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As of Valentine’s Day it is quite apparent that we no longer have to be concerned with global warming 
ending the human race.  I am freezing, but I am happy about that because now we can spend more time 
worrying about bird flu and nuclear terrorism.  We should all throw on an extra blanket tonight and sleep 
very soundly knowing that we are safer this week than we were last week. 
 
Carmen has lined up another good program for the February meeting.  Joel Hill of New Wave Paddle-
sports will be there to present information about their proposed whitewater park that is set to open the 
middle of 2008.  New Wave Paddlesports has a web page that you might want to visit prior to the meet-
ing.  They are conducting an online survey concerning interest in whitewater paddling in the North Texas 
area. 
 
In addition, you will probably want to be at the February meeting so that you can be present for the an-
nual awarding of the 2006 River Runner of the Year honor.  This award is presented to the club member 
chosen by majority vote to have contributed the most to the advancement of the club in the past year.  
You never know who the winner might be.  It could be you!  Wouldn’t it be embarrassing to not be there? 
 
My thanks to the two people that responded about possibly changing the location of the monthly club 
meeting.  It seems that there is no strong feeling either way in the club to continue with the current loca-
tion and format.  The verbal responses have generally been in favor of change.  You still have an oppor-
tunity to make your opinion known.  Contact me at arh@hasletwireless.net. 
 
I look forward to seeing you at the meeting on February 20th.  In the meantime, if you get the opportunity 
to get out on the water please be sure you paddle safely and, above all, paddle with a purpose. 
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The longest paddling day of my life 
by Lorraine McPhee 

 
 Last Thursday was the longest paddling day of my life. Clyde Mahler, Laurie 
Patterson and I, along with Patrick Brown, Holli and our leaders Ben and Mi-
chelle Kvanli, set off to paddle in Mexico. Sunday we paddled at Rio Vista, 
Monday the Pilon, Tuesday, El Salto (including going off a 27-off waterfall), 
and Wednesday was the Micos. So by Thursday we were pretty darn tired! 
But that didn’t stop us: at 11am we started paddling upstream for a mile or so 
on the Tampeon River. We paddled up to the most spectacular waterfall I 
have ever seen- the incomparably gorgeous Casacada De Tamul. Following 
a rigorous hike, we paddled back down stream to the put in: ready for the 3 
mile Ocoee-type run on the Tampeon. By then it was 4 p.m. This class III+ 
run involved a series of five rapids, and the negotiation of constant trans-
verse waves bouncing off the walls, as the river cut through a deep, majestic 
canyon. Many of the eddies seemed whirly, squirrelly and down right un-
friendly! It was tough to find a place to rest besides upside down. With scout-
ing, and some swims, daylight seemed to quickly vanish, and the run be-
came a race against the clock. We ran the final rapid in the dark. Amazingly 
enough, all seven of us made it out of the canyon with a full compliment of 
boats, paddles, and body parts, although at the time it sure didn’t seem like 
we were going to.  Poor Laurie had to listen to my tirade, as I angrily cursed 
the stupidity of running rapids in the dark and the huge risk we ran of losing 
people! 
We continued to paddle into the moonless dark for a while, staying close to 
one another and keeping track of each other by our voices. Suddenly, there 
was a sizable splash near my boat. Being unable to see what caused the 
splash, I supposed that perhaps a large rock had fallen off the canyon wall? 
However, I soon was hearing from the others: “paddle quietly” and “move 
your hands up your paddle”—we were paddling with Cayman croco-
diles!  One bumped Ben’s boat! 
  
The excitement didn’t end there. We reached a point where the entire river 
went underground for about one hundred meters. We had to portage this 
section. We pulled our selves from our boats and hauled ourselves and our 
boats up a steep embankment. In an unnerving moment, Clyde fell back into 
the Cayman infested waters, while Michelle frantically hissed “get him out! 
Get him out!” Having no flashlights, Ben’s ingenuity kicked in: two cameras 
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were found to have night vision. Using the tiny lights, Michelle led us inch by precarious inch over a nar-
row slippery trail with a drop to the water below on the left, and caves to potentially fall into, on the right. 
Following the portage we paddled on, tired and hungry, but exultant we had made it this far, and happy 
that the night air was not cold. It was 8:30 p.m. We faced a two mile mostly flat water paddle to the take 
out, where our truck and driver Porfelio, awaited. So we paddled and paddled and paddled. 
 
