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Late-season Missouri River trip yields great beauty, gifts


By MARIAH DAVIS - For the Independent Record - 12/25/08
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The forecast said our region had only a few mild days left before the arrival of the arctic blast and sub-freezing temperatures. I was eager to explore the upper stretches of the Missouri River, for its flow would soon be submerged beneath thick sheets of ice.��My five-year-old daughter Jasmine and I loaded the kayaks and set out to paddle a short stretch of the river from Toston to York Island.��When our boats reached the water, the sun was low in the sky, but the late autumn rays were still warming. The swift moving water was frigid and a thin, sparkling layer of ice had already begun to form along the river’s edge. A bald eagle soared above us, then perched on the gnarled branch of a bare cottonwood.��Soon the sun was dipping below the jagged horizon of the Tobacco Roots, leaving behind a brilliant orange light illuminating the southwestern sky. To the north east, the Big Belt Mountains were basking in a pink alpine glow. Jupiter and Venus began to appear in the sky, accompanied by a pale crescent moon.��Downstream we spotted a dark figure. We floated quietly along, waiting to discover the identity of the mysterious being. It was a moose standing in the shallow water. She stood as still as a statue and only followed us with curious eyes.��Darkness quickly fell upon us and countless stars began to fill the night sky. A reflected luster of starlight danced on the moving water. Down the river we floated, as if magically suspended somewhere between heaven and earth. The Milky Way emitted its luminous band of light, and shooting stars trailed across the sky. 


Ice crystals began to form on our paddles and layers of ice covered the sides of our kayaks as the temperature dropped rapidly. We put on our extra layers of clothing and I tethered Jasmine’s child-sized kayak to mine.��I began to worry the darkness would disguise our take out, or that we had already passed it. I didn’t want to wait until we accidentally reached Canyon Ferry Lake to find out.��Downstream was an incandescent light. Nestled on the river’s bank was a log cabin beaming with a warm golden glow. We pulled our kayaks to shore, climbed the steep embankment, and knocked on the door. A nice gentleman welcomed us. I explained we had come from the river and were worried we had missed our destination. The man said York Island was still 45 minutes down river, and then offered to drive us to our vehicle.��“Thank you!” I exclaimed. “You’re welcome,” he replied. “We’re good Christian folks, come on inside and warm up.”��While admiring the cozy cabin, Jasmine announced, “Once my mom and I spent one whole month in a raft on the Yellowstone River.” The man looked at me to see if he had understood her correctly. “Yes, it’s true,” I said. “We completed 571 miles, but tonight we can’t finish 9.” Everyone laughed at the irony.��It was an enchanted evening and I thought of the beauty Jasmine and I would have missed had we not attempted an afternoon voyage. Now, whenever I recall the picturesque image of the glowing log cabin, it reminds me of the warmth of the holidays and the kindness of others.��I am also reminded it’s not always the destination, but within the journey the true adventure lies.��Mariah Davis has a degree in outdoor experiential education and is the founder of Adventures Unlimited. For information call 465-4562 


�



�
