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The challenge goes on.  There are other lands and rivers, other wilderness areas, to save and to share with all.  I challenge you to step forward to protect and care for the wild places you love best.” – Dr. Neil Compton
Buffalo River Reflections
by Laura Timby

Happy New Year to all BRC members near and far! The rains between Christmas and New Years had the Buffalo above 47 feet at Gilbert-that is quite a rise! It is no longer possible to drive down onto the Gilbert gravel bar. The high water washed in a big tree and scoured the sand from the upper bar-exposing lots of rocks-only to deposit it where the road comes down. The vault toilets had water up to the roof and Hwy 333 into Gilbert was flooded for a while as the mighty Buffalo in flood backed up the waters of Dry Creek until it covered the road with several feet of water. Of course the river went up and down pretty quickly- leaving behind lots of mud and trash. The mud will eventually wash away with subsequent rainfall but the trash will likely stay where it was deposited until we have another river cleanup. I’ll keep you posted when that gets scheduled.

On one of the warm sunny days after New Years I was determined to get on the river and float. The water was clearing up nicely although it was still pretty high (approx 7 feet), and although it was still a little cloudy, it had the beautiful turquoise green color the Buffalo is noted for. Bridge to Gilbert took all of an hour- and with only minimal paddling required I was free to sit back and enjoy the magnificent scenery. Above Shine Eye I noticed a mature bald eagle high in a tree on the bluff. It soon took flight and within a few minutes 3 other bald eagles joined in soaring directly above me. As I rounded next bend above Goat Bluff a flock of 30 plus turkeys abruptly took flight from the right bank and sailed across the river to the opposite shore; then proceeded to climb the hillside in a leisurely manner. I sat in the canoe watching their brief silhouettes at the top of the ridge, their soft calls barely audible, a melodic murmuring of clucking mixed in with the faint rustle of leaves.

Once I was at the Gilbert take out it was quite a struggle to pull the canoe up to a point where it could be loaded into a pickup without the risk of getting stuck. It’s amazing how much suction can be generated between mud and the flat bottom of a canoe. Still worth it though to be able to get on the river in January!

Sundown was still a couple of hours away so I decided to drive over to Grinder’s Ferry and hike the Buffalo River Trail out to the Gilbert overlook. This is one of the trail sections I have worked on over the past several years and it was reassuring to see that it had weathered the flood in pretty good shape. Walking quickly, I made it as far as Longbottom Road before the setting sun and lengthening shadows convinced me it was time to head back to the trailhead. I had not retraced my steps very far when a distinct rustling sound drew my attention to a large black shape off to my right. At first I thought it was a bear, but no, as it moved along I realized it was a wild razorback-a big one at that! Luckily for me it was alone and quickly hurried off. This was all the excitement I needed for the day, so with renewed determination, I made it back to the car post haste, reaching it only as the last rays of sun lit the evening sky. What a memorable way to celebrate the New Year!

A Holiday Jaunt by Farrel Couch

During the recent Holiday break I had an opportunity to get out and explore an area that was close to home. BRC member Cale Nicholson and I decided to meet up and go for a waterfall hunt in the Madison County WMA in northern Madison County. Because of the torrential rains we had after Christmas we knew we had a good chance to see some elusive waterfalls that only flow after heavy rains. The day was cool and partly cloudy, perfect for a hike into the unknown and after referencing a waterfall guide we felt confident we were on the right track.

We soon found ourselves heading into the Wildlife Management Area on a dirt track that was in surprisingly good shape after such heavy rains. Our first destination was an unusual waterfall called Tea Kettle Falls and after parking at the top of the hill rather than chancing the road down to the creek bed, it was good to stretch our legs and catch up with each other as we walked down to the creek. As it turned out it was a good decision to park on top after we met a large truck loaded with firewood going up the one lane road as we walked down. 

At the bottom of the hill I was surprised at how open it was, with a field and small stream in the U shaped valley, which usually means Karst topography and a sinking stream. Kettle Creek was flowing but soon disappeared which didn’t look good for the waterfall that was somewhere down stream from us. The creek soon reappeared, but with a reduced flow, just before it reached the top of the falls. Tea Kettle Falls from the top reminds me a lot of the Glory Hole near Swain. The water had carved a hole through the sandstone bluff which fell about five feet then turned ninety degrees and came pouring out of a well worn archway at the front of the bluff, falling another twenty-five feet and disappearing into the gravel at the bottom of the falls. To the right of the falls was a spot where we could get below the bluff, but it was a tricky decent over boulders and slippery mud. After inspecting this unique falls and a few photos we decided to trek upstream on Warm Fork Creek (which is the creek Kettle Hollow flows into) up to Reynolds Hollow. Here we found a lovely six-foot falls near its confluence with Warm Fork Creek.

