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Jason Gilmer gets some training on flipping over from outdoor recreation coordinator Christine Boush.  

As soon as I was submerged into the nippy waters of Tyger River, I realized that this wasn’t exactly 
what I signed up for. The expectation was for a sunny day, others doing the paddling and me floating 
down the Tyger River at a leisurely pace. No one said anything about being flipped upside down in a 
river that’s colder than a corpse.  
Should have read the fine print. 
 
Instead, I’m being dunked in the water like a kid bobbing for apples at the church Halloween carnival 
without the luxury of finding fruit. 
 
This was a “teaching” exercise, I’m told. In some other cultures it’s called torture. 
 
Saturday is the ninth annual Tame the Tyger River Race, so to see what it is like, co-worker Dudley 
Brown and I decided to kayak a portion of the race with some others. 
 
Reasons to do this include getting out of the office for a day, getting some sun, learning about a new 
outdoor adventure, did I say no office, free lunch and a little exercise. 
 
Reasons I should have rethought it include too much exercise, cold water, helmet hair, sore hips and 
shoulders and, because I left my car keys in my pocket, my keyless entry no longer works but it 
keeps opening my trunk as I drive. 
 
The training that Christine Boush, the county’s outdoor recreation coordinator, gave me was useful. 
(I think she enjoyed flipping into the water a little too much, though.) 
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We hit our second set of rapids and I flipped my hard-shell kayak on its side. My hands hit rock, my 
knuckles scrapped the underwater boulder as I tried to flip back over (there wasn’t enough water to 
completely flip the kayak), and suddenly I see someone running to fix my boat. 
 
“You did awesome,” other kayakers said, because this newbie almost righted the ship. 
 
The only skill used in that spot was survival instinct. Head in water means no oxygen. Head out of 
water means breathing. The second option is much more appealing. 
 
Other sights and sounds from the water: 
 
-- I wore a skirt. Not of the pink, flowery variety, but of the keeping-more-cold-water-from-seeping-in-
the-kayak variety. 
 
It did the job. 
 
-- My favorite kayaking saying: Love the rock. 
 
It’s meaning is for when you hit a rock, you should lean into it, kind of like leaning into a curve on a 
4-wheeler. 
 
-- Maneuvering a kayak down a slowly moving river should be quite easy. There’s plenty of room 
and no yellow lines to tell you where you have to be. 
 
The problem is that the boat didn’t always go where I wanted it to. 
 
It was like arguing with my dog when she wants to sniff a tree and I want to keep walking. 
 
-- Now I understand golfers a little better. Kayaking is a great way to remove yourself from the rest of 
the world and forget about everything but the river. 
 
-- Scenery I saw — forward and backward. If I missed something it was no problem. Without trying, 
I’d turn the boat around to see it again. The landscape was totally worth a second look. 
 
-- You have to use your hips I’m told. 
 
“Like a hula hoop,” Christine said. 
 
Uh, Christine, sorry, can’t hula hoop. 
 
“Like dancing,” she tries. 
 
Uh, no. I have less rhythm than I have ability to captain this small ship. 
 
-- Being in an office and writing stories is much easier. 
 
“But not as fun,” someone reminds me. 
 
Amen to that. 
 
When can we skip work and do it again?  

 


