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San Antonio Bay Shark 
by 

Lewis Massingill 

Before I tell you about old Canoe Club trips, I 
want to set the record straight about the shark. I 
grew up fishing in the Gulf and along the Texas 
Coast . I've caught at least half a dozen sharks, 
some over five foot. My dad would probably get 
mad again if he thought about me tearing up his 
Peen Reel . Af te r 45 minutes with a f i sh on, I 
decided it was time to either hoist him in or break 
the line. Well the line did not break and I landed a 
shark that outweighed me. However I did tear up 
the reel. I have had dolphins come up beside a 
sunfish sail boat close enough for me to touch after 
sailing out through the surf at Surf Side Beach and 
going off shore for several miles. The point is I 
know the difference between dolphins and sharks. 

When I paddled across San Antonio Bay around 
3:00 a.m. in the 1985 Water Safari, it was a huge 
shark that came up beside my canoe and followed 
me across the bay. It was not a dolphin. The shark 
had to be a lmost as long as my canoe . I was 
padd l i ng agains t the wind and quar te r ing the 
waves. Every stroke had to be on the right side to 
keep the boat straight. I was grunting and splashing 
with every stroke to make headway against the 
wind. The canoe headlight was still on because I 
had not stopped to turn it off when I entered the 
bay. The water was too rough for me to get up to 
the bow to turn it off and I wasn't going to need it 
since I was only a few miles from the finish line. 
Broken c louds raced in f ront of an almost fu l l 
moon making the night alternate between bright 
and dark. I spotted the shark's dorsal just a foot or 
two to the right and behind my paddle. The dorsal 
fin was huge. The leading edge was massive. The 
back rear of the fin did not attach to his back for 
several inches. The trail ing edge of the fin was 
tattered and so thin you could almost see through it. 
He swam along side me but went a little faster. 

Once he got up to where his head should have 
been about even with the headlight on the boat 
he slowed down to my speed for a while then 
went under. I thought about how I was grunting 
and splashing with each stroke of the paddle 
and decided maybe I should be a little smoother 
wi th my s t rokes . I t r ied to smoo th out my 
strokes and not splash. I thought he was gone 
but in a minute here he came again, just like 
before, from behind on my right side. I thought 
about hitting him with my paddle. Then I re-
membered what happened when I hit a big 
alligator gar between the eyes with my paddle 
years before and decided I really don't want to 
make him mad. This t ime when he got even 
with the front of the canoe, he slowed down and 
just stayed there for a while, then disappeared 
ahead of me. I thought well this time he's gone 
and got sloppy with my paddl ing . Here he 
comes again from behind on my right side. I 
think to my self: "Lord make this shark go away 
and I won't do this again. Well, at least not solo. 
This time instead of going past me, we slowly 
drift apart. I realize I have gone well beyond the 
island where I needed to turn toward Sea Drift 
and had crossed the barge canal. The shark and 
I parted and 1 headed for the lighted pier in Sea 
Drift with the wind in my favor. 

I have thought about doing the safari again. 
But, you know that shark has had some years to 
grow and there are some really big alligators 
out there now. 
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Mariscal Canyon's Abandoned 
Canoe, Circa 1975 

by 

Lewis Massingill 

I remember a Thanksgiving trip to Big Bend 
in the early 1970's, to paddle Mariscal Canyon. 
I am not sure anyone on the trip had paddled it 
before. Joe Wolf was the trip leader. I don't 
remember if Joe had a partner or was paddling 
the Old Town fiberglass canoe solo. I think 
Dave Ca ldwel l was on the trip padd l ing a 
kayak. I was paddling with my younger brother 
in a 32" wide, 1972 model, Moore Viper 18-6" 
USCA racing canoe. There was a young newly 
wed couple on the trip. The husband was well 
over 6' tall and somewhat overweight. He was 
not fat just big. The wife was very physically 
fit, athletic and loved adventure. I believe they 
were into backpacking and members of the 
Sierra Club. They had a new Toyota 4 W D 
Land Cruiser. I really don't know how they 
heard about the Canoe Club and the trip. The 
wi fe had cal led Joe Wolf and a f te r a long 
conversation about their skills and abilities per-
suaded him to let them come on the canoe trip. 
They rented a Tejas Canoe from Wayne Walls' 
canoe livery. The canoe was an ABS hull , 
about 16' long and 36" or more wide with seats 
at tached high enough to get your feet under 
easily. 

