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There are a lot 
good kayaks... ... ... 

Test paddling a wood-strip prototype of the Response. 

We should know. The staff at Dagger were 
deeply involved in the design, testing, and 
manufacture of many of today's best selling 
kayaks. We likely had a hand in the boat 
you paddle. And it's probably a good boat. 

Two years ago, Dagger burst onto the 
scene with a line-up of canoes that 
revolutionized whitewater canoeing. This 
winter, we'll be introducing our first kayak, 
a whitewater playboat called the 
Response. And we know it cannot be 
merely good, it must be exceptional! And 
we believe it's just that. You see, we've 
combined designer Steve Scarborough's 
technical wizardry with our wealth of 
experience with kayaks. The Response 
prototypes have been extensively tested by 
our staff, and by the likes of former 
Olympians, rodeo champions, instructors 
from top East and West coast kayak 

schools, noted hair boaters, and, not 
unirnportantly, novice kayakers. We played 
on eddy lines, surfed waves, did spins in 
holes. We practiced rolls, ran gates, and of 
course, compared the Response to many 
other kayaks. Without exception, the 
reaction was an unequivocal thumbs up! 
Whether you're a squirt-boater looking for 
a good plastic creek boat, or a more sane 
paddler looking for the best playboat 
available, don't buy any kayak until you've 
tried the Response! 

To find out more 
about the 
Dagger 
Response, 
drop us a line 
and we'll send P.O. Box 1500 
You the latest Harriman, Tennessee 37748 
POOP. 61 5J882-0404 
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Whither Thou Goest ... 
When Maria, his fiance, found new employment in Oregon, Easterner Jim 
Goddard didn't hesitate before moving west-but was it for love or whitewater? 

by Grace Muschel Goddard and Jim Goddard 

Back In the Future 
A Yankee kayaker in a French king's court. What is this anyway: a 
parable ... a tall-tale ... or a trip report? 

by Chris Koll 

Is this one the portage? 
On the Upper Pacuare, the expectation of an unrunnable cataract beyond the next 
bend adds extra excitement to a seldom-paddled section of a Costa Rica river. 

by Chris Lea 

Kayak Corps, part II 
River running on a computer? Will it replace Super Mario Brothers? 

by Johnston Cerveau 

American Whitewater Briefs 
AWA names Regional Coordinators ... Stoneycreek Rendevous 
scheduled ... Product review: Romer's Canyon Helmet ... Reservations 
required for Lower Yough hardboating ... New directors approved 

Conserve 
Eastern issues of 1989 ... Be an AWA "Instant Expert" ... Little River 
releases sought 

Safety 
Roll or die debunked: knowing when to bail out of your boat 

By Charlie Walbridge 

End Notes 
The great kayaking winter sport: the roll session 

by Gary Carlson 

Covers: This is American Whitewater's version of a swimsuit Issue: 
hot female paddlers in action. On the front, Caron Sandford boofs 
Rockwell Falls on New York's Hudson River. The back cover 
captures Jody Dixon carving up a wave on the Ottawa. Eat your 
heart out, Sports illustrated. Photos by Jim Swedbeg. 



WRITE OR PHONE FOR OUR 
FA€€ DISCOUNT CATALOG 

Sierra Desiqns, 
Slumberjack, Cannondale, Peak 1, 
Chouinard, Lifa, Opt imus.  L o u .  

CANOES FOR 
VIRGINIA 

WHITEWATER SEA KAYAKS 
RECREATION SQUIRT KAYAKS 
CRUISING PLAY KAYAKS 
SOLO SPORT 

Old Town White Mad River 
Dagger Blue Hole Curtis 

Mohawk Sawyer Perception 
Prijon New Wave Noah 

Aquaterra Valley Canoe Products 

BOB TAYLOR'S 
APPOMAlTOX RIVER CO., 

INC. 
610 N. Maln St. Fanvl l le, VA 23901 

804-392-6645 

FERC staff: 
brain dead? 

This news clipping recently 
rossed my desk. Honest. 

"Pin the Dam on the River" 
vas a game invented by the lawyers in 
;ERC's Hydroelectric Litigration Sec- 
ion during their annual Christmas party. 

According to eyewitnesses, the 
lame was played before a large mural 
)f a wilderness forest scene with a 
vhitewater river coursing through the 
orest. Partwants were blindfolded and 
liven a pin with a small paper dam 
attached. Then, they were spun around 
hree times and pointed in the direction of the mural. 

The FERC employee who got his or her dam closest to the river was the 
vinner. 

I'm sure the FERC people have a rational explanation for this episode: 
"Well, the Wild ~urke~f lowed like a ~ a u l e y  release. Some of ourfolks got 

drunker 'n Hootie Owls and exercised badjudgment. But, boys will be boys. We're 
sure you wouldn't want us to get riledjust because some of the guys made a joke 
that was in questionable taste ..." 

Hell, why not? Sack the sonsabitches! 
Any person stupid enough to be caught in such a compromising action 

has got to be brain dead or hopped-up on very weird drugs. We don't need them 
filling public office. 

These people are making the decisions that determine final uses of river 
resources. A joke of this manner demonstrates a predisposition of opinion. 

What would happen if a judge presiding over litigation involving a racial 
matter was overheard making derisive remarks about Blacks? Or if an arbiter in 
a sex-discrimination issue voiced demeaning comments about women? 

The guilty FERC staffers should enjoy the same kind of reaction ........................................... m . . . .  

After a two issue hiatus, I'm back as editor. But then you probably didnl 
notice I was gone. Bob Gedekoh and John Porterfield turned in steller perform- 
ances in my place. American Whitewater remained the best semi-professional 
whitewater magazine in the world. 

The arrangement worked so well we're going to continue it. Bob, John 
and I will take turns as issue editors while I will serve as managing editor forevery 
edition--determining design, supervising production and making final editorial 
decisions. 

American Whitewater Staff 
Managing Editor: Chris Koll, 7987 #5 Road W., Fabius, NY 13267 
Editors: Bob Gedekoh, Box 228, RD 4, Elizabeth, PA 15037; 

John Porterfield, 290 Prospect St., Manchester, NH 03104 
Advertising Director: Phyllis Horowitz, W (914) 679-2300, H (914) 688-7401 
Conservation: Pope Barrow, Mac Thornton 
Safety: Charlie Walbridge 
Address Changes: Keith Morgan, 2601 Tanglewood Dr., Durham, NC 27705 
Missing Copies: Contact Peter Skinner, Box 272, W. Sand Lake, NY 12195 
American Whitewateris printed by Valley Press, Syracuse, NY. Laser printing by 
Syracuse Computer Store. All rights reserved. 



I 
I WHAT IS AMERICAN WHITEWATER ? 

I m e  American Whitewater Affiliation (AWA) is anational organization with a membership of 
I over 1300 whitewater boating enthusiasts and more than 50 local canoe club affiliates. The 
I AWA was organized in 1961 to protect and enhance the recreational enjoyment of whitewa- 

I ter sports in America. 

I EDUCATION: Through publication of a bi-monthly journal, the AWA provides information 

e I and education about whitewater rivers, boating safety, technique, and equipment. 

CONSERVATION: AWA maintains a national inventory of whitewater rivers, monitors 
potential threats to whitewater river resources through its "River Watch" system, publishes 
information on river conservation, works with government agencies to protect and preserve 
free-flowing whitewater rivers, and provides technical advice to local groups regarding river 
management and river conservation. AWA also gives annual awards to individuals to 

I recognize exceptional contributions to river conservation and an annual "hydromania" 
award to recognize the proposed hydroelectric power project which woudl be most destruc- 

I tive of whitewater. 
I 
I EVENTS: AWA organizes sporting events, contests and festivals to raise funds for river 

conservation. Since 1986, AWA has been the principal sponsor of the annual Gauley River 
I Festival in Summersville, West Virginia, the largest gathering of whitewater boaters in the 
I nation, other than at international racing events. 

I SAFETY: AWA promotes paddling safety. publishes reports on whitewater accidents. and 
I maintains both a uniform national ranking system for whitewater rivers (he International 
I Scale of Whitewater Difficulty) and the internationally recognized AWA Safety Code. 

I ORGANIZATION AND PURPOSES: AWA was incorporated under Missouri "on-profit 
I corpora ti or^ laws in 1961 and maintains its principal mailing address at 146 N. Brockway, 
I Palatine iiinois, 60067. AWA has been granted tax exempt status by the Internal Revenue 
I Serv~ceunder section 401 (c)(3) of the Internal Revenue Codeof 1954. Thecharter includes 

the following purposes: encourage the exploration, enjoyment, and preservation of Ameri- 
I can recreational waterways or man-powered craft; protect the wilderness character of 
I waterways through conservation of water, forests, parks, wildlife, and related resources; 

promote appreciation for the recreational value of wilderness cruising and of white-water 
sports. 

I PROFESSIONAL STAFF: Except for membership services and the Executive Director 
position, all AWA operations, including publication of the bi-monthly magazine, are handled I by volunteers. 

BOARD OF DIRECTORS 

Anita Adams 
Route 2, Box 614 

Princeton, WV 24740 
Bill Baker 

9420 W. Ontario Dr. 
Littleton, CO 801 23 

Pope Barrow 
136-13th Street, S.E. 
Washington, D.C. 20003 

Bob Gedekoh 
Box 228, RD 4 

Elizabeth, PA 15037 
Dan Givens 

463 Ave. H, Apt. 204 
Boise, ID 83712 
Bob Glanville 

66 Deer Run 
Glenwood, NY 14069 

Jack Hesslon 
241 E. 5th Ave. 

Anchorage, AK 99501 
Diana Holder 
Route 1 Box 90 
Fairview Mt. Rd. 

Reliance. TN 37369 
Phyllis Horowitz 

PO Box 329 
Phoenicia, NY 12464 

Chris Koll 
7987 #5 Rd. W. 

Fabius, NY 13267 
Sara Lawrence 

6660 Bacchi 
Lotus, CA 95651 

Tom McAndrew 
5535 Ridge Ave. 

Philadelphia, PA 19128 

JohnPorlerfield 
RR2 Box 669 

Orrington, ME 04474 
Pete Skinner 

Box 272, Snyder Rd. 
W. Sand Lake, NY 121 95 

Keith Thompson 
1171 N. 10th St. 

Laramie, WY 82070 
Mac Thornton 
322 10th St. S.E. 

Washington, DC 20003 
Executive Director 

Risa Caliaway 
PO Box 375 

Denver, NC 28037 
Treasurer 

Claire Gesalman 
6301 Hillcrest Place 

Alexandria, VA 22312 

lurn Your Old 
Boating Gear 

The Whitewater Trader 
A nationally distributed listing of classified 
ads for used whitewater equipment. . Recreational Boaters 
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Dear Chris, 

Just an afterthought from the 
NovIDec's "Salt Caves Refuse to Die," 
article. Was it my imagination that on a 
PBS program done on the migration 
upstream of salmon that when given 
the choice to take an original riverbed (I 
believe it was on a Washington State 
river) or take a newly dug canal route 
skirting the dam blocking the original 
river, !he salmon stayed in the main 
river below the dam. Many died as they 
spent too much time attempting to swim 
upstream. Has the state of Oregon not 
brought up subjects like this to FERC? 

Who gives FERC such godly 
authority to override the wishes of the 
taxpayers who pay their salaries? I know 
much is being done legally to prevent 
much of what they're doing such as 
relicensing and construction of dams, 
but can we not fight for changes in the 
FERC itself? Under whose direct au- 
thority do they get their power? 

Thanks. Great job with the 
newsletter. 

Sincerely, 
Katrina Peterson 
Chillicothe, OH 

To the Editor: 

I read with disgust the letter 
entitled "Sexist Pig Unmasked" and 
your reply in the NovIDec issue. Appar- 
ently I must not have read the Issue 
involved carefully as I'm sure I would 
have felt as outraged as the writer's 
non-kayaking friend did--what a terrible 
example was sent to the nonpaddling 
community. First of all, there are many 
female boaters, especially in N. Caro- 
lina; secondly, there is no excuse for 
sexism--blatant or otherwise, anywhere. 

You can be sure that if any 
further material of this kind is published 
and I see it, I will no longer be an AWA 
member or supporter. 

I can't believe this issue is still 
alive and well in 1989. 

Laura L. Helfman, M.D. 
Sylva, NC 

(Editor's reply: American Whitewater 
does not condone sexism. Had you 
carefully read the reply to the letter in 
question, you would have noted that I 
consider Gary Carlson's columns to 
present a characterture of the male 
whitewater paddler--a portrayal that 
exposes macho stereotypes to ridicule. 

lpersonally think Gary dwells 
too much on the drinking habits of white- 
water boaters. But if I get letters from 
citizens concerned about drug abuse, 
1'11 tell them the same thing I'm telling 
you:Gary's character is no more rooted 
in reality than Archie Bunker. Archie 
was a sexist and a b$ot--1 hated him. 
But I still laughed at him once a week. 
And once in a while he causedme to re- 
examine some of my own attitudes. 

I appreciate your sensitivity 
regarding this issue. But I hope you can 
cut me a little slack. If you were able to 
read the issue in question without 
immediately detecting the material as 
offensively sexist, I also might have 
difficulty identifying it. --c. koll) 

Dear Editor, 

Well I'd just like to take a smid- 
gen of time to respond to ole Gary's 
funny little story about the eager fish. 

Now, that ole Gary gave me a 
stir when he mentioned that us South- 
erners talk funny. I'll tell yall, there ain't 
nuthin like paddling with a Southener. I 
ain't no literary genius, but I know we 
don't talk funny down here in Georgia. 
People's like to get a burr in their back- 
side when folk poke fun at a man's 
speech. 

E DIDN'T SET OUT TO 
crcalr ~ h k  ulmnate kayak \ch(u#l 

11 ju\t happened Orlpmally our 
Intent wa\ to create Ihe ultlnl'dle w w~ldcrnc\> I o d ~ e .  Kavak~np 

_1 

wmethtng w c  d ~ d j u \ ~  for fun. ~6 much.fun. ~n lac t  
we now ~i f fer  the h o t  ~n\trucr~onal program ava~l- 
able tvervth~ng I \  f1r5t c las 

Our phyvcal plant cnn\t\~\ of 40 acre\ completcl! 
wrrounded by w~lderncu I'r~vate ponds for In\lruc- 
lion, prlvalc heache\ and % o f  a m ~ l r  of prlvale rlvcr 
front on the emerald grccn Cal~forn~a Salmw  HI^ 
arc all lowlcd un lhc property 

Our ln\tructon are well-known cxpcrb. our equ~p- 
men! the k t  (exclu\~velv hy Percepllon) and nur 
lodge boast\ numcrr~u\ amenltle\ lncludlnp a \pa- 
claw hot luh and Sauna and prlvate deck\ 111f of 
each rlmm. Our leachme techn~que w c w \  \afcl?. 
the proprr rtrokc and an easy-lo-learn "roll" 
formula 

We are ded~calrd to mak~ng ~ h t \  one of the great 
vacauon experlenccr of vour l ~ f c  ('olor brochure 
ava~lable Perwnal stre clarwc Re,yinnrn~. I n a r .  
mrd~are. Advanced 

t ORKS OF SALMON, CALIFORNIA 96031 

(916) 462-4772 

JOIN THE 
SQUIRT BOAT REVOLUTION 

W e  specialize in squ~rt boat con- 
struction. Each squ~rt boat IS custom- 
b u ~ l t  for the individual's stze and 
weight. Wild and crazy graph~cs are 
available at no extra charge Boats 
come complete with rn~nl-cell walls 
and inside and outs~de seams 

.Among the designs available are 
the Extra Jet, Prodigy. Jet. Surge 
and Rage. 

V a c u u m  Bagged Epoxy/Keviar 
Squlrt Boats $700.00. 

Factory direct sales available ~f we 
don't have a dealer In your area 

Q u i c k  delivery 

C a l l  or write for a free brochure 

Dealer Inquiries lnvlted 

WATAUGA LAMINATES 
Rt. 4. Box 74 

Banner Elk, NC 28604 
704/963-4093 



P atagonia Paddling Jackets are multi-purpose but 
they are far more than modified raincoats. Each e 

garment, even when new, has lived a previous lifetime 
and knows the rigors of high adventure. With a nearly 
50150 mix of wat&proof stretch and non-stretch 

. 

fabrics, the Stretch Sidewinder Top provides the 
protection of a paddling jacket combined with 
incredible freedom of movement; the jacket moves 

over &ur head k e e ~  cold witer out; the smGAh, 

where you do. The design of a padd16g insulation 
layer should be simple, if not spartan. The Synchillam 
Paddling Pullover fits perfectly under your outer shell. 
Finallv. the Pataeonia Skull Can stretches snuelv 

waterproof coating repels water to keep evaporative 
cooling to a n  absolute minimum. 

patagonia" 
leff Snyder blastirr~ a hi 
on the Cheat R~ver, 

Photo: Kevin O'Rrien 

sportswear, write Box 8900, Dept. 724fi2,  man, MT 59715 
or call 1-800-523-9597. 

Establtshed ~n 1984, Patagonla's enwronmental ttthtng program donates 10% of the company'5 
pre-tax profit5 to p r e r e r v q  and restoring the natural rnwronment 

For a free color catalog, the name of your nearest dealer, or 
information on our technical clothes. laverine svstems and 

Patagonia*, Synchilla" and Y-Jotnt'" are trademarks of Patagonia, Inc. Paddling Pu//ooer 



I'd like for my man Garyto put 
on his coveralls and head on down 
south to the Ocoee in Tennessee. We 
could do some squarting and blast some 
hawls. Then at the take out, we could 
eat some fried chicken, turnip greens, 
tata salad, an drink afew Black Labels. 

As forthe story about the thirty 
pound salmon, I don't believe a lick of it; 
cause ain't no fish gets as big as the 
ones grown down south. 

Oh yeah, don't ferget to bring 
you a4x4pickemuptruck, we like to go 
fourwheelin after a day on the river! 

Now Gary my friend, if you 
believe all Southerners talk like interbred 
banjo players from the backwoods of 
the Chatooga, perhaps you also be- 
lieve that your readers think you sold 
your squirt boat as a lure. 

If you do ever happen to make 
it down to the rivers of the deep south, 
don't forget your bows and 
arrows...someone may want you to 
"squeal like a pig." 

Yall come back now, ya here. 
Frank W. Lawson 
Atlanta, GA 

(editor's reply: Man, it's Gary's issue to 
catch heat. But Frank, Gary didn Y indi- 
cate that Southern boaters are stupid. ..he 
just said they talk funny. 

Idon 't know who Garypaddled 
with on the Gauley--but I paddled with 
Woody Callaway and Dale Adams, 
husbands of A WA directors. And they 
both talk funny. 

But come to think of it, lpaddle 
with Mike Bush. He's from southern 
Ohio and he talks funny. Jeff Snyder is 
from West Virginia, and he talks funny, 
too-even when he's not talking about 
swimming over waterfalls. And boaters 
from New England. .. they talk real funny. 
And California boaters ... they talk way 
funny, dude. 

As a matter of fact, it seems 
like all boaters talk funny except those 
from upstate New York. I wonder why 
that is. --c. koll) 

Dear AWA, 

Now that the new decade has 
arrived, and with it a new season, I 
(now I will certainly make new mis- 
takes, but I refuse to repeat errors of 
my past. The epic run of the Haute 
Montmoroncie last May in Canada 
represents one such error, and I would 
like to add this cautionary tale to the 
ever-increasing lore of Bonehead Boat- 
ing Stories. 

