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Box Canyon 
Excursion
Rafting tRip Reflections
MIkE GodfREy

The sun filters through the trees as the river glides over 
the rocks. A fly fisherman casts his line right behind the 
rock, hoping to land that record German Brown. A mixed 
group of musicians, outdoor enthusiasts, engineers, and 
a collection of experts in other areas drift past, ready for 
the big rapids that never come. They discuss the river, the 
fine sunshine that will turn wintery soon, the cormorants, 
kingfishers, osprey, and bald eagles soaring overhead, the 
moose they saw earlier, and the deer or elk they hope to 
see. They even notice Hereford cows grazing along the 
bank, comparing them to rocks and telling tales of the old 
farming days. Most of all, they discuss their past and what 
links them together; a university that is about an hour’s 
drive south.

Sixty miles away, a much larger group huddles over 
their computers typing hurriedly and stressfully. They 
quickly meet with colleagues as the deadline of next 
Monday and the return of students loom ever closer.  
They don’t feel the soft breeze—except the air 
conditioner—and completely miss the joyful, relaxed 
camaraderie of meeting new friends. They escape the 

feel of a waterfall’s cool shower as it cascades over a cliff. 
They can’t see the basalt walls that make this a mostly 
inaccessible Box Canyon. 

As the final days of summer drift into memory, the 
Faculty Conference Box Canyon raft trip seems very 
appropriate. It is a time to process the morning, discuss 
ideas with old and new colleagues, experience first-hand 
the natural beauty of the area and, most of all, get some 
all-important down time. This is nature at her finest,  
and the rafters are ready Monday morning, in more  
ways than one.

Rafting Reflections
PhIl MuRdoCk 

On Wednesday, 11 September, 3 vans—one pulling a 
trailer stacked with three yellow rafts—drove north from 
campus into the Island Park Caldera. The destination 
was Box Canyon, a three-mile stretch of the famed 
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Henry’s Fork of the Snake River. At the launch site below 
Island Park Dam, several faculty run the shuttle while 
Phil Murdock (English) gears faculty and reviews safety 
procedures. Then it was into the current for 22 BYU-Idaho 
faculty. Jeff Slagle (English) and Mike Godfrey (Home 
and Family) guide the other two rafts. The first hundred 
yards are slack water, giving crews time to practice paddle 
maneuvers called out by the guide; “Left side forward, 
right side back” yields a quick clockwise pivot, useful 
as the rafts rounded the first bend and slid into the easy 
class II rapids at the confluence with the Buffalo River. 
But this is a scenic float, and after the first bit of choppy 
water it is time to enjoy the scenery and learn some 
natural history. The Box creates a microclimate. Buried 
in a lodgepole pine forest, the shallow canyon supports 
a narrow strip of massive Douglas Fir. Manning the fir 
snags are the feathered fish hunters—osprey, kingfishers, 
and cormorants. We see they have competition as we pass 
several drift boats.  

Halfway through the canyon, the rafts stop at a waterfall, 
where the more adventurous climb the volcanic talus to 
sample the cold water. All too soon, the rafts round the 
final bend to see the waiting vans. Then it is some heavy 
lifting and strapping, and a lovely drive back to Rexburg 
with good company.

Mike Godfrey guides  
and gives thumbs-up. 