Returning to the truck we decided to check out another waterfall nearby called Eagles Nest Falls. Getting back on Highway 23 it was only a short drive to our next turn. This turn also had signage for the Kings River Overlook Trail, which we thought might be worth checking out as well. Following our directions it soon became apparent that the waterfall and the overlook trail were in the same area. Arriving at a nice graveled parking area near the creek with the falls, we decided to check out the overlook first. The trail to the overlook was on an old roadbed and was in good shape even after the recent rains. It soon lead us out to a high bluff overlooking Kings River which made a sharp U turn below us. The bluff was about 150 feet tall with another 50 feet or so of steep slope to the river making for an impressive view. Returning on the trail we veered onto a smaller spur trail leading us down toward the creek, which flowed noisily below us. 

Reaching the creek bed we discovered we were at the top of a waterfall that was much larger than any we had yet seen that day. Peering over the falls we could see a large overhang to the left of the falls begging further investigation. Skirting to the right of the falls we soon picked up a flagged trail that lead us below the bluff to the base of the falls. Eagles Nest Falls is about 30 feet tall and at full flow was quite beautiful. The overhang that we had seen from above the falls was also quite impressive. This had at one time been a great place to hunt Indian artifacts judging from the large piles of excavated soil scattered around. As the day was getting short and it was beginning to get late we made our way back to the truck. We guessed we had hiked about four miles total that day and seen some very unusual and beautiful falls only a short drive from home.

BRT Work Update for Spring by Ken Smith

Happy New Year to all you Buffalo River Trail Volunteers! Here is a brief outline of the tentative schedule for the spring. Hopefully, you can join us for a day or more, as we push to complete the trail from Hwy 65 to Hwy 14.                                                        Monday, March 14th --Set up camp (big canvas tent) at west end of main campground (not at group sites, but closest to them). Through the following week I need to survey trail work sites and lay out projects.
March 20th –26th --University of Illinois students will be with us again. This is an “Alternative Spring Break” for the students- Way to Go!                                                                           March 27th thru April 2nd --"Alumni" trail-builders' week. April 4th or soon after--take down big tent, pack kitchen gear, and put all in storage.
During 2016, spring and fall, we hope to finish the trail, US HWY65 to Hwy 14. Or at least to develop a trail line that will be hike-able. Call or email me if you wish to join us at 479-466-7994 or kennethsmith616@yahoo.com

Letters Needed!!!

The public comment period for the Draft Finding of No Significant Impact and Final Environmental Assessment for C&H Hog Farms, Newton County, Arkansas, has been EXTENDED through January 29, 2016 in response to a request from Earthjustice, on behalf of the Buffalo River Watershed Alliance, Arkansas Canoe Club, National Parks Conservation Association, and Ozark Society. Visit the BRWA website to read the EA and for more information go to www.buffaloriveralliance.org

Top of Form

A Trail-Builder’s Diary – 2014 by Jim Liles

Jan. 1, 2014 – The new year opened with an unseasonably mild day, clear and warming from 34 to around 60 degrees . . . Near the end of the 36 mile morning drive to my “trail-head,” 3 hounds ran down the “Red-Bluff Road” just ahead of my truck, as the radio played Dawg’s Breath – a great country music fiddle & banjo tune . . . Went to work building trail to the sound of wild turkey clucking, as sun’s rays reached the river below.  Lunch break accompanied by eagle-talk; by 4:30 p.m. finished about 50 yards new trail. 

Jan. 4 – Put in another 6 hours on the trail, building 25 yards and setting a stone step – after finding the right block of sandstone weathered out from the little bluff above trail, and sliding it into place . . . river visible below, running deep green, especially in shade. 

Jan. 13 – After our region was released from the “polar vortex,” had a good trail day, making 36 yards over 5 ½ hrs, passing below the Boone formation’s sandstone bluff and crossing a few vertical feet of platy, reddish St. Joe limestone, with its distinctive crinoids fossils . . . Walking out, noted sun setting a discernible bit later, day by day. 