By 10pm we began to face the cold hard reality that we had missed Porfelio and the truck, our take-out, 
and any chance that the paddling was going to end soon. We continued to paddle approximately four 
more miles past the take out point. Often Patrick would yell “Porfelio!” and eventually “Oswego!” (help/
emergency). We were in the middle of nowhere, and the city was at least nine miles away. There were no 
lights aside from fireflies, no sounds apart from the crocking of eerie frogs and crickets, and occasional 
the rush of the current. 
Our legs stiffened, stomachs growled, we licked our dry lips, and kept paddling to keep from shivering. It 
was midnight. We drifted. We tried to avoid the midstream logs and limbs we couldn’t see, laughing when 
we hit them, trying not to flip over.Then, there was a light! We paddled to shore, hopeful. We stiffly exited 
our boats, and hiked to a tiny village not far from the river. Ben spoke to a local farmer, and then left with 
him. They raced to Cuidad Valles to get help. The rest of us scrounged what snacks we had in our boats-
an apple, some gorp, a gross bar, and some almonds. We feasted, and then huddled together for warmth 
in our wet gear in the dirt driveway of the farmer’s hut. 
 
Eventually the farmer’s wife brought us out several sheets to share, but we continued to shiver, and 
struggled to sleep. At last Ben arrived back with help—dear friend Cardiologist Jorge. Jorge brought 
every coat and blanket from his home. He brought us food and water. He packed us into a borrowed 
truck and took us to his home and put us into whatever dry shorts and tee-shirts he could find. God bless 
Jorge! At 3:30 a.m. I fell blissfully asleep on his couch, realizing we had paddled 12 hours-the longest 
and most adventurous paddling day of my life. 

(Continued from page 2) 
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Been on a river trip? Have paddling gear to sell?  Want to publicize a club activity? 
Got a good camping recipe?  Wanna keep my from annoying you for articles at the 
end of each month? NTRR needs your input to make a great newsletter! Please email  
information to dpoling@gmail.com by the 1st of the month. 
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As a recent reminder of my age, I took a trip down the Buffalo River 
with Charles’ class.  The last time I ventured on the Buffalo was 
twelve years ago on my first class trip with TCJC.  I was eighteen.  
After twelve years of paddling, some of the rivers have become 
homecomings for me: a benchmark of where I’ve been both person-
ally and in terms of paddling.  To some extent the old adage is true:  
The more things change, the more they stay the same. 

 Just like twelve years ago, the Boy Scouts were on the Buffalo 
River, facing each other in the tandem boat.  (I think the Boy Scouts 
must teach canoeing through Eastern philosophy: Confucius say, to 
see where you are going, you must see where you’ve been).  I, how-
ever, seem to have gained some cuteness with age.  Well, I did have 
a man wading out in the rapids to meet me.  Of course, I had been 
standing on the gunwales twirling my paddle above my head.  He was 
certain something was wrong.  (The astuteness of pilgrims seems to 
have remained intact over the years).  It’s a little easier to look cute 
nowadays.  The clothes and even the paddling equipment lend them-
selves more to grace and fluidity.  Remember the rock climbing hel-
mets we used to wear?  And how difficult it was to look cute with 
that inner tube between your legs?  I’m certain it’s a much more ap-
pealing sight to watch someone lean the boat with a thigh strap 
rather than with their heels hooked under the seat (no saddles) and 
their knees under the gunwales.  Although, now that I think about it, 
I’m sure there are some who still prefer the latter sighting. 

