THE PADDLING GOURMET
by Pete "Porky" Paddler
review of: Basin Pryde Restaurant - Copper Hill, Tennessee
location: on Hwy 68 at the 1st stoplight west of the stop sign at end of Hwy 5

At last, paddlers have a restaurant near the Ocoee that has good food, service, and
prices. That pretty much sums it up. The menu includes a food/salad bar ($5 one trip or $6
all you can eat); a number of moderately priced a la carte items ($4 to $8); and some more
upscale items (prime rib, etc.- over $12). Service and food quality were good during the first
visit last fall and again on two return visits early this year. The chairs in the dining
room are especially comfortable. A no smoking section is available. :

The food bar had a good selection of 3 meats during the latest visit (the ribs and fried
chicken were especially good). Vegetable and salad selections were slightly more limited than
food bars at other restaurants, but this was offset by the generally higher quality. Deserts
on the food bar included cherry cobbler and a cheesecake-type pudding but no ice cream (a
sad oversight!). The grilled chicken breasts from the moderate menu (about $5) were well
seasoned and tasty. The fried shrimp tasted packaged and frozen, but then this is not New
Orleans.

The local patron's attire ranged from coats and ties to blue jeans, so wet bathing suits
and sandals are not appropriate — at least put on jeans and a shirt.

prices: $% moderate
Food: 3 paddles (good)
Service: 3 paddles (good)

Convenient to following rivers: Ocoee, Hiwassee, Tellico, & Fighting Town Creek

HOT NEWS FLASH!!!!!
The Basin Pryde has recently reopened!! The menu is essentially the same as before the flood.

The new hours are: weekdays Bam to. 9 pm
weekends 8am to 10 pm

The owners of this restaurant have been nice to paddlers in the past. They need oux business
now, after the flood. I hope to see you there soon.
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ADDRESS CHANGE? SUBSCRIPTION PROBLEM? Write to GCA Membership Chairperson, P.D. 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 North Superior Ave., Decatur, GA 30033. Use a decent ribbon anc
type border-to-horder (zero margins) with indented paragraphs, end don't skip a line between paragraphs. This  saves valusble 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 Atlenta 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 Gwen Bergen, 993-2336, so she 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 yardese..

May 12 ALCOVY PICNIC-  Eesy and intermediate trips Jim Patsios 477-9747
13 Nantzhala 2-3, intermediate Haynes Johnson  971-1542
Mulberry Fke AL 2+, easy intermediate Frank Cranz 591-0268

Ocoee 34, very advanced Hal Herndon W:432-8705

19 Conasauga 1-2(3), easy intermediste  Dave Richardson  431-9841
Nantshala 2-3, int. Jim Silavent 587-1179
Chattooga 3 34, advanced Jerry Cope *746-3127

20 Chattooga 2 1-2, trained beginner - Julia Crosby 995-9434
Talking Rock 1-3, eesy intermediate Gary DeBacher 634-4651

26 Fightingtown 1-24+, easy intermediate Hank Baudet 623-9230
Nantshala 2-3, int. Bill Mann 242-7748

Ocoes 3-4, very advanced Jay Harrell 634-2174

27 Locust Fork AL 2-3, intermediate Frank Crane 591-0268
Chattooga 4 3-5, expert Hal Herndon W:432-8705

31 Thurs. evening Metro Hooch. Meet 6pm takeout. Gwen Bergen 993-2336

June 2 Upper Hooch 2-3, interms Nancy Barker 874-8897
3 Broad 1-2, trained beginner Dick Bertrand 929-0385

% 990 GCA SOUTHEASTERN SLALOM AND WILDWATER CHAMPIONSHIPS — Nantshala River

14 Thursday daytime Upper Hooch Teachers Special. David Goodwin 299-5325
Thurs. evening Metro Hooch. Mest 6pn takeout. Gwen Bergen 993-2336
16 Hiwassee 1-2++, emsy intermediate Jim Silavent 587-1172
Tesnatee/Chestatee cleanup. Trained beginner. Roger Nott *#536-6923
Nantahala 2-3, intermediate Julie Keller 939-0202
Chattooga 3 cleanup. Advenced. Peter Elkon 373-7535 N .
17 Chauga 2-3, intermediate Laura Jordon 803-836-8498 Now is the time for you to make that call and
Cartecay clearup. Intermediate. Den & Elise McIntyre 252-9513 volunteer to heip run the 20-something annual
GCA- sponsored SOUTHEASTERN RACES on the
21 Thursday Metro Hooch Cleanup. Geen Bergen 993-2336 Nantahala River! Don't wait for us to remind
23 West Fork Chattooga 1-2, trained beginner  Frank Crane 591-0268 y°zt“9";“' By the time I get the next news-
Broad 1-2, traired beginner Polly Heywerd ~ 237-4503  letter to you, the race may be overll
24 Nacoochee 1-2, traired beginner Dick Hurd 664-4T70 As usual, there will be some work, some
Nantahala 2-3, intermediate David Tillis 393-1729 fellowship, & lot of food, ‘and plenty of time
Ocoee 3-4, very advanced Greg Grant  615-344-2573 to get on the river, to race or just mess
L . about in boats. Check out the announcement
30 H’;ﬁ? rl Hmcih N gg: ﬂgmgiﬁt‘; gi"l‘{ lég;e Zgg:ggg elsewhere in this issue, stand up in your
July 1 Tellico 1717 3-4, very advanced John Bell 499-2168 ~ boat and be counted!
Ocoes 3-4, very advenced Oreon Mann 522-3469

THURSDAY EVENING ALCOVY FACTORY SHOM.S JkP TRIPS. Call Jim Patsios for details; 477-9747.

* NOTE! You now musst dial 1-404 for all area code 404 numbers outside your local areal The numbers marked by asterisks are outside the Atlanta
metro area, so most GCA meimbers will have to dial (mash) 1-404 to reach these rumbers.