We entered Quebec last May 
in driving rains, after being stripsearched 
at the border ... nah, that's nottrue at all. 
The driving rains finished before we 
arrived, but the rivers were screaming. 
Our Canadian guide, who has since 
moved to North Carolina (we put a 
bounty on his head) steered us to the 
Haute Montmorencie. The water was 
cold and high, our guide was the latter. 

After an hour walk--in drysuits, 
with boats--to a lake leading to a paltry 
beaver dam, not a seething river, we 
trudged back to our cars. R'was 2:30; 
we found the real put-in at 3:30. Now 
what? An unknown river, a rising wind, 
a2-hourwalk(t0 a lake!) behind us...we 
put on. What the hell. 

What we found was a beauti- 
ful stream, quickly changing from class 
Ill to IV, that abruptly stopped at two 
class VI waterfalls. We had read the 
guidebook, sort of (it was in French), 
and didn't expect a problem, but in this 
case, it was a huge problem: no port- 
age trail. Still, how long could a 1/14 mile 
portage take? For the next two hours, 
we dragged, pushed, and pulled our 
boats and ourselves through a forest 
that had seemingly been involved in an 
earthquake followed by a tomado-every 
tree was sideways, and in our way. It's 
true. And two feet of snow was on the 
ground. And we were tired and cold. 
And we were suddenly, officially, un- 
questionably boneheads. Again. 

By the time we emerged from 
the forest, we were exhausted. I fin- 
ished the portage on my hands and 
knees, but at least that was better than 
The Mighty Edge, looking less than 

IT'S A RAPID 
EDUCATION! 

Canada's first and finest adult whiie- 
water xhod offers individual instructior 
from beginner to expert levels in both 
whitewater ka~akiig and open canoe- 
ing - leading to diplomas recognized 
world-wide. 

Located on the Modawaska River, near 
Algonquin Park, MKC provides dl equip 
ment and transportation during the 
course, as well as the creature comfort! 
of a vacation resort, including delicious 
meds served up with old-world 
hospitality. 

And better yet, our rivers are clean, 
warm and uncrowded. Guaranteed dail 
water releases from Ontario Hydro 
make the Madawaska a whitewater 
paradise. 

Directors Claudia and Dirk would like tc 
welcome you to p'n us. 

For your free brochure, write: 
Box 635, Barry's Bay, Ont KOJ 160 
or call 
Summer (61 3) 756-3620 
W'mter (41 6) 447-8845 



mighty, who had put a hole in his new 
drysuit. Edge also neatly summarized 
the run when we finallytook out at dusk: 
"Horrendous." 

No pictures commemorate this 
semi-tragic, semi-comic story. Rather, 
it has become part of Bonehead His- 
tory, never again tb be repeated in the 
1980's. The question is, "What will the 
1990's bring?" 

We'll find out. 

Sincerely, 
Peter A. Cogan 
Putney, VT 
Pete is the president of the Kayak and 
Canoe Club of Boston. 

(Editor's reply: Don Y feel bad, Pete. 
When I was in Quebec last spring, I 
tried and failed to find the put-in to the 
Haute Montmemncie, I guess that makes 
me a bonehead shuttle driver.) 

Dear AWA, 

So ...it ended up here a few 
weeks early. Last run on Six Mile Creek 
was on 10-6 and it was a great high 
water run--solid V. But there is 5 feet of 
snow at the top of Alyeska Ski Resort at 
2,900' here in Glrdwood, just 40 miles 
south of Anchorage and my boat has a 
skiff of white solid stuff laying on it there 
on my deck. It's hard for me to put it 
under the house, but it's getting time to 
shovel the deck. 

Luckily we have some photos 
to show for the season. Photos of our- 
selves (yah!) in Six Mile, Canyon Creek, 
LWtle Susitna River and Ship Creek--all 
solid V rivers. Lots of fine memories of 
great hack, tall enders, shorts and san- 

0 dab. Indeed, we had lots of sun and 
with eight class Ill-V+ rivers within a 
day's drive, along with the midnight sun 
let us be more than just weekend war- 
riors. What a great summer it was1 

But the one memento that all 
of us have Is this small callous. It's on 
the control hand ...y ou know ... the sec- 
ond knuckle on the paddlershaft side of 

;he thumb. I'm sure you kayak scum of 
the lower climes have designated a 
name for our special boating brand. 
How about letting your boating buds up 
north know what it is called?? The au- 
tumnal equinox has passed and we're 
in the dark. 

Michael Polzin 
Girdwood, AK 

(Editor's reply: Because that common 
hardening of the skin is caused by 
boating, it is universally known as a 
marine callous. Except when it occurs 
to a female boater: then it is called a 
marina callous. --c. koll) 

Alaska boaters at play last summer. 

Dear Chris, 

Our organization is the best. 
The semi-professional journal, Amerl- 
can Whitewater, is the best. I cuss the 
mailbox each day I don't receive an 
issue. I will continue to renew my 
membership over the years. 

My New Years resolution was 
to become more involved in river activ- 
ist issues. As whitewater paddlers, we 
all have a duty to our sport to protect 

9ur natural playgrounds. I scan each 
iew issue of American Whitewater 
searching for river issues and people to 
:ontact regarding those river issues so 
:hat I can fire up my typewriter and lend 
3 hand. Upon mailing a stack of corre- 
spondence, I get a warm feeling know- 
ng that I am giving back some of what 
:he rivers have been giving me. Let's all 
>f us that paddle whitewater and love 
the environment we use fight those 
seeking to destroy our natural resources 
through unnecessary development. Their 
greed could cause all of us great hard- 
ship. 

Sincerely, 
Larry Demster 
Worthington, OH 

(editor's note: A true professionalproba- 
bly develops a blase attitude toward 
/auditory letters like your's, Larry. Which 
is further proof that we're only semi- 
pros here at American Whitewater, 
because I still love getting them. But, 
anyway, congratulations on your atti- 
tude, You might want to check the list of 
AW Regional Coordinators printed in 
this issue. Your Regional Coordinator 
can help you channelyourenergyin the 
most effective direction. 

To whom it may concern, 

Please subscribe me to AWA. 
I've seen your magazine a number of 
times and find it more interesting than 
River Runner and Canoe. I've been 
paddling for seven years steady here in 
Wisconsin and Upper Michigan. I've 
been slalom racing for three years and 
belong to ACA-USCKT. I've taken pic- 
tures of different drops on most all 
midwest rivers we run. If anyone on 
your staff is looking for information, let 
me know and maybe I can help. 

Happy paddling 
Lloyd Larson 
Stevens Point, WI 



Coordinators 
represent 
every region 

Sometime during the course 
of 1990, an American Whitewater rep- 
resentative will paddle practically every 
mile of whitewater in the count ry... 

That goal would have been 
impossible before this year. But with 
the establishment of the American 
Whitewater Regional Coordinator Net- 
work, an American Whitewater pres- 
ence will be evident in every area and 
every whitewater river in the nation. 

Every region has its unique 
problems. Access. Protection from dams 
or pollution. User quotas. Permit sys- 
tems. The scheduling of water releases. 
The purpose of the Regional Coordina- 
tor system is to provide American White- 
water with the grass-roots link to the 
problems facing paddlers regardless of 
their location. 

With the addition of a body of 
representatives who are also active 
boaters, every American Whitewater 
member will now have the opportunity 
to meet or paddle with part of the 
American Whitewater staff. We're trying 
to become more accessible. 

Seek out your local Regional 
Coordinator. Let him know what Ameri- 
can Whitewater needs to do for you. 

Ohiopyle hosts 
O.C. Nationals 

The 1990 Whitewater Open 
Canoe National Championships in both 
downriver and slalom will be contested 
July 10-1 3 on the Lower Youghiogheny 
River at Pennsylvania's Ohiopyle State 
Park. 

The races will be sponsored 
by the Benscreek Canoe Club. Volun- 
teers who wish to assist with the event 
should contact race chairman Bruce 
Penrod at (81 4)487-4164. 
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Romer's Canyon helmet: full-f ace protection 
Romer takes head protection 

1 one step further with their new helmet, 
the Canyon. 

The helmet fits the head on an 
Internal suspension system. Several 
research foundations have stated that 
this offers the best diffusion of impact. 
The inside of the shell is further padded 
to offer further protection. 

The most striking feature is 
the chin guard. It too is padded and 
attaches near the ears, like a motor- 
cycle helmet. This offers significant 
facial protection. Frontal bumps should 
be repulsed orsubstantiallydiminished. 

The facial protection is great, 
but is needed? Well, every year a few 
stories surface of paddlers with broken 
jaws or facial injuries. Frequently these 
injuries occur on steep creeks, when 
paddlers flip and wash over shallow 
ledges or creek beds. Thus, this helmet 
would most benefit paddlers who fre- 

quent steep creeks and/or those who 
make first descents. 

On more moderate waterways 
the helmet continues to offer great 
protection. However, it severely limits 
communication with other paddlers. The 

chin guard muffles speech and hides 
facial expression. Fortunately the guard 
Is removable and optional. And despite 
the absence of ear holes,you can hear 
your companions without difficulty. 
--By TOM McANDREW 

Stoneycreek Redezvous scheduled 
The 5th annual Stonycreek 

Rendezvous, sponsored by the Ben- 
screek Canoe Club of Johnstown, PA, 
has been scheduledforthe weekend of 
March 31, 1990. 

Formerly known as the Ston- 
eycreek Whitewater Weekend, last year's 
event attracted more than 300 paddlers 
to the Johnstown area to paddle the 
whitewater of the Stoneycreek water- 
shed. With adequate water levels, eight 

separate whitewater runs ranging from 
class II to class V will be available. 

A traditional river celebration 
is planned for Saturday night with food, 
drink, prizes and whitewater videos. 

The Benscreek Canoe Club 
promotes the annual event in an effort 
to secure recreational releases from an 
upstream reservoir on the Stoney. For 
further information, contact Bruce Penrod 
at (81 4)487-4164. 

Designs by Wilderness Systems, Wick Walker, Richard Fox, Tom McEwan, John Abbenhouse 
and Harrie Tieken; all boats vacuum bagged with the best materials available. 

Squirt boats Expedition K- 1 & C- 1 's 
Sea kayaks Boating accessories 

Custom helmets 



Five directors 
named to 
AWA Board 

The American Whitewater 
membership approved by a wide mar- 
gin all Board of Directors candidates 
presented for conflrmatlon. 

Newly named to the board are 
Jack Hession of Anchorage, AK; so and 
so of whereewer, CO; and Chris Koll of 
Fabius, NY. 

Pope Barrow of Washington, 
DC and Phyllis Horowitz of Phoenicia, 
NY were also returned to the Board for 
another two year term. 

All the candidates polled an 
unprecedented approval rating of over 
90•‹/o. 

American Whitewater director and media darling Pope Barrow speaks at last 
year's dedication of the Gauley River Recreation Area. Barrow spearheaded 
A WA support of the legislation presewing the Gauley corridor. 

Reservations 
Kayakers and canoeists run- 

ning Pennsylvania's Lower Youghiogh- 
eny River this year have the option of 
phoning in advance for launch time 
reservations under a pilot project initi- 
ated by Douglas Hoehn, the new Park 
Operations Supervisor at Ohiopyle State 
Park. Launch permits will also be re- 
quired for all hard boaters utilizing the 
Lower Youghiogheny under the new 
system. 

As in the past private hard boaters 
will still be entitled to 10% of the total 
daily launches on the river. Forty per- 
cent of the launches are allocated to 
private rafters and fifty percent to 
commercial rafters. The hard boat quota 
was reached only one time during the 
past paddling season. However, the 
thirty hard boat per hour quota has 
resulted in considerable congestion at 
the put-in during busy summer week- 
ends the last two seasons. 

The pilot proje.ct was initiated 
by Hoehn (pronounced Hane) because 
of complaints from out of town boaters 
who wanted only to run the Loop (first 
two miles of the river) instead of the 
whole river. Out of town boaters had 
also complained that they often had to 

required for Lower Yough 
wait until late in the day to gain access 
to the river, thereby delaying their de- 
parture for home. 

Hoehn's original pilot regula- 
tions were modified after receiving an 
icy reception at the January meeting of 
the Three Rivers Paddling Club in Pitts- 
burgh. Hoehn hadbeen asked to attend 
the meeting to present his plan after 
club members learned circuitously about 
the changes. Club members specifi- 
cally objected to the fact that the pilot 
project had been initiated without any 
input from local boaters. They were 
also upset that TRPC's 1989 petition to 
Arthur Davis, the Secretary of the Pa. 
Department of Environmental Resources 
, addressing the same issues, had ap- 
parently been ignored. That petition 
had the official support of both the AWA 
and the American Canoe Association. 

Local boaters who utilize the 
Lower Youghiogheny complained that 
the new system would drastically limit 
their access to the river and that the 
telephone reservation system would be 
unwieldy and inconvenient. They ar- 
gued that most Pittsburgh area boaters 
do not plan their trips to the Lower 
Yough weeks in advance, but that they 
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preferto make boating decisions in the 
morning, when local gauging informa- 
tion becomes available. 

Hoehn listened patientlyto the 
complaints of TRPC members and re- 
sponded by asking TRPC's Tom Irwin, 
who is also an active and well-known 
ACA member, to organize a meeting at 
Ohiopyle with representatives of major 
whitewater clubs so that a compromise 
might be reached. 

Attending this three hour Janu- 
ary meeting were Hoehn, Irwin, Ed Gertler 
of Washington, D.C.'s Canoe Cruisers 
Association, Charley Walbridge of the 
Philadelphia Canoe Club, Steve lngals 
of Ohio's Keelhaulers, Mike Boyd of the 
Conewago Canoe Club, Bob Allen of 
the Baltimore Canoe Club and Bob 
Gedekoh of the AWA. 

After the meeting the proposed 
regulations were modified so that only 
one-half of the hard boat quota will be 
available by phone reservation, the rest 
will be first come first serve. It is hoped 
that out of town boaters will utilize the 
phone system, while local boaters will 
take the first come first serve spots. 

Hoehn also agreed to "end" the 
hard boat quotaday at 3 p.m., allowing 
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additional boaters the opportunity to 
put on and run the Loop or the entire 
river after that time. This had been an 
integral part of TRPC's 1989 petition, 
and was considered a major conces- 
sion to local boaters, who will now be 
able to avoid the quota system and the 
congestion on the river by putting on 
afterthree. It is believed that by shifting 
utilization of the river by local hard boaters 
ti1 later in the day, conditions on the 
river earlier in the day will also be im- 
proved. 

Those attending the January 
meeting with Hoehn were generally 
pleased with the new park superinten- 
dent's willingness to compromise and 
his expressed desire to maximize the 
utilization of the river by all sectors of 
the boating community. During the 
past several paddling seasons the at- 
mosphere at Ohiopyle State Park has 
deteriorated, and there have been a 
number of confrontations between 
boaters and the park staff. It is hoped 
that Hoehn's appointment and his 
modified pilot proiect will help to reduce 

tension at Ohiopyle this year. 
Hoehn, who comes to Ohi- 

opyie from Pennsylvania's Delaware 
Canal-Stover State Park, has a good 
reputation with eastern Pennsylvania 
boaters, who found him supportive, 
particularly in regard to his manage- 
ment of the Tohickan Creek. But there 
is little doubt that dealing with the situ- 
ation on the Lower Youghiogheny, one 
of the nation's most heavily utilized day 
use rivers, will be an even greater chal- 
lenge. 

Other portions of the pilot 
proposal of particular note to hard boater 
include the mandate that all boaters be 
off the Loop by sunset and that those 
paddling the entire river arrive at Bruner 
Run before the departure of the last 
shuttle bus. This time will be posted at 
the put-in. 

Boaterswishing onlytopaddle 
the Loop before 3:00 p.m. will be per- 
mitted to do so if they have a launch 
permit. 

Finally, anyone paddling the 
river at any time is now expected to 

obtain a permit at the put-in or sign in at 
the launch if it is not manned. 

Hoehn has repeatedly empha- 
sized that the new regulations are part 
of a pilot project which may be modified 
or discontinued if the situation at the 
park becomes unmanageable. 

The pilot project regulations 
pertaining to hard boaters are reprinted 
here in entirety. 

Pilot Proposal Regulations 
Pertaining to Private Hard Boaters 

All hardboaters will be required to 
have a launch permit prior to putting on the 
river. A launch permit for access during quota 
hours of 8:W a.m. to 3:W p.m. will be avail- 
able through either of two methods, PRIOR 
RESERVATION BY TELEPHONE or FIRST 
COME FIRSTSERVE LAUNCH RESERVA- 
TION ATTHE LAUNCH AREAON THE DAY 
OF LAUNCH. As in 1989 launch times will be 
8:W to 9f0,  9:W to 1O:W, 10:OO to 11:W, 
11:Wto12:W,12:Wto l :W,l:Wto2mand 
2:W to 3:W. A launch window will be as- 
signed rather than a specific launch time. 

Of the 30 launch spaces available 
in each launch window 15 spaces will be 
available to the boater wishing to make prior 
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reservations. Persons making prior reserva- 
tions will be required to check in at the launch 
area no less than one-half hour prior to the 
start of the launch window. A roster of all 
persons covered by the permitwill be required 
at that time. If a person with a prior reserva- 
tions should arrive after the check in time, or 
not at all, the reservation will be cancelled and 
these spaces added to the first come first 
serve spaces for that launch window. A boater 
arriving late may reapply for a launch time 
upon his reaching the launch area contact 
station if times are still available first come first 
serve. 

When telephoning the park office 
for reservations a caller will be limited to 
making reservations for only five launch dates 
per call. This limiting is needed to help ease 
the length of such a telephone call. In addition, 
an individual may only reserve a maximum of 
five slots in any one launch date. Clubs or 
organizations may reserve up to fifteen 
spaces per launch time if confirmed within two 
weeks of the launch date. This confirmation 
must be done in writing on club letterhead and 
should state the reservations are needed for a 
dub or organization sponsored outing, and 
that the club or organization is non-profit for 
the purposes of this outing. 

Fifteen first come first serve 
spaces, plus no shows, will be available for 

each launch window. Boaters wishing to 
reserve one of these spaces will be required 
to complete a launch permit and supply a 
roster of all persons covered by that permit. 
Forms, pens and paper will be available at the 
launch contact stations. Permits will be is- 
sued for specific launch windows and must be 
used during those time frames. 

Hard boaters, whether they wish to 
utilize the Loop or make the full trip to Bruner 
Run, after 3:OO p.m., will not becounted in the 
daily quotas. The 3:15 launch time will be the 
last scheduled launch time for inflatable boat- 
ers making the full trip to Bruner Run due to 
the shuttle schedule. All boaters must be off 
the river at sunset. The exact time of sunset 
will be posted prominently at the launch. 
Boaters must reach the Bruner Run take out 
prior to the last shuttle bus leaving the area. 
The time of the last shuttle bus will also be 
posted prominently at the launch. This time 
may vary. It is the hard boaters' responsibility 
to see that they can reach Bruner Run by this 
last shuttle if they choose to make the com- 
plete run. The Loop is available to all boaters 
between 8:OOa.m. and 3:OO p.m. daily without 
a bus token but requires a launch permit and 
a launch time. After 3:OO p.m. the Loop is 
available to all boaters. A bus token is not 
needed but the boater must exit the river by 
sunset 

All boat launches will require a 
permit. For time periods after the dose of the 
launch contact station or for other periods 
when the launch is not manned this permitwill 
be in the form of a sign-up sheet at the launch 
contact station. This sheet will be attached to 
adipboard and will require the boater's name, 
city , state, time of launch, type of craft, desti- 
nation (Loop or Bruner Run), and for in- 
flatable~ the number in each craft. 

All hard boat launchesdurlng quota 
hours will be controlled by rosters completed 
by the permit holders. Individual boaters will 
be checked against these rosters when 
launching. Bus tokens will be available until 
the last scheduled quotalaunch time. Tokens 
may be purchased in advance for use that day 
or on subsequent days. 

Unjustifiable failures to complete 
the sign-up sheet prior to launch, failure to exit 
the river by sunset, or failure to reach Bruner 
Run prior to the last posted shuttle bus depar- 
ture time will be considered violations of the 
Pa. Criminal Code. Park rangers will exercise 
discretion in the matter of issuing citations. 

If at any time during this pilot proj- 
ect conditions should become unmanageable 
due to the implementation of these changes, 
the pilot project may be suspended, modified 
or terminated at the direction of the park su- 
perintendent. 

LEARN NEW SKILLS 

IMPROVE OLD SKILLS 

Our Whitewater Kayak School consists of two-day 
basic or intermediate clinics. ACA certified 
instructors, classroom sessions, whitewater , /' 
movies, equipment, shuttles, wet suits, 
overnight camping, and plenty of 
river fun are all included! 

WANT TO BE A RAFT GUIDE? 
Call our River Guide Hotline (717) 443-9728 



AWA moves to protect more whitewater 
By MAC THORNTON 

Eastern whitewa- 
ter conservationists took 
their cue from residents of 
Berlin, who ended the year 
of 1989 chipping away at a 
hated, dam-like structure. 
What was the Berlin Wall 
anyway, but kind of a dam? 
Like the Berliners, 1989 
was the year that the AWA 
went on the offense, the 
goal being to gain positive 
protection for numerous 
whitewater rivers. 

AWA helped pre- 
pare a massive report for 
Monongahela National For- 
est, asking or permanent 
"Wild and Scenic" status 
for 10 superlative whitewa- 
ter segments. Similar 
reports were prepared and 
presented to George 
Washington National Forest 
(eight rivers) and Jefferson 
National Forest (two rivers). 

AWA helped de- 
feat a second hydro 
proposal for the Savage, 
and now there is an all-out 
effort to get Congress to 
declare the Savage "off- 
limits" to hydromania 
forever. 

Several AWA 
members stood in the 
drizzle at Summersville 
Dam on September 16 to 
participate in the dedication 
of the Gauley National 
Recreational Area, forever 
protecting the Gauley, and 
naming the first Wild and 
Scenic river in the Middle 
Atlantic: the lower part of 
the Bluestone. AWA 
worked hard to get this 
legislation enacted. 

Great Falls Access 
Rights 

Following a year of 
intense negotiations with 

the paddling community, 
the state of Maryland 
issued final regulations on 
September 4 for paddling 
the Great Falls of the 
Potomac. Basically, a 
written registration is re- 
quired of each Great Falls 
paddler, acknowledging 
that he or she understands 
that the Falls is Class VI, 
and that rescue is very 
difficult. This regulation was 
agreeable to paddlers as 
an alternative to closing the 
Falls entirely. In fact, 
registration was favored by 
all parties except National 
Park Service (NPS) official 
John Byrne, who opposed 
allowing any Great Falls 
paddlers. 

However, NPS 
controls all practical land 
access to the Falls. On 
September 8, at Byrne's 
behest, the NPS issued a 
secret letter to Maryland 
stating that all access to 
the Potomac from NPS 
land was closed to Great 
Falls paddlers. 

Alerted, Washing- 
ton area paddlers sprang 
into action. Paddlers dem- 
onstrated to NPS brass 
that Byrne's actions were 
unlawful under NPS 
regulations, and urged that 
NPS access policies should 
be made consistent with 
the new Maryland registra- 
tion law. The latest word is 
that the NPS is leaning 

toward agreeing with AWA. 
Also, Byrne has been 
"transferred out of his job; 
he has been reassigned to 
the Appalachian Trail Au- 
thority, where he will no 
longer be able to pester 
paddlers. 

Savage 
For the second 

time in less than a year, 
paddlers have defeated a 
proposed hydropower 
project on the Savage. On 
July 14, Synergics, Inc. 
surrendered its preliminary 
permit from FERC, appar- 
ently convinced by docu- 
ments submitted by the 
Savage River Defense 
Fund that the project was 
not profitable at current 



energy prices, and that 
paddlers were prepared to 
wage a costly legal and 
political battle to save the 
Savage. 

At year's end, 
paddlers are mounting a 
campaign to convince Con- 
gresswomen Beverly Byron 
to sponsor a bill declaring 
the Savage "off-limits" to 
hydro, once and for all. 
Western Marylanders are 
supporting this effort, and 
canvassing efforts are 
underway. If you live in 
Maryland, please write 
Beverly Byron in support of 
this effort c/o 2430 
Rayburn Bldg., Washing- 
ton, D.C. 2051 5. 

Monongaheia National 
Forest Rivers 

In the most ambi- 
tious Middle Atlantic white- 
water conservation project 
in history, the AWA helped 
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assemble a group of 21 
conservation organizations 
to sponsor a movement to 
get 10 West Virginia 
whitewater rivers perma- 
nently protected as Wild 
and Scenic: two Potomac 
tributaries, five Cheat 
tributaries and three 
Gauley tributaries. 

Allied with AWA 
are five other national con- 
servation organizations and 
several west Virginia 
groups. MNF is now 
formulating its river study 
plans, and paddlers have 
been at MNF headquarters 
in Elkins, WV negotiating 
for all premium whitewater 
segments. 

MNF will have to 
complete its studies, make 
recommendations to Con- 
gress, and Congress will 
have to act favorably. It's a 
long road. 

George Washington and 
Jefferson Nat. Forests. 

Paddlers did not 
stop with the Monongahela 
National Forest streams. 
Documents were prepared 
to the two national forests 
located in Virginia asking 
for Wild and Scenic studies 
of a total of 10 classic Blue 
Ridge barnburner stream 
segments. 

Cheat Basin. 
The Army Corps 

of Engineers is currently 
engaged in a flood control 
study for the entire Cheat 
Basin, and is focussed on 
an earlier study suggesting 
five dams on five whitewa- 
ter streams: Gandy Creek, 
Laurel Fork, Glady Fork, 
Shavers Fork and Dry Fork. 
The reconnaissance study 
is due in June 1990--and 
AWA will have that study 
under a microsco~e to ex- 

THE PROOF is in THE PERFORMANCE 
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pose any of the Corps' typi- 
cal gamesmanship. 
Greenbhr. 

The Corps is also 
halfway through a flood 
control study on the Green- 
briar, and is focussed on a 
dam between Cass and 
Marlinton, WV. However, 
the Corps has run out of 
funding for this study, and 
paddlers are working to 
deny them further money. 

LosWCacapon. 
Paddlers are sup- 

porting the Cacapon River 
Committee and other valley 
residents in opposing a 
boondoggle dam on 
Kimsey Run, an important 
tributary which enters the 
Lost River near Lost City, 
WV. This is a classic pork 
barrel story: operating in 
secret, a rich landowner- 
county pol gets the federal 
government committed to 
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build a lake, greatly in- 
creasing the value of his 
adjacent lands. 

Belatedly, a sturdy 
group of citizens formed to 
oppose the dam. With help 
from paddler Steve Taylor, 
the citizen group demol- 
ished the engineering and 
economic justifications put 
forth by the government for 
the dam. Pressure forced a 
public meeting. Some 400 
people opposed the dam; 
only one citizen spoke in 
favor of it. State and 
federal pols have started to 
get cold feet, but construc- 
tions plans continue. Stay 
tuned ... 

Lower Yough Access 
AWA assisted the 

Three Rivers Paddling Club 
of Pittsburgh in petitioning 
Pennsylvania for changes 
in Lower Yough manage- 
ment. The latest inside 

word from AWA director 
Tom McAndrew is that the 
following changes are 
probable for 1990: (1) the 
overall quota of 192 private 
hardboaters per day will not 
be liberalized, as we had 
asked, (2) a telephone res- 
ervation system will be put 
in place for hardboaters, 
and (3) "Loop" runs will be 
permitted all day, but will 
be counted against the 192 
quota. Note that the 192 
quota was not reached on 
any day in 1989, although it 
was reached on six days in 
1988. 

Upper Yough Access 
Acting several 

years too late, the State of 
Maryland finally put 
regulations in place limiting 
raft use on the "Upper": a 
maximum of 72 raft 
passengers were allowed 
per day, divided among 12 
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companies. These regula- 
tions have several flaws, 
but are due to be reworked 
in 1990 after a team from 
Penn State Universlty 
releases its recreation ca- 
pacity study of the Upper 
Yough. 

In addition, AWA's 
Rich Bowers successfully 
worked on Maryland legis- 
lation removing the upper 
limit on state-owned acre- 
age in Garrett County. The 
express purpose of this bill 
was to facilitate state pur- 
chases of land in the Upper 
Yough corridor. However, it 
remains to be seen how 
aggressive the State will be 
in actually acquiring title to 
the land. 
Upper Yough Relicensing 

Pennsylvania 
Electric's license to operate 
Deep Creek Lake Dam 

flows) expires in 1993, and 
the relicensing proceedings 
are underway. AWA 
Directors Pete Skinner, 
Pope Barrow and Mac 
Thornton spoke at public 
meetings in Garrett County 
on the project, and submit- 
ted written requests for im- 
provements in whitewater 
release management. Pad- 
dlers want: (1) better ad- 
vance notice of releases, 
(2) more releases on week- 
ends and Fridays, and (3) 
more releases of three 
hours or longer, even if this 
means a fewer total 
number of releases. 

James 
AWA has assisted 

the Coastal Canoeists in 
battling three hydro 
projects on the James in 
downtown Richmond. Two 
projects have been killed I - (source of Upper Yough off. The remaining appli- 
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cant is the City of 
Richmond itself, which is 
studying repairs and modifi- 
cations to the Hollywood- 
Belle Isle Dam (with the fa- 
cility on the island itself). 
This would probably 
dewater Hollywood and 
Cemetery Rapids, two of 
the best rapids on the river. 

Russell Fork 
AWA is spear- 

heading intervention in 
FERC proceedings 
regarding installation of a 
hydropower project at 
Flanagan Dam on Virginia's 
Pound River. This dam is 
the source of fall whitewa- 
ter flows on the Russell 
Fork. AWA's intervention 
was joined by Eastern Pro- 
fessional River Outfitters 
and the county government 
of Pike County, KY, where 
paddlers take out on the 

River advocacu made easu 

AWA "Instant Expert' 
River conser- 

vationists aged 16 and up: 
do dam builders and river 
abusers kick sand in your 
face? Do you feel like a 
skinny 120 pound weak- 
ling? Is a muscle-bound 
government bureaucracy 
humiliating you in public? 

Stop being 
the whipping-boy! Build im- 
pressive river conservation 
power fast using the new 
AWA INSTANT EXPERT 
PROGRAM. 

The AWA 
INSTANT EXPERT PRO- 
GRAM is guaranteed to 
build anyone's river conser- 
vation skills to a formidable 

level overnlght l 
After finish- 

ing the AWA course, river 
abusers will tremble in 
their bulldozers. Your fan 
mail will be crated to you in 
dump trucks. 

No matter 
how little you know, this 
program will make you the 
biggest expert in your 
neighborhood. Its guaran- 
teed. 

Best of 
all ... the AWA INSTANT 
EXPERT PROGRAM can 
make you into a powerful 
river expert with little or no 
effort on your part. All you 
need is 6th grade reading 

Program 
skills and the ability to bluff. 

The secret of 
the proven AWA program is 
statistics. Quoting statistics 
blows away the opposition. 
Using statistics makes you 
look smart--even if you 
arn't! The more you use, 
the smarter you seem to 
be. 

Government 
experts know this simple 
trick. That is why they 
always try to dazzle people 
with their dam building 
propaganda. But it won't 
work if you have your own 
arsenal of powerful river 
conservation statistics. 

Based on Russell Fork run. I 
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this proven technique, 
AWA river conservation 
specialists have developed 
a short course of river 
conservation facts. Memo- 
rize one or two of these 
and mention them in casual 
conversation at you next 
canoe club meeting. You 
will be amazed at the 
response! You will be 
elected Conservation 
Chairman for Life. If you 
memorize them all, you will 
be invited to TV talk shows. 

Once you 
master the AWA River 
Conservation Facts. the 
Army Corps of Engineers 
and the Federal Energy 
Regulatory Commission will 
no longer sneer and dump 
your letters and protests in 
the nearest trash bin. No, 
sir. As a Certified AWA 
River Conservation Expert, 
thev will have to take vou 

I Kayaks, Canoes, and Accessories 
for Rapids, Lakes, and Oceans. 
Free Catalogue. 215-646-5034 

230 Penllyn Pike, Penllyn, PA 19422 I 

seriously. 
Here is all 

you need to know to get 
started: 

Subject: Scarcity of White- 
water 
Statistic: Less than 1% of 
U.S. river miles offer 
whitewater (@ 34,000 mi). 
Less than 2,000 U.S. rivers 
have class I/+ rapids 
Source: American White- 
water, Nationwide White- 
water Inventory (1990 
edition) 

Subject: River mileage 
free-flowing, dammed, etc. 
Statistics: 
-3,500,000 river miles were 
once free-flowing (U.S. To- 
tal). 
-5OO,OO to 600,000 miles 
(14 to 17% of total) now 
behind dams 
.7,300 miles (0.2% of total) 

'*a* 

5061 S. National Dr., Knoxville, TN 37914 
Toll Free l(800) 537-8888. in TN (615) 522-9902 r - 

are in wild and scenic sys- 
tem 
.Only 2% of U. S. river mile- 
age still sufficiently undam 
mend, undeveloped, and 
clean to possibly qualify for 
inclusion in wild and scenic 
system. 
.Only 312 significant 
streams in the lower 48 
States are still free-flowing 
and undeveloped in their 
entireties (0.4% the total 
US. river mileage). 
Source: National Park 
Service. Also W. Kent 
Olsen in Appalachia, 
Summer 1987. 

Subject: Wild and scenic 
rivers 
Statistic: 300 new wild and 
scenic rivers would amount 
to only 2% of total river 
miles in U. S. 90% of 
existing wild and scenic 
river milage is within 

existing national forests, 
parks, and other Federal 
lands. 
Source: Kent Olsen at I988 
American Rivers confer- 
ence. 

Subject: Demand for out- 
door recreation 
Statistic: 86% of American 
people want more outdoor 
recreation. 
Source: National Georgra- 
pic Survey in 1987 for 
Presidents Commission on 
Americans Outdoors. 

Subject: importance of 
Tourism 
Statistic: In the year2,OOO 
tourism will be the #1 in- 
dustry in the U.S. 
Source: Pat Noonan report- 
ing at 1988 American 
Rivers Conference on 1987 
findings of Prsidents 
Commission on Americans 
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Outdoors. 

Subject: Hydropower: 
Number of existing plants 
Statistic: 1,523 hydro- 
power projects are operat- 
ing under FERC license or 
exemption. (This is 53% of 
the total developed 
hydroelectric capacity.) 
There are 750 Army Corps 
of Engineers or Bureau of 
Reclamation dams. 
Hundreds of private unli- 
censed hydropower 
projects also exist, and 
thousands of power 
facilities and other dams 
were built throughout the 
U.S. by the the Soil Con- 
servation Service and oth- 
ers. The total number of 
dams in the U.S. is 
conservatively estimated to 
be 60,000. 
Source: Hydroelectric 
Power ~esources of the 

United States, FERC 1981 
Natural Rivers and the 
Public Trust, W. Kent Olss 
(1 989) 

Subject: U.S. Hydropowe 
potential 
Statistic: 49 % of the 
nation's theoretical hydro. 
power potential has been, 
or is currently being- 
developed. Of the remain 
ing theoretical potential, 
75% is at large-scale site; 
Source: Hydroelectric 
Power Resources of the 
United States, FERC 198 

Subject: Hydropower 
growth trends 
Statistic: Between 1978 
and 1985, 6,500 applica- 
tions were filed with FERt 
for new hydroelectric pow 
projects, mostly for small 
projects. Between 1984 

~- - . - - - -  . - - -  - ~ and 1988 the number of 
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hydroelectric plants operat- 
ing in the U.S. grew from 
1546 to over 201 0, more 
than a 30% increase in 4 
years. In 1977, FERC re- 
ceived 25 applications for 
licenses; by 1985 320 were 
filed. In 1978 only 36 appli- 
cations for preliminary per- 
mits were filed, but 3 years 
later the number jumped to 
1,856. 
Source: FERC, Hydroelec- 
tric Power Resources of the 
United States (1 988); 
FERC Monitor (VI, No. 19; 
Sep 18, 1986); M.A. Proett, 
Cumulative Impacts, 1 1 
Haw. En v. L R. 82 (1 987) 

Subject: Energy from small 
hydro projects. 
Statistic: If all financially 
and environmentally 
feasible small (i.e. less than 
100 megawatts) power- 
plants which can be built in 

the future are actually built, 
they would generate yearly 
the same amount of energy 
as 1 medium-sized coal- 
fired po werplant This equal 
@ 0.1 1 % of our current 
fossil fuel usage. Even if 
existing environmental limi- 
tations were repealed only 
0.28% of current fossil fuel 
usage would be replaced 
by these plants. 
Source: FERC, PURPA 
Benefits at New Dams and 
Diversions, Final Staff Re- 
port (July 1988); Corn 
ments of S. Taylor in Final 
Report. 

Subject: Electric power 
Statistic: 8 % of U.S. 
energy is generated by 
hydropower. (5% oil, 1 1 % 
natural gas, 19% nuclear, 
55% coal, and 2% other 
sources) 
Source: Edison Electric 

The secret Little River 
How can a se- 

cluded class Ill-IV stream 
that runs about 1,000 cfs 
on the hottest of the 
summer dog days be de- 
scribed as "the last great 
secret river in New Eng- 
land"? Especially when the 
run boasts four miles of 
continuous whitewater 
action and is located only 
30 minutes from downtown 
Hartford, CT. 

The Little River is 
a rare gem in central New 
England that has remained 
virtually unknown. 

The problem is 
that the Little is controlled 
by Northeast Utilities. 
Releases are scheduled 
only to meet peak power 
demands. 

Paddlers would 
normally schedule their rec- 
reation around the re- 
leases. But not only does 

NU refuse to forward 
release information, but 
they've even gone so far as 
frustrating potential 
paddlers by extending bo- 
gus release times. 

The Housatonic 
Area Canoe and Kayak 
Squad (HACKS) has been 
attempting to convince NU 
that scheduled water 
releases or at least 
accurate release forecasts 
are appropriate for sharing 
a public resource. 

Paddlers can help 
open the Little. Tell your 
legislators that the Hydro- 
Electric Fairness Act (HR 
1069) denies paddlers their 
right to voice an opinion 
how a river resource should 
be utilized. Secondly, 
contact Northeast Utilities 
directly. Write attention to 
Don Wirth, PO Box 270, 
Hartford, CT 061 41 -0270. 



Knowing when to bail out ... 
"Roll or die " philosophy 
can lead paddlers into trouble 

Over the past twenty years, 
the Eskimo Roll has evolved from a 
stunt performed by a few experts to a 
basic skill for any kayaker serious about 
paddling whitewater. Rolling permits 
a fast recovery from flips, allowing 
beginners to learn faster, intermediates 
to play more aggressively, and experts 
to attempt rapids which they would 
never afford to swim. 

As rolling be- 
came commonplace, the 
pressure to perform in- 
creased. A cult-like alle- 
giance has grown up 
around the idea that you 
should never, ever swim. 
Many experts boast that 
they have gone years 
without missing a roll. 
Unfortunately, some have 
even "hung in" so long 
that they have even lost 
consciousness; others 
have been carried into 
strainers or undercut 
rocks and pinned. But the 
"roll at all costs" philoso- 
phy has clear limits, which 
I am going to explore. 

