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GCA Chattooga Clean-Up, Saturday, June 21, 2014 by Roger Nott 
  

 GCA's 21st annual Chattooga River clean-up has been scheduled for 

Saturday, June 21, 2014.  We plan to clean GCA’s adopted section of the 

Chattooga, Thrift's Ferry to Bull Sluice, leave the trash at Hwy. 76, and have an 

optional recreational paddle to Woodall.  If we have enough volunteers we may 

split into smaller groups and clean other sections of the river as well.  We will 

meet at the river-left, Hwy. 76 parking lot at 9:45 a.m.  I'll provide trash bags 

and refreshments. You should provide your own boat, but all boaters - kayakers, 

C-boaters or rafters - are most welcome, and non-boaters can help with the 

clean-up at the put-ins and take-outs. On our Chattooga clean-ups we usually 

spend as much time in the river as on it.  Bring a face mask if you fancy 

diving for cans. 

 

        Our clean-up is again co-sponsored by American Rivers as part of their 

National River Clean-up Program.  They have provided us with a large supply of 

trash bags and help with publicity. We need you!  For further information and 

to register, please contact Roger Nott at 678-316-4935 and/or 

at rogernott@att.net. 

 Patr ick Toups on the Lower Amicalo la River  
Photo by R ick Thompson 

Adam Hor ton Shakes Hands With the Camel at 

F l ipper , Ocoee River        Photo by R ick Thompson 

mailto:rogernott@att.net
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Wilson’s Creek Gorge - Class IV River Madness  Trip Report and photos by Keith Raker  March 29-30, 2014 

ral and intuitive as to where to put my hands, being able to brace on both 

sides was awesome, as was the ability to take a forward stroke and back 

stroke at the same time on opposite sides and I realized that I could actually 

start to carve turns.  I had often thought about the acronym S.A.L. that I had 

learned years ago for speed, angle and lean as one of the building blocks of 

paddling.  I could handle speed and boat angle but never had the confidence 

to lean much.  Well, that was not a problem with hand paddles. I never had 

the guts to try to master the kiss-the-water lean with a stick. So this class II 

section of the Dan felt incredibly easy.   

 

 OK, so it’s time for Wilson’s Creek.  I had only had one full day on 

the river with hand paddles so I’m thinking I may be crazy for trying the 

hardest river(by far) that I have even done with something I have only used 1 

day on a class II.  But, what the heck! I got in at the gorge put in and felt 

very confident right away.  I soon hit 10 Foot Falls, my first class IV rapid, 

and felt like a rock star. The next rapids, Boat Buster and Thunder Hole, were 

solid.  The rest of the run was much the same.   We had a group of seven 

that started and five finished.  There were no causalities but with the river 

being roadside (like the Ocoee) you can bail at almost any time and that’s 

what a few people did.  This was not a river to be trifled with.  If you are 

not up to it, it’s best to get out while the getting is good.  The best advice 

for Wilson creek is: 1. Stay straight in the big rapids, 2. Keep your head down 

and paddle hard on the big stuff, and 3. Do not go left on Maytag!  I think 

it’s fair to say Maytag is the worst hole on the river and I didn’t get stuck in 

it, but I missed the bit of advice to aim for the middle of the rapid and got 

far too close to the spin cycle. We finished the day and it had taken our 

group four hours to do about two miles of river, with a little wood removal 

thrown in for good measure via rope extraction. And I still would have run 

another lap if I could have persuaded anyone else. I felt on top of the world. 

   

 The next day, the group had thinned out a bit and we were down 

to four.  One of the guys who tried the river the first day with a play boat 

 

Continued on page 3 
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 I had my first experience with Wilson’s Creek at the end of March.  

When the trip was posted I thought it was probably above my level, but the 

more I thought about it the more interested I got.  Once I finally committed 

to going, the next question was whether I should use my stick paddle or the 

new hand paddles I just got for Christmas.   

 

 I had not experienced hand paddles until a friend loaned me a set 

to try on the French Broad section IX.  I tried them for an hour or two on 

the more calmer sections of water and fell in love with them.  I decided then 

that I needed to get some for myself.  Once Santa decided I had been a good 

boy, and I got a kayaker’s version of the red rider BB gun, the next objective 

was to see if I could roll with them.  Well, I went to the pool and had sever-

al people spot me, as I expected the roll attempt to go poorly, but instead I 

popped up effortlessly.  I was so surprised. I thought, did that really happen?  

So I did it again, and again and again.  I discovered that it was easier to roll 

with hand paddles after 2 minutes in the pool than rolling with a stick after 

5 years.  Ok, now to take them to the river.  I did a class II section of the 

Dan River around the NC/VA line and everything felt effortless, it was so natu-
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Wilson’s Creek, continued from page 2 

and got out, came back the next day with a creek boat.  We all four had a good second day on the river. There were a few swims on the second day 

but we still cut our river lap time down to 1.5 hours.  So at the end of my two days, I had a few combat rolls but no swims and my mind is open to 

the possibilities of a lot of rivers that I figured were out of my grasp.  A big time thanks goes to Greg Murphy who set the trip up and led us down so 

well, and also to Don Bunch for his years of river experience. I think it’s safe to say, hand paddles have transformed my paddling almost overnight.  I’m 

starting to think that hand paddlers may have an unfair advantage over stick paddlers!  Now my tick list of rivers has really increased.  I’m going to have 

to be careful because my head may start writing checks my paddling experience can’t cash. EL 

 The thing I loved so much about the river when I first started 

was that the rest of life ceased to exist while I was out there. I didn’t 

know anything about meditation or mindfulness at that time but I now 

realize that’s what kayaking was for me. As soon as I launched my boat, 

there wasn’t a thought of work, dishes, or laundry. I was fully present on 

the river and that’s a rarity for me because my mind is almost always 

churning over at least a few different things. It was a kind of peace I had 

never imagined until I experienced it and it was effortless. 