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




COMING UP! GCA SOUTHEASTERN RACES! CL ASS OF RIVERS
The 22nd annual Southeastern U.S. Slalom and Wildwater Championships/1990 A.C.A. Dixie Division QRADIENT (ft/mi)
Decked Boat Championship will be held June 9-10 on the Nantahala River. The races are sporting
some changes this year that should prove to be stimulating: for instance, this year there will be not : Licy soeé:.es"fu"ﬁ‘“ -
only champion boat classes for our race veterans, but also novice classes for those who just want to A Pnfnore'%'wk--- TN im
stretch their paddling skills and try a new challenge. T S AL SCTFOR BanoLipg,
Entry fee is $12 ($15 if postmarked after June 2nd) per person for the first event, and $5 per L “-~4\\N:\\
person each additional event. Registration may be limited to mailed entries if boat quotas are filled. 100 = Enenie—
If you raced last year, you should receive your form in the mail. If you did not race last year, call : i : S —
Doug Klaucke, Registrar, at (404) 873-5691 if you would like a form. ‘ : 2~ it S .
If you would like to help out with the races, the GCA can use all extra, willing hands. ' =131 [ _\\\ L}
Experience is not necessary, as the race chairmen, David and Karla Bowman, (404) 923-0954, will see . T~ [~ T T
that you are properly trained by racetime. So, if you’d prefer not to race, you can still enjoy the 10 = 3—
excitement of the day and be a part of the fun by being a race volunteer - call now, Karla and Dave : 7
are waiting to hear from you! ' , - = AL -
E
™~
The McCaysville Cleanup ' 1
On.Saturday March 10th, eighteen brave souls set out to undo some of the 10 100 1000 10000 100000
damage from the floods in Northern Georgia. They all deserve a great deal FLOW (cfs)
of credit for volunteering on such short notice and without much of an Reprinted from the West Virginia Wildwater Association's "Splashes™
idea of the conditions to be found. Thanks to Nancy and Branson Redding,
Tanda Druding,Emily Hichcock and Zackry Gowin,Nancy Stroup,louise Klauck
e,Susan McGilvary,Scott Wilhelm,Beth and David Wilson,Joe and Lauren Kopp River Class as a function of Gradient and Flow
Greg Hood,Mary Nell McLauchlin, (other wise known as the steel stomach), Graph by Ward Eister
and William Linton of the TSRA Paddling Club. Special thanks nges and How to use: Find your flow on the x-axis and your gradient on the y-axis. Where they
Marlene Hood and Barbara Thomas who feed us and helped to coordinate the intersect is your ¢ ass. Example: a river having a flow of 3000 cfs and a gradient of 20 feet per
event. Also ‘'thanks to all of you who donated food,clothes and money. Mc- mile (i.e. Prince t+ Thurmond on the New) is class lll. The same river (20 fpm) at higher water,
caysville is a better place for your efforts. | (10000 )&k s IV. A igher graden ter, he Chary g 30 o, f clas IV t 000 k.
Once we unloaded the stash of goods that were brought, (David and Beth definitive rating system; only a way of approximating what you should expect on unknown rivers or
Wilson win the prize for the most overloaded vehicle.) we divided up into familiar rivers at #ows new to you." ’

pairs to be sent to various homes to work. We were not able to do river s

ide cleanup due to the sewage problems there. Each group encountered diff Famous? quote:

erent tasks to overcome, but none so loathsome as the basement of a home c "When 1 first

alled the radio station. Mary Nell will testify that the stench of that started paddling Whitewaterlr I

area was overwhelming. The black muck that was carried out made even the Self Rescue o told myself:I WILL NEVER TR Y' 70

sturdiest of stomach curdle. The group in that house did everything from ' PADDLE ANYTHING I'M NOT WILLING

knock out walls to dredge the basement to haul the debris to the street. T JELP TO SWIM. Since then, it has b

hey earned every bite of the meals they ate. .--\‘\\2~\“\>." - changed to: & HODE Someaay e;g
Two other groups were involved in general cleaning and maintain of what — /A\:‘Q‘“ PADDLE SOME. OF THE THINGS I HAVE

was left in the homes. This included window panes,bathrooms,counters,blin N ey SWUM. "

ds dishes,ect.. The tasks were not exactly what the group expected but ne L N i

cessary just the same. The last group hung sheet rock, hammered nails and —_—r

did carpentry work for most of the day. I was lucky enough at one point t N - R R .

o be scraping the black muck stuff from the cracks of every room with a pu 2\ e§° 2 CII(IIII of Evenis Affecllng Lake Victoria

u In the early 1960s, the British

tty knife. We did what was needed. 111 ) _
In general we did what we could and had a whole lot of fun. We still ha . {;‘ig%cr';c‘;g 'r\]':'e perch ';“0 '—a':te A
the river bank cleanup on May 5th so we can still use your help. Again » ) 1 fishing, The OrOuS. :gr‘;h' N
thanks to all involved especially the members of the Atlanta Whitewater cl [} Strainers | which grows up to 6 feet long
ub. We look forward to pulling forces again. ps prater g If you find yourself floating unavoidably toward a tree-choked and weighs hundreds of pounds,
' : strainer, change your position from féet first to head first. A has wiped out aimost all of the Lake
ATTENTION: feet-tirst position will tend to make you wash under the trunk or 'la:essl?lseo "::!Zﬁ sgsﬁlsesﬁed a 1 zame Victorla
Wanted volunteers for the McCaysville Riverbank Cleanup limbs, which is the last thing you want. Ty to swimn faster than the gae—eating':ish, the growth of al- : TANZANA
When: Saturday May 5th 1990 current, using a crawl stroke, and look at the tree, Is the trunk gae increased enormously, di-
Please come out to help pick up debris left by the flooding. Join us for a . slippery? Are there limbs you can grab? You must try to get up on minishing the oxygen supply.. ;
few hours or for the whole day. We need your help!!!!Bring a change of clothe the tree and out of the current. As you hit the tree, let the force of .Al malqll' '-§°"lr'l¢° of food for
s your lunch and lots of energy. For more information contact Greg Hood : the current assist in keeping your momentum up as you crawl gﬁttv:sr;dt'f?s?;:,rm:: E:‘?: ;‘:gﬁﬂ
work-699-4400 or home 279-9003. We look forward to seeing you there. onto it. If your boat is floating with you, don't let it block your to catch Nile perch in its place.
- m— movements or pin you agaiust the tree. ; = Because the perch is too big
A CHIP OFF THE OLD FLOAT BLOCK: Steven Winford Yates, 4 lbs 5 oz, 3-29-90. Another 1li'l bailer for George and June. As a last resort if you can’t get up on the tree, whether because | -and too oily to he sun dried, it
N - - " the current is too fast or the trunk too large, plan to dive under- | ¥ wggtdbr?a:néoekelg'{Lhethne?dk for i
Phoenix Slipper Kayak, Perception paddle, Patagonia neath it, head first. ‘Time your breathing and plan on pulling | § syrrounding ?or:sts -.Zn; ?ns_ - DAVID WINK/Staff
paddling jacket, life vest, helmet, spraycskirt, vourself through the branches. Don't let your body get parallel to { [ ) '