I'm not going 
argue the importance of a bombproof 

By CHARLIE WALBRIDGE roll for the hard-core expert in danger- 
A WA Safety Chairman ous places where swimming can't be 

considered an option. Nor am I going 
to minimize the tremendous advan- 
tages a roll poses for any paddler seek- 
ing safe, enjoyable river trips. You are 
usually safer inside your boat than out 
of it, especially in cold water. A fast roll 
is the safest possible way to recover 
from a flip, and iYs usually worth making 
several tries to come up. 

But there are risks to hanging 
upside down for long periods while 
your boat flushes uncontrollably down 
a rapid. You can be carried into a pin- 
ning situation that you cannot see, much 
less prepare for. 

KNOWING WHEN TO BAIL OUT 

No kayak or canoe, no matter 
how well constructed, can be expected 
to hold its shape when exposed to the 
full force of a whitewater river. When 
these craft collapse, the owner is in des- 
perate trouble. Most paddlers know 
the sensation of brushing and banging 
rocks while hanging upside down and 
organizing a roll. Brief scrapes and 
impacts are not usually dangerous to 
those who are properly trained and 
equipped. Tucking forward, "Hanging 
in", and coming back up despite these 
distractions is extremely satisfying; 
everyone has their own stories about 
how they prevailed despite consider- 
able abuse. 

But when your canoe or kayak 
is actually being held against an ob- 
struction, the danger of pinning is sig- 
nificant. Here stubbornness can work 
against you: wait too long and you can 
become trapped. You want to kick free 
before bailing out ceases to be an op- 
tion. 

Fortunately, boats seldom 
"splat and wrap"; there are usually 
several seconds between first contact 
and the moment when the hull catches 
the full force of the current, "settles in", 
and collapses. The sensation of your 
boat "hanging" when in contact with 
an obstruction means that you are at the 
edge of trouble. Over the past decade a 
number of paddlers, many with con- 
siderable experience, have died in pin- 
ning accidents. Some might have been 
saved if they had used this brief "win- 
dow" to escape their boat rather than 
hanging on until it was too late. 

Deciding to leave a canoe or 
kayak at the right time is not easy. After 
years of learning to fight panic and 
handle yourself under water, a deci- 
sion to bail out goes against the grain. 

Many factors enter into the 



decision. In general, pinning is more 
likely on tight, technical streams. Big 
water is often less obstructed, leaving 
more time to safely organize a roll. 
What lies downstream is important, 
particularly in steep or obstructed drops. 

G A paddler in the middle of a flooded 
river, a class VI rapid, or any other 
place where rescue is difficult is going 
to be a lot more reluctant to wet exit 
than a person who gets snagged in 
more moderate places. Some spots are 
known to be extremely hazardous to 
swimmers (such as left crackonsection 
IV of the Chatooga) and this figures in 
the decision. There have been cases 
where paddlers, escaping a pinned boat, 
became caught in undercut rocks be- 
low. Rapids of this nature are intolerant 
of error, and portaging is a reasonable 
alternative for those unsure of their 
ability to roll up. 

Since the decision to eject is 
often made in an instant, your boat 
should be outfitted so you can get out 
quickly. S i e  paddlers hold themselves 
in their boats withmuscle vower. there 

is no excuse for outfitting which is 
excessively tight. Low-volume boats pin 
more quickly, and this caution applies 
doubly to them! If you don't swim 
much, wet exits should be practiced 
occasionally to test your gear. If you 
"hang up" on something, fix it at once! 

A lot of paddlers are reluctant 
to bail out because they aren't comfort- 
able swimming in rapids. A rescue course 
which teaches these skills or informal 
practice in a known rapid on a summer 
day will help you become more com- 
fortable in the water, making your swim 
easier to take. 

HEADS UP PINS 

Broaching on a rock while upright is 
less hazardous than being caught "head- 
down", but the situation must be treated 
with great respect. Leaning into the 
rock can make your craft seem decep- 
tively stable, but in strong current the 
balance can shift without much warn- 
ing. Remember the drowning of Mark 

paddlers, in California's Giant Gap of 
the North American. Mark died killed 
while trying to wiggle free of an "em- 
barrassing'" pin that turned on him 
suddenly. Once the boat flipped and 
folded he was in serious trouble. 

This is no place to linger. To 
maintain your position, the hull of your 
boat must be angled hard downstream 
so that the water passes cleanly under 
it. But beware! The force of the water 
can gradually pull the boat over until 
the upstream edge catches, at which 
point the current will grab the hull and 
wrap it. 

There is also a tendency, in the 
case of downed trees, for a boat to 
gradually be sucked down underneath 
the trunk. The best course of action is to 
get clear quickly, fending off the rock 
with your hands. If this doesn't work, 
get out of your boat and hop out onto 
the obstruction quickly. This is harder 
for kayakers thancanoeists, but equally 
important. You can extricate your boat 
and launch from there. 
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CAUTIONS ON BOW RESCUES 

A bow rescue is made when a 
paddler puts his bow in a position where 
an overturned boater can grab it and 
pull himself upright. Once used almost 
exclusively as a flatwater drill, this tech- 
nique is now being used on the river to 
help novices recover quickly from flips. 
Whenused by competent instructors in 
supervised drills in the runnout of deep, 
unobstructed rapids it certainly works. 
But I wouldn't use it to support begin- 
ners on typical river trips when this 
assistance may be a while in coming 
and where all the dangers lurking 
downstream are not known. 

This past season a young 
woman paddling with experienced 
friends flipped on an eddyline above a 
downed tree. Although she had no roll 
the situation, while tense, was not over- 
whelming. She did, however, hang 
upside down, waiting for a bow rescue 
as she had been instructed. 

She never saw the obstacle and, 
having no chance to protect herself, 

the doat at once she could have taker 
evasive actionby swimming to one sidi 
or pushing off with her feet. If a colli 
sion with the strainer seemed immi 
nent, she could have swum head-firs 
for the obstacle and climbed up on i 
with her arms. Scary techniques, to bc 
sure, but the alternative is being suckec 
under the water. 

Swimming in rivers is part o 
the sport, and everyone needs to lean 
how to do it. Novicesespecially need tc 
know what to do when they find them 

was fast. Had she bailed out of 
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selves in the river, since they will fre- 
quently capsize and have to bail out. 
They should be taught the importance 
of getting away from their boat, how to 
drift safely in rapids, and how to swim 
themselves to shore if there is no res- 
cuer handy. 

Practicing these skills are a 
significant aspect of their training. I 

would not encourage a student to hang 
upside-down in a kayak in a river waiting 
for help unless I was quite sure I could 
get to him promptly, and had a good 
idea of the dangers which lay below. I 
would also be aware that people have 
had their hands broken by the rescuers 
bow during these maneuvers, and plan 
my approach accordingly. 

Located directly across from the private boater takeout on the 
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Another accident which em- 
phasized the importance of basic swift- 
water survival training occurred last 
summer when a young woman drowned 
in an easy class I1 rapid on the Potomac 
near Harper's ferry. Although a strong 
swimmer, she had no whitewater in- 
struction prior to making the run. After 
flipping she became pinned between 
her canoe an a submerged log. Had she 
been properly instructed she would have 
swum away from her canoe, and drifted 
downstream to safety on her back, feet 
first. Unfortunately, no one was along 
that day to give that instruction. 

ROPE RESCUE FROM HOLES 

Ropes may be thrown to a paddler 
who, while upright, is unable to break 
free of a reversal. They can then exit 
their boat and get pulled to safety. This 
past Fall an expert paddler was caught 
in just such a place upstream of a Class 
VI drop during a high water run on 
West Virginia's Lower Meadow River. 
A member of his group realized the 
danger he was in and threw a rope 
across the bow of his boat. He chose not 
to use it, and although he later got free 
of the hole he was too exhausted to roll 
up and subsequently died in the drop 
below. 

Hindsight is always perfect. If 
he had rolled up, we'd never have known 
about his problem with the hole. Had 
he taken the rope and bailed out, his 
boat and paddle would have been car- 
ried downstream to an uncertain fatn. 
The decision in this case depends on 
one's personal philosophy of risk, and 
many of us, after reading this, might 
opt for the rope. 

PRACTICING TOLERANCE 

Because there are times when 
rolling is not the best alternative, I feel 
it is silly to emphasize the idea that 
rolling is the only reasonable alterna- 
tive when training. Even experts are 
seldom confronted with "must roll" 
situations. The advantages of rolling 
are clear enough without heaping abuse 
on swimmers. Far better to teach the 
swimming and self rescue skills that all 
of us, no matter how skilled, will need 
from time to time. 



flo wina rivers 

NEED PROTECTION 
It's true. Your favorite river may be in danger soon. 
What can you do? 

Join the American Whitewater Affiliation--America's strongest voice for 
whitewater. 

AWA advocates whitewater sports, boating safety and the preservation 
of whitewater rivers nationwide. Your annual membership fee goes toward 
AWNS important conservation and safety programs and includes your 
subscription to American Whitewate~ the bi-monthly magazine for people 
who enjoy whitewater rivers. 

JOIN AWA 
I 
I Yes. I want to join A WA and receive my free subscription to American W h i m  

I 
Endosed is my $15 ($18 Canada, $25 overseas) annual membership fee. I 

I I 

I .................... I Address 

I I -------------------- 
citv state a 

I 
I I would also like to make a tax-deductible contribution to AWA's 
I Whitewater Defense Project. Enclosed is my donation for: 

I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 

I 0 $10 n $ 1 5  0 $20 0 $ 2 5  0 $ 5 0  
I 

I I 
1 Clip and mail to A WA, 146 N. Brockway, Palatine, 11 60067 I 
L-,,--,-,---------------J 

THE SOURCE FOR CUSTOM 
BUILT BOATS 

7780 Chamber Hill Rd. 
Harrisburg, PA 1 7 1 1 1 

7 1 7-944-6320 
I squrrt SO& Dealer lnqulrles lnvlted 

. 
I 1  "OUALITY WHITE W A T E R  PRODUCTS" I I 

-1- ~ner~ca~  
weld- 6 rnfg. 

Aluminum rowing frames, camp 
kitchens, dry boxes and tables. 

Achilles & SOTAR inflatable boats and 
FishRite aluminum boats & sleds. 

(503) 773-5582 
5 1 7 9 - C  C r a t e r  Lake Hwy. 
C e n t r a l  P o i n t ,  OR 97502 

Call or Write for our 
Free River Equipment Catalog 



Be a slave to fashion 

Order your gear here size total 

T-shirts, AWA logo: short sleeve (S,M) long sleeve (M,L,XL) 8.0011 2.00 
T-shirts, Bold New Look: short sleeve (M,L,XL) long sleeve (M,L,XL) 8.00112.00 
AWA River Caps 8.00 
AWA Embroidered Patches 1 .OO 
AWA Waterproof Decals 5 0  

total order 

mail order with check to AWA, PO Box 375, Denver, NC 28037--NC residents add 5% sales tax 

AWA National Whitewater River lnventory 
New 1990 edition updated to include: 
.River maps for all U.S. whitewater rivers 

Order your 
.Revised list of each whitewater river nationwide 
.Includes mileage, access points and whitewater rating 

Printed copies available for$15 from AWA Whitewater Inventory, 136-13th St., SE, Washington, D.C. 20003. 
Also available for $7 on 5 1/4 Inch floppy disc (requires ISM or ISM compatible computer with a hard drive and dBase 111 

Please send me printed copies of the AWA Nationwide Whitewater Inventory at $15 each. 

Total of $ 

Please send me copies of the AWA Nationwide Whitewater Inventory on floppy discs in dbase I l l  at $7 each. 

Total of S 

Enclosed is $ 

Street Address: 

City: 

State and Zip: 



Whither thou goest ............. 
Oregon 's plentiful white water made 

Jim Goddard's decision 
to follow his heart 

an easy one 

lim and Gracie Goddard enjoy a whitewater honeymoon 

By IIM GODDARD and 

Prelude 

The antiquated telephone 
rang at 1 :00 a.m. in Jim Goddard's 
Davis, West Virginia hotel room. 
He was off, alone, on an annual ski 
weekend. His fmncee, Gracie Mos- 
chel, nearly 1000 miles away in St 
Louis, was on the line. 

"How would you like to 
move to Portland, Oregon?" Gra- 
cie's voice practically bristled with 
delight. 

Jim's mind went into over- 
drive as he wiped the sleep from his 
eyes and tried to remember his two 
paddling and hiking vacations in 
the Pacific Northwest. The boating 
had been magnificent and the hik- 
ing was breathtaking. Jim had come 
back east with the distinct impres- 
sion that if you weren't living in 
West By God Virginia, the North- 
west was the place to be. 

Gracie excitedly described 
her impending job transfer while 
Jim tried to remember what he had 
heard about the job market for engi- 
neers in Portland. 

"Port land .... ahhh .... 
Oregon .... sounds good to me", Jim 
replied, realizing that their long- 
distance courtship might finally be 
coming to its logical conclusion ... in 
one of the ultimate playgrounds of 
the United States. 



..... especially if there's whitewater 
Northwest Passage 

It has been two years since we 
relocated to Portland. For those who 
have forgotten their grade school geog- 
raphy, Oregon and Washington are 
located just north of the California Hair 
Scene and just a little too far west of 
Idaho for eastern boaters to access by 
car. The eastern threequarters of both 
states consist of high, dry plains, which 
meet the Cascades about 150 miles from 
the Pacific coast. 

We have discovered that there 
are many terrible temptations which 
test the fidelity of northwestern boaters 
to their sport. Witness the sad fate of 
Mark Singleton, featured on the cover 
of Jim Snyder's Squirt Book. Mark's 
kayak is gathering dust under an ever 
growing pile of windsurfing parapher- 
nalia. 

Same of the world's best 
boardsailing is in the Columnbia Gorge, 
the border between Washington and 
Oregon, just an hour east of Portland. 

But even if you are not a po- 
tential boardhead, you might fall vic- 
tim to the year-round skiing on the 
slopes of Mt. Hood, elevation 11,239, 
also an hour's drive from Portland. 
And if you are not tempted by the 
opportunity to ski on a 90 inch base 
with no lift lines, you might decide to 
free your heels and try cross country 
skiing in the backcountry nearby. The 
cover is good from October through 
April on or around any of the 10,000+ 
foot peaks nearby: Mt. Ranier, Mt. 
Adams, Mt. Bachelor or Mt. St. Helens. 

Those boaters who don't like 

t snow might fall victim totheocean, one 
hour to the west. Surf and seakayaking 
are popular here, and you can fill your 

f, freezer witha magnificentbounty from 
the sea obtained by fishing or scuba 
diving. For those who prefer solid foot- 
ing, hiking provides access to calender 
quality panoramas on cliffs high above 
the crashing surf. 

And we haven't even addnssd 
the issue of backpacking, mountain 
biking, rock climbing ... 

Well, these comments are not 

;racie Goddard explores new whitewater ( 

ntended to be the malicious taunts of 
poiled Oregonians to those unable to 
hare our paradise. Rather they repre- 
ent the passionate love song of two 
elocated eastern kayakers who become 
nore enthralled with the Pacific North- 
vest every day. 

But let's talk about whitewa- 
er. 

The first thing we noticed here 
s that the "freezing level" is the critical 
opic in most "what's running' tele- 
,hone calls, rather than the location 

Oregon 's White Salmon River. 

and amount of recent rainfall. This is 
because the Cascades steal water from 
the wet Pacific winds and store it, not 
by the inch, but by the foot, as snow. 
The Cascades store more potential 
whitewater in this form than 10,000 
Summersville Dams, and the Army 
Corps does not control the valves. 

The runoff fluctuates, depend- 
ing on the elevation at which freezing, 
or, more to the point, melting, is occur- 
ring. This brings up a second point, 
water temperature varies from ice cream 



headache cold to just pleasantly numb- 
ing. Drysuits are the norm year round. 
Only on the warmest days of summer 
on familiar rivers do northwestern 
boaters dare forsake their drysuits for 
neoprene and paddling jackets. 

Another surprisingcharacter- 
isticof northwesternboatingis that you 
can actually see through the water. We 
know that this willbe difficult for those 
back east to believe, but water doesn't 
have to be opaque, and rocks do not 
have to be orange. Rocks can be visu- 
ally stimulating in their natural hues, 
without mine acid cosmetics, especially 
when coiffured with toupees of moss 
and algae. 

The pooldrop rivers around 

Portland open their banks invitingly tc 
the technical (scared of big water?) 
boaters from back east. The only com- 
plication is that trees can be, and usu- 
ally are, anywhere in the stream. These 
strainers take some getting used to. 

Whitewater Menu 
So lets get specific. Where dc 

we boat, and what is good? That is e 
tough question since during our firs1 
months here we paddled 20 differen1 
rivers without repeating one. And, then 
are many more we have yet to paddle 
When you come to visit us, leave you] 
copy of Whitewater West Virginia a 
home and pick up a copy of the Sogg~ 
Sneakers guide to Oregon whitewater 

Until then we will describt 

Jim Goddard phu 

;ome of our favorites ... some morsels 
rom the enticing whitewater banquet 
ivailable to northwestern boaters. 

The White Salmon 
The Upper, Upper section of 

bis river features classic technical water. 
start with a line-your-boatdown-put- 
n, followed by steep staircase drops 
with unpleasant consequences for those 
whose concentration lapses, runnable 
waterfalls ... and unrunnable waterfalls. 
All of this culminates in the Zig Zag 
Canyon, a section not deemed part of 
the run by the authors of the Soggy 
Sneakers guide, for reasons of liability. 

This section is more intense 
than the Upper Yough, and it remains 
the province of an elite class of boaters. 
Bruce Warner, one of these elite, gra- 
ciously led Jim down this river for the 
first time last June. 

The White Salmon is captured 
between two sheer Columbian basalt 
walls. Springs flowing from the cliffs 
augment the volume considerably. The 
clear water lulls the paddler, almost 
into a state of hypnosis. The river is 
deceptive since the volume and power 
of the river seem minimal. 

Jim discovered this first-hand 
as he followed Bruce down a non-de- 
script diagonal ledge. Upon hitting an 
innocent looking boil at the foot of the 
drop, Jim was catapulted twenty feet 
laterally into an undercut basalt wall 
where thousands of projecting fingers 
tore at his shoulder. As he slowly 
inched his way out of this dilemma, he 
spotted Bruce in an eddy below, smil- 
ing. He had seen the same thing hap- 
pen to all the first timers on this river. 

Below the Zigzag Canyon lies 
the Upper White Salmon Only the rapid 
just below the put-in is as difficult as 
what lies upstream. A fourteen foot, 
dogleg waterfall used to be considered 
the only portage on the river. How- 
ever, paddling legend Harvey Shapiro's 
pioneering backward plunge over the 
drop has paved the way for more con- 
ventional assaults on this menace. 

Not far downstream rafts 
suspended from a cable signal the 
beginning of the commercially paddled 
section of the White Salmon. The river 
is one of our most popular rafting riv- 
ers, since it runs throughout the sum- 
mer when others have lost their flow. lo I 

Bruce Warner challenges the steep gradient of the Upper, Upper White Salmon. I even On the busiest weekend 
the total number of rafts on the river is 
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no greater than the number pinned in 
Entrance Rapid on the Lower Yough 
during any random fifteen minute inter- 
val. 

The gradient here isgo feet per 
mile, but for the most part it is evenly 
distributed. There are, however, a few 

'$ steep drops featuring ender spots that 
could distract aboater for anentire day. 