 

 Then there was that fateful first run on the Nantahala. It was 

the first time I ever consciously thought, “I do not belong on this river.” 

All the way downriver, I kept asking my guide what was coming next and 

I was utterly relieved to see the take-out. There was no celebrating a 

clean run. Only relief that it was over. 

 

 In retrospect, I can clearly identify the point at which it be-

came not fun anymore. I still enjoyed the people involved but on the river 

there was no joy. There was only intense stress followed by relief. Some 

people kayak for the adrenaline rush but I know this about myself: I do 

not enjoy being afraid. I embraced the idea that I needed to “face my 

fears.” My interpretation of that was to “get back on the horse” and to Continued on page 4 

that end, I went back to the Nantahala dozens of times. Every time, I was 

so nervous in the parking lot that I gagged and even lost my breakfast once. 

It became a running joke. I felt sure that it would eventually get better. 

After all, I never had any problems on the Nantahala. I even had a combat 

roll in Patton’s once. Intellectually I knew I had the skills to run this river 

competently but my fear response didn’t seem to diminish much. I did get to 

the point that once I peeled out into the current, my nerves settled. At the 

bottom of Patton’s I’d wonder what I had worried about because it really 

wasn’t that bad. I did grow to enjoy Quarry and it’s probably my favorite 

rapid: just a big, fun wave train with no wrong way to run it and no real 

consequences for any mistakes. 

 

 Meanwhile, many of the people with whom we started boating 

were moving on to bigger, more difficult, and more consequential rivers. No 

one pressured me to “step it up” but there was encouragement. “You’re 

ready for…” and my husband was stepping it up and loving it. He was so 

excited to go to the river each weekend and to debrief about the trip when 

we got home. I was just relieved to be home. I didn’t want to hold him 

Am I having Fun Yet?  By Jana Rodgers Walker   Published on Handpaddler.com    May 13, 2014 



Page 4 

THE EDDY LINE 

Am I having Fun Yet? continued   

VOLUME 49,  NO.  3  

back so I tried to figure out how I could keep up enough to be on the same 

river and just be ok. I joined a first-timers trip down the Ocoee. 

 

 I bought breakfast to go that morning but didn’t bother trying to 

eat any of it. My gag appeared right on schedule at the put-in. I made it 

down from the rails to the take-out with a flotilla of Tablesaw, one combat 

roll, and only one swim which I thought was respectable but I sure was glad 

it was the last day of the season and there would be no expectation to re-

turn until Spring. I was off the hook for a while. I never really talked about 

my feelings with my husband and probably was never really honest with 

myself about them either. I just kept going. You want to do 3.5 on Chattoo-

ga? Sure! Section 3? Ok! Go hit Alabama and run the Locust Fork? Let’s go! I 

finally reached my breaking point when we were supposed to go to Alabama 

and run the Chairlift Section of Little River Canyon. I tried to make myself do 

it but the morning of the trip, I told Stephen I wasn’t going. 

 

 I tried to make things better. I took more lessons and definitely 

improved my skills but the feelings about paddling didn’t change. Meanwhile, 

my husband continued to get better and better. Parallel to the fear was the 

experience of taking newer boaters down the river. This was something I had 

always enjoyed and found very fulfilling. I loved the chance to see someone 

nail a rapid for the first time or hit their first combat roll. But even this 

piece of boating had become something I didn’t want to do anymore. It felt 

burdensome, like another obligation I didn’t want. 

 

 So I went on hiatus for the better part of six months. I didn’t go 

to the river or roll practice. I didn’t want to hear anything about my hus-

band’s trips. I wasn’t sure whether the break was permanent. During this 

time, my husband and I had numerous conversations on the subject. I tried to 

figure out where things went wrong and how to begin looking for my love of 

the river again and he tried to help. In the beginning, these conversations 

often ended in hurt feelings, anger, and resentment. He thought I was afraid 

of getting hurt or of making a mistake in front of other people. While it’s 

true that I’m far more aware of the possibility of injury after suffering a 

significant one on the river, that wasn’t it. That experience made me more 

cautious and aware but that wasn’t the root of these intense feelings. I also 

knew that it wasn’t a fear of public failure. I can honestly say that I couldn’t 

care less what anyone thinks of what I’m doing when I’m in my boat. The 

only person I remember consciously thinking “I don’t want to swim in front 

of him” was Jeff West. 

 

 I finally figured it out and said it out loud. I am a control freak.. 
I like to be in control of myself and it makes me very uncomfortable when I 

don’t feel like I am. And boy, is the river ever full of opportunities to feel 

out of control! It all clicked. In off-river life, I prefer to drive because I like 

to be in control. I don’t enjoy flying because it’s a total surrender of control 

to others. On the river, I hate boily water like Whirlpool on the Nantahala 

or the Narrows on Section 3 of the Chattooga – boily water feels very 

unstable and unpredictable. As we stepped up to more difficult rivers, there 

were times when I couldn’t get where I wanted to be or I had to scramble 

and dig in order to claw my way into an eddy. And I didn’t like it. My 

work life and my kids were out of control during this time, too. Stopping 

kayaking was the only thing I could do to have control over something. 

Eventually though, after much soul searching, many conversations, and a lot 

of reading and impeccably timed experiences, I came to some realizations. 

 

 I’ve been easing back into paddling over the past few weeks and 

slowly finding fun and joy out there again. I’ve been back to some familiar 

rivers that were there waiting like old friends. My plan is to focus on noth-

ing further away than the next eddy. No worrying about whether or not I 

will run the falls. No agonizing over what might happen or getting out of 

control. My full focus will be on what’s right in front of me. It sounds crazy 

but it gives me a feeling of calmness and peace just to say that. 

 

 Progress at your own pace. Don’t let anything or anyone pressure you 

into doing something you don’t feel ready to do AND that you don’t 

WANT to do. This pressure is likely to come from within yourself so be 

aware. You don’t need to keep up with anyone else. No one knows 

what you are ready for better than you do (unless better boaters are 

telling you that you are NOT ready for something – listen to that!). 

