We told them what had happened and they told me to take out

at the ranger station. After three miles I realized I must have
missed the ranger station. I paddled on down to Robertstown

and called the Police. The Police called the Civil Defense.

The Civil Defense called in a tracking dog. I was taken back

up to the ranger station but not before a wonderful couple (I
have missed their names) bought me a Mountaln Dew and a
Butterfinger. Saved my life!

—~ -Rob and Jan Kerr met me at the ranger station, and they
were very worried about Andy. The Civil Defense was there and
waiting on the dog when Andy was driven up. He had felt the
terrain was too difficult to walk to his boat so he decided
to walk out. He got part way up the mountain and decided to
go back to the river. He walked up the river where he had to
cross Deep Gap creek. He lost his glasses, PFD, and paddle.

He then walked out to the road.

It was some sort of day. A great run but a bad ending.
I will probably wonder what we could have done differently.
We should have gone over a game plan before we put in. We should
have talked about safety procedures involving a wilderness run,
although it was hard for me to classify a Georgia river as
wilderness. This run probably had all the danger of any
wilderness run. I will not wonder about the caring shown by
all those present. Much effort was given trying to find Andy
and the feeling of concern was written all over the faces of
those who were there. Let us hqpe this does not happen again.
JON DAVID FORRESTER

WHITEWATER YARD SALE: (1) Perception C-1 Paddle ( 54") excellent condition $45;
‘(2) 1/60" Mohawk Paddle $3; (3) 2/Carlisle (:60" & 54") Rafting Paddles $4 each;
(3) 2 Helmets: 1/Red Romer ($8) and 1/Green Hockey-style Rafting Helmet ($4);
(5) 1/20 ml. Vinyl Seda OC-1 Center Flotation Bag. ($10) Call Chuck Wilburn
at .296=9780. . o
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ADDRESS CHANGE? SUBSCRIPTION PROBLEM? Write to GCA Membership Chairperson, P.0. Box 7023, Atlanta, GA 30357. The editor does not do these things.

Deadline for the next newsletter is the 15th! Send material to Gary DeBacher, 614 N. Superior,Decatur, GA 30033. Please use a decent ribbon and
type border-to-border (zero margins) with indented paragraphs, and don't skip a line between paragraphs. This  saves valuable space.
Photos, cartoons, artwork, and clippings of interest to paddlers are also welcome. Ads are free for members selling used paddling equipment only.

NEXT EXECUTIVE BOARD MEETING WILL BE THE FIRST THURSDAY OF THE MONTH AT 7:30 PM, at the Atlanta Jewish Community Center at 1745 Peachtree Rd NE,
Atlanta, just north of Brookwood Station next to an Int. House of Pancakes. Members and interested persons are invited to attend. If you wish to
submit any matters for discussion or vote, call President Allen Hedden, 252-6167, so he can plan time on the agenda.

EDDYLINE LATE? If your Eddyline has not arrived by the 15th, call GCA Treasurer Ed Schultz, 266-3734, so he can mail a replacement copy. Please
make full use of the extended trip list from the previous month before you hit the panic switch, but if the schedule runs out before you get the
latest copy, you can call the editor Gary DeBacher, 634-4651, for interim info to tide you over. Or you can just plan to work on the yard.....

Nov. 10 Upper Hooch 2-3, intermediate Oreon Mann 522-3469
11 Chattooga 3 3-4, intermediate Julia Crosby 995-9434

12 Loa Toccoa 1-2, trained beginner Walter Howard 422-3091

18 Upper Hooch 2-3, int. Jim Biasco 436-8920

19 Towaliga "exploratory"- intermediate Jim Patsios Office: 477-9147

Upper Hooch 2-3, int. David Tillis 393-1729
Chattooga 4 3-5, expert Allen Hedden 252-6167