The Breitenbush 
Harvey Shapiro introduced us 

to the Breitenbush ... one of those rivers 
whose intimate and breathtaking beauty 
seems a surprise every time we paddle 
it. The towering forest of fir trees, 
carpeted by luxurious mosses and ferns, 
is more impressive than any botanical 
garden. The river lives up to its envi- 
ronment. 

Choose your put-in depend- 
ing on the karma of the day. An serpen- 
tine channel early in the run called the 
Slot collects trees and logs. These are 
usually avoidable but are very intimi- 
dating. Otherwise, the river's pool drop 
character makes eastern boaters feel at 
home. 

Some of the river's steeper 
drops can elevate one's pulse toaerobic 
levels. And to top things off, there is a 
commune turned resort just above the 
put-in, blessed with natural hot springs. 

The Clackamas 
This is Oregon's answer to 

Pennsylvania's Lower Youghiogheny. 
Although numerous portions of this 
river are runnable, the section from the 
Three Lynx power station toBob's Hole 
is the most popular. Your run here 
might be tainted by the sight of another 
boating party somewhere on the river, 
an unusual occurrence here in the North- 
west. 

The Clackamas's broad nature 
is funneled into narrow, sloping drops 
with big waves, followed byunpredict- 
able squirlies. The river also is sprinkled 
with remnants of the area's volcanic 
past. One particular rapid has lured 
many an unwary boater into a recircu- 

b lating eddy, where the escape of last 
resort involves climbing a strategically 
placed chain ladder up a cliff face. 

At the end of this run lies Bob's 
Hole, a seething white trough formed 
at thebase of a sloping shelf just beyond 
a series of surfable waves. The hole 
resembles Big Nasty on WestVirginia's 
Cheat at low water, and is more than 
many boaters care to tackle. The exis- 

Jim Goddard photo 
Rodeo riding at Bob's Hole on the Clackamas River. 

tence of this rapid, and its proximity to 
the road, has helped create a unique 
hybrid paddler, one that will spend his 
or her entire river career writhing 200 
yards of this fabled spot. This is also the 
site of the annual Bob's Hole Rodeo, an 
event that has attracted and challenged 
most of the Big Name Western Boaters. 

The Wind 
The Wind could easily become 

a Portland kayakers' favorite, being only 
an hour from home and navigable over 
a wide range of flows. We have spent 
many memorable days with our new 
found paddling acquaintances on this 
premiere section of whitewater. Com- 
parable in difficulty to the West Vir- 
ginia Big Sandy, the Wind features only 
one small refuge of calm water in the 
entire first half of the run. 

After a nice warm-up, the river 
builds to a crescendo of technical, steep 
drops. Good river reading skills and 
quick reflexes are a must, as boaters 
dodge rocks and holes, choosing from 
a myriad of routes, not all of which are 
truly desireable. The rapids here are 
long by northwestern standards and 
they tend to flow together. The steep 
canyon walls go unnoticed as paddlers 
concentrate on the matter at hand. 

31 

The second half of Wind is 
more soothing and playful. Disconcert- 
ing is the evidence of man's intrusion 
into the wilderness, unfortunate dearcuts 
studded with the stumps of once mag- 
nificent trees. But not far downstream, 
a glorious waterfall 
cascades from the side to theedge of the 
river, making it easy to ignore the minor 
devastation above. 

The take-out is identified by 
the remnants of a bridge washed out 
long ago. This also serves as the Wind's 
crude gauge. The water level is not 
measured by feet, inches or cfs here,but 
rather by the number of ties showing 
above the water. 

A New Home 
As we mentioned before, these 

are just a few of the magnificent rivers 
we have discovered near our new north- 
western home. The variety and the beauty 
of the rivers here seems endless ... we 
hope this sampler will answer some 
our old eastern friends' queries about 
what we've been up to since we made 
the move. We're more than satisfied 
with the whitewater we have found, 
and we're looking forward to experi- 
encing new northwestern rivers for years 
to come. 



B a c k  
i n  t h e  

F u t u r e  
A Yankee kayaker in a French king's court 

By CHRIS KOLL 

was after midnight when I crossed a narrow bridge over the 
River and entered the hamlet of Belford. The village 
eady asleep and the mist from a steady autumn rain 

settled over the darkened houses like a thick comforter. 
I was about to park my truck on the quiet street, crawl into the 

back and wait for morning when I spotted ahead the distinctive red 
beacon of neon that promised a backcountry tavern. 

'What the hell," I said aloud. "Ifs still early." And I pulled 
into the gravel lot of the Belford Inn. 

our earlier, I had left Watertown, NY, cutting east across 
Tug Hill before rejoining the Black River upstream at 

owville. Crossing the Black, I plunged northeast over de- 
serted roads into the foothills of the Adirondacks. I had to backtrack 
twice before finding the unmarked turn to Belford. 

I was responding to a unique invitation from Niagara Mo- 
hawk-our local public utility-to joina selected cross-sectionof central 
New York boaters to "test" the feasibility of whitewater paddling on 
a section of the Beaver normally dewatered by the Taylorville hydro- 
electric project. 

Thereare a bunchof dewatered sections on theBeaver. In fact, 
during the tumultuous25-mile stretch where theBeaver tumbles down 
nearly 1,000 feet out of the Adirondack highlands, the river is blocked 
by 12 hydroelectric dams. 

The dams are built at the heads of major drops or long 
stretches of rapids and funnel the water into huge, steel tubes, 10-feet 
indiameter. The tubes, known as penstocks, parallel the river back into 
the trees, collecting the power of compressed water rolling downhill, 
until releasing the river at a generating station. 

Some penstocks run for only a few hundred yards. Some 
stretch for several miles. But in either scenario, the result is the same: 
a once wild river reduced to a trickle. 

All of the eight hydro plants operated by Niagara-Mohawk 
are up for relicensingin 1993. Part of the process requires the utility to 
consider how the river canbe used for recreationas well as generating 
power. 

So, Ni-Mo asked us, would you mind playing "guinea pig" 
for a day while we released varying flows back into the river? 

Sure. 



he two gents sitting at the end of the bar looked up 
as Ientered the room, quickly ascertained that I was 
of less interest than their beers, and redirected their 

attenbon to their draughts. 
After the bartender poured me a cold one, I wan- 

dered about the rambling inn. A wide room, empty except 
Q. for a pool table and a juke box, was adjacent to the bar. 

Additional dining areas, now dark and deserted, lay be- 
yond. 

The expansive tavern spoke of better times. I imag- 
ined the place when Belford was a boisterous little town, 
flush with activity from logging. Back then the rooms must 
have been almost too small to hold the broad shouldered 
Friday night crowd. I pictured the Inn full of smoke and 
shouting voices ... 

What a magnificent country this must have been. 
To have seen the Beaver-if only once-before it was fettered 
behind a chain of dams. 1,000 feet in 25 miles. To go back in 
time--just once... 

Shaking off my reverie, I regained my stool at the 
bar and ordered another libation. The door to the inn blew 
open. A pair of couples entered and greeted the bartender. 
The men went into the other room to play pool while the 
women settled three stools down and chatted merrily. 

Pretending to study a poster on the wall announc- 
ing an approaching "Big Buck" contest, I secretly examined 
the women. I took a sip of my drink, and looked again. My 
eyes lingered. Returning to my drink, I drained the glass and 
turned back again. 

Wham! All went black and I remembered no more. 

oke alone in an empty field to the gray sky of 
n. M y  boat and paddling gear lay strewn 
e, but there was no sign of my truck. 
happened? 

Had an escort of one of the comely lasses noticed my 
unseemly glances and applied a pool cue to the back of my head? 

Or had1 simply imbibedonedram too many,fallen from 
my stool in a drunken stupor, and been deposited in this isolate 
meadow by the disgusted proprietor of the Inn? 

My headache promoted either possibility. But in any 
case, where was m y  truck? I rose to my feet and staggered down 
a rutted cart path in what seemed to be the direction of the town. 

ath was littered with frequent land mines of horse 
and led down to the Beaver. The river was 
, spilling over its banks. 

"Odd," I muttered to myself. "The dam at Stillwater 
controls flows. It should be a maximum of 500 cfs." 

b I followed the river downstream. M y  consternation 
grew with every mile. Where was Belford? Where was m y  
truck? I passed frequent rapids, narrow tumbling drops roaring 
in flood. I reasoned: this drop has to be Belford, High Falls or 
Beaver Falls ... but where are the hydro projects? Where are the 
houses? Where are the roads and bridges? Where the hell am 
I? 

With every footstep, I grew more desperate, but what 
could I do but trudge downstream? Finally, I rounded a bend to 

- 
Brad Vroman photo 

Back in the present, Bany Robinson plunges down a steep 
chute in one of drops of the Taylowille section of New York's 
Beaver River. 

find a collection of rough dwellings perched on the banks of the 
Beaver. Now Iwas really confused--this wasn't Croghan or Beaver 
Falls or any of the other half dozen little towns lining the Beaver. 
I couldn't exactly tell why, but it didn't look like any backcountry 
village I had ever encountered. 

What was it that appeared so odd? Not the unpainted, 
rough planking of the shelters. Not the wood split shakes that 
shingled the roofs. And certainly not the privies tucked away 
behindeach house. No-any boater familiar with the Appalachians 
has seen similar sights. 

Then I realized what seemed so strange: not one aban- 
doned automobile rested on blocks in the yards of the village. And 
not a single satellite dish scanned the heavens beside the houses. 
Where am I? Where i s  my truck? 

I staggered toward the village. Down at the edge of the 
water, a solitaryfigure dressed in a light blue morning coat with 
white breeches fished the Beaver. 

"Hey," Iaccostedhim, "lappeartobea little lost. Could 
you tell me just where the hell I am?" 

The gentleman turned aside from his angling, cast me a 
withering glance, and replied" 

"Tu es en Castomille, tu idiot!" 



1 
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Boat-scouting at the top of a drop on the Beaver. 

Castowille! That was name given one of the region's 
first settlements by its earliest French settlers, back in the early 
1800's. 

"What is this, some kind of reenactment, huh?" I said. 
"That's why you're wearing those odd clothes. You're dressed for 
the period." 

"Odd clothes," sputtered theFrenchman, staring with 
disbelief at my Patagonia pile sweater and pants, "It is I wearing 
odd clothes? It is you wearing odd clothes! Tu resemble a- une 
chenille poilu." (you resemble a hairy caterpillar--editor) 

I knew t h n  that something was amiss. 

s all the time in t h  movies. Time warps. Time 
s. Time travel. Peggy Sue, Michael 1. Fox, 
Kirk and H.G. Wells. Back to thefuture. 

I couldn't explain it. Somehow, I had been transported 
back in time to the early nineteenth century. 

M y  situation could have been worse. The region around 
the Beaver had been settled by French aristocrats fleeing the 
revolution in their homeland. Tkey had purchased large tracts of 
land and lived in relative leisure by selling pieces of their vast 
holdings, one chunk at a time. 

M y  fishing acquaintance proved to be an emigre Count, 
and after accepting my unusual attire, he became my benefactor. 

I needed one. Despite my20th century education at one 
of the nation's finest football factories, I was remarkably unskilled. 
I couldn't farm. I was lousy with an axe. I couldn't cook without 
a microwave. And I couldn't build without power tools. 

I was reduced to performing menial chores for the 
Count. I paddled his canoe, cleaned his fish and shoveled his 
stables. I lived in a drafty hut behind his comfortable lodge. I ate 
the scraps from his table. It was a lifestyle as destitute as that of 
any raft guide. 

bteve Massaro pnot 

The author leans into a pillow in the middle of a tight chute. 
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Brad Vrornan photo 

Bernie Wooten "boofs" the boil over a ledge of the Beaver River. 

Until one fateful night changed my life ... 
Joseph Bonaparte, Napoleon's older brother, the former 

king of Spain, owned an sumptuous estate at Lake Bonaparte, 
about 20 miles to the north. He occasionally visited thearea for the 
fishing and to visit his mistress. Learning that Joseph would pass 
through Castoruille the next month, the Count prompted hatched 
plans to provide the monarch a welcome, wel1,fit for a king. 

Every member of the the Count's staff plunged into 
staging the celebration. I was in charge of the bar. 

Unfortunately, the Count's wine cellar was in a sad 
state of affairs. His supply of grape brought from France had long 
vanished and the local vintage bore a strong similarity to vinegar. 

What to do? At last, my 20th century training paid 
dividends. 

In the village, a French mason produced lime for his 
mortar by baking common limestone. Icaptured a by product of the 
process--C02--and released gas in a tightly corked barrel of fresh 
spring water. Voila--I had created my own version of seltzer. 

Mixing the seltzer with the Count's dubious grape, I 
introduced the world's first wine cooler. I held my breath as the 
King took a long pull of the drink, his glass garnished by a tiny 
colorful cocktail umbrella I had created by festooning long twigs 

o with sumac leaves. 
The King wrinkled his nose as the bubbles tickled his 

sinuses, and announced: 
"Cette boisson est delicieuse! Emploie le Bouffon." 

(This is good stuff. Employ the buffaon-editor). 
M y  fortune was made. The beverage was the toast of the 

festivities. I was about to become an Adirondack kayaker in a 
expatriot King's court. 

Brad Vroman phi 

C-boater leans to avoid a potential pin. 



ablished a plant upstream on the Beaver, near where 
truck was to disappear 150 years in the future. The 
g was demanding. He paid top dollar for my  

bottle, but constantly called for more production. I hired a staff. 
Limestone was in abundance. We stripped away a side 

hill and quarried more than we needed. 
Fuel for the fire was no problem. Trees wereeverywhere. 

We clear-cut swathes through the woods. 
I even found a cheap source of bottles--so economical I 

didn't bother to reuse the empties. We developed the first non- 
returnable. 

Finally, I had leisure time to explore the river. 
M y  boating gear was still in the meadow where I had 

abandoned it. One by one, I conquered the wild sections of the 
Beaver. 

There was the easy rapids above Stillwater ..Noshier 
Falls, a wild three-mile section of sheer drops and tight, con- 
stricted channels ... EagleFalls, perhaps themost challenging half- 
mile of boatable water in New York-a 45-degree, 30-yard slide 
into a tiny pool followed by a ten foot drop, another ten foot drop 
and then a fifteen foot drop, all with challenging class IV lead- 
ins ... Soft Maple Falls ... the 25-foot Efley Falls ... Elmer Falls ... a 
continuous mile of class IV at Taylorville ... the cataract at 
Belfort ... High Falls and finally Beaver Falls. 

The Beaver fell in spurts. Sections of gut-wrenching 
whitewater were separated by long, placid pools. I'd drift the pools 
and fish for supper while the stunning Adirondack sceney passed 
by on both banks of the river. 

Shuttle was easy. I simply rode a horse dragging my 
boat behind. I'd go upstream as far as felt like paddling and then 
throw my boat in the water. The horse would find her way back to 
the barn unaided. 

M y  French compatriots did not understand my infatu- 
ation with whitewater. They considered rapids a dangerous ob- 

struction that necessitated a portage. 
Their attitude was in some degree a product of the 

untimely death of Pierre Pharoux, the surveyor whofirst explored 
the region, mapping the boundaries of the settlement. 

Several years before, Pharoux hadattempted to cross the 
Black River near the present site of Watertown after several days 
of hard rain. He had previously forded the river at the same spot 
many times, using long poles to push a wooden raft across. But on 
that occasion, the poles failed to reach bottom of the swollen 
stream. The raft careened out of control downriver before finally 
plunging over the 20-foot cascade known as the Great Falls. 

TheFrench would not understand that 200years in the 
future, rational people would actually pay to put on the Black in 
rafts just 100 yards below the Great Falls. 

Despite my idiosyncracies, it was an easy life. And little 
by little, I used 20th century technology to make m y  existence 
more comfortable. 

We built a small penstock. First we used water power to 
mechanically turn large ceiling fans to cool the house during hot 
summer days. Then, after paying an exorbitant amount for some 
fine copper wire, I fashioned a crude generator. 

Ifelt a littleguilty ... using theriverto pozuergeneration, 
After all, it was the same issue I had ragged Ni-Mo about, 150 
years in the future. But I had to have power. 

Not for light. Candles were adequate. 
Not for heat. With five fireplaces that roared continu- 

ously, my cabin remained snug and warm. 
But the Adirondack insects ... the mosquitos and black 

flies. I had to do something. 
M y  French employees called my latest invention "un 

machin pour tuer les insectes." 
They couldn't wrap their tongues around "bug-zap- 

per." 



rs rolled by. The business prospered. I boated every 
and spent theeveningsgathered with my employees, 
ching the moon rise over the river, roasting passen- 

ger pigeons on a spit over a barbecue, distracted only by an 
occasional moth's fiery dance of death in the zapper. 

Then a fateful day. 1 paddled home one afternoon to be 
b greeted at river edge by my friend the Count, the sheriffand a fat 

Yankee businessman. 
I had been dispossessed. 
"The money, m y  friend, the mon ey--it is short." said the 

Count. 
"White coal," said the Yankee. "This river is white 

coal ." 
I clutched my head. What had 1 done? M y  interference 

had altered the course of history. The responsibility was mine. 
That damn bug-zapper. 

I swooned. 

.Wake up," Chris, wake up." 
te Skinner stood at the open door of my truck. I 
d been asleep in the front seat, my feet sticking 

out the door. 
'You must have had a hard night," Skinner said 

solicitously. "I had a heckuva time waking you." 
I blinked, then quickly looked about. My truck was 

parked beside an imposing square building. Mounted in 
d front was a sign that read "Taylorville Station." 

I remained unusually quiet as the other paddlers 
arrived. Barry Robinson from Albany, Chris Roberts, Brad 
Vroman and Bernie Wooten from Utica, Steve Massaro from 
Watertown, a pair of C-boaters from Rochester and several 
others I didn't know. By the time Ed Kiesa, the river yuppie, 
rolled in-a shiny new Sabre mounted on his turbo Volvo- 
we numbered twelve. 

It must have been some bizarre dream, I kept 
saying to myself. But I couldn't shake the vivid impression 

Brad Vroman photo 

that I had been here before. I couldn't dismiss a depressing 
sense of personal responsibility. This plant was here because 
of me. 

I followed the others to a wide garage behind the 
facility. Jamie, a good old boy from Ni-Mo, dressed in 
Carharts for the occasion, gave us a briefing over coffee and 
doughnuts: 

'In order for us to judge what flows are most 
appropriate for whitewater, we'd like you to run the stretch 
four times. We'll alter the flow with every run. The reach is 
only about a mile long, and we figured each run would take 
about an hour. After each trip, we'd like you to fill outa ques- 
tionnaire so we can get your input as to the conditions at that 
particular flow. 

"We'll have a little spread here after the second run, 
so you'll get something to eat. And we'll shuttle you and 
your boats back to the top after each run so you can just leave 
your vehicles here." 



My companions buzzed with excitement. This was 
proving to be one hell of a deal. Shuttle. Lunch. And a new 
river with water on demand. My spirits lifted. Heck, it was 
a dream. 

bounced about in the back of the truck as the 
ickup drove up a narrow dirt road through the 
ees to the dam at the head of the run. The sun 

broke through the clouds and brightened the red and yel- 
lows of the hardwoods. It was a beautiful Adirondack 
autumn morning. 

The road ended at a fairlv unobtrusive dam that 
stretched between a couple of islands. An open gate spilled 
a torrent of water into a tiny pool that emptied immediately 
into the first drop. We rushed to unload boats and zip 
drysuits. 

For the following five hours, I lived another sort of 
dream-a dream of a perfect day on the trip. 

The Beaver was an intimate river. The channel 
running from the opening pool was only four feet wide, 
rushing down a constricted slide into a nasty undercut. 

