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In This Issue: May You Live in Interesting Times!
It’s Gauley Festival Time                                      
Russell Fork “Don’t Miss a Classic! Releases Start October First 
Dutch Oven Cooking From Alaska
Annual Reunion Party Announced

May you live in interesting times!
“May you live in interesting times,” is my father’s favorite curse.  Those words recurred to me during a 1 week
June paddle of the San Juan River in Utah and the following 1 week tour of local national parks in Colorado
and Utah.  Lloyd Funkhouser led Tim, Emily, and Kelsey Miller along with Kathy Rose and myself on the
adventure of the decade.  We unsuspecting 6 were met with rent metal, the kindness of strangers, 2 fatalities,
orgiastic geology, forest fires, attacking reptiles, sizzling hot days, sizzling rivers, sandstorms, photo ops, con-
struction, fast food, slow food, good food, cold beer, stunning vistas, whining, first aid, huge mammals, public
nudity, and some paddling, so I guess this story belongs here.

Continued on pg. 3
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Fall Camping
is Dutch
Oven Time!

Here are some recipe from
the Fairbanks Alaska
Paddlers You should try out this fall while
keeping warm at the fire. A couple are so sim-
ple that anyone should be able to use them.

http://www.fairbankspaddlers.org/

The Fairbanks Paddlers have reason to use dutch
ovens a lot.  On August 21 the high was 54ºF and the

low  was 45º. Lexington was 87ºF high 67º low.

I skipped the recipe for Roast Caribou and Wild
Mushrooms recipe for obvious reasons.

Kate's Sour Cream Chicken Enchiladas 12" Dutch Oven
By Bruce Campbell

12 flour tortillas
1 onion, chopped
1 pt. sour cream
1 can diced green chilies
1 pt. cottage cheese
1 can evaporated milk
1 can cream of chicken soup
12 oz. shredded Mozzarella
1 lg. can of chicken or turkey
1 egg

Mix sour cream, cottage cheese, chicken, chicken soup, chilies and
chopped onions together in a bowl, add condensed milk to thin mix-
ture if needed. Spread chicken mixture and shredded cheese into
tortillas; place into Dutch Oven to create tightly packed layers of
enchiladas. Add egg and milk to remaining filling and pour over
enchiladas, top with the remaining Mozzarella. Bake until bubbling
and a golden brown crust has formed.

Rosemary, Ptarmigan and Roast Potatoes 10" Dutch Oven
By Bruce Campbell

2 - 4 ptarmigan or chicken breasts
1/2 green pepper
6 - 8 small potatoes
1tsp.+ rosemary
6 - 8 small onions
1 - 2 cloves garlic
1/3 cup butter
In open Dutch Oven sear ptarmigan breasts in butter and rosemary.
Salt and pepper to taste. Add potatoes and small onions, stirring
potatoes
to coat with butter and spices. Cover and bake until potatoes are
tender.

Stew or Chili topped with Cornbread 10" Dutch Oven
By Bruce Campbell
1-2 cans of stew or chili
1 tin cornbread mix
1 can chunk pineapple
Add pineapple to stew or chili, cover with cornbread dough. Add top
heat to bake. Use barely enough bottom heat to keep stew simmer-
ing.
Bake until cornbread is golden brown and tests done with a knife.

No Mixin' Cake 10" Dutch Oven
By Bruce Campbell

1 box cake mix
1 large can of fruit
1/4 lb. butter or margarine

Warm the oven; lightly coat with a touch of butter. Pour in canned
fruit (including juice). Sprinkle cake mix over fruit directly from box -
do not add water. Drop slices of butter randomly over cake mix. Bake
until fruit filling bubbles up through the cake mix. Test with fork.
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May you live in interesting times: Continued from pg. 1

