
added that the world is flat, the 
sun revolves around the earth and 
thunder is probably the angels 
bowling. Eddie Wood, whose in-
credibly kind family helped us get 
our tired, bloodied and bedrag-
gled selves home, would later tell 
us that the sand had been dredged 
out of that part of the river and 
sold years ago.

Paddling steadily, we started 
thinking about Lewis and Clark 
again and whether they had a ves-
sel as leaky as ours. Periodically, 
we pulled to the side, unloaded 
the stuff and poured the water out 
of the canoe. Mixon became an 
on-the-spot expert at making mud 
packets to staunch the water’s 
invasion. The extra water didn’t 
make us sink as much as it made 
us terrifically unbalanced.

I’ll bet those courageous explor-
ers probably had an axe. Downed 
trees blocking the water like 
gates were soon to be a constant 
obstacle.

Some we could duck under. 
As the trees got more frequent, 
Mixon stayed in the river and 
guided the canoe over and around 
half-submerged tree roots and de-
bris. I hiked the riverbank to pro-
tect my camera, fighting thickets 
of thorns and probably poison ivy. 
It was a frustrating culmination to 
such a hopeful day.

We did enjoy one break, 
however. There’s a dam down 
from Ga. 53 that we were told is 
the supply point for the city of 
Winder’s water. It caught us by 
surprise, as you might expect, 
and we back-paddled furiously 
toward the bank and away from 
the noise of crashing water. Once 
we had gotten up to carry the ca-
noe past the waterfall and rocks, 
we realized we’d happened upon 
a party: Saturday night, pickup 
trucks, a camper, ATVs, wood for 
the fire and good friends having 
a good time. I know we surprised 
them, and I think they took pity 
on us because it was evident by 
the metal canoe we were lugging 
that we were insane. They gave 
us two gallons of beer (without 
potable water, we’d been getting 
progressively more dehydrated 
by the hour), warned us we’d 
never make it to Moon Bridge 
and wished us luck all the same. 
Again, whatever.

OK, they were absolutely right. 
In the long bow after the dam, the 
river just became a succession of 
fallen tree trunks. The sun was 
going down. And we had to face 
the grim reality that Athens lay 
beyond our mortal abilities.

We needed to get out of the 
river while it was still light be-
cause we had no idea where we 
were, and it would take some seri-
ous effort by one of our friends to 
find us. Plus, Mixon’s phone had 
about had it after the last time 
we’d rolled the canoe.

So while Mixon pushed the 
canoe under some more trees, I 
climbed up the steep bank and 
through the thorns until I came 
out into a wide, overgrown field 
lit by the orange of the setting sun. 
Civilization: I spotted a lamppost, 
and another, and another — but 
no houses. Where the heck was I? 
Then I saw the silt fences and cir-
cles of asphalt, and I understood 
that it was an unfinished subdivi-
sion, which meant there was a 
significant road nearby.

Mixon secured the canoe on a 
sandbar, and we walked around 
the next bend to have one last 
look at the river. If Mixon’s phone 
wasn’t broken before, it was 
definitely broken after I fell into 
the water again. I was holding it 
in my right hand and slammed it 

beneath the water into the mud to 
break my fall.

We left the canoe and grabbed 
our stuff and walked through 
spiky horse nettle and waist-high 
fescue until we hopped over a 
barbed wire fence into a neigh-
borhood. Then we walked up the 
sidewalk to the road: the two of 
us dirty and wet with our shirts 
ripped. It was a warm and pleas-
ant evening, but we didn’t see 
anybody. I think the residents 
must have seen us coming up the 
street, suspected were fugitives 
armed with paddles and locked 
their doors.

When we left the subdivision 
and met Tapp Wood Road, it 
occurred to us how much we 
needed our cell phones. Neither 
of us had a single phone number 
memorized. There was nobody 
we could call. The sun was almost 
down, but we decided our only 
choice was to start walking back 
to Old Peachtree Road. It would 
give us time to process the fact it 
had taken us about eight hours to 
go six miles. And maybe somehow 
we’d get lucky.