23-25 Okefenokee Swamp Don Langford *324-3007

23-25 Central Florida Springs. Oreon Mann, 522-3469 or Bob Lofton, 904-641-5461

25 Nantahala Thanksgiving Leftover Run Dewey Tate 355-5826
26 Upper Amicalola 1-3, intermediate Laura Jordon 803-836-8498
Upper Hooch Cold Turkey Run Scott Wilhelm 449-3835
Dec. 2 Upper Hooch Sure beats shopping... Bill Marmn 242-7748
"~ Class 2-3 exploratory Roger Nott *536-6923
Little River Canyon- upper put in. Very advanced. Wayne Gentry 432-7468
3 Cartecay 2-3, int. Carla Bowman 923-0954
Upper Hooch 2-3, int. Gerard Aberson  971-5914
9 Broad 1-2, trained beginner Jeff Engel *548-5015
Wildcard 2-3, intermediate Jim Silavent -587-1172
Chattooga 3 3-4, advanced Doug Klaucke 873-5691
10 Cartecay 2-3, intermediate Rob Kerr *889-6566 .
16 Wildcard 1-2, trained beginner Hank Baudet 623-9230 A Remlnder
Cartecay 2-3, int. Haynes Johnson  971-1542
Tellico 34, advanced Scott Wilhelm  449-3835 Dues are Due!
17 Upper Hooch 2-3, int. Barry Hahn 252-9538
Jan. 1 Cartecay Chili Run. Take a side dish. Jay Srymanske — *635-2726

* NOTE! You now must dial 1-404 for all area code 404 numbers outside your local area! The numbers marked by asterisks are outside the Atlanta
metro area, so most GCA members will have to dial (mash) 1-404 to reach these numbers. Our thanks to Suthun Belle for the best thing since
nine digit zip codes. So remember, watch for the asterisk--we all need an asterisk on bodacious rivers. —-Editor

To volunteer to lead -er-—-coordinate trips, call Cruisemaster Barry Hshn at 252-9538

ANNOUNCEMENTS, ANNOUNCEMENTS. The October GCA General Membership Meeting was very well attended. Outgoing President Allen Hedden was given
warm applause for his two years of service, as were several other officers. Mark Levine was honored with Life Membership for his years of
service. Bunny Johns of the Nantahala Outdoor Center gave a fine presentation on Project RAFT (Russians and Americens for Teamwork), a strange
and wonderful international exchange rafting/racing rally on the Chuya River in Siberia. If things go well, Russian and other teams may
compete on the Nantahala and Ocoee next spring.

I should apologise for the October newsletter being so late. I turred it in rather late to the printers, and apparently when it got to the
post office, some of the copies were not delivered promptly. As of the date of this writing (October 26), more than a few members seem not to
have received their newsletters at all. The November newsletter is already running late, but I can at least hope that the U.S. Postal Service
will deliver it. I will repeat at least some of the want ads from the October issue, in case some of you have not seen them.

There is one little thing you can do to help the newsletter along: call Barry Hashn and volunteer to coordinate a trip. As soon as Barry
has the trip list properly filled out, he phones it in to me, evoking a conditioned guilt reaction which may, or may not, cause me to start
throwing the newsletter together. And please, not so many Hooch and Nanny trips! Be creative!

If you are typing a trip report or an article, please read the instructions on format toward the top of the page. I am still getting
otherwise well-written articles which either waste much space or are poorly printed (faint and dotty) or both. I did a lot of retyping this
monthee..

BOAT FOUND on Sweetwater Creek, October 7th. If this is your boat, call Tom Logan at 426-9220 and describe it

2
v



Boundary Waters Cance Area. Last winter I ran an ad in the Eddyline for a trip to the BWCA. We
received replies from the Howard family (Walter, Linda, Mark, Preston and Kimberly), and the
Tudors (Randy, Connie, Robbie and Rusty). With the three of us Engels (Jeff, Becky and Cayenne)
we had a large group: the limit for the BWCA is 10, so we had to paddle on the Canadian side of
the border. We were literally on the border, we stayed river right.

The drive from Atlanta was 27 hours. On Walter’s suggestion we made a stop in Chicago.
Could not see driving that far without at least some sightseeing along the way. The Sears Tower
is as spectacular as the world’s tallest bullding should be. We also visited the Chicagoland
Canoe Base. The owner, Ralph Frese, builds some beautiful custom canoes, including the Grand
Voyagers used in the movie Centennial. He was fun to talk to.

Since none of us had paddled the BWCA before, we decided to use the complete services of an
outfitter (Gunflint Northwoods OQutfitters). We selected a package that included dinner and
bunkhouse accomodations the nights before and after paddling. All that, plus four days, three
nights in the wilderness. Accomodations at Gunflint range from very luxurious (we were told by
some people we met there) to the bunkhouse we used: a room with bunk beds, a roof, window and
door. The dinner was as rich as the accomodations spartan. We spent a little extra for Kevlar
boats, and the money was well worth it when we compared how we fared on the portages with others
we saw carrying the standard aluminum (they told us they felt like lead) boats.

