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Do Bears 

Do It In the Woods?


My wife, Carol, and I were off for a week to Winnipeg and Riding Mountain National Park in the Province of Manitoba, Canada.  I was looking forward to sub-Arctic in the summer and the summer solstice on the shore of Lake Winnipeg.  Who knows?  There should be moose, giant mosquitoes and black flies, sunny wheat fields, and prairie potholes full of waterfowl.  Maybe I’d even find the answer to the old question, “Do bears do it in the woods? “

Winnipeg

          A taxi arrived a 0500 on Thursday 10 June 1993.  It took us to the airport for a 0630 Northwest Airline flight to Memphis, TN, and the first leg of our trip.  The flight was 25 minutes late leaving San Antonio so we lost our seats to Minneapolis for the next leg.  We each received $100 credit on future flights and seats on the next flight at 1000 that would still arrive in time for our connection to Winnipeg.   This flight was 45 minutes late and we just made the Winnipeg flight at 1310.  


At Winnipeg there was no trouble with immigration, the rental car or our reservations at the Quality Inn.


We drove downtown and arrived at the hotel at 1600.  This Quality Inn was a disaster. Apparently it had just been purchased by the Quality Inn hotel chain and had been a second rate hotel.  There were cheap towels and no soap; the rooms and elevator smelled of disinfectant; the carpet was threadbare; and the restaurant and bar were permanently closed.  I called the Delta Winnipeg and got a reservation beginning the next morning.  The Delta, a 4-star hotel, had a weekend special cheaper than the Quality Inn.


Carol rested while I walked three blocks to the Hudson Bay Company (HBC) Archives.  They were just closing at 1630 so I spent a half-hour in the Winnipeg Museum of Art until their closing time.  I went across the street and wandered through the HBC main store.  This large, two-block square, six-story department store had a small town attitude about displays.  HBC sold everything from antiques and Arctic art to VCRs and designer clothing to wood stoves.  HBC even had a discount outlet in the basement.

  
It rained more than an inch in the hour I was in the store.  The drainage system was so efficient that an hour later you could hardly tell it had rained.  The temperature was about 20ºC (68ºF) with a low expected of about 6ºC (43ºF).  The western provinces had been so wet and cool.  The spring fruit crop had been destroyed, the summer crops were late and birds were returning late. 
          We moved early Friday morning, then went out for breakfast at a huge downtown mall.  We each had big sweet roll, an egg and sausage croissant and hot chocolate at one of the coffee shops.  Several locals noticed we were from out of town and we had an interesting discussion of local history, real estate prices, jobs, taxes and changes in Winnipeg in the past few years.


I spent the afternoon in the HBC Archives while Carol went to the Forks Park Mall where the Assinibonne River runs into the Red River.  I found several articles on the time period when Uncle Otto was in the Yukon in 1898 and several references to people he had noted in his diary.  There were no pictures or official records of the steamboat, Enterprise, that he built, taken to the Arctic, and finally sold to the HBC.


We met back in the hotel about 1700 and went to Chinatown for supper at the Kum Koon Dim Sum restaurant.  The Dim Sum selection was very good.


Our room at the Delta Winnipeg was on the 12th floor.  Picture windows looked south half way to the US border.  Flat land and grain elevators could be seen to the east, south and west.  At night few lights showed beyond the lights of metropolitan Winnipeg.
Lake Winnipeg

           On Saturday, June 12, we took a self-guiding driving tour suggested in one of the guidebooks.  Beginning in downtown Winnipeg the first leg was up Main St. through Chinatown.  We continued north past several parks and a municipal golf course till we met Perimeter Highway 101.  The road went east and crossed the Red River finally intersecting Provincial Highway 59.  Driving north we passed Birds Hill Provincial Park and finally intersected Hwy. 44.


About four miles east on Hwy 44 we turned south on Hwy 306 to visit Cooks Creek.  This farming community had a Russian Orthodox Church, the Church of Immaculate Conception, with the Grotto of Our Lady of Lourdes.  The small Cooks Creek museum was not yet open for the summer, which officially began on 1 July.  Most of the houses were well back from the road and had pine and spruce tree windbreaks planted on all sides.  Most of them had large vegetable gardens and tall, elegantly shaped martin houses.  Numerous bluebird houses perched on top of fence posts a hundred feet apart.