Jan. 14 & 16 – Got some trail-building help! Retired school teacher & wood-worker Bruce Meyer joined me for the two days; together we added almost 100 yards of trail. Twice we observed adult bald eagles circling over Ezell Hollow, below & ahead of us. As it’s nest-building time for Ozarks eagles, we’ll be keeping eyes open for their works. (While a few nesting eagle pairs have settled along the White River in recent years, no nest had yet been discovered along Buffalo River, to our knowledge.)

Jan. 18 – Worked solo for 6 hrs, repairing 200 yards of hog-damaged trail and adding 12 yards of new trail. . . Hogs on Buffalo are bad news. The “up-side” is that they seem to let up on trail-uprooting, after they’ve made a couple of hits and devoured all the grubs & earthworms from the freshly-turned dirt. 

Jan. 20 – Bruce & I built about 50 yards of trail, now approaching the base of about 50 vertical feet of massive Silurian limestone, deposited from the bodies and shells of countless marine organisms, when life in the seas erupted, after the 2nd most devastating extinction in the earth’s history, some 440 – 450 million years ago (it is said by science.)

Jan 25 – After some single-digit days, worked on trail for 5 hours, making 25 yards. Near noon I heard sounds of an ATV, then a chain saw, coming from Ezell Hollow below. Walked down and encountered 2 men and a boy, meeting neighboring landowner, Tony Brazell, from Conway . . . We had a nice chat.  

Jan 26 – Bruce & I worked about 5 hrs, making about 40 yds. Insects punctuated the day: While lunching below the Plattin limestone’s ancient outcrop, I heard the sound of bees. Behind me rose an 8 ft- high pedestal of limestone, from the cap of which grew a sugar maple tree. The little tree was riddled with sapsucker holes, among which the honeybees were gathered. The tree’s sap was obviously running, and the bees were supping – then bee-lining away, to a hive either wild or man-tended . . . I’ve read that over the past 6 years, 10 million honeybee hives have collapsed worldwide from agricultural pesticide use. The big challenge – how to manage crops that require pollination by insects: about 1/3 of all we eat . . . We were enlightened by a potential solution, later in the day: Bruce dug up a large, inch-long beetle, from deep within the soil, its vivid colors unappreciated until its unearthing: bright metallic green carapace; green & gold-banded abdomen; head & thorax royal purple, rimmed in gold. Called simply “ground beetle,” or “caterpillar-hunter”—names that belied the beetle’s brilliance—such carabids are known to feed on some of our worst pests, including gypsy-moth larvae, cankerworms and cutworms. I wondered – If corporate agri-business could apply such predacious insects to rid crops of pests, the world would be less dependent on chemical pesticides – and maybe we’d have more honeybees & and other pollinators (along with more beneficial predacious insects.)  

Jan 30 – Bruce & I worked 5 hrs. on this clear-sky day, temps into the 50s; made 48 yds of trail through the dark, dry, clayless soil of the Ferndale limestone – its soil suited to trees like gum bumelia and “rock cedar” (Juniperus ashei) – both species being more common to the southwest, in Oklahoma & Texas . . . Found on forest floor feathers of a Northern Flicker, sprinkled over a 3 foot-diameter circle, as though the assassin hawk or owl plucked its prey while perched only a few feet off the ground. . . Our cedar glades make sheltered winter bird roosts – a circumstance not lost on hungry raptors.  

Jan 31 – Working solo this day, I hauled a little red wagon down the newly built trail and filled it up with load after load of chert chips, shoveled from a talus slope above the trail–distributed the chips over the perennially wet & muddy spots in the trail . . . Driving back home, after 5 hrs work, I encountered a little white car like the one driven by Ken Smith. I paused on Brush Creek Road and passed the time with the car’s driver – not Ken, but a

young man named Morning Ellergrace. He gave me his business card proclaiming his software design business: He thought it would be O.K. if I needed to cross their park-bordering land, divulging that he and his pretty partner lived in the bunkered dwelling within a concertina wire-surrounded property, just down the road . . . said his father bought the place from a traumatized former Vietnam Vet, and that they were working to remove its offensive defenses…Interesting & various are the Ozarks’ dwellers. 