creased erosion,

flotation, $325.00. Call David @ 565-5662. the main trunk,




At this point a lady drove up in a pickup stock truck, offering us a ride.
So we rode across town in a truck usually used to carry pigs ! But this was a
great favor -- it was getting late and we faced a long return walk.

We reached the home selling beer, knocked on the door, and our interpreter
negotiated a price for two cases of Carta Blanca. We loaded the beer and our-
selves into the truck and were driven back to the river crossing. By now it
really was on the verge of darkness.

We recrossed the river in the patchwork boat, got everyone safely back on
the U.S. side, and it only cost us a dollar a head for the crossing. We
tramped back through the woods to the.camp in darkness. Fortunately, several
people had brought flashlights. Dinner was ready when we arrived.

A couple of bottles of beer were shared with supper, but the temperature
was dropping too quickly to stay up drinking cold beer. Shortly after dinner
we all disappeared into our tents and warm sleeping bags. The crossing had
been a real adventure and we were tired.

The last night of the trip found us all back at the Gauge Hotel in
Marathon. We had hot showers, clean clothes, warm beds and a celebration
dinner in the restaurant. The following morning the group split up, setting
out to catch return flights. The rest of us headed back for Houston.

Etowah River: Saturday, April 14, 1990. The predicted thundershowers never
came to our part of North Georgia, and we had a lovely rain free day on the
river.

One boat swamped at the first big shoals and its occupants chose to take
out there. A bouquet of thanks go to the family living nearby for their help
in drying,warming them, and transporting them to their car.

The remainder of the trip progressed without incident. The falls were
especially beautiful - with more water than I have seen in several years.
None of us believed we could safely. ferry under the falls to make the next
drop, so we all portaged around it. We saw violets, wild azalea, crab apple,
and bluettes blooming. Other blossoms were there, but I don't know their
names.

Participants: O0Cl1-Sue Hunter, Becky Engel, Margo Booth, Karen Smith, and
myself. Ki1-Nancy Reid McKee and Bill Welchel. 0C2-John Grubbs and Pat
Courley, Marty Dyche and Kathy Overby, Bill and "B" Mann, Jeff and Cayenne
Engel. 0C3-Jerry Hutchinson, Bill and Micah Berry.

My thanks go to Marty Dyche, Kathy Overby and Bill and "B" Mann for
assisting with lead and sweep. Thanks to John Grubbs for driving shuttle.
Thanks to all participants for making the trip so easy to co-ordinate. Nancy

Barker-Trip Co-ordinator.

BIG SOUTH FORK OF THE CUMBERLAND; Saturday, March 31. Threatening morning skies gave way to a
beautiful spring afternoon as eleven paddlers enjoyed one of the South’s classic runs--the Big South Fork. Although the water
was low at 1000 cfs, this lower level actually made Double Falls and Washing Machine at lot more sticky than they are at higher
levels. Some great play waves were present at this level in Confluence Rapid and near the end of the Canyon. Even with the
lower level, the scenic beauty of the South Fork is hard to beat. Also paddling the South Fork were some folks from East
Tennessee Whitewater and a large group from TSRA. This made for quite a crowd at the ”L” to cheer boaters on during lunch.
The low water made for a long (6 1/2 hour), but thoroughly rewarding day. Thanks go to Steve Smith and Brad Milner for
running sweep. Everyone quickly loaded up their boats, said good-bye, and tried to find the nearest TV to watch the Tech-UNLV
game. The players: OC-1; Barney Spurr, Sherry Spurr, Brad Milner, Steve Smith, Greg Grant; K-1; Tom McCormick, Jeanne
McCormick, Tony Reeves, Jim Corey. Joining us all the way from St. Louis were Santo Albright and Lori Mclough who are

planning to join the GCA.
Greg Grant

ETIQUETTE COLUMN

Dear Paddling Gourmet, .
I am a raft guide who enjoys running over canoes and kayaks. When stopping for dinner

after a hard day of paddling, vigorous discussions and fisticuffs often arise when debating
the question "Should chicken be eaten with fingers?" What do you think? -Ricky Raft Guide

Dear Rafting Slime,
Fingers should always be eaten separately. Most rafters usually prefer to dispense with

utensils entirely. This is especially entertaining when soup or spaghetti is served. -P.G.

OOSTANAULA RIVER RACE!!! Come and join Rome as it celebrates its river heritage.
The race is part of the Annual Riverfest Rome. Trophies for first place in solo,
tandem, parent/child and kayak competition. Shuttles will be provided and there
will be free Riverfest T-shirts to the first 25 entrants.

Other events include a fishing contest, watercraft show, boat rides, volley-
ball, fly fishing demos, water slide, hot air balloons, rowing demonstrations,
river rodeo, cardboard boat race, ducky derby, art exhibits, environmental booths,
earth school, rock and roll show until 10:00 P.M. Contact Piedmont Outfitters
at (404) 291-6062 for entry form and information.