Like all good stories, this one begins at the beginning.
We agreed to meet at Tim’s house for the final pack-
ing of the van and club trailer on Friday at 1:00. So,
when we arrived, Tim quite naturally began building a
dog fence around his back yard.  Surveying the tasks
and the available labor, I left the packing in Lloyd’s
and Kathy’s capable hands and helped Tim construct.
Three well-corralled dogs and 5 _ hours later, we hit
the road!  We drove all night, encountering such rou-
tine occurrences as sports cars passing us on the
shoulder, a motorcycle going 100 mph and then par-
tially disintegrating, a shooting star, and Lloyd signal-
ing his sleepiness by mistaking the brake for the
accelerator and complaining that “the van goes slower
when I push the pedal.”  We immediately switched dri-
vers.  I got to see sunrise in Kansas, which although
totally new to me was about as exciting as seeing
midnight in Kansas.  Fuelled by road food, including a
French-Chinese place we called, “Voulez-vous couch-
er avec moi Szechuan,” we traveled all day and
crossed the continental divide in Colorado while dri-
ving as spectacular a highway as I have ever seen,
US 50, along the Arkansas and Gunnison rivers.  We
met a boater dude at a gas station who recommended
a Class 5 river called “Oh Be Joyful” to us but was
kinda hazy on its location.  Beat to quivering proto-
plasm from the 30-hour drive, we checked into a hotel
in Montrose, Colorado for a well-deserved snooze.

The times became more interesting after breakfast
when we noticed that the canoes on the trailer were
listing badly.  Geniuses that we are, we noted the club
trailer had a huge crack on one of the support arms
running to the tongue.  Eight o’clock on a Sunday
morning isn’t prime time to find a welder in Montrose,
Colorado.  Undeterred, we found one in the yellow
pages (or should I say, yellow page), drove the 3
blocks (clear across town) to his place, and called the
number on his sign.  No answer.  Still undeterred, Tim
called the number on a For Sale pickup truck (1985
F150, if you’re interested) in the parking lot and spoke
to Mauri’s mom.  A half hour later, Mauri showed up.
An artist with lots of cool projects in his shop, Mauri
did us a primo weld job and sent us on our way for a
mere $50, although the trailer was a little lower than it
had been before, so we scraped a lot.  We boogied on
down to Durango on US 550, which was as spectacu-
lar a highway as I had ever seen with alpine views,
deep forest, waterfalls, and fresh air that filled my
lungs to the point of oxygen overdose stupefaction.
We parked the trailer at a campground with the
world’s smallest campsites (I had to pitch my tent

inside Tim’s tent), and moseyed on to Mesa Verde
National Park for a look-see.  We took the tour of the
Cliff Palace, made even more special by Kathy’s flirt-
ing with the ranger, and took a short hike around the
place to admire the vistas, cactus blossoms, lizards,
and wildflowers.  A local brew pub satisfied for dinner
and we retired.

The times became a little too interesting the next day.
After stocking victuals and dry ice in Durango, we
drove on to Mexican Hat, Utah, to meet the shuttle
driver and make arrangements.  It was a mere 110F
by the thermometer in the shade.  The shuttle estab-
lishment doubled as a restaurant.  Almost un-noticed
to us, an older couple ate a late lunch, paid and left.
We settled with the proprietors and were on our way
to find a place to camp for the night, when the cou-
ple’s car pulled back up and the gentleman asked for
help as his wife had fainted.  We carried her back into
the restaurant and laid her down.  I was scared.
Remembering my CPR training only a month old, I
looked, listened and felt for breath.  There was none.
I checked for pulse.  There was none.  I checked the
other side.  Still nothing.  I asked Kathy to confirm and
only then noticed she had run to the car and returned
with her CPR mask.  Kathy immediately opened her
airway and put 2 breaths in her.  We both checked for
pulse.  Still nothing.  Kathy started CPR.  After a
minute, still no life signs.  Three WFR trained fellow
paddlers from another group showed up and they and
Kathy switched to tandem CPR.  10 minutes later a
deputy sheriff showed up, but he had less training
than the rest of the group and just paced nervously.  I
noticed the husband and sat and talked with him.
They’d been married 30 years.  They were vacation-
ing and had been hiking that day when she com-
plained of nausea and pain.  She hadn’t eaten much
and had fainted in the car.  His eyes switched back
and forth between impassive observation and teary,
crushing realization.  The EMTs finally showed up 10
or 15 minutes later and had an AED – they shocked
her one time, but then the cold monitor showed a hori-
zontal line.  They ambulanced her to the nearest heart
care hospital – over an hour away.  The husband
refused all offers of help or even a driving companion,
thanked everyone, and drove away in their rented
vacation car following the ambulance carrying his wife
with whom he’d probably just shared her last meal. 

