lagana
CCThe mural depicts the 'boomman' sorting logs for the mill - a slippery and dangerous job.

Steam Train on Log Bridge Over Chemainus River by Marcano
CCThe first, last, and longest lasting rail logging operation in British Columbia supplied the mill at Chemainus.

The Hong Hing Waterfront Store
CCHong Hing was known to all in early-day Chemainus. He sold groceries, chickens and secondhand goods and also was
the town bootlegger and had a gambling business in the back of his store.
CCUnfortunately, I didn't get a photo of the other original mural. But there are many more to view, all over town.
A FEW MORE MURALS

C

C

OTHER TOWN ATTRACTIONS

C

C

C

C

C

Chemainus Theater
A DELIGHTFUL DAY

C

C

Good-bye, Chemainus; Boarding the Ferry; Dinner with our Guide, Barry, on the Conover Bay Dock

(07-09)
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BELLINGHAM '09 GATHERING
Launch: Squalicum Harbor has an excellent ramp.
Nearby campsites: Larrabee State Park is a few miles distant
Comments: This was the another great gathering in
Bellingham, co-ordinated by those marvelous smiling hosts
Ruth and Joe.

The Host and Hostess

Joe and Ruth - Always With a Pleasant Smile
---\The Bellingham Gathering has become a classic C-Dory social event - NW folks look forward to it every year. The location
is great, the hosts are wonderful, the pot-luck at the Yacht Club has become a fine tradition, and the attendees (of course)
are all the greatest. We used to think Garrison Keiler was stretching it by saying "the kids are all above average" at Lake
Woe-Be-Gone, but now we know he wasn't - C-Dory owners (and their families) are all above average."

---\-o Now, Isn't That C-Dory Kid "Above Average"

-\

\
More Smiles

Sea-Sport Bar Tenders

-

-\

-

What a Pot Luck Dinner!

---\A great time was had by all!!
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CRUISING WITH GRANDKIDS
SAN JUAN / GULF ISLANDS
Launch: Squalicum Harbor, Bellingham, WA

Comments: Our grandkids have been cruising with us since
before (some) could walk. This is a tale from summer '09 with
a kid and three grandkids cruising in the San Juan Islands.---

SIX ABOARD
- -----iOur grandkids have shared some wonderful times with us cruising. They have cruised in Florida, the Rideau and Erie
Canals, the Gulf Islands, Alaska, the St. Lawrence River, Lake Powell, Lake Champlain, and multiple times in the San Juan
Islands of Washington. A C-Dory 22 is a small boat. Some folks (rightly, for them) think it is too small for two people to
comfortably cruise for extended periods. What about with kid and grandkids?
- -----iWell, when the kids were young, it was easy for their parent and two little ones to share the v-berth and El and I slept in
the cabin on the 'spare' bed and cabin sole. As the kids grew up, they moved to the cabin sole or to a cot in the cockpit (a
'find' in Ketchikan that quickly became Bryce's pad).
- -----iThis trip, with our son and three grown grandkids, we slept in the v-berth and our family slept ashore in tents on islands
that are all or part State Marine Parks.
THE TRIP NORTH
- -----"Now where, Grandma?" The query came aboard Halcyon, from a grandkid. We had been cruising on Lake Powell in
late Spring, in the company of our son, Brad and two grandkids, and it was getting warm in southern Utah.

Making Plans in Utah - El and Ami - "You want to go where?"

- -----i"How about back to the Pacific NW? And, after our family camp trip to Sunset Crater, let's see if we can snag Ty to
come along with us," El said with that usual twinkle in her eyes that the grandkids love. Ty is a grandkid from our middle kid's
family, and our camping trip is an annual gathering of kids and grandkids, for a week, each year in a different locale.
- -----i"Good, Grandma - Ty's a good cruising companion," came from Bryce who had cruised with Ty the summer before up in
the San Juan Islands. Ty had been excited to join us since early spring when thoughts of summer cruising were 'hatching.' So
it was set. This year Ami, Bryce, Ty, and our son Brad would join us in the Pacific NW - six on the boat!
- -----iWe trailered north heading for Washington, and camped along the way.

-

-

Temporary Home On the Shore of Great Salt Lake; Lunch Time on the Boat (in Macy's Parking Lot); On the Oregon
Trail

ACTIVITIES
- -----iA marvelous transformation takes place on a boat - relative ages disappear. Grandparents, parents, kids all are involved
in the same activities. The cultural distinctions that separate the ages ashore quickly disappear. This is a wonderful time to all
respect and enjoy each other as equals.

-

-

Snoozing

-

-

-

Exploring; Appealing Trek?; On the Loose

-i

-

Tide Pooling

-

-

Visiting and Sharing

- -----iWe were together for the 4th of July, so following a 'tradition' of the past few years we headed over to Fisherman's Cove
off Lopez Island to watch the fireworks. This time, however, it was going to be a challenge to figure how to find sleeping room
for six on the boat, since there are no public camping grounds near Lopez accessible late at night. A call from C-Cakes
however solved the dilemma. "OK if the boys sleep over here with us tonight?"
- -----iWhat a great invitation from Barry and Patti! The boys watched the fireworks from the best 'seat in the house' - in the
dinghy atop the C-Cakes cabin and one lad slept up there and the other in the cockpit. The remaining four of us slept in our
boat, so the problem was solved.

-

Checking out the Quarters; Let the Show Begin; Yahoo!

-

-

-

Animal Watching(bcf photos) - Curious Coon; Inching Along; Marking Territory

-

-

Eating and Cooking

-

-

Reading and Gaming

--

-i

-

-

Paddling and Fishing; Crash Landing

-

-

Watching Sunsets

- -----iIf you hear folks say "This generation is going to the dogs" DON'T believe them. Simply say, "Put 'em on a boat - go
cruising with them." They will be your best friends for life and will grow to be adults you, your kids, and our country will be
proud of.

(07-09)
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SAN JUAN ISLANDS
CCThe marina at Squalicum Harbor, in
Bellingham, WA, is a great place and we have
used it for most of exploring of the San Juan
and Gulf Islands and as a launch site for
Alaska.
CCThere is a long-term parking lot for trucks
and trailers that is regularly patrolled by the
marina security. We have used it for all of our
launches. This time, while in the San Juans,
we were in for a surprise.

The Good Ol' EZ Loader Trailer at Lake Powell

DRUG BUST - OR A NEW HOME FOR THE OLD TRAILER
THE ORIGINAL TRAILER
CCWhen we bought our Halcyon back in fall 2000 she came with a nice EZ Loader trailer. We used her for our travels around
the US and she was a good and faithful friend. We had her totally serviced once a few years ago and replaced her brakes
once at that time. This past year, while in Bellingham, we replaced all four tires. The tread was still fine but we wanted to be
sure that the rubber was in good shape and maintain her in good operating order.
CCThis summer, while in Bellingham as a launch point for cruising in the Northwest, we left her in the long-term parking at
Squalicum Harbor. She was unhooked from our truck, since we had just gone shopping in town for provisions. There was a
strong brass lock sealing closed her loading ball and the brakes would lock without proper connecting. Imagine the surprise to
find her gone on our return. Well that began the filing of police reports and insurance claims. We ordered a new EZ Loader
trailer from a local store, essentially the same as our stolen trailer. The day the new trailer arrived, we received a call.
CC"You the folks with a missing trailer?" the authoritative voice on the line asked.
CC"Yep. We're the folks."
CC"Well, this is the police. We found it. In a drug bust. Saw this big boat on a small trailer in their yard, so checked out the
trailer. The fenders and guide rails were torn off in order to fit the large boat. It's been hot-wired and the lock's gone. The VIN
number and all identifying decals that you reported were also missing, but we found another VIN the bums didn't know about.
It's yours. When should we deliver it to you at Squalicum?"
CC"We're here all day," we answered. "Good police work. We never expected to see it again, and the officer that took our
report said the odds were thin it would be recovered."
CC"Thanks, we'll bring it over in an hour. Gotta drop off the big boat that's on it at the ramp - those buzzards won't need
either the boat or the trailer where they're going."

V
Policeman Photographing the Returned Trailer sans Guides and Fenders; El and Policeman With Big Smiles

The Boat The Thieves Put on Our Trailer

THE NEW TRAILER
CCThe case was solved for the police and the insurance company. But now we had two trailers - our old stripped down
buddy and the new kid on the block. Serendipity struck. Our old adage, luck in unluck came through. That very morning,
before we knew our old trailer had been found, we had received an email from a good friend. The email had Lake Powell as
the subject.
C "I have a question for you. My trailer is a single axle, and I don't feel very comfortable pulling the boat 2500 miles on it. I
would really like to have a duel axle, and wonder what your thoughts on this are, plus, what brand trailer did you end up
buying in Bellingham? It was great seeing you in Bellingham, and would love to do Lake Powell with you guys."
CCAs the policeman left the ramp parking lot, with the thieves boat in tow, we remember the email, looked at each other, and
said in unison, "Solved." We called our friend, asked her if she would like our ol' trusty sans guides and fenders. For relatively
little cash outlay she would have the double axle she needs to head to Powell.
CC"Really? You got it back? You're offering it to me?"
CC"Yep."
CC"Be there in a couple of hours."

Ol' Trusty Heading Off With a New Owner - See You at Lake Powell

Our New Trailer - Spitting Image of its Predecessor
(08-09)
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CANADA'S FIRST GATHERING
Launch: Squalicum Harbor in Bellingham was a major
launching point for US C-Dorys heading to the north.
Location: Nanaimo is located about a quarter of the way up
the eastern side of Vancouver Island and is the second
largest city on the island. It is sometimes referred to as the
"hub, tub, and pub" city - hub for its location, tub because it is
the home of the "world famous" bathtub races, and pub for all
the attractions in Old Nanaimo.

Comments: George put together a great Gathering for CBrats in the Pacific Northwest and a first Gathering in
Canadian waters for the Brats.
Who's Been Nibbling on the Welcome Cake?

NANAIMO GATHERING

----SOME HISTORY OF THE HUB FOR THOSE WHO HAVE NEVER HEARD OF NANAIMO
-----Where and why is Nanaimo? Well at the top end of the Gulf Islands, about a quarter of the way up the eastern side of
Vancouver Island, is the town and it is there because of abundant natural resources. First, the Native Americans found it a
fine place to fish, gather, hunt and live. They lived in the environs for thousands of years. When the first Europeans arrived
1791, there were five separate native villages near the present town site. Its name is from the Coast Salish word,
Snuneymuxw, "a great and mighty people."
-----The Spanish were the first Europeans to arrive. They named the bay Bocas de Winthuysen, so try that one if you think
Nanaimo is hard to pronounce. There was little European activity until 1849 when a local Native chief told the Hudson's Bay
Company about coal deposits in the area. In 1853 the Company built a bastion to establish claim to the coal. This building is
the oldest remaining structure of its type in North America. Every noon in summer a cannon is fired, Scottish bagpipes trill and
there is Highland dancing.

The Nanaimo Bastion

----- At 6 p.m. on May 3rd, 1887 two explosions ripped through the Number One Mine, killing 150 workers. Some of the men,
who succumbed, were trapped alive in the mine. A few were able to write farewell messages in the dust of their shovels. It is
the worst mining accident in BC history and one of the worst for Canada. Coal mining continued as the major industry until
the 1940's. Lumber is now a dominant business.

Commemorative Plaque at Site of Disaster

THE TUB
-----One of Nanaimo's unique attractions is the World Championship Bathtub Race. Yep - bathtub! And this race has been
going on for more than forty years! In late July, tubbers race around the harbour with thousands of spectators.

A High Speed Bathtub, Indeed!
THE PUB
----A few years ago, as El and I cruised through Nanaimo en route to Alaska, we were looking for a nice cove to spend the
night before crossing the Straits of Georgia. While El was glassing around the harbour, she suddenly exclaimed, "Ohh! The
Dinghy Dock Pub, that sounds great. Let's go over and take a look."

----We did and quickly discovered that Halcyon qualified as a dinghy, so we tied off at a floating bar anchored off Protection
Island, had a nice stout and dinner at the pub. After eating, we hooked in Mark Bay, a short distance away. This summer,
with the C-Brat clan, El suggested it might be great fun to head over there for Friday night's meal. It is a short ferry ride
across the harbour from where we were all tied off. So our C-Brat group decided that was a good idea and we all headed to
the ferry dock.