(There followed a 4-week hiatus in trail-building, for the entire month of February, beginning with the Super Bowl – in which “my” Broncos team was embarrassed, 43 -8, by the Seattle Seahawks – and proceeding thru a prolonged snow and ice “event,” followed by another 2 weeks on a leisurely birding expedition along the coast of Texas, culminating with the annual “Whooping Crane Festival” in Port Aransas, Texas.)

March 1 – After the 1-month break in trail building, Bruce & I went to the Trail. Over 5 hours we built about 50 yards . . . Two big skeins of snow geese flew over during the afternoon, cleaving the cerulean sky’s zenith; and after I returned to our cabin-in-the-woods, another flock of snows passed overhead, too dark to see – but calls audible. 

March 11 – Over 4 ½ hrs, Bruce & I pushed the BRT 68 yards thru a few million years of marine deposition, as the temp rose to 77 degrees . . . no breeze… clear blue sky. River running high & green – should be canoeing! . . . Discovered, not far down the trail from the Flicker kill site, a pile of Robin feathers beneath the densely inner-twined junipers . . . Barred owls are nesting in Ezell Hollow – juniper berries giving rise to barred owlets.

March 13 – Bruce, along with friends Carl (retired school administrator) & Andrei (author & commentator for PBS), and I made a foursome—a formidable crew. We worked for 4 hrs, building some 70 yards of trail, including setting stone steps thru the hot afternoon. En route home, we detoured 10 miles to the craft brewery, “Gravity,” recently established beyond Big Flat, where we enjoyed Bill Riffle’s assorted brews – excellent! – And a good way to cap-off a warm-but-productive day of trail building!

March 18  & 20 – Arriving to end of built trail, Bruce & I could hear the usually dry creek in Ezell Hollow running from weekend rains. We walked down to lunch beside the modest flow, a morning-cloak butterfly briefly joining us . . . Making 40 & 36 yards of trail, including step-setting onto the St. Peter sandstone . . . unearthed a little ring-necked ground snake . . . swarms of minute gnats were attracted to only our gloves . . . wooded valley of the Buffalo River was filled with signs of the imminent arrival of Spring. 

March 21 -- Bruce & I marked the season’s procession by canoeing, Gilbert to Maumee.

March 22 – We worked 4 hrs building 32 yards; joined by our wives, Sharon & Suzie, who hiked down to inspect the “new” trail – then all repaired to “Gravity Brewery,” beyond Big Flat. Was surprised to find Searcy County attorney Jerry Patterson holding informal court there. We reminisced about the last time we’d met—at a hearing over Lunce Cash’s big Richland Valley road-closure case, 17 years earlier . . . 

March 24 – Bruce, Carl Jones & son-in-law joined me in completing 155 yards of trail over our collective 16 hrs. . . Transplanted dozens of wildflowers from trail, especially blooming bloodroot, much-brightening the bottomland of Ezell Hollow. 

March 26 – Bruce & I completed the last 120 yards of trail, to the crossing of drainage, and carried out all our hand-tools. (Having completed almost a mile of trail since the previous March, we left the unbuilt remnant – several hundred yards west toward Brush Creek – for Ken Smith’s spring volunteers.) 

March 28 – Resuming work in the opposite direction, down-river from the point I’d started building trail up-river, on March 13, 2013. Bruce & I were cheered by constant welcome notes of black & white warblers, recently returned to their breeding grounds. We toiled over solid Boone limestone bedrock lining the steep drop to the river below – wonderful views all day, until the skies darkened and rain began . . . (Having knocked-out 40 yards of hard trail, we retreated for cover to “Gravity Brewery.”)

March 28 – Suzie & I drove to Tyler Bend to visit with Ken Smith, encamped there with volunteer trail-builders; then on via Snowball, to the old Love-Hensley fields, where we hiked a few miles on the BRT, upriver to Whisenant Hollow – one of our favorite trail stretches, bringing great river views, and trail-building memories from decades ago.

March 31 – Bruce & I were welcomed to the trail by the call of a seldom-seen yellow-bellied flycatcher, floating up from the riverbank below . . . Worked 4+ hours, making 28 yards. Blue-gray gnatcatchers have returned, flitting long tails as they mewed among the emerging foliage, where I occasionally glimpsed other early spring arrivers—parula, yellow-throated and black-throated green warblers: “warblers and tanagers, birds wild as leaves; in a million each one would be rare, new to the eyes. A man couldn’t make a habit of such color.” . . . (From The Wild, by Wendell Berry.)