Returning to Hwy. 44, we continued east towards the town of Beausejour.  I stopped along the road at a quarry to look at the dolomite limestone and the fossils.  We dropped in at a garage sale to look and talk to the people.  Their garden was in and the peas and beans and squash were just coming up.


At Beausejour we stopped at a bank to purchase some Canadian dollars.  This modern brick Bank of Canada branch had a pleasant human teller.  She mentioned that we should visit the Broken-Beau Historical Museum but that it was not yet open for the summer.


Leaving Beausejour, Hwy. 44 continued east through the Agassiz Provincial Forest.  The "forest" was not quite what I had expect - second growth spruce and hemlock not more that twenty years old.


We turned north on Hwy. 11.  The first feature along this road was the Seven Sisters Falls hydroelectric plant, the largest of the six dams and power plants on the Winnipeg River.  The power plants generate power from low dams that had replaced the original rapids.


The second growth timber was interspersed with marshy fields and pastures.  Many of fields we passed sprouted numerous goose blinds.  The geese had not yet begun to arrive from the south.  


Lac du Bonnet on the Winnipeg River was the first town of any size.  We drove through a nicely developed residential area along the Winnipeg River and through the small downtown area.  The number of motels and rental offices indicated a large tourist population during the fishing season.  Walleye fishing was the big sport and commercial mainstay.  The female Walleyes were still spawning so the fishing season was not open yet.


It was noon and lunchtime.  We had a choice of the only restaurant open this time of year or the Chicken Shack.  The restaurant did not serve walleye because it had to be government inspected.  Their special was fried chicken.  We had their special and a special order of ice for Carol's coke.


Roads turned off to McArthur Falls and Great Falls dams and power plants, which we passed.  We took a road to look at Mud Falls, one of two falls on the river that had not been dammed and stopped along the river to take pictures.


The Winnipeg River was a half mile wide with a rocky shoreline and a large sand bar island in mid stream.  There was a grassy mud flat below the island that came and went as the water level changed with the power plant discharges.


A lady with a dog came out to see what we were up to.  She and her husband had a cottage next to her parent’s home and spent most of their weekends on the river.  They were Billie and Karl Karlson and they ran a contracting company in Winnipeg.  We talked to them for a couple hours and promised we would be back the next Saturday for the solstice.


The next stop was at Pine Falls and the Abitibi Paper Company.  This was the first and largest paper mill in Manitoba.  It emitted the typical rotten egg odor of paper plants but had not seriously impacted the river.  I guess this was where the forest had gone.


Five miles further down river was the site of Fort Alexander, a HBC trading post established in 1792.  It became an important site in the bitter land battles of the next century.


An Indian Reservation occupied both sides of the road for the next several miles.  The houses were less substantial than the private homes outside the reservation.  There was no farming.  Several people had said they would gladly take our Blacks if we would take their Indians.


We passed from the Prairie Vegetative Province to the Subarctic Province.  With a remarkable change in vegetation, the spruce forest began.


At the junction of Hwy 12 we went north to Victoria Beach.  This was largely a weekend residential area with no public access to the lake.  We headed south to Grand Beach and stopped for a look at the lake and the fine white sand beaches.  There were few clamshells and some driftwood.  The lake was calm and you could see the other shore on the horizon about 15 miles away from atop the dunes.


Evening was falling as we headed down Hwy 59 to Selkirk and Lockport to Winnipeg.  Back at the hotel we made reservations for Mother Tuckers restaurant for 2030.  This first class restaurant was about three blocks from the hotel.  The prime rib was very good and the service was above average for anywhere.

Riding Mountain


Shortly after sun up on Sunday morning we checked out and began the three-hour drive to Riding Mountain National Park.  The temperature was about 8ºC as we stopped by Forks Park for breakfast.  They were having a run for charity along the river and had clowns and a local DJ.  The mall contained a number of interesting shops and eating-places.


