
 

 
   

 

Fall  “The challenge goes on. There are other lands and rivers, other wilderness areas, to save and to share with all. 
September 2024 I challenge you to step forward to protect and care for the wild places you love best.”  -  Dr. Neil Compton 

Meat Processing Waste Creates a Big Stink 
By Loring Bullard, OS Schoolcraft Past President 

 

     Citizens in southwest Missouri 

were recently locked in battle with a 

company from Arkansas, Denali 

Waste Solutions, that spread sludge 

from waste lagoons serving meat 

processing facilities located in 

northwest Arkansas and southwest 

Missouri. 

      
     Denali was sued by neighbors for 

terrible odors arising from land 

application of sludge from a lagoon 

that nearby resident Vallerie Steele 

called a “cesspool of rotting flesh.” 

For the last several years, Denali had 

been spreading sludge from two 

lagoons in southwest Missouri on 

about 20,000 acres of farmland. In 

2022, the company dumped 36 

truckloads of sludge, 165,000 

gallons, a few days ahead of heavy 

rains, contaminating a neighbor’s 

land and causing pollution of a 

nearby waterway. Missouri DNR 

personnel saw sludge “covering 

vegetation in the fields.”  

     One problem was that the waste 

company operated under the 

authority of the Missouri Fertilizer 

Control Board, since its waste 

products were intended as a 

“fertilizer” for farmland. But this 

material was nothing like the 

commercial fertilizers we see in 

bags at the farm stores. It was 

composed not only of blood and 

animal parts, but could also contain 

cleaning chemicals from meat 

processing or antibiotics and 

pharmaceuticals from animal 

raising. The Fertilizer Board 

required fertilizer sources to be 

properly labeled and tied to specific 

production sites, but the mixing of 

wastes from different lagoons 

violated that rule. Further, in 2023 

the Board said it lacked authority 

over Denali because the waste was 

given away, not sold as fertilizer.  

 
    Southwest Missouri Sludge Lagoon 

     Steele, leading the charge for 

local landowners against Denali, 

urged the Missouri state legislature 

to address the problem. Dirk Deaton, 

a state representative from Noel, 

heard their concerns and worked 

with other local legislators to get a 

new bill introduced. Earlier this 

year, in a break with its pro-

agribusiness tradition, the Missouri 

legislature passed a law requiring 

meat processor waste lagoons to be 

permitted by Missouri DNR. Denali 

had to empty two problem lagoons 

and take the waste back to Arkansas 

for treatment. DNR was directed to 

develop design standards and rules 

for spreading sludge from the 

lagoons. Not surprisingly, a Denali 

spokesman said new rules would 

add “excessive and unnecessary 

costs” and have “negative effects on 

the state’s economy and business.”       

     And the story doesn’t end there. 

Denali will no doubt look for the 

places with the least stringent rules 

to do their dirty business. 

 

Sources: Missouri Independent, 

Feb. 29, 2024; St. Louis Today, 

“Denali to Stop Spreading 

Meatpacking Wastes in Rural 

Missouri,” Feb. 1, 2014; Drew Holt, 

personal interview, July 31, 2024.  
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Sassafras Hiking Award Winner Jim Meinecke 

By Stewart Noland, OS Archive Chair

  

 

   Jim Meinecke, a Fayetteville 

resident, is the fifth recipient of 

the Ozark Society’s Sassafras 

Hiking Award.  Jim’s interest in 

hiking began in Yosemite 

National Park, where he was 

transported by his grandfather to 

hike with his father. 

     Jim’s favorite Sassafras 

Hiking Award trail is the Ozark 

Highland.  It is the diversity of 

the OHT that attracts Jim, 

particularly the rivers including 

the Buffalo River, Hurricane 

Creek, and Richland Creek.  The 

most challenging of the four 

trails was the Ouachita Trail 

mainly due to the snow, ice, and 

related cold weather conditions 

experienced during his hike. 
     Jim’s most dangerous hiking 

experience occurred in 

Yosemite.  While cowboy 

camping, a bear came into camp 

and ate all of their food while Jim 

and a friend remained in their 

sleeping bags a few feet away.  

Jim’s favorite Trail Angel stories 

are food and transportation 

related.  On one hike a friend 

delivered much appreciated 

brownies on several occasions.  