On Feb. 15&16, 1990 a 7.74 inch rain fell in the E1lijay- Gilmer County
area Qurlng the night. Upon day light people along the rivers and creeks were
nozlﬁlpg waterdo?t og the banks and approaching if not in gheir housesF was%ing
ou ridges and flooding roads. Evacuations by the R 3 i i
along with local voluntgers had begun. MoﬂntaXntggn gﬁgggore‘X%g? ag% alggllept'
from Civil Def. needing some ropes for an evacuation on Cherrylog Creek. & bridge
had washed out to an old fella's house which was at the bottom of Goose Island
Lake and this man needed to be at a location where he could get medical help
if it were needed due to five prior heart bypasses. ] ‘

Upon-arrival with the Fire Dept., Gary Vandiver, Bob Hanes , Leon Ellis,
and myself noticed the creek up about 8 ft. Gary and L both having had the
G C A river rescue clinic knew what to do immediatly. We returned to get the
equipment and returned to the site to see the man cutting a tree down to crawl
across. In the time they finished the tree we had a Telflar line and two canoes
tied together. The old fella was doubtful about crossing in a canoce but after
seeing us cross back and forth saw how easy it was. 4s soon as the wife could
pack a bag they were taken to safety.

A1l of this drove home the importance of having someone in the area that
could provide such help . Public rescue personel were amazed at the efficienc
of such an operation. TO us this complimented the outstanding job done by N-U
and theG ¢ A in teaching and giving these clinics. Without such training this
might have ended differently. .Once again , Thanks.Jay Srymanske

March 3, 1990 - Mountaintown Creek-After a few weeks off of paddling due to ex-
cessive rain and flood stage water I didn't know if this trip was going to be
able to be run. The fella's at M.0.E. took a couple of hours Tuesday to run a
scouting trip. The extent of damage and debris was amazing along the banks.

The problem of strainers and hidden limbs and boards in rocks was not as bad as
I thought. Water levels had maintained a good level prior to this trip and even
added six or seven inches the day before this trip. Hank Baudet, Karen Smith,
Dick Bertrand, Steven Freedman, Marvin Bryson, Tate Bryson, Pennis 5rain, Jeanne
Peters, Margo Booth, Gary DeBacher, Clark and Nancy McKee, Brian Kil]ingsworth, '
Larry Wilson, and myself started a convoy only to be rivaled by the Chatsworth
Wagon T?aln. One thing to make the shutile a little shorter and more interesting
was taking the back roads through Gilmer County and passing such notable places
as "Death Garage".

By the time we got started the weather had begun to clear but the temp. was
8till cool. The first thing everyone noticed was the high wash areca along the
banks. and after a few hundreds yards we saw a 12x30 ft. deck with the pickets
still attached. Mobile home siding and building pieces were scattered along the
banks all the way to the lake. The total loss for seven miles on the trip was
2 campers, 2 cabins, 2 houses with levels reaching 12 ft. or so at some places.

The trip at this level turns into constant standing waves with some tricky
ledges to keep your attention. We ate lunch at Hwy. 282 and set out for the
Mouth of Mountaintown. The rapid just before the Coosawattee was fiesty with
a good drop and a big wave with a hole just past it gave some folks trouble. When
we got to the river it was moving with good flow and the head of the lake was
upstream due to about 8 ft. nf water in the lake.

The take out at Jake's Landing was middy due to silt and everﬁone carried
their equipment the short way to the trailer. We then organized a Nomad camel
type boat load and headed out the class IV walk out. The walkers beat the boat
trailer out and we had a Dagger boat that kept trying to portage the bigger
jumps on the way out. Finally everyone got all their stuff together and a good
day was had by all. Thanks to Bob Hanes for driving shuttle. “ay Srymanske.



EXPLORATION TRIP: UPPER ABRAMS CREEK, Tennessee, 3/10/90
Roger Nott and his merry band

Abrams Creek drains the southwestern corner of the Great
Smoky Mountains National Park and becomes runnable at its
confluence with Mill Creek near the John Cable Mill at the
SW corner of Cades Cove. From this point it tumbles west
for 10 miles to the Abrams Creek Campground at the western
park boundary, falling 600 feet. There is no vehicular
access along this "upper" 10 miles, though hiking trails
parallel the right bank the entire way. From Abrams Creek
Campground the river turns SW and winds 9 miles more with no
access whatsoever until it joins the impounded Little Tenne-
see River 4 miles upstream of the Chilhowse Dam. This "Lower
Abrams" run averages 50 ft/mile for the first 7 miles, but
the last two miles are normally flooded when Chilhowee Lake
is at its normal 874' level. We left the lower section for
another day.

Our put in for the upper section would be Cades Cove,
where the stream's watershed area is similar to that for the
Oconaluftee or Raven Fork at their customary put-ins. We had
ample, though not high, water in Abrams on that Saturday.
The nearby Little River appeared to have about 425cfs at the
Maryville gauge, and upper Abrams and the Little above the
Sinks are probably similar in runnability in spring water
conditions.

Abrams, however, appears in none of the Tennessee
guidebooks. When I called the Park headquarters in Gatlin-
burg, I was told that they knew of no one ever paddling
Abrams. One obvious reason is the remoteness of the run and
the 1 1/2 to 2 hour shuttle, one way! Another is spectacular
Abrams Falls, a 25' sheer drop 4 miles into the run which we
portaged, with only moderate difficulty, on the right. [It
has been run --Ed.] Study of the Cades Cove and Calderwood
local topos revealed an average gradient of 110ft/mile in
the two miles roughly bisected by the falls, with most of
the gradient in the 1.2 miles below the falls.

Our party consisted of a small, experienced group: Elaine
Jensen and Jay Sanders in kayaks, and John Lucas and me in
our old, green Blue Hole OCAs. EJ, John and I left her car
at the take out at 9 AM. We were informed by a ranger who
had been stationed their several years that a kayaking group
had run the upper section a few weeks earlier. He knew of no
prior runs of the upper section in open canoes.

There seemed to be plenty of water in the stream at that
point, it having rained off and on overnight, and we were
excited! On the long way around to the Abrams put-in at
Cades Cove, we met Jay and Vicki Sanders at 10:30 AM along
the banks of the Little River, whose marvelous class 3-4
rapids were hard to pass up. Cades Cove is a beautiful
mountain dell where numerous cows and horses graze along-

v

side a large deer population amidst 30-odd pioneer struc-
tures of considerable interest. The put-in is halfway down
the 10 mile Cades Cove Loop Rd., whose gate closes at sun-
down; 6:30 this evening. To drive this one-way loop, which
is very popular with bicyclists, takes almost an hour, and
Vicki and I had to shuttle my car to the gate before we put
in, lest it be locked -in overnight.