Fishing is reputed to be excellent, which we disbelieved until Mark caught his first
Walleye, not too long after we left the lodge. And that was without devoting much time to
fishing. We did not get to eat it, but the huge snapping turtle that did pronounced it great.

The portages were fun. The outfitter claimed they were not too long, but he refused to
define "too". They were marked on the maps with distances in rods, so we got to spend all trip
trying to relate rods to a more meaningful measure. Never did get it right. But it gave us
something to think about. With that many people, there were a tremendous number of packs. At
least two per person, kids included. Several of the food packs weighed what felt like 100
pounds at first, and we ate them down very slowly. It was fun for those of us with three in a
boat to figure out how to fit three people, and 5 packs, in one canoe.

The real fun came the first night. As we were preparing for a delicious steak dinner, we
discovered that our stove was missing its fuel tank. Ever try to light a Coleman stove without
one? Due to a drought, fires were banned in Canada. Fortunately we met some truly wonderful
people. A couple of fishermen camping nearby loaned us their stove, so we had dinner, and
breakfast the next morning. And while portaging later, we met a group from Minnesota who were
camping on the US side, where there were flregrates, and who gave us their stove (they were
using the same outfitter).

The first night proved valid some stories about the state bird of Minnesota being the
mosquito. I have seen population densities here in Georgia just as high, but never mosquitos
with a wingspan of several feet., However, DEET works, and the outfitter provided us with a can
of bug spray for inside the tent. Revenge! We camped the second night on an island, and the
wind was very brisk, making insect-free sleeping.

Had some exciting adventures the third day. We discovered flatwater canoes do not handle
like the whitewater boats we are used to. Fortunately Walt had brought his trusty throw rope
with him, and we were able to pull the boat off the rock it was pinned on. We tied the boat
back together. We met an old man at the takeout who told us that his wife’s family had once lost
their year’s catch of furs in the same rapid. The outfitter was as pleased with the busted
boat as we were with the lack of a functional stove.

Despite the misadventures, we had a wonderful time. High points included seeing a bald
eagle fly low overhead, several mink walking along the shore, and the famous call of the loons.
Incredible scenery. And it was great to Jjust dip a cup over the side of the boat when we were
thirsty. We met another group who said on their first trip they discovered a tent without
poles: so while we would recommend an outfitter for a first trip, to find out what you need
(although that is basicly standard backpacking gear), we learned that you better check your gear
first. And beware of the outfitter’s food: they packed enough for 24, not 12. But good stuff!
Also, smaller groups are easler: we had trouble finding places to camp that could hold three
tents. )

October 15, Nantahala River, A rainy Saturday morning caused several of the people who called
to drop out of the trip but those of us who made the drive to Wesser were pleasantly surprised
with a beautiful Autum day. The skys cleared, the temperature was mild and the water level
was an enjoyable 3.3 ft. Everyone had a great time on the river and we only had one member

of the group join the Nantahala Swim Team. Barry Hahn proved to be an excellent rope thrower.
He caught four rafters (swimmers) on one throw. Luckily three of them let go before Barry got
pulled in and became swimmer number five. My thanks to Faith Mann for funning shuttle and for
getting the group a table at the lunch spot. Enjoying the trip were Barry Hahn 0C-1, Gerard
Aberson 0C-1, Frank Able 0C-2, Jack Wissner K-1,Frances Cheung and bow person Julie Keller C-2,
and your trip leanef Bill Mann OC-1.

THE OCOEE AT 11,000, THE UPPER, UPPER HOOCH AT 4 FT. AND WHERE'S
ANDY?

10/1/89-What a weekend, water everywhere and no Andy to be found
(at least for a while). On this particular weekend I had traveled
with Jim McCelland to the Ocoee Fall double-header slalom race.
Well, I attempted to travel but didn't do such a good job of

it. I was supposed to get up at 6:00AM Saturday morning to go

up to the race. Well, I did get up that early but the sound

of wind whipping rain across my windows had quite a discouraging
effect. It discouraged me enough to sleep an extra 4 hours.

What dedication!

When I finally got up to the Ocoee I found out the race
had been canceled due to the 5,000 cfs rushing down the river.

I didn't complain. Jim had already put on the river and I caught
him at double trouble. When I put on it was running about 3,500
cfs. A great, fun run. It was a touch more pushy than normal,
but not too tough.

After the run, Jim and I and Ed Ragsdale camped together.
We went to Cleveland to find a good restaurant and found a
Chinses restaurant. Ed and Jim educated me to the nuances of
wine. I used the time to notice the storm sewers overflowing
with rain.