An uncommon hiking item that 

Jim carries is a bird app and 

monocular to identify and view 

the birds.  Upcoming hiking 

plans include the Eagle Rock 

Loop and perhaps a loop in 

Yellowstone National Park.  He 

enjoys hiking because it is 

physical, it provides a sense of 

accomplishment, and it reorients 

you.  Being outdoors and near 
water while hiking rewards Jim 

with everyday revelations. 

     Jim’s college years began as 

an athlete in wrestling at Texas 

A&M, and then in shot put and 

javelin track and field events at 

the U of A, where he enrolled in 

the fall of 1974. 

     Congratulations Jim, and 

welcome to the Sassafras Hiking 
Award tribe.   
. 

Buffalo River Trail Fall Work Week – Oct. 19-25th, 2024 

By Mike Reed, BRT Trail Coordinator

 

The next BRT maintenance 

session will be October 19-25, 

2024 and we'll be using the ranch 

house at Steel Creek as our 

headquarters once again.  During 

our last two sessions we were 

able to make a first pass over the 

entire 36-mile Boxley-to-Pruitt 

section, clearing almost all trees 

from the trail and eliminating 

countless obstacles and detours.  

We also noted areas that need 

tread repairs and expect to begin 

those in October. This is a great 

way to spend time outdoors while 

doing something to benefit the 

hiking community and BNR.  For 

general information see 

https://buffalorivertrailcrew.org/

brt-maintenance-camp-details/ 

and contact me at 

mereed@runbox.com with any 

questions or to RSVP. 
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The First (and Last) Ozark Society Buffalo River Canoe Race 

By Bruce Hammock and edited by Brian Thompson  

     I grew up during the “fight to save 

the Buffalo from being dammed.”   

As I was a teenager, I was rather low 

key in my opposition, contributing a 

little money (very little in my case) 

and kidding my uncle, who worked 

for the Corps of Engineers, telling 

him that if they saw still water, they 

wanted to drain it, and if the water 

moved, they wanted to dam it.  It was 

good natured since he rated a dam on 

the Buffalo as about as dumb as 

trying to change the course of the 

Mississippi River (the corps lost 

there as well).   

      As you know, southerners tell 

tales, tall tales, lies, and damn lies.  I 

have told this tale a few times, and 

my daughter wanted me to send it to 

the Ozark Society.  As best as I 

could, I removed the lies. 

      I grew up in Little Rock and loved 

wandering the hills as a kid, but my 

favorite activity was when I traveled 

once or twice a year to the Buffalo 

River State Park with my folks. This 

love intensified when my folks 

bought me a used canoe (that I still 

have) and I started teaching canoeing 

though the Boy Scouts.  Swimming, 

canoeing, hiking, pot holing, and 

being with my parents and an 

occasional friend was the high point 

of the summer.  I have the most 

wonderful memories and a couple 

that turned into real adventure.  One 

of these adventures was better in the 

reliving than being there at seventeen 

years old, and this is the Buffalo 

River story I am about to relate. 

     My parents were well aware of 

my infatuation with canoeing and 

also my enthusiasm in supporting the 

Ozark Society.  As a high school 

graduation gift, my parents entered 

me in the first (and as far as I know 

the last) Arkansas Statewide Canoe 

Race. The race was to be from Ponca 

to Pruitt.  In the spring the Buffalo 

River is not a trivial run in an open 

canoe, but neither is it a highly 

challenging.  I was thrilled with their 

gift and recruited my high school 

buddy Wayne Johnston to go as 

well.  Wayne was not just a Boy 

Scout buddy but a budding 

environmentalist, a mass of muscle 

and state decathlon champ. Well into 

his 70s Wayne still stands out.  

     
     My Parents rented us a motel 

room near the river, and on the 

Friday before the race Wayne and I 

did a Ponca to Pruitt run. With a high 

spring flow it was beautiful with a 

few technical challenges but an easy 

fast run with lots of wild flowers and 

no surprises. 

     On the day of the race the 

organizers had bragged that there 

would be 150 canoes, but only seven 

boats showed up. Upon examining 

the competition, one canoe was 

crewed by a couple of burley fellows 

who appeared to know what they 

were doing.  A second canoe held 

two river guides who growled that 

we were to stay out of their way.  The 

other canoes were paddled by what 

appeared to be an array of 

determined young men.  Upon the 

firing of the starting gun, and thanks 

to Wayne’s muscle, we quickly took 

the lead, followed by curses from the 

river guides. Then, as we approached 

a sharp turn and gravel bar on the 

left, we eased the river guides into 

shallow water and ran them aground. 