As it happened, luck was 
waiting for us a couple hundred 
yards down the road. The Wood 
family was grilling steaks in the 
driveway. I’d like to say I went up 
to them just to ask how close we 
were to Ga. 53. But I hadn’t eaten 

since 7 a.m., and I don’t think I 
could have stopped my body from 
gravitating toward the smell of 
beef sizzling over a fire.

I’d hardly had a chance to ask a 
question before they’d invited us 
up and offered us a ride back to 
my truck. We plopped ourselves 
in the back of their son’s pickup, 
and he fetched us a couple Cokes. 
Mixon agrees with me that the 
feel of that hard metal truck bed 
and the taste of a cold Coke have 
never been — and may never be 
— better. Before Derek Wood 
drove us to Old Peachtree Road, 
his father, Eddie, pulled up on 
a dirt bike, having left the party 
back at the dam. He saw us, recog-
nized we were the fools with the 
canoe and laughed.

The Woods spoke to us about 
how long the Mulberry and the 
land touching it had been a source 
of joy to their family. Mr. Mann, 
who graciously allowed us to park 
in his yard, had built his log house 
on Old Peachtree Road because 
he and his wife had fallen in love 
with the river and a huge beech-
nut tree growing near it.

I suppose Mixon and I only tack-
led the Mulberry River because 
it was there. Both of us readily 
admit it’s one tough customer. It 
took a phone, a shoe, our flesh and 
almost our boat. But we feel we 
took a part of it, too.
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The Paper will publish 
news of community events 
and achievements provided 
by area organizations or 
residents. 

Items may be mailed to 
The Paper, P.O. Box 430, 
Hoschton, GA 30548; sent 
via e-mail to editor@clickthe-
paper.com; or faxed to 706-
658-0177. 

Photos also will be ac-
cepted; they should be in 
focus and of good print 
quality, with all individuals 
clearly identified. They may 
be mailed as prints, or sent 
electronically as high reso-
lution jpeg format attach-
ments to the e-mail address 
above.

By JOSHUA TREY BARNETT
For The Paper

During a recent trip to Europe, 
chorus students at Jackson County 
Comprehensive High School 
helped contribute to the history of 
Buchenwald, a former Nazi con-
centration camp.

When Todd Chandler’s students 
boarded their 10-hour flight to 
Amsterdam, they had one thing 
in mind — a concert to follow the 
next day in Berlin, 4,000 miles 
away. One concert turned into two. 
A brief show at the French Cathe-
dral was trailed by an impromptu 
performance at the Berlin Dome.

“Every city we visited had 
something special and historical 
to learn,” said Ashley Kitchens, a 
student in Chandler’s choir. In fact, 
the group traveled through nearly 
half of Germany’s city-states.

“The students performed seven 
concerts in five days, and every 
concert was memorable,” Chan-
dler said. “Although, performing 
for the former inmates and their 
families at Buchenwald Concen-
tration Camp is hard to top.”

The crowds seemed to travel 
with the chorale throughout the 
week, garnering praises at the 
church attended by Johann Bach 
for more than 20 years  and Saint 
Nikolai Church. The performances 
at these locations were recorded 
and will later be included on a CD 
release.

But the trip wasn’t just about sing-
ing. Students received a wealth of 
international knowledge, as well.

Nicholas Mullins, a senior at 
JCCHS, said he was taken back as 
he sung in the same locations as 
some of music’s greatest figures.

In the midst of the concerts, 
students enjoyed dining at small 
cafés and shopping the European 
boutiques and department stores 
lining the cobblestone, tree-lined 
streets.

Students also learned about the 
diminishing international value of 
the U.S. dollar. At the time of the 
trip, students exchanged nearly 
$1.60 to receive just one euro in 
return. Paying $2, or about $3.20, 
for a Coca-Cola had some students 
thinking twice before ordering soft 
drinks in Europe.

