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

MEANDERINGS

Trail of Cheers This column is written in anticipation of the First Annual Boat Float, to
celebrate the Des Moines River Water Trail. Tied into the National Trail Day and the local
Trail Daze, this is clear a recognition that the Des Moines River Water Trail is real, and
people are treating it as a legitimate new trail. In an article promoting Trail Daze, the May 28
Des Moines Reqister says “Just show up with your bike, canoe, or horse” and goes on to
define a trail as including “waterways, the greenbelt around area rivers, the dirt hiking paths
as well as the asphalt lanes that now snake through most of the area.”

When | heard Gerry Rowland talking about water trails 8 years ago, | thought it was a clever
affectation to draw an analogy between a river and a trail. | didn’t see any connection
between my trail running and my new found sport of paddling. Trails aren’t meant to be
floated upon. Thanks to Gerry, and Nate, and John, and Robin and countless others, our
thinking has changed. A river has the same draw and importance as any other trail and it
deserves the attention and support of the community. We've come a long way in a short
time. Congratulations to the people who worked on the project. Beyond biking, running,
hiking and riding, we now have a trail to PADDLE! —Steve Parrish, editor-

"l was crazy to be attempting this voyage. Asift o lift my spirits, Nature answered on cue.
From the western horizon, hundreds of dolphins came leaping toward me. Flipping,
dancing on their tails, in groups of ten and more, they passed on both sides of the boat.
Surely, a sign, and the majestic red ball of the su  n sinking into an orange seas raised my
spirits further." — Journey of a Hope Merchant, From Apartheid to the Elite World of Solo Yacht
Racing by Neal Petersen (2004).

| attended a speech by Neal Petersen this April. Afterwards, | bought his book and told him of my
interest in kayaking. In the inscription to my copy of his book, Neal wrote: “Keep kayaking. It's all
in the mind over matter. See you on the waters!” - editor -

This issue is dedicated to Bob Johansen, CIP Board member and paddling enthusiast. The paddling
community and all your many friends are pulling for you. We hope to see YOU on the waters!

REPORTS

Safety, Safety, Safety by Scott Evans

By now many of you have heard of the kayak accident on Red Rock Lake in early April. A lone
kayaker without proper clothing, was dumped in big waves by the North Overlook beach close to
the dam. The wind chill was 5 degrees, the wind was at 22 mph, and the water temperature
around 40 degrees. We continually preach safety with proper training, gear, and judgment. At
the present we do not know all the details, but we do know the paddler was wearing only Goretex
pants and was unable to re-enter his boat for a self rescue. He was in the water approximately
30 minutes overall and was spotted by a passing motorist on the dam who called for rescue. He
was discharged from the hospital but will likely remember the day for a long time.
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| do not want to belabor the issue, but though we try to attract new paddlers to Red Rock to
experience what a wonderful lake it is, we want everyone to know that it is an "inland sea" with
dangers not experienced on smaller lakes or rivers. Everyone should know the 120 degree rule
always applies in the winter: If the water and air temps are less than 120 degrees, then
protective gear is mandatory. On a day like the Saturday of the accident, even a wetsuit can
even be too little if you are in the water very long. A drysuit would be safer.

No clothing will sustain someone in long term immersion so all safety precautions are necessary.
The paddler in the water ended up with a core body temp of 89 degrees; often at 88 degrees a
cardiac arrest is imminent. Even though our fictitious Armada (anyone who has paddled with us
on Red Rock) is just a loose knit group of enthusiasts, we care about each and every paddler
who hits the lake, and we only want good experiences. Please use this as a wakeup call - we all
will when paddling.

| was paddling on Whitebreast the following Saturday, and even in drysuit, mukluks and headgear
| knew that | couldn't get too far from shore and had to keep a cell phone close. You see, last
year on the same weekend of the year | dumped in the middle of the lake surfing in 3-4' waves
and had to self-rescue. | was lucky the temperatures were warmer and | had a trusted
companion to call me stupid so that | didn't have to do it myself.

“Ain’'t Those Things Kinda Dangerous?” by John Pearson

“Ain’t those things kinda dangerous?” the voice over my left shoulder asked. | turned from
cinching down the strap fastening my kayak to the car roof rack and recognized the operator of
the motorboat that had passed me on my way back to the ramp after a morning paddle on Red
Rock Lake. Obnoxious oil-and-gas exhaust from his sputtering motor had drifted over my kayak
as he pulled ahead, nearly gagging me, and | had paddled upwind of him at the ramp to avoid
breathing more of the foul plume. He had just pulled his boat-laden trailer from the water and had
parked next to me to finish trimming. He was eyeing my kayak dubiously.