We ate at the restaurant.  The food had little taste.
We went up to the Goosenecks overlook and took in
the fabulous scenery a little muted.  We had planned
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to camp there, but it was too hot and too windy.
Instead we drove to the boat launch for the San Juan
right behind the restaurant, and camped there.  We’re
not sure if it was legal, but it was sure convenient
after our interesting day.  To finally cap it off, a fire ant
bit me on the leg – a wound that would itch for 2
weeks.

Tuesday dawned bright and portended hot as the sun
climbed over the canyon walls and blasted us.  We
packed the 2 canoes and the raft, loaded eight 7-gal-
lon jugs of water, and put on at 10:15.  By 10:30 we
had gone a mile, back-ferrying the whole way.  The
current was amazingly fast.  There were mid-river
boils, erratic waves, and almost no eddies.  Even the
current on the inside of the turns was moving on.  The
water was brown with silt.  At times the canoe sound-
ed like sizzling hamburgers as the silt scoured the
bottom (which didn’t worry me since I had borrowed
this canoe from Ben Newman).  The water was also
cold – a blessing as I dipped my sleeves and pants
frequently to assuage the broiling sun.  We hiked up a
short side canyon, marveled at big birds that hopped
like quail, and just floated through the goosenecks at
4 mph.  After 14 miles of looking, we finally eddied
alongside a primo campsite.  Lacking shade, Tim set
up a tarp, but the wind kept mocking him.

Undeterred, Tim persevered like a man used to being
mocked by 2 teenage daughters.  A rafting BLM
ranger checked us in (we hadn’t seen one at the put-
in) and advised us to watch for bighorn sheep and
record where we saw any and what color were the
radio collars or ear tags for their population study.
The ranger and Lloyd marched off to examine the
groover (part of the check-in procedure) and Lloyd
extolled its many features and advantages.  The

ranger was leading a team of volunteers (wilder-
nessvolunteers.org) who were ripping out invasive
exotic plants from the sandbars.  With Navajo land in
the background, she expressed her dismay at the
quick disruption to the local plant culture by the
invaders.  I wondered what the Navajos would say
about invasive species, but I didn’t share the irony.
The ranger didn’t stay for dinner:  steak and baked
potatoes (did I mention what a great cook Lloyd is?)
with beer cooled by the river water.  After dinner I took
a sun shower in a nook shielded from view by a few
shrubs and the discretion of my fellow paddlers.
There’s something perfect about standing naked
alongside a river with clean, wet hair and drinking a
cold beer.  Especially when your friends are doing the
dishes.

Morning brought shade as the steep canyon walls
shielded us from the thermonuclear reactions 93 mil-
lion miles away.  Lloyd again satisfied culinarily, this
time with herbed eggs and baked biscuits.  On the
river, we went only a few miles so that we could camp
at the Honnaker Trail.  It was sunny and hot when we
beached, so we took shelter in a nook formed by a
delightful invasive exotic shrub.  Yin and yang.  It
clouded up, so we took advantage of the cooler tem-
peratures to hike up the Trail.  Nice views of the
canyon, although steep walking.  The guidebook says
it goes 1200 feet up and out of the canyon, but a
thunderstorm growled threateningly at us about
halfway up, so we turned back to avoid more of my
father’s curse.  The storm turned into a windstorm
with light rain, so we ducked back into our exotic nook
and huddled until dinner.  Lloyd pulled out the stops
with salmon cakes, steamed broccoli and extra dirty
rice.  Tim and his daughters told embarrassing stories
about each other, and we watched some geese prac-
ticing eddy turns, some lizards doing pushups, and
saw 2 planets rise bright in the evening sky.  The
overnight rain annoyed Tim, Lloyd and the girls who’d
elected to sleep out under the stars.  Lloyd set up a
tent, but the Millers hunkered under a tarp until the
rain passed.