We camped near a small creek that sounded like a class
4 monster. I thought I kept hearing boulders being dropped from
inordinate heights onto other boulders. I hoped that would not
be a taste of what I was going to experience the next day.

On the next day Jim and I decided to run something new.
When we saw the Ocoee we noticed that something was different-
no rapids, just a huge flush. I knew the Ocoee was big when
I didn't see a single rock in entrance rapid. You could have
run the put-in ramp. There was a 8 foot wave-hole where Grumpys'
ledge was and the river looked like a place where I did not
need to be. I finally convinced Jim to go to another river.

At the Ducktown market we meet several open boaters from
Texas who wanted to know where Andy, K Warshaw was. This was not
the last time this thought was uttered. The open boaters wanted
to know if Andy was going to run the Ocoee. I thought he wouldn't
if he was smart.

Jim and I finally decided to run the upper, upper Hooch
and we met with Andy Warshaw (OC-1), Mark Levine (C-1), Keith
Jordan (K-1), and a host of others. We all had a tough 2? mile
hike to the put-in. 5 of our group saw the river and walked
out. I felt sorry for the open boaters.

The river was screaming. A great ride with 3 and 4 foot
waves for 400 yards at a time. It was alot like putting the
Ocoee in a 20 ft. wide river. The force of the water would throw
the boat off the top of the wave.

We were very careful and scounted everything. Not many
stainers and not too technical. But we did have some problems.
Close to the end of the end of the run Jim ran into a bit of
a problem. It was a tough section of river and Jim got caught
partly in a hole and partly in fast current and got wiped out.
He tried to roll twice and got pancaked against a rock, scraped
his helmet, and lost his boat. Jim got out and ran down the
bank after his boat. We finally found the boat and Jim decided
to walk out. In Jim's defense (and he would kill me if I didn't
say this), he was paddling a low-volume C-1.

Soon after this Andy filled with water and flipped. Andy
got out and said he was OK. We took off after his boat and found
Keith dumping the water out of it., We then waited for 30 minutes
and no Andy. We then searched for Andy for 40 minutes and still
no Andy. We were really worrying about Andy by now, but it was
getting late and we felt our only option was to paddle out.

After a few minutes we came upon the anxious faces of Evelyn
Hopkins and Alan Hedden. They were waiting at the take-out.



NANTAHALA, Sunday, October 15. This trip failed to make the September
Eddy Line and most people didn't get their October issue until'after
the 15th or had made other plans. I have no one to blame but myself.
I had procrastinated too long in volunteering to coordinate a trip.
However, . being the persistent person that she is, Carol Mercer managed

to get me to set a date. I received no phone calls of course and it
looked as if it would be just me and my fellow coordinator Polly
Prater(and we couldn't decide on a lead and sweep boat). But never

fear we ran into a G.C.A. group on Saturday the 1l4th at the put in on
the Nantahala and managed to persuade some dear friends to return to
paddle with us on Sunday.

Our group consisted of only five AWESOME paddlers and four boats.
Maryjane Sutherland in an OC-1, Francis Cheung and Julie Keller in a
(piece of tandem tupperware) C-2. It was only their second time in the
c-2 and they paddled it great. And of course the elite K-lers Polly
Prater and myself. The day turned out to be as nice as the people .in
our group. The river was running at 3.3 and everyone had a great run.
We decided to avoid the crowd at Farabee (Faireby, Fairabee??) and ate
our lunch at Delabar's rock. With such a small group this was no
problem and proved to be a very pleasant change. In all we played on
the river for about four and a half hours. Maryjane and Polly provided
the grand finale at Little Wesser. Maryjane making a beautiful stern
first run Through the entire rapid 1including a short surf in the top
hole and Polly catching micro eddy and lingering just long enough to
savor the accomplishment before gracefully peeling out to put the final
touches on a perfect run. Having paddled the day before everyone
seemed content to skip playing 1in the falls to get into some dry
clothes.

Thanks to our dear friends who helped make my first trip as coordinator
a success. I wont even mention my other "friends" who abandoned me for

the Ocoee!!
Greg Hood

Bridge Jumpers Leap
Despite Flood Warning
The Alssociated Press

FAYETTEVILLE, W, Va, —
About three dozen parachutists
leaped off the country’s second
tallest bridge Saturday in defi-
ance of official warnings that
flooding made the jump too dan-
gerous on the one day a year it is

allowed.