“No, not really,” | answered, “but you need to know how to use them, like anything else.” He
looked unconvinced, then remarked, “I flipped one last year.” Thinking he meant that he had
experimentally tried to paddle a kayak and had capsized, | asked “Were you able to get back into
your boat okay?” “No,” he corrected, “I caused one to flip - a whole pack of them - with my
motorboat” and gestured over his shoulder with his thumb to the smelly vessel behind him. “l was
running wide open across the lake last summer and came upon a pack of kayaks. | saw them too
late to keep my wake from washing over them. They all flipped over.” He grimaced guiltily then
added that he had immediately turned around and helped them out of the water.

“Were they able to get back into their boats okay?” | asked, my interest now piqued. “Yes,” he
replied, “all except the one that sank.” He then clarified, “Actually that one was a canoe. It
swamped and went under. | expect it's still there.” (There meaning the bottom of Red Rock Lake.)
He ferried the unhappy canoeists to shore in his motorboat.

Now | understood his opening question. To him, kayaks were dangerous because they were
vulnerable to his power to knock them over. He stated that he would never go out on a kayak,
preferring the safety of his bigger, more stable motorboat. “Have you ever been in danger in your
motorboat?” | asked. He didn’t sense the trap | had just set for him because he brightened and
started another story: “Well, one time | was out in the middle of the lake with my wife and kids
when my motor died and a big storm came up. The wind and waves got real bad and tossed the
boat around. | thought we were gonna die, but a pontoon boat came by and pulled us into a
cove.” He paused here, remembering, beginning to relive the experience. “Then it started to hail -
really big stones that hurt when they hit and we had no cover in the boat. | couldn’t even see the
pontoon boat that was towing us. Then big waves began rocking the pontoon boat after we
reached the cove, washing over it, and it looked like it was going to capsize. | thought we were
gonna die.”

Central lowa Paddlers -2- www.paddleiowa.org



Powerless in a “big, stable” motorboat that he had considered “safe”, his life — and those of his
family - were in danger. | pictured the likely scene based on his appearance as he had passed
me this morning: not wearing a PFD, probably no raingear, no drybag with dry clothes, certainly
no wetsuit and no previous rehearsal for rescue from capsizing... none of the things possessed
by a well-prepared kayaker. His story ended with everyone jumping into the water, wading
ashore, and cowering under trees — cold, wet, and miserable — until the storm ended.

In light of his two stories — one in which he endangered others and one in which he was
endangered - | wondered if he realized the significance of his earlier question to me, but with
regard to motorboats: Ain’t those things kinda dangerous?

We finished tying down our boats and wished each other goodbye. As he pulled away, he leaned
out of his window and called back to me with the well-meaning advice of a “safe” motorboater to a
“risky” kayaker:

“Be safe out there!”

Don Probst Recognized submitted by John Wenck

A nice article was written in the May/June issue of the DNR's magazine "lowa Outdoors" honoring
Don Propst for his efforts in river clean-ups.

__BY CHRISTOPHER ENGLISH _PHOTOS BY CLAY SMITH ADMIRATION AND LEGAGY |

RIVER CLEAN-UP

DON PROPST, DES MOINES
Ambitious retiree goes solo, planning river cleanup events in Central lowa.

Although retired for five years, Don Propst hasn't retired his lifestyle. No matter the
season, he's busy cross country skiing, ice fishing, and most importantly, helping with
the on-going cleanup of the Raccoon River.

"The main purpose of all (my work) is to show the rest of lowa that there are people out
" here who do care about the rivers and are wanting something done about it," Propst says.

And he's doing something about it. Contributing to lowa's Project AWARE river cleanup
efforts, Propst decided to host his own events to clean the Raccoon River. By summer's end,
Propst held three events, enlisting more than 50 volunteers to rid an average of 5 to 10 river
miles of tires, appliances and other junk. The work isn’t easy. A full boat can be miles away
from drop-off spots or low water can force helpers to drag heavy, trash-laden boats.