This allowed us to pull on ahead 

followed by curses of what they 

would do when they caught us.  We 

had no desire to be caught, and that 

was the last we saw of other 

participants until the finish was 

almost in sight. 

      My father had paid a $7 entry fee 

to the Ozark Society Race and 

wondered why they had never cashed 

the check, assuming they had 

misplaced it. Then, in conversation 

with other entrants, my parents 

discovered that all of the other 

contestants received letters saying 

that if they showed up, they would be 

shot.  We knew that feelings ran high 

with regard to the dam controversy, 

but we had not realized the Ozark 

Society was running the race to 

provide support for opposing it.  Nor 

did we know there was a war 

between farmers with poor land who 

wanted a dam and the people with 

good land (and a few others) who 

wanted a national river.  The river 

guides, now behind us on the gravel 

bar, pointed out that several 

contestants had weapons, and 

ominously suggested that they 

intended to “kick some ass.”  

 

Continued on page 4 
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The First (and Last) OS Buffalo River Canoe Race… continued 

Of course, all of this new information 

terrified my parents who were told to 

not go to the police because the 

county sheriff was pro dam. Wayne 

and I continued on down the river 

knowing none of this, enjoying our 

commanding lead, the riffles, the 

breeze, and the spring wild flowers.  

      The first few miles were easy. 

Thanks to Wayne, the other 

contestants were behind us and out of 

sight.  As we entered a narrow 

canyon, a fisherman on shore 

hollered at us, telling us to turn back, 

that it was “too dangerous.” We 

yelled back that we could handle it 

and left him behind, still yelling, “no, 

no, turn back.” Of course, one cannot 

easily turn back in a narrow fast river 

with brush on both sides.   

      We went around the next bend 

and suddenly, we encountered barb 

wire strung across the river at neck 

height.  After dodging under a couple 

of the wires, the river narrowed and 

we came upon several wires in one 

spot. I caught a low hanging limb and 

hung onto it desperately, while 

Wayne negotiated with carefully 

lifting the wire over the boat.  Then a 

couple of guys with shot guns came 

out of the woods to tell us to turn 

back and that we were on “their” 

river.  Of course, we couldn’t exactly 

paddle up stream.  Wayne got the 

wire raised up and I let go, but as we 

scooted under, I caught my arm and 

my life jacket on that danged 

wire.   As we paddled away, I heard 

a gun go off and we heard what I 

hoped was bird shot peppering our 

canoe.   

      The gash in my arm was not bad, 

and with our adrenaline pumping we 

paddled even harder.  Oddly, more 

people appeared on the bluffs and 

were yelling at us. I later found out 

that we were down the river and 

passed them before they could react, 

as they were intending to throw rocks 

at us and turn us back with shotguns. 

Then around the corner from the rock 

throwers were rolls of concertina 

wire in the river itself. We dodged 

some it because it was not strung 

across the river well.  Then around a 

bend, more concertina was most of 

the way across. In trying to pass, we 

were pushed into it by the strong 

current and leaning away from it, we 

shipped water.  This slowed us so 

much that at the next gravel bar we 

had to stop to empty the canoe.  As 

we were emptying, we were caught 

first by the guides, then by another 

boat.  The paddlers informed us that 

we were lucky.  The people on shore 

had not been ready for us, and the 

paddlers who came afterwards had 

rocks thrown at them punctuated by 

gunshots.  There was real concern for 

the remaining racers. 

      Wayne and I paddled madly to 

make up for being left behind.  At 

last, the first three boats finished with 

Wayne and I in third place.  The 

other four canoes came in much later 

with several paddlers badly injured 

by the wire barriers.   

      Seldom had I been so exhausted, 

and only at the end did it dawn on me 

that we had been in real danger.  I 

was too tired to get out of the boat 

and I noticed Wayne trembling.  My 

parents were both crying along with 

several other spectators.  The 

winners were the river guides who 

had passed us at the second 

concertina barrier.  They told us that 

we had real spunk, then offered 

Wayne and I baseball bats so we 

could go back and “whup ass up 

river.” “We know them ol’ boys,” 

they claimed. Wayne being of good 

judgement, declined, and I could but 

grunt and gasp from 

exhaustion.  With great bravado the 

river guides and their bats, vanished 

in their pickup truck. We never heard 

how they fared. 