No injuries were reported.
Police cited at least one of the
parachutists who jumped from
the 876-foot New River Gorge Na-
tional Bridge.

The National Park Service,
the Fayetteville Chamber of Com-
merce, and a group organizing the
jump as part of the 10th annual
Bridge Day celebration called off
the jump Saturday morning, say-
ing the river, which was running
11% feet above normal, had
flooded all safe landing sites.

ROOMATE WANTED: 1/90. Share 3BR, 1 1/2 BA, house. Inside, off Ponce de Leon
Good, stable neighborhood. 250 + share utilities. Rhett Smith 371-2181 (W).

For sale- O1d Town Kennebec and accessories, $550. Phoenix Wildfire kayak with accessories, $225. David Bledsoe, Loganville, 466-0400.

For sale- GyraMax C-1 with gear, nearly new, $425. Dagger Caper 14' open, '88, saddle, straps, pads, $450. Lynn or Bailey, 615-986-9387.
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Vegetation
Returning

To Hillsides

In Tennessee

Scripps Howard News Service

ISABELLA, Tenn. — The rav-
aged hillsides of this longtime cop-
per-mining area don’t look quite
right. For the first time since the
Civil War, they have vegetation,

No matter that the weeping
lovegrass is lean and burns like
flash powder in the winter, or that
the loblolly pines are shoulder-high
and the color of manila envelopes,
To many, including Richard York,
61, the changes are nothing less
than startling,

“It don’t look right with those
bushes over there and that grass on
the hill,” he said.

Here in the notorious Copper
Basin, an-arduous reclamation pro-
gram is slowly transforming the bar-
ren, lifeless landscape that resi-
dents had grown used to. Nature is
recovering from a century of man’s
abuse. But it is exacting lessons
that could illuminate questions
about deforestation around the
globe, :

So far, the effort has taken 50
years and involved the planting of
15.2 million seedlings. Still, the re-
gion that was the worst environmen-
tal eyesore east of the Mississippi
River looks stricken, and it will be

another century or so before a lay-
man won't be able lo detect a differ-
ence between the basin and the for-
ests around it.

Now, at a time when the most
noticeable improvements are occur-
ring, officials are planning to keep a
small part of the basin denuded as
a tangible worst-case example of
what can result from deforestation
and other ecological problems,

“This area provides an opportu-
nity for environmental education —
to explain what can happen,” said
Roger Bollinger, a reclamation pro-
gram manager for the Tennessee
Valley Authority (TVA), which is do-

ing the work along with a local .

chemical company.

The basin project is progressing
amid increasing attention to the
threat of deforestation. Because
trees take in vast amounts of carbon
dioxide, a heat-trapping gas, defor-
estation has become central to the
issue of global warming — caused
by the accumulation of such gases
in the Earth’s atmosphere.

But on a smaller scale, the ex-
perience of the basin shows how
clearing can profoundly alter an ar-
ea’s productivity and groundwater
and surface water flows. It shows
how difficult rebuilding a forest is.

Fifty miles east of Chattanooga
near the Georgia and North Caroli-
na borders, the basin is surrounded
by the high peaks and upland hard-
wood forests common in the Appa-
lachians, The nearly 100-square-
mile region is punctuated with
small, craggy hills, occasional col-
lapsed mine shafts and countless
gullies.

What happéned here in the mid- |-

to late 1800s was the systematic de-
struction of an-ecosystem. It began
with the discovery in the 1830s of
rich seams of copper ore. Several

mining companies moved in and
built huge open fires {o-melt copper
from the rock. To fuel the fires,
trees were cut for miles around.

The fires emitled -massive
amounts of sulfur dioxide, which
killed remaining vegetation and
turned the soil more acidic than to-
mato juice, unable fo support most
native plants,

By 1878, about 50 square miles
were mostly denuded.

Without any vegetation fo lock it
in place, the soil and its organic
material washed away.

The tops of some ridges today
are 4 feet lower than their original
elevations, exposing a hard-packed,
infertile crust of subsoil high in
heavy metals. Since there was no
habitat left for wildlife, there have -
been no squirrels to carry nuts into
the area, no birds to drop seed.
Even if there were, the pavement-
like surface does not absorb mois-
ture.

The eroded dirt has filled in
and severely impaired three Ocoee
River reservoirs. used to generate
electrical energy. Devoid of most
kinds of aquatic life and polluted
with heavy metals and sediment,
the Ocoee has some of the poorest-
quality water in the Tennessee Val-
ley.

