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� into the act, whew hooing at me as I walked by.  I finally drew the line and left when he told me how "peppy" my boobs made him feel -- they really "perked" him up.  That is exactly how he said it.  What is it with these old guys?  Do they think they're being cute when they say stuff like that or, even worse, are they serious?





I met the Drunken White Trash later that same day as I pulled into a campground to escape the Perverted Old Shrimp.  Both guys were pretty hammered from a day spend chugging beers while pretending to fish.  They asked about my trip and, as I answered the usual questions, I couldn't help but scare myself by thinking of how fast they had just blown past me in their fancy speedboat.  And now they were about to drive home, but not before offering to buy me dinner at the local bar (these dying towns never have a grocery store or restaurant, but they always have a bar).  Normally, I would've declined without even considering the offer, since I don't drink and try hard not to get myself into situations where it's just me and 2 drunk guys, but I was hungry and they did seem genuinely interested in hearing about the river.  I asked the campground host if I could trust them and she said could, so I went off with the Drunken White Trash to the local bar.





They ordered me a steak and a beer, neither of which I wanted.  I think they knew this because the one really enjoyed my beer and the other didn't seem to mind sharing my steak.  The intelligent conversation quickly moved from to river to the closing of the Maytag plant over in Galesburg because of "all them niggers ruin' it over there".  I didn't think people still used that word, but they did repeatedly, always followed up with the comment, "now don't go misunderstandin'.  I've got nothin 'gainst them people".  It sure sounded like it to me but I quickly learned they weren't worth arguing with.  I shut up and ate my fries and tried not to get mad at these sad people.  This encounter made me wonder just how many of these people there are left in our country.  And made me sad to think their kids will probably turn out to be the same Drunken White Trash.





That wasn't a normal day on river, thank goodness.  Lately I've been dividing my days in to bad weather days and good weather ones.  On the good days, it can get to 60 degrees in the sun and, most importantly, no wind.  On days like these I try to savor the relaxation and will float along in the backwaters and watch all of my friends making the trip South with me.  The Mississippi Flyway is a major migration route for all sorts of waterbirds and each day I'm entertained by flocks of cormorants, white pelicans, Canadian Geese, and all sorts of ducks, as well as the occasional Snowbirds motoring South in their yachts.  It's quite the experience to be next to a thousand cormorants noisily taking off from the water as I disturb their resting spot.  These are the same birds that the Chinese used to (and still?) use to fish with by trying a string around their necks.  When this poor bird dives under
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Guttenburg, Iowa to Hannibal, Missouri, con’t.





impression of Iowa had been shaped by relatives named Pumpkin and Bird, old guys with emphazema, and the story of my grandmother and her twin sister running away as teenagers from their tiny Iowa farming town to the excitement and fame of Hollywood.  As far as I know they never looked back.  Iowans all love that story.  It's like they empathize.





I'll miss Iowa's rolling bluffs covered in Fall colors, its adorable, quaint river towns, the easygoing folk who never hesitated to invite me into their homes for a good night's sleep, and the free hot showers at public parks conveniently spaced 3 or so days apart all along the Iowa shore. ��Missouri seems similar, except it's missing the hot showers.  The bluffs and colors are still on my right side and, so far, Missouri towns are just as cute as Iowan ones.  The main difference between the 2 states seems to be the refreshing addition of a little color into the population.  Up until now my trip has been completely white bread, meaning a totally white crowd everywhere I looked.  But in my 2 days in Hannibal I've already seen more Blacks, Asians, and Hispanics than I did in the 9 prior weeks.  Multi-grain bread is just so much healthier than the white stuff. ��You may have noticed that I have yet to mention that state on my left.  That's because I'm not very fond of Illinois and am trying to stay away from it.  First of all, it's not a very pretty sight.  There are no bluffs -- only brown floodplain farms guarded by huge levees with grass-covered tops that act more as roads for packs of wild dogs than anything else.  Even Coyote George can't protect me from those guys.  I guess I did find him in Oquawka, Illinois, so the state can't be all that bad.  And I did meet 6 cyclists in pink flamingo hats from Illinois, but I met them in Iowa so I'm counting them as Iowans.  But then there was the goose hunter who offered me his freshly shot goose (I declined) and the guy who let me stay in the vacant apartment above his bar.  OK.  Not all Illinoisans are bad.  It's just that I met the first people of my trip who I wish I hadn't in Illinois.  My memory of the state will be forever clouded.





The first I'll call the Perverted Old Shrimp.  His boat lured me to him with its uniqueness -- a paddlewheeler with a dog and a parrot on board, pushing a barge patio of potted plants and a Harley.  And he sure looked harmless (an elfish 70-year-old in overalls) so I eagerly climbed aboard.  Unfortunately, the comments started almost immediately.  What gorgeous red hair I had -- his wives were all blondes but he always wanted a redheaded one.  His current wife, who he emphasized was much younger, had a "flexible" relationship with him and was currently flexing it.  He really liked my tattoo.  Even his bird got 