-The Protection Connection Ferry and C-Brats

--

Enjoying the Festivities

ON THE DOCK

--

--

--

Potluck; George, our Efficient and Jovial Host; Brats 'At Home'

-

Gifts From Nanaimo, Collected by George

-

New C-Brat

THE BAR
----Nope - not what you are thinking - A Bar not a Pub! The world famous Nanaimo Bar! You can't visit Nanaimo without
having a Nanaimo Bar. This is a regional specialty to make the mouth water , and now popular across the continent and
beyond. Imagine a type of chocolate no-bake square, consisting of a wafer crumb-based layer, topped by a layer of light
custard or vanilla butter icing, which is covered in chocolate made from melted chocolate squares. There are many varieties
using different types of crumb, flavors of custard or icing (e.g. mint, peanut butter), and types of chocolate. Two popular
variations on the traditional Nanaimo bar involve mint favored custard or mocha favored custard.

Oooooh!
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SAN JUAN ISLANDS
SPIRIT ISLAND - ISLE OF THE DEAD
Information: - Spirit Island is a small, usually unnoticed island
in Garrison Bay, offshore from the English Camp.
Access: - No access. A sacred place
Comments: - Here is the departure place for (perhaps)
thousands of souls of the Native peoples who lived in this
area for tens of thousands of years.

Spirit Island

COAST SALISH PEOPLE
- - When we cruise these waters, it's easy to forget that this area was home for thousands of years for a complex society.
Here, in these islands, many were born, loved, fought, and died.
- - The Salish who lived in the Northwest were composed of many groups who shared a common language but often had
significant variations in their cultures. Consequently, there was no single group called Coast Salish. The many bands who
spoke the shalishan language family were generally a peaceful people, whose economy was based on salmon fishing,
supplemented by hunting and gathering. They lived through the winters in semi-permanent villages of sunken, earth-covered
lodges, separating into small family hunting bands in the summer. The smaller bands used rough shelters of bark and reeds.
Most Salish subgroups consisted of several independent bands led by a chief. Neighboring groups, whether villages or
adjacent tribes, were related by marriage, feasting, ceremonies, and common or shared territory. Ties were especially strong
within the same waterway or watershed. There existed no breaks throughout the south Coast Salish culture area and beyond.
There existed no formal political institutions. The westernmost groups traded with the interior Indians and adopted many of
the cultural traits of their trading partners. The western tribes along the coast often had a hierarchical society often consisting
of nobles, commoners, and slaves.

- - Salish religion was primarily shamanistic and animistic, and involved healing rituals and the belief in guardian spirits which
were acquired by vision quests. The most important ritual was the guardian spirit dance held in winter. They were excellent
carvers and today museums (and present-day artisans) display some wonderful artifacts that pass down to us the spirit of
these peoples.
CARVERS
- - The Coast Salish did not carve totem poles, although we have met modern carvers of great skill in creating carving. The
Salish were noted for their red cedar animal figure carvings. These were beautifully stylized and evoked deep feelings of awe
and spirit.

Eagle

- - Grave sites were sometimes adorned with lifelike human figures as grave-markers, memorializing the spirits of those who
had departed, although we observed none from offshore Spirit Island.

-

-

George's Carving for his Mother and his Father

- - The Salish were marvelous artists, and sometimes their work is wonderfully represented with small figures. A spindle-whorl,
the disc that acted as a flywheel on the spinning device used for making wool yarn, was often used for small carvings and
'sticks.' Many everyday items were carved or painted. Even small cooking implements were often beautifully adorned with
designs and motifs.
- - However, many believe the craftsmanship of the Coast Salish was best represented by their canoes, hewn and carved
from a single log. These canoes were an economic necessity for the people, like a railroad or a highway, and also provided
recreation in races.
- - Canoes were also important for the burial of ancestors, and perhaps were used on Spirit Island. The canoe may have been
elevated on poles, tied in trees, or perhaps placed on the beach. After the person or persons (sometimes relations were
included at a later time) were placed in the canoe, a smaller canoe was often placed over the top as a lid or it may have been
covered with mats. A burial was sometimes on a sand bar with the body placed under an overturned canoe either wrapped in
mats or placed within a bent wood box.
- - The family transportation canoes of the coast were from 16 feet to 35 feet, and could hold a dozen people. Almost every
family and often every individual had a canoe, usually personally built.

- - The larger tribal canoes were built by specialists in canoe building. These canoes, often highly decorated with painted
carvings, were used in ceremonies or when visiting other tribal groups. Some canoes were built for racing, a sport relished by
the Salish people.

Intertribal Canoe Racing
- - Before creating a tribal canoe, the carver would often have a vision quest to locate the proper tree and to 'see' the
appearance of the canoe. During his quest, he might create a song to help guide him to the proper tree and to awaken a
guarding spirit for the canoe. The most common dream spirit was usually in the form of a Pileated Woodpecker. The canoe
carver, searching the forest, would listen for the ‘chop-chop’ sound of the supernatural assistant working on his canoe.
- - This woodpecker, larger than a Crow, is also a totem bird for El and I, since it 'launched' us on our hike of the Appalachian
Trail and was a guiding spirit many times on our 2,000-mile journey. His laughing call would often encourage us up a steep
climb. One time after a particularly hard mountain, El stretched out on the ground, exhausted, and a Pileated Woodpecker
(usually a shy bird, more often heard than seen) landed on a thin limb a few feet above her. He walked the limb, turning and
looking at El from side to side, 'chuckling' at her.

Pileated Woodpecker

- - Today, the descendants continue to race or cruise with carved canoes. Every years this is a big event in the Pacific
Northwest and thousands participate and watch the spectacle.

The Tradition Continues

.-ORAL TRADITION

Spirit Island (Note the animistic 'Turtle' Shape in the Reflection)
- - The stories told by the Salish people are engaging. Oh, if this island could only talk, think of the tales it could tell. Perhaps,
this tale of the origin of The People, would be one of them. It was related by Snuqualmi (original spelling) Charlie to Arthur
Ballard and is contained in the book Mythology of Southern Puget Sound. This version has been adapted by Tom Dailey and
us. It is a long tale (but we enjoyed the reading and thought you would also). We have interspersed a few pictures of
especially beautiful masks (we think), to beautify the tale.
MOON, THE TRANSFORMER
- - "In the Old Days all the people, the animals, plants, rocks and trees and rivers, supernatural beings, even the weather -everything! -- was alive and could think and act much as human beings do today. But they also all had personal powers that
we cannot imagine, like the ability to move quickly from place to place. That was in the Old Days. This is the story of how all
of that came to change, how the world came to be as the First People knew it when they lived here on this land for hundreds
and hundreds and hundreds and hundreds of years, before the settlers ever arrived. And then, of course, it all changed again
but that’s not part of this story.
- - This story begins at the ancient village of TOHLT’wh, which is just across the Tolt River from the little town we know today
as Carnation. There were two young women, sisters, who lived there, about 15, 16 years-old. The older one was named tuhkwee-YAY, the younger YAH-slibsh. Their parents were high-born, important people of the village.
- - One day the two sisters went to dig fern roots, which were one of the main foods of their people. They went to dig on the
prairie above a big dam, fishtrap or fish weir it’s called, that the people had built across the river. Today we know this place
as Snoqualmie Falls. How it came to be changed from a fish weir into that huge waterfall we will find out later in this story.
- - Now that’s a long trip from the village to the prairie, about 10 miles, even if mostly by canoe and of course you couldn’t
paddle over the tall fish weir, you’d have to park your canoe and walk from there. After a long day of digging it was so late the
sisters decided to spend the night on the prairie and return home the next day.
- - That night was clear and it must have been fairly warm and so the two sisters lay down to sleep. Looking up at the dark
sky with all of those twinkling pinpoints of light, tuhk-wee-YAY saw one bright white shining star and she wished that it could
be her husband. Another star nearby, one that had a reddish cast, she told her younger sister would be good enough for her

to marry. Now, with these thoughts in their minds the two young women fell asleep.
- - When they awoke in the morning each of them was lying by the side of a man who was her husband. tuhk-wee-YAY saw
that her man, the one with the cloudy white eye, was old and wrinkled. On the other hand, YAH-slibsh’s husband, who had a
reddish eye, was young and strong.
- - Getting up, the sisters saw that they were in a strange country they had never seen before. It was perfectly calm, there
was no wind at all. And as they would find out, it was always that way. (Or almost always.) In all other respects, though, the
land about them was much the same as the land around their old village, TOHLT’wh. And life went on there just as it did back
home. During the day the men would take their bows and arrows and go out and hunt deer and the women would take their
digging sticks and hunt for roots. The two sisters wanted to fit in with the customs of this place so they said to one another
"Let us go out and dig fern roots, too."
- - So they did. And they lived like this with their new husbands and their husbands’ people for day after day, month after
month, through the summer and fall and into the winter. All this time the two young women did not know where they were.
They missed their home, their family and friends, the familiar village of TOHLT’wh, and all the land around it that they loved.
And the older sister, especially, did not like her husband, even though he was good to her. She did not like to look on his
wrinkled face and his pale, white eye.
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- - One day it happened that this older sister, tuhk-wee-YAY, found that she was going to have a baby by her husband, the
old man. YAH-slibsh was sad when her sister told her this because her husband, though he was young, was always too busy
to spend time with her. To hide her tears from this sadness, YAH-slibsh began to sit where the smoke from the cooking fire
would blow into her face so the people would think she was crying from the soot in her eyes and not from her grief.
- - The baby was born and was shown to be a healthy boy, but still both sisters remained unhappy, though for different
reasons. While the child was very young they stayed home to care for him. But as he grew older they both again began to go
out digging for fern roots. This time, though, the old man, tuhk-wee-YAY’s husband, took the two sisters aside and told them
that they should be careful not to dig the roots that went straight down deep, to dig only those that spread out and remained
near the surface.
- - For a time they followed the old man’s advice, but they were so curious what would happen if they dug up the deep roots
that one day they did. They dug and dug and dug, until finally with a blast of air, a strong wind came rushing up through the
hole they had made. They had dug all the way through the bottom of the sky and now they looked down to their long-ago
home on the earth so far below them. Now they knew where they had been all of this time. They had been living with the Star
People way up high in the Sky Country.
- - Because they were homesick and unhappy with their husbands YAH-slibsh and tuhk-wee-YAY decided to escape from
their life with the Star People. They covered the hole they had dug and told no one about it. They continued to go out on their
errand, but they only brought home a few of the fern roots. Every day now, they would do the same, taking the baby boy with
them.
- - Finally their husbands became suspicious and asked the sisters, "Before, your basket would always be full of fern roots,
now why do you only bring home so few." tuhk-wee-YAY answered, "The baby cries and I have to dig alone while my sister
cares for him." But that was not the true reason. Instead of gathering roots, the sisters had been gathering cedar branches
and tearing the inside bark into long strips. They had been twisting the strips into rope and finally they had made a long rope
ladder.
- - On the fourteenth day after they had first dug the hole and caused the wind to blow, after they had first seen their home on

the earth so far below them, the sisters went out in the morning as usual, taking the baby boy with them. This time they
uncovered the hole. They hung the rope ladder down from the sky and found that it reached to the earth. YAH-slibsh stepped
through the hole and onto the ladder. tuhk-wee-YAY handed the baby to her sister and began to climb down the ladder
herself. As soon as she was through, she closed the hole in the sky and caused a forest to grow above it. This way their
husbands would not be able to find where they had gone.
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- - Now the two sisters had been away from their home on the earth for a long time. Their grieving parents had asked the
various Bird People, who were the best doctors, to search for their missing children. Blue Jay and the others had sung and
danced, trying with their spirit power to find tuhk-wee-YAY and YAH-slibsh, but none could find them because their spirit
helpers were not strong enough. Most of the doctors had given up the task and gone home, but a few were left, dancing and
singing on the prairie, when the two sisters and the baby boy reached the ground.
- - News spread quickly of their arrival and people gathered at the site where the rope was touching the ground. soo-WAHB’koh, the young women’s father, asked that everyone celebrate the return of his daughters and enjoy themselves by swinging
on the long ladder that they had made. From DAHK-shdibsh to KEHLBTS, a half-day’s journey by foot, the people swung
through the air on the rope ladder. DAHK-shdibsh means ‘footprint’ and you can still see what look like big footprints on the
side of the mountain that the white people today call Rattlesnake Ridge. KEHLBTS is ‘camping place’, named for an old chief
of the people. Today we call this Mount Si. So they all swung through the air clear across the valley where the town of North
Bend is today.
- - While the sisters were still enjoying themselves with the people who were swinging, their blind old grandmother tseh-LOHyah, which means ‘Toad’, was caring for the baby boy. She had wrapped the fretful child onto a cradle board and was singing
to him. After a time the baby’s crying stopped and he became very quiet, so quiet that tseh-LOH-yah got worried. She felt
him and she sang out, "This feels like rotten wood [which, you know, can feel soft and yielding] instead of a baby." tuhk-weeYAY heard her and came running over and found that, indeed, someone had stolen her child and replaced him with a piece
of rotten wood about the same size.
- - In her grief tuhk-wee-YAY took the baby’s cedar bark diaper and clutched it to her breast. Crying out her sorrow, she
carried the diaper to a nearby stream, dipped it into the water and then wrung it out. Five times she did this. On the fifth time
she heard the cry of a baby. It was a big sturdy child, a boy, who appeared there in place of the diaper. He had come to
comfort the mother, her sister, and all of the people for their sorrow in losing the other. This is the one they named speeTSEE’kw which means ‘diaper child’.
- - Now, all of the best doctors, the Bird People, were gathered again, this time to find where tuhk-wee-YAY’s baby had been
taken. Yellowhammer was the first bird to go in search of the child. He followed the trail to a narrow place where the earth
was going apart and then coming back together. He tried to go through the opening but he was not quick enough.
Woodpecker, KEHT-kehts, went next. Then Raven, SKWAHK’w, followed by Osprey. None of them could get past the openand-shut place. Finally it was the turn of Blue Jay, who was called SKAI-kai.

