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If the Kinni could speak, h

Nearsighted Jon had a
Panther Martin brand spin-
ning Jure tangled In the
branch ol a willow tree. His
flshing line was pulled taught
across the width of the Kinnl.

He yanked and pulled,
slde-stepped a lew [eet paral-
lel to the river, yanked agaln
but the lure didn’t come free,

There Is a stockplle of
short storles and anecdotes
about the Kinnickinnle Miver
floating In my subconsclous.

Years ago, nelghborhood
boys would bulld a sweat
lodge somewhere on the
rivetbank outside of town.
They'd heat river rocks and
concoct strange chants and
fake a gleam.

A young man was meditat
Ing an the bank a couple
hundred yards down from the
lerer dam listening to the
shallow water rush across the
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bed of amall round rocks. It
sounds lke opplause he
explained to hls pals. Now
tleceased, his memaory lives
on In the shallows he named
“Clapping Walern.”

I've heard o few storles

about river bank hikers qulet-

ly trying (o slde-step people
engaging In revealing, Intl:
mate activitles ['ve heen told
of a revealing man who drifts
along the Kinnl noked In a
canoe. He calls it "ca:nudi-
Ing.”

(ince a [rend of mine
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appruached a man he
thought was throwlng an
empty beer can In the rlver. It
turns out the fellow was from
somewhere In Pastern Furope
and was uslnyg some kini ol
pully baseball-slzed surface
lure. Minutes later he lanied
a Jong lanky tout the slee of a
grosam mans forearm,

An angler’s caich (s nol
limhed 10 water hinvever,
Another guy tald me he
caught a small brown ale-
borne bal that mistook his
dry My for the real thing.

Then there are the numer-
otis storles of ermnt casis
ylelding a barbed hook In the
cheek of a panle sirlcken
angler.

Minutes alier belng alloag
in a canoe on my lrst upper
Kinnlckinnie TUver voyoge, |1
noticed a large dark reflecton
In the water move quickly to
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ere’s some stories she’d tell

my lelt and then dar fght
and finally dlsappear, | lonked
1o the sky 10 see |l o fast moy:
Ing cloud had quickly passed
In Tront of the sun. As It
occurred agali | reallzed |
was looklng at "clouds® of
Lirtnwy trout below the surface
ol the waler,

A loter tlp down the lower
Kinnl saw the canoo my
filend and | were rlding swal-
lowed by o large hardwood
that hod fallen ncross the
tiver, The force of the rushing
wiiter sucked the canon under
the trunk bendlog It Into n
*V.* We succecded [n dislodg-
Ing 1, alter 45 minutes. It was
a proctlcal lesson In physlcs
comblined with the fine poet-
1y of sulnglng together exple-
tlves that had hitherto never
followed each uther.

I've hodl a slx-hour, full-
body shiver, by way of an

Inner tube down the Kinnl,
and 1've had a slx-minute
canoa trip with a senlor clil-
zen who gracefully declined
1o go any lunther after soveral
pliouettes followlng our
departure at the lower dam,

I began by 1elling that
story about Jon.

Ho's an experienced flaher-
man of 20 plus years who has
landed some decent sleed
browns, 1e'll part his palms
22 Inches but he means 16,

Jon uses spinning lures.
“Spin o win,” somae lolks say,
as ppposed (o the more chal
lenging Ny-Nshing. 1ts o rare
occurrence for hlm 1o have a
lure snagged on n branch,
Myzelli I've loat $20.54 In
lures to the Kinnlckinnlc:

fanther Manins, Thunder
Bugs and my lavoriie Joss, the
Swedlsh Pimple.
My regret lles In leaving

those amall pleces of pollu-
tlon In trees, under rocks or
deep In the mouth of a won-
derful brook or browi. I'm
oo clumay to Mnd the grace It
takes (o be a Ny guy and I'm
100 much ol a cheapskate o
acijuire the necessary gear,
Now un the Inlrequent occa-
slon that | fish, | drown
worms, For me a rod and reel
in hand fs simply o tether 1o
which | can connect with the
river — an opporiunlty (o cre-
nto another stary.

lut sometimes slmply
belng In her presence ls
enough. In the days following
0711, | visited a quiet place on
the riverbank to tiry and make
sense of the madness, |
prayed fur peace between the
religlons. Somehow the river
feminded me that she's been

See Woolsey, page D3
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flowing long belore the
prophets and would likely be
flowing long after the worlds
religlons have evolved or
ceased (0 be

She's hones, a divine cre-
ation but with a cold hear,
petfect lor swimming on a
sweltering summer day.
Especlally during a time when
central alr-conditoning was
ranm.
In the book he co-authored
with Norman Foss called
“Kinnlckinnlc Years,” John
Prucha recalls the hot sum-
mar days of the 19304, He and
his family made regular trips
1o a deep swimming haole
back [n the wooda on the
Tocky Branch near County
foad FE Today a large hous-
1ng development ls changing
this area and would be unrec
ognizable 1o towmsfolk of that

era. The river lteell becomes
transformed, concurrently
serving as a symbol for the
passagn of tlme.

Lost In the ether of time
are the storles of the sparse
population of Chippewa and
Dakota peopls that lved here
ptior to Joel Foster's arrlval In
the late 10404, Whien | visit
the conflluence af the South
Fork and the Kinnl, my Imagl-
natlon wanders (o the time ol
Fostet's flist year In a nearly
cave,

Recalled In a memolr, one
of his more haunting storles
Is his dlscovery of a dead man
and n whliky cask at the head
of the Nocky Dranch. The man
dled from expