Have you taken your mom canoeing lately?


Having never rafted in her life and knowing nothing of the dangers inherent in a river rafting trip, my mom booked two spots for her and I on a four-day rafting trip down the Rogue River in Oregon. I was eight, the minimum age for a trip that included Class III and IV rapids, and had proven time and again that I had no concept of danger or my own fallibility. I had the time of my life on the trip. We tasted wilderness on stretches of the river miles from the nearest road, we met people from Texas who spoke with really cool accents, and I touched the tip of a baby deer’s nose when it wandered into our campsite. I also learned, through first hand experience, that inflatable kayaks almost always flip when you ride them into rapids and that rafting is sometimes a little bit scary. 


Canoeing on a winding trout stream in rural Wisconsin is not exactly a high adrenaline adventure akin to rafting a rapid-strewn river, but it took my mom a few minutes to realize that last weekend. I had suggested the Kickapoo Valley, about one hour southeast of La Crosse, as a weekend getaway because it is somewhat centrally located between my home in the Twin Cities and her home in Milwaukee. Although my mom was a little nervous about canoeing, I assured her that the Kickapoo was a shallow winding river and that the surrounding scenery would be beautiful. 



We stayed at a quaint bed and breakfast surrounded by rolling hills and Amish farms and successfully canoed 11.5 miles down the river that Saturday. Along the way we saw rocky bluffs as well as gently grassed slopes. We startled a curious little bird that looked like a brown baby duckling and ran on water to escape our boat. A kingfisher perched on a tree at the river’s edge, while a green heron tip-toed along a sandy bank near a soggy log. We started and ended our four and a half hour trip with sunshine and warm weather, which helped us to forget the brief interlude of rain that started shortly after lunch. The trip was nearly ruined when we reached our take-out and learned that someone had forgotten her keys in her purse in the car 11.5 miles upstream (this person shall remain nameless to protect the mother-daughter relationship), but all was well, as we were able to call a local outfitter who picked us up shortly. 


I enjoyed our trip like so many other outdoor adventures my mother and I have shared over the years. Recounting my story to several friends, however, I came to suspect that not everyone enjoys one on one time with their moms as much as I.  “Wow! I wish my mom and I did cool things like that,” said one friend. “If my mom and I tried that I would probably push her in the river…on purpose,” sighed another. 


For those of you who may wish to enjoy a scenic canoeing experience with your mothers, or a suitable alternative canoe-mate, opportunities abound in the St. Croix Valley. Several outfitters offer canoe rental and shuttling on the St. Croix River, making a trip possible even if you don’t own a boat. There are also several smaller streams, such as the Kinnicinick, that offer winding, shallow routes with plenty of sandbars to stop for lunch along the way. While you are out there, be sure to notice the wildlife and vegetation unique to our local rivers. You can expect to see bald eagles overhead as well as green and blue herons on the shorelines. You may also see turtles sunning themselves on rocks or deer darting into the woods. You’ll have a different perspective after a day on the water and the sights you see will last in your mind for years. 

Angie Hong is an educator with the East Metro Water Resource Education Program, representing Brown’s Creek, Comfort Lake – Forest Lake, Middle St. Croix, Ramsey Washington, Rice Creek, South Washington and Valley Branch Watersheds, Cottage Grove, Dellwood, Forest Lake, Lake Elmo, Stillwater, Willernie, West Lakeland, Washington County and the Washington Conservation District.