      The Ozark Society got a little bit 

of publicity, but they never did cash 

Dad’s check.   There were lots of 

cuts and scrapes from the wire, and a 

doctor there suggested strongly that 

two of the contestants needed 

stitches.  My torn life jacket hung in 

the garage for years.  I still have my 

paddles and I still have the trophy 

somewhere from the “First Annual 

Buffalo River Canoe Race.”  

      Anyway, it is good that the pro-

river people won because in reality 

we all won, a wonderful national 

resource saved.  That evening we 

drove back to Little Rock, and too 

sun burned to wear clothes under my 

gown, I graduated from high 

school.  I went back to the Buffalo a 

few times with my parents.  Then the 

next summer with some buddies, we 

canoed from Ponca to the White and 

up Sylamore Creek to Blanchard 

Springs - an idyllic trip without 

barbed wire.  Then nothing in the 

Ozark for decades until I went back 

to the Buffalo River for a week in the 

fall of 1999 with my daughter. The 

park clears out in October, and it was 

as beautiful as I remembered.  As a 

surprise, my daughter and I found a 

pothole in the forest above the river. 

I think she understands now why the 

area has such a warm spot in my 

heart and why it is important to the 

entire nation.  

      The Buffalo River changed 

me.  Thanks again for your work 

with the Ozark Society. 
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Visiting a Prairie Pompeii to See our Mid-Continent Region 

By Fred Paillet, OS Education Chair

     During my days as a geology 

instructor, I often saw the 

disappointment from students on 

field trips to view fossil 

excavations.  Having seen T-rex 

and triceratops skeletons embedded 

in their reconstructed environments 

at some of our great museums, 

students are bummed out to observe 

nothing more than bits of bone 

fragments and disembodied teeth in 

a sandy matrix.  The sad fact is that 

almost all fossil remains of exotic 

creatures from the past consist of 

disarticulated bones that have 

suffered a long tumble among 

gravel and boulders before 

collecting in the bottom of a lagoon.  

Even more disappointing is the 

observation that most of the 

exposed landscape in the Ozarks 

has been eroding away for more 

than 200 million years.  The 

remaining rocks contain a few 

bivalve shells, fragments of crinoid 

stems, or the flattened stems of coal 

swamp plants – all from ages before 

large animals roamed the planet.  

The only place we can see degraded 

remains of truly impressive 

creatures is in the far southwest of 

the state where sediments consist of 

a pro-grading coastal plain with 

some respectable dinosaur 

trackways.  A little to the northwest 

there are the remains of large sea-

going predators like ichthyosaurus 

and plesiosaurs that sank into the 

mud beneath the shallow 

midcontinent seaway that persisted 

through much of the Mesozoic era.  

Even then, the bodies most often 

drifted around and disintegrated 

before being permanently 

entombed.  But there is one place 

within a long day’s drive to see a 

scene where a Vesuvius-like 

eruption entombed a herd of 

animals in a similar display to what 

archaeologists find today in 

Pompeii.  Just as at that famed 

Italian site, we can see ancient life 

buried in volcanic ash to preserve 

articulated skeletons of creatures 

embedded at a single moment of 

time in the exact place where 

violent death overtook them. 

 
     First, the identification of our 

American Vesuvius – the volcano 

that entombed a small version of our 

mid-continent landscape at a single 

moment in the deep past.  The 

blanket of volcanic ash that embeds 

the site came from one of the 

repeated eruptions of the great 

caldera that we now see in 

Yellowstone National Park. 

     Eruptions from that location have 

been repeated at about half-million-

year intervals.  These were gigantic 

events spewing enough pulverized 

rock to blanket a good part of 

western North America.  This is “hot 

spot” vulcanism in action.  The 

details are still controversial, but the 

most commonly cited description is 

of a large plume of super-heated lava 

generated at the boundary of the 

earth’s inner core.  This blob 

eventually becomes so buoyant that 

it rises towards the surface to 

generate a great expanse of lava 

flows.  One such vast lava field 

covers much of western Washington 

state – the Columbia Basalt Field.  

The deep-seated pathway created by 

the rise of this great plume lets 

additional, smaller pods of hot lava 

drift upwards for an extended period 

afterwards.  This process is so slow 

that the hot lava emerges to form an 

eastward-trending line of craters as 

continental drift pushes our plate to 

the west.  We now see this as the 

Snake River Plain of southern Idaho 

with Yellowstone NP at its eastern 

tip.  There’s good news and bad 

news here.  The good news is that 

this massively destructive eruption 

occurs only every half million years 

or so.  The bad news is that the last 

one was about that long ago.  