- - When Blue Jay got to the passage he flew quickly up and down and almost got through without being touched, but at the
end the earth closed against his head and made it flat. But Blue Jay was quicker. He did make it, and once through, he sang
out for gladness at his success and his escape, "Kai kai kai". Then he looked around him and saw that he was in the land of
the Dog Salmon People. They were the ones who had stolen tuhk-wee-YAY’s baby boy.
- - Blue Jay flew all over that place and found that the baby was now grown into a young man who was named Moon. Moon
had married into the Dog Salmon People and now had two children of his own, two boys. When Blue Jay passed over him,
Moon was making flint arrowheads. He picked up some of the flakes and threw them at that bird’s eye, saying, "Why are you
flying around me like that?", and then after a moment Moon said, "I do not feel right. I am feeling sad all the time."

Moon
- - Blue Jay had been blinded by the flakes that Moon had thrown so he came down and spoke to the young man, saying,
"Grandchild, I have come for you." When he heard this Moon cleaned out the bird’s eyes and Blue Jay told Moon who his
mother was, how he had been stolen, and how all of his people were sorrowing for him and wanted him to return home.
Moon replied, "I shall go, but not with you, Blue Jay, and not now."
- - That young man, Moon, had needed more time to say good-bye to his own children. Only when he had done that did he
begin his return home. Driving the dog salmon ahead of him up the river, Moon called out to them, "Dog Salmon, the new
generation is coming now and you shall be food for the people." That is how Moon began his work of transformation. All the
long way home to his mother’s people Moon traveled, changing everything upon the earth.
- - At first, the different Animal People that he came to, Moon changed easily into animals that could be food, birds and ducks
and clams, and later land-otter and beaver. After a while though, the other Animal People heard what Moon was doing. They
became afraid, and made weapons to defend themselves against this Transformer of whom they had heard so much but had
never seen.
- - That is how it happened that Moon came upon Deer making spear points of bone and singing, "With these I will kill the
Transformer." Moon suddenly appeared in front of Deer. "Let me see those spear points," Moon said. Not knowing who this
person was, Deer gave them to Moon who placed them on Deer’s wrists and saying, "You shall be something good to eat,"
Moon turned him into the deer we know today that still has those tiny bones near its ankle, so sharp you have to be careful or
they will cut you.

Deer, Transformed
- - Next Moon came to a place where four women were fighting. Moon asked them what they were doing. One of the women
said, "We are practicing so we will be prepared to fight Moon when he comes." Hearing this, Moon threw each of the women
into the mud, saying, "You shall grow and be something good to eat." The women became what they are today, skunk
cabbage, maidenhair fern, wild artichoke and sand rush.
- - Moon continued his trip home. He tamed Fire which otherwise would have burned forever and destroyed the world. Sticks
and stones, which used to be alive, he changed so that now they don’t strike us whenever they please. He came across an
old man who made fun of him, who mocked him by repeating everything that Moon said. This made Moon angry and the
angrier he became, the angrier this old man became as well, turning Moon’s words back to him. On and on it went until Moon
got the best of the old man, transformed him into echo.
- - Finally it was that Moon arrived near the spot where he had been stolen as a child. There was a fish trap near there made
of branches that stretched all the way across the river. Moon turned this fish weir into the high waterfall that today we call
Snoqualmie Falls, so high that now no salmon can swim up to the land above it.
- - After making the falls, Moon passed onto the prairie and there he was reunited with his mother and all of his earthly
relatives. He met his brother, Diaper Child, who was now known as Sun. The people began celebrating and in their
excitement they began to swing again on the rope ladder. Moon said to them, "The ladder will be there forever to swing on, or
even for you to go up to the sky."
- - Now it was time to make the light for the people to see by day and by night. Sun said to Moon, who was the eldest, "You
travel in the daytime." So Moon began his journey through the sky. But as soon as he arose everything became hot. Water
boiled in the river, fires began everywhere.
- - "It is too hot," the people cried. So Moon came down and then he said to his brother, "I think it will satisfy the people better
if you travel in the daytime." Sun did that and everyone was pleased. Now it was Moon’s turn. "I guess I am to go at night," he
said, "I’ll warm my back where the land has become heated by Sun." So Moon turned with his back towards the earth and the
light from him was just right. Moon’s grandmother, Toad, was so happy to see him she decided to keep him company. You
can still see her there on the Moon today.
- - At this time the rope ladder on which the people had been playing fell to the ground. All eyes turned to see what had
happened. It had been gnawed in two by Rat. Ahh. Everyone was angry and sad. Moon made a curse on Rat. He said,
"From this day, Rat, you will gnaw and steal whatever people want and destroy what is good. You will crawl on the earth and
everyone will curse you."
- - Now it was about time for Moon to go up into the sky, but before he went he did three more things. The people of that time
who were sitting around he turned into the rocks of the mountains. He made all of the rivers we know today. And as he made
them, he named them - the Snoqualmie, Puyallup, Nisqually and Duwamish he made. He made the Snohomish, Skykomish,
Stillaguamish and Skagit.
- - And then a man and a woman he placed on each river.
- - Moon said, "Fish shall run up these rivers - salmon. They shall belong to each of the people on its own river. They will each
make their own living from the fish, the deer and all the other wild animals I have changed."

- - From these first couples the people increased in number until many people lived on these rivers. They have lived here for
hundreds and hundreds and hundreds and hundreds, and hundreds of years, on all of the land between the mountains and
the water of Puget Sound. For all of that time, until the settlers came, there was food and shelter for all of the people. And it
was all the work of Moon and of no one else but Moon."

1. EARTHQUAKE MASK
In Nuu-chah-nulth mythology the Earthquake mask is named Tagit, an ancestor who lives on the mountainside. He
caused tremors or major earthquakes when he felt nature had been disturbed or abused by humankind. He did this
to remind us how small we are and that we must all have respect for nature.
2. BAK'WAS MASK (WILDMAN)
The spiritual embodiment of everything in the forest. He is the wild man of the woods and chief of the ghosts.
Bak'was lurked at the edge of the forest threatening and beckoning. He ate ghost food and tried to persuade
humans to eat it as well to become like him. He was associated with spirits of people who had drowned and they
hovered near him. The Bak'was mask has a shadowy, human-like form, accentuating the attributes of a skull. His
lips are often drawn back to give prominence to his teeth. His eyes are sunk deeply into their sockets, with a brow
that juts forth and cheeks that are hollowed. When the Bak'was mask is danced, the play of light from the flickering
fire and wild movement casts ominous shadows across the mask.
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FLATHEAD LAKE
Launch: CBig Arm Campground has a good ramp.

Nearby campsites:CRight at the ramp.

Comments: Flathead Lake is 50 miles long and 16 miles wide
and covers 191.5 square miles - the largest natural fresh
water lake west of the Mississippi River.
Ahhhh!

FLATHEAD LAKE, MONTANA
It's you to the left and I to the right,
For the ways of men must sever.
And it well may be for a day and a night
And it well may be forever- Hovey

THE ROUTE TO THE LEFT
CCLife has some abrupt turns. Many are out of our control - things happen over which we can do nothing to prevent - totally
unforeseen or not predictable. We refer to these as accidents or often, if health-related, fate. But there are other junctions in
life over which we may have complete control … your choice of vehicle, vacation this year, person to marry. We just
experienced one of those controlled junctions.
CCIt was actually pretty simple. We have been several months cruising the San Juan and Gulf Islands off the coasts of
Washington and British Columbia. Season was advancing, we had a few doctor/dental things to do in Colorado, and friends to
meet on Lake Powell next month - so we pulled from the salt water, scrubbed up the boat, got a few minor things repaired,
and started on the four-lane heading to the south - destination? Utah and a short storage for Halcyon while we returned to
Colorado. We stopped at a Rest Stop on I-90 just before the Interstates divide. I-90 continues to the east across Idaho and
Montana and on to the Atlantic states. I-82 makes an abrupt turn to the southeast and into Oregon - our route to follow
toward Lake Powell. I returned to the car before El, and a thought suddenly struck me from the blue - Flathead Lake. I had
just pulled out the atlas when El returned.
CC"How about Flathead Lake for a few days before turning south? It's hot and really roasting down south - we could stay in
the cool a little longer. It's only about 6-7 hours, it says in the atlas, so we could arrive before dark. It's supposed to be a
pretty lake. What do you think?"
CCWell, it took El a little bit to suddenly think of making an abrupt turn. We ran through the changes this turn would involve calling dentist and doc to change appointments, putting off 'stuff' we had thought needed doing back in Colorado, not seeing
family for a few more weeks, … you know, the 'stuff' that keeps us anchored 'at home.'

CC"But we're 'at home' - most everything (except the dental chair) is on Halcyon. We can do 'stuff' on board swinging on a
hook on a lake as easily as in Colorado (where we have a rental condo)."
CCYep, we got to the junction of Interstates and continued on I-90, and sure enough we arrived at Big Arm State Park on the
west shore of Flathead Lake a few hours before dark.

El Setting Up Camp

CCWe set up camp (in the boat, posing as an R.V.) among the huge fifth-wheelers and mega-motor homes. As usual, folks
stopped by to chat - some just to ask with disbelief, "You 'live' on your boat?"
CCEl loved to answer that question. "Yep, got everything a house has except space, and each of us can only sit in one chair
at a time. And this house is a perfect R.V., has stayed at state parks all over the US, and then she can launch and float us off
into the sunset."
CCMost folks walk off shaking their heads in disbelief. They have been conned by the culture into thinking that you had to
pay at least six digits (and the first number is big) for a house, five or six digits for an R.V, and at least five (and maybe six
digits) for a boat. Of course, after those costs, many had to limit the R.V.-ing and boating because there wasn't enough cash
left over to use them. A few would stay to visit, often with the comment, "Well, I'll be darned. How do you do it?" and then we
often meet some interesting folks and chat on while the campfire burns down to embers.

LAKES
CCLakes don't belong. They are aberrations. And they are temporary. Think about it. Water runs down hill, we know that.
Water cuts, and given some time, it cuts almost anything - even rock. So if there is a lake - a stoppage of the downhill run
toward the ocean - of that powerhouse known as water - there must be a good reason. Ask yourself anytime you see a pond
or a lake - why? What's the reason? The answer is often obscure but like many hidden treasures a gift to unravel and reveal.
THE FACTS (AND NOTHING BUT THE FACTS) ABOUT FLATHEAD LAKE
Fact - No Man-made Dam
CCIn fact, it is the largest natural freshwater lake in the western United States. So the reason for its temporary existence must
be fascinating - we think it is!

