
Hi from Commodore Lorraine 

McPhee! 

Holes:  friend or foe?  

We know what creates a hole in the first 
place--a quick change in the elevation of 
the river bed and then water recirculating 

back upstream. 

I was taught to hit holes perpendicular, or 
ñdead-on.ò This approach often will 
work, but usually only because the hole I 
was punching wasnôt that sticky to begin 
with or I happened to execute a well-
timed stroke to lift my bow onto the foam 

pile.  

However, because paddlers are traveling 
from a point of higher elevation to the 

lower (the hole itself) the bow of 
the boat will naturally point down-

ward, even if only a little bit.  

If you hit the hole perpendicular, 
your bow has no choice but to sub-
merge, or partially submerge under-
water , or under the biggest part of 
the foam pile, which will kill your 
speed. You then become either 
stuck in the hole, are about to get 
back-endered, or begin paddling 

aggressively to exit the hole.   

A better approach may be to hit the 
pile with a slight angle. SLIGHT is 
the key word here-too much angle 
and you get to practice sidesurfing 
and possible some window shades 
for a while. With a LITTLE angle, 
the brunt of the hole hits your boat 
around your knee bump, which 
unlike your bow, is difficult to sub-

merge.  

This tiny amount of angle allows 
the bow to clear the hole and will 
not kill all of your downstream mo-
mentum.  Go out and try this in a 

hole that is forgiving.  

Have fun, and SYOR! 

Lorraine McPhee 

Commodoreõs Column by Lorraine 
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"Twenty years from now you will be more disappointed by the 
 things you didn't do than by the ones you did do. So throw off 
 the bowlines. Sail away from the safe harbor. Catch the trade 
 winds in your sails. Explore. Dream. Discover." 
 ðMark Twain  
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SEPTEMBER Meeting !!!  

Future options for NTRR are planned to be discussed at the upcoming meet-

ing, on Tuesday, September 15, 7:00 p.m., Lake Arlington 

One problem is that since only a minority of members are normally in atten-
dance and since we will be discussing important issues affecting all members, 

it is important for everyone to attend who can possibly make it. 

 

Following are some of the options, in no particular order, which have been 

suggested for consideration: 

Merge with the Arkansas Canoe Club 

Merge with another Texas canoe club 

Re-organize to form a statewide Texas Canoe Club 

Change from monthly meetings to an online canoe club with club activities 

and meetings scheduled periodically 

Continue current format but develop programs to educate and attract new 

members 

 

Each idea has merit and member feedback is essential. 

Also, please note that any and all other suggestions from the members would 

be sincerely appreciated and considered. 

 

Your NTRR Newsletter Editor 
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Magnificent Salmon River Trip Report 
by Margaret Thompson 

It started with a forty-two cent stamp and a prayer as I mailed my lottery application for the Wild section 

of the Salmon River to the North Fork ranger station last January. In late February I received notification 

that I had won the lottery!! The put-in date was August 4, 2009. How long we could stay on the river 

would depend on the size of the group making the trip. 

 

After a lot of emails flew through cyberspace Larry Lewis agreed to be the trip leader on the river, Laurie 

Patterson volunteered to put together the meals, and Weldon Sanders and Darrell Lee joined the group 

that made the trip.  With five in the group we could stay up to eight days on the river. We opted for a 

seven day stint on the river with one of those being a layover day. 

 

 

photo by Weldon Sanders 

Group gear lists were completed. Ronnie Ash agreed to our using his home as the rendezvous site so we 

gathered at Ronnieôs at daybreak on August 1st. After unloading our vehicles and re-loading everyoneôs 

gear onto Weldonôs behemoth truck, Ronnie bid us happy paddling as we pulled out onto US Highway 

287 around 8 A.M. 



Enroute to the Salmon River we camped at a private campground outside of Colorado Springs (that had bear 

guards on the dumpsters!) and at a KOA in Pocatello, Idaho. Two and a half long days of driving put us at 

Corn Creek campground on the Main Salmon River. We arrived early enough on Aug. 3 that Weldon and 

Larry were able to get their rafts rigged that afternoon/evening. The ramp for rigging was like a reflector oven, 

with the ambient temperature being in the high nineties. So much for the hoped for cooler temperatures in 

Idaho relative to Texas! Larry talked with some of the other groups putting in the next day in hopes of negoti-

ating for reserved campsites. 

 

 

photo by Weldon Sanders 

The morning of the 4th we found out which reserved campsites we were able to secure, finished loading the 

rafts and put on the water at a flow rate below 5,000 CFS. I was a passenger on Larryôs raft,  Laurie and Dar-

rell paddled their kayaks and Weldon rowed his catamaran raft. 

 

Day One: The first day on the river we traveled 12.9 miles to Upper Devilôs Teeth campsite, negotiating four 

named and a few unnamed rapids without mishap. The second day was our longest paddle, covering 20.5 

miles. Despite the long paddle we made time to stop at a hot spring for a brief sauna experience. 

 

Day Two: The rapids on day two were a bit more challenging than the first day and there were some swims. 

At Upper Allison campsite we had a nice size beach and a few flat areas above the beach where a tent could be 

pitched among the pines. Upper Allison was close to a privately owned ranch just a short way downstream and 

up the side of the mountain. On our first afternoon at Upper Allison, Darrell, Laurie, and I decided to hike up 

the mountain in an upstream direction, being ever vigilant for bears and snakes. We were rewarded with a 

great view of the river. 

 

Day Three:  This was a layover day. It rained or drizzled all morning and into the afternoon. We all started out 

on a downriver hike, but Larry soon went back because of the abundance of poison ivy. (Application of Tecnu 



was the order of the day after our hikes. It must have worked, because we tromped through lots of poison ivy 

and no one broke out with a rash.) This hike took us to good views of some of the rapids to be run the follow-

ing day. 

 

On the way back to our campsite a location signaling device, called a ñSpotò, that Laurie brought on the trip 

fell off a backpack and bounced several times before coming to rest about 120 feet below the trail. When Dar-

rell retrieved it, it was still working despite a few divots in the case. We decided Laurie should write the manu-

facturer to endorse the rugged durability of the ñSpotò. 

 

When we got back to the private ranch property we came upon a doe and two fawns in the pasture. One fawn 

pogo-sticked its way towards us to get a better view. It showed no fear of the Homo sapiens busily taking pic-

tures. By the time we got back to the campsite, Larry had set up a tarp, which we gratefully huddled under to 

keep the rain off our lunch. The following morning a doe walked right through the upper end of our campsite 

while we were breaking camp. Laurie also had a visitor, a mouse, which the folks camping next to us said ar-

rived with them in their raft. 
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Day Four: The next day was a twenty mile day with ten named rapids, three of which were rated up to class 

IV and one that was rated a V in high water (which we did not have). There were a few more swims that day. 

And I somehow managed to partially dislocate a finger and tear a tendon on my right hand going through Elk-

horn rapid. There is nothing heroic about how the injury was sustained. All I was doing was sitting on a dry 

box and holding onto a strap. 

 

We got into Haynie Bar campsite late in the day in a light drizzle that became a steady rain by the time dinner 

was ready. In an effort to minimize the amount of my gear I had elected to leave my Gortex rain coat at home. 

Then I forgot the paddling jacket that I intended to wear over my fleece jacket in the event of rain. So after 

rapidly eating my dinner I retired early to my tent and fussed at myself for forgetting the paddling jacket. The 

rain continued through the night and we broke camp in a drizzle the next morning. 

 

Day Five: We traveled only nine miles and had only two named rapids. But Larry got a good work-out any-