    Continued on page 6.  
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 Visiting a Prairie Pompeii…continued 

      Now for the American Pompeii 

part. This site is a display developed 

at Ashfall State Park in northeast 

Nebraska.  If you plan a trip, it’s 

about an hour northwest of Omaha.   

The exposed floor of the site is 

located in a gigantic hangar-like 

building where you can see 

paleontologists at work exposing 

the bodies of a mixed herd of a 

rhinoceros-like creatures with a few 

horses and camels thrown in.   The 

sedimentary bed where the bones 

lie is dated at about twelve million 

years ago.  The center of eruption 

had then drifted to western Idaho – 

still a long way from its current 

Yellowstone location.  You can see 

nearly fifty of the fully articulated 

skeletons, some obviously mothers 

with half-grown offspring at their 

side.  The geological section shows 

that about a foot of ash had 

blanketed the landscape at a 

location almost a thousand miles 

from the eruption.  That must have 

been some blast.  At the time of the 

blast, this site was a depression in 

the flood plain of a river into which 

the blast deposited a blanket of sand 

and gravel from the mountains to 

the west (ancestral Platte River).  

After the ash was deposited, wind 

erosion created a dune that was 

about ten feet in depth to 

encapsulate the site for future 

development of today’s state park.  

Hence the analogy with the famed 

archaeological display in Italy. 

Even though this site is a long day’s 

drive from the Ozarks, it provides a 

truly rare insight into what the 

central part of the continent was like 

over the many millions of years 

when erosion was removing almost 

all evidence of life from its exposed 

surface. 

    
       Paleobotany shows this site had 

a subtropical savannah climate, 

probably with seasonal rainy and 

dry periods – distinctly warmer than 

today with probably less seasonal 

temperature variation. 

      Reconstruction of conditions at 

the time of their death shows the 

doomed rhinos huddling in a 

depression that probably contained 

some standing water.  Many are 

preserved in their death position 

with legs collapsed beneath them. 

The evidence shows that they did 

not die instantly.  Certain kinds of 

bone deterioration indicate that they 

died slowly from the effects of 

inhaling volcanic glass shards as 

lung function was progressively 

lost.        

     You can imagine seeing the 

struggling animals huddled there in 

a landscape where everything is 

now buried in maybe a foot of 

powdered volcanic glass.   The 

bones lower down at the base of the 

deposit include birds, turtles, and 

lighter-boned camels that show 

indications of damage from 

trampling.   This probably indicates 

that these other creatures died 

almost instantly, with the rhino herd 

coming in afterwards seeking water 

and lingering on for perhaps a few 

days until their damaged lungs gave 

out.  The underlying sediment layer 

of river gravel provides a 

contrasting record of bone 

fragments of a wider variety of 

savannah life (including four-tusker 

elephants and three-toed woodland 

horses) with their scattered bits of 

damaged bones presenting the kind 

of transported and deteriorated 

evidence we are used to seeing in 

most continental deposits.   Ashfall 

State Park may be located in 

Nebraska, but the site provides the 

best insight we have into what an 

entire lost era might have been like 

before the uppermost surface of the 

Ozark Plateau was washed away 

forever.  
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Ozark Society Membership Application/Renewal 

Join us, or renew now! Dues are for one year, January-December, and they include a subscription 

to the Society’s newsletter, Pack & Paddle.  To join or renew, go online to the Ozark Society website at  

www.ozarksociety.net.  Or you can fill out this form and send it with a check written to “The Ozark Society.”    

See below for our mailing address. 

Name(s) ______________________________________________    Date:  _____________________                                                                                                                                              

Address: __________________________________________________________________________                                                                                                                                             

City, State, and ZIP: _________________________________________________________________                                                                                                                  

Phone:  _______________________________________________                                                       

Email 1: __________________________________ Old Email (if changed) ______________________                                               

Email 2: __________________________________ Old Email (if changed) ______________________                                              

 

Please check one:  

 New Member   Start at Section A for your OS and Chapter Membership   

 Renewal   Start at Section A to renew your OS and Chapter Membership  

 LIFE Member  Start at Section B to renew just your Chapter Membership  

 

Section A:  Please specify both the Level of Membership and the Chapter you are joining: 

  Level: (choose one)      Chapter: (choose one)