As often is the case where de-
forestation occurs, the clearing of
the basin has affected its climate.
Temperatures in the denuded areas
soar as much as 22 degrees above
those in surrounding forests, and
wind velocities are up to 13 times
greater.

The effort to give nature a help-
ing hand began in the mid-1930s,
when the newly formed TVA took
an interest because of the dimin-
ished hydroelectric potential result-
ing from the erosion.

EJ'.. Occasional Column:

A few weeks ago, about 45 paddlers and nonpaddlers gathered at my country home for a Friend

Appreciation Evening with absolutely wonderful edibles, a hike through the woods (led by David Dunagan) to visit Jack
Dunagans's beautiful, exotic gamebirds, colorful and lively conversation, and a special video of our pals paddling the Salmon
River (thanks to Stewart Stokes). I humbly thank all those who participated and contributed to the occasion--- the oysters
were incredible, the salads supreme, and the cheesecakes scrumptious! I am both grateful to all of you there and to those
reading this--- and am thrilled to "be there" after serious surgery earlier this year! This is the good news. The bad news
is that overall, the party group flunked Recycling--- of Cans, Plastic, Paper, and Organic Matter. On a scale of 1 - 5 (5
being best), Cans got a 4 and the rest got a 1. What does this mean in terms of overall consciousness about recycling?
Could it be indicitive of that of our overall population? Personally, I'm confident that paddlers can do better no matter
where we are to create a Power of Example. By the way, according to the AMERICAN HIKER it takes 150,000 years for styrofoam
to break down, 80-100 years for an aluminum can, 10-20 years for plastic bags, 2 wks- 5 months for an orange peel, and 5
years for plastic-coated paper containers. The world population is predicted to double from 5 to 35 billion in about 30
years. Imagine not recycling! Lets get started.

Upper Amicalola, Sunday July 16. Twelve open boats and one kayak braved torrential downpours to reach the highway 53 bridge
by 9 AM. A few scrapes and bumps were endured with a gauge reading of .8. Thands to Gerod Aberson for running point and
Karen Kersting for running sweep. This fine group of paddlers included Bob Yager, Pat Lanford, Bill Dillon, John Kernn,
Gerod Aberson, Nancy Hilyer, Elvin Hilyer, Margie Gilmore, LibbySmith, Debbie Bell, Bobby Bell, and Bill McLendon. The
fantastic scenery of the upper Amicalola was topped off by a hike to the Edge of the World. Miraculously, the rain held off
until the return trip to the Metro area. --Bill Mclendon

FOR SALE: MAD RIVER ME, PERCEPTION SADDLE, YAKIMA PEGS, EXTRA LONG NYLON
AIR BAGS, ALL IN EXCELLENT CONDITION. $600. 404-222-3726




CHATTAHOOCHEE - BUSH HEAD SHOALS EXPLORATORY TRIP, Sunday, Oct. 22 198%. The
intrepid explorers included C—-1 Gary DeBacher, OC-2Z Ed Shuster & George
Patsios, 0C—1 Peggy Miller and myself, Jim Patsios. The 12 mile trip took 5
hours of liesurely paddling including lunch, exploring and play time in the
rapids (That's right folks, there really are rapids this far South on the
Hooch}. 1 estimated the water volume to be well over 5,000 c¢fs which appeared
to be a high normal level from looking at the bank.

We wmet at the boat ramp under lhe river bridge in beautiful downlown
Franklin, Ga., at the head waters of lake West Point. The put-in is a paved
road to an abandoned ferry just north of Centralhatchee on US 27. Follow the 4
by & signs 1o the South entrance to Wansley power plant and continue on to the
river after the gate. The parking lot at the pul-in is big enough to hold your
average Jaycee convenlion including the obligatory concession stands. The
locals seem to know all aboul Lhis stretch of river but haven®t bothered to
tell the rest of us. I think I know why, il’s a pretty neat secret.

The firsl 3 miles were DEEP flal waler moving at 1 to 3 mph and river was
aboul 150-200 feet wide. Then we found numerous intermittant class 1- shoals.
In this section, Gary scouled several creeks on river left and found waterfalls
with drops of as much as 30 feel. The river has cutl through the bed rock enough
to create cliffs al the edge of the flood basin and if a side creek enlers
along lhis stretch, chances are pretly good of finding a waterfall within
paddling disltance of the river. A walerfall hunt 1his Winter after the leaves
are gone is an interesting possibility.