We left Wednesday after work and drove all 
night, arriving at Big Bend Park, Thanksgiving 
morning. Back then, the Park rules were rather 
lax. I think you may have voluntarily filled out 
a f loat plan but it was not required. I don't 
remember. Our shuttle convoy consisted of Joe 
Wol fs Dodge van, the newlywed's Toyota 4wd 
Land Cruiser and my brother 's Ford pick-up 
truck. We stopped at the Mariscal mine, did 
some sightseeing, hiked up a couple of hills, 
checked out the takeout at Solis and camped out 

Thanksgiving night at the Talley put in. Friday 
morning we loaded up the canoes and put on 
the water before 9:00 a.m. Once all the canoes 
were loaded and ready to launch, my brother 
and I went ahead and shoved of f . We jus t 
drifted, waiting for the others. The husband has 
trouble putting on his horse collar life jacket. 
His wife helps him get it on, then slips into the 
stern of the canoe, with the bow still on the 
bank. As her husband climbs into the bow, he 
tips the canoe and falls on his backside. The 
only thing he keeps dry is his feet. The wife 
managed to only get her feet wet. We stopped 
and waited for them to start off again. A minute 
or two after they were on the water , I heard 
another splash. I turned around to see their 
canoe turned over. As they had crossed a very 
light current eddy line, behind a gravel bar, in 
about 2' of water, they had flipped again. We 
turned around and went back to help. 

We got them back on the water again and I 
plan to paddle along side to give them some 
pointers. Before I do, they flip again. I figure 
we need to do something different this time, but 
I have a narrow racing canoe that is much less 
stable than their canoe. 

I tell my younger brother to put on a PFD 
and trade places with the wife. He refuses the 
PFD I throw at him but trades partners. I put the 
wife in the bow of my canoe. I'm surprised to 
find that she seems to have rather good pad-
dling skills. As my brother and the hubby try to 
launch the rental canoe, they almost turn over 
again. 

Behind me I hear my brother tell the hubby 
to jus t quit paddl ing. We come to a sharp 
narrowing turn just inside Mariscal Canyon. 
We pull into the eddy and beach our canoe to 
make sure the rental boat makes it. 

As they approach, I see the hubby is sitting 
in the f ron t seat with a death grip on each 
gunwale, the horse collar life jacket cinched up 



tight. The whole canoe is shaking so violently 
that waves are radiating from it in all directions, 
like the waves in a vibrating liquid jewel ry 
cleaner . Wel l , when their bow catches the 
eddy, they instantly flip. The newly wed falls 
in a few inches of water near where we are 
standing. The stern is out in the middle of the 
cur ren t and my bro ther , not wear ing a l i fe 
jacket, is swept down stream. Forty yards down 
stream, he bumps into a submerged boulder in 
the middle of the river. He is able to climb on 
top of it and stand up in ankle deep water to 
wait until I launch my canoe and pick him up. 
Joe Wolf, who had not stopped, gathered up the 
gear that floated on down stream and paddled 
back up stream to us. 

As we are gathering everything up, I find out 
that the newly wed wife is a good swimmer and 
has canoed at summer camp, but the husband 
has not only never been in a canoe, he does not 
know how to swim and is afraid of water. 

The couple realizes this is not the way for 
him to overcome his fear of water. They decide 
they are not going to paddle any further and are 
going to walk out. They pick up their gear and 
start wading back up stream, leaving the canoe 
and paddles on the gravel bar. 