 

 Always be mindful of where you are mentally. Are you having fun? If 

not, rethink what you’re doing and change it before you get too far 

down that road. 

 

 Take time to help others learn and progress because that is hugely 

rewarding and also take time for yourself and your own interests on 

the river. It’s pretty tough to have a flow moment when you are 

entirely focused on someone else. A good balance is the key. 

 

 If you find that you feel afraid or anxious when approaching paddling 

(or anything else for that matter), take the time to figure out what it 

is that is truly bothering you. Your course of action will vary greatly 

depending on the root cause. “Getting back on the horse” isn’t always 

the right answer. 

 

See you in the next eddy! EL 
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Keeping In Touch 
To contact the GCA, write Georgia Canoeing Association, Inc., P.O. 

Box 7023, Atlanta, GA 30357. 

 

Groupmail: GCA maintains a group email list to help members share 

information of general interest. To sign up, send an e-mail to 

gcalist-subscribe@yahoogroups.com. 

 

Website: Information about GCA, forms (including membership 

application and GCA waiver form), a link to the GCA Store and links 

to Eddy Line advertisers are all at http://www.gapaddle.com. 

 

Facebook: Visit the GCA Facebook page for photos, video, trip re-

ports, or to join an upcoming impromptu trip. 

VOLUME 49,  NO.  3  

Peace River Arcadia, Florida  April 2014     Trip Report and photos by: Vincent Payne  

 I had to work in Orlando for a week and I found some time to 

paddle one of the days. I drove down to Arcadia Florida to Canoe Outpost 

Peace River. This business rents kayaks and canoes. They also let me borrow 

some sifting equipment to look for sharks teeth that were deposited in the 

area years ago and have eroded out into the river bed.  I was the only 

customer in the shop at the time and in the van for the shuttle. I asked for 

a sit on top kayak as I saw several fishing kayaks propped outside. I heard 

the lady tell the young man to load a sit on top. At the put in I saw the 

guy had loaded a tiny Emotion sit in kayak for my 206 pound frame. These 

are tippy little boats for small people but my other option was a tandem 

canoe so I gave the kayak a try. Yes, it was awkwardly tippy.  

 

 The put in was a deep canal off the river right.  I paddled out 

to the river and turned downstream. Both the canal and the river are brown 

tannic water typical of certain parts of Florida.  They suggested I look for 

fossils in the gravelly parts of the river so I stopped as soon as I saw some 

rocks and started sifting the gravels. With a few minutes I had found my 

first shark tooth. It was about thumbnail size and in fact the largest one I 

found all day.  
 

Across the river was a blue heron. I paid him little mind as you 

always see them on every river. Then I realized this one was fending off a 

hawk who wanted the catfish that was lying on the bank. “Cool, sorry to 

bother you guys,” I said to myself. I found the map I had cleverly stuffed in 

a ziplock bag.  There is the railroad bridge at the top of the map. Almost off 

the map. What the heck? I could not possibly be going the wrong way could 

I? What kind of sick joke is this?  This is twisted! They have the map 

oriented with South at the top. I was 200 yards from the take out. Crisis 

averted.  

A young man caught my kayak at the dock, helped me out and 

carried the boat up the hill.  Normally I am an independent boater, but for 

 

Continued on page 6 

 I paddled down a ways past a sandbar that looked inviting but 

was occupied by a sunbathing family. I chose not to intrude, stopping instead 

in a shallow area at the next bend. As I got my sifters in place I heard a 

squeal from up stream. Looking towards the sand bar I could see a bald 

eagle being harassed by two hawks. The eagle was intent on fishing and paid 

little heed to the hawks or my Lilliputian red kayak. He flew up and 

downstream over me about eight times, swooping low to spot fish.  
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PEACE RIVER CONT’D 

my forty eight bucks rental fee I certainly let him. I had a good time on 

my first fossil hunting river trip. I will return but I hope I can bring my 

own boat. If you go, bring sunblock, a hat, a drybag, your camera, and 

water. And if you ask for a SOT, ensure that they load a SOT for you.   EL 

Chattooga Section 3.5        By Jay Davis  March 29, 2014 

VOLUME 49,  NO.  3  

 We had 13 people show up. Everybody had paddled this section before, but about half the group had only done it one time or just a handful of 

times. We had good luck on the weather, most of the rain missed us, and it just misted a little bit. If it's not going to be clear and sunny, then misty and 

foggy is my second favorite way to view the mountains and rivers. It was a very pretty day. The paddling went very smoothly, only one swim. You know it's 

a good day when you feel energized at the end of a 3 hour paddle. We did get to see a little carnage, though. Apparently, one of the guys in the small 

group behind us got really beat down in Woodall hole and his helmet got sucked off. So we got to watch a bare headed fellow wading around after his 

boat in the middle of Woodall shoals. We were all downstream at this point, so we couldn't do much. We did get out some ropes until the guy was out of 

the water. Looks like he could have used a rope at the hole! 

Charlotte Whitewater Center       By Todd McGinnis April 9, 2014 

 Olivia and I took a trip to the U.S. National Whitewater Center to see what it was all about. We also wanted to give her a chance to get use to 

it before she goes up there for an event. It really was a lot of fun. After our first run down the Wilderness side Olivia was excited not about the run but 

about getting to ride the conveyor belt up. I have to admit I was excited to ride it as well. We ran playboats and then the slalom boats. I believe we got 

in a total of about ten or 12 runs. We stayed on the Wilderness side so Olivia could get as much time as she could goofing around so she was familiar 

with how it worked. By the time we finished they had already started to dewater the competition side.  

