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Vince, the day was indeed so great,
and the trip was rugged and late.
That well may explain,
the err from your brain: 
We Eggscapists number-ed 8.

At 300 square feet of briar,
when things looked bleak and dire,
"MacGyver" came through
he rammed his canoe;
a feat I still admire.

'twas tough for all I could tell
by the call I got on my cell:
"Uh, this here is Scott,
where have you guys got, 
how'd you pass the Gates of ..." (well ;->)

It is, on the Egg, a sure bet
(yet I always seem to forget)
that when I out stand
onto the white sand,
I sink so fast I get wet.

These trips recollect my youth
when creeking wasn't uncouth.
Cuts, scrapes and some dirt,
play hard 'til you hurt, 
and "NOW" is the only truth.

-Kevin

The sun shone on the Egg like heaven.
Away we went, our number was seven.
Most paddled on their knees, 
‘till we hit that wall of trees,
the going was slow even for Kevin.

We rammed through briars and hoisted over logs.
Nothing like the Oswego’s cedar bogs.
Untroubled, we said what the heck,
‘till Kevin went in up to his neck,
his clothes dripping like a bunch of wet frogs.

At Penny Pot further downriver,
He changed to avoid getting a shiver.
We were in a time crunch,
so we gulped down our lunch,
and I wondered if that was good for my liver.

Paddled we did, till it was near dark.
My canoe full of sticks, moss and bark.
Scratched, dirty and tired,
At the take out I felt wired, 
‘cause in the SJCC record book this trip makes a mark.

-Vince

On the Maurice, no worry.
Wintry paddling, no hurry.
Tho' wasn't much sun,
undimmed was our fun, 
we all enjoyed the flurry.

The day, it was such a beauty.
We finished our paddlin' duty
outside the Pine Barren;
we met Howard's Sharon
and laughed at their Snowman's bootie!

-Kevin

Half-hour into the Wading,
the sun began its fading.
As we got wetter
the trip got better;
I give it an A+ rating.

Though paddling is my passion
I have no sense of fashion.
My Kmart couture
is not de rigueur;
my raingear's less than dashin'.

Speedwell to Evans went fast
with our most capable cast. 
The rain greased our skids
and dripped o'er our lids,
ne'erless, we all had a blast!

-Kevin

The Oswego was dicey
'Cause it was real icy
And we almost lost hope
Til Jer tossed us a rope
So across that hard water we did ply
To safety and apple-cranberry pie

-Skip

The 'Swego was pretty, and nice,
er, once we got past the ice.
The trip, 'twas not marred
by the lake froze hard,
began with a digging device.

Our path, it looked impassed,
but Jerry "MacGyver" thought fast:
he shoveled a trail
so we could prevail.
Wintry paddlin' unsurpassed.

And though we had quite a crowd
through the pack ice we all plowed.
And thanks to Jer's line
we all arrived fine
(and made the Titanic proud.)

After the lake was the road;
we picked up and carried the load
with pleasant shiver
down to the river
and got back into paddlin' mode.

Jer' put his shovel away
and through the islands we'd play.
3 yaks, 8 canoes
on a backwoods cruise.
We really enjoyed the day.

We stopped at the pump for lunch
bs'd and laughed up a bunch
But Vicki, oh my,
that cran-apple pie
was a most delicious munch!

We dined, then resumed our trip.
Vince, Vicki, Peter and Skip,
Jack, Steve, Paul, Kev, Scott
were among the lot,
Howard n' Jer, at the tip. 

At last we arrived at the lake.
Our boats there we did out take.
Too soon, it did seem,
to exit the stream
and back to dry land, awake.

-Kevin

This day the Egg was scrambled:
high-watered and amply brambled,
with deadfalls galore,
thorns, briars and more;
a maze, through trees, that rambled.

Well met at Piney were we
'tween rifles and ar-cher-y.
We talked and we laughed 
unloading our craft,
and who, but Paul, did we see.

Tho' the stream was flowing fast,
our pace, we learned, would not last.
For at every turn
at bow and astern
branches did claw as we passed.

