
local planning committees with representatives from a variety of public agencies, businesses and grassroots organizations


Any funds raised through the sojourns help to support the Alliance’s conservation and restoration programs.�The schedule for the 2003 sojourns is:


 Susquehanna Sojourn: June 8–15, Wilkes Barre, PA to Harrisburg, PA. Contact Brook Lenker or Dana Lomma at 717-737-8622 or � HYPERLINK "mailto:Blenker@acb-online.org" �Blenker@acb-online.org�


 Potomac Sojourn: June 14–21, District of Columbia to Nanjemoy Creek, MD. Contact Jamie Alberti at 202-466-4633 or � HYPERLINK "mailto:Jalberti@acb-online.org" �Jalberti@acb-online.org�


 Patuxent Sojourn: June 22–29, Bowie, MD to Solomons, MD. Contact Jamie Alberti at Jalberti@acb-online.org or 202-466-4633.


 James River Sojourn: June 22–29. Charlottesville, VA to Richmond, VA. Contact Hadley Milliken at 804-775-0951 or � HYPERLINK "mailto:Hmilliken@acb-online.org" �Hmilliken@acb-online.org�


Toyota and Honeywell are sponsors of the 2003 sojourns.


Mississippi Emails: The Headwaters to Grand Rapids


August 29 2002


My first job out of college was as a bird nest finder on the Ojibwe Indian Reservation in Northern Minnesota.  Our crew lived in a pea green trailer at a dumpy campground just outside the "town" of Bena, MN, population 27 (not counting us hippy university folk).  Anyway, I bring this up because I got the chance to go back to Bena a few days ago as a stopover on my canoe trip down the Mississippi River.  


Everything looked the same except that the General Store had burnt down, leaving the town with only three buildings -- a post office, gas station/convenience store, and, of course, a bar.  Back when I was 21 and actually living in Bena I remember being repeatedly warned not to go into The Big Winnie (named after the Lake Winnibigoshish that the town sat on).  Not only was it an Indian bar, but it was a bad Indian bar with a reputation for drunken fights and fires -- think General Store. So there I was, 6 years later, dirty, tired and a few brain cells short after having paddled 30 miles around the monster Lake Winnie.  The last thing I wanted to do was eat Mac and cheese �
�












through a cloud of mosquitoes.  So I did it.  I got brave and walked through the dented black door to find some food. 





And just like they all said, it was dark and smoky and there were lots of Indians at the bar, but they were all so enthralled with the Lifetime Channel movie that they didn't pay me much attention.  The bartender said, yes, they had food --meatloaf was her mom's special on Sundays.  The cool thing was that not only did I eat that bartender's leftover meatloaf dinner but I also got a conversation going with a few of the guys (after the rapist/murderer movie had ended, of course).  I wanted to know how the wild rice was harvested, since I knew the season had just started and had already pushed my way through too much of the stuff.  They seemed to really enjoy telling me how it all worked.  One guy in particular got really animated as he told me about tipping his canoe over last year with over a hundred dollars worth of rice in it (a good ricer can make $600 a day harvesting the stuff).  





Anyway, I am not telling ya'll this story to say how much I regret never having gone in The Big Winnie earlier (it was really gross).  All I'm trying to say, in my winded travelogue style, is that it's great to be traveling again.  Being on the road seems to bring out a different, more open part of my personality that I really get a kick out of.  The way I see it, traveling gets me out of the ruts of everyday normalcy and makes me flounder wildly out on the edge.





My new adventure as Huck Finn's modern-day twin sister is 12 days old now.  So far I've only made it 160 river miles out of the 2552 it's going to take for me to see the ocean, although if you count all of the wrong turns and detours it's going to be more like 3000!  The first 68 mile stretch from the headwaters at Lake Itasca to the statue of Paul Banyan and Babe the Blue Ox in Bemidji were definitively the most challenging yet.  There were beaver dams and log jams, rapids which were lots of fun and those blocked by fallen logs that were not at all fun, floating bogs, dead-end oxbows and, of course, mosquitoes, ticks, and lots and lots of blood-sucking leaches.  Sounds fun, doesn't it?  Actually, it was very enjoyable, except for one day.  And I have to tell you about that day so you don't think I'm just an unemployed slacker on a 6-month float trip. 





The map warned that the channel through the 10-mile wide floating bog would be hard to find so I made sure to get on the water by 6 that morning.  But by 6:30 I was already completely and utterly lost and disorientated.  There wasn't a channel to be found -- the water just seemed to disappear underneath a mat of floating cattails and wild rice.  Once in a while I'd find a trickle of water a couple of inches wide so I'd follow it, assuming that at least the water was going somewhere and that somewhere was surely better than the nowhere I was stranded in.  Paddling through the muck was impossible, walking in it would've been life-threatening, and screaming for help was absolutely useless considering no
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