A Big One

Fact - The Rocky Mountain Trench
CCIt lies within the Rocky Mountain Trench, the Valley with a Thousand Peaks.
CCCCa) What's that? A narrow geological depression almost 1,000 miles long, extending from Flathead Lake all the way to
the headwaters of the Yukon River in Canada. It parallels the steep western flank of the Rockies. Its rugged floor is 2-10
miles wide and it lies between 2-3,000 feet above sea level. The headwaters of the Kootenay, Fraser, Peace, Columbia and
Liard Rivers lie in the Trench. It is easily seen from space photos.
CCCCb) What is the origin of the trench? It is formed by faulting. It is the surface reflection of a deep-seated ancient westfacing ramp with over 5 miles of vertical offset. This is an ancient crustal weakness, perhaps a former continental margin perhaps an ancient plate boundary on the edge of the continent. The northern portion of the trench is dominated by strike-slip
(side-by-side) faulting and the southern by normal (pull-apart by tension) faults. Important for commerce (railways, highways,
river travel and Indian access to the continent from Siberia - why, even planes fly the trench since it is straight as a dye and
heading almost north-south).
Fault
CDiscussion:
CC1. OK. So it lies in the Rocky Mountain Trench, a topographic depression, and that's a good reason for a lake. BUT,
elsewhere in the Trench, rivers have followed a normal downhill pattern and cut a route out of the Trench and onward to the
sea.

CC2. AND, they have here also. Flathead Lake is drained to the south by the Flathead River. BUT, why hasn't that river
drained the valley? Why is there still a lake, a geological oddity? The fact that Flathead Lake lie in the Rocky Mountain
Trench doesn't, by itself, answer the question, why the lake?

Cruising in the Trench

Fact - Modified by Glaciers
CCDuring the last (and perhaps former) ice ages, a huge river of ice filled the Trench. This big mound was part of the glaciers
that buried the continent - hence their name - continental glaciers. High mountains, during the ice ages, developed local

glaciers on their flanks - they flowed down mountainside valleys, carving and scraping as they moved. These glaciers
restricted to mountains are called alpine glaciers. Here at Flathead Lake, the Mission Mountains on the east side of the lake
supported alpine glaciers. They moved down the flanks of the range and joined the continental glacier flowing down the
trench. The valley was filled wall-to-wall with a mighty continental glacier thousands of feet thick and more than twenty miles
wide.
CCa) During the ice age, this huge glacier flowed southerly through the Flathead Valley. The massive continental glacier
impacted the Mission Range from the north and was split into two branches by the Range - one branch moved southerly into
the Swan Valley to the east and the other moved through the western valley occupied by Flathead Lake.
CCThe ice 'river' was so thick that it even covered the Mission range itself as far south as the lower end of Flathead Lake.
Where buried, ice smoothed the summits, and to the south below the terminus of the ice, it couldn't smooth the peaks of the
range, so they are craggy and rough.

Visualize a vertical line cutting the black island in two. On the range behind, all the summits to the left of the line
are smoothed. Those to the right are peaks.

C

Glaciated by continentral glacier left; No continental glacier right

CCA little aside. When ice 'collides' with rock, it generally smoothes the side of the rock facing the ice, and rips out rock
chunks on the 'downhill' side of the rock. One of the most prominent islands in Flathead Lake is Wild Horse Island. It is mostly
composed of bedrock. Notice the profile of the island in the photo. The smooth side faced the ice, and the rough side was
plucked by the ice leaving the bedrock mound.

Moved From Right to Left

CCb) The glacier ended about the southern shore of today's Flathead Lake. The ice was still moving southerly in the glacier,
but it was too warm south of this area and so it melted the glacier as fast as it moved to the south. Glaciers carve the soil and
rock it moves over and the resulting debris is carried in the ice 'river,' like a giant conveyor belt, and unceremoniously dumped
into a pile at the terminus of the ice. This pile is called a moraine. Some of the debris is carried by streams as outwash and
blankets the valley below.

The Red Arrows Mark the Division of the Ice Sheet into Two Lobes; The Yellow Line at the End of the Lake is the
Moraine

Notice the low tree-capped ridge cutting across the lake at right angles to the Mission Range - that's the moraine

Discussion:
CC1. OK. So the pile of debris at the south end of the lake, left behind by the glacier, is a natural dam. Hence, the lake.

Looking south at the Natural Dam - the Moraine
CC2. BUT, the Flathead River cuts through the pile of debris. A breached dam doesn't impound a lake. BUT, by chance there
happened to be a bedrock hill buried beneath the moraine where the water started cutting a 'spillway' through the moraine. As
a result the meltwaters did not drain completely, allowing a remnant Flathead Lake to exist today in the valley once occupied
by a glacier.

Note the Former Higher Lake Levels Before the Moraine Dam was Cut Lower

Fact - Stagnant Ice
CCa) As the climate warmed, the glaciers had less snow and ice to maintain themselves, and they stopped flowing. The ice
age ended quickly according to age-dating techniques - a few thousand years and it was gone.
Discussion:
CC1. If the ice stopped flowing, and the ice that filled the Rocky Mountain Trench was many thousands of feet thicker than
the ice covering the surrounding mountains, then the ice outside the trench would have melted away first leaving a great
mass of stagnant ice occupying the Trench. Debris washed by meltwater streams would have bypassed the trench and
deposited outwash beyond the stagnant ice filling the deep valley. Finally, most of the outwash was carried south (and it was),
the ice melted in the trench (it did), the result would be a deep depression where the stagnant ice lay.

AH, HAH!
THE CONCLUSION:
CCThat deep depression would fill with meltwater and make Flathead Lake. All lakes are temporary, so, of course, the
Flathead River will eventually erode a valley through the outwash to the south and that will be the end of Flathead Lake, but
meanwhile we have the beauty of the largest natural lake in the West.

OTHER FEATURES OF FLATHEAD LAKE
BEDROCK GEOLOGY
CC The rocks surrounding Flathead Lake were formed in a world very different than we know today. They are ancient rocks
from about 1.5 billion years ago. The earth’s environment was desolate, with no trees, fish, animals or birds. There was
almost no oxygen in the atmosphere. Shallow seas with extensive near-shore flats were fed by streams that deposited great
thicknesses of sand and mud. Rain frequently fell and pooled in vast shallow lakes and ponds in what would one day become
northwest Montana.
CC Despite the hostile environment, blue-green algae mats often trapped fine particles of calcium carbonate to form
structures called stromatolites, that grew in shallow nearshore environments. The surface of the rocks often display mud
cracks, ripple marks, and, sometimes, the spatter marks of primeval raindrops.

C

C

Dendrite (Recent Groundwater Stain); Studying the Belt Series; 1.5 billion-year-old Stream Fluting

CC The earth’s crust slowly sank for about 100 million years forming a large geologic basin in which Belt Supergroup
sediments accumulated as much as 10 miles thick! The rocks are common in northern and central Idaho and western
Montana, and extend east to the Little Belt Mountains in central Montana. The sedimentary rocks along Interstate 90 between

Lookout Pass and Alberton are almost entirely rocks of the Belt Supergroup. These rocks are distinguished by brown, gray,
red, green, purple, and yellow colors and locally form dramatic cliffs where resistant, well-cemented sandstones are exposed
in the canyon.

RAISING THE ROCKIES
CC The growth of the Rocky Mountains is a perplexing geologic puzzle. The fact that an oceanic plate is in head-on collision
with the westerly drifting North American continent is well substantiated with evidence. The problem is that mountain building
in such a collision usually is focused between 200 to 400 miles inland from the subduction zone boundary, yet the Rockies
are hundreds of miles farther inland. What geologic processes raise mountains at this distance from the plate collision
boundary? Although geologists continue to gather evidence to explain the rise of the Rockies, the most likely hypothesis
proposes an unusual subducting slab.
CC The illustration below shows an oceanic plate with a 'normal' subduction angle beneath a continental plate at a collisional
plate boundary. The oceanic plate typically sinks at a fairly high angle (somewhat exaggerated here). A volcanic arc grows
above the subducting plate.

USGeolSurv

CC This sketch shows the plate tectonic setting proposed for the growth of the Rocky Mountains. The angle of the subducting
plate is significantly flatter, moving the focus of melting and mountain building much farther inland than is normally expected.

USGeolSurv

CC It is postulated that the shallow angle of the subducting plate greatly increased the friction and other interactions with the
thick continental mass above it. Tremendous low-angle faults piled sheets of crust on top of each other (like sliding a deck of
cards laterally), building the extraordinarily broad, high Rocky Mountain range.
CC Recent studies reveal two geologically recent very large earthquakes (of about 7.0 magnitude). Earlier discoveries
suggest the earthquakes occurred 15,000 and 7,700 years B.P. Since those two quakes were about 8,000 years apart, and
the last one was about 8,000 years ago, geologists suggest we’re due for another one.
CC In terms of seismic activity, Montana is second only to California. Missoula has a significant earthquake risk. And since
Flathead Lake is a large lake a quake here could cause an inland tsunami.

CC Think twice about lake front property and maybe even the risk of cruising on Flathead Lake.
HOUSES
CCThis is certainly not a wilderness lake. Roads follow most of the lakeshore and houses line the shorelines. They are
interesting in their variety.

C

C

The Grandiose and the Simple

WILDLIFE

C
Red-necked Grebe and Fawn

WITH A DISCUSSION OF WILDLIFE, WE CAN'T OVERLOOK THE MONSTER
CCThere have been 79 sightings of the Flathead Lake Monster since 1889, according to Larry Hanzel, who has studied the
monster. Ninety-two percent of the sightings have been between April and September. Seventy percent have described the
monster as a large eel-shaped critter between 20 and 40 feet long. It is brown to blue-black and has large steel-black eyes.
Larry worked for 17 years studying fish life in the lake, using nets and sonar. He never caught or reflected acoustic echoes off
anything like the monster, but he did retrieve nets several times with large unexplained holes ripped in the nets.

CCThe best year for sightings was 1993, with 13 reports. Eighty percent of the sightings were by more than one person. In
May, two monsters were seen together, by two different reports. In July, two sightings occurred within 25 minutes of each
other. Six sightings that year reported swarms of bait fish jumping out of the water (to avoid being eaten?).
CCReports have been submitted by first-time visitors as well as long-time residents. "Mothers, doctors, lawyers, biologists,
engineers, anglers and policemen" all have reported sighting. Mr. Hanzel asks all to be observant and to report sightings to
him.

C
Former Sightings of the Monster; "Off the Point - There! - Is That It"

A BEAUTIFUL LAKE
We had a delightful time on the lake, all because of the road not taken.

Sundown on Flathead

THE ROAD NOT TAKEN
Two roads diverged in a yellow wood
And sorry I could not travel both
And be one traveler, long I stood
And looked down one as far as I could
To where it bent in the undergrowth.
Then took the other, as just as fair,
And having perhaps the better claim
Because it was grassy and wanted wear
Though as for that, the passing there
Had worn them really about the same.
And both that morning equally lay
In leaves no feet had trodden black.
Oh! I kept the first for another day!

Yet knowing how way leads on to way,
I doubted if I should ever come back
I shall be telling this with a sigh
Somewhere ages and ages hence
Two roads diverged in a wood, and I …
I took the one less travelled by,
And that has made all the difference.
- Frost
(08-09)
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HUNGRY HORSE RESERVOIR
Launch: Lost Johnny Point, a National Forest Service
Campground on the west shore of the lake. Follow the west
shore drive to the south.

Nearby campsites: Lost Johnny Point has nice campsites,
and there are other Forest Service campgrounds around the
lake.

Comments: Hungry Horse Dam is Montana's highest and the
eleventh largest concrete dam in the U.S. It was completed in
1953. It is #11 in height in the US, and #66 in the world..

HUNGRY HORSE RESERVOIR, MONTANA
A Little Background
------ Years ago, when our kids were young, we had visited Glacier National Park. We hiked and canoed in the Park to our
heart's content, and then exited, bound for our home in Nevada, from the western portal. This route took us by a sign that
read, Hungry Horse Dam. The arrow pointed provocatively to the left. One of the kids shouted, "HUNGRY HORSE,"pointing to
the sign. "LET'S GO SEE IT." Kids rarely talk quietly, especially if excited about something. Isn't it wonderful, the joy of new
discovery? All kids have it and somehow we get it flushed out of us bit by bit as we get older. The most interesting folks we
know still shout, "LET"S GO SEE IT."
------Yes, we turned hard to port and we trundled down a small two-lane country road and arrived at the parking lot of a very
high dam (10th largest in US {Check This}) We had a delightful afternoon at the visitor center and on a great tour of the dam
(can't do that anymore, with Homeland Security in charge). Stretching off into the distance, around the bend, was a wildlooking reservoir as interesting in appearance as Bowman Lake, we had just canoed in Glacier National Park. "LET'S DO IT,"
came the enthusiastic shout from the back seat. Oh, it's hard to be a parent. "Sorry, kids, no more time - school's about to
begin back in Nevada - no time for more canoe trips. We'll be back." ("Yet knowing how way leads on to way, I doubted if we
should ever come back," I was secretly thinking, and the kids probably were also.