Morning brought shade until after 9:00.  Black bottom
pancakes and sausage cured our carbon and grease
deficiency.  Some good rapids appeared today:
Ross’s rapid and some others unnamed.  They were
no match for our BWA-taught back ferries and eddy
turns, but I could imagine Boy Scouts bearing only
testosterone and bad judgment getting pinned and
swamped.  We found several interesting side

The “Goosenecks” of the San Juan
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We camped at Slickhorn rapid.  We hiked up the
canyon and found the Slickhorn pools.  These are
clear water pools in the lava-like rock surrounded by
lush greenery (probably also invasive, but they looked
nice).  We swam, lounged, and lazed.  After an hour
or so, we hiked back and set up camp.  Just as we
started cooking the evening wind showed up and
turned into a sandstorm.  We had to relight the stove
a dozen times, and were only able to cook on char-
coal with the pots of spaghetti sauce and noodle
water sitting right on the coals.  We got the noodle
water warm and switched it to the stove to make room
for garlic bread and roasted garlic on the coals.  We
put in the noodles, but the wind howled out the stove
a bunch more times till we gave up and had warm
garlic bread with tomato sauce for dinner.  When
cleaning up the kitchen, we noticed that the spaghetti
noodles had cooked in the warm water, so we saved
them for breakfast.  Toads kept us company after din-
ner, although the lizards still ruled the canyon.

As Tim broke down his tent in the morning ritual, he
uncovered a cricket.  The cricket shook itself off,
hopped once and never landed as a 9-inch lizard
leapt from his prominence and snatched that dude in
mid air.  Nature, red in tooth and claw.  While savor-
ing our spaghetti breakfast, a military jet ripped apart
the sky over the canyon, looking perhaps for a cricket
of a different type.  Slickhorn rapid was the last rapid
on the river and it was easy.  The rest of the day we
dodged roving sandbars which stuck Lloyd twice, but
only temporarily.  Three separate thunderstorms over-
took us.  One, we waited out at lunch at Grand Gulch.
The second, we just paddled through figuring we were
at the bottom of a canyon; it couldn’t get to us
(although my father’s curse was ringing in my ears).
And the last hit us after we had found our last camp-
site at Steer Gulch.  We
took cover under the
canyon wall overhang.
The rain only lasted a few
minutes and had started
to wane when dozens of
waterfalls burst forth over
the canyon rim!  One
ruined the Millers’ sanctu-
ary, so Lloyd and Tim got
out the soap and show-
ered in the waterfall.  Yin
and yang again.  After a
supper of soup beans, as
Kathy showered a dis-

canyons.  One smelled lush and had dripping fresh
water.  Another smelled like the candle store in the
mall; maybe it was the sage.  The geology was varied
today:  sandstones in red and white, cooled lava with
cracks, compressed clay that looked like giant pottery.
Kathy spotted a mule deer.  We camped upstream
from John’s Canyon.  Another group noisily squatted
on the better site right at the canyon.  Nonetheless,
our site had ample shade, again from the invasive
shrubs, and decent screening from what was becom-
ing the regular 4:00 windstorm.  Lloyd had recom-
mended we be off the river by 4:00 due to headwinds;
now we believed him.  Lloyd whupped up stir-fry with
chocolate pudding for dessert.  We had heavenly beer
from the cooler since the previous menus had freed
up space.  Lloyd had destroyed his big toenail some-
how today, so Dr. Kathy attended, cleaned him up and
made a toe condom from the thumb of a latex glove.
Swooshing bats graced our evening social hour.  