About 1000 we left Forks Park to go to the Fort Whyte Center for Environmental Education on McCreary Road.  Part of the road near the Center was not-very-good dirt and not well marked.  This abandoned gravel quarry had several borrow pits converted for fishing and waterfowl lakes.  Volunteers staffed a small natural history museum.  We hiked the self-guiding nature walk under a cool overcast.  Hundreds of Yellow-headed Blackbirds and Red-wing Blackbirds were in the cattails; Canadian Geese, Franklin Gulls, Mallards and a Killdeer were on or near the open water; and a Bay-breasted Warbler and a Black-headed Grosbeak were in the trees near a clearing with bird feeders.  The arctic toad (Bufo borias) and spring peepers were calling around the lakes.


Drizzle began to fall as we drove out McGillivray Blvd. to Perimeter Hwy 101 and then north to Canada 1, the Trans Canada Highway.  Gas was $.51 per liter when we filled up and headed west for Portage la Prairie.  The weather was cool and misty all the way.


The land was flat and lightly wooded to Portage.  Rolling hills undulated to the west along Hwy 16 towards Minnedosa.  The area around Minnedosa was hilly and deeply marked with glacial scars.  We turned north on Highway 10 through green hills peppered with s mall glacial ponds called prairie potholes.  


Near Erickson the escarpment on which Riding Mountain Park was located became the dominant feature on the horizon.  From Onanole to Wasagaming the road was lined with tourist resorts and trailer parks.  


Our condo was about three miles north of Wasagaming.  It had a pool, gym, golf course, meeting rooms and a stable.  The village of Wasagaming was built around the Riding Mountain National Park headquarters.  The village had several restaurants and numerous motels and private cabins.  There was one grocery and a gas station but no bank.

On Monday morning we visited the park visitor center and bought our park permit.   The visitor center had interpretive displays, a gift shop and a picnic area.  We picked up a few groceries and had lunch at one of the restaurants.  The special was perogies - a Ukrainian pastry shell containing potatoes and cabbage.


We drove along a park road leading to Lake Audy and the buffalo enclosures.  The buffalo were still in winter pasture.  Robins and crows were plentiful.  Cliff swallows were building nests under the eves of the viewing area.  Morning dove and Rock Doves were present in limited numbers.  It was still too cool for most birds.


On the way back to the condo we stopped at a fruit stand for some fresh “Canadian” fruit.  The cool, wet spring had set back or ruined much of the local crop so our  plums and apricots were fresh from California.


 About 1800 we hiked the Loon's Island trail on the east end of Katherine Lake.  It was 2.4 KM or about 1.5 miles.  The trail started with a view of the lake and lead through a meadow and aspen with a thick growth of hazel.  Robins were abundant.  About a half-hour's walk and we were out on the lakes shore.  


A pair of Loons was swimming on the lake and we heard a couple Loon calls.  A young eagle flew over as we were leaving the lake.  White and yellow sweet clover, pepperwort and chickweed flowered in the sun.  Marsh Marigold, white and purple violets and anemone bloomed in the shade.


We stopped near a pond along the highway and watched a beaver swimming across the pond.  He saw us.  He slapped his tail on the water’s surface and disappeared.


 Light gradually faded until almost 2300.  The night sky was black with twinkling stars.  We were right under the Big Dipper and 1500 miles north of San Antonio.


The night sky slowly yielded to dawn.  About 0500 it was light at a cool 6ºC (42ºF).


About 1000 Tuesday we walked the Arrowhead Trail.  This was 3.4 KM or about 2 miles.  It began in an old meadow that was being taken over by willow and aspen.  The trail dropped into a dense black spruce forest that cut out the light to anything else.  It was moist but bare under the spruce trees.  


A depression lake, locally called a "kettle", announced itself with calling toads and frogs.  A short side trail led to Pudge Lake where a loon was swimming in the distance.  There were several beaver runs used to haul branches to the lake.  A large beaver lodge emerged about fifty feet off shore.  


Many small Blues, butterflies less than an inch across the wings, flew along the trails.  They flitted with dizzying speed in the open woods. They landed and almost disappeared into the litter of the trail not allowing an approach of closer than six feet.  They belonged to the Lyaenidae family of butterflies with the Hair-streaks and Coppers and are probably the most numerous and common family in the Arctic.  


Out of the woods we returned to Wasagaming to look for a bank.  We found we would have to go to Erickson.