John-1, the sawyer that day,
he'd cut the jungle away.
Sister Joan finessed
the tangles the best,
while Jer'd just blast through his way.

'bout Howard, John-2 and Vince
I cannot say much 'cause since
they headed the pack
while I ambled back
to earn my scratches and wince.

Feeling unwell and icky
quieted yakker Vicki.
In Kevin's canoe
she rode (arse first too!)
which made the steering quite tricky.

When we took out at some place,
2 boats were the only trace
of Vince & Jerry
whose paces did vary
when back to the cars they did race.

Vince, he returned but alone.
Jer's whereabouts were unknown.
He finally arrived;
'pparently survived
a run in the Twilight Zone.

The trip, I'd say, was unique,
a bruising day on the creek.
'Twas cold and was fun,
and now that we're done.....
Let's do it again, next week!

-Kevin

Though the muck, I found, was squalid,
we laughed and joked and weren't stolid.
And no one did balk
at having to walk
on water that, truly, was solid.

-Kevin

Mull'ca from Jackson to Lake
was the trip we'd planned to take
Said Jerry, as scout:
"The water's all out",
so we drove to the bridge named Quake...(r).

We bounced o'er ruts through the wood
and drove as quick as we could
to quench paddlin' lust
we suffered the dust
in hopes the Batsto was good.

We found the put-in quite fair
and just enough water in there.
With old friends and new,
3 yaks, s'ven canoe,
led on by Joan and by Jer'.

The Legend of Scott had begun;
the Dagger made the day's run.
At home his 'yak stayed
as he played single blade
finding canoeing much fun.

Joined us did North Jersey Vince,
his boat so fine he did wince
from the sand, no doubt,
at shallow take out,
so gave his red Bell a rinse.

New folks were Myra and Mike.
3 hours almost, down the pike,
that day they did drive
yet first to arrive.
They seemed, the Batsto, to like.

Howard is always so quick
through stands of Cedar so thick
he paddles most fine
and holds a good line
quietly turning his stick.

Vicki is never so shy
to let a moment go by
without an opine
or a quick one-line
a "raving writer", oh my!

Kev'n and Mike heard the drummin';
paddles on tincans a'comin'.
They picked up the pace,
to take-out did race,
not to be beat by no Grumman.

Last, but not least, is our Jack
with "Tales of dead things" no lack
he be "Da Man"
with musical van
who selflessly shuttles the pack.

-Kevin

We had a fun day on the Maurice River and the company was great! It was a perfect day for paddling. I only saw two fringe trees in bloom, north of Almond Road. Last year I saw lots more. After Almond Road I saw lots of yellow flag type flowers and the hybiscus are beginning to sprout out of the old hybicus plants. The river is loaded with hybicus plants. 

The Maurice is loaded with poison ivy. The vines grow out into the river and seem to be stretching out there vines to unsuspecting paddlers. Most of the time I stayed clear of the vines, but occassionally I would get too close to the paddler in front of me, I would have to put on my brakes, and then I would get swept into those posion ivy vines. By Monday I will know if I will have to suffer for several weeks.

A good remedy for poison ivy: Run the hottest water you can tolerate on your poison ivy for a couple of minutes. Relief from the itchiness lasts for many hours.

We saw a large group of gosslings at Almond Road. Jerry took some pictures of them in the water. But while we were having lunch at the picnic pavilion at Almond Road, we watched a group of gosslings being protected by two adult geese. Vicki (our group naturalist) says that there is a community effort of taking care of the babies. The two adult geese watching the 8 gosslings are only performing a duty of surpervisoring the babies. Those two adults even drove off other geese who got to close to the babies.

Shortly after we took off from Almond Road, we came upon two gosslings on the shore. When they saw us, both took off in the river and swam and were carried by a rather fast rushing current down the river. It was strange that no adults were there. The two little guys went drifting and kicking down the river. Sometimes they would dive down into the water and dissappear for a short period of time and them pop up again. It was such a wonderful opportunity to see them. Finally we saw the adult Canada Goose. It hunked and hunked at us and looked like it would attack us, as it tried to keep out attention from the gosslings. Shortly before Landis Avenue and the bridge there, I passed the two babies and at the bridge I finally passed the parent. Later when Vicki caught up to me, she said that she had lost sight of the two babies and the Mother was still looking for them. I sure hope the parent was reunited with the babies. It was so exciting. You would have loved it Kevin.