------Now, kids out of college, married and with kids of their own, El and I sat in the cockpit of Halcyon swinging on the hook
in Flathead Lake. The sun was streaking the clouds a light pink and the air was soft. "No school for us this time," I ventured.
El looked at me like I had slipped a gear.
------"What? Of course not, we stopped teaching 23 years ago. Fall doesn't push us back to the classroom any more. What
are you talking about?".
------I grinned, and reminded El of the time with the kids at Hungry Horse Dam many years ago. "Oh, yes, when we took the
tour through the dam?"
------"Yep - It's just a few ranges over to the east. The reservoir looked good then and I'll bet it still does."
------El noticed a chap paddling a dinghy close beside our boat, heading back to his anchored sailboat.-"We have some
delicious chocolate, would you like some?" she called across the water. El knew how to interest a sailor, having been one
most of her life.
------"Here I come," he shouted back and began to row more vigorously.

------This is how we met Phil, a local fellow on Flathead Lake. Once an engineer, once a third grade teacher at East Sound on
Orcas Island in the San Juan Islands, once a teacher in the Central African Republic, and now a retired fellow living and
sailing on Flathead Lake. We had a great time visiting as the sky darkened slowly around us. "What's it like over on Hungry
Horse?" El asked for a local opinion.
------"Go - You'll love it," was Phil's response. So we did.
Information
------Using our cell phone, El telephoned and chatted with a gal working with the Forest Service. She told El that the visitor
center for the Bureau of Reclamation, the agency in charge of the dam, was closed for the season (school had just began) so
it's lucky El called Forest Service. She answered El's questions with a nice smile in her voice - a miracle, at the end of the
summer season for most folks. "Yep, lake level is almost full capacity."
--------"Best place to launch is Lost Johnny Point."

Visitor Center at Top, Lost Johnny, on South Side, Lower Middle

------"No facilities on the lake - have full tanks and larder."
------"Yes, plenty of wildlife, but you may not see much - it's a big lake, 35 miles long, and even bigger mountainous country
on both sides."
------"See you tomorrow."
------We had a quiet night on anchor, and then pulled the boat at Flathead's Big Arm State Park. After saying 'good-bye' to the
folks we met there, we drove to Kalispell, fuelled, fed, and got more provisions. It was almost exactly 45 miles to the Forest
Service visitor center. There we met Ed. He looked like he belonged on a small boat fishing, and sure enough, that is his
passion. "Nope, we don't have a chart of the lake. You can buy this map if you like."
------Our chartplotter did not have a chart either, only the straight-lined approximation of a lake. "Guess we'll just have to
watch the best the chartplotter has and go slowly," I said.
------"Don't you need a topographic map?," Ed asked. "On second thought, that probably won't do much good on the water.
Let me look through our general information handouts." We did, and found some 'maps' as good as a top. map would be at
showing the shoreline.

As Good as the Topographic Map

------ "Any special places to see, Ed?" I asked the guy who's head was full of local knowledge, but mostly about the best
fishing holes.

------ "The whole durn lake - she's a beaut, if you like wild country. There are a few spots - along here's a natural salt lick, and
it's a good place to watch for critters. You'll see where the soil has been dug up by hooves. Oh, and these two small bays good places to anchor, since you might see deer along the shore in the early am, and since you are on the west shore you'll
get the sun maybe an hour earlier than anchoring on the other side. Get up early and cruise quietly - might see one of our
bears."----------- "Any special concerns on this lake?" I asked, knowing that residents often have had experiences that are unique to a
place.
------ "We have bears - both Black and Griz, but they aren't often seen." With that Ed looked up and saw El meeting a bear "Oh, I see you are familiar with them so no problem. Now, for the other hazards ..."

El and 'Blackie'

------ "Ever hear of a pollen raft?" Ed said with a big grin.
------ "Nope," El answered with a furrow on her brow. "A pollen raft?"
------ "Well, sometimes the pollen is so thick on the water surface that it collects twigs and leaves. These rafts can clog the
water intake of your engines." "Oh, and how about a larch ball?"
------ "A what?" That one really got our attention. We've heard of many boating hazards, but never a larch ball.
------ "Larch trees," Ed said with a grin, "are common along the shores. They have very sharp needles and are deciduous, and
every fall drop millions of sharp needles into the lake. In a good windstorm, the needles are pushed with great force into
floating pine cones - and the result is a larch ball. Sorta like the porcupine of the cone world. Don't step on one along the
shore, or you'll know it instantly. That should cover it for you."
------ "And Lost Johnny for launching?" El asked.
------ "Yep, Red takes care of the place. Great guy and he'll take good care of you and safeguard your rig. One last thing drive down the road behind this visitor center - when you see the first rust-colored power pole, park - get out - and take a look
at the Devil's Elbow. Safe Trip."
History of the Lake
------First of all, the name Hungry Horse. As we said, the name caught the imagination of our kids when they were little tads
and have never forgotten it, nor had we. Way back in the winter of 1900-1901, two husky freight horses, used for hauling
timber and supplies, wandered away from their freight wagons in a winter storm. A month later, in belly-deep snow, they were
found in the Flathead Wilderness country almost gone from starvation. Their owners lovingly nursed them back to good
health. A nearby mountain and stream were named for the Hungry Horses, and later the town and the BuRec dam project.
------The first permanent settlers arrived in the 1860's. Flooding along all the forks of the Flathead River was notorious. Finally,
during the 1940's, the government surveyed western rivers for sites for hydroelectric and flood-control dams. In 1944,
Congress approved a 564-foot-high dam on the South Fork of the Flathead River for flood control and power generation.
Construction began in 1945, after the war. Many of the workers were veterans returning after the War. The first work was
building an access road and a water diversion tunnel. Just as construction on the dam was to begin a disastrous flood swept
the entire Columbia River and its Flathead tributaries. Towns were destroyed and many lives lost. In 1948, construction was

begun again on the building of the dam. In 1952, Pres. Harry Truman pushed the button to begin power generation at the
dam, and construction was completed in 1953.

-The Dam

------The reservoir stores 3.5 million acre-feet of water. It produces enough electricity for a quarter million homes. During fall
and winter, water is released to maintain the flow of the Columbia River below and continue power production on the lower
dams. A drop of water leaving Hungry Horse must traverse 20 more dams before reaching the Pacific Ocean, so it has lots of
work to do. In spring, runoff from winter snows is captured and the dam serves to control flooding in the Flathead as the
reservoir refills to maximum level. The reservoir is about 35 miles long and has over 170 miles of shoreline.

--The Reservoir; The Columbia River System, in the US (See Hungry Horse? Farthest Dam to the East)

The Devil's Elbow
------We prepared the boat outside the visitor center and were set to go to the launch ramp. "First, the Devil's Elbow," El said,
"whatever that may be." She had a skeptical look on her face. "Well, what with pollen rafts and larch balls, Ed might just have
a wry sense of humor with out-of-town folks." But, after navigating through housing and construction areas, we found the road
and headed off looking for the "rusty pole." Sure enough - there it was. We climbed out of the truck, looked over the edge of
the chasm beside us, and saw - The Devil's Elbow.

-The Twist in the South Fork of the Flathead; the Gorge (see the truck by the rusty pole?)

Launching
------ Then we headed down the narrow paved road to Lost Johnny. As we pulled in, up came Red. Well, his hair has turned
some shades of gray, but he doffed his hat at El and, sure enough, red! We chatted a bit and then headed to the launch. In a
few minutes, we had the boat launched, the truck and trailer parked, and I had wet feet due to my need to climb into the boat
without a dock. We settled back and headed south - on Hungry Horse Reservoir at last.
------ The first thing we noticed was a hazard common to man-made lakes. When the BuRec created the reservoir, the forest
that was to be inundated was cleared. However, stumps 2-6 feet high remained, and some tree trunks 20-30 feet high were
left. Cruising near shore held the threat of hitting a submerged stump or trunk with the lower unit or propellers. Such objects
didn't show on the depth sounder until under the stern, where the sensor is mounted, and then the alarm would be too late.
These stumps also were a hazard when anchoring, since the anchor could lodge in their roots and be unretrievable.

--Grotesque, on shore; Dangerous in the Water

------ We anchored in only two or three feet of water so we could see the bottom and any hazards through the very clear
water. And, if we did wrap or hook anything, it would be easy to climb overboard and retrieve the anchor by hand.

Underwater Hazard for the Anchor, But No Problem When Anchoring Very Shallow

------ The next discovery was a wonderful 'find.' We had a map of the lake, and didn't know it! Remember, BuRec had no
chart, our chartplotter had a bare (and innacurate map), so we were only cruising with a handout 'flyer' of the Recreation area
and it was pretty simple. But, we had bought an iPhone before the trip to stay in touch with the Internet and use as a cell
phone. It has a 'GPS' location that plots on an internal map. We were told by the Apple salesman that this worked by
triangulating off cellular towers and wasn't real GPS from a satellite. Well, on the lake, I turned on the iPhone to confirm that
there was no cellular coverage and there was no service. But, just for fun, I clicked the Map button to turn on the GPS locator
- it worked! Bingo, we had our precise location on an accurate and highly detailed map. It was not a chart - it didn't show
depths - but we had an outline of all the coves, creeks, islands - all the geographic features and we could plot distances and
courses.

The Blue Dot is our GPS :Location - Our 'Techie' Chart

Geology
Bedrock

------Long ago (and when a geologist says that, you KNOW it was a long time ago) our proto-continent 'decided' to split
asunder. Probably the churning of the hot moving subcrustal mantle goo surged upward against the overlying cool, thin
crustal sheet and cracked the crust. We see this many mornings when we are making hot oatmeal on the stove. The hot
'stuff' below rises convectively and 'rips' apart the colder 'stuff' on the surface. Anyway, over one billion years ago, the crust
ruptured and pulled apart. A steep-sided valley formed and thousands of feet of debris, eroded off the surrounding highlands
and steep flanks, flooded into the valley making fine layers of silt, sand and gravel mixed with some limestone from
ephemeral lakes in the central valley. Then, the forces that had ripped the continent and pulled it apart, ceased and our
continent remained whole but with a great north-south wide debris-filled valley where the ripping had occurred. Through the
later billion years, the rupture was buried by later sedimentation, both erosion debris and an ocean embayment with thick
masses of limestone - and even some volcanic ash and lava flows. The weight of the overlying younger rock was
tremendous, and compressed and cemented the valley fill. The 1.5 billion-year-old 'fill' is called the Belt Series, named for the
outcrops in Montana's Belt Mountains.

Belt Series, Seen From Hungry Horse Reservoir

CRUNCH - The Rockies

------Then, about 70 million years ago, crustal blocks were again shoved by deep movement in the molten mantle. This time,
instead of pulling the pieces apart, there was a head-on collision of plates. Far to the west, plates underlying the ocean, were
heaved eastward against our continent that was placidly 'cruising' along to the west. The force was incredible, but the plate
under the ocean was mostly composed of solid rock that was more dense and heavier than our continental rock. It was
shoved under the continental margin, scraping off light weight islands and continental bits riding on the sea floor plate (these
scrapings include most of Nevada, California and today's continental margin of Oregon, Washington and British Columbia).
The collision force and friction then ruptured our continent, shoving layers atop layers like pushing against a deck of cards.
Some of the rock layers have moved more than 75 miles to the east.

Earthquakes are still acive in this region. A more complete description of the formation of the Rockies has been written up
under Flathead Lake.

-Fault Zone
Belt Rocks to the Right and Far Left are Almost Horizontal, Light-colored Belt Series Rock in Middle is the Crushed
Belt Rock in a Fault Zone
(Note some Remaining Tilted Rock Layers in the Crushed Zone)

BRRRR - Glaciers

-----A short time ago, about a million years in the past (I warned you about geologists and the way we banter around time),
climate changed and things began to cool off sharply. Glaciers formed on high mountains and in the high latitudes of North
America. Ice covered Hungry Horse at least four times during major glacial advances.

Ice 'Tracks' - Horizontal Scratches Caused by Rocks Embedded in Ice Sliding Past the Bedrock Outcrop

------The most serious effect of glaciation for boaters (other than the erosion of the valley and the formation of the lake) is the
fact that glacial debris fills the valley today. This is in sharp contrast with Flathead Lake, where most rock and sand
transported by the ice was scraped out of the valley and the natural lake remains in the hollow left by a huge block of
remnant ice. Here in Hungry Horse there was no natural lake of any size until the BuRec dammed the river draining the
valley. The valley is chock full of lithic debris left by the ice.
------"So what? Why does that seriously affect boaters," you ask. Hmmm - like so many geologic factors that seriously impinge
on us but aren't noticed or understood by most folks, this one goes unnoticed by most. The difference results in more difficult
game-viewing at Hungry Horse. Let's look at the difference between the shores of Flathead and Hungry Horse:
--Here, on Flathead, deer graze on grass right down to the shallow sloping
shoreline.