Bush Head and Daniel shoals turned out to be something of a disappointment
at this waler level. Although the river appears Lo drop about 20 feet in this
mile, wmost of The drop is used up by consistent riffles. The river is ahout a
quarier of a mile wide at both rapids and both end with a relatively continuous
ledge thal spans most of the river. You river cowboys who enjoy running rivers
sideways rather than from up to down, will welcome this rare opportunity to do
a quariler mile long ferry on the same lack. There are interesting play places
along both ledges including several respectable surfing holes. Gary even
avoided a couple of the biggest ones because he had forgotten his helmet and
didn't wanit to take a chance at messing up the bottom with his head. To find
the biggest drops on your first try, forget the river book and stay close to
river left at the maze of islands just above Bush Head shoals. The ledges are
18 to 24 inches high on this side and provide several alternale routes.

The worst part of the Lrip was Lthe 2+ mile paddle on West Poinil lake below
the 1las! shpoals. Afiter having the river carry us along all day, having to
paddle conlinuously was the pits. The locals say there is a third set of shoals
below Daniel’s that is flooded oul when the lake is full but that extends
almost into town when the lake is down. That means when everything else is
drying up, this river will probably gel better.

The water gquality turned out to be beltter Lhan any of us expected. While
it is silly in appearance, il did not have any the odor or scum that is usually
found on polluted rivers. The abundance of wildlife encountered also attests to
its quality. In 12 miles, we only saw one group of people on the bank and half
a dozen fish camps bul encountered several blue herons, a squadron of wood
ducks, a pair of does swimming across Lhe river and numerous mussel shell piles
indicative of happy muskrals. Along most of the river's length it was so quiet
ithat the loudest sound we heard was that of the turtles jumping out of trees.

Broad River, 26 Aug. I hoped to have a trip with a lot of children, since I
often paddle with people who are parents, but do not see their offspring. By
specifying "Adults must be accompanied by a child" I hoped to get more children
paddling. The weather did ccoperate, and we all spent more time swimming
(deliberately) than usual. Water level was comfortable. Paddling OC! and K1
were Sigg Luckle and son Drew, respectively, and Polly Hayward, who was
pretending to be Nancy Barker’s mother, since Nancy was accompanied by
granddaughter Karen Mattox. Other tandems were Becky Engel and her piano
teacher (how did that count?) Bette Nlelson, and coordinator Jeff Engel and
Cavenne. Carol Mercer was supposed to come, but was unable to find anybody who
would claim to be either a parent or other relative, so she watched TV instead

HELL'S CANYON, IDAHO and TIMOTHY LAKE, OREGON

Idaho boasts more wilderness recreation than any of the other lower 48 states. In early July I had the good fortune to
sample the power of western whitewater there, and to go on to Mt. Hood, Oregon for a more tranquil paddling experience.

The ancient Snake River has cut Hell's Canyon deeper than any other canyon on this continent. My visit found the sun
shining on the Snake's 7000 cubic feet per second, and water temp was a pleasant 68. Scott Fasken, who owns Idaho Afloat
outfitting in Grangeville, Idaho, had set me up as the lone kayaker to accompany his raft guides and their 16 guests for two
days on the most challenging upper sections of this Wild and Scenic River.

Three miles below our Hell's Canyon Dam put-in we scaled the canyon wall at Chimney Bar to view prehistoric pictographs.
Our guides knew their natural history and helped recreate in my imagination how the site may have appeared in the pre-Colum-
bian era. They pointed out a drawing of a fish, and told about the huge sturgeon, a gnarly, toothless bottom-cruiser which
must have been even more prized by hungry native Americans than by today's passionate angler.

The first 6 miles of class 2-3 rapids provided good practice with those pulsing western waves I'd heard about. I

- experiemented taking five-footers sideways and bracing through the exploding crest. But I found that by timing my paddle

strokes carefully, I could take them head on with the option of then pivoting the boat right or left easily on the crest,
like a compass needle, for a quick change of direction. With this preference established, I entered Wild Sheep, a class 4
must-scout, the longest rapids on the Snake.

Wild Sheep is not a technical stretch. Only one change of direction is required, from river-left entry, downstream 100
yards, then to the center of the wave-train. The challenge of these western rapids is to make the necessary change at the
right time in very pushy current, amidst big waves which obstruct the view of what's downstream. With six foot waves, Wild
Sheep was a good confidence builder for the next challenge, Granite Rapids.