I hope you had a good day. We all enjoyed our time on the Maurice River.

-Joan

THE GREAT EGGSCAPE(renamed)- New Brooklyn to Lake Lenape
Too tired (liftover) today (liftover) to write a (fall in) poem. 

I anticipated a (liftover) paddling challenge (liftover), but never in my (liftover) wildest ....nightmares, expected the extraordinary (liftover) number of HUGE (liftover) downed trees, primarily from New Brooklyn(liftover)(liftover)(liftover) to Route 54. 

Despite the (liftover) broken seats, very low (liftover) water and 837 (liftover) deadfalls, the weather was great, company fine (liftover) and 15 hours of liftovers are complete!

My canoe is banged, dented, scarred .... hey, so is my body! Jerry, thanks for agreeing to do this for your second time (masochist) and Joan, thank you for seeing "the boys" off on our day of play at 5:30am and picking us up at 8:45pm (you're a saint). I'll never do this again... until next year!! Jerry- pencil a date for 2006.

Off to recover....Kevin

Determined to keep firm the date,
phone calls confirmed our fate.
At Weymouth we met
and hardly got wet!
The paddlin' turned out to be great.

Jerry uplinked to the sat',
and tracked where the rain was at.
He said: "Let us go"
and off, tally-ho,
down the Great Egg, we ....gat(?)

Smooth paddling we had til the Lake.
There winds whipped up a fair wake.
We bobbed and we weaved
through waves, as we heaved,
that made our little boats shake.

We were: 3 J's and 1 K
who needed to get out and play.
Undaunted, uncowed
by meer threat of cloud,
we all had a really fine day.

-Kevin

Twas a brilliantly beautiful day,
to paddle about and play.
We'd blowdowns galore,
turns, twists and much more:
thanks to the fine Nescochague.

-Kevin

By Ten our number was Nine;
we’d met to paddle a Pine.
The air, true, was cold,
yet ‘fore day was old,
the sun did warm us up fine.

Jerry, the sawyer, took Lead,
‘conversed without losing speed.
Leona & George
did tandemly forge.
“Quiet and quick”: Howard’s Creed.

Joan moved forward and back
cheerfully chatting the pack.
And clad orangely bright
Was our shuttling knight:
the Sweep was Hemmingway Jack.

Kev’ crunched his ribs in a tree,
(he bet he’d clear it you see.)
Our paddles we flicked
as Paul politicked
and bantered good-naturedly.

I o’erheard Joe deliver
a quip so true I did shiver.
That despite our state
of wealth, small or great:
“I’m rich, here on the river.”

The Egg, in the cold and the sun
challenged each boat one by one.
With strainers galore,
thorns, carries and more
granted us paddlers Great fun!

-Kevin

The weather report looked dicey
but the Tom's was high, not icy.
We enjoyed the sun,
and had us some fun,
and the paddlin' was, well.... nicey!

-Kevin

Vines purloined her blade, but Vicki did battle.
John G cold-dipped, in pursuit of his paddle.

Hartley's neck caught ivy, whate'er should we do?
Jerr's quick response: paddle harder the canoe!

John's clippers o'erboard, they couldn't be found;
Kev hopes his wolf-spider swam and not drowned.

Howard blazed a path: quiet, quick and quite neat
and Joan, as we know, was upbeat and Sweet.

Tortuous, tiny, twisty (and fun)
can't wait to return to the Creek now we're done.

-Kevin

Take a beautiful autumn day, throw in a snake and a turtle, a couple of lizards, a few river otters, a lunchtime discussion of Klingons and Kerry, a "man overboard!" and you've got ...
a fabulous Fall foliage float on the Menantico Creek and Ponds.

-Kevin
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