We put in just below where the river widened to 
fifteen feet, bounced through several standing waves, and 
eddied above the first significant obstacle. 

A large pour-over rock dominated the middle of 
the river forming an imposing hydraulic. We surfed across 
the pillow in front of the rock and dropped into the eddy 
below, hooting with delight and stroking for the next hori- 
zon line. 

As we approached, it became apparent that Jamie's 
schedule of an hour-long run might be put in jeopardy. This 
was a serious drop. We jumped out on the right to take a 
look. 

The Beaver funneled down a 45degree slide, rat- 
ing down a 100-foot pitchbefore culminating with a wicked 
hole where the fast water hit collided with the bottom pool. 
The slide was not entirely smooth, but punctuated by ledges 
where out boats dropped abruptly a 
foot or two at a time. Our boats acceler- 
ated to a fearful pace and then slammed 
through the hydraulic. 

Sitting in an eddy at the bot- 
tom, just out reachof the hole, Barryand 
I tried to adopt an insouciant demeanor- 
-the kind of attitude that said, 'Well, of 
course I'm going to jump in this hy- 
draulic. But if you really want to go first, 
then go right ahead." 

But after half a minute, I felt as 
if my bluff had been called. Hell, I could 
never play poker, either. I slid into the 
hole. 

At first I thought I was in for an 
easy ride. The hole was smooth-pre- 
dictable. I lifted my paddle above my 
head and smiled at the boys. But then I 
caught an edge and when I rolled back 
up, my paddle was gone. 

The hole had been toying with me--leading me in. 
I flipped again and the boat was tossed end over end. The 
hydraulic ripped me violently from the boat. 

Unfortunately, I was unsuccessful in removing my 
lifejacket and drowning myself before popping to the sur- 
face. My compatriots joyfully rained abuse upon me. 

Two more memorable class 4 drops followed. Both 
were tight, technical, challenging. Then an easy lead-out 
featuring a series of easy play hydraulics. 

We loaded the boats and ran the river twice more. 
The third run featured the most water. Predictably, it was the 
best run of the day. 

To test the river's suitability for rafting, we had 
brought my 13-foot Campways, and after running a drop in 
our hardboats, selected crews scampered backover the rocks 
to man the inflatable. 

It was amusing to watch an inveterate collection of 
kayakers fight for positions in the raft. Skinner, who claimed 
to have never before ridden in a raft, usually claimed the 
front tube. 

He occupied that position when Massaro, a com- 
mercial raft guide, maneuvered the raft through the river's 
final major rapid. Kiesa and I also possessed commercial 
experience, and we manned the remaining slots. 

Skinner squealed with delight as the Campways 
pitched down a steep 15-foot slide into a short pool below. 
But Peter, unschooled in the difficulty of water currently 
negotiated by raft, clearly anticipated Massaro to beach the 
raft before a series of abrupt five-foot ledges that followed. 

As the three of us dug in toward the next drop, 
Skinner turned anxiously: 

"No. No. Not the waterfall!" Then he dove into the 
middle of the boat as the raft plunged over the precipice. 

We all experienced particular delight as Skinner- 
the man who had at one time or another terrified us all, 
leading us blindly down some horrible rapid-slunk away 
from the raft as we bailed at the bottom. 

Our calls followed him: 
"No. No. Not the waterfall." 
I knew after the third run that 

nal hydraulic, surfing 

as in a reflective mood as I 
n my boat. I realized 

dream had been some sort 

All the times I failed to extin- 



ting up storm windows, neglected 
to recycle that bottle, when I was 
too damn lazy to do all the easy 
little things to conserve our re- 
sources I was contributing to the 

6 erection of those facilities and the 
loss of the river. 

As we all did. 
But I felt better after run- 

ning the Beaver. Through relicen- 
sing, maybe I help taking part in 
changing the future. 

I cinched down the last 
knot and turned to enter the truck 
when my foot slipped over a glass 
object, half buried in the dirt. 

It was an ancient bottle. 
Its raised lettering was still leg- 
ible. "Adirondack Wine Cooler." 

I tossed it in the back of .... - - 
the truck. Time to turn it in for 
deposit. 

;. STILLWATER RESERVOIR EL 1679 Beaver River profile 
MosHIER FALLS EL l w 9  Like a staircase of water, the Beaver River tumbles off the Adiron- 

dack plateau to the Black River valley. Unfortunately, the entire 25-mile stretch C of flowing river is either dewatered or drowned behind dams. As the diagram 
indicates, most of the Beaver's milder gradient is buried forever behind hydro 
dams while reaches of high gradient are entirely bypassed by penstocks 
stretching from lake to lake. 
EAGLE FALLS EL 1425.2 However, since last autumn's test descent of the Bea- 

ver, the AWA has continued to negotiate with Niagara-Mohawk 
for recreational water releases in currently dewatered reaches of 

a 1300 
the river. In recent discussions, Ni-Mo officials haven't denied 

SOFT MAPLE E L  1288.4 that the potential for recreation 
exists in reaches like Taylorville, 

5 1200 but have expressed concerns 
E EFFLEY FALLS EL 1163 over how to allow paddlers ac- 

cess without exposing the utility 
1100 i l1 

ELMER TAYLoav luE-EL FALLS p- 1,108 106918 
to liability. 

The AWA will continue 
to work with Ni-Mo to establish a 
workable solution that allows pad- C EELFORT E L  964 dlers back on the Beaver on a 

HIGH FALLS EL 915 regular basis. 
TheTaylorville reach of 

the Beaver is just one example 
CROGHAN ISLAND E L  817.7 

UPPER BEAVER FALLS EL 799 of how the AWA's arnbious River 
LOWER BEAVER FALLS EL 769 Relicensing Program can improve 

the state of paddling across the 
nation. Dozens of other hydro 

o 5 10 1s 20 25 sites up for relicensing In the 
next five years have a similar 

DISTANCE IN MILES potential for revitalized whitewa- 
ter flows. 
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Was this one the portage? 
By CHRIS LEA 

Darkness comes early in the 
canyon of the Rio Pacuare. It is the end 
of a very difficult first day's paddling 
on the Pacuare "Amba" (upper Pac- 
uare). With daylight dwindling we have 
exited a very difficult gorge and found 
a suitable open, grassy place in which 
to camp. After a cold dinner, we build 
a fire on the beach. 

The late December Costa Ri- 
can night is not at all chilly, but, with 
the sun down already, it seems tobe the 
only thing to do; besides, it may ward 
off slithering terciopelos. The fire pro- 
vokes us to stare into it; staring pro- 

.... vokes thinking today's canyon has had 
continually hairy paddling - long, 
boulder-choked rapids and several big 
and dangerous drops. Our sources say 
we may have another difficult canyon 
tomorrow - this one may include two 
mandatory portages. We are a bit wor- 
ried. We have managed to paddle ev- 
ery drop today, but some were about at 
the limit of what we'd care to attempt 
on this remote, seldom-paddled river. 
Considering what the runnable rapids 
have been like, we wonder how bad a 
Costa Rican "mandatory portage" can 
be. Considering this section of river has 
been run perhaps five or six times be- 
fore and we ha;e but a vague descrip- 
tion of its difficulties, we wonder what 
wecanexpect. Eventually, we chase the 
giant wood roaches off our sleeping 
bags and turn in. 

It is December, 1986. Bill 
Webster, Bob Book, and I have come to 
Costa Rica to paddle. It is my first trip 
here, while they each have been here 
once before to paddle the more stan- 
dard runs, such as the middle Reventa- 
zon and the lower Pacuare. I have known 
Bill for a number of years from climb- 
ing. He eventually moved to North 
Carolina and got into a kayak; several 
years later, I got tired of sitting around 
when it rained and started paddling 
also. I had always trusted Bill's judge- 
ment in outdoor pursuits; after all, he 

(TOP) B O ~  B O C ~  at .La catarata ~rande"--the second falls in the secondgorgi I 0 r this 0 n e? 
(Bottom) Bob at second ledge of first falls. 



had selected the Cheat Canyon, the New 
River Gorge, and Chattooga Section 4 
as good, fun runs for me when I had 
had two months of paddling experi- 
ence. So when he suggested a self- 
planned trip to Costa Rica to try some 

b 
difficult rivers no one, including most 
paddlers who had been to the country, 
seemed to know much about, I quickly 
signed on. I drove from D.C. to Chapel 
Hill to meet Bill. We met Bob, another 
Carolina kayaker, in Miami. On the 
plane to San Jose, we attempted to put 
the finishing practice touches on our 
last minute reviews of old college Span- 
ish texts. The flight attendants were not 
impressed, but we could now hold a 
meaningful conversation with any four- 
year-old in the country. 

In San Jose, we met Costa R i m  
river guides Oswaldo and Mario and, 
anAmerican,Mark. They had a day off, 
and we drove to Turrialba, a Carribean 
slope town which may someday be- 
come the Friendsville of Central Amer- 
ica. A few miles outside of town, we 
put in at the Angostura bridge for the 
Catie section of the lower Reventazon - 
a big water run much like the Gauley, 
but steeper and more continuous. The 
water was big; play spots and scenery 
were excellent. Oswaldo, Mark, Bill, 
Bob, and I had a great day. Mario also 
had a day. Without a river roll, he had 
performed a series of heroic swims, 
including a particularly awesome one 
through Lava Central, Costa Rica's 
answer to Pillow Rock. That evening, 
plans were laid to smuggle Mario and 
his kayak into the Hotel Europa's in- 
door pool for some clandestine rolling 
lessons. This would be in return for his 
stories about Peruvian women. 

After several Reventazon trips, 
we asked about theupper Pacuare, a 15 
mile long Class 5 section above the 
popular and scenic lower commercially- 
run section. Oswaldo had made one 
trip down it: 

"You go through two canyons, 
0 man, and all of the real hard rapids are 

in the canyons. You have to make two 
mandatory portages at some fallsin the 
second canyon You might want to make 
some more portages, and, when you're 
down in there, you want to scout every- 
thing." 

Mark had an anecdote from 
his trip. The group hadbeengetting oul 

In shore to scout a difficult rapid on the 
Lpper Pacuare, when they scared up a 
erciopelo. Terciopelos, also known as 
relvet snakes or ferde-lance, are very 

or this one? 

Bob Boch enters opening rapid of the first gorge. 

large, very aggressive, and very poi- 
sonous Central American vipers. This 
snake, which Mark described as being 
3s thick as his upper arm, bolted into 
the river and swam toward a kayaker 
parked in an eddy. Fortunately, the 
zurrent swept it on through the Class 5 
drop. Thinking they had witnessed the 
reptile's demise, the group paddled the 
drop to find the snake waiting calmly 
on a rock at the bottom of the rapid. 
Another Costa Rican paddler, Rafael 
Gallo, was even less thrilled about the 
upper Pacuare; he had been swept under 
an undercut and said he had almost 
died on it. 

We planned a three day, 30 
mile trip on h e  river. The upper Pac- 
uare section ends at the lower Pacuare 
put-in, deep in the river's canyon. The 
poor access here makes it logistically 
desireable to continue down the scenic 
and more mellow lower river, but we 
would have to pack food, water, and 
camping gear for three days. None of 
us had paddled carrying overnight gear 
in our boats, and we weren't sure what 
an extra 15 pounds in the sterns of our 
kayaks might do to our maneuverabil- 
ity on a river where we were obviously 
going to need lots of it. Oswaldo was 
going to try to join us, if he didn't need 

to work. But he did not meet us at the 
rendevous outside Turrialba. Without 
his firsthand knowledge of the river 
and his fluency in the country's lan- 
guage, we knew we had even more of 
an adventure coming. 

We had one car available for 
the shuttle and had hired Mateis, a local 
man from near Turrialba, to drive us to 
the put-in and pick us up at the lower 
Pacuaretake-out at the highway bridge 
near Siquirres 3 days later. Mah& made 
a living growing coffee, running a pop- 
ria (small general store), and running 
shuttles for one of the commercial out- 
fitters, and he coached a soccer team, as 
well. He was a jovial sort who spoke no 
English, but seemed to delight in our 
our rather simplistic descriptions of life 
in '10s Estados Unidos," paddling on 
the "Rio Cheat and RioNuevo," and, of 
course, Mario's swims. 

After about an hour of dirt 
road driving, we descended into the 
Pacuare canyon at a group of houses 
along the river called Bajo Pacuare. We 
checked the government gauge just 
upstream from the put-in bridge. 
Oswaldo had said not to consider the 
trip if the water were above a certain 
level. Naturally, not one of us remem- 
bered what level he had mentioned. 



But the river looked low and gentle as it 
poured through a small rock garden 
below the bridge -maybe even too low 
tobe fun, we thought. Later, we were to 
be quite grateful for no more water 
than this. 

After "adios" and "suerte" 
fromMateis, we paddled downstream. 
For several miles, the Pacuare did little 
to confirm the seriousness of its de- 
scriptions. Easy rock gardens led into 
blue-green pools of clean, warm water. 
We were in a canyon perhaps as deep as 
theNew River Gorge, but its sides were 
sometimes densely-forested, sometimes 
pasture. The occasional cattle drinking 
in the river and small shacks high on 
the canyon's sides were reminders that, 
for all their mystery, rivers we consider 
exotic are often less wild than some of 
our own. 

After about an hour's paddle, 
things changed dramatically. The Pac- 
uare twisted into a narrow gorge within 
the main canyon and dropped out of 
sight. A shore scout showed the river 
flowing left through a complex rock 
garden, then turning right over several 
narrow chutes before the flow converged 
in a narrow channel against a sheer 
rock wall and powered through two 
big holes. We eddy-hopped through 
the first half of the rapid, picked a 
careful line through the slots, then 
cranked the lower drops to the pool 
below. It was our first taste of paddling 
Class 4-5 rapids withloadedboats. One 
needed to paddle aggressively to keep 
from bogging down. Turns into eddies 
could be made more exciting by the 
threat of the stern getting swept on 
downriver before one cleared the eddy- 
line, and big drops threatened to cap- 
ture or backender boats paddled with 
less than full authority. 

'Wow, that was a pretty good 
one." 

'Yeah, let's get ready; this could 
be that first canyon Oswaldo was talk- 
ing about." 

But the gorge opened up, and 
the Pacuare flowed on through more 
easy miles, as if had never just been 
through a big, violent rapid. 

We came to several swinging 
footbridges, meaning that we had ar- 
rived at Bajo Pacuare. We had not 
paddled in a circle; this settlement and 
the one from which we had started 

shared the same name, as do many 
other Costa Rican towns in the same 
area - apparently for no other reason 
than to confuse already lost gringo 
paddlers. We had a quick lunch just 
past Bajo Pacuare 2. The easy river was 
beginning to worry us; it was getting 
into afternoon, and we had been through 
only one difficult rapid. We still had 
two whole canyons of difficult boating 
somewhere ahead. We paddled on. 

The river began to steepen, 
and the rapids began to get more inter- 
esting. Eventually, they built up to a 
series of solid class 4s that had to be 
boat scouted carefully to avoid pinning 
possibilities on rocks and occasional 
logs. But they weren't slowing us down 
much. Then, about mid-afternoon, the 
river approached another steep-walled, 
densely-jungled gorge. Huge volcanic 
boulders choked its channel as it poured 
through a very obstructed, and obvi- 
ously very difficult, rapid. 

A scout from a midstream rock 
showed a line through the first drop, 
but the remainder of the long rapid was 
a garden of steep chutes, undercuts, 
and small eddies. The rapid was very 
technical, and the channelization of the 
water by the huge rocks made the drops 
quite powerful, as well, an observation 
made all the more obvious by the diffi- 
culties of paddling loaded kayaks 
through them. 

"I think were in it now!" 
'Yeah, paddling with all this 

gear sucks. That was hard!" 
"Looks like another big one. 

This must be the hard stuff." 
Another long, blind rapid fol- 

lowed. I got out on the left bank tolook. 
Suddenly remembering Mark's story 
of terciopelos and their fondness for 
Class 5 water, I picked up my paddle 
and banged rocks ahead of me as I 
walked ...... "here, snake .... look out, 
snake!" I wasn't kidding. This was no 
place to get bit. 

But the left bank steepened to 
a short cliff before I could see down- 
stream to what was obviously the big 
stuff. I would have to climb above it 
and thrash through the vegetation above 
to see much from this side. Across the 
river was a large shoreline eddy, from 
which one could more easily walk down- 
stream, along the right bank. It was just 
above what looked like a long, difficult 
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rection, and a couple of easy drops and 
:hutes led to it. I chose the threats of 
Ferrying above Class 5 rapids over those 
>f Class 6 snakes and jungle. Bill and 
Bob had also gotten out on the left bank 
lo look. I told them I was going to 
paddle down a ways and look from the 
right side. They watched as I crossed 
through the initial drops and turned 
into the eddy. 

I suddenly realized things were 
not going to be that easy. Not anticipat- 
ing the momentum of the stern of my 
loaded kayak, I had entered the eddy a 
bit too casually and was now in danger 
~f slipping out the downstream end. 
Paddling hard, I looked over my shoul- 
der. If fwere swept down trying to 
make the eddy, there were ugly rocks 
and chutes immediately below. Yet the 
weight of the boat made it difficult to 
accelerate upstream and safely into the 
eddy. I quickly figured that I might not 
make it and had better do something 
else before tiring myself out. I peeled 
back out into the main current. 

The first drop was complex, 
but I had guessed the best channel. 
Things got worse from there, as the 
drops got more difficult, and were close 
enough together that I didn't dare mess 
up trying to eddy out again for a boat 
scout. As I paddled one of the hardest 
rapids I'd done up to that time, without 
scouting and under less than ideal con- 
ditions, I realized that Bill and Bob 
weren't even in their boats yet. Some- 
how it didn't seem that crazy, as I was 
making it. I came over a particularly big 
drop and holeand saw the current head 
for a huge undercut rock. It poured 
around the rock's right side between it 
and the right bank, which was now a 
sheer rock wall. I suddenly remem- 
bered that somewhere on this river were 
two mandatory portages ..... 

"Man, I better stop .... that falls 
could be around the corner ...." 

I fought for the leftside eddy 
above the huge undercut and carefully 
ferried in front of it to an eddy on river 
right to peek around the corner and see 
where I'd have been head ed..... 

A long pool extended for 
hundreds of feet. 

I got out of the boat and climbed 
to the top of the huge rock to signal Bill 
and Bob through. They didn't need it. 
Apparently they must have taken my 



decision to carry on down alone as an 
indicator of the casualness of the rapid 
and were now following my line through 
it. For this unintentional solo probe 
incident, we later referred to this long, 
complex Class 5 as "Lost Paddler." 

b 
Paddling down the pool was a 

welcome break for the moment, but 
there was a convincing horizon line at 
its end. Looking from the left shore, we 
saw a very different problem. 

The rapid was short, but quite 
intense. It was actually two four-foot 
falls in quick succession. The first ledge 
was riverwide and dropped into an un- 
avoidable hole. A large tree trunk was 
sunk into the drop from the right side. 
The obvious problem was to punch the 
hole, perhaps the most powerful we 
had yet seenon the river, without being 
sucked back in, backendered, or flipped 
or otherwise losing alignment. This was 
unthinkable, as the second drop was 
only two boat lengths further and re- 
quired an immediate decision to run 
one of three channels formed by two 
potential pinningrocks in the drop and 
the shorelines. We looked hard for 
branches protruding from the sunken 
tree. The drop looked clear, but it was 
powerful enough that there seemed to 
be little chance of rescue from an en- 
trapment. 

Bill made his decision quickly. 
A crack barely a kayak width in the 
rocks along theleft shore afforded adry 
slide bypass to the first ledge. From 
there, one could enter the left of the 
three channels in the second drop, which 
demanded merely bracing a difficult 
pillow off the left bank, then paddling 
past anundercut-looking cliff. "It's the 
'Webster Sneak'," he chortled, and slid 
down the chute and dropped down the 
second ledge into an eddy. 

