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Sunday  
4/1/2012 
Chattahoochee 
River 
 (9 miles; Gerard’s Landing to 
Atlanta Rowing Club Boat 

Dock) 

 This was the start of Kyle’s 

and my 12 Rivers in 2012 

challenge.  We registered for 

the annual Weekend for 

Rivers conference and decided 

the Chattahoochee River 

would be #1.  And I guess for 

good reasons:  for one thing it 

would be already planned and 

logistics ironed out for the 
most part, and another we 

have always wanted to go 

down the ‘Hooch, another 

good reason is because it plays 

such an integral part for not 

just the state of Georgia but 
also the southeastern states 

(historically speaking as well 
as biologically, economically 

and politically).  





Eric Graves and his wife, Lisa, were 
on the paddle this day as well as 

many other familiar faces.  But one 
thing I would really like to share 

about this man is his sense of 
humor and how thoughtful he is.  

You see, half way down I20 I 
realized I left my lunch for the 

excursion in the refrigerator at 

Kyle’s and my house.  Kyle and I 

figured we would either stop and 
get me something or I would just 

sneak some breakfast stuff on the 
river.  Low and behold, I share this 

story with Eric Saturday night and 
he remembered my argument 

about the iceberg lettuce salads 

served on Paddle Georgia  and how 

there is no nutritional value in 

them.  Well, he said he would bring 

me some lettuce from his garden 
for lunch tomorrow.  I didn’t expect 

anything from him and tried to tell 

him really I would be fine and not 

to worry about it.  Well, the next 

morning, there he was showing me 

the neatly divided Tupperware 
container holding lettuce, craisins, 

almonds, and raspberry 
vinegarrette- my favorite salad!  







Kyle, Monty , and I headed 

down to south Georgia to 

Lakeland,GA on Mother’s 

Day weekend to paddle a 5-

mile stretch.  We decided to 

take the dog paddling with 

us since it was going to be a 

short paddle and it was just 

going to be one day.  Who 

would’ve imagined what we 

had in store the moment we 

put our kayaks in the water.  

Since it was May the river 

was not super high the way 

it is earlier in the Spring, so 

we had some shallows to 

pull through, and we also 

had a lot of strainers and 

downed trees to portage 

around.  During one of the 

portages, Monty decided to 

get sea-sick (plus eating cat 

food) and threw up in my 

kayak before I could pull 

him out of my kayak to puke 

in the river. 





We had gorgeous weather- it started out cloudy then cleared 
quickly.  It was really warm about 86 degrees Farenheight, 

patchy clouds, and no wind until mid-afternoon.  It was 
really peaceful and beautiful out there and a nice way to 

spend a weekend compared to the way I’ve been spending my 
weekends- working!!!   That tea colored tannin water was so 

still as we glided over the surface.  Every once and a while 
bubbles broke the surface of the water (that might indicate 
an alligator or large snapping turtle or softshell turtle).  We 
saw water snakes slither over brambles and disappear under 

the surface of the water, snakes plopping into the water from 
over hanging branches, deer, Ibises, Little Green Herons, 
Great Blue Herons, Brown Thrashers, Egrets, a pair of Red 
Tail Hawks, and a small softshell turtle.  I heard warblers, 

cardinals, and woodpeckers.  Kyle is sure that he saw bubble 
reminants of an alligator and a pretty big wake around the 

bubbles. 



 8 miles; Sinclair 
Dam to State Prison 
Boat Ramp 

 Sans-Monty on this 
trip.  And we were 
glad of it because 
take out was 
muddy, and it 
sprinkled on us 

 



The river was lower than 2011 Paddle 
Georgia- there were lots of shoals 
and shallows we had to drag 
through.  Saw lots of birds today: 
osprey, Great Blue herrons, 
cormorants, red-tailed hawks, 
canada geese, belted kingfishers, 
and small songbirds 







105 miles in the best 

7 days of your life!      

. . .  “a summer camp 

for adults”, “a 

glorified family 

camp” . . .  No matter 

what anyone calls it, 

it truly is an 

experience to 

remember and the 

“highlight” of Kyle’s 

and my summer!  

This is our summer 

vacation, not going 

to the beach or going 

to Disney World.   



Too much fun and not 

enough time!  Also not 

enough water; Paddle 

Georgia was altered a 

little because of the 

water levels.  Instead 

of starting in the 

Ohoopee River and 

run into the Altamaha 

River, we started in the 

Altamaha River for our 

first two days.  Which 

meant when Kyle and I 

had the chance we 

paddled up river into 

the Ohoopee river 

about 4 miles.  We 

could see the color 

change in the river 

where they merged. 