We finally put on at 1 PM, a half hour after a lone k-1.
Was the wait and hassle worth it? You bet it was! The first
3.5 miles eontained many fun class 2 and easy 3 shoals which
kept us busy but allowed us to imbibe the pristine beauty.
After that, there was little time to raise our gaze above
the water, except during our frequent scouting. We found
almost continuous class 3 and 4 drops, many of which were
complex and fell 6 to 12 feet. About a mile past the falls,
which were spectacularly beautiful, an island diverts most
of the river to the right. There is a complex class 3 rapid
curving left around the right side of the island. The
stream then bends right, and the bottom falls out with very
little warning! Over 150 yds the river drops about 30 feet
in 5 major drops, between which recovery is very difficult.
Taken together, this constitutes a very challenging class 5,
which might be christened "Mind Bender" and can be scouted
and carried on the right. At least one of us ran every drop
except the Falls, though the best routes at two shoals were
blocked by downed trees. We set up ropes several times but
had no swims. We were on the river 5 hours but would have
preferred a more leisurely pace and 7 hours. Nevertheless,
we all agreed we had had a peak experience beyond words. I
dreamed of running Abrams Creek for 15 years before finally
paddling it; since then I have dreamed of little else. My
thanks, crew, for a great and safe trip!

DIRECTIONS: The run is in Blount County, TN, SSE of Mary-
ville. The takeout, Abrams Creek Campground, is 7 miles
north of hwy 129 on Happy Valley Rd, whose southern terminus
is about 50 yds east of the southern end of the Foothills
Parkway, directly across the mouth of a flooded creek. The
way to the campground is well marked once one finds Happy
Valley Rd. (Watch out for livestock on the road!) From the
campground, to get to the put-in, go back to hwy 129, take
the Foothills Parkway its entire length north to TN hwy 73
(US hwy 321), turn right and go about 8 miles through Town-
send TN, upstream along the Little River, and watch for the
right turn into Cades Cove. When inside the gate and past
Cades Cove Campground (open all year), go 5 (very slow)
miles and watch for a two lane dirt road on the right in
some bottoms just after you cross Abrams Creek. It will be
marked "Abrams Falls Trail." The trail provides a fun
alternative to paddling and also might provide a way back to
the shuttle for a paddler who might want to run as far as
the falls. --- Roger Nott

John Lucas is shown on Abrams
Creek below Abrams Falls. A 4
mile trail accesses the 24 ft.
falls from Cades Cove in the
Great Smoky Mountain Natiaonal
Park. We met about 30 people
at the Falls but otherwise

had the pristine stream to
ourselves and enjoyed very
challenging shoals and a 75 ft
per mile gradient. (Photo

by R. Nott with Elaine Jensen's
camera. )

Julie decided to put in at the area called The Gravel Pits, which would
allow us to float by the Mexican Village of Boquillas before actually entering
the canyon. Just before reaching the village, the group located a very large
Spring House on the Mexican shore. It was gushing a high volume of WARM water
into a huge, artificially created WARM pool somewhat like the cellar of a small
natural rock home.

Quickly everyone skinned down to underwear or nothing and began soaking
in the heavenly luxury of the Mexican baths. These people knew how to live.
By the time we came out, dried off, and dressed, more than a dozen Mexican boys
and men showed up with donkeys. They were donkey chauffers, offering rides to
and, from the Village of Boquillas. Most of the group went with them while
three of us napped near the boats.

On this trip we generally had clear, sunny days in the 60s. At night it
became very cold, but we only had hard freezes on two nights. During one of
those, I'd laid a pair of wet jeans over my cance to dry. In the morning it
was hard enough to use as a coffee table.

A curious thing about one campsite, located half-way through Boquillas
Canyon on the Mexican side, is an extraordinary, large pile of leafless brush.
It's just at the downriver edge of where most people camp. Twice, as I was
standing at the foot of the pile answering a call of Nature, I'd heard nearby
voices. I'd look around but couldn't quite tell where they came from, nor
could I understand what they were saying. The voices were just barely audible.
I thought they might be blowing down along the cliff face from the campsite.

As we set out to complete the trip the next day, we could see a very
clearly man-made trench running up from the river bank and disappearing beneath
the brush pile. It was someone's home! Some Mexicans were living in an old
earthern dugout heavily overlayed with brush. That's where the voices came
from. They were probably wondering about the Yankee urinating on the side of
their house!

After completing Boquillas Canyon, we drove back to the West Side of the
Park to spend New Years camping at Cottonwood Campground, near the exit from
Santa Elena Canyon. Just a mile or so downstream from Cottonwood is a crossing
over to the Mexican Village of Santa Elena. Late in the afternoon on New Years
Eve, we decided to go there.

After a short walk through the woods, we reached the crossing. Luckily
one man from Chicago, Julie's Brother, spoke fluent Spanish. The crossing had
no bridge, so he called to the Mexican boatman on the other side, negotiating
a price to take us across and back. Soon two young Mexican men came down to
the water and pushed off in a row boat.

Considering that this was a group of river runners, the sight of that row
boat was disturbing. Whatever the original planking and decking had been,
noone could tell. It had been patched over and over again until the sides
looked like a sort of crazy quilt. The oars were homemade from 2x2 wood strips
bolted to blades cut from plywood. Only one single bolt held oarshaft and
blade together !

There was more than one person in our group that wanted to forget it and
return to camp -- but no one would be the first. So they rowed us over three
or four at a time until we were all across. The river was narrow and fast
there. No one spoke during the crossing except to ask someone else if their
insurance was paid up.

The boys worked one eddy on each side of the river. The "dock hand" stood
waist deep in the cold water, holding the boat steady as we climbed aboard.
He'd then push the boat to the top of the eddy, shove it out into the flow, and
jump aboard. The oarsman started rowing like crazy to cut across to the
opposite eddy without being washed too far downriver.