Scouting Granite, we spotted two Bighorn Sheep impassively scouting us from the opposite bank. This first-ever Bighorn
encounter had a magical, almost reverent feel for me. One wonders: Are theirs the eyes through which the river gods watch?
But my attention quickly refocused on the class 4-5 rapids.

Granite has one of those monster holes we rarely see on southeastern rivers--- holes our humorists call "bus-stoppers".
This particular hole rather inconveniently occupies the middle third of the entrance width, and its hungry smaller brother
rages just 15 feet river-right. This leaves river-left as the "intelligent" route, where, however, there is a western
version of our recently departed "Table Saw" about 100 yards down. A maneuver from left to center then places the boat into
a 100 yard train of pulsing 7-footers. No problem. In my roller-coaster glee I fail to hear the river gods whisper...
"Don't let joy override care, kayaker".

At Oregon Hole the guides set up an ingenious kitchen capable of producing cuisine art--- the Dutch-oven brownies, for
example, were a treat I'd be willing to call "gourmet" in any wilderness milieu. And the guides' strict enforcement of
leave-it-as-you-found-it camping and traveling will ensure continued wilderness surprises, such as the bold doe and her fawn
which visited our camp the next morning.

Day two's big challenge was Water Spout Rapid. By this time I recognized I was reading the rapids differently than our
raft guides. They didn't have to consider the smaller holes and rock which a kayaker needs to anticipate.* And I had
learned that setting up throw lines at danger points is an eastern luxury: the Snake is too wide and powerful for safety
ropes to be effective from the bank. But careful scouting indicated the route through waterspout was strightforward....

Paddle just left of two "small" river-right holes in the entrance rapid, fight the right-to-left current pouring out of
these, and stay right of the big hole downstream river-left.** "The right-to-left current wants to push you into that hole,"
the guides cautioned me. I heard this, and made a mental note to hold an angle to the right and paddle aggressively to keep
my mid-river line. Theoretically correct, but...

Those 7000 cfs took full advantage of a poorly timed paddle stroke. My boat spun to the left, like a compass needle, on
the crest of a wave. And "magnetic north" was now the dreaded hole that eats double wides!

I used my left knee and left paddle to muscle back into a river-right angle. But muscle only gets you so far: my
corrected angle and I slid deep, deep down into the right end of that monster. (If the cocktail party hors d'ouervre has
feelings as I open my mouth, I now understand fully what it feels.)

Fortunately the boat had not lost much downstream momentum. I was able to brace through the edge of the backwash
turbulence, and as I paddled up, out, and back on line, I realized this was one of those reprieves the river gods never have
to grant us.

That night as I looked into the big Idaho sky, I thought each of those millions of stars must be my own lucky star
tonight. Two days later I was in Oregon with my old friend Bill Bond, canoeing across tranquil Lake Timothy toward the base
of Mt. Hood. What a calm contrast to the Hell's Canyon experience...

We picked a remote site for our camp, sheltered by lofty Douglas Firs. There we were entertained for two lazy days by
hawks, herons, ducks, and playful otters, all in full view of the sun-dazzled, whiter-than-white snow peak of Hood. My
friends, what a majestic view! And what a perfect reminder that in addition to whitewater thrills and those "hollywood"
reprieves, the river gods provide ‘us such serenity as well. ---Doug Pratt

* Perspective changes on western rivers. A "small" hole could be a 12 foot keeper. I'm not trying to make this sound like
mine was a heroic exploit, but east-west differences should be respected.
** And the perspective really changes when you see the "big" holes... they could eat Uncle Bubba's double wide!

FOR SALE: Excellent condition purple NOAH AEROQUATIC. $500. Farmer John Wetsuit, size small, very good condition, $50
BLACKBURN kayak paddle, 204 cm, excellent condition, $95. Call EJ, 404 479-6209 or 853-5148 (days).

FOR SALE:C-BOATS: 1) GyraMax, red, spray skirt,. $400.
2) Jape, made by Noah, wonderful almost indestructible
glass material, red, air bags, small spray skirt, $150,
or best offer. 3) C-2, needs work, air bags, $150 or
best offer. Call Ken or Bronwyn after 6 - 233-2383.

FOR SALE: Cudamax C-1, excellent boat for crusing and slalom racing.
Like new condition. Built by John Sweet of NVBW. $500.00. Call Jim
Perkins. 404-754-9081.

For sale. $250.00 Red Dancer kayék. Good condition.
Lynn Alley work-691-9310 home -~ 562-~1108.