 Goofing off and rolling in different areas was not an issue and the concrete never gave us any problems. While the eddies were dynamic they are 

not that much of an issue and easy to manage. Remember it is built for Slalom so you really are not hanging out in the eddies. I will say that when you 

get into an eddy you should be ready to act and make your move otherwise your move could be right into the feature. Some of the holes are retentive but 

they flush. Most of the features were playable and none of the ones I got into were too shallow or caused any boat abuse. All pumps were pumping and 

MWave was in full life and truly the biggest feature on this section. On the competition side it is fast moving and feature rich with a number of diagonal 

waves that you need to be aware of and on that section the biggest feature is the last drop. I call it a fast class III with the last drop a IVish, but we ran 

out of time and I did not get on that section. There are many other things to do at the whitewater center other than boating: walking/running trails, moun-

tain bike trails, ropes courses, three zip lines, flat water paddling, rock climbing and I am sure other stuff we did not see. 
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PADDLING THE GEORGIA COAST SALTWATER  

PADDLE TRAIL   (part 3 of 3) 
Story and photos by Nancy Guthrie 

VOLUME 49,  NO.  3  

We learned some of the history of this amazing island and had the most 

enjoyable unplanned rest day. The students from SCAD were there for a 

few days to design interpretive signs about the island and the buildings. 

One of their evening treats was to make tea from the native Yaupon holly 

trees which they shared with us; I was skeptical, but it was delicious. That 

night we had our only thunderstorm of the trip – a real doozy that came 

right over Ossabaw Island. As I was checking to see if everything was dry 

and counting the seconds between the lightning and thunder, I was happy 

the Paddle Trail had smiled on us and we were on this island. 

 

Day 9. Thoughts of stopping in Savannah. Ossabaw Island to Sail Harbor 
Marina (17 miles)

 
 
 After leaving Ossabaw Island, we had one more wide crossing to 

make of the Ogeechee River, then were hoping to find a place to camp 

along Skidaway Island outside Savannah, about 12-15 river miles from 

Tybee Island. To some people the idea of stopping 12 miles short of Tybee 

Island would be unthinkable. However, for Dawn and me as we faced the 

difficulty of finding camping spots in the now developed section of the trail 

“No Camping” “You can’t stay here”  
- signs and people on the next-to-last day 

Day 8. Ossabaw Island/Incredibly Good Luck. Kilkenny Marina to Ossabaw 
Island (11 miles) 

 
 

 Many of the GA barrier islands, including Ossabaw Island are pro-

tected for conservation and visits to the islands are very restricted. All the 

islands are open to the public up to the high tide mark which makes for a 

great day of walking on the beaches, but bad news for camping. 

 

 On our eighth paddling day, we decided to take an alternate trail 

route, cutting off about 15 miles of the Paddle Trail, and taking us where we 

thought we could camp on a dock at Egg Island. When we got there, we saw 

that Egg Island is all salt marsh and there is no dock. Uh-oh. We had been 

paddling for about 4 hours at that point, with nowhere to get out of the 

boats. We saw a dock on Ossabaw Island and decided that a stretch-pee-food 

break was needed before we could figure out what to do next so we went for 

the dock at Ossabaw Island. We knew it is not cool to show up uninvited, 

but we also knew we really needed a break and didn’t know how far ahead 

it would be before we could find another dry spot. 

 

 Ossabaw Island has a very interesting history, including native 

Americans, plantations with up to 1,200 slaves, and more recently, ownership 

by a centenarian who sold/deeded the island to the state of GA for conserva-

tion in the late 1970s. The centenarian’s name is Eleanor and she has a life 

estate on the island (meaning she and her family can stay in a private resi-

dence on the island until her death; at that point the state of GA will own 

the house). As we pulled up to the dock, a truck with three men drove up. 

“I want to be a traveling chic like you when I get old” - college student on 
Ossabaw Island after hearing what we were doing. 

near Savannah, we considered what goals we had already accomplished, 

all that we had learned about the trail, the big and small adventures 

we had had, and we considered the possibility of stopping the trip at 

Hogan’s Marina near Savannah if we couldn’t find a place to camp that 

evening. (After that there is precious little dry ground until Tybee). 

 

 At that point we both could have adjusted the goal and 

been satisfied with paddling from Crooked River State Park to Savan-

nah, and not to Tybee Island. We were both starting to think of things 

back home and found ourselves in an interesting paradox of being so 

glad we’d paddled this trail, but realizing we were glad it was coming 

to an end. We each knew that while the salt marsh was fascinating in 

its own way, it’s not the preferred environment for either of us – 

Continued on page 8 
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a ride from Dawn’s friend Savannah Dan who happened to be in the neighbor-

hood that evening. After a pleasant visit with Dan and his two sons, were 

tucked in at the marina, ready to go to Tybee the next morning. 

 
Day 10. Tybee. Sail Harbor Marina to Tybee Boat Ramp (13 miles) 

 
  

 Hell’s bells, the last day was hard. A cold north/northeast wind 

created a few whitecaps and made us work for each mile. We had to resort to 

paddling under residential docks just to find some tiny relief from the wind 

and tide. I was glad we didn’t know this the day before when we decided to 

finish the last 13 miles, but it made the finish all the sweeter an achievement. 

In Tybee, Dawn’s friend Dan welcomed us at the Tybee boat ramp, helped us 

load up the car, and let us stay in his house the last night before driving back 

to NC. 

 

 Thanks to Larry Ausley and Paul, our husbands who followed our 

progress and seem to think it’s normal to have wives who wanted to paddle 

the GA Coast Saltwater Paddle Trail and to Savannah Dan who let us leave a 

car at his house, met us at the end of the Trail, and let us spend a night in 

his house. 

 

For more information and good places to eat: 

 

Coastal Regional Commission of Georgia 

Ossabaw Island Foundation and www.ossabawisland.net 

Altamaha Coastal Tours 

Morning Star Marina, Golden Isle, St. Simons 

Skippers Fish Camp, Darien 

Kilkenny Marina  

Tybee Island Social Club  EL 

“To Tybee!” “Only 13 miles” - Dawn and Nancy, not knowing this would be 
the hardest paddling day yet. 