1 suggest to Joe that we tow the canoe on 
through the canyon. Joe says; I'm not going to 
have anything to do with it. The rest of the 
group paddles off leaving my brother and me 
standing on the gravel bar. I think about doing 
it myself but seeing the others paddling away, 
my brother and I shrug our shoulders, drag the 
Tejas canoe to the top of the gravel bar, throw 
the paddles in the canoe, get back in my canoe 
and paddle off. This time my brother decides 
the PFD is a good idea. 

When we get to the tight squeeze rapid, we 
stop on rocks on the Texas side of the canyon 
wall and scout it out. The river is several feet 
higher than normal. There is no way we are 

going to try and run it. Instead, we carry the 
canoes over the top of huge rocks on the left 
side of the canyon, float the canoes the 25' to 
the next big rocks and again haul the canoes up 
and over the top. This gets us past the tight 
squeeze. At this point I am really glad we did 
not tow that canoe behind us. After completing 
the portage, the swif t current f lushes us on 
through the canyon and we are out before we 
realize it. At the time, I did not realize the water 
level was so high. 

When we get to the takeout there the newly 
weds are waiting for us. I never heard a word of 
complaint from them. I suspect it was because 
they had not been honest with Joe about their 
canoeing capabilities. 

That red Tejas canoe sat on that gravel bar in 
Mariscal canyon for years and years. I thought a 
flood would carry it away but several years 
later, I paddled through Mariscal and there it 
was, still in the same spot just as I left it. Down 
stream was the big rock in the middle of the 
river but so far above the water level that a 
swimmer would never have been able to climb 
on top. I guess the reason a f lood had not 
washed it away was we w e r e t he re in the 
middle of a flood. No telling how many people 
paddled by that Tejas canoe. I'm not sure what 
became of it. Someone told me he heard a park 
ranger finally paddled it on through the canyon. 

The one thing that went right on this trip was 
the couple's decision to walk out. At that high 
water level, I can't imagine any way we could 
have gotten them through the t ight squeeze 
portage. 

In retrospect, there are innumerable things 
that should have been done different ly . The 
number one thing is Joe should have never let 
them talk their way onto the trip. My brother is 
lucky he did not d rown f rom the e f f ec t s of 
hypothermia. He said he barely had the strength 
to climb on that submerged rock. Now, any 
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time the water is cold, I wear a life jacket. I 
always try to make sure that the people I paddle 
with can not only take care of themselves but 
me as well. If we had rearranged the gear in the 
rental canoe so the hubby could have sat on the 
bottom of the canoe, it would not have turned 
over until they really got into trouble. 

Fourth of July with Wesley Liles 
by 

Larry Wild 

This tale falls under the category of "war 
story" and out of all of my memories of trips, 
Rendezvouses and other assorted activities with 
HCC this one popped into my head first. Al-
though this was not my first nor last adventure 
when canoeing, because it involved Wesley 
Liles the experience was memorable for me. 

Wesley was a long time member of the HCC 
who always had a smile and was game for an 
exotic canoe trip. Since I was not at a loss for 
trips that were all that I could bite off and then 
some, we ended up deciding to do the West 
Fork of the San Jacinto River from Highway 45 
to Highway 59 over the Fourth of July weekend. 
Although it was hot as blazes there were shade 
trees at the put-in with enough water to paddle 
comfortably. After a mile or so that changed 
dramatically. We found ourselves in a shadeless 
100 yard wide sand desert with a small rivulet 
of water we were trying to paddle. Sometimes 
there was a puddle we could paddle but gener-
ally we carried and pushed the canoe. Wesley 
was getting red as a beet and I'm sure I looked 
the same. 

The final straw came when a group of 3 and 
4 whee le r s arrived on the scene and began 

crisscrossing the "river" ahead of us without 
getting their axles wet. We had completed the 
journey from the sublime to the ridiculous. At 
this point we came to the conclusion that perhaps 
we were in the wrong mode of transportation. 
After a pride-crushing hitchhike to the truck at 
the take-out we had completed our adventure 
paddle. 

