Roger Powell

I have held a wild fisher only by its tail, trying to direct it into a live-trap.  I have gently pushed a black bear’s head down to the ground when it started to wake from anesthesia too early.  Slush falling from the sky soaked into my wool shirt as I tried to deal with a raccoon in a live trap.  I have held a wide-awake weasel in my hand.  Yet, I have not decided exactly what I want to do when I grow up.  Teaching at Coe College’s Wilderness Field Station sounds like a good option.

In 1970, I was a student at the Wilderness Field Station, when it was administrated by the Associated Colleges of the Midwest and was still located on Basswood Lake, in the middle of the Boundary Waters Canoe Wilderness Area.  There I discovered that I wanted to learn how natural ecological communities function.  For much of the following 30-odd years, while earning a Ph.D. at the University of Chicago and teaching/researching at North Carolina State University afterwards, I have investigated in various ways how limiting resources affect wildlife and have tried to open doors for students to learn how evolution, ecology and behavior of critters interact to make the critters what they are.  No place I know provides students with the learning opportunities available at the Wilderness Field Station.  There, they can understand how the natural world works, how living organisms fit into that world, and how humans relate to it and are part of it.  That is why I have continued to return to the Field Station, year after year, often to teach but sometimes just to interact with students for a day or two.

Students in my class this summer may have to put up with me talking about how to build a wood-canvas canoe and how to carve paddles.  They might wait while I take photographs.  They may wait for class to start because I am taking my morning dip, playing with my dogs or writing.  Better yet, they will join me.