Notice the color 
change! 



These three pics and 

the previous slide 

were on the Ohoopee 

River.  We didn’t get 

many pics because of 

the current.  We had 

to keep paddling up 

river to cover mileage 

otherwise the second 

you stopped 

paddling you were 

pushed back to the 

mouth of the 

Ohoopee where to 

two rivers converge. 



Life of a fellow 

Paddle Georgian! 









We attempted 13 

miles.  Put in was 

at Hwy 1 North 

Wadley overpass, 

and the paddle 

was going to go to 

Hwy 78 within 

Wadley city limits.  

The water was so 

low and too many 

timbers down we 

had to portage 

almost every 100 

to 200 yards we 

paddled.  We had 

Monty with us.  

Even though he 

was very well 

behaved it was 

tough! 



Saturday - 7/28/12 
A wonderful 8.7 miles 
with Eric and Kristen 
Graves and Parks and 
Lilly Huff! 
 
Eric , Lisa, Kristen, 
and Addie played 
host for Kyle and I 
Saturday night. . .  







With Eric and Kristen Graves, and 
 Kathy from The Hike Inn. 



I let Kristen try out 

my kayak on this 

day to see if she 

wanted one of her 

own.  She paddled 

around for a bit as 

Kyle and Eric looked 

on, then she just 

wanted to get out 

and play in the 

water! 



“Eventually, all things merge into one, and a river 
runs through it. The river was cut by the world's 
great flood and runs over rocks from the basement of 
time. On some of the rocks are timeless raindrops. 
Under the rocks are the words, and some of the words 
are theirs.  
I am haunted by waters.”  ~ Norman Maclean 

 





This picture was at 
Panola Shoals 
Park.  We didn’t 
come super 
prepared to this 
day paddle.  I 
forgot to charge 
my cameras and I 
was stuck using 
my phone’s 
camera, which my 
phone was on its 
last bit of juice.  
Kyle and I did not 
get many pictures 
of this excursion.   
We all didn’t get 
on the river until 
after 10:00,  it was 
hot and humid, 
buggy , and a little 
confusing/chaotic 
for some people. 









Yellow River was more 
interesting to hear 
about compared to the 
South River, to me.  It 
seemed to have more 
history to it as well as 
more critters we were 
able to spot along the 
banks or in the water. 
I even go to try out a 
Stand-up Paddle board 
for the first time on this 
trip.  And I’m hooked!  
I think I want to get 
into SUPing. 



St. Mary’s River & Crooked River 
St. Marys, GA 

 10/10/12- 10/11/12 



These were our last two rivers for Twelve rivers in 2012.  My father was planning a  
week long fishing trip with an old college buddy of his down in St. Mary’s.  He 
invited us down for the weekend so we could get in our last two rivers.  We left 
Friday after I got off work at 4:00 p.m. to arrive at Crooked River State Park by 10:30 
p.m.  This was a Monty-less trip, as dogs are not allowed at the State Park. The State 
park butts up against a submarine base and we could hear occasional warnings  to 
hikers as they crossed off the park’s territory.   
Finishing up Twelve in 2012 with the St. Marys River was  sentimental to me 
because this is the river my dad brought me to so much as a child to fish in and 
sometimes play in.  We weren’t far from the jetty to fish nor were we far from 
Cumberland Island to go exploring on foot.  This is the river where a father and 
daughter truly bonded.  Now this is the river where a husband and wife complete a 
year-long challenge. 
We got started about a quarter to 11 and arrived at our take out a little after 2:00, 
with only one stop for lunch and potty break.  It was perfect weather for a quiet 
kayaking trip- clear skies, sunny, high was 71 degrees, very little breeze.  Went out 
with a long sleeve t-shirt under a short sleeve t-shirt  and leggings (ended up 
shedding my long sleeve shirt before we even truly set out).  My dad helped with 
the take-out transport.  He enjoyed seeing us off even though his heart is more in 
fishing.   
After we got off the river we hiked some of the trails to move and stretch our legs. 



St. Mary’s River- 

5.3 miles from 

Trader’s Hill to 

Scott’s Landing 

(St. Mary’s Fish 

Camp) 

 



Crooked River- about 

3 miles in total (we 

paddled up river 

from Crooked River 

State Park Boat 

Ramp against the 

outgoing current 

until I got too tired) 



“We must begin thinking like a river if we are 
to leave a legacy of beauty and life for future 
generations.”      ~ David Brower 
 


