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May-June-July 2005

 May 14 Sat WADING RIVER DAYTRIP.  Maybe we will get the chance to do the long trip, Rte. 563 to Beaver Branch.  Water conditions are Brownwater level 2 Phone (732) 432-9109 (5-9 p.m.)

May 13-14-15 Adirondack Paddlefest Inlet NY mountainmanoutdoors.com
May 28-29-30 MULLICA RIVER DOUBLE OVERNIGHT We will do this as a salmon run from Batsto Village to Mullica River Camp then to Lower Forge Camp and back to Batsto Village. Pack for portaging. If the weather is questionable we will just hang out at Mullica River Camp for two nights. Camping is primitive, with outhouses. Water conditions are Brownwater level 2+. There will be a total of 4 portages .15mi on a nature trail, .3mi on a sand road , .6mi Bushwhacking and .15mi on a nature trail. This is the perfect trip to test out your portage gear if you want to try an Adirondacks trip. Phone (732) 432-9109 (5-9 p.m.)

May 29th.  UPPER DELAWARE RIVER WHITEWATER Pond Eddy to Sparrowbush is one of the nicest sections of the Delaware River. Don’t forget your Throw Bags and maybe even a Wetsuit. River conditions are usually Class 2 and chilly this time of year. Phone (732)367-2169
June 4 Ocean County Parks Canoe and Kayak Classic. Saturday, June 4th, 2005 10:00 to 4:00, Rain or Shine Ocean County Park, Route 88, Lakewood, NJ. Everyone is welcome to try their paddling skills and try a variety of canoes and kayaks in the lake. Over 100 models of canoes & kayaks; clinics & demonstrations; antique canoes; many manufacturers & canoe clubs; accessories; races and much, much more! Unlimited test paddling - $5.00 per person.
June 11-12 DELAWARE RIVER OVERNIGHT Milford to Smithfield. Primitive camping. Moving water class 1 or lower. Phone (732) 432-9109 (5-9 p.m.)

June 18 Sat 24th ANNIVERSARY DAY TRIP on the Delaware River.  More than two decades have passed and this is still a popular trip.  Call by June 10 if you need to rent a canoe, by June 14 if you will be bringing your own. Phone (732) 432-9109 (5-9 p.m.)

 June 25 BATSTO RIVER DAYTRIP this will be a long paddle on the longest Saturday of the year. The proposed route is the Beaver dam above the skit Branch Bridge to Batsto Village. Bring lunch and dinner.  Water conditions are Brownwater level 2. Phone (732) 432-9109 (5-9 p.m.)

July 9-10 MULLICA RIVER OVERNIGHT Brownwater level 2. Primitive camping with outhouses. Phone (732) 432-9109 (5-9 p.m.)

July  23-24 TBA Any Suggestions?
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Everglades 2005

Continued from last newsletter.

…    We were not as tired as you might expect, considering that we had been paddling since the crack of dawn.

    The first thing we noticed about the campsite was the bugs, by far the most annoying of any camp so far. The second thing was the high water line, about 2 inches below the bulk of the campsite. It looked like a high tide 2 inches above the previous night’s high would flood the entire campsite. Mary, whose house is on stilts just above the high waterline of the nearby river, looked worried. She set up her tent as far from the river as possible and at an angle where she could easily check the rising tide without getting out of bed.

    Day 7 was another rest day; unfortunately the bugs didn’t get the memo and were active all day. Most of us spent a good part of the day reading in our tents. Dave tried his hand at fishing and caught a good sized sail cat and a crab. The catfish got tossed back, but the crab was slated for dinner. Before Dave got to eat a piece of the crab, the crab managed to get a piece of Dave. Thankfully, the tide had crested just short of where it had the previous night.
Six trillion bugs

    Day 8 didn’t go well at all. The tide wouldn’t be changing till nearly lunchtime and it didn’t make much sense to fight it before then. The bugs were out in full force and life in the campsite was becoming unbearable. We were all packing slowly but we were ready to go before the tide change. The bugs had won the battle for the campsite and we left in defeat.

    It was hard work going upstream against the full force of the current. I was tiring fast. Just before we reached the Cabbage Island Cutoff, my arms gave out. Lillian and I had been lagging behind for the past half hour and just had to stop for a rest. We eddied out in a side channel.

    The rest of the group stopped at the entrance to the Cutoff for a few minutes and then went on without us. We had a half hour break and ate lunch.

    It’s nice to know that the rest of the group had the confidence to move on without us, but if we had been in real trouble there were only gators to turn to.