Erickson was a small town about twenty miles south of the park with a public school still in session.  There were two banks and three restaurants and a farmer’s co-op grocery.  We had lunch and then bought groceries.  At the western end of the main street was a Viking long boat, a monument to the town's Scandinavian heritage.


We returned to the condo and I took the Brule or "burnt" trail alone.  Brule trail was 4.2 KM to Kinosoa Lake returning by a parallel trail.  The walk proceeded through a burned out forest, which had been ignited by lightning.  The area was recovering and a grove of aspen was taking over the site.  This grove was all from root sprouts or basically one tree.  The trail then went through a mixed wood with aspen, jack pine and white spruce.  Dwarf mistletoe or "witches broom" occurred on many of the conifers.  An ongoing research program was looking for a control for this parasite.  Black spruce was the only thing growing in the low spots and the ground felt spongy with fallen leaves.  Jack pine and white spruce occupied the ridges.  The trail ended on a boardwalk across a bog. The bog supported marsh marigold, Labrador tea, short thin horsetails and many other hydrophytic plants.  Lake Kinosao had clear brown water and swarms of mosquitoes.  Several small tamarack trees grew out of the bog.


The alternate trail back showed several moose tracks and a bear print coming my way.  Bearberry or kinnikinik was in bloom.  A grove of aspen had bear marks on several of the trees.  Black bears ripped long gashes in the bark as they climbed the trees in early spring to eat the catkins.  I stepped over a fallen log and found more bear tracks and a fresh pile of green bear excreta.

The trail ended in a clearing with scattered willow and birch thickets.  Blue-eyed-grass and one of the prairie fescues dominated the clearing but several Spotted Coralroot Orchids were in bloom.  I got back to the condo about 2030.
DO BEARS DO IT IN THE WOODS?

In an aspen grove

in Canada

 in June

Bear tracks.

Toes pointing towards me. 

We didn't meet.

Aspen trees with bear marks.

A hungry bear had climbed to eat 
a just-woke-up salad of aspen catkins
Stepping over a fallen log

I find a huge pile of odorless, green

bear dung.

I have finally discovered

the answer-

yes! 
*****
  
Wednesday, 16 June, began at a crisp and foggy at 6ºC (42ºF).  We left early and drove 15 miles north to walk the Boreal Island trail at dawn.  On the way a large whitetail deer and an elk cow and calf were seen in along the right-of-way.  Near the end of the divided highway single large coyote was just walking along.  We turned around and came back and there he was, posing.  After we had shot several pictures he came right up to the car like this was a regular thing to him.


The 1-km walk along the Boreal Island trail was interesting.  A well-documented self-guiding trail passed through grassland, a creek bottom with aspen and spruce woods.  This walk took about an hour.


It was about 1000 and we decided to see the town of Dauphin.  It was a few miles north, outside the park.  Dauphin’s visitor’s bureau offered a self-guiding tour of the town so we saw the highlights of town.  Dauphin, on the Vermilion River, had about 8500 inhabitants.  They had a statue of an Amisk (beaver in the Cree Indian language).  We looked at a nice residential section, several old churches and several grain elevators.


It seems that almost every town and many villages in Manitoba had a historical museum and/or art museum and a well-manned visitor center.  This appears to be an important indicator of the vitality of the area.  Here, Fort Dauphin had been converted into a local historical museum with a large collection of photographs and artifacts, and an archeological display.  Several types of buildings had been moved in and furnished with period material - a trapper's cabin, two log cabins, a school house, and a blacksmith shop.  A fur trader rendezvous is scheduled in September each year.


Lunch was of Ukrainian food consisting of cabbage rolls, perohka (similar to empanadas but with potato stuffing) and link sausage.  They did not have ice for Carols Coke.


The last stop on tour of Dauphin was the Dr. Vernon L. Watson Arts Center.  Located in Dr Watson's restored circa 1905 house, the exhibits were works of several talented young local artists along with some of their permanent collection.  A discussion with the curator indicated the presence of an active art community for a town of 8500.


On the way back the condo we saw a tour bus parked on the shoulder. The driver was trying to get a black bear to pose so we took several pictures too.  We also stopped at a pond and watched beavers and a horned grebe with young.