Brandon Harland, DNR programs assistant, says Propst gives much more behind-the-
scenes by obtaining grants and managing four sites for the IOWATER volunteer program.
Propst’s efforts were acknowledged recently via a sign on the Grays Lake bridge stating
. “Thanks Don Propst—the Raccoon River”

“Basically he's just in tune with what's going on around him and when Don puts
his mind to something he gets it done,” says Harland.

SR = -

Paddling lowa Class by Steve Parrish

Kudos to John Wenck for organizing a 3 night Paddling lowa class. Sponsored through the Des
Moines Adult Education program, lowa paddlers presented to 30 students at Hoover High School
on May 1, 8, and 15. Presenters included Nate Hoogeveen, Brain Lange, Scott Evans, Jeff
Holmes, Robin Fortney, Dave Kraemer, and Mike Delaney. John reports that there “was a lot of
interest and positive comments.” We can only assume we’ll be seeing a new class of paddlers on
the waters in the years to come.
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John Wenck
took this
picture of Jeff
Holmes
explaining
various kayak
styles to the
30 students
enrolled in the
3 session
Paddling lowa
class at
Hoover High
School

Jeff and Casey’s Wedding by Steve Parrish

It would be difficult to be a Central lowa Paddler without knowing who Jeff and Casey are. Jeff
Holmes began CanoeSport Outfitters in Indianola at a time when canoes were popular, but only
in a utilitarian way, and kayaks were an ancient boat one read about in tales of the Great North.
Through hard work, Jeff built his paddling store into a successful, regionally recognized place to
buy canoes, kayaks and paddling supplies. His February Expos have become legendary, and
they inspired many aspiring paddlers, including this writer.

Casey Gillum joined the CanoeSports Outfitter staff a few years ago and has moved up to
become the store’s manager. She has brought energy and creativity to the business and is
known around lowa for her promotion of and enthusiasm for paddling. Casey was recently
elected to the board of TAPS. The Trade Association of Paddlesports is a non-profit trade
association supporting the paddling industry in North America. Their members are industry
leaders and are dedicated to providing paddlers with the best in equipment, services, and
experiences. Both Jeff and Casey have earned their BCU Coach Level 2 (that means they know
what they're doing).

Jeff and Casey have long held interesting, instructive and
hands-on demo sessions at Lake Ahquabi, Lake Red Rock,
and Grays Lake. But On Saturday, April 14th Casey and
Jeff added a special event to the Demofest lineup. Family,
friends, and customers were invited to their wedding at the
shelter house at Lake Ahquabi State Park. The wedding was
followed by an afternoon of test paddling at the beach and a
reception at their house in Indianola. Photos by Diane
Lowry.

Central lowa Paddlers -4 - www.paddleiowa.org



Jeff and Casey'’s Wedding

April 14tk 2007

Congratulations to Jeff and Casey Holmes!

Paddling Library continues as a valuable resource

The Paddling Library is a Go to www.paddlelibrary.org and click "enter library,"
great success. We alll read the rules and click "go to library". Once you find
appreciate what John Wenck a resource you want to borrow, click on "borrow from
has done to give us instant library" and it will bring up an email format to John’s
access to resources that are email address. The subject reads "I want to borrow
sometimes hard to find or an item from the library". Type in what you want to
downright unavailable. Here'’s borrow and then John will get back to you with the
how to access the library: cost for shipping, usually around $1.50 media rate.

TRIP REPORTS
Apostle Island Report by Rick Dietz

A few hardy souls from central lowa shot up to Duluth on a Friday in mid-May for a short weekend
at the Apostle Islands. It turned out even shorter than expected though, because after paddling
out to Sand Island on near-glass and enjoying a relatively warm, dry and calm night, we had to
hustle back to Little Sand Bay Saturday morning before a Small Craft Advisory went into effect.

Fortunately we had taken in the Sand Island Caves and Lighthouse Friday evening, knowing that
conditions might prevent us from seeing them on Saturday. Good decision. We launched again
Saturday at 7:30am just as the waves began building, paddled back in 2 ft swells then launched
again at Meyers Beach which was better protected from the NE winds. Paddling past the sea
caves towards Sand Point we experienced increasing swells and large reflecting/chaotic waves,
so we turned back rather than risk a capsize and what would surely be a difficult re-entry. We had
some fun surfing, and in launching and landing in surf. The water temps were in the low 40's and
the air temps were in the high 30's before we left!