Dawn will look forward to ocean trips and surf landings on sandy beaches, 

and I will look forward to moving inland and back to rivers that flow in the 

same direction all the time, but for those 9 days, and the next, we had an 

amazing trip and achievement. 

 

 About 4 miles after we had our conversation about stopping at 

Hogan’s Marina, the Paddle Trail smiled on us once again and we found a 

great spot at Sail Harbor Marina for the night, only 13 miles from the finish 

line in Tybee. Here we found more generous people who told us about a 

restaurant “just a mile up the road”. Not sure what scale they used for that 

mile, but we eventually made it to a Mexican restaurant and enjoyed shrimp 

fajitas and a few beers. On the way back from the restaurant, we even got 

a ride from Dawn’s friend Savannah Dan who happened to be in the neigh-

borhood that evening. After a pleasant visit with Dan and his two sons, were 

tucked in at the marina, ready to go to Tybee the next morning. 

 

 At that point, we both could have adjusted the goal and been 

satisfied with paddling from Crooked River State Park to Savannah, and not 

to Tybee Island. We were both starting to think of things back home and 

found ourselves in an interesting paradox of being so glad we’d paddled this 

trail, but realizing we were glad it was coming to an end. We each knew 

that while the salt marsh was fascinating in its own way, it’s not the pre-

ferred environment for either of us – Dawn will look forward to ocean trips 

and surf landings on sandy beaches, and I will look forward to moving 

inland and back to rivers that flow in the same direction all the time, but 

for those 9 days, and the next, we had an amazing trip and achievement. 

 

 About 4 miles after we had our conversation about stopping at 

Hogan’s Marina, the Paddle Trail smiled on us once again and we found a 

great spot at Sail Harbor Marina for the night, only 13 miles from the finish 

line in Tybee. Here we found more generous people who told us about a 

restaurant “just a mile up the road”. Not sure what scale they used for that 

mile, but we eventually made it to a Mexican restaurant and enjoyed shrimp 

fajitas and a few beers. On the way back from the restaurant, we even got 

VOLUME 49,  NO.  3  

Upcoming 2014 World Kayak Events      

 

Submitted by Rick Thompson 
 

June 14th - Metro Hooch Slalom Survivor fun    For more details, contact Rick Thompson 

July 19th - Columbus Hooch Cutbait freestyle    678/907-1378 

August 2nd - Lower Amicalola Boatercross     rdt70@bellsouth.net 

September 6 - Sweetwater Creek falls rodeo 
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DAY ONE 

 If you measure your life in new experiences, this weekend was 

two days busting at the seams for seven students and three 

teachers.  Standing on the shore of Lake Acworth on Saturday morning 

giving our introductions, most of us had very little boating experience.  I 

think we each secretly were worried about this but Robert was over-

joyed, knowing he had an easier time with truly green kayakers than 

those with bad habits.  Having had a few paddles in the boat with more 

experienced kayakers, it was a good change of pace to find those at my 

level and know we all had the same agenda for the next two days.  No 

feeling bad about taking advantage of the generosity of others or being 

babysat down the river by a kind and concerned soul. We started out on 

a calm lake and proceeded to get the wet exit ceremony out of the 

way.  Over you go!  I had my first go of this a few days earlier at the 

insistence of a group I leisurely kayaked with after work.  ”We won’t 

kayak with you unless you know how to exit your boat.”  Ugh.  Fair 

enough.  I know some say it is scary so anticipating the worst, I was 

surprised to feel this calm serenity being upside down in my boat.  I 

actually looked forward to doing it again – minus the draining the boat 

part afterward. 

 With boats drained and students soaking wet, we set off to 

practice holding the paddle correctly, forward strokes and stern 

draws.  These were Robert’s three essentials he wanted us to 

get.  Yeah.  Not so much.  Really not so much.  My strokes pretty much 

sucked.  I couldn’t go straight.  I couldn’t get much momentum on a 

still lake.  I just kept asking why.  Why?  I would hear others saying the 

same thing but my selective observation just saw them going in a nice 

straight line.  Robert was great.  ”Is this your job?  Don’t take it so 

seriously.  If you have to take a forward stroke and a stern draw to 

straighten yourself out then who cares?”  The overly-serious-about-

everything, got-to-get-an-A, what-do-you-mean-we-aren’t-graded student 

cares.  (Let it go, Angela.  Just be okay with being a duck for a 

while.  Or keep fighting it.  It is all good either way.) As the other 

students chatted, I kept paddling out and paddling back over and 

over.  Softly, with force, trying to figure out feet and body rotation, 

whatever permutation I could come up with.  For just a sliver of a 

second I would feel like something was going well and then it was gone. 

We moved on to T rescues or an assisted roll.  Again, not sure what my 

deal is but hanging out upside down in my boat waiting for someone to 

run into me so I can flip was so calm and relaxing.  I would get 

disoriented and not remember which side they were on so it was like a 

game.  Is he going to be on my right or left?  Can I do all of this 

without losing my paddle?  Yep!  Sweeeet. After class, a bunch of us went 

to the river for a fun paddle.  Even though I had been on the same 

stretch of river three times in the last few weeks I still felt awkward and 

GCA Beginner Course   As posted on ‘theunboredlife.com’   Pictures and report by Angela Greenwell 
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only the slightest bit in control.  It was like navigating a bus with a flat tire 

down a twenty lane highway with the gas pedal stuck.  You generally got to 

where you wanted to go but with no precision and no grace.  It is such an 

out of control, awkward, frustrating feeling.  

 We practiced a few new skills like ferrying and peel-outs in 

preparation for the next day.  I discovered I kick butt at lifting a knee and 

leaning.  Hurrah!  At least one more thing I don’t completely suck at. On the 

lazy parts of the river I would again keep paddling up stream and back down 

again to the group, up and back, up and back to figure out these strokes. 