April 2 – Rain threatened all day but held off till I’d completed 30 yds of trail, by 4:45. On drive out, stopped to visit with dog-walker on “red bluff road,” meeting Dave Myers, who, with wife & lab, lives in next-to-last house on right, going toward the river. They were hikers. . They’d found the new trail; liked it . . . I invited them to come help build. 

April 8 & 9 – Gobbler (wild turkey) displaying before hens, just as road entered park. All day alternating cloud & sun; array of sun-lit clouds over Davy Crockett Mountain, to the west, across the river . . . white-eyed vireo & wood pewee called as I worked . . . Made 15 & 20 slow yards of hard rock trail-building over 6 hours, each day, plus setting some crazy rock steps . . . All afternoon, zebra swallowtail butterflies flit by budding sugar maples . . . crows and pileated woodpeckers repeatedly call in the distance. 

April 11 – Enjoyed a great day, solo canoeing deep green upper river, Kyles Landing to Pruitt . . . What a fine experience, floating the full-flowing Buffalo River in spring!

April 15 – Now working across the “neck” of “Branner Bend” – so-called by me, as the prominent, elongated bend has no other name in use nor now remembered. (However, my nomination of that name to the USGS Board of Geographical Names was not supported by National River staff, even though Branner’s considerable contributions to geological knowledge of the state were made a century and a quarter ago, with his work on Buffalo River being published 1892, in the Annual Report of the Geological Survey of Arkansas. Therein he described the very river bend, the geological exposures in its bluff, and the related significant features of the Tomahawk fault system, including the graben and its obvious contact, as exposed in the bend’s flanking bluff.)    . . . Now, working more than a mile from the river’s “Branner Bend” apex, I began to come across odd rocks that didn’t seem to belong to the Boone formation that almost entirely comprises the graben (down-dropped, fault-bounded block of land) in which “Branner Bend” lies. Digging up weathered and water-rounded cobbles of sandstone & limestone, they appeared to match the description given by USGS geologists to a “5 to 10-inch bed of brown, weathered lag gravels from very old terrace deposits by a river 230 to 260 feet higher” than today’s Buffalo River . . . Made 25 yards of trail over 7 hours, while contemplating the former “mid-continent” sea-bed’s accretion, half a billion to 300 million years ago, followed by uplift to Ozarks plateaus, and subsequent erosion by running water, including the ancestral Buffalo River, to produce today’s varied landscape. 

April 16 – My hour drive to trail now brightened by redbud & dogwood bloom; back on the trail, my grand vista to the west was intersected by a Broad-winged Hawk. Catching a rising air column, it ascended in a gyre many hundreds of feet overhead, without wing-beat, and disappeared in the distant haze of cirrus cloud. I gave up trying to follow its flight, resuming trail-work, until I heard a piercing hawk-whistle, and looked out to see it circling less than 100 feet away, out over the river. The hawk’s aerial display but one of the many evanescent moments that a day on the Buffalo River makes possible . . . Spring is enticing canoeists back to the river – I can see & hear them two hundred and fifty feet below, as I work away, completing 24 yards of hard trail-building over 7 hours. 
April 18 – As I parked at the “trail-head,” my first hooded warbler of spring called—a male, its very distinctive plumage a welcome sight. The species is a common summer resident along Ozarks rivers & streams, but in the words of Wendell Berry, “ . . . in a million, each one would be rare.” . . . After chain sawing though dead & down trees obstructing the trail, I completing 22 yards, working through the last of the rock cedar glades and the good river views they’ve provided. (These bluff-top cedars growing along the White River and its tributaries are at the northern limit of their range—relics from post-Pleistocene time, now more common in east Texas and bordering Oklahoma. We’ll find them again, less than 3 miles on down-trail, where the trail returns to the bluffs.) 

April 23, 24, 26 & 30 – With Bruce Meyer off running the Colorado River thru Grand Canyon, I worked solo for these four days, adding 56 yds to the trail . . . (On a break to answer a cell phone call from my daughter Diana, I learned she’d heard from Lake Clark National Park in Alaska, confirming a backcountry ranger job in that great wilderness.) 