Bob and I continued to look at 
the maindrop. We were eachobviously 
desirous of watching an experimental 
probe test the unknown variables ol 

0 this drop, but neither was committing 
to try it first. Finally I settled on a 
reasonable plan. The outflow from thc 
first drop headed mostly directly at thc 
left rock, an evil looking, stumpshaped 
thing that begged for something to pin 
Making Bill's route down the left cham 
nel after running the main drop seemec 
impossibly tight, but if a paddler cam( 
over the first drop clean and angled tc 

he right, he might ferry forward and to 
he right and make the center slot of the 
econd ledge. One thing was obvious: or this one? 

m immediate decision would be needed 
after punching the hole. I decided to go 
for it before thinking about it too much. 
[ told Bob. 

"O.K., I'm gonna try it, if you 
hold a throw bag." 

"O.K." He got the rope and 
into position between the drops on the 
left shore. 

"Uh ..... I forget, which end do 
you hold?" 

I looked over at him, not ap- 
preciating the gallows humor in this 
situation. But he wasn't kidding. When 
you haven't practiced in a while ..... 

"Bill!!!" But he was my safety 
boat and couldn't hear anyway. It was 
getting late. After a quick remediation, 
Bob and I were as ready as we were 
going to be. 

Fortunately, the entrance was 
a pool, and I was able to paddle the 
sluggish boat up to speed. The hole 
barely slowed me, and I plowed out 
being pushed slightly broadside toward 
the stumplike rock. Staring the beast 
down as I was pushed toward it, I 
cranked for the center slot. 
Closer ... closer ...g ot it! I saw my body 
would clear the rock and turned for- 
ward to drop between the rocks into 
saner waters. 

I gave thumbs up to Bob, but 
maybe it looked too close. He took the 
Webster Sneak. We later would learn 

that it was here that Rafael had briefly 
disappeared from the surface world. 

Fast, flat water led on, but the 
river was not going to give much. An 
even more definitive horizon was ahead. 
Two men stood on the shore at the 
brink. Getting out to look on the right, 
we found a surreal scene. 

The Pacuare raced a hundred 
feet from the double ledge-falls along 
the sheer left wall, compressed to barely 
a kayak length wide, and dropped over 
a vertical twelve foot falls into a pool 
lined by cliffs, forming a great amphi- 
theater. The hydraulic below the falls 
boiled up in blue-white foam twenty 
feet beyond the drop. The two locals on 
the rock shelf at the top of the falls were 
fishermen who had evidently made their 
way to this spot down from some path 
through the jungle above through a 
break in the cliffs to the river. Long 
poles cut from saplings, with nets fas- 
tened to the ends, extended out over the 
falls. Amazed, we watched fish attempt 
huge leaps up the falls - all that we 
witnessed failed to make it, and one 
ended up in the net and was hauled in. 

This could have been a candi- 
date for a "mandatory portage." But 
those were supposed to be in the sec- 
ond canyon, and this looked runnable. 
The hole below looked like the worse 
thing to be caught in south of Sockem- 
Dog, but the strategy seemed simple: 



paddle like hell over the drop and paddle 
like hell after the drop. After the last 
drops, I was feeling pretty stoked. This 
one seemed reasonable, in comparison, 
and I didn't mind being the white rat 
again. As speed, speed, speed prom- 
ised to be a critical factor, we portaged 
our gear around the drop to run it with 
empty boats. Shouting to the fishermen 
across the river, I pointed to the falls 
and made paddling arm motions. They 
grinned and pulled their poles in for us. 
This was not Appalachia; these guys 
wereglad to trade some fishing time for 
what promised to be good entertain- 
ment. Then again, how often did kay- 
aks pass by here? 

Wanting a long runway for 
this takeoff, I started some sixty feet 
upstream from the horizon. I took off 
down the accelerating water. A small 
wave slowed me slightly, then I was 
quickly plunging over. 

Just as quickly, I was upside 
down. 

'What hit me?' was left un- 
answered, as "I'm dead meat," became 
the central thought of my now under- 
water world. I was being thrashed 
around. I had earlier decided that flip- 
ping precluded any chance of leaving 
the hole in the boat. Without trying to 
roll, I ejected to face my destiny, some- 
where in which I was hoping for a rope. 

Wmng choice. Surfacing, I saw 
that I was in an eddy against the left 
side cliff. The eddy eventually fed back 
into the falls, but, with some effort, I 
was able to keep myself and my boat 
against the wall. The drop had been 
deceptively difficult. The narrow slot 
and the long, straight raceway above 
the falls had accelerated the river to 
speeds not encountered on most water- 
falls (whichare much wider), making it 
nearly impossible to outpaddle the river 
and clear the drop enough to avoid a 
violent backender and flip. Fortunately, 
it had also been deceptively forgiving; 
the hole had a leftward kick toward the 
temporary refuge of the eddy. One 
needed only to be patient, roll up, and 
paddle across the backwash to safety. 
But I was now out of my boat, which 
was also filled with water, since I had 
removed the storageair bags to portage 
the gear. Bill and Bob were across the 
river and could do little, for the mo- 
ment. Upstream were the falls. Trying 

to swim or be pulled out across the 
downstream bod had the risk of being 
pulled into the hole. That left up, but 
there was the matter of a sheer cliff. 

Almost sheer. In the back of 
the eddy, a chimney-sized crack led up 
a bmt length to the fishermen and safety. 
They were chattering to each other and 
at me, not sure of what to make of this. 
I emptied the kayak as best I could and 
pushed it up the crack, with much ef- 
fort. Eventually, one of the fishermen 
reached thegrabloopand tieditto their 
pole with a piece of wire. Both pulled, 
and I chimneyed and pushed up the 
slippery crack from below, thankful for 
the years spent climbing. 

Suddenly a red kayak hull was 
bobbingin the eddy. Bob rolled up,and 
dug out a throw bag, having run the 
falls to get it to me. 

'Thanks. This is stupid." I tied 
the rope to the lower grab loop, climbed 
past the boat to the fishermen and helped 
them pull it to the ledge above the falls. 
Emptying the boat and viewing the 
steep walls upstream and downstream, 
I saw that another runover the falls was 
going to be the best way out of there, 
but I would be entering the current only 
about twenty feet above the drop. 

'Well, it's really not that bad, 
and I want to do it anyway .....'I 

I shook hands with and thanked 
my benefactors. They thenlooked on in 
amazement, as the neoprene-, nylon-, 
and plastic-clad warrior climbed in his 
boat for another battle with the river. I 
peeled out, got just a few swift strokes, 
and was dropping over again .... 

The results were not surpris- 
ing, but I rolled up and paddled across 
the boil. I turned to wave to the fisher- 
men. 

'Muchas gracias! Adios!" 
"Gringos locos." 
"Hey, think thafs a 'manda- 

tory portage'?" 
"He said they were supposed 

to be waterfalls ..." 
"But this is only the first can- 

yon, unless you count that first rapid at 
the start of the trip." 

The waning afternoonand not 
knowing how much further this gorge 
continued suspended this speculation 
for the moment. Bill had paddled on 
ahead to look at the next drop. When 
Bob and I reached him, he was ready to 
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go: 
'This one doesn't look that 

bad from here." 
He paddled off down the rapid, 

which was, once again, one of the long 
and technical type. I followed him 
partway, then caught an eddy behind a 
rock and watched. He suddenly dropped 
from view, but I caught sight of his 
helmet somewhere below. Bob arrived. 

"Looks O.K. Bill made it!' 
Following, we discovered a 

potent reactionary wave at the bottom 
of thedrop where Bill had disappeared. 
A saving brace was necessary. At the 
bottom, Bill confessed that it hadn't 
looked so hard from above. 

'Well, we better stop. Looks 
like we're stuck in this gorge for the 
night. See any flat spots between the 
boulders?'' 

''No, wait a minute ...." While 
the others were examining the not so- 
promising shoreline, I decided to peek 
ahead at the next drop and paddled 
down the pool. It took some frantic 
waving and yelling to get them away 
from the hunt for a campsite. 

''Look!" 
The next drop was trivial and 

led into another pool at the end of 
which, the gorge widened. The left side 
of the canyon was a grassy pasture. We 
were out of the first canyon! With a 
plush sand beach to sleep on, we couldn't 
have been happier had the Hotel Eu- 
ropa appeared along the river. We set 
up camp and built the fire. 

Morning comes early year- 
round at this latitude. About5 a.m., it is 
fully light and we are eating breakfast. 
We are still uncertain of what to expect 
ahead. We have obviously just f i s h e d  
one of the two difficult "canyons!' The 
big falls in the gorge just upstream, and 
perhaps the dangerous double ledge 
above it seem like possible "mandatory 
portage" candidates. But they were in 
the first gorge we encountered and, al- 
though quite serious, were manage- 
able. We assume someone would have 
paddled them before, if we could. The 
thought of a similarly difficult canyon, 
withacouple of even worse drops, is an 
uneasy one. The only certain thing is 
the uncertainty downstream. We start 
downstream. 

After a moderately difficult 
rapid, the Pacuare moderates and flows 



Chris entertains the local rug rats at the lower Pacuare take-out. 

through easy rapids in the open can- 
yon. A mile or two pass. 

The canyon walls abruptly 
narrow, and a line of huge boulders 
block the view ahead. Bob probes ahead, 
boat scouting. It is a hard rapid, a diffi- 
cult labyrinth of rocks and water. Bob is 
confidently weaving through it and 
getting further ahead. I park behind a 
rock. Bill is getting behind, so I wait; 
Bob will wait ahead, I figure. 

Bill flips in a drop. Watching 
him drift upside down toward a large 
rock, I'm suddenly worrying. 

"Get it, get it, IT! 
He rolls up and puts in a few 

quick strokes, clearing the rock. 
"Good place for a roll." 
'Yeah, I don't like the way 

this boat handles. This stuff is too hard 
to be floundering around in." 

"l3ob's on ahead. Guess he'll 
wait; I think we better stick close through 
this stuff." 

We catch up to Bob somewhere 
in the next rapid. It is another biggie - 
screaming turns past menacing under- 
cuts lead into eight foot wide slots and 

0 sudden drops. Another short pool leads 
into more of the same. It is now clear 
that we are in the second canyon. Al- 
though we are still boat-scouting, we 
are watching for the falls which could 
be anywhere ahead. Bob is paddling 
confidently and remains our probe. 
Suddenly, I'm realizing that this is a 
blast- that thingsmightrarelygetmuch 
better. Each rapid is a new maze to be 

figured out -about as hard as eachof thc 
others difficult, but we are getting usec 
to the rhythm of following the leade 
from boulder to boulder. There is a1 
ways a view to a safe eddy to encouragi 
us onward - for the moment. Workin] 
our way down the gorge, we lose tracl 
of the number of rapids. 

'This is it!" Welook at Bill. H' 
points to the left bank. There is a road 
of sorts. 

'The put-in for the lowe 
Pacuare. I remember it. We're donc 
We'll be out this afternoon!" 

It is only 9 a.m. We cruise th 
pools and easy rapids of the sudde$ 
much tamer Pacuare. It is a relaxin 
day of great scenery, wildlife watchin8 
and other diversions with which th 
upper river would simply have not pu 
up. The gorges are steep-walled anc 
wild-looking when entered, but ther 
are none of the blind channels throug 
huge boulders nor steep downwar~ 
plunges of the river which kept the gri: 
factor high on the Pacuare "Arriba." 

in mid-afternoon, we arrive a 
the highway bridge near SiquirresI w k  
the river reaches the coastal plain. W 
need to get Mateis' phone number tolt 
him know we are out a day early. Bi 
and I walk to town to find a phone an 
fathom the mysteries of Costa Rica 
directory assistance. We leave Bob f 
watch the gear; this sentences him 1 
hours of boundless attention from tk 
local rug rat population. When we rc 
turn, they have commandeered our boa 

md gear and several little girls are 
ubjecting him to a tea party in espanol. 
His vocabulary in the area of common 
dtchen items has increased dramati- 
:ally. 

Mateis arrives. Un hombre 
meno, he has even washed our filthy 
rental car! He wants the details of our 
xdventures. Remembering our tales of 
Mario on the Reventazon, he particu- 
larly wants to know who swam. I laugh. 

'Yo.'' 
'Donde?" 
"En la catarata grande!" Mateis 

laughs. In San Jose, we run into Mark: 
"How was the trip?" 
"Awesome!" 
"How much did you have to 

carry?" 
'Well, we ran everything .... we 

didn't know where we were supposed 
to carry ....." he shakes his head. "Crazy 
mothers." 

We spend Christmas at the 
beach, then return to Tunialba for more 
fun on the Reventazon. On New Year's 
Eve, Bob and I go for a second trip on 
the upper Pacuare - this time as a day 
trip. Bill passes but drives us to the put- 
in. Mateis will pick us up in his truck at 
the end. 

The trip goes quickly and 
smoothly. We stop to scout only a few 
times. Even in light boats and with 
knowledge of the river, we are im- 
pressed with the difficulty. Bob almost 
loses his paddle. Having neglected to 
bring our breakdown paddle, we are 
sobered by the thought of having to try 
to walkout of here. At the double ledge, 
I walk. It's been enough. 

'You're not even gonna run 
the famous Webster Sneak?" 

'When the river gods give you 
one, you sometimes got to show your 
respect." 

The big falls are downright 
fun. There's a different audience this 
time. We still get flipped every time. 

After a long lunch break, we're 
off down the second canyon and out in 
less thaneighthours. Holding on to our 
boats in the back of Mateis' pickup, we 
have to laugh. With two runs within 
two weeks, we probably know the upper 
Pacuare better than anyone. It'll be a 
while before the commercial rafting 
tours start here. 



Costa Rica facts 
The Upper Pacuare, 

a 15 mile section with much 
Class 5, is described in May- 
field and Gallo's 'The Riv- 
ers of Costa Rica." It lies im- 
mediately above the popu- 
lar lower Pacuare run (Class 
2-3, with some 4), and most 
paddlers will want to con- 
tinue on thelower river, for a 
2-3 day, 30 mile trip because 
of the difficulty of exiting the 
canyon after the upper sec- 
tion and the beauty of the 
lower river. This requires 
paddling boats through con- 
tinuous technical Class 5 
rapids with overnight sup- 
plies. Boaters can probably 
take only a bivvy bag and 
sleep in a light sweater, at 
most seasons. The upper river 
can be paddled in a day by a 
stronggroup, but this would 
be pushing it, if no one knows 
the river, as most of the diffi- 
culty is concentrated at the 
end of the trip, and one must 
carry boats or arrange ani- 
mal transportation 2 miles 
up a road (of sorts) out of a 
1200 foot deep canyon after 
the run. 

Most of the run is 
shown on the Costa R i a  t o p  
map series Tucumque quad- 
rangle, with the put-in and 
shuttle road to Bajo Pacuare 
1 on the Pejibaye quadrangle. 
These maps are fairly accu- 
rate and informative and 
show the entire run's gradi- 
ent at 75-80 feet per mile. 
Much of the run is quite 
moderate (Class 1-3 rock 
gardens and pools). The two 
difficult gorges are each about 
a mile long and reach about 
100 feet per mile, with the 
difficult rapids being caused 
more by narrowing and 
congestion (with huge boul- 
ders) of the main canyon, 
rather than by a great increase 
in gradient. It is important to 

emember that these difficult 
ections are, in fact, pooldrop, 
naking for some very steep 
apids. The run should be 
nade in relatively low water 
usually after mid-Decem- 
~ r ) ;  rapid ratings given in 
his description are for low 
o medium levels. The upper 
'acuare has been compared 
o the Watauga gorge in dif- 
'iculty, character, and total 
ength of the difficult sec- 
ions, although the overall 
ength and remoteness for 
.he Pacuare run are greater. 

The Mayfield-Gallo 
pide a~curatel~stresses the 
;eriousness of the run; how- 
zver, one part of the descrip- 
ion seems misleading, com- 
3ared to our experiences. 
mere they describe a first 
:anyon of many rapids, we 
!ound only a single difficult 
rapid, and they do not de- 
scribe the third canyon, which 
is quite significant. 

The river is easy for 
xbout 45 minutes past the 
put-in; an abruptly-appear- 
ing, long Class 4 5  is a land- 
mark. If this proves too much, 
me should paddle another 
few easy miles to take out at 
the footbridges at Bajo Pac- 
uare 2, since there is muchof 
the same or harder ahead. A 
road (probably temble and 
likely not driveable) exits the 
canyon on the left here. 

After Bajo Pacuare 
2 the rapids increase to Class 
4. About where the map 
shows the Rio Pacayitas en- 
tering the Pacuare on the left, 
the river enters the first diffi- 
cult gorge, which will proba- 
bly be obvious. It is a mile 
long, although it will proba- 
bly seem muchlonger. There 
are 5 major rapids -all can be 
considered Uass 5 (or harder). 
Allow ample time for scout- 
ing and carrying. The gorge 

'ob and friend in a very informal Costa Rica restaurante. 
lo shirt. no shoes. ~ e t s  0. K. 
egins with a long, technical 
vo-part entrance rapid, with 
brief moving pool in the 
uddle. Lost Paddler, another 
)ng, blind section, is next. 
dter a pool is the first "falls" 
the double ledge. This is 
lass 5-6 and may be the 
lost dangerous spot on the 
.ver. The leftside Webster 
neak is an honorable op- 
on, especially if the water is 
p. Next is the second falls, 
alled "Jumping Bobo" by 
layfield and Gallo, after the 
sh which attempt to leap 
p it. This twelve foot drop 
an be run in reasonable safety 
I low water (most of you 
an expect to flip here), but 
he hole below could be 
wfully grim if the water were 
~p. A final long difficult rapid 
ompletes the first gorge. 

Several moderate 

miles lead to the semd gorge, 
which is east of the words 
"Alto Corozal" on the Tucur- 
rique map. Here, we counted 
ten rapids, all separated by 
short pools and all hard Class 
4 or harder. These drops are 
not as powerful as those of 
the first gorge, but they 
seemed even more blind and 
technical. The end of this 
gorge is the end of the upper 
Pacuare, with a bad road to 
the left (no motor vehicles) 
leading out of the canyon. 

Hopefully, this 
description will help inter- 
ested and strong paddlers in 
experiencing what Mayfield 
and Gallo accumtely call "one 
of the world's great white- 
water treasures." Then again, 
you could ignore this and 
the book and maybe have an 
even better time. 



Kayak Corps 
Special serialized fiction feature 

Chapter 2: Because we need the eggs. &- 
Our story so far: 

Captain Beau Winston has t 
luxury of a job at the Pentagon that 
allows him to sit around most of 
the time, read "Outside" maga- 
zine, and daydream of kayaking. the threatening from the familiar. 
His boss, General Vetterling, a "Hey, ... I know you ... 
career milita y officer, is enthralled You're the Secretary of State." 
by Beau's tales of paddling dem'ng- 'Why yes. Yes I am." 
do. Ruth, a shadowy person some- Klaus said, reveling in a celebrity 
where in civilian government with 
neither a clear position nor a clear 
agenda, dislikes iknston. Rath, like Vetter- 
ling, is well-aware of Beau's kayaking 
fixation. When Rath and Vetterling dis- 
cover that the only path to a drug king- 
pin's processing plant is through twenty 
miles ofwhitewater, they both begin toget 
ideas. Though it's far from likely the two 
of them get the same ideas .... 

Vetterling and Rath burst into 
Winston's office so fast Beau barely 
had time to stash his magazine. He 
did not have time to put on his shoes. 