Jim asked if I was starting to figure it out. #$#$@#%$## 

Nooooo.  Although, compared to my first time on the river, it was much 

better.  It really was.  No continual spirally down the river.  I just wanted 

more… More control.  More certainty.  More skill.  On the flip side, I wanted 

challenge and there was no end in sight. 

DAY TWO 

 I was told today was real whitewater.  Crap.  I like approaching 

these things with ignorance and leaving it on faith that it will all turn out 

well.  What is real whitewater anyway?  Never mind.  One foot in front of 

the other.  I’m in the shower sore and tired trying to remember my five 

essentials items (boat, helmet, pfd, paddle, ummmm?).  Skirt, 

Angela.  Skirt.  Don’t sweat it.  Get a half-caf mocha in you and let’s do this 

thing.  A 90 minute drive from Atlanta and the familiar faces from the group 

start showing up. 

 We started off talking about the proper way to be rescued with a 

rope, how to swim with our feet down stream and nose and toes up and how 

to be towed if we swim.  We talked about there being three sizable rapids on 

this river and to trust our gut and never run a rapid we don’t feel good  

Continued on page 13 
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 South Chickamauga Creek is a tributary of the Tennessee River 

that flows out of North Georgia through the terrain of the Valley and 

Ridge region. The creek has several forks that slowly accumulate to pro-

vide several sections suitable for paddling in small craft and features only 

mild rapids. I joined a group from the Tennessee Valley Canoe Club led by 

Eric Fleming to explore a section that is rarely run from Ringgold, Geor-

gia to nearby Graysville. There was one person on the trip that had run 

it before but the rest of us were new to the stretch. Somehow I have not 

paddled it before even though I live right on the edge of Ringgold and 

the creek is literally less than a mile from my house as the crow flies, and 

I've been living there since 2005. 

 The launch at the public access in Ringgold is extremely conven-

ient but is a little short on parking, especially since the spot is popular 

with locals to come and stroll beside the creek, fish, or play in the shal-

lows. We had some difficulty fitting the vehicles until we finally headed off 

to set most of the vehicles at the takeout next to a bridge just upstream 

from a low head dam and refurbished mill. 

 The run starts off through Ringgold and passes through an area 

of woods devastated by the EF4 tornado of April 27, 2011 that carved 

through the town and killed several people. The forest remains stripped and 

Paddling South Chickamauga Creek 

As published on the “Ravine Ravings” blog 

Trip report and photos by Allen Pogue 
 
Saturday, March 22, 2014 
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Continued on page 11 

scraggly even after a couple of years of recovery. You pass behind some build-

ings before the creek heads into a ravine slightly isolated from the business 

district along Alabama highway and you pass under the Highway 41 (Nashville 

Street) bridge and into a rocky section with a class I rapid. The creek meanders 

around quite a bit and there are plenty of houses and the back of the high 

school but also plenty of areas of forest and cliffs and rock outcroppings. One of 

the peculiar features of the run is the presence of numerous caves along the 

banks. There are so many caves in the rocks and cliffs above the creek that I 

lost count after a while. I've never seen so many caves along a single stretch of 

stream.  

 The run is extremely long due to a lack of an intermediate public 

access point to the creek, and since I was chugging along in a whitewater creek 

kayak, I wasn't particularly fast. Fortunately two friends, Pat Carver and Jamie 

Wendt were paddling in a tandem canoe and agreed to hang back and paddle 

with me. This required them to lollygag a little bit and I appreciated their ef-

forts (or deliberate lack thereof) to stay back with me. Much of the rest of the 

group was in either sea kayaks or recreational kayaks of some type, including at 

least one sit-on-top kayak - longer, faster boats.  

 The further into the run you get, the better the scenery gets. Soon 

there are steep slopes and larger rock formations, even a couple of small chim-

neys rising over caves. The trees were mostly bare of leaves, but there were 

some towering pines and unusually tall cedars in places and signs of spring were 

everywhere on the forest floor and creek banks. 

 The creek starts to drop into an area of steep-sided ravines as you 

approach the Elsie A. Holmes Nature Park and there are a couple of rapids that 

I felt were class II, particularly a ledge drop of some 2 and a half feet or more 
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SOUTH CHICKAMAUGA CREEK, CONTINUED  

that flipped a couple of boats with no rolls to be had. Even though the 

level was sufficient for most of the run, this section of ledges got pretty 

shallow and we had to scrape a little bit. Some people got out of their 

boats to drag but I was able to avoid that. 

The run eventually crosses under a railroad bridge in a pastoral area and 

drops into the pool behind the low head dam at the takeout. Nonetheless 

you still have to paddle for quite a while to get to the takeout, passing 

under the railroad a second time. This is the area of slowest current and 

would be bad on a day with headwinds, but we had no issues and enjoyed 

the clearing skies of the afternoon. 

It was a great run and it was also good to be back out on a TVCC trip 

after having mostly stayed away for a year or more. I highly recommend the 

creek for paddlers that don't mind class I-II and a nice long day on the 

water but it is probably suited neither for composite sea kayaks, nor for the 

more adrenaline seeking whitewater crowd. That said it is still a pleasant and 

surprisingly scenic section.  EL 
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TRIP AND EVENT SCHEDULE 

Signing Up: Call the trip coordinator listed to sign up for trips. Most trip coordinators will move a trip to an alternate venue if the water levels 

and conditions for a particular trip are not favorable. Call early in the week to ensure you get a spot on the trip, and in consideration for the 

coordinators, PLEASE avoid calling late in the evening. 

Training Trips are a combination of recreation and training designed for those boaters who have completed a formal training clinic and would 

like some on-the-river time with instructors practicing what was learned in the clinic and expanding skill levels. 