Now, look at the difference in shorelines - this is Hungry Horse. A 'ridge' of
boulders along the waterline and a steep bluff of sand, gravel and boulders
above. This is definitely not attractive to deer and grazing animals.
The reason for the difference is geologic. Flathead formed in the 'hole' left
behind by stagnant ice - little debris in the ice. The valley had been scraped
free of most loose sand, gravel and boulders before that last remnant of
stagnant ice was left behind.
Hungry Horse was an active glacial valley, but many small glaciers flowed
into the valley from the surrounding mountain valleys - leaving the valley full
of glacial 'garbage.' Now, with the 'artificial' man-made lake-water eroding
the debris on the edges of the lake, the shores are steep and bouldery.

------There's another major difference cruising the lakes. This one affects your safety and that of your boat. Flathead is a
natural lake, hence the shoreline was not 'cleared' of trees prior to 'making' a lake. The BuRec decided to 'harvest' the trees
that would be buried and killed by lakewater, so loggers cleared the forest up to the high water line of the new lake. They left
behind stumps and 'snags' that make cruising near shore in Hungry Horse a hazardous route.

And There Are Many of Their Cousins Under Water

Critters
------We followed Ed's suggestion - went to bed early, and after a quiet sleep, were up an hour before dawn. We sipped our
piping hot coffee, pulled the hook, and cruised along the shore southerly, one engine up and the other at idle.

------While we ate our oatmeal, we glassed the shoreline and soon had spotted our first deer. It soon became obvious that
game viewing would not be as easy as we had anticipated. Because the flooded valley was filled with glacial outwash, a thick
layer of loose sand and gravel underlay the lake. Since the construction of the reservoir over 50 years ago, lake erosion has
chewed at the banks and created steep slopes of sand or gravel right down to the water level. Waves winnowed out the fine
sand and left a residual pile of cobbles at the shoreline. These steep banks of sand and gravel were not conducive to the
growth of vegetation. Hence browsing animals would remain in the higher meadows and only go to water for drinking. But, we
were lucky.

Dawn Deer

------Late one afternoon, I spotted a black lump in the water a hundred yards ahead. At first, I thought of those Larch Balls,
but it was slowly moving through the water. Then, the thought was a loon - a black and white bird we had seen earlier on the
lake. But, a loon is elongated in profile and this was a black ball, so I grabbed the field glasses - "Bear!" I shouted to El, two
feet away. We stared in wonder at a Black Bear swimming across the lake. We sped up to get a better view, but not to block
his exit to shore. He turned nonchalantly to look at us and continued on his way. Soon, he got to the beach, we took a
hurried picture, and watched him climb briskly up the gravel slope. He then stopped, stood briefly behind the screen of a tree
to watch us, and then in a moment, all that remained of this experience was a wet track leading up the beach from the water
marking his exit. We stared at each other in wonder.
------When we told Red about it the next day, his comment was, "Unbelievable! You guys were so lucky. Been here for over
twenty years and no one ever said that to me before."

--

--

Swimming Bear; Heading for the Hills Leaving a Wet Trail; See Her?

------Birds were not abundant. It seems that we saw one of a variety of species, but not many of any one kind. The eagles
and ospreys caught our attention, due to their size and beauty.

Watching Eagle

Tributary Streams
------Some of the most interesting cruising, on lakes, rivers, or salt water, is on the coves that occupy the valleys of tributary
streams. There are some beauts on Hungry Horse. Here are a few photos:

-A A Morning Cruise, Complete with Coffee
(09-09)
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GLACIER NATIONAL PARK
WEST SIDE
Launch: --Very shallow so it would have been difficult to get
our C-Dory off the trailer. Ramp is in bad shape with holes
and breaks in the concrete.
Nearby campsites: --There are four campgrounds around the
lake. One, at Apgar Visitor Center is the only one with a boat
ramp, we were told.
Comments: --Glacier National Park is not savvy to the needs
of power boaters. We found most rangers had little or no
knowledge about the use of power boats on our Glacier Park
Lakes. It seemed that the Park Service in Glacier NP was 'in
the hands' of the commercial boat operators so the public
owners of the park are discouraged (by neglect) from bringing
their boats to the lakes They have much to learn from Grand
Teton NP.

LAKE McDONALD
------ We were warned by Phil, a local boater we met on Flathead Lake, that Lake McDonald had an iffy boat ramp and that
we might want to give it a miss. Since it is but a few miles from our last cruise on Hungry Horse Reservoir, we drove over to
the West Side of Glacier to check it out. Phil was right. It is a pretty lake, but the ramp is iffy.

--

Ugh!

------ We saw a ranger, so asked her if we could overnight on the lake. "Nope,"she told us we could not anchor out over night
so any cruise must be a day trip. There are back country campsites on the lake so we asked her if we could apply for one of
those, and simply anchor off the site and this would give others a chance to use the land site and our living on the boat would
have less environmental impact than if we were ashore. "Nope. No overnighting on a boat on the lake," the ranger
emphatically said.
------ "OK, how about our anchoring the boat offshore and we'll camp in the back country campsite. Will that work?"
------ "No one ever requested that before - but I say, 'no,' since that would keep the boat on the lake overnight." And with that
she turned her back and walked off.
------ So, that ended the discussion.
------ We looked at the lake and decided that the ramp was in such bad shape that we wouldn't risk launching simply for a day
cruise.

Appreciating Lake McDonald From the Shore

------ Consequently, we headed over Marias Pass to check out the eastside lakes. Oh, the memories we have of Marias Pass.
Years ago, with our daughter Kim, we took AmTrak to Essex (then a whistle stop on the main Empire Builder route) in late
December. We hopped off, stayed at the railroad hotel, rented cross country skiis and had a great time skiing beside the track
and on a few trails. We skiied into a moose on one trek and El and Kim skiied into an avalanch shed that covered the track
like a tunnel - only to meet a westbound freight. They raced out ahead of the slow moving uphill train, much to my laughter "Warned you," I shouted and was rewarded with a hail of snowballs.
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GLACIER NATIONAL PARK
EAST SIDE - SAINT MARY LAKE
Launch: --Rising Sun Boat Launch for Saint Mary Lake, on
Going-to-the Sun Road, i8 miles west of the Saint Mary
Visitor Center.
Nearby campsites:--Sites are too small (15-foot length max)
at Rising Sun Campground. To keep boat and truck
connected, use large and scenic pull-through sites at Saint
Mary Campground about 15 miles east on the Going-to-the
Sun Road.
Comments:--Truck and boat trailer, combined length, is too
long to cross the Going-to-the Sun Road. One can access
both sides of the park with boat in tow by driving Route 2, a
beautiful road over Marias Pass.

SAINT MARY LAKE
Background
------ There are many lakes in Glacier National Park and most are suitable for canoes or kayaks only. Several lakes allow
motorized boats. On an earlier visit to Glacier, with our small children, we launched our canoes unto Bowman Lake, in the
northwestern part of the lake, and had a delightful paddle. This trip, sans kids, we wanted to check out the possibility of
cruising Halcyon on four of the largest and most interesting lakes in the Park: McDonald (on the west side), Saint Mary,
Upper Waterton and Two Medicine. McDonald didn't work out. Now across Marias Pass, and on the east side of the park, we
were checking out Saint Mary Lake. Same sad news - no overnight anchoring on the lake, even at campsites with a back
country permit. We tried to explain to the ranger that such a policy would allow the park service to inspect the safety of a boat
on the lake, and would be a safety factor to help rescue canoeists in bad weather or capsizing. No avail.
------ The ramp was, however, in much better condition than the west side Apgar ramp. Only problems we could see was that
the slope of the ramp was too low, and it might be hard to get the boat off the trailer and the commercial cruise boat was tied
a little too close off the end of the shallow ramp. But we decided we'd give it a try the next day.

Ramp is on the Left, Cruise Boat Ties Outboard on the Dock Beside the Ramp

Saint Mary Lake
------ What a beautiful evening. The sun slowly lit up the peaks to the south of the campground, and soon an almost full moon
was glowing the hills in a soft light.

------- Early the next morning, we slipped out of the campground in our C-Dory "RV." A Black Bear was feeding in the berrry
bushes beside the campground entrance road - "a good omen" we thought. We arrived at the ramp and were alone.

------ I backed the trailer down as El held the docking lines. Farther, farther, a little jerk to free the boat - nothing! Farther,
farther - the exhaust pipe was under and burbling - at last, with El pulling and another quick stop for the trailer and Halcyon
slid reluctantly off the bunks. Hooray! El stopped her before hitting the tour boat, I zipped the truck and trailer back to the
parking lot, and we were on our way. We felt like two kids with hands in the cookie jar - we had the treats and no one was
there to stop us - and we didn't have to share except with each other.

Note the Wet Track of our Truck/Trailer Up the Ramp, and the CALM

------ The night before, when checking out the ramp, the wind was howling. Chatting with the campground host about the wind
he said wryly "When doesn't the wind blow? Never! She's always blowing here in the mountain valley. I've hosted here for
years and have never seen a perfectly calm day."
------ But our launch morning held the bear omen - it was magic. Not a breath of air. The reflections were mirror perfect. We
were the only folks on the lake - even the gulls seemed impressed by the stillness, so they sat motionless on rocks and
studied the upside down mountains in the lake.
Share The Day With Us
------ A calm day, full of reflections, on the lakes in the Rockies is unusual. We had a delightful morning of drifting slowly (even
cooked breakfast on the lake). We didn't interupt the gift of silence and beauty (we even talked with each other in whispers)
and so don't want to interfere with your shared experience with us by written words. Enjoy a few moments of peaceful
solitude, as you cruise Saint Mary Lake with us.

-

-

-

-

-

-

-

-

-

Adieu, Saint Mary Lake - Thanks!
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GLACIER NATIONAL PARK
MANY GLACIER
------ This was a trip down memory lane, for Bill, and a great
lunch out for the two of us. We prowled all over the hotel, a
marvel of engineering and construction, built in the early days
of the Great Northern Railroad by the Hill family. It was
designed to be the ultimate mountain vacation destination and, in our opinion, still is.
------ Swiftcurrent Lake, in front of the hotel, is not open for
personal power boats, although there is a small cruise boat
for tourists who might enjoy some time on the water. That
boat takes passengers to a dock, you walk over a low ridge,
and climb aboard another tour boat to visit Lake Josephine,
also closed to private power boats.
Many Glacier Hotel

MANY GLACIER HOTEL
------ Time is the purview of a geologist. If distance (space) is the stomping ground for astronomers, and hurricanes are meat
for meteorologists, well, stand back for the geologist when it comes to time. We banty around millions and billions of years
like politicians do dollars. Only now they reckon in trillions, and that's too much for a geologist.
------ However easy it is for me to visualize the tens of millions of years, I ran smack dab into a problem with only 59 years.
"Seems like yesterday," goes the old quote from old timers. And now that I am one, I agree.
------ Fifty-nine years ago, young kids in High School saved their money for cars, clothes and if they could swing it, a summer
trip to Europe (it was a lot more reasonable in price then). But, as I've said elsewhere, I marched to a different drummer (then
and now). It seemed foolish to spend hard-earned money in Europe when most of my classmates couldn't name the states
that border the Mississippi River. My interest was to know our country well - to see America first.
------ And that's exactly the slogan that the Great Northern Railroad was pushing to get folks to ride their trains to the west.

------ Well, I saved most of my pennies (earned with a paper route, pin setting in the local bowling alley, running the YMCA
pool hall, parking cars at an Audubon sanctuary on weekends, and working school vacations in the back room of the Post
Office sorting boxes or letters) and still had barely enough dough to take a train from my home in suburban New York to the
Mississippi River to start familiarizing myself with those states). But, serendipity struck. Christmas trees! I could sell Christmas
trees, and think of the profit! Location, location, location - ah, but my friends at the YMCA let me use a vacant lot they owned
adjacent to the Y building right on main street downtown. I bought a truck load of trees, a bunch of Christmas lights to
brighten up the lot, and hired a few friends and went into business. Yep, they sold fast and furious, since I only ordered
Grade 1 trees. Soon I had another eighteen-wheeler headed to the lot from Canada piled high with prime trees. By New
Years, a rail trip to the Pacific Ocean was in the bank.
------ Now I simply had to plot the route, the places to visit and stay awhile, and the reservations to get there and back. What
fun - no Internet then - lots of trips to the library for guide books (and to the post office for the wads of brochures I ordered).
Also visits with friends of my parents who were well-traveled. (I had already traveled by car and rail to the West Coast many
times during the summers with my folks, in the family car or by train, since they were Californians, and they went 'home' most
summers to visit family - but this trip was mine, and I was on my own).
------ The Great Northern Railroad ads lead me to consider Glacier National Park. No one could give me any advice about the
place - they had never even heard of it. I read everything possible - bears, big horns, moose, glaciers, lofty mountains everything to get a young kid, who loved being outdoors surrounded by nature, really fired up.