After being asked to perform at 
the 63rd anniversary of the libera-
tion of Buchenwald Concentration 
Camp, an event which drew the 
prime minister of Israel, the choir 
chose to sing the same song former 
inmates would have sung as they 
left the camp.

Students had the opportunity 
to tour the former Nazi concen-
tration camp, seeing former bar-
racks, crematories, gassing rooms 
and the security towers where Nazi 
soldiers  stood guard. The visit to 
Buchenwald brought to life the sto-
ries students have heard in school 
while learning about Germany’s 
sometimes brutal history.

The chorus’ performance at 
Buchenwald made headline news 
on television and in German news-
papers. The power of the chorus’ 
voice and mission to share their 
love of music was taking hold in 
another country.

“I think we knew we made it 
when we were standing in front 
of many indescribable faces at a 
former concentration camp,” said 
senior Cathy Martinez.

The final full day in Weimar was 
a culmination of years of practice. 
The choir performed and re-
corded with the Liszt School of 
Music Weimar instrumentalists, 

called by some “second only to the 
Berlin Philharmonic Orchestra.” 
For non-music-junkies, this is a big 
deal. Imagine a high school base-
ball player being asked to play in 
the World Series; for the JCCHS 
chorus, this was a similar feat.

“Performing with the Liszt 
School of Music Chamber Orches-
tra topped off what I consider one 
of the greatest performance tours 
up to date,” Chandler said.

Joshua Trey Barnett is publicity 
coordinator for the Jackson County 
Comprehensive High School Choral 
Program.

Jackson Co. High chorus records in Germany

For The Paper
The Jackson County Comprehensive High School Choral Pro-
gram performed a concert for Holocaust survivors and their 
families at Buchenwald Concentration Camp.

Northeast Georgia Medical 
Center will host the “Matters 
of the Heart: Women and 
Heart Disease” seminar from 
6:30 to 8 p.m. today at the 
new Spout Springs branch 
of the Hall County Library 
System, located at 6488 
Spout Springs Road in Flowery 
Branch. Bernadine M. King of 
Gainesville Heart Group and 
Kashyap Patel of Northeast 
Georgia Heart Center will pres-
ent information about women’s 
heart health. Registration and 
a free sandwich dinner begin 
at 6 p.m., and the presenta-
tions begin at 6:30 p.m.

Contact: 770-538-7641, 
reservations required.

s s s
Join the Hall County Library 

System and Tony Burchardt, 
assistant district manager of 
the Social Security Administra-
tion, at 6 p.m. today at the 
library’s Gainesville branch.

Burchardt will explain the 
available choices and services 
the Social Security Administra-
tion provides. After his presen-
tation, he will be available for a 
question and answer session.

s s s
Leftover Pets/The Pet 

Mechanics will be bringing the 
mobile spay/neuter unit to the 
Braselton-Hoschton area on 

June 20. Call 800-978-5226 
to make an appointment — no 
walk-ups. Surgery patients 
can be as young as 8 weeks. 
All dogs and cats at least 3 
months of age at the time 
of surgery will receive a free 
rabies vaccine. Prices are as 
follows: female dog $60, male 
dog $45, female cat $45, male 
cat $30. There is no extra 
charge for a female in heat.

s s s 
Two accounts have been 

opened at Hamilton State 
Bank to accept donations 
for the Godfrey family, who 
lost Rod, 47, and Eric, 17, 
on March 16 when they were 
struck by a wrong-way driver. 
Clare, 51, and Jacob, 12, were 
seriously injured. The Godfreys 
live in Braselton and are mem-
bers of Zion Baptist Church.

Donations to the Godfrey 
Fund (account 112534) 
and Rockwell Lodge Godfrey 
Endowment Fund (account 
112542) can be made at all 
Hamilton State Bank locations 
or mailed to Hamilton State 
Bank, P.O. Box 249, Hoschton, 
GA 30548.

Contact: Tina Howe at 706-
824-0106 or tinahowe@ 
hamiltonstatebank.com.
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