A dozen or so people, men and women, gathered around the crossing,
talking, laughing, having a good time. They were very pleasant and helpful to
our interpreter, who explained that we had come over to buy Mexican beer for a
party at our campsite. This explanation caused an outburst of laughter among
the Mexicans because they had assumed we'd come across for WOMEN.

The man who sold beer lived at the far end of town, so we started walking
in. With the mud streets and low adobe houses, the town looked like something
out of a Clint Eastwood movie. As we reached the square, we noticed a large
black microwave dish, which is the only way the Mexican Government can maintain
communication with an area as remote as the border area.
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My first meeting with Julie took place Thanksgiving of 1987 around three
o'clock in the morning along a remote roadside in Big Bend National Park, TX.
In a snowstorm. I'd driven all night coming out solo from Beaumont, TX,
carrying my red Old Town Tripper on top of an 8-10 Blazer.

By the time I reached Marathon, TX, at the Northern edge of the Park,
there was four inches of snow on the ground with more falling. Really a good
storm for the Park. For someone like myself ~-- raised in the snow country of
Northern Illinois and living for 13 years in Denver, Colorado -- it was more
fun than a problem.

As I headed South from Marathon through the pre-dawn darkness and flying
snow, I noticed a red Chevy pickup parked on the roadside. It had a cance on
top of the camper shell so I had to stop. Both truck and canoe stood covered
in several inches of snow. Besides, river people are used to dealing with the
unexpected.

sliding to a stop, I made a quick U-turn and came up next to the truck
with my driver-side window near their tailgate. As I recall, I honked the
horn, velling that it was time to go paddling, to get up and get ready. Just
what people like to hear from a total stranger on a dark, freezing night along
a deserted road.

To the credit of Julie's basically pleasant and stable personality, she
did NOT open the tailgate and shoot me. Instead, she stuck her head out the
tailgate and talked with me for a time about where we were from, about '
paddling, and about an upcoming New Years trip, for which their current trip
was a "RECON". Being low on gas, they stopped for the night until Marathon
opened up next morning.

We soon said good-bye because of the cold and I headed South toward the
Park. Due to the road conditions and snow, it took over three hours to cover
the last 65 miles between Julie's truck and the Park HQ at Panther Junction.
It was just after daylight when I arrived. The desert plants ~- Yuccas,
Cactus, Century Plants -- everything lay blanketed with snow in the overcast,
dim, morning light. I pulled off in the parking area at Panther Junction and
crawled into my sleeping bag for a nap.

My first cold weather paddling experience came during the New Years Trip,
which Julie had been preparing for over Thanksgiving. The plan called for us
to run Mariscal Canvon and Boguillas Canyen on the Rio Grande along the Central
and Southeastern corner of the Park.

Part of the group would meet in Houston and drive West to Big Bend. The
remaining people were flying into Midland, Texas, from cities in the Northeast
and Midwest. Some came from Chicago, others from New Jersey, and two came from
California. I would meet them at the put-in, not too far from Rio Grande
Village (RGV), right on the river.

Reaching RGV about two days ahead of the group, I drove my FWD S-10 Blazer
out along River Road toward the put-in at Talley. Because of snowmelt or rain,
the normally dry, passable road had become a string of mud-holes, wash-outs,
running creeks, and other obstacles. Although I eventually covered the 30
miles to Talley and returned to RGV, the entire drive was one long flirtation
with destruction. Getting the vehicle mired in the desert was always just one
slip away. o

Meanwhile Julie and her co-leader had been checking road conditions,
weather, and water flow information back at Park HQ. When I met them the day
before the trip, they hesitantly approached me about cancelling the Mariscal
portion due to bad roads and high water flow. It turned out they were a bit

uncertain about whether or not I'd agree to the change in plans.

I quickly eased their minds about that, telling them about my dr@ve ouF
to Talley the day before, which confirmed their information. Also being fairly
cautious about safety, I let them know I was not yet comfortable about the
water flow they'd found for Mariscal Canyon -- above 6 feet. So we happily and
mutually agreed about cancellation, hugged, and set out to do just the
Boquillas Canyon portion of the trip.
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SOUTH FORK OF THE SALMON--PRIVATE IDAHO
BY DAVID WALLACE

Living on the West Coast for 10 years gave me the opportunity to
kayak all over California, and to make a few trips to Idaho. I recently
moved to Atlanta and have been paddling with several GCA members. Idaho
brings to mind big mountains, big scenery, and yes, big whitewater. It is
indeed all of that. Beveral of you may be planning a trip to Idaho in the
future for some "western style" fun. The South Fork of the Salmon is well
worth considering, and is one of my favorites as well as the local
"funsters" in the know.

To quote from Moore and McClaren’s, Idaho Whitewater, the "Bouth Fork
of the Salmon is an extraordinary area". The lower South Fork is formed
by the joining of the Upper South Fork, the East Fork of the South Fork,
and the Becesh (see sesh) Rivers., All three of these forks are generally
class 4 or class 5, high gradient, mountain rivers. 8everal of these
sections have easy access, as the road follows alongside in places. This
is primo expert boating country, with fantastic scenery and camping for
day trips, and the added benefit of few people. We were there over 4th of
July, 1989, and the area was deserted.

v To my mind, "civilized" western boating calls for a hot spring (and a
beer or two) after a fun filled day of whitewater. My wife even goes so
far to call me a "hot springs weeney". The Middle Fork is famocus for ’'em
and the Upper South Fork has a fantastic one. As I don’t see this area
being "overrun" by Georgans, I’ll let you in on the locals secret. The
spring is about 1 mile downriver from Poverty Flat Campground on the Upper
South Fork, river right. Look for a small pullout from the gravel road,

~and a short trail to the river. Highly recommended.

So, you might ask, what about the Rio? The lower South Fork of the
Salmon, or "Overnight Run", below the confluence is a classic western
style "big water" advanced/expert run. At "reasonable" flows it is class
4 (western) with several 4+ rapids, and an average gradient of 48 feet to
the Main Salmon. The run is 31 miles on the South Fork down to the
confluence of the Main Salmon, then 20 "big water” miles on the class 3
Main. Allowing 3 days makes for an easy pace, worthy of "funhogs".