Brilliant campsite selection between steep canyon
walls allowed us yet another morning of shade.  After
dirty eggs and bacon, we explored John’s Canyon.  It
has a big bowl suitable for swimming, bathing, or just
plain frolicking.  While there, we watched another
group run the camp rapid which turned out to be an
easy Class II made fascinating by unorthodox tech-
nique and ignorance of river maneuvers.  Several rafts
hit every rock; they must have been Boy Scouts.  One
man paddled a cataraft with all the gear lashed behind
him.  A woman sat astride one of the tubes in the rear
and hugged the gear pile in an attitude that can only
be described as humping.  From the look on her face,
however, she wasn’t enjoying it.  Trust me, I know that
look.  After precisely negotiating the camp rapid our-
selves, we faced the biggest rapid of the trip:
Government Rapid.  We scouted nervously.  It was a
decent class III with some holes, an exploding wave
and pushy current.  I didn’t want to be sideways or off
line in a loaded canoe.  While scouting, another group
ran the rapid and flipped a ducky.  Lloyd ran first in
the raft with Kelsey on a rollercoaster line down the
right.  Kathy and I followed on a more conservative
(read: chicken) route.  The play-by-play:  “Looking
good.  Give me a cross-bow draw.  Perfect.  Right on
line; skirt the first hole.  Now draw.  Draw.  Draw,
draw, draw.  DRAW.  DRAW, DRAW, DRAW.  DRAW
(emphasis)!  DRAW (expletive)!  DRAW (emphasized
expletive)! … OK, that’s got it.  Don’t look at me like
that.  We made it, didn’t we?  Now help me bail.”  Tim
and Emily followed Lloyd’s route and stayed upright,
but took on a bunch of water. 

Rainbow at Steer Gulch



crete distance from camp, she hollered for us to look.
Not at her, but at a rainbow down the canyon.
Imagine: standing naked on a river beach with wet,
clean hair and watching a rainbow.  Just for that, we
made her do the dishes.

Early the last morning on the river, a mule deer swam
over into our camp.  Kathy tracked him until he swam
back.  He missed our last morning’s breakfast of pan-
cakes and sausage.  We packed up the groover one
last time and repacked all the boats to level the load
and keep Lloyd’s raft from getting stuck.  It worked
marvelously.  There were lots of shallow spots, but no
sticking.  Lloyd startled a swimming black muskrat.
The canyon got shallower and shallower until it disap-
peared into the lake backup behind Glen Canyon
Dam.  The takeout appeared on the right and we did
all the takeout stuff – deflating, repacking, arguing
about what goes in the trailer and what goes in the
van.  Off the water, it was a zillion degrees hot.  After
packing up, times got interesting again.  Our trailer
had cracked once more.  We cursed the long-gone
shuttle driver who must have NASCAR experience to
have cracked this thing so badly.  And we’d given him
a $30 tip, too!  The mood sagged as Tim crawled the
11 miles to the paved road at about a mile an hour.
Interestingly, the A/C in Tim’s van works poorly at
these speeds.  It got stuffy as a gym locker until we
decided to just open the windows.  Finally reaching
the paved road, things started looking up.  The trailer
hadn’t gotten any worse on the gravel road, so we
opened her up.  The A/C started working.  The
scenery started to change.  Utah state route 12 is as
spectacular a highway as I have ever seen.  We went
through parched desert, towering buttes, cattle graz-
ing lands, rolling hills, aspen forests, big pine forests,
alpine meadows, steep mountains.  We crossed the
Colorado River and the Dirty Devil River.  We crossed
an interesting divide where the water to the east runs
to the Colorado and to the sea, but the water to the
west runs to the desert and simply evaporates – I’d
never thought about rivers that ran nowhere.  We tra-
versed Capitol Reef National Park, Dixie National
Forest, Escalante National Monument.  We passed
deer, jackrabbits, elk, and wild horses.  We stopped
for Utah beer (4% I think) and milkshakes.  We got
zero cell phone signal for 200 miles:  unbelievably
frustrating to teenage girls.  We stopped at the Circle
D hotel in Escalante, hacked through our beards with
dull razors, took showers, and slept.
The rest of the trip was a tour of the national parks.
We visited Bryce Canyon and saw hoodoos, Zion and