Thursday, 17 Jun, began clear and cool at 8ºC (46ºF).  About 1000 we drove east on Highway 19 through an area that had been burned a few years previous.  A thick uniform growth of trees with a few standing burned snags was home to a lot of cottontail rabbits.


We hiked the Burls and Bittersweet trail, 2.2-km on the eastern edge of the escarpment.  A hardwood forest community predominated.  The eastern exposure to the sun and the protection from the north wind put flowering vegetation a couple weeks ahead of the rest of the park.  The trail paralleled Dead Ox Creek with its broken shale bed.  Several berries and two orchids - Lady’s-slipper and Coralroot - were in bloom.


We left the park again and went east to the village of McCreary and the Mount Agassiz ski area.  The land was gently rolling with the Riding Mountain escarpment looming in the west.  About 600 year around residents maintained the ski area and motels and did some farming.  McCreary had an airport and bus terminal, a nice library and an active Arts Council.  We stopped at the only restaurant for lunch.  Their special - fried chicken.


On the way back from McCreary Carol dropped me at the beginning of the Gorge Creek trail.  This was a 6-km trail and she would pick me up in three hours.  The trail dropped 1000 feet over the escarpment.  I got off to a bad start on an unmarked side trail.  The hike went literally down hill several hundred feet to the creek.  Between the steep slope and mud, it was impossible to climb back up.  This was interesting hiking stepping from rock to rock down the creek bed or following game trails along the side.  There were bear signs and elk and deer signs.  The cool shade hid patches of moss, liverworts and horsetails.  After about a Km and two hours I climbed up the slope following game trails to the top and then broke through 200M of beaked hazel thicket to the road.  The hazel thicket was neatly cropped by moose at about 4-5 feet, just short enough for me to see over.


Back on the road, I started walking the remaining 4-km to my pickup point.  As I rounded a bend in the road a black bear was crossing the road about 200m ahead of me. It disappeared into the woods but I started kicking gravel and singing to scare anything that might be in the woods.  My wife said it was a wonder that I didn’t scare the trees, too.  About a kilometer along the road a Park Ranger and his wife picked me up.  They lived just east of the park and had frequent bear visits.  Carol roared past and we tried to wave her down.  She kept on so they took me to the trail end to meet her. 

Friday, 18 June.  It was light about 0430 since the sun only had to cross about 120 degrees of the horizon.  It was 4ºC.  About 0900 we went to Wasagaming and the visitors center then south through Erickson and Minnedosa to Brandon.


Brandon was an agricultural town of about 40,000 and the second largest city in Manitoba.  One of the principle industries was the Agriculture Canada Research Station.  They were famous for research in cattle and swine breeding, soil management and cereal grain research.  Brandon hosted the Art Gallery of Southwestern Manitoba.  Their current exhibition was a display of modern photographic montages.  We drove past Brandon University with its collection of turn of the century and modern buildings.  After lunch we hit several used bookstores and returned to the park.


Our chalet-style cabin at the Elkhorn Lodge was comfortable.  It consisted of a bedroom, a bath and a kitchen/living room with satellite TV and a fireplace downstairs.  There were two small bedrooms upstairs.  The two TV channels, from Brandon and Winnipeg, faded in and out.  We packed up and checked out so we could leave early.


Saturday, 19 June was here already.  We were up at 0500 and it was already light.  The car was loaded and we went north to Hwy 19 and headed east.  There were rabbits in groups of two or three along the road through the second growth timber of the burned out area.  From the edge of the escarpment Lake Manitoba was gleaming in the sun.  A sage hen and chicks crossed the road in slow motion and finally disappeared into the vegetation at the roadside.  Highway 5 headed south through the towns of Riding Mountain, Nepewa and Carberry to the TCH and east arriving in Winnipeg about 1000. 


Two hours shopping in the Hudson Bay Company store found items like wood stoves and snowmobiles and Inuit art but nothing we couldn't resist.


After lunch of honeyed chicken livers at a Chinese restaurant we headed for Great Falls and the Karlsons. We had a pleasant afternoon and evening for the summer solstice.  Karl had a line set fishing for walleye.  One about 18 inches hit and was landed.  When it was released a gull made several grabs for it.  The fish escaped.