This trip, like all the others I've been on, was 
a tapestry of the people, place and time never to 
be repeated, only remembered. As always we 
had created another memory which can never be 
deleted. 

The Loaded Truck 
by 

Martha Hulsebosch Williams 

Leonard Hulsebosch had planned a day trip 
on the Pedernales in the early 1980's. I did not 
go on this trip. I don't know why — just lucky, I 
guess. As I recall, the take out was at a city 
park, so possibly the trip was above Johnson 
City. Our son, Robert, was on the trip, and he 
thinks there were 9 or 10 paddlers, most in solo 
boats or kayaks. 

They ran their shuttle and put in. There was 
one dam they had to portage, but no problem. 
They were paddling along talking and enjoying 
the beautiful river and scenery. They noticed the 
water getting more and more shallow as they 
paddled on. Then, they looked ahead and the 
w a t e r j u s t s e e m e d to d i s a p p e a r . It w e n t 
underground. All they could see was a dry river 
bed. 

What do they do now? They were miles from 
the take out and no telling where or if the water 
would resurface. They were out in the country 
with a lot of unoccupied land. However, there 
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was a house on the hill where a man and two 
teenage boys were working in their yard. Le-
onard cl imbed the hill to speak with the man, 
who did not look happy to see him. Leonard 
introduced himself and explained their plight. The 
landowner responded: "That's the trouble with 
you city slickers. You come on our river, trash it 
up, and expect us to help you out." 

Leonard assured him that they were members 
of the Houston Canoe Club and always respected 
other people's property and carried our own trash 
out with us. After a lengthy change of words, 
Leonard convinced the land owner that this group 
of canoeists were not bad people. He pointed to 
the two young men and said, "Those are my boys. 
You can ask them if one of them will take your 
group to your cars. He can use my pickup, but 
can only make one trip. You and your canoes will 
have to all go in the truck. I don't want anyone 
waiting here or leaving your canoes here. 

Miraculously, they were able to get all the 
canoes and kayaks in the bed of the truck by 
standing them on end and tying them with ropes. 

They squeezed as many paddlers in the cab as 
possible. The others got in the back and hung on 
to the canoes and ropes. 

On the way to the take out, Leonard said that 
they'd like to pay him for taking them. The boy 
asked "How much is it worth to you." 

Leonard replied: "A million dollars!" 

They settled on $100.00 which they managed 
to scrape together. 

They were delivered safely to their cars, and it 
all ended well. 

A "Story" About Leonard 
by 

Marilyn Peery 

One day we were paddling on the Medina 
when we came upon a young couple in a tan-
dem canoe. They were having a little difficulty 
so Leonard, always wanting to be helpful, took 
it upon himself to provide some instruction. I 
don't remember what he told them but it was 
becoming more of an entire lesson than just a 
pointer. They were much too polite to tell him 
to bug off, but it was becoming obvious to the 
rest of us that's what they were thinking. They 
finally lagged behind enough that he left them 
alone. I hope they were just a little bit wiser 
from his tip. 

How It All Started 
by 

Louis F. Aulbach 

In June of 1978 (or thereabouts), my good 
friend and bowling buddy Hank Moller called 
me up to tell me he had bought a canoe at a 
garage sale. Neither Hank nor I had much expe-
rience in canoes, but he wanted to try it out. So, 
we planned a trip for the upcoming Fourth of 
July weekend on the Colorado River. 

That weekend we cut out teeth on canoeing 
by paddling from Bastrop to La Grange. The 
water was moderate and the weather was hot. 
Yet, we survived the 60 plus miles with little 
wear and tear. We thought: this canoeing is a 
piece of cake. 

Later, in early October , Hank cal led me, 
again, because he had heard that the Guadalupe 
River was a great canoeing river. We packed up 
our gear and headed for Canyon Dam where we 
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