2011 ACA Backcountry Kayaking Excursion
Exuma Island, Bahamas
By Dafna Reiner

Everyone thought that I used a photo editing software to make the color of the water take on
that impossibly exquisite turquoise. I didn’t, that actually was the color of the ocean as we
paddled through it on our 6-day, 5-night ACA excursion. This was the second excursion that
ACA organized, and the location of Great Exuma Island in the Bahamas was chosen from
amongst many other locations. I first read the notice of this trip in ACA’s newsletter on a cold
and dark January day in Ohio. The following day, as I was shoveling snow off my driveway, I
made a decision. A sea kayaking trip in the Bahamas was something that I’ve wanted to do for
years, and besides, the thought of this trip would keep me going through the snow and ice of an
Ohio winter.
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June arrived quickly, as in every year, it seems to always sneak up. After landing in the
Georgetown airport it all started to seem real. I was met by the owner of Out-Island Explorers,
Dallas Knowles, who would also be our guide, and taken to a lovely resort. I am not someone
who would put the words “resort” and “lovely” in the same sentence, but this one was very
small, low-key and just plain
pleasant. There I met the trip’s other
participants and stuffed the few
items of clothing I was taking on the
trip into the dry bags that Dallas gave
me. The next morning we set out, a
group of eight, in what would be a
picture perfect trip. Out-Island
Explorers arranged for all the gear
and food we would need, and I was
impressed by the quality of both. I
was also impressed by the natural
beauty all around me. This is what I
came here to see; the side of the
Bahamas that is far removed from
the spring-break scene of Nassau and
Grand Bahama, the side where one
can still glimpse the natural beauty of
this place. I fondled the unfamiliar
vegetation growing on the small
island we stopped on for a lunch
break, took my binoculars out to view
some unfamiliar passing birds, and
enjoyed the look of the eight solitary
kayaks on waters that were devoid of
cruise ships, jet skiers, motor boats,
and other assorted noisy and
intrusive markers of modern life. A
7-8 mile easy paddle brought us to
our first camp site. An uninhabited island named Norman’s Pond Key, where we had a whole
island, complete with a white sand beach and colorful coral reefs all to ourselves. And this was
the whole point, like most of you reading this article, I am an average citizen. I work to make a
modest living, I pay my bills and manage to keep afloat, but I will never be rich. But here in the
Bahamas, for a brief time, I had my own private slice of paradise. By the way, a similar
experience can be found at your local state or national park. These small publically-owned
enclaves of nature in an otherwise privately-owned world (now mostly ‘developed’) are
treasures that are worth treasuring and passing on to the next generation.
Every part of this excursion was memorable, but several locations and experiences stand out.
The first being the rare and endemic iguanas that scuttled around on an island where we
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stopped for lunch one day. The purple sea fans and the brilliantly colored fish we saw while
snorkeling a small reef. The fish dinner that Dallas prepared for us over an open fire from fish
that he speared that same day while we snorkeled. The lemon shark that came into shore to
feed on the fish heads that Dallas threw while preparing that dinner. The moonlight paddle we
did on the night of the full moon. On many occasions it was very hot and most nights it very
too buggy, but both those conditions could easily be solved by jumping into those impossibly
turquoise waters, and into those waters we jumped on any occasion we had. Upon waking up
in the morning and crawling out of my tent, the first thing on my to-do list was a quick swim.
Feeling tired? Feeling dirty? Feeling hot? Jump in, the water’s fine.

All good things come to an end (bad things too, for that matter so I can’t complain), and on the
last day we packed up and started on the short paddle that would bring us to the take-out
spot. This was the only bad weather we experienced the whole trip with rain, thunder and
lightning around us. We made it safe to shore, each of us probably breaking their personal
paddle speed records. On that last day each of us was looking forward to the different
amenities that modern society has to offer. To some it was a fresh water shower, to some a
cold beer, to others a phone call to loved ones back home. I would have traded all those for
another six days on the water.
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