The South Fork runs parallel to its more famous relative, the Middle
Fork, and has similar beautiful mountain scenery as it flows through the
Payette National Forest. Unfortunately though, no hot springs on this
section. The South Fork is near McCall, in the heart of Idaho. The lower
run has a longer season than the upper forks, and is runable into July in
many years. This also gives it a chance to calm down from its class b
rampage during peak runoff.

On our 4th of July trip, we had non-paddeling friends meet us at the
South Fork Forest Service Campground about 15 miles downriver. This is
the only practical road access point after starting from the put in. This
option means you don’t have to carry overnight gear in your boat for this
section. OOPS, I forgot to mention that this is a WILDERNESS RUN, and you
have to carry overnight gear, or a raft! And yes, you’ll still be able to
roll, and you will have fun, and you can even have all the beer (or pop)
you want! (more about that later). Luckily Idaho weather is pretty good
at this time, and going "lean and mean” is de rigueur (no tent). Don’t
forget that the extra weight in your boat also makes it easy to punch
those nice, big, holes. ‘

My wife Betsy, 3 friends, and I put on at the road end with a gage

reading of about 4 feet. The gage is on the South fork upstream of the
confluence of the Becesh and the East Fork. This translated into around
2,500-3,000 CFS at the put in. Side streams will add to this, possibly
another 1000 CFS by the end. Big, but not too pushy--fun. Water level
means everything on the 8. Fork. Crazed (but very good) friends had put
on 2.5 weeks earlier at a level of about 8 feet. Beveral now have
rermaneént "brown stains” in the bottom of their boats from the rather
continuous class 5+ nature---1’'d recommend the "fun" level, below 6 feet.
The 15 miles down to the road crossing (Warren Wagon Rd) has a higher
gradient than the 2nd half, and more of the harder rapids. There was some



great playing on our trip, including a wave I dubbed "5 on a wave", for
its great surfing form. Practice your paddle twirl. We bank scouted
Devil Creek Rapid (mile B8), the first 4+ or "easy" 5. The usual western
mix of nicely placed big holes mixed with tricky, pushy currents: Exciting
fun! After the normal routine of sweaty palms and racing pulse, we all
ran it fine. I am usually the photographer, which means I get to use the
excuse, "I can’t go first, I'm shooting photos, you go first and I’'ll get
you on film as you negotiate (or get munched by) that "fun" hole". This
works most of the time, but sometimes Betsy insists, "Oh no, let me get
YOU on film"..... '

More fun rapids and playing follow for a few miles to Surprise
Rapid. We were able to boat scout all of these. Surprise is very
impressive and long. Possibly harder than Devil Creek. I eddy hopped to
the brink of the top drop, and was very SURPRISED at the steep, large hole
I was soon trying to avoid. I’d recommend a bank scout. A few more miles
and you’r at the bridge and the F.8. Campground. It was 4th of July
weekend and we were the only campers in the campground! Many beers were
had by all (except Betsy, maybe 1).

Day 2, and the gradient lessens, lighten up, relax--Yeah, your in
Idaho. There are still great class 4’s interspersed with the beautiful
scenery---enjoy. Then you get to Fall Creek Rapid at mile 27. Fall Creek
is THE big "Enchilada" on the run---"Easy" class 5 at our level. There is
a rather long entrance (1/4 mile) with some big drops to negotiate before
getting to the main drop. Once again, the now familiar mix of big waves,
currents, boulders, and large lateral wave/hole "thing" at the bottom.

BIG Fun!! and we all had good runs, with a few rolls thrown in for good
measure.

S0, you’ve done the "big one", and it’s an easy float down to the
confluence with the Main BSalmon. Just upstream on river right is a great
spot for camping amongst tall Ponderosa pines. Unpack your gear and grab
your money--you did bring money didn’t you--and walk over the hill to the
Main, and Mackay Bar Lodge. Buy yourself a beer--maybe a few beers. You
deserve it.

Day 3, easy paddle out, 4-5 hours, on the Main to Vinegar Creek river
access. Jldaho Whitewater has all the details you need for putting a trip
together on the S. Fork. As long as you don’t camp on the Main Salmon,
you shouldn’t be hasseled about a permit. No permit is required for the
8. Fork. Locals told me they have had no problems, Jjust be sure and
paddle out in one day once you hit the Main. I know that Nolan Whitesell
has run the 8. Fork in a canoe, and declared it good fun; expert OC-1ls
adept at handling some big water should be right at home on the 8. Fork.
They can certainly carry gear easier than a Dancer! So, for primo Western
‘boating think wild I-DE-HO, let it roll off your tongue.....

Paddlers should be aware that a suspended foot bridege has collapsed into the
Little Tennessee River during recent floods in North Carolina. The bridge
piers on both sides of the river are down, but the heavy cables remain
attached with a six foot width of wire mesh spanning the entire width of the
river. A strong current at this point and the fact that most of the wire
mesh forms ap underwater net make entrapment of the unwary paddler a
certainty. This hazard is located midway between the NC 28 highway bridge (5
miles north of Franklin) and the old iron truss bridge connecting NC 28 with
Rose Creek Road (10 miles north of Franklin). The collapsed bridge provided
access to the chief mound of the Cherokees at Cowee, now located in a
farmer's field. This Class I/I1 section is not as heavily used as the
section below Lost Bridge, but does get both canoe and kayak traffic. The
state bridge department has been notified but is not expected to attempt
repairs until the river has dropped to a much lower level. - Doug Woodward

For Sale; 16'Mohawk Blazer Canoe,Godd Condition $250,Also .a 13! fiberglass

Kayak, Medium Percption Spray Skirt,204CM Percption Paddle,$225Package
Bill Kelly 404-926-4925

UPPER AMICALOLA- Sunday, April 8. This was to be one of
those rare trips on the East Fork of the Little River, up on
top of Lookout Mountain. I first paddled the East Fork way
back in '76, with TSRA. So in preparing for this trip, I
patched the boat I used then, my 16 year old Mad River
Compatriot, found some 17 year old Clement paddles, some 17
year old Flotherchoc life jackets, a 16 year old gear bag, a
17 year old felt hat, and a paddle jacket which was only 15
years old. Now you know why Mike Miller of Go With the Flow
says I need to buy some new equipment once in a while, just
to keep the outfitters alive.

