
certificates to Sears because he spent much of the weekend sneaking me the secrets to his successful life.  After all, not every poor, Swedish peasant boy from Northern Minnesota has built himself a successful consultancy business, as well as his own paddlewheeler.  He passed along some of the advice his parents gave him, as well as some of those things he felt like he had done right in his life -- which were many.  And one night, way passed my usual bedtime, he told of his experiences in WWII.  I doubt I will ever forget the emotion I saw in this man as he talked about sailing in to New York harbor to the sounds of a brass band on a towboat coming out to meet them. ��I had so much fun that weekend.  The Captain taught me to polka (1 2 3, 1 2 3) and took me on the upside down ferris wheel that nobody else wanted to go on.  I became queen of the bumper cars and learned just how far a potato can fly when hairspray is ignited in a PVC pipe.  I also joined in as my new friends entertained the parade crowd during lulls with their homemade PVC alpine horn (yeah, they really like PVC).  And I even learned to enjoy polka music, guys in lederhosen, and cheese curds.  But what I enjoyed the most from the weekend is just being around a family (friends included) that so obviously loved being around each other.  It is the first time I have ever been around a family that showed their affection for one another so openly and often.  My official crew badge from the John Theodore D. is still on my lifejacket and I plan on keeping it there for the rest of the trip. ��The last two people I have to mention are Rudy from Survivor and the Marlboro man.  I met Rudy (remember the old cranky Navy Seal on the first show) in Lock 8.  He and about 10 of his Seal buddies were taking a couple of Zodiacs from Minneapolis to New Orleans to promote a fancy new bullet-proof zodiac (why would any civilian need this?), as well as to raise money for the families of dead Navy Seals.  They were taking a whole two weeks for the trip and meeting up with their support crew at hotels each night.  I felt like asking Rudy if I'd make it on the show but I didn't because they all seemed embarrassed by the irony of our meeting. ��I met the Marlboro Man only a few days ago and have already told his story to a couple of guys who got a big kick out of it, so I know I have to let ya'll in on this character.  Marlboro Man actually used to be an investment banker before he sold his share in the business only days before the September 11th attacks.  He figured he should do something with his life.  Even though he had never been in a kayak before, he decided that he was going to kayak from Thunder Bay, Ontario to Mexico to find hot weather and, hopefully, a green card. ��Marlboro Man was quite the sight.  His little yellow kayak was so loaded down with gear, including an ax, saw, AND a machete, that I could barely see the boat when he pulled





up next to me.  Then there was Yoda, his little black pug who slept most of the time on a dry bag strapped to his deck.  I fell hard for that dog.  Yoda had never been kayaking either before the two set off in to the freezing swells of Lake Superior and I can't believe they're still alive.  He's Marlboro Man because there was a cigarette continuously dangling from his mouth the whole time I paddled with him.  That or a beer.  Yes, he thought he was quite the stud.  His main goal for the trip seemed to be to hook up with as many women as he could and he said it had never been so easy.  I thought it had to be the mysterious traveler thing and, of course, the cute dog didn't hurt, but he said it was all in his line -- "How about I take a rest day tomorrow and we go hiking".  He grinned as he explained that he had yet to go hiking. 


				--Cathy Reiter


(First published in Canoe Cruisers and reprinted with the author’s permission.)
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James River Association Steps up to Bat





The James River Association has stepped in where the state government has failed to take the lead. The JRA has filed suit to challenge two state Waste Management Board regulations. Weak and ineffective, these regulations govern the barging of trash on Virginia’s waterways. According to an editorial in the Daily Press, the regulations will not prevent garbage leaks in case of accidents and will set the fee on barged trash so low that Virginia could become the “Wal-Mart of garbage disposal”.  


Even more disturbing are reports that the DEQ made a public show of seeking public opinion despite the fact that the state had already made a secret deal with Waste Management, Inc. to enact these toothless regulations. Keeping the deal secret lets the public think the process was fair and open as required by law.


The JRA’s appeal contends that the Board violated the Virginia Administrative Act, which outlines the process for adoption of state regulations. Filed in Richmond Circuit Court, the petition requests that the court declare these  regulations invalid. If successful, the appeal will require the regulations to be revised and subject to public comment. 


JRA has been in existence for 26 years; during that time, it has seen a number of achievements. In the past year, the JRA Riverkeeper’s program has received an $80,000 grant . JRA has launched a new James River Resources site (� HYPERLINK "http://www.jamesriverinfo.org" ��www.jamesriverinfo.org�) to provide information on the water shed and links to other related sites. Areas in which the JRA are actively involved include: water quality, watershed planning, fish restoration, buffer planting, conservation easements, and public awareness of issues affecting Virginia’s watersheds.  





(excerpted from material sent by Cris Leonard)








 