 I remembered all the hiking trails from twelve years ago- alright, 
I remembered most of the trails.  Oddly enough, the trails seemed to 
be a little longer and a little steeper, but the rapids that had once ter-
rified me had shrunk in size.  I recall a partially submerged log that 
tried to kill me twelve years ago.  I stuck my tongue out at it this 
year: after I had passed by.  I also remembered all of Charles’ cheap 

Buffalo River: (originally written in 1996) 

By Diana McCown (then- now Boerner) 



jokes from twelve years ago.  He played one joke on an unsuspecting 
youth that he had played on me that first semester.  Fortunately, even 
at eighteen I had enough sense to be suspicious of Charles’ motives. 

 I am amazed at how much difference a few years of paddling 
can make.  I can now surf Slant rapid on the Guadalupe, and I can ac-
tually breathe while on the Ocoee:  feats that I had not been able to 
perform in the past.  So, even though these homecomings are often 
acute reminders of the aging process, I’m still able to enjoy them.  
They give me a chance to remember people long forgotten, to assess 
my abilities, and to tell a few good tales. 

 See you at the next homecoming! 

 Lady Di 

2007 thoughts:  What am I – on my death bed?!  I raspberry my-
self that I should have thought I was so old at the mere youthful age 
of 30…ish.  You want to talk about the aging process?!  I can’t even 
remember the event of the man walking out into the rapid to “save” 
me!  Ha!  What the h*** was I talking about?  For all I know, I made 
this entire report up at the time! J  Except for the mean jokes played 
by Charles- those I remember! 

Hey club members: Confucius say, “Write trip reports and have 
them published.  Then you can at least pretend like you remember 
events from your early days of paddling!” 
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This would be a great space for your favorite recipe, new tricks that you’ve learned, or 
general ramblings regarding paddling, camping, or anything that involves the out-
doors. We would all like to have a great newsletter to read over each month, but it 
takes contributions from everyone in the club to make this not only a great club but an 
interesting one to read about. Without the wonderful stories from our members this 
newsletter would die, and without club members being actively involved, this club 
will die. Please come to the meetings, become more active in the club and contribute 
to the newsletter when you can. Each person makes a difference. 
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Coming up next……... 

Joel Hill will be with us to talk about a new water park being planned for our 
own backyard.  I will leave the details for him but the park is planned to open in 
Bridgeport, TX which is exciting news for the Texas paddling community.   This 
park will offer an opportunity to paddle even in a drought year without having to 
drive 6,10, 14 hours or more.  So clear your calendar for Tuesday, February 20th, 
grab a friend and come on out to the Spring Creek BBQ for more information. 
Carmen Smith 

River Clean Up 

 
North Texas River Runners will sponsor a River Clean up at the Fort Worth Nature 
Center on Sunday April 22. Keep Texas Beautiful is providing organizational help, pro-
motional materials, trash bags and other supplies. The Nature Center will provide pub-
licity, logistics support, and canoes for participants without their own boats. They are 
counting on us to provide volunteers. Our club members will unload boats from the 
trailers, help people launch, give clean-up directions, put returned trash bags into 
bins. Of course we can paddle, too! 
  
At the next club meeting on February 20th please sign up to help 
 
 
 

Top 10 Litter Items on Texas Coastlines 
 

1)  Cigarettes and Cigarette Filters                        2)  Caps and Lids 
3)  Plastic Beverage Bottles, 2 liters or less        4)  Food Wrappers and Containers 
5)  Bags                                       6)  Beverage Cans  
7)  Cups, Plates, Forks, Knives & Spoons          8) Glass Beverage Bottles 
9)  Straws and Stirrers                   10) Rope 

International Coastal Cleanup, 2005 



 

 

Club meetings 
are held on the 
3rd Tuesday of 
the month at 
Spring Creek 

Barbeque from 
7:00—9:00 PM 

Next Meeting: 

February 20, 
2007 

Tuesday 

 If you would like to receive the Newsletter by email, please contact: 
dpoling@gmail.com 

Spring Creek Barbecue 

1509 Airport Freeway 

North-West Corner of Forest & 183 

The North Texas River Runners 

P.O. Box 1284 

Bedford, TX 76095-1284 

Future Meetings. 
Our meetings are held from 7-9 Pm @ Spring Creek BBQ 
in  Bedford. Hope to see you there. 

     March  20, 2007 

February 20, 2007           April 17, 2007 