    After our meal and rest period we got underway again. It was nice to see that the tide had changed and the paddling was much easier. Even the rain, which had been threatening all morning and had now turned into a downpour, didn’t slow us down much. It wasn’t long before we could feel the push of the rising tide. By the time we reached the other end of the Cabbage Island Cutoff we were only a hundred yards behind the group. Tides and wind once again decided how fast and how long we had to paddle.

    Rodgers River Chickee came into sight minutes after we caught up to the others. It was a relatively short day though it didn’t feel that way after the 5 hour, 8.8 mile paddle, upstream most of the way.

    Day 9 started out with an open water crossing shortly after leaving the Chickee. Mary asked what our landmark was on the far side and I pointed out the left (south) side of an opening on the far side. 

    As we crossed the open section of bay, we spread out a bit more than I would have liked. There is safety in numbers, but only if people are close enough to help.

    Crossing open water might seem simple to someone that never tried it. The waves and wind are obvious variables, but the real problem is the lack of nearby landmarks. The problem is that when the wind and waves pick up a bit, there are no useful ripples off the hull to use in judging your speed. Not being able to judge your speed causes people to push too hard to maintain headway. Fatigue sets in prematurely and you end up worn out unnecessarily early. It’s actually one of the harder paddling skills to learn.
Separation

    Mary had pushed on ahead, but veered off towards the right (North) side of the opening on the far side. Jeff followed her. As we stopped in a sheltered spot on the left side, we tried to signal Dave, but he just waved back and kept on paddling after Mary and Jeff.

    We rested for awhile on the South side while the rest of the group rested on the North side. I checked the charts and it looked like they wanted to follow the Wilderness Waterway which was due north of their position. Since there was no way to communicate with them, we headed west at a slow pace to see what they would do. They stayed where they were. We continued west until they were nearly out of sight. They didn’t follow. I had to assume they were going to turn north and pick up the Wilderness Waterway sooner. I expected the water there to be too rough for us. We were the only canoe on the trip carrying two people and we had less freeboard than anyone else in the group.
   One rule that trip leaders should never break is “Don’t leave the group behind.” I had been left behind on several occasions over the years, but I never left a group behind. They must have decided on a route and not bothered to tell me. I was in no shape to go their way and they weren’t going my way. For the first time, as a trip leader, I decided to leave the group. We continued slowly to the west through a semi-sheltered area and then turned north to meet them. They weren’t there! Either they were ahead of us or behind. If they were behind, why? If someone swamped in the rough water it would delay them considerably. Unfortunately, because of the rough section, I couldn’t go looking for them if they were behind us. We waited twenty minutes and there was still no sign of them. They had to be ahead of us. Since we didn’t see them when we arrived at the spot where I expected them to be, they must have passed there at least ten minutes before us. Visibility was good towards both the east and west. They just weren’t there.
    There were a dozen routes they could have chosen once they reached that particular spot. I made the assumption that they were ahead of us and picked a course that would get us to a pinch point in the swamp as quickly as possible. No matter what course they choose, they would have to pass that point. If we got there fast enough, we should see them crossing open water before entering the next maze of mangrove. We headed North by the fastest sheltered route.
    When we got to the pinch point, they were nowhere to be seen!

    I went back to the navigation charts. This time I assumed that they were moving slower. That would put them behind us, but where? Since they had to pass us before reaching the next camp, we got started on a leisurely lunch. This time I got it right. As we were finishing lunch, we saw a flash of sunlight to the south. It was the rest of the group. After they caught up and had a break, we got moving again.
    According to the permits, we were supposed to split up for a night, however it looked liked Jeff and Dave’s campsite was already occupied. It holds several groups, so space was not a problem. Odds were that they weren’t Naturist friendly (lots of clothes on the line) and the memory of the bugs at Broad river Campsite was still fresh in our minds. We all decided that we would bunk together on Plate Creek Chickee.
    Plate Creek Chickee is one of the larger Chickees in the park so we weren’t too crowded.

    The temperature had been dropping slowly, but noticeably. We had paddled from an ecosystem warmed by the water of the Gulf of Mexico into one more affected by the inland weather of the Florida peninsula. At the same time, a storm front stalled just to the north of us. The storm front generated off-shore winds that altered not only the temperature but the tides as well. The effect was slight, but it did affect the timing of the currents between the bays making it hard to predict if we would be paddling upstream or downstream.
    Our totals for the day were 11.7 miles and 6 hours paddling time.