I lost sleep wondering how to keep track of the 13 boats
registered for the trip on such a tiny stream, but I wasn't
too worried about water level, because this has been a
record wet spring, right?

Just to be sure, I left an hour early, drove through
Adairsville, Summerville, Mentone, and up the east edge of
the plateau to the put in, and there was no water. I could
see trees strewn all up the banks as witness that the floods
had not missed this spot, but the stream had run down to its
typical non-runnable level.

I drove to the take out, just above where the Little
River drops over the falls into the Canyon, where only about
8 boats worth showed up. These were experienced boaters, but
not up to running the Canyon, even at this low level. So 1
suggested that we drive east to the Upper Amicalola, which I
had run at 1.2 the previous week, and which had received
more rain on radar Thursday night than most areas.

So we drove through Rome, picked up hwy 53, and threaded
through Calhoun, Fairmont, and Jasper. It was a beautiful
day, as near to perfect as we could wish, the drive was
pleasant, and we reached the bridge a little after noon.

The water was crystal clear and the gauge read 1.0! Half
the group had not paddled this run before, and the rest had
never caught it so high, so we weren't complaining about
having wasted half the day driving around.

The little space of open bank at the put-in was full of
fisherpersons, but they said they were floaters too, and
helped us in. Karen Smith's K-1 slid off the bank and into
the water before she had the skirt on, so she was first one
wet. Allen Bradley and his nephew were paddling tandem in
an old Blue Hole OCA. John Hice and Mary McKean were also
running tandem. Ed Ayres was running solo open in his new
Mohawk XL-13; Mike and Margie Gilmore were in short opens
also; I was in my aforementioned bad-handling 13' Mad River
Compatriot, while Rhett Smith ended up running unofficial
sweep in his Dancer.

Upper Amicalola opens easy with occasional small ledges.
About a mile down, there is a complex series of broken
ledges which can be a major headache at low water. At our

level we still had some maneuvering, but it was run well by
all. Occasional class 1 and easy 2 rapids continued until
Cochranes Creek entered about 2 1/2 miles down. Just below
Cochranes (which is runnable alse in a wet spring like this)
come four ledge series, just out of sight of one another.
The first is fairly simple, while the second is a very
scenic, wide 5 foot ledge which at our level could be run in
several places. At lower water there is a "preferred" slide
right of center. One open boater swam the clear waters
there, but the recovery was managed efficiently. The third
rapid is a complex broken ledge series run down the right, a
true 3, but no trouble for us. The fourth is another river-
wide ledge with two basic routes, both of which are hard on
boats. We ate lunch on the right bank below the 4th ledge.

Then .it was an easy procession down to Devils Elbow,
almost 6 miles into the run, an access point often used to
provide a 3 mile warmup for the much more difficult Lower
Amicalela. After a lull below the Devils Elbow Bridge, the
rapids picked up steadily again to include some challenging
class 2 and easy 3 ledges. We had a couple more spills,
Just enough to add interest, and I took 3 gallons in the
crotch on the last big drop.

We got to the 53 bridge at 4:45, only 15 minutes later
than I had predicted for the much longer and more tortuous
East Fork. The Atlantans were close to home, the Rome
contingent were way out of their way, but all were pleased
with the result.

Of the several levels I have sampled on Upper A, I would

‘call .6 execrable, .7 barely tolerable, .8 acceptable, 1.0

comfortable, and 1.2 ample. This run should not be scheduled
in a dry spring. Today's river quiz: since the East Fork
and Upper A both have small watershed areas, about 33 square
miles, why was Upper A so high and the East so low? Both
had caught the heavy spring floods. Granted, Upper A had
caught more rain Thursday night, if you can believe radar,
but the difference between a quarter and a half an inch is
not enough to account for the result. The difference is in
the soils and terrain. The Little River runs off a flat
sandstone plateau, with thin sandy soils having little
stnrgge capacity. Upper A runs off higher, rain-catching
mountains, covered and surrounded by thicker soils with much
greater storage capacity.

Personally, I will never waste my time again driving over
to the Little River unless there has been a wet spring and
at least an inch of rain no earlier than Thursday night.
I'm not sure if the Birmingham water level # is working; I
couldn't reach them. If you are running a Little River
trip, consider asking a GCA Romer to drive over and check
the river level beforehand; it isn't too far from there.
-~-Gary DeBacher

For Sale: Perception Dancer Kayak with perception airbags, skirt, paddle
apd helmet. Like new. $700.00. Call David or Laura (404) 466-0400 (Logan-
ville, Ga.) Please leave a message and telephone # if no one is home.

Mohawk XL-13, Silver Hill Saddle, nylon bags, Norse paddle: $450.
Dryfashion Dry Suit, XL, $50. Body Glove wetsuit, XL, $35.

Dancer, bags, skirt, Blackburn paddle: $300.

CKS 70' throw rope $20. VYakima racks, stackers, paddle

holders, bike rack, $100. Call Cullen Bailey, 1-404-684-7980 after 7 PM.

For Sale: Cozy moutain cabin 20 minutes from the Chattooge River. Located

5 miles from Clayton, GA on 1 1/2 acres ajoining the National Forest.

One bedroom/one bath cabin and guest cottage with additional bath., Furnished.,
Low 30's. Call Don or Bettina George at 1-(803)-638-9332 evenings.

MOHAWK ROGUE FOR SALE, FULLY OUTFITTED WITH D-RINGS, PERCEPTION SADDLE AND FLOAT BAGS. GOOD
CONDITION: $400.00., ALSQ YAKIMA CAR RACKS WITH LOCKS- $65.00, CALL FEGGY. 633-9606,

FOR SALE: Prijon T-Slalom Kayak. Excellent condition. With air bags,
center walls, and foot pegs. $500. Call Jimmy Duncan, (404) 325-7370,

FOR SALE: Perception "Mirage" kayak, paddle, skirt and bags. Like new. $395. Also, 17-ft.
Grumman aluminum canoe w/ whitewater keel. $150. Call Steve 621-9187 (H), 827-2558 (W).