--

--

The Empire Builder, Streamliner from Chicago to Portland (via Glacier National Park)

The Original Empire Builder - Class S-2 4-8-4 Northern

------ Heart pounding, I bought a ticket on the Empire Builder, after connecting first with the Twentieth Century Limited, that
classic New York Central ride along the Hudson and Mohawk Rivers (the Water Level Route, they called it) en route to
Chicago's Union Station.

The Twentieth Century Limited, Streamliner From New York City to Chicago

------ And what a rail ride that was. I had a Pullman berth for sleeping. The porter was especially kind to me since I was a
solo traveler. I slept on the top bunk of those neat fold-down, curtained berths.

-Pullman Car on the Southern Railroad; Mine was the Upper Berth

------ When I arrived in East Glacier station, they switched off a few cars to a siding (including the one I was ticketed on), and

that would be home for many days.
------ A jammer (the bright red transport I had seen in the Great Northern ads, and so named because of the noise they made
shifting gears) met me in the morning.

-A Poster from the '50's; A Refurbished 'Modern' Jammer

------ I rode the jammer to Many Glacier Hotel, at that time the most remote lodge for a traveler in Glacier National Park. Too
many experiences to enumerate, but for a young eastern lad on his own what an experience it was. I had selected a room on
the fourth floor facing the mountains. This summer, accompanied by El, we rode the old elevator up to the fourth floor - a
room in the corner was open for cleaning, I walked in, and like déjà vu, I knew that was the room I was in 59 years ago. The
same dormer roof and rock fireplace.

--

--

Hey, I Didn't Make my Bed?; and Same Bath Tub - But I Don't Remember the Shower Curtain; View Sure Hasn't
Changed

------ In the dining room they didn't want to seat me ("where are your parents - you can't have a table of your own." Had to talk
with the manager to convince him (by showing him my reservations and tickets) that I was indeed a fourteen-year-old
traveling solo.

I Remember a High Vaulted Wooden Ceiling in the Dining Room, I inquired, "Modernized" They Said

------ Seems like yesterday ... today, fifty-nine years later, I returned with my wife of fifty years and could lead her to all my old
haunts at Many Glacier Hotel. Little had changed. It is still the premier mountain vacation lodge in my opinion. The hiking
trails, wildlife, accommodations, meals, pleasant staff ... where did those fifty-nine years and that young confident lad go? ...

---

-Looking Across the Years

--

--

View From the Balcony; the Lobby; the Most Important Addition in the Past 59 Years

------ As we traveled the exit road from the lodge, we met a bear walking the side of the road. We took a picture of her in the
rear vision mirror. What a perfect ending for a nostalgic trip to yesteryear.
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GLACIER NATIONAL PARK
EAST SIDE - TWO MEDICINE LAKES
Launch:--AA small ramp, more suitable for rafts and canoes,
exists near the Two Medicine store. No vessels with more
than 10 hp are allowed on the three lakes of Two Medicine.
Nearby campsites:--Thirteen miles from East Glacier is the
Two Medicine campground, a quiet location with many pullthrough sites to 'camp' with your truck, trailer and boat.
Comments: --Located on the shore of Two Medicine Lake
stands what used to be the Two Medicine Chalet built by the
Great Northern Railway. It now serves as a camp store and
gift shop, and is a registered historic landmark. Shuttle
service, boat tours, and Red Bus tours can be found at Two
Medicine.

TWO MEDICINE LAKES
The End of Two Perfect Days
CCT"These past two days have been perfect," El said as we relaxed in the cockpit of Halcyon with a sundowner. We were in
the campground at Two Medicine Lakes, as beautiful a campground in the mountain terrane as you could wish. We started
yesterday with a bear."

CCT"Then we were able to make the difficult launch into Saint Mary Lake and were rewarded with one of the most amazing
mountain spectacles we have yet seen on the boat - a beautifully still day of tranquility and refelections."

CCT"In the afternoon, we had an easy border crossing into Canada and a marvelous cruise through one of Canada's most
beautiful natural parks - and the storm slipped by to the south of us, so we had no problem with either wind or rain."

CCT"Then a fine campsite, under clear skies, in Waterton for the night."

CCT"It was an easy crossing back into the US today, and then your marvelous suggestion of heading to Many Glacier Lodge
for midday meal - what a memory trip to share from your childhood - and a great meal."

CCT"And here we are, tucked into the bear bushes in a beautiful campground. Sure can't beat these past two days for a
perfect 'vacation.' Where to for tomorrow?" Her grin spread across her face.

-CCT"Who knows, but for now let's take a stroll down to the lakeshore to see the sunset - maybe there'll be a moose."

(09-09)
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WATERTON / GLACIER
INTERNATIONAL PEACE PARK
MONTANA, USA AND ALBERTA,
CANADA
Launch:--The town of Waterton lies wholly within the Park.
The site of the scenic cruise boat shuttle, at the northeast
end of town, is the location of the Park marina and launch
ramp. The ramp has a dock and is relatively easy to use.
Park on the main street, Mt. View Road, to the southwest of
the ramp.
Nearby campsites: --There is a fine National Park campsite at
the south end of town. Electric pull-through sites are
A Most Magnificent Natural Area, Shared as an
available; there are free showers; and the waterfront view at
International Peace Park and World Heritage Site by the
sundown is impressive. Follow Windflower Road southerly
Great Countries of Canada and the United States.
and it leads to the entrance. Wild deer graze like sheep in the
camp.
Comments: --Waterton is a pretty tourist town. The Prince of
Wales Hotel lies on a ridge at the south end of the Waterton
Lakes and has a most impressive view. Here the prairie
meets the mountain.

ANOTHER CANADIAN TREASURE
CC"It's only a few miles farther north than Saint Mary Lake - we're close - let's go," El likes to 'push the envelope' a bit. We
had pulled from salt water in the San Juan Islands and were heading down to Lake Powell several weeks ago, when I had
suggested taking the route to the left and exploring some of northern Montana's lake country. We chatted about it at a rest
stop on the freeway, and decided to take the road, "the one less travelled by," and it DID make a big difference. We have now
cruised Flathead Lake, Broken Horse Reservoir, and Saint Mary Lake, and now there's another divergence of road. This time,
turning left, would cross the international border.

C

C

The Border Crossing; the Border Monument; the Border Itself

CC"We have our passports, and Brad and the grandkids have just been up there hiking and loved it," El smiled as she
packed up the boat cabin for travel.
CC"Last time we were there," I said with a frown, "it was a huge storm. Remember? Lashing cold rain, fierce winds that
almost blew us (literally) off the road. And there's a big frontal system moving easterly across Washington as we speak. The
lake would be a mass of froth, with the winds funneled between the high ranges - just like last time." Remember, I'm the
worrywart of this duo.
CC"If we go now, we can be there in a few hours, and beat the front. Then, snuggled in the boat at the campground, let it
rain."
CCWe had launched that morning into Saint Mary Lake in Glacier National Park and had an incredible cruise into the lair of
the lofty Rockies on a mirror-reflecting surface. The day had begun with sighting a Black Bear in a berry patch. "A good
omen," El had said, and she was right. Now, midday, the air was still stable and the sun bright and we pulled Halcyon out of
the Saint Mary Lake.
CC"We're biting off a bunch in one day, Hon," thinking of two launches into high mountain lakes. But, then the thought struck
me - "Oh! (if) I kept the first for another day ... knowing how way leads on to way,I doubted if I should ever come back." I
remember as a young college kid sitting in front of a snug winter fire in New Hampshire with friends, and a grizzled old man,
with a husky voice, saying those words to us - Robert Frost. He has been a guiding light for me ever since - and he's right.
Take the opportunity when it presents itself, you may never come back.
CC"We're outta here, kid," I said, helping put things away. A few hours later, in another country, we were sliding down the
launch ramp into Upper Waterton Lake.

The Excellent Ramp

HISTORY
CCIn 1872, Yellowstone became the world's first national park. The idea became immensely popular. In 1895, Canada's
Minister of Interior established Waterton Lakes National Park and added the simple (and proven oh so true) comment,
"Posterity will bless us." In 1932, Canada and the United States, recognizing that the joint boundary between Glacier and
Waterton Lakes constituted a single ecosystem, joined the parks into an international park - celebrating our years as peaceful
neighbors, it was declared an International Peace Park.
CCMy personal family had done the same thing some years earlier - when my US-born grandfather married my Canada-born
grandmother. Being a quarter Canadian has been a happy experience for me, since early childhood many of my travels have
been in Canada and I have felt a sense of belonging.

A Common Border and a Single Ecosystem; USA Left, Canada Right

ECOLOGY
CCThis is the common meeting ground of the prairie and the mountain - wind-wept grasslands and old-growth forests present-day glaciers and deep lakes, whose basins were scoured by ice. George Grinnell, founder of the Audubon Society,
called this place the "Crown of the Continent." A single drop of rain, by chance landing an inch in any direction, can at one
place flow either to the Gulf Coast and the Atlantic Ocean, or the Pacific, or into a drainage that flows to Hudson Bay. The
diversity of environments means a diversity in plant and animal species - one of the most varied anywhere in the Rocky
Mountains - a paradise for biologists (as well as grizzly bears and wolves).

Diversity

GEOLOGY
Glaciers
CCGlaciers and streams erode valleys in distinctly different ways. Ice, flowing down a valley, scrapes the sides of the valley
as well as the bottom - this results in a characteristic U-shape to the valley.

A Glacier-carved Valley

CCThe energy and eroding force of a stream is directed below the flowing water - little scour occurs along the valley sides.
Hence, river-carving results in a V-shape to the valley.

Note the V-shaped Valleys Flanking the Mountain

CCNow, for the exam. You know the distinction between U-shaped valleys (glaciers) and V-shaped valleys (streams). OK,
how about this one - what caused this?

U-shaped Above, V-shaped Below (into Waterton Lake)s

CCSure, glacier-scoured above and stream-carved below. But, why didn't the glacier scour all the way down to the valley now
occupied by Waterton lake?
CCOne good explanation is that the Waterton Lake Valley was filled with it's own glacier - the one that scoured out the (now)
lake bed. Ahah! So the tributary glacier that scoured the valley we see flowed into and joined the ice of Waterton Valley.
When glaciers join, they don't have to have their valley bottoms at the same elevation. Stream valleys do, or their is a
waterfall at the junction. So, in this view, the upper valley was occupied by a glacier that joined the one in Waterton Valley. It
is a 'hanging valley' since the side valley didn't join the main valley 'at grade' - with their bottoms scoured to the same
elevation - it 'hangs.' Later, after the glaciers melted from both valleys, a stream carved the characteristic V-shaped valley and
joined the Waterton Valley 'at grade.
Bedrock
CCSome of the oldest sedimentary rocks on Earth are found in the park - the Belt Series. These rocks are described in our
discussion of Hungry Horse Reservoir, where they also outcrop. Here the tough old rocks have been shaped and scoured by
glaciers creating awe-inspiring scenery and natural beauty.
CCThe rocks have also suffered bending and faulting due to the collision of the plates that created the Rockies, as discussed
in Hungry Horse.

C
On a Large Scale and Small

Crossing the Border on the Boat
CCThe US-Canada border divides Waterton Lake. At the southern end, there is a US customs station that must be cleared by
those who intend to hike on the US side of the border. Boaters, however, if they don't disembark or meet other vessels below
the border, are allowed an unrestricted passage.

Customs on the Lake

Tourist Activities

C
The Classic Tour Boat; The Prince of Wales Hotel

CAMPING
CCCamping is easy at the town park, with many sites large enough for the boat and trailer. You can walk to the town or the
lakeshore easily from camp. And there are many visitors - two-footed and four.

The Campsite

C

C

The Two-footed Visitors, and the Four-footed

SIMPLE BEAUTY
CCBut, the best part of the cruise, is enjoying the simple beauty of the surroundings. Understanding the reasons for what we
see adds a deeper dimension but should never be allowed to block the glory of the vision.