May 1 – Made 30 yards over 4 hours, then took the rest of the day “off,” to hike down to the river – after my last day of trail work until fall . . . Hiked the mile length of “Branner Bend,” following an old lane that no doubt had its origins in the 19th century. For the first half-mile I crossed 80 acres owned – early in the 20th century – by one Calvin Lockhart. In the previous issue of Ramblings, I touched on the once-notorious individual from that period, Calvin’s son David Lockhart. After a career robbing banks in three states, he was killed in a shoot-out with Oklahoma lawmen, 1924. (For more on him & others like him, who once used Buffalo River country for their hideouts, read pages 211-216, Old Folks Talking.)   …As I was walking back from my afternoon hike across Lockhart land, I was hailed by the driver of a vintage pickup, which appeared on the old road coming up from the river. While his grown son drove, with mother in the cab, Charles Tyler rode with me in the pickup’s bed, as I enjoyed a lift back to my truck. That’s how I came to meet a genuine, down-to-earth Ozarker – and to receive the O.K. to cross his land, to expedite trail-building . . . Also learned from Tyler about local history and about neighboring land-owners” – and that he, his wife Beth (Still) and son Chad obtained their remnant land and historic (double-pen log) home some years after Buffalo National River “took” most of previous owner Lawrence Potter’s 100’s of acres . . . In Battle for the Buffalo, pages 137 & 143, Dr. Neil Compton included some interesting newspaper quotes by Potter, excerpted from the 1963 Marshall Mountain Wave: 

Larry A. Potter, owner of 1,500 acres on the lower Buffalo: “… I have supported the project for the proposed dams 100 percent. I own six miles of river frontage. Every year the river gets so low that to actually float it is impossible… All the big holes are filled with moss… The large holes are filled up with silt from cultivated and cutover lands of the mountaintops... The Park Service will have a white elephant which they will never fully develop and which will not compare to other national parks across the country.”

Mr. Potter was right about one thing – many of the river’s problems have their origin in land practices (including over-grazing, land-clearing and CAFOs) within the drainage basin, beyond the boundaries of Buffalo National River. Let’s remember and pay heed always to the last words in Neil’s book: “A protective attitude by human inhabitants for the entire watershed of the Buffalo River will be mandatory if it is to survive as a beautiful clear-water stream…”

In Remembrance… 

Long time Ozark Society and BRC member and friend Dr. Paul Noland passed away at home on December 31st, 2015. Although Paul had been in poor health for a number of years it never dampened his kind spirit, sense of humor, and quick wit. His love of family, friends and the Buffalo River, his firm belief in the benefits of education, and his creed of service to all, remain as a shining example to us all. His passing leaves a void in the lives of all who knew him. I am sure that if we all lived our lives modeled after Paul the world would be a much better place. We will miss you Paul and may you rest in peace.

The family requests, in lieu of flowers, donations to the Dr. Paul R. Noland Endowed Scholarship Fund, 1002 W. Maple Drive, Fayetteville, AR 72701.

Welcome New Members!

· Terri Bitting

· Nathan Finch

· Ed Cornell

· Richard Hoadley

· Ryan Dunn

· Phil & Marsha Keller

· Miles Riley

Editors Notes: The following article is the second of four installments. It is the story of one man’s love affair with the river and his dream of a Boy Scout Camp along its banks

The beautiful Buffalo River twists its way from Boxley in Newton County, Arkansas through the rugged and exciting Arkansas Ozarks between Harrison and Russellville. It surges all the way to the White River through countless lush green hay fields and hillsides covered with red and white oak timber. Barely a remnant of the early settlers remained. This was my impression of the area when my life collided with the valley in the fall of 1964
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Richard is a Scouter, Canoeist, Lover of the Buffalo River and Friend. Story by Audrey E. “Umpy” Osborn, Troop Ole 97 Eagle Scout 1954

. First Camping trip to the Buffalo River November 1969-It was a big deal for me and I was excited to be taking the troop to my property. Buddy and the troop had never been to the Buffalo River before. I knew they would love the river and all it offered. The last time I was this excited about a camping trip was February 1950, which was my first camping trip after joining Ole 97. We went to Camp Currier in Eudora, MS and slept in a log cabin on Pecker Wood Point.