 Friend:  $30       = $20 OS +$10 Chapter 

 Associate:  $50       = $40 OS +$10 Chapter 

 Supporter:  $100     = $90 OS +$10 Chapter 

 Sponsor:  $250     = $240 OS +$10 Chapter 

 Patron:  $500     = $490 OS +$10 Chapter 

 Benefactor:  $1000+ = $990+ OS +$10 Chapter 

 

   

     Bayou (Shreveport, LA) 

    Buffalo River (North Central, AR) 

    Highlands (Fayetteville, AR) 

 Pulaski (Central, AR) 

    Schoolcraft (Springfield, MO) 

    Sugar Creek (Bentonville, AR) 

     No chapter, all to central Ozark Society

Section B:   For Members who wish to join more 

than one Chapter or Life Members renewing their 

Chapter Membership only  

(Choose as many as you wish and add $10 for each 

chapter) 

    $10   Bayou (Shreveport, LA) 

  $10   Buffalo River (North Central, AR) 

  $10   Highlands (Fayetteville, AR) 

 $10   Pulaski (Central, AR) 

 $10   Schoolcraft (Springfield, MO) 

  $10 Sugar Creek (Bentonville, AR) 

     

My Total is: $______________ 

Please remit to: The Ozark Society, PO Box 2914, Little Rock, AR 72203 

You will receive an email Thank You from the Ozark Society.  Please contact oscomms@ozarksociety.net for 

questions.     

Section C:   Donations to our Funds 

(Choose any amount) 

 

 $_______   The Conservation Fund 

 $_______   The Endowment Fund 

 $_______   The Legal Fund 

 $ _______  The Youth Grant Fund 

 $_______   The Compton Scholarship Fund 

 $ _______  The Hedges Scholarship Fund  
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The Officer, Director, and Chair List  

 

SOCIETY OFFICERS:  President: Brian Thompson, ospres1@ozarksociety.net; Vice President:  Tim Mason, osvp@ozarksociety.net;  Financial Chair: Kay Ewart, 

ozarksocietyewart@gmail.com; Recording Secretary:  Sandy Roerig, sandra.roerig@lsuhs.edu; Past President:  David Peterson, ospastpres@ozarksociety.net; Co-

Conservation Chair:  Alice Andrews, alice209ok@yahoo.com; Co-Conservation Chair Tom McClure caddo716@hotmail.com,  Education Chair:  Fred Paillet,  

education@ozarksociety.net;  Community Engagement Chair: Lowell Collins ossugarcreek@gmail.com, Communications Chair: Carolyn Shearman, 

oscomms@ozarksociety.net. 

STATE DIRECTORS:   

ARKANSAS: Mary Schlatterer, schlatterer@yahoo.com; Laura Timby, laurab2053@gmail.com;  

MISSOURI:  Jennifer Ailor, jailor65721@yahoo.com  

LOUISIANA: Karen Pitts, tuffenufchuck@aol.com    

CHAPTER CHAIRS: Bayou Chapter: Grace Eyler bayouchair@ozarksociety.net: Pulaski Chapter: Marybeth McDonald pulaskichair1@ozarksociety.net; Highlands 

Chapter: Tom Perry, highlandspres@ozarksociety.net; Buffalo River Chapter: Kris McMillen, buffaloriver@ozarksociety.net ; Schoolcraft Chapter: Curtis Millsap, 

schoolcraftchair@ozarksociety.net ; Sugar Creek Chapter: Lowell Collins, ossugarcreek@gmail.com. 

BUFFALO RIVER TRAIL COORDINATOR: Michael Reed, mereed@runbox.com  

OZARK SOCIETY STORE: Brittany Plouch, outreach@ozarksociety.net. 

OZARK SOCIETY ARCHIVES: Stewart Noland, stewartnoland51@aol.com  

OZARK SOCIETY DEPOSITORY: Special Collections Division, University of Arkansas Libraries, Fayetteville, AR 72701, (479) 575-5577. 

MEMBERSHIP:  Dues for membership in the Ozark Society include the overall Society and one Chapter of your choice.  The levels are Friend $30; Associate $50;  

Supporter $100; Sponsor: $250; Patron $500; and Benefactor $1000+.  You can join more than one Chapter however, by just adding an additional $10 for each extra one.  Please renew online at 

www.ozarksociety.net/membership or mail your check including our Membership Form to: Ozark Society, P.O. Box 2914, Little Rock, AR 72203. 

 

 

 

Please Note: If you would like 

to receive Pack & Paddle by 

email, not through US Mail, 

please contact Carolyn 

Shearman at 

oscomms@ozarksociety.net. 
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