CC(09-09)
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CAMP FORTUNATE
Clark Canyon Lake
Launch: - Leave I-15, a few miles south of Dillon, Montana, at
Clark Canyon Dam exit. There is a ramp and campground on
the east end of the dam, free but no amenities. There is
another ramp and camp across the dam, a few miles south
on the northwest side of the lake, with facilities and power for
a nominal fee.
Nearby campsites: - Bureau of Reclamation campsites all
around the lake. We prefer the one at the northwest corner of
the lake.

Near the Site of Camp Fortunate

Comments: - This is a cruise for those we enjoy the history of
the American West.

THE CORPS OF DISCOVERY
CCIn 1986, El and I climbed into a double kayak to begin a two-month descent of the Missouri River. We carried the journal
of her namesake, William Clark. We read the journal and camped on as many sites as possible where Lewis and Clark had
camped, with their Corps of Discovery, in 1804. That downriver two-month long trip is another tale for another time. But it sets
the stage of our deep interest in the Lewis and Clark epic.
CCCCThe expedition was one of the morst dramatic and significant episodes in our history. It carried the flag and the destiny
of our young country westward to the Pacific Ocean, across thousands of miles of land known only to American Indians.
Americans afterward could feel the full sweep of their continent.
CCIt began in 1803 when our government, under Thomas Jefferson, was negotiating with France for the purchase of New
Orleans. Unexpectedly, we were sold all the Louisiana territory. Immediately the purchase doubled the size of the United
States. It included the tributaries of the Mississippi River that drained easterly from the Continental Divide, from the Gulf of
Mexico to Canada.

CCIn 1792, Robert Gray discovered the mouth of the Columbia River and claimed the land known as "Oregon Territory" for
the US. Now, twelve years later, Congress authorized the expedition to find a transportation link between the newly
purchased Louisiana Territory and the Oregon Territory. Furthermore, on instruction from the President, Lewis and Clark were
charged with observing, collecting and recording natural history, the cultures they observed, and all geographic features of
significance. The result was one of the most thoroughly documented explorations yet undertaken anywhere.
CCThe expedition began August 30, 1803 with a specially designed keelboat, down the Ohio River. They winter camped on
the Mississippi River, opposite the junction with the Missouri River. They set off up the Missouri May 14, 1804 "under a jentle
brease." That winter, after a slow and difficult journey up the river, they camped at Ft. Mandan (North Dakota). During the
winter they recruited the French-Canadian fur trapper, Toussaint Charbonneau and his Shoshoni wife Sacagawea who
accompanied them to the Pacific and back to the Mandan villages. In April 1805 the keelboat returned to St. Louis and with
two pirogues (smaller and more maneuverable) and six dugout canoes the expedition continued up the Missouri.

Dugout Canoe

CCOn May 8th they came to a divide in the river. One branch, entering from the north, was large as the other continuing to
the west. They paused a week exploring both branches before determining that the westerly course was the Missouri. The
other branch they named Maria's River, in honor of Lewis' cousin, Maria Wood. When El and I kayaked down the Missouri,
we began our trip 100 miles up the Marias to avoid falls and dams on the main trunk of the Missouri.
CCLewis and Clark continued up the Missouri, after caching a pirogue and baggage for the return trip, at the mouth of the
Marias. In mid-June they arrived at Great Falls. Instead of one falls, they soon realized there were five cascades and an 18mile portage was required. After three weeks of back-breaking work they finished the portage of their heavy craft and supplies
around the Great Falls. They stashed their pirogue and continued with the heavy dugout canoes.They dragged their canoes
upstream to the headwaters of the Missouri.
CCThey were pestered by "our trio of pests still invade and obstruct us on all occasions, these are the musquetoes eye knats
and prickly pear."

The Buggers are Still There

CCLewis went ahead of the boat party to try to contact the Shoshoni people in order to barter for horses so the expedition
could cross the Divide on horseback. On August 13 he made contact, and convinced the Indians to return to where Clark was
camped. They arrived on August 17th. Sacajawea heard the Indians singing as they approached camp. She immediately

recognized the Indians as her people (the Aqaidika, or Salmon Eaters). In her excitement she began to dance and suck her
fingers, indicating in sign language that these were her people. In fact, the chief of that band, Cameahwait, was her brother!

CCSuddenly an excited young woman in the band ran out and embraced Sacagawea. Five years earlier two young girls had
been captured and kidnapped in a raid by a hostile band. One escaped and the other had been taken to the Mandan villages
where she became a vital member of the Corps of Discovery.

CCThey named the site Camp Fortunate, since meeting Sacagawea's Shoshoni, the friendly Indians sold them horses and
guided them over the mountains to the headwaters of the rivers flowing to the Pacific. The actual site of Camp Fortunate is
buried under the water of Clark Canyon Reservoir.
CCAfter scouting routes westerly, on August 23rd Lewis hid the canoes and loaded supplies on horses purchased from the
Shoshoni - then set out for Lost Trail Pass across the Bitterroot Mountains and the Great Divide.
END OF NAVIGATION
CCWhat a statement - one dreaded by all who cruise - "end of navigation." Camp fortunate was the end of navigation for the
Corps on the Missouri River system.
SACAJAWEA

Plaque Honoring Sacajawea at Modern Campsite

CCSacajawea was indeed "invaluable' to the fate of the expedition. Without her there would likely have been no success.

GEOLOGY
CCThe geology of the American West had a profound influence on the Lewis and Clark Expedition. The uplift of the Rockies
created an almost unsurmountable barrier to the Corps of Discovery. Here, in the Bitterroots, much of the upthrust rock is
limestone (the blue in the diagram below) which becomes fragmental and blocky during erosion. The horseback trip over the
Bitterroots was difficult, dangerous, and several horses were lost when they slipped and fell.

Some of the Geology on the Route Over the Bitterroots

CCCMontana lay astride the Equator and was covered by a warm shallow sea during the time when the limestones were
deposited, 360 million years ago. Abundant fossils can be found in the limestones.

CLOUDS
CCWe don't take time to watch clouds. Since childhood, I have enjoyed lying on my back and watching clouds form, change
shape, and move across the sky. Most of you enjoyed the same thing when you were a little tad, but have perhaps forgotten
the immense joy that one derives from watching clouds. We're simply too busy and caught up with our lives, jobs, families,

whatever to take the time.
CCThe Hopi have a belief that their ancestors reveal themselves to the living through the shapes of clouds. Many kachinas
are decorated with cloud symbols to honor their ancestors. Clouds have a gift for all of us.

C

C

C

C

CAMPING
CCLong ago such an important camp; now an overnight for Halcyon and her crew.

C

Across the Ripples of Time - Camp Fortunate
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UTAH LAKE
Launch: - Utah Lake State Park, Provo, Utah. Four excellent
boat ramps and visitor docks at the Park marina 5 miles west
of Provo.
Nearby campsites: - Walking distance from the ramps.

Comments: - Utah's largest fresh water lake. A unique
experience.

WHERE DID ALL THE WATER GO?
CCThis is the tale of an ice age lake and its remnants, present-day lakes - Great Salt Lake and Utah Lake. Twenty thousand
years ago ice coursed down the flanks of the lofty Wasatch Mountains that line the eastern side of Salt Lake-Provo Valley of
Utah. Hundreds of cubic miles of water lay locked into ice high on the mountains. Then Earth warmed and the ice melted.
Streams and rivers swollen by meltwater flowed off the mountains into the valley. But, the water had nowhere to go - there
was initially no outlet for water from the valley toward the sea.
CCSlowly the valley filled with water and a huge lake filled the valley - Lake Bonneville. An alluvial fan, spreading down from
the surrounding mountains at Red Rock Pass, at the far north end of the valley, formed a dam. Finally the lake reached a
spillway level over the alluvial fan. Lake water flowed northerly over the spillaway and down the Snake River into the
Columbia and out to the sea.
CCThis equilibrium level was established about 16 thousand years ago. For about a thousand years all was stable, with about
19,800 square miles of lake water surface. Then, between 15 and 14 thousand years ago, there was a catastrophic failure of
the alluvial dam. A huge flood resulted, and lake level was lowered about 350 feet.
CCThe flood waters washed out the alluvial dam and reached a resistant bedrock 'dam' about 14.5 thousand years ago.
Surface area was reduced by about 5,500 square miles to 14,400 square miles. Lake level and size was stable at this level
for about another thousand years. Then, with the end of the Ice Age, precipitation was greatly lowered and the lake gradually
was reduced to its present size, about 4,500 square miles.
CCThere is no outlet for Great Salt Lake except by evaporation. Consequently, variations in rainfall and evaporative rates
cause variations in the size of the residual lake. In the recent past, the lake was been shrinking due to lower precipitation.
CCDr. Paul Link of Idaho State University and Dr. Shuhab Khan of University of Houston have put together a series of maps
to simulate the history of Lake Bonneville:

16-14.5 Thousand Years Ago; 14.5-13.5 Thousand Years Ago;Today
The Original Lake was More than 200 miles North-South and 100 miles East-West

UTAH LAKE
CCIn the fall of 1776, the Dominguez - Escalante party descended Spanish Fork Canyon, that slices the Wasatch Mountains
giving access to Salt Lake-Provo Valley. On September 21, the exploration party climbed a small hill near the mouth of the
canyon and looked down upon the large lake in a large valley to the west. One member of that party, Bernardo Y. Pacheco,
later reported to the king of Spain, "This place is the most pleasant, beautiful and fertile in all New Spain."
CCThe fur trade brought mountain men to the shores of Utah Lake. One, a personal hero of ours, Jedediah Smith was one of
the first to name Utah Lake(in a letter in 1827). In 1844 and 1845, John C. Fremont, another personal hero, visited the lake.
CC In 1933,the Civilian Conservation Corps, built the marina as a Depression work project to help aid the unemployed.

Beautiful Facilities

CCUnlike Great Salt Lake, Utah Lake is fresh water. Why? Because it has an outlet. It flows northerly via the Jordan River
into Great Salt Lake and consequently evaporation doesn't concentrate stagnant water to high salinity as it does in Great Salt
Lake, which has no outlet. The lake covers an area of about 392 square miles, and is Utah's largest fresh water lake.

Landsat Photo. Part of Great Salt Lake at Top

CCDespite its large surface area, the lake is shallow; it has a maximum depth of 14 feet and an average depth of about 9.4
feet! Imagine a large lake where the warning on your depth sounder would be set for 5 feet!! This shallowness allows winds
to easily stir up sediments from the lake's bottom, creating turbidity in the water. There are wetlands surrounding the
shoreline. These are an important stopover and nesting area for migratory birds.

C
Marshland; Marina Entrance

CCWe camped at the excellent facilities, many pull-through, and had a pleasant evening wandering the shore and enjoying
the sunset. We decided, since we do not fish, that we would skip cruising on such a shallow lake.

C

C
Our RV at Utah Lake; Sunset
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PANAMA CANAL
-----For those who love cruising, whether on their own boats, on boats
belonging to friends, or with commercial trips, there are perhaps a few
cruising experiences that are the equivalent of listing a bucket list.
Well, last summer, swinging on a hook for the evening and watching the
sunset, we reminisced about our list and realized we have been
fortunate enough to complete most of the ‘dreamed about’ list for the
future. But, we thought, what about the Panama Canal?

Panama Canal

Too far and gas-consumptive to take our small boat along the coasts,
we quickly calculated. But, our favorite small travel club, with a limited
number of people on each trip, was planning a passage before
Christmas. On further examination, it looked perfect. Three days through
the Canal (cruise ships do it in eight hours) with nights anchored in
coves ringing Gatun Lake – and with nature walks guided by local
‘experts’ to view the birds, plants, and animals of the tropical rain forest.
Also with walking experiences (and overnights) up in the Panamanian
highlands, and along both the Caribbean and Pacific coasts. There was
even an extension to Cartagena and the Caribbean coast of Columbia.
On a previous trip, we shared many days with Columbian families in the
highlands of Bogota and the cane fields of Cali – now we could visit the
tropical Caribbean coast.
One more candidate for a shared lifetime experience and another Holy
Grail for cruisers – the Panama Canal (and environs).

PANAMA
So, on a snowy December day, we boarded our flight and flew off to the south and east, bound (ultimately) for Panama City.
Denver International Airport on a snowy December morning We set our watches forward to Eastern Time Zone, flew to
Florida, and then south on a connecting flight to Panama. Almost before we knew it, we were in Panama. Welcome to
Panama – “Have a Balboa Beer?
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