    Day 10. We didn’t have a long paddle to Sweetwater Chickee, but we still got an early start. The winds were getting stronger as we went farther north. The sooner we got moving, the better chance we had of beating the high winds and rough water that accompanied them.
    Sweetwater Chickee is one of the nicer chickees in the park. It located up a long creek on the eastern (freshwater) side of the Glades. Unfortunately, the flow of water into the Everglades is so reduced from what it should be; the water around Sweetwater is almost always salty, rarely if ever, sweet.
    The guidebooks all say that Sweetwater Chickee is difficult to find. The entrance to the creek is only 60 feet wide, with a signpost out front. Difficult is a relative term. What was difficult was the headwind. The last mile was rough. Not only was the wind picking up and the temperature dropping, but Dave’s singing was getting on my nerves.
    When Dave doesn’t get his daily requirement of advertising, he starts producing his own. This trip it was a jingle for a rib joint.

    Sweetwater Chickee is in a small bay that attracts numerous birds. Also, due to the minimal tidal influence, it’s built closer to the water than most. It’s much easier to load and unload gear. The 10.4 miles from Plate Creek took 5 hours.
Mother Nature is a Bitch

    Day 11 was expected to be an easy one. Sunday Bay Chickee was a short run and there should have been minimal tidal influences.

    A nice tail wind pushed us down the creek and we made good time to the entrance to Last Huston Bay. Getting out onto the bay was the problem. The wind had already risen and the waves could be a real problem, especially for Dave. The wind was coming from a bad angle that would make maneuvering difficult in his relatively short canoe. I decided to try a sheltered route to the southwest inlet to the bay. By the time we got there, the wind had picked up even more and shifted so that it was at an even worse angle. With both plan “A” and “B” unavailable, we went with plan “C”.
    By using the Chatam River we could bypass Last Huston Bay entirely. We would just cruise down the Chatam with the outgoing tide and up the north fork as the tide turned. Unfortunately plan “C” went wrong as well. The tide turned late. We had to bust our humps to get back inland against the still outgoing tide.
    By the time we arrived at Sunday Bay the wind was letting up. That was contrary to the usual pattern of afternoon winds. Because Sunday Bay is between outlets to the Gulf, the tide was not a problem either, or so I thought.

Where did all the water go?

    We cut straight across Sunday Bay. It was the easiest paddling since we left Sweetwater Creek. I was looking forward to resting, out of the wind, on Sunday Bay Chickee. When we got to the sheltered cove where the Chickee is, the water was gone! The Chickee was surrounded by mud flats. We all tried different approaches and all failed to reach the Chickee. We spent an hour or so just waiting for water, after all, the tide always turns. Well, almost always.
    Dave had managed to get closer to the Chickee than the rest of us and was out of sight around a corner. Occasionally we would hear the Baby Back ribs jingle over the squawking of birds and the rush of the wind.

    He was so close that he figured that he could get out and walk. It turned out that there is a crusty layer beneath the soupy mud. It was able to support 90% of his weight. The other 10% drove him in hip deep. He managed to get back in his canoe, but the clean white canoe never looked the same.
    Eventually, the water rose a bit and we managed to get within thirty feet. With a lot of wiggling Lill and I managed to get the mud below our canoe liquefied a bit and we managed to push a few feet closer using the paddles as push poles. The rest of the group followed through the shallow canal we left behind us.

The final leg

    We planned on a dawn put-in, for day 12, to take advantage of the tides and wind on our final leg of the trip. When we woke up there was just enough water to get clear of the chickee. As we packed, we realized that it wasn’t rising. It was falling! We barely got packed and moving in time. Mary, in the last canoe out, had to be tossed a rope and pulled free. Just a few minutes later and we would have been stuck for hours.
    We had breakfast in the canoes as the sun rose. Our route took us through Mud Bay. According to the guidebooks it’s passable at mid to high tide.  That turned out to be wrong as well. It turned out that it’s passable at even the extreme low tide we were experiencing, just not by the south side route we tried. After much wriggling we got underway again.

 A youth group wasn’t so lucky. They carry planks with them and raft up for the night where ever they happen to be, sleeping under a tarp or mosquito net. The spot they picked at the north end of mud bay was about 4 feet above the waterline. They weren’t going anywhere till late afternoon.

    We saw some raccoons on the way out of Mud bay and more on the way down the turner river.  It’s a much more scenic route than the Lopez River. 

    We lucked out on our choice of route. The water was only inches deep crossing over to Chockoloskee. The Lopez would have been a mud flat.

    When I got home I checked the USGS on-line gauges. It turned out that one high tide was completely missing. The Lopez River graph showed only a tiny blip where the high tide should have been. The few inches of rise and fall we experienced at Sunday Bay was just the water sloshing around with the wind. The off shore wind had completely blown the tide away.
    The one thing you should never forget in the ‘Glades is that Mother Nature gets the final say on everything.