waded/hiked a slot canyon, Arches and took gobs of
photos of rocks with holes in them, Rocky Mountain
and watched elk and brook trout drink from snow-melt
streams.  We had the dangerously sagging trailer
welded again in Orderville, Utah at Roger’s Chevron:
“Kentucky?  You can’t get there from here.”  Roger’s a
good welder if you
want it strong, but
don’t need it pret-
ty.  We drove
along the
Colorado River out
of Moab, and fol-
lowed it through
Glenwood
Canyon, as spec-
tacular a highway
as I have ever
seen.  We drove
along interstate
highway that had
been burned-over a few days ago and absorbed sun-
sets all blood and magenta from the suspended
smoke.  We survived a morning thunderstorm followed
by densely circulating clouds, but were comforted by
locals, “We almost never see twisters in this part of
the state.”  We found an unmarked 6-foot square by 2
foot deep hot spring in a field in Colorado from Kathy’s
internet sleuthing.  The guy we surprised there:
“How’d you find this?”  Only Tim was brave enough to
take the plunge.  We had snowball fights in July.

And when we were finally saturated and were just
turning the van and newly welded trailer east toward
home:  We hit a deer.  The hood and left fender were
crushed.  The deer, deceased, skidded off busy state
route 63 and came to his final rest in the weeds out-
side of Boulder.  We evaluated our transportation – no
air bags deployed, no fluids lost, 2 headlights aiming
substantially forward, a driver’s window we all climbed
into and out of like Bo, Luke, and Daisy Duke, a trailer
surprisingly intact.  One roll of duct tape later, we were
on the way home.  I saw yet another sunrise over
Kansas – as memorable as the first.  We got home
before dark on Saturday.  I ate dinner with my wife.  I
slept in my own bed with my wife and dog and cats.  I
dreamt of uninteresting times.  

Dave Merrifield
July, 2005
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Hoodoos In Bryce Canyon



Gauley Festival, is often called the paddling world’s biggest
party! Started in 1983 to celebrate the derailment of a
hydro-electric project that would have disrupted whitewater
flows on the Gauley, Gauley Fest has grown to become the
largest river festival in the world, posting attendance num-
bers of over 5,000 people in 2002.

The event focuses on bringing people to the area to enjoy a
weekend of outdoor activities while showcasing whitewater
paddlesports and raising funds and membership for
American Whitewater. The festival is a three-day event, with
the main activities taking place on Saturday night. Expect
the festival site to be bustling throughout the weekend with
food, vendors, and activities for both paddlesport and non-
paddlesport enthusiasts of all ages.

The festival will feature live entertainment, a whitewater
marketplace, beer, and a silent auction where you can pick
up some awesome outdoor gear. The Gauley River Festival
is a critical fundraiser for American Whitewater and is our
largest fundraising event.

All proceeds from the festival support American
Whitewater’s conservation and access work throughout the
Southeast. Come out and join us for a weekend of great
paddling, exciting competitions, live entertainment, and the
infamous silent auction.

Schedule
Thursday September 22nd 
Campground Opens 4:00

Camping is available on the festival grounds Thursday, Friday, and
Saturday nights at a rate of $5 per person/night. Dogs are discour-
aged in the campground, however camping is available for dogs at
a rate of $5 per dog/night (no kiddin!). All dogs must be on a leash
at all times, and you must clean up after your dog. We are on a
kid's play area! No reservations are taken on camping; first come,
first serve. 