Karl’s sons went out to a sandbar in the middle of the river and brought back about 40 clams, which were cooked, into a stew.  The six-month-old granddaughter had a liver cyst that had to be removed but the kid was a lively little girl. (The operation, a couple weeks later, was a complete success.)


On Sunday, 20 June, the sunset had been outstanding down the river and, after a night in a camp trailer, the sunup up river at 0515 was too.  

WINNIPEG RIVER: SOLSTICE SUNRISE

On the Winnipeg River 

it was light at four AM. 

The horizon was broken with trees.

The sun rose at Oh Five Ten

ushered in by a swift, cool breeze.

Half the river was a mirror

that reflected the rising sun.

The other half was covered with ripples,

the breeze was having fun.

Herring gulls called.

The breeze disappeared.

The sky turned pink 

then yellow 

then blue.

The longest day of the year had dawned.

Half the solar year was through.

*****

Homeward Bound

           After breakfast and farewells we left about 0900 arriving in Winnipeg about noon.

The plane was on time but the connecting flight out of Minneapolis was an hour late so the plane in Memphis was already pulling out when we arrived at the gate.

MISSED OPPORTUNITY

We taxied north at Memphis

on Northwest flight 1161.

A red sun set behind blue clouds,

summer solstice eve was done.

If we had taken off just minutes before

we might have seen the sun rise in the west

but at the end of a long hard day

just one sunrise and sunset in a day is best.

  ------


We were home by 2200.
Carl Lahser 930630  

PLANTS OF RIDING MOUNTAIN NATIONAL PARK

MANITOBA, CANADA

14 - 19 JUNE 1993

Legend. 

Arrowhead = A,  

Brule = B,

Gorge Creek = C,

Burls and Bittersweet = D,

Moon Lake = E. ,

Boreal Island = F.

Loon's Island = L,

** denotes plant in bloom

Ref: 1. Plants of Riding Mountain National Park, Manitoba.  Agriculture

Canada Pub. 1818/E. 1988.

        2. List of Vascular Plants of Riding Mountain National Park.  Parks Canada. 1977. 

        3. Alaska Trees and Shrubs. USDA Agriculture Handbook No.  410. Wash D.C. 1972.

        4. Wildflowers Across the Prairies.  F.R. Vance, J. R. Jowsey and J. S. McLean.  Douglas and McIntyre. Vancouver. 1984.

Common Name  

 Generic Name




Location

Lycopodiaceae

1.  Stiff Club Moss


Lycopodium annotium L.   



C  

2.  Club moss


L. dendroideum Michx. 



C

Selaginellaceae

3.  Selaginella




Selaginella selaginoides (L) Link  


B

Equisetaceae

4.  Field horsetail

Equisetum arvense L.

              

B, C

5.  Swamp Horsetail        

E. fluviatile L.    





C

6.  Common Scouring Rush  

E. hymenale L. 


          

C

7.  Marsh horsetail

E.  palustre L.       
         

     

L

8.  Meadow Horsetail             

E. pratense Ehrh.        


         

D

9.  Dwarf Scouring Rush                     

E. scirpiodes Michx.               
         

L

Pinaceae


10. Balsam Fir  

Abies balsamea (L.) Mill. 
     


B

11. Tamarax


Larix  laricina (du Roi) K. Koch. 
     

B

12. White spruce 




                        
     Picea glauca (Moech) Voss   


all

13. Black Spruce                      
P. mariana (Mill) BSP           

       

all

14. Jack Pine                           
Pinus banksiana Lamb.         
     

B

Typhaceae

15. Common Cattail              
Typha latifolia L.



        

all

Alismataceae

16. Western Water-plantain  ** 





      Alisma triviale Pursh

              

A  

Liliaceae

17. Nodding Trillium  **                    



       Trillium cernum L.

              

D
Iridaceae

18. Blue-eyed-grass **

      



        Sisyrinchium montanum Greene
   

B

Orchidaceae

19. Spotted Coralroot Orchid  **    



         Corallorhiza maculata Raf. 



B

20. Yellow Lady's-slipper   **         

Cypripedium calceolus L.  



D

21. Round-leaved orchid   **          

Orchis rotundifolia  Banks

        

B, D

Salicaceae

22. Balsam Poplar                              

Populus balsamifera L.