Vetterling spewed forth in the 
kind of staccato military-equivalent of 
spokenEnglish that heused whenever 
big things were afoot. Rath smiled 
and stayed inside himself - keeping 
silent and working through his own 
calculus of cause 
and effect. 

Wiston's head was spinning 
and he thought momentarily that if he 
closed his eyes and wished really hard 
he might be able to wind up back 
home. Vetterlingwas smiling-- well ... 
Winston had no problems with that. 
Rath smiling meant that somebody, 
somewhere was about to be stuck like 

9 a pig -- and Beau never 
fancied himself as a side of chitlins. 

As nearly as Beau could make 
out the US Government was asking if 
he thought it was possible to paddle 
down some river in Central America. 

Rath caught sight of Sharon 
looking into the still-open door to the 
office and trying to figure out what 

Beau took a quick look around 
the room and saw it filled with civilians 
'n three-piece suits. "Guys want to 

work in a bank, why don't they just 
go out an' do it?" Winston thought. 
Suddenly, one of the faces broke 
through the thinbarrier separating 

recognition that didnot often come 
to Cabinet members. 

lllustrabbn by Wlllam Nealy, reprinted from Kayaks 
To Hell, courtesy of Menasha Rldge Press 

was going on. Politely he closed the 
door. The sound of it shutting dis- 
tracted Vetterliig. 

Using the brief break in the 
excitement, Beau casually slipped his 
feet into his shoes. 

Vetterlingoffered the obvious 
solution 'look, Beau. Why don't you 
follow us downstairs and we'll go over 
this thing?" 

"Sure." He got up and walked 
with them towards the door to his of- 
fice. 

They were almost out the door 
when Rath noticed Winston had un- 
laced shoes. 

Perhaps it was the fact that 
Winston was about to do something 
Rath needed that made him, with utmost 
tact and discretion, tap Winston's shoul- 
der and tell him, softly, that his shoe- 
laces were untied, so as not to embar- 
rass him in front of the General. Win- 
ston, so subtly notified, called out, 'Wait 
up, Duke. Gotta lace these shoes." 

Rath vowed he'd never do a 
favor for Winston again. 

They led him down the corri- 
dor through into the Black Area, with 
Vetterling signing as escort on a need- 
to-know basis. They emerged in Room 

Beau now hoped they 
wouldn't shoot him to keep whatever 
they wanted quiet. 

Before him, on the wall was a 
map of some place called San Marco. 
Beau fi@ this was probably the place 
they were interested in, but was ready 
to be proven wrong. 

Vetterling was all excited, ''See 
that river, Beau? Can you paddle it, 
Beau? 

Huh?" 
'Well, it's a mite tough to tell 

from thismap. All I know is that there's 
water there." 

One of the spooks next to Klaus 
spoke for the first time. 

'What kind of informationdo 
you need, Captain?" 

'Well, something more de- 
tailed." 

'Would a three-dimensional 
enhanced scan of the entire area help?" 

Later Beau would marvel that 
at this point he stillhad not thought that 
he might be dreaming. "Sure." 

Later Rath would recall that it 
took all of his energy not to say 'Would 
you like us to build one in the cafeteria 
for you?" 'With your permission, 
General?" Vetterling nodded and the 
spook rose, moving with the kind of 
unearthly certainty that Winston had 

Johnson Cerveau. Johnson has 
contributed to American Whitewa- 
ter in the past under a different 
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only seen among people who either 
knew exactly what they were doing, or 
mercifully had no clue what they were 
doing. "Captain?' He said, holding 
the door open for Winston. They left. 

"Fine young man, I like him 
already," Klaus said after the door had 
closed. Rath bit his tongue and started 
hoping that Secretary Ehrenberg did 
not become as enamored of kayaking 
tales as Vetterling. 

The spook led Beau to yet 
another area of the Pentagon he'd not 
yet been privileged tobe granted access 
to. The circuitous route led to a door 
with a cypherlock. Going through the 
door, Beau saw a six-foot inflated Gumby 
holding a sign that said: 'Welcome to 
Terrain Analysis. You might not know 
how you got here - but we can sure 
show you how to leave." 

"Friendly guys, aren't they?" 
Beau said. It was the first words he'd 
felt comfortable exchanging with the 
spook. 

"Lack of discipline," was the 
only response. 

He needed to be signed in, 
and then administered the usual se- 
crecy oath, but with Ehrenberg's flunky 
vouching for his need to know things 
moved quicker than he'd ever seen in 
the government. 

The spook left him in the care 
of a duty officer who escorted him to a 
room even further back, crammed with 
display terminals that looked like they 
might be able to give him a full-body X- 
ray. 

Two men were there. The one 
with horn-rimmed glasses approached 
him. 'You're Winston? Boy you must 
rate. We got word you were coming." 

"Captain, these men will help 
you with your simulation." He abruptly 
left. Winston wondered what kind of 
magazines he had. 

"Hi, I'm Percy." Said the man 
with horn-rimmed glasses. 

"Harold." The other laconi- 
cally rejoined. 

"Just call me Beau, guys." Beau 
sauntered over to the bankof terminals. 

'What's goin' on here?" 
Unceremoniously the pair sat 

him in front of one. Harold signed onto 
the computer through three or four 

layers of password security. Winston 
wondered how he could keev all of 
those passwords straight in his mind 
when he used the word KAYAK on 
everything from his bank card to his 
filing cabinet. 

Percy gave Beau the begin- 
ning driving lesson while Harold worked 
at another terminal. 

"Now, this joystick Just point 
it in the direction you want to go, and it 
will automatically move you along the 
river. The path of the river is here," 
indicating a winding column in blue 
across the upper part of the multi- 
windowed display. 'Your speed is: 
about 2 miles an hour. We can change 
that if you want." 

Beau played with it momen- 
tarily moving the joystick to and fro, 
watching in joyous delirium as the 
scenery swayed to match his caprice. 
The child-like wonder of flight, even if 
only simulated, was release. If only he 
could do this in his boat ... 

"Hot damn! This is the best 
video game I've ever played. Can I get 
one of these for home?" 

The two analysts looked at each 
other, wondering if he fell within their 
arcane guidelines. 

'That was a joke." 
"Oh," they said, and then 

laughed. 
Beau didn't get to see flowing 

water, so it was hard to make the leap 
from screen to river running. He was 
left with static recreations of different 
parts of the river based on processed 
satellite pictures. He wondered if the 
system somewhere contained an image 
of his backyard. 

The first four and a half miles 
seemed boring - flats without obstacles 
-- and Winston began to wonder if his 
being here were not completely super- 
fluous, if the question was so trivial that 
anybody who'd bothered to look could 
have given an answer. 

At the five mile mark all of 
that changed. 

It started out with a series of 
ledges. 

The irregular steps seemed at 
this scale to be like a staircase made by 
giant children, who had seen stairs but 
did not care for their regular incre- 

ments. He brought the scale down and 
saw the individual drops. The first few 
seemed small compared to the ones 
he'd run elsewhere. The later ones 
seemed hole-filled. 

They were salted with boul- 
ders - big boulders. Lots of 'em, with 
white pillows that made the riverscape 
look more like a mogul field than a 
stretch of water. 

Beau saw six or seven of those 
- and they were the major ones. Com- 
ing out of the staircase there was a 
screaming jog to the left as the river cut 
through a chasm. Losing it there would 
rake him along the chasm's rock face. 

"Harold?" 
'Yes." 
'What kind of rock is that?" 
"Basalt." 
"Is it smooth or rough?" 
'Think of sandpaper." 
Beau had a vision of himself 

trying to roll while being scraped along 
a bed of nails. It did not please him. 

It looked a lot like the Jaw- 
bone and Sock-em-Dog one-two punch 
n the Chattooga. He'd lost it there once, 
a coupleof years ago, and was resolved 
to not do so again. 

When he lost it the river was 
running at 2000 cfs. In the superstitious 
logic of people who had bad experi- 
ences, he compulsively needed to know 
the flow rate. 

Harold brought up a menu on 
his screen and it looked to Beau like he 
selected an option labelled "Hydrody- 
namics". 

'Watershed's about 200 square 
kilometers." 

'WhaVs that in miles?" 
Harold's lips curled with a 

slightly visible trace of disdain. "Fig- 
ure about 75 square miles." 

'That's it? What's that mean 
for a discharge rate? 20 cfs?" 

Harold took a second or two 
to convert: "1500 cfs minimum. Usu- 
ally 3200 cfs during the rainy season. 
Recorded high of 8000 in 1982 during a 
hurricane." 

Beau whistled low. Wog 
heaven." 

"Excuse me?" It was Percy. 
"There's a lot of action here." 
'Yes, the abundant rainfall and 
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mountainous conditions make for ex- 
treme hydrodynamic differentials in a 
relatively confined space." 

Beau shook his head and said, 
'You mean there's lots of whitewater." 

Percy nodded his head vigor- 
I ously, 'Yes. That would be one of the 

geographical manifestations." 
Giddy with the realization there 

was something here Beau zoomed for- 
ward with his joystick and saw what he 
thought was a hole. A hole after a 
constriction with a ledge off to the right 
- with water coming into it from three 
sides. 

"Can we.resolve that a little 
better?" 

"Sure." 
Harold worked his fast for- 

ward magic and brought the scene into 
sharp focus. Instantly Beau was sus- 
pended above the rapid. From the 
location of The boulders and ledges, 
and from the stills of foam and curls, he 
swore that water flowed into this from 
three sides, creating the aquatic equiva- 
lent of a cuisinart. 

Two lines seemed like static 
nodal points. The effect from above 
was to flatten out the drop. To make it 
look as though it were trivial, a bathtub 
oddity. Beau knew better. 

'Zordy, lordy, how would you 
do that?" 

He had Harold bring his point 
of view down to river level. Approach- 
ing the drop he saw the world drop to 
oblivion, with the blue flow of a river 
coming out somewhere near the van- 
ishing point. He allowed himself to 
approach the drop, tensing himself as 
though prepared to take as much pur- 
chase from his paddle as fluid and sinew 
would yield, and felt senses reeling as 
he continued snaking along the river at 
his previous speed in a impossible roller 
coaster illusion of computer graphics. 

The computer didn't behave 
the way water did. He felt none of its 

b reaction against him, and this thwarted 
his own instincts and reflexes. 

In real life he might now be 
stuck, or circulating, or decapitated. 

None of these prospects thrilled 
him. 

He re-ran the scene, looking at 
it from a viewpoint six feet above the 

yound, on the riverbank - scouting 
2osition. He saw more than he had 
xeviously - the microeddies he could 
wobably catch, the channels between 
:he lumps of rock and motion. 

An odd sense of elation began 
:o fall over him - yes. A river like this 
:omes along once in a lifetime, and a 
hop like this maybe less often than 
Lhat. In the pit of his stomach he felt the 
smpty gnawing that might be either 
zxcitement or dry heaves- themystical 
gound between moving to perform an 
act and the act itself. 

His palms started sweating and 
his breath became uneven and he wanted 
nothing so much as to stand there - on 
that ledge scouting that rapid, before 
climbing back into his boat and run- 
ning it. 

Beau did not yet know the 
route he would take -and doubtless he 
would discussit for hours with some of 
his buddies before they got to see it. 

But who was he kidding. His 
chances of ever seeing this river in the 
flesh were about as likely as him ever 
getting Eluenberg's job. 

He returned to the screen. A 
pair of waterfalls were the next major 
drops. It was testament to the power of 
the drop he'd just seen that he sloughed 
them off without a big worry. Two 
separate falls through a gorge - a twenty 
foot drop into what looked like the still 
water of a pool, and an eighteen foot 
drop into turbulence. He noted that the 
left side out of the second drop looked 
a lot cleaner, but made a note to check 
it out again. At the twenty mile mark a 
bright orange cluster of buildings ap- 
peared a few hundred yards inland and 
a small, tinny buzzer started going off. 

'Target reached." Flashed on 
his screen. 

'Target? What target?He 
thought aloud. 

"Never mind about that now, 
Beau." It was Rath. So engrossed 
had he been in the video never-never 
land that he had not noticed Rath and 
Vetterling enter the room. 

Rath sat back with cool eyes, 
steepling his hands and asking, "Is it 
paddleable?" 

Vetterling was less restrained, 
"Could you do it? Huh? 

Winston was so engrossed in 
reverie that he didn't register the ques- 
tion for a few heartbeats. 

"Odds are. Sure. You scout- 
ing your winter vacation or something?" 

Vetterling laughed and Rath 
grimaced. 

'Yeah, Beau. Something like 
that!' 

"Wait a minute. What are you 
trying to do here, bring some guys in?" 
He thought for a minute. "Spy stuff, 
huh?" 

'Yes." 
'Well what about the rest of 

the way down?" 
''Unnecessary. At mission 

completion we'll be able to chopper in 
a pick-up squad." Vetterling seemed 
certain. That was enough for Beau. 

He'd be practicing on the 
Potomac Falls for hours, working this 
through his head. 

"I'm still on this operation - 
right?" 

"Of course.'' 
'I think you can paddle it." 

Seeing the beam in Vetterling and the 
smirk in Rath he hastened to add "But 
we need to look at some things. One - 
I don't have a clear view of the gorge. 
We need to look at that somehow." 

"Okay, Beau. You're in charge. 
Tell us what you need." 

"Give me a couple of days. 
Two: I'm going to need a pass to access 
this place." Rath nodded and it was 
waiting in Sharon's in-box that after- 
noon. 

That night Beau slept poorly. 
Images of destruction floated in his 
mind like so much flotsam - inter- 
mixed with visions of the river, of stand- 
ing, of scouting that one rapid, of 
wondering what he would do and 
whether it was at all possible. 

He awoke convinced that 
keeping his reservations about the hole 
to himself was not the smartest thing 
he'd ever done. 

to be continued next issue! 



Pool session 
By GARY CARLSON 

The first time I heard someone 
mention the possibility of losing his 
roll, I thought he was talking about 
switching to a light beer or joining a 
Nutri-System program or something. 

It had never occurred to me 
that one's Eskimo roll might inexplica- 
bly disappear-like money in your pocket 
during a night's debauchery in a bar- 
over the course of a winter. 

Granted, up here in northern 
New York, paddlers face a lengthy lay- 
off during the winter months. But I had 
always figured that rollinga kayak was 
like drinking shots of cheap whiskey: 
you never really like doing it but you 
never forget how it's done. 

Anyway, ever since I heard 
that some boaters do indeed lose their 
roll, a kernel of doubt was sown in the 
Back Forty of my mind. It usually 
springs to life during. a day in mid 
March with the snow still piled high 
along the banks of the riverlice chunks 
bobbing in the water and the tempera- 
ture hovering just above freezing. 

I'll waddle down to the put- 
in, layered deep with pile and sealed in 
a drysuit, looking something like a blue 
Pillsbury doughboy. After sliding the 
boat into the river, the first splash of 
water in the face reminds me what a 
bitch it would be to swim. And then I 
think, Jeez-what if I've lost my roll? 

Of course, sooner or later I'll 
flip, and it's surprising how 38degree 
water induces you to get upright. 1'11 
roll so fast my hair stays dry under my 
helmet. 

But this year, just to put my 
mind to rest, I crashed a local paddling 
club's midwinter roll  session.-^^ plan 
was to loosen up with a dozen rolls and 
then maybe offer some sage counsel to 
the novices present on the intricacies of 
righting a flipped kayak. Besides-I 
figured goofing around an indoor pool 
might be fun. Launch a few boats off 
the three-meter board. Squirt in the 
deep end. Check out what the local 
women paddlers actually look like 
underneath the camouflage of a wet- 
suit or paddle jacket. 

have known 

iround here, roll sessions are serious 
mwinessl mister. 

Roy Koober, the club's roll 
,essioncoordinator, held open the door 
IS I dragged my boat into the pool's 
ocker room. 

'We're always happy to wel- 
:ome new faces to our sessions," Roy 
;aid. "But ... ahhh ... how did you ever 
;et so many scratches on the bottom of 
row boat? Some of them look real deep. 
rake it right into the showers and I'll 
etch a scrub brush to clean out that 
gound-in dirt. And could you replace 
hose patches with some fresh duct 
ape?" 

Roy joined me as I hosed down 
:he boat. 

A stream of filthy water flowed 
?om the cockpit of my boat. In it floated 
1 veritable time capsule of the previous 
jummer's paddling history: crumpled 
Snickers wrappers, a flattened beer can, 
1 neoprene bootie, Skoal tins, an empty 
3spirin bottle-all mixed with the sand 
3f New York, West Virginia, Maryland 
3nd Canadian rivers. 

I joined the club at poolside as 
Roy led stretching exercises. I felt on 
foreign ground. The only stretching I 
was familiar with was with tie-down 
bungees ... the truth ... and with my damn 
spray skirt that seems to shrink at the 
waist each year. 

So I sat on a stack of club 
boats, waiting for the members to fin- 
ish. I noticed that the hulls were as 
smooth as a baby's behind. 

'leez," I said to Koober, after 
had finished his exercises, "you guys 
must buy new boats every year. There 
ain't a scratch on these babies." 

'Well, of course not," Koober 
said. 'We're careful not to drag the 
boats on the concrete, or run into the 
side of the pool." 

"No, no. I mean from bangin' 
on rocks." 

"Yes ... well, we hope to plan a 
trip down a river this year. But only if 
our group can advance from the ex- 
tended paddle to the screw roll." 

Holy smokes! I wondered whai 
kind of roll I used. And whether it was 
good enough to take on a river. I fig- 
gered it must be one of those screw) 
rolls-cuz everybody says it looks ter 
rible when I come up. 

MY 
interrupted. 

musings were 

"Gary, I'm getting ready to 
311," Koober announced. 'Would you 
and me my gear?" 

Gear? What gear do you need 
3 practice rolling. A sprayskirt? 

'I like to be fully outfitted," 
Loober explained. "For example, this 
vetsuit top is essential-the water is 4 

old-barely 70 degrees. A canvas spray- 
kirt like this is particularly suited for 
1001 sessions-it doesn't react to the 
hlorine like a neoprene skirt. These 
;oggles allow me to observe my tech- 
lique from underwater. Also, for a true 
imulation of actual conditions, it's vital 
o wear a lifejacket and helmet. And of 
ourse, I don't believe a paddler could 
urvive a pool session without his nose 
)lugs.1' 

Looking like he was equipped 
o tackle a early-spring hair run, Koo- 
)er slid into his boat. 

"Now, could you join me in 
he water and really rock the end of my 
mat while I roll? I believe a good rock- 
ng makes the roll practically authen- 
ic.'' 

Well, I jumped in, grabbed the 
;tern end of his boat, and gave him my 
=st class IV shaking. Koober flipped 
ind attempted a single roll. His paddle 
diced straight down. Instantly, he aban- 
loned his paddle and flailed at the 
jurface. 

Later, after I had assisted him 
.n dumping his boat, Koober addressed 
xis problem. 

"I'm going to get a new boat 
for rolling season next year," Koober 
;aid. "I think I read incanoe Magazine 
that the rollability of my model of kayak 
isn't all that great. 

"Oh, by the way, if you want 
to try a few rolls, you better get out 
there now," Koober said. 'We're all 
going to play a version of dead fish 
water polo in a few minutes. Let me 
lend you my sprayskirt." 

As Koober pulled the spray- 
skirt down over his hips, it became 
immediately apparent he had neglected (I 

to tightly secure his shorts. The shorts 
dropped to Koober's ankles along with 
the sprayskirt. 

I quickly turned away and left 
the building. If I had lost my roll, I 
certainly wasn't going to find it there. 

Besides, one glimpse of the 
disrobed Koober convinced me: the 
water was too cold. 
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