Friday September 23rd

2nd Annual Wavesport Open
10:00 AM 4:00 PM
Whitewater Hall of Fame Bluegrass Bash 
7:30 PM 1:00 AM
A Rooster for the Masses Dance
7:30 PM 9:00 PM
World Premier of WetHouse
9:00 PM 10:00 AM
Whitewater Hall of Fame Recognition
10:00 PM 10:20 PM
Green Sky Bluegrass Band
10:30 PM 1:00 AM

Saturday September 24th

Festival Marketplace Opens
2:00 PM 12:00 AM
American Whitewater's Silent Auction
5:00 PM 10:30 PM
A Rooster for the Masses
4:00 PM 6:00 PM
Jackson Kayak Kids Contest Announcement
7:00 PM 7:15 PM
Band #2
7:15 PM 8:30 PM
The IR Big Gun Show is a video/ photography kayaking
contest divided into 5 categories
8:30 PM 9:15 PM
Big City Sunrise Show &Music
9:15 PM 10:30PM
Wavesport Open Video Awards
10:30 PM 11:15 PM
Big City Sunrise Set #2
11:15 PM --
Moinfo:
http://www.americanwhitewater.org/events/info/GHome.phtml
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It’s Gauley Festival Time!
September 23rd - 25th, 2005

Summersville, WV
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The BWA started paddling sections of the Russell Fork
about 1978. At that time there was no planned fall release
from the dam so we would paddle the Russell Fork in the
spring or after a rain. We would stay at the Breaks
Interstate Park, even back then they were hyper with rules.
In fact Stan Slater and I almost got throw out within min-
utes of pulling into a campsite when he pulled out a can of
beer to relax after the drive there. 

Getting to the Russell Fork nowadays can be almost as
challenging as back then.  Avoiding the large coal haul
trucks that travel the narrow and winding roads between
Pikeville and Elkhorn City can be frightening, so drive it
with care.  Despite the road it was and is worth going,
especially in the fall.  It is perhaps the most beautiful part
of Kentucky I have seen.

Elkhorn City, the end of the run, is located on Route 80, 23
miles southeast of Pikeville. Haysi, near the Pound Dam, is
17 miles beyond Elkhorn City, also on Route 80. Both
towns are accessible from U.S. 460 to the north and U.S.
23 to the south.

The Breaks Interstate Park is one of two interstate parks in
America and contains 4,500 acres of woodland at the north
end of Pine Mountain.. The Breaks, where the Russell Fork
has broken thru the mountain is the deepest gorge east of
the Mississippi River, also rises to lofty heights with the
Towers as a focal point. The scenic beauty of the Park
offers more than just a spectacular place to paddle. There
are hiking, bike and driving trails, picnic and recreation
areas, a lake with pedal boats, a swimming pool, horse-

back riding and an amphitheater. A rustic lodge that over-
looks the river and the gorge has a good buffet breakfast.
Having breakfast there allows you to appreciate the river in
a relaxed mode before you run it. There are also cottages
and a large camp-
ground that are first
class.

There are three (4?)
sections of the
Russell Fork to enjoy.
For those with limited
paddling skill there is
a short 1 1/2 mile sec-
tion from Flannagan
Dam that has class ll
flows during releases.
This is actually the
Pound River till it
meets the Russell
Fork just above the
Bartlick Bridge. To get
to Flanagan Dam River Access, follows the signs from
Bartlick (or from Haysi).

The takeout is Bartlick Bridge which is also the put-in for
the run down to Garden Hole. The Bartlick River Access is
located on HWY 611, approximately 4 miles off Rte 80 (and
about 5 miles beyond the Park entrance or 4 miles from
Haysi). Be care at the bridge as it has a low head dam that
is runnable only on the right side.

Russell Fork Releases Start First Day of October
Don’t Miss a Classic!

A view of the tube below the Pound River Dam that provides the water to run the Russell Fork in the fall.

Rapids below the Pound Dam





Bluegrass Wildwater Association
PO Box 4231
Lexington, Ky. 40504

BWA meetings are at Sontino's, 450 Southland Drive, Lexington,Ky.
Meetings held Second Tuesday of every month at 7:30pm

To eat during the meeting come a little early so you can place your order before the meeting starts.
For up-to-date info on meetings always check www.surfbwa.org

No One to Party With On Your Boating Trips?

Then you need to come 
to the annual 

BWA Reunion Party!

October 29

More details to come at
http://www.surfbwa.org/html/eventsN.html