Rather than hang around to camp in the predicted severe thunderstorms, strong winds and large

hail, we headed south where we again enjoyed moderate temperatures, great food, and the
comfort of a friend's cabin!
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Solitude at Saylorville by John Wenck

High water kept us from paddling the Des Moines River, but it led my wife and me to stumble
upon a beautiful location hidden in the heart of one of Des Moines’ most popular recreation
areas—Saylorville Lake!

No, we didn’t venture out onto the big body of water with buzzing motor boats and gargantuan
party cruisers. Instead, we decided to paddle the twin ponds between the Bob Shelter Recreation
Area and Cottonwood. Because of the water level, we were able to paddle the creek between
the two areas from the west pond and connect up with another creek that flows under the Neal
Smith Trail and into the river—it was this creek that offered the many surprises.

Thankfully, my wife and |
brought our birding binoculars,
as the heavily wooded banks
offered an abundance of
migrating warblers and other
birds singing away despite our
intrusion into their world. We
saw eight warbler species we
could identify, but many others
we couldn’t. They're
challenging to learn, especially
in the fall when they are less
colorful. If you haven't ventured
into the world of warblers, | must
say it's quite a treat. These little
4 to 5 inch birds love to flitter
about hunting insects in the tops
of trees. They're colors and their songs are distinct. More than fifty species pass through in the
spring and fall. In the spring they’re decked out in their breeding plumage with various color
combinations of red, blue, yellow, green, black, white, and gray. They're as pretty as any tropical
birds I've seen, and they're here in the wild in lowa while on there way to and fro.

In addition to the warblers, we spotted a pair of
red bellied woodpeckers taking turns keeping
eggs warm in a nest hole in a dead tree, but the
highlight of the paddle was seeing a great crested
flycatcher snatch a Red Admiral butterfly out of
the air for a tasty dinner morsel. Though it's not a
rare bird by any means, it was our first encounter
with this particular species, and it certainly
delighted us with its presence! It's one of the
largest flycatchers at over 8 inches.

We floated quietly along the stream, only

occasionally dipping our paddle to avoid a

downed limb or navigate to a certain side to get a

better look at a bird. It was peaceful. We savored the minutes of inactivity between bird
sightings. Muskrats swam by without a care as to who we were or why we were there. A cool
breeze caressed our skin, and in the many shaded areas on this creek it even felt a touch chilly.
We could hear the monkey-like calls of the red bellied woodpeckers and northern flickers in the
distance. Attimes it felt as though we’d been transported to a jungle stream on a tropical island.

The adventure came to an end however as the creek narrowed and we could hear bikes rumbling
over the foot bridge on the Neal Smith Trail. We realized we had come full circle and we were
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able to haul our kayaks up the bank of the stream right at the parking lot where we launched.
We secured our kayaks and gear and headed for home just a couple miles away, relishing in the
experience we had just shared.

| would recommend this paddle to all. What'’s so cool is this heavily wooded stream ends right
where the new Des Moines River Water Trail begins. As an alternative to paddling down the Des
Moines River, one could paddle up this narrow tributary to take in the beautiful birds and wildlife it
has to offer, as long as it has plenty of water.

You Gotta Try This by Steve Parrish

| shouldn’t be the one promoting the monthly Moon Light Paddles at Lake Red Rock. I've made
less than half of them, due to travel and family responsibilities. But, all | can tell you is it's one of
the most fun paddling experiences you can have.

April was a great example. We had Jim Grace and his wife come in all the way from Missouri just
to join in the fun. Paddlers from Ames and Ogden drove in as well. Scott Evans, our Rear
Admiral of the Red Rock Armada (and creator and promoter of the Moon Light Paddles) decided
April Fools Day was the perfect day to have goofy hats worn. Broomhilda, Willy Nelson and other
notables joined the fleet with their special hats

The formula for these trips is simple. Bring a boat, a light, and a willingness to have fun. How
can you beat paddling out in sunset and returning at moon rise?

Central lowa Paddlers Membership
pues: $10 per year

Includes emails, Newsletters ...
And Fellowship!

Membership, Dues, Emails for CIP list Newsletter, Information, Questions
Lynn Aldridge Steve Parrish
laldridg@uhl.uiowa.edu sbparrish@mchsi.com

(641) 363-4451 5138 Robertson Dr

Central lowa Paddlers Des Moines, 1A 50312

P.O Box 17 515-284-6910

Des Moines, IA 50301-0017

[Send: Dues, email announcements [Send: Articles, pictures | s—"
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