It was midnight when the troop bus “The Swamp Fox” slowly started to wind its way down the steep valley to the upper meadow. Also, following me was Buddy’s pickup and the Blue Goose (the troop equipment truck). Light from the silvery moon filtered through the leafless hardwood trees revealing the steep slopes as we passed through. The cedars around the frost covered meadows, glistened in the light of a full moon as the ghostly face of Red Bluff kept a silent watch. We quickly set up camp on Sand Hole Bluff looking west upriver to the famous Gilbert Crossing. That night it went to 21 degrees, requiring a stand-close fire that morning next to coffee brewing and eggs and bacon frying in a big black skillet.                
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Troop Ole 97 at West Meadow ready to go to Memphis.    As morning progressed, it turned into a perfect day for scouts to explore the new and exciting campsite. Buddy was impressed with the view looking east across the beautiful meadow as the sun burned away the last of the morning frost. Red bluff in the background kept a close watch of the strange intruders. First on the program was a hike to Indian Spring. This was near the upper meadow and would give everyone a lay of the land in relation to the watchful face of Red Bluff and the road back out to Marshall. The scouts were excited that I had found an arrowhead near the spring earlier that year and kept their eyes peeled for an Indian artifact. 

We planned a forestry project to plant pine trees and a small number of walnut trees. I showed the guys the proper way to prune trees. The area along Sand Hole Bluff and the field road was a perfect area to practice tree trimming. That night we had our first of many campfires at Red Bluff. Buddy really knew how to conduct a campfire. I am sure thirty years of experience doing what you were put on this earth to do shows. One might say Ole 97 was a singing troop. After several songs we would close our campfire with the Scout Vesper Song, Softly Falls the Light of Day and As Our Campfire Fades Away.  I hoped this would be the first of many campfires and trips we would make to the Buffalo River. 

Sunday morning after breakfast we had our “church in the wildwood” on Sand Hole Bluff overlooking the misty river at Sand Hole. With the sun to our backs, we listened and looked upriver as we sang songs like Church in the Wildwood. Buddy had been a Sunday school teacher for many years and always had meaningful and challenging words for us. I know for a fact these services are still remembered today by many of our scouts and adult leaders. Our custom was to have the bus loaded ready to roll as soon as church was over. Everyone went to their appointed place for the trip home. We traveled through the meadows and past the spring for a slow grind up the steep winding gravel road to the ridge and on to a farewell with Marshall. Some of the leaders included: Buddy Irwin, Leonard T. Rovery, J. M. “Sparky” Sparkman, Findley Ammons and me, Umpy Osborn.                                                                               
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MEQUESH ● SHENABES - What the words mean - well, I guess nobody knows! Buddy made the sign at home and took it to camp. He told me the meaning. But after 40 years I have forgotten. The sign was suspended on ropes from Red Bluff, a colorful addition to the plain rock face, quite a surprise when canoeing down the river. We removed the sign before we departed. The sign was painted on a one-inch by ten-inch pine board. We left the sign at our campsite for next year’s summer camp.

Emerald green meadows greeted the troop when we arrived on a Saturday in July of 1971. Joe Farris, a neighbor who we let cut the hay fields, bush hogged around the meadow edges of the camp area and under trees along Sand Hole Bluff. We finished the area with sling blades and by afternoon the area looked like a golf course. We arranged the two-man tents with cots by patrols and constructed permanent tables with benches between trees. This formed a central camp area with headquarters and kitchen area on the opposite side. Everything was in order, like a Norman Rockwell painting. 

Everyone looked forward to spending the entire week at the Buffalo River. Buddy was prepared to conduct a full week of activities with troop committeemen and scout staff, from preparing meals to taking care of skinned knees. Bob Daily, “Grandpa,” was the Chow Hall Steward and Master Sergeant. The Troop would be in good shape for their second week of camp at Camp KIA Kima near Hardy AR, on the South Fork River.  

The week started with swimming twice a day at Red Bluff. It was fun trying to build a dam. Those sure were the days. Imagine, today that those scouts are in their early to mid fifties. I have reached 76 at the writing of this story. The Scouts were free to explore as long as they had a buddy and were checked out with Buddy Irwin and the senior patrol leader. Lunch was a good time to have a sandwich, drink “Grandpa’s” cold “Bug Juice” and sing one more time, Once I Went in Swimming. It was interesting to hear our singing echo off of Red Bluff.  

Lesco Steen - One afternoon I took the scouts to see my friend, Lesco Steen. My logger, Louis Sanders, had introduced him to me. He had lived in his ancient log cabin at Pumpkin Flat near Spider Creek; from the time he was five years old. It had been his father’s “weaning house.” He was a unique and jovial fellow, over 80 years old and never married. 