     
       

B 

Betulaceae

23. Speckled Alder                                

Alnus rugosa  (DuRoi) Clausen
   

C
Fagaceae

24. Bur Oak                                       

Quercus macrocarpa Michx.

     

D,F
Ulmaceae

25. American Elm                                 

Ulmus americana L.

                  

D  

Caryophyllaceae

26. Field Chickweed   **                  

Cerastium arvense L.


       

all  

27. Long-stalked Chickweed  **          

Stellaria longipes Goldie. 

          
B

28. Common Chickweed  **     

S. media (L) Cyril.

         
          
B
Ranunculaceae

29. Red Baneberry **                         
Actaea rubra (Ait) Willd.


 
D

30. Wild Columbine   **                     

Aquilegia canadensis L.
 
           
D

31. Marsh Marigold **
          
      

Caltha palustris  L.

 
           
all

32. Prairie buttercup                
Ranunculus rhomboideus Goldie.
        

B

Brassicaceae (Cruciferae)

33. Common Peppergrass **       
Lepidium densiflorum Schrad. 
           
D         
Rosaceae

34. Saskatoon-berry   **                

Amelanchier alnifolia Nutt. 
   
          
D

35. Wild Strawberry  **                       

Fragaria virginiana Dene.
                  
 
all

36. Three-flowered Avens **                 

Geum triflorum Pursh 
                   
  
B

37. Shrubby Cinquefoil  **    
 Potentilla fruticosa L.  

            
   
D

38. Pin Cherry  **                       
Prunus pensynvanica L.  
          
     
D

39. Choke Cherry **                    
P.virginiana L. 

                       
     
D

40. Low Prairie Rose   **              

Rosa arkansana  Porter           
            
all

41. Common Wild Rose  **        

R. woodsii Lindl.                    
                      
all 

Fabaceae (Leguminosae)

42. Wild Peavine  **                          

Lathyrus venosus Muhl.
           
    
D

43. White Sweet Clover   **               
Melilotis alba Desr.                  
             
all

44. Yellow Sweet Clover **          

M. officinalis (L) Lam.             
             
all

Anacardiaceae

45. Poison-Ivy                                
Rhus radicans L.    

                      
all

Violaceae

46. Early blue violet **
  
    
Viola adunca J.E. Smith            
             
all

Araliaceae

47. Wild Sasparilla  **                             

Aralia nudicaulis L. 

                
   
D
Cornaceae 

48. Bunchberry **                  
Cornus canadensis L. 

         
   
 
D

Pyrolaceae

49. Common Pink Wintergreen **         
Pyrola asarifolia Michx.
          
    

A
Eriaceae

50. Common Bearberry **
    

Arctostaphylos uva-ursi (L) Spreng    
 
B

51. Labrador Tea  **                   

Ledum groenlandicum Oeder

 
B            

Boraginaceae

52. Horry Puccoon **              
Lithospermum canescens (Michx)Lehm    
all

53. Tall Lungwort   **                       
Mertensia paniculata (Ait) G. Don 
             
all

Scrophulariceae

54. Common Lousewort                 

Pedicularis canadensis Michx.
 
 
F 
Rubiaceae

55. Northern Bedstraw  **                   
Galium boreale L. 
                   
   
D

56. Long-leaved Bluet    **               

Houstinia longifolia Gaertn. 

     
     
A

Caprifoliaceae

57. Twining Honeysuckle **              

Lornicera dioica L.                
                      
all

58. Nannyberry    **                         

 Viburnum lentago L.                
              
D

59. High Bush Cranberry **                         

V. trilobum Marsh 

       
              
D

Asteraceae (Compositae)

60. Common Dandelion        

        

Taraxicum officinale Weber. 
                      
all

O BEARS DO IT IN THE WOODS?

In an aspen grove

in Canada

 in June

Bear tracks.

Toes pointing towards me. 

We didn't meet.

Aspen trees with  bear marks.

A hungry bear had climbed

to eat a just-woke-up salad 

of aspen flowers.

Stepping over a fallen log

I find a huge pile of 

odorless, 

green

bear dung.

I have finally discovered

the answer-

yes! 

