
The Chattahoochee Quill

Listening to the Wind - Sunday, December 14, 2025 

Dear Gentle Reader

The wind blows cold in Chattahoochee Hills this week. Yes, we are preparing for the 
holiday season, lights, gatherings, familiar rituals. And yet life, as it so often does, 
interrupts our plans and reminds us how precious our time on this earth truly is.

As I reflect on the December 5th council session, my thoughts turn away from ceremony and 
toward consequence, not only the losses we feel in our own homes, but the far greater 
losses we may feel as a community if we continue on our current path.

In just ninety days, after yet another deferral of the Merrill rezoning, what will the longterm 
cost be?
How many more applications will quietly slip into the category of “grandfathered”?
And what are the forever consequences of those decisions, consequences that will shape 
this city long after today’s elected officials have moved on?

I could not help but notice a subtle shift in the room that evening. Perhaps others felt it 
too, the moment when two of the most outspoken supporters of one of the longest, planned 
projects seemed to hesitate. Was it the realization that the future of Chattahoochee Hills 
is no longer theoretical?

Why did an artist development of roughly 100 acres raise deeper concern than a proposal 
poised to consume 8,700 acres of the Hills?

The wind moved through the room that night. Some of us heard it.

Quiet Reports, Loud Numbers

As the meeting drew to a close, department heads delivered their customary “quiet 
reports”, spoken briefly, then submitted to the record. Perhaps this is done for efficiency. 
Still, it remains curious how often the most consequential information arrives. 

During department head remarks, Mike Morton, stated that an additional 200 acres had been 

identified and placed into permanent preservation, adding to the 100 acres already on record for 

Serenbe. It was further noted that 17 existing acres, in conservancy came from another citizen.

Transparency matters, so let us place this in context.

According to a February 14, 2025 Urbanize Atlanta interview with Steve Nygren, Serenbe’s total 
landholding is approximately 2,000 acres, the equivalent of ten Piedmont Parks stitched 
together. That same article states that approximately 250 acres have already been developed.

Using the commonly cited ratio, roughly 2.3 acres preserved for every acre disturbed, one would 
expect approximately 580 acres to be permanently preserved at this moment in time.

By that math, we are not close.

Numbers, unlike narratives, do not bend.

When Ordinances Exist Only on Paper



The discussion around the City Arborist deserves sharper honesty, and public acknowledgment.

Herman Hudson, once again, brought these concerns directly before Council, reminding the 
city of obligations that have lingered unfulfilled for years. By public record and public 
experience, the Tree Committee has not met in nearly six years. There has been no formal report from 
the so called “on-call” arborist, no review by City Council, and no disclosure to the public regarding 
enforcement actions, inspections, or outcomes.

An ordinance without oversight is not protection.
It is decoration.

Mr. Hudson’s comments underscored what many residents have quietly observed: invoking an 
arborist who never reports, and a committee that does not convene, creates the appearance 
of governance without the substance of it.

The same pattern appears in zoning enforcement, and the December meeting made that 
painfully clear.

In the closing moments of the session, the retiring Mayor casually disclosed that Robbie Rokovitz is 

serving as the City’s Zoning Officer. The statement was delivered as though this were common 
knowledge, the result of a visible hiring process, public discussion, or council vote.

For many residents, it was none of those things.

From the public’s perspective, the Zoning Officer position appeared vacant or inactive for nearly 

three years. There was no widely advertised posting, no public interview process, no council 
debate, no clear approval of expanded authority, and no disclosure of compensation changes 
tied to the role.

And yet zoning decisions continued.

The question is not personal.
The question is procedural.

How did this appointment occur?
Who approved it?
When was the role filled?
Under what ordinance was authority delegated?
And why did the public learn of it only in passing, at the very end of a council meeting?

When authority appears without process, trust erodes.

A Plan Is Not the Law

As the city now turns its gaze toward a glorified Comprehensive Plan, it is worth remembering 
what such a document is, and what it is not.

A Comprehensive Plan exists to articulate a long-term vision, align physical, economic, and 
social goals, and guide future development through policies and strategies. It is 
foundational. It is advisory. It can be useful.

But it is not the law.



And yet we now observe an almost irrational reverence for this plan, treated with the 
devotion of scripture, while the very preservation ordinances embedded in the Unified Development 

Code go unenforced, unreviewed, and undisclosed.

We praise vision while neglecting duty.
We admire the map while ignoring the rules of the road.

Before we chart new futures, perhaps we should begin by following the law already on the books, 

staffing required positions openly, enforcing preservation consistently, documenting 
decisions carefully, and disclosing outcomes fully to the public.

Listening Before It Is Too Late

There is no room in our code for favoritism.

If we do not follow the Unified Development Code, we all lose, not some of us, all of us.

So I ask you, dear reader: reflect on the sorrow already present in your hearts. Then 
imagine the deeper grief of watching this community become unrecognizable, not all at 
once, but slowly, decision by decision, deferral by deferral.

The council meetings and work sessions tell stories for those willing to listen.

The wind is speaking.

Until the next whisper brings us to our knees, may we pause.
May we listen.
And may we finally hear the message it carries.