Canoe Camping Trips are multi-day trips, generally on flat or mild water, with at least one night of camping. For details on a scheduled trip, 

call the trip coordinator. To arrange a trip, call Vincent Payne at 770.834.8263. 
To Volunteer To Lead Trips:  Call Cruisemaster Robert Iseley at 678-325-8630. As usual, we need trip coordinators for all types of trips, 

from flatwater to Class 5 whitewater. Our excellent trip schedule depends on the efforts of volunteers, so get involved and sign up to coordinate 

a trip on your favorite river today! The GCA needs YOU! 

Chattooga Trips are limited to 12 boats on ANY section on ANY trip, club trip or private (USFS regulation). Boating is prohibited above the 

Highway 28 bridge. Your cooperation in protecting this National Wild and Scenic River is appreciated. 

Roll Practice: see gapaddle.com for information 

Your Trip Could Be Listed in This Space — Call Cruisemaster Robert Iseley at 678-325-8630! 

Check the calendar on the GCA website at http://www.gapaddle.com for additional trips, social events, safety classes, and more. 

KEY TO GCA SKILL LEVELS 

Flat Water - no current will be encountered; safe for new paddlers. 

Beginner - mild current, occasional Class 1 ripples; new paddlers can learn basic river techniques. 

Trained Beginner - moving water with Class 1-2 rapids; basic strokes and bracing skills needed. 

Intermediate - rapids up to Class 3; eddying and ferrying skills needed; kayakers need solid roll. 

Advanced - rapids up to Class 4; excellent boat control and self-rescue skills required. 
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5/24  Hiawassee River   Trained beginner  Brannen Proctor   770-664-7384  

5/25  Hiawassee River   Trained beginner  Jack Taylor  770-998-0350  

7/4-5  New River Gorge  Advanced  Louis Boulanger  404-987-2724 

 

2014 Heartland Rivers of Georgia Paddle Series    
Flatwater Paddling With The Georgia Conservancy 

Register for all trips at Georgiaconservancy.org  

Submitted by Bryan Schroeder 

 

6/21  Historic Augusta Canal  

7/19  Chattahoochee NOW Day Paddle at River 

   view Landing  

8/09  Georgia Conservancy Whitewater Day in  

   Columbus  

9/6-9/7  Upper Flint River Adventure  

10/17—10/19 Chattahoochee NOW Paddling and Camp- 

  ing Trip at Chattahoochee Bend State Park 

11/7 —11/9 Ocmulgee Water Trails Camping Weekend   

The 2014 Heartland Rivers of Georgia Paddle Series introduces 

people to Georgia's Altamaha, Chattahoochee, Flint, Oc-

mulgee, Ogeechee, Satilla and Savannah rivers and includes 

stops in more than 15 Georgia counties, running through or 

nearby Savannah, Darien, Thomaston, Hazlehurst, Haw-

kinsville, Columbus and Augusta. An estimated 500 people, 

ranging from expert to novice, will join the paddle series - 

making it the largest trips program in the Conservancy’s his-

tory. Many of the paddle programs are hosted over a full 

weekend and include the opportunity for camping, hiking and 

live music. Georgia-based musicians Sailing to Denver, City 

Mouse, and the Little County Giants have pledged to lend 

their musical skills to the campfire setting. 

PADDLE GEORGIA VOLUNTEERS NEEDED 

The Georgia River Network's biggest event, Paddle Georgia, raises money to support river access and protect the state's many rivers. Our support includes 

providing safety boaters at known river obstacles that can be challenging to newer boaters. GCA Members are needed to act as Safety Boaters for Paddle 

Georgia. We have 18 slots across four days to fill. Whatever your skill level, your help can be utilized. The opportunities include:  Sunday, June 22: Need 

two boaters to direct traffic at Morgan Falls; Monday, June 23: Need six people for Devils Racecourse, two for Gordon Shoals (below Jumping Rock), four for 

Atlanta Water works (the Wave or portage directions); Thursday, June 26: one person for relief (Yates Weir, McIntosh Park); Friday, June 27: four people for 

Daniel Shoals (Above Franklin). You will need your boat, PFD, throw rope and I strongly recommend a helmet for everyone stationed at rapids. If you can 

commit to help one or more of the above days please contact Vincent Payne 678-343-5292 (cell) or Vincent.payne9354@gmail.com. 
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ALL ABOUT THE EDDY LINE 
The Eddy Line, the official GCA newsletter, is available in print or pdf for-
mat. To subscribe, contact Ed Schultz at 404.266.3734 or 

heloeddy@mindspring.com, or mail your request to P.O. Box 7023, Atlanta, 

GA 30357. 

Submissions/Advertising: All submissions and advertising should be sent to 

The Eddy Line, at: the_eddyline@yahoo.com. 

 

Deadline: The deadline for all submissions, classified ads and commercial ads 

is the 20th of the previous month (e.g. August 20 for the September/

October issue). 

KEEP YOUR E-MAIL ADDRESS CURRENT 

 

Each month numerous "copies" of the pdf version of The Eddy Line bounce 
back due to bad or outdated email addresses. If an email to you bounces 

back, you will be deleted from the recipient list until we get an updated email 

address. 

 

When the GCA receives a mail failure notice in response to an email to you 

on the GCA email list, you will be automatically unsubscribed by the listserve 

software. If your email changes, please "unsubscribe" and re-subscribe with 

your new address.  
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GCA Beginners’ Class, Cont’d  

about. The instructors told us we can portage (walk/bypass) all rapids on 

this river.  The lessons for real whitewater. With all of these serious topics 

covered, into the water we go and secretly my confidence is not so 

high.  We started off by working on ferrying and peel-outs over and over, 

and over and over until we all got it.  Okay.  I’m feeling it.  Me and the 

boat are starting to click a little. 

 

 On we went for an easy paddle down the river.  Some of us 

asked to do t-rescues to cool us off.  I knock out two with Robert there to 

assist and I feel that calm sensation again of being upside 

down.  Good.  You’re weird, girl, but good.  Next up was a few 

small rapids.  Without giving myself a moment to think about it, I paddle 

up and through I went.  Wow!  My spirit soared going through that 

water.  It was beyond fun.  Fun!  I laughed and squealed.  Ah…I’m on the 

river.  From then on everything clicked.  My strokes were getting better.  I 

was going where I wanted to go (minus getting stuck on a rock and pulled 

off by Robert) and I was beyond excited about the bigger rapids ahead. 

There were three main rapids today:  S-curve, Whirlpool and Blackberry 

falls.  I honestly don’t remember much about them other than loving every 

second I was going through them.  Jim and Robert were at the bottom 

ready to help if it all went pear-shaped.  Jay showed us the line and set us 

off one by one.  We took an easier straight approach at S-curve.  The girls 

made it and the boys made it too but swam trying to cross over to the 

group at the end.  We all made whirlpool and then stopped for lunch and 

some voluntary swimming down the rapid.  

 

 After devouring lunch we were ready for the last rapid.  Jay 

called it Mr Fluffy because it looks big but isn’t.  We got out of our boats 

and scouted it from the side.  There was some talk of porting it but in the 

end we all ran it and we all made it through.  What a huge success for the 

 

Continued on page 14 
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GCA Beginner Course, cont’d   

 Truth be told, I’m glad to have that experience, and the sexy 

bruises on my legs to show for it. Especially when I had such good safety at 

hand there for me.  Although I resist the slow progress of learning, for some 

reason I fully accept and welcome this part of the deal.  A little humility to 

keep it real and knowing you’re trying, learning and pushing yourself. Back 

at the put-in after a shuttle, we all give hugs and hope to stay in touch 

and paddle together again.  Phones out and Facebook friending is in 

progress.  Plans are being mentioned for future weekends, learning how to 

roll, meeting up for drinks later.  An acknowledgement of an experience 

shared and a bond made.  How amazing is that?  Lisa, Morgan, Katy, 

Melissa, Joey, Patrick, Robert, Jim, Jay – such a pleasure to meet each of 

you! 

THOUGHTS GOING HOME 

 Heading home I couldn’t help but realize how alive I 

felt.  Everything was buzzing. My body was tired but I had so much energy 

– like it was energy of the soul.  Everything was wet and dirty: me, the 

car, the boat, my gear.  (I made the mistake of putting my dry clothes on 

and THEN putting the boat on the car.  Mmmm… won’t do that 

again.)  Everything was sore.  I had blisters and bruises.  It was raining and 

I was going to have to unload my muck and water-filled boat off the car 

solo somehow, drain it in the rain and haul it inside – and I did not mind 

in the slightest.  That says a lot.  EL 

group!  One by one we would paddled over to Jay, where he would show 

us the line (See that bump past the horizon line?  Hit it if you want the 

big Wooo hooo, go a bit right if you want a smaller Woo hoo!), then we 

would look back at the group for some encouragement and a team cheer 

and then off we went.  It was over before you knew it but completely 

awesome.  Woo hoo indeed!  Robert kept asking us, “Did you think you 

would have run something like this after your experience on the lake 

yesterday?”  Yeah, no.  No way.  What a great experience.  The 

instructors took such good care to show us the lines, prepare us well for 

each rapid and be ready to clean up the mess if we swam.  I heard 

nothing but encouragement the whole day.  They were all 

incredible.  Although we all made it through just using our three essential 

skills (holding the paddle, forward stroke, stern draw) there was a lot to 

be said for them newbie-proofing the experience, to which I am grateful. 

With take out in sight, Jay sets off and I am about to follow his 

lead.  Robert says to me, “Do you want an easier way down?”  What a 

weird question, I thought.  We just ran three big rapids.  Why would I 

not follow him down that little thing?  I’m good.  I follow after, full of 

confidence and beaming with pride… and somehow I get off balance and 

over I go.  My first swim.  Ha!  Serves me right. 

 

 It’s dark.  I’m calm.  I remember to try to get some 

air.  Yep.  There is air.  And then with not much thought or conscious 

decision, I work my way out of the boat somehow.  I have no clue what I 

did but I had my boat in hand, paddle in the other and I’m trying to 

move me and my stuff over to the side with the current and the slippery 

rocks and the heavy water-filled boat.  Ha!  That was not easy.  I get to 

the side but am told there is a snake there.  Okay.  Plan B.  Keep going, 

empty the boat further down.  It’s all good. 



SUPPORT OUR ADVERTISERS 
The GCA web site now features a "GCA Supporters" web page with links to those who support GCA financially by 

advertising in The Eddy Line. Help those who help us — patronize our advertisers. And when you do, let them know 

you saw their Eddy Line ad and appreciate their support.  Thanks!  

Page 15 

VOLUME 49,  NO.  3  THE EDDY LINE 



Post Office Box 7023 

Atlanta, Georgia 30357 

G E O RG I A  C A N OE I N G  A S S O C I A T I O N ,  I N C .  

WE’RE ON THE WEB: 

www.gapaddle.com 

The purpose of the GCA is to have fun and promote safety while 

paddling. 

GCA is a member-operated paddling club with over 500 family and corporate 

memberships comprising more than 1500 Individuals.  Canoeists and Kayakers of all 

ages and paddling abilities are equally welcome.  Some of our mutual interests include 

whitewater river running, creeking and playboating, river and lake touring, sea kayaking, 

paddle camp outs and competition and racing activities.  We espouse conservation, 

environmental and river access issues as well as boating safety and skills 

development.  Group paddling, training and social activities of all kinds are conducted 

throughout the year thanks to the volunteer efforts of our many members and 

friends.  Membership is NOT limited to Georgia residents. 

The Eddy Line,  © 2014, is  published bi-monthly as the official newsletter of the Georgia Canoeing Association, Inc., publication address: 3060 

Pharr Court North, #315, Atlanta, GA 30305.  POSTMASTER: Send address changes to The Eddy Line, c/o Georgia Canoeing Association,  

P.O. Box 7023, Atlanta, GA 30357. 