Lesco’s passion was to sing and play his “banjer,” that’s what I said, banjer, not banjo. Lesco loved to play for all the musicals held in the small town of Snowball. One cold winter morning Les played his banjer for me. First he held the instrument in front of a small fire in his fireplace a few minutes then tuned the ancient instrument. In his whiney voice, he strummed and sang a folk song about a young boy riding a mule to school. It was a treat to hear him sing, I’m sure the way it was sung in the 1800’s and I wish I had a recording.
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Hikes…Editor’s note: Please contact Farrel at f.t.couch@att.net or 479.200.2621 prior to the event to sign up or to check on any changes. Don’t wait too long as the hikes tend to fill up quickly. All hikes require you to sign a release waiver. Thank you.

Sunday, Jan. 31st Leatherwood Creek & Hideout Hollow & McFerrin’s Point Meet at the Ponca low water Bridge at 9:30 am, aprox. 5 1/2 miles rated moderate, 15-person limit. Three short hikes, but each has unique features. 


Sunday, Feb. 21st Rock Creek Bushwhack Meet at the Deer store on Hwy 16 at 9:00 am, approx.6 miles, rated strenuous, 15-person limit.  We will meet and shuttle to hike, high clearance vehicles preferred; waterfalls and unique geologic features-a wonderful hike.


Sunday, March 6th Whittaker Creek Bushwhack Meet at the Cave Mountain (Hawksbill Crag) parking area at 9:00 am, approx. 8 miles, rated strenuous, 15-person limit. Lets try this again-it was canceled in December. Visit a real virgin forest, Whittaker Homestead, Compton double falls.

Sunday, March 20th, Round Top Mountain & Alum Cove Natural Bridge, Meet at the Round Top trailhead south of Jasper at 10:00 am, 5 miles total for both hikes, rated moderate, 15 person limit. Visit the site of a WW II plane crash and the most massive natural bridge in the Ozarks plus other unique features and overlooks.


Sunday, April 3rd, The Penitentiary & The Pipe Organ, Meet at the turnout by the Lost Valley road on Hwy 43 in Boxley at 10:00 am, approx. 6 miles, rated strenuous, 15-person limit. Visit a unique geologic area on private property before access to this area is no longer possible.
Meetings…

The Pulaski Chapter will be hosting the Ozark Society Spring General Membership Meeting the weekend of April 15 at Ferncliff Camp and Conference Center just outside Little Rock.  The General Meeting will be Saturday and Sunday, with an OS Board Meeting held on Friday evening. Accommodations include camping, cabins and rooms, as well as an on-site cafeteria. We will have a Saturday night potluck, Dutch oven cook-off, and entertainment. Ferncliff has hiking and biking trails, small lakes for canoeing and kayaking, and there are other recreational opportunities nearby.

It’s That Time of Year Again: Dues are Due.

The Ozark Society and Buffalo River Chapter dues are now due for 2016. Dues for the Ozark Society are $15.00 for an individual or family, $25.00 for contributing, or $200 for life ($100 for seniors 65 and older) a one-time fee. BRC dues are $10.00 annual, $5.00 email only, or $100 life (also a one-time fee). To become a member of the BRC you must first be a member of the Ozark Society. One check made payable to the Ozark Society/ BRC and sent to BRC, PO Box 105, Gilbert AR 72636 or Ozark Society, PO Box 2914, Little Rock AR 72203 will take care of your general Ozark Society membership plus your chapter dues.  If you are a new member and paid dues after October 1, 2015 your dues will be good through 2016. If you wish to contribute to the newsletter or are willing to lead hikes or outings contact Laura at laurab2053@gmail.com Thank you for your continued support.
BRC Jan-April 2016 Calendar

· Sun. Jan. 31st Leatherwood Creek & Hideout Hollow & McFerrin’s Point

· Sun. Feb. 21st Rock Creek Bushwhack 

· Sun. March 6th Whittaker Creek Bushwhack

· Sun. March 20th Round Top Mountain & Alum Cove Natural Bridge

· Sun. April 3rd The Penitentiary & Pipe Organ

· April 15-17th OS General Membership Meeting at Ferncliff 4H Camp.


“There is pleasure in the pathless woods.”





~ Lord Byron

See you on the river. LT
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Gathering at the River

Troop Ole 97at the Buffalo River
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Fall at Buffalo River, Ole 97 Camp Site, from Red Bluff 

Picture taken by: Richard McFadden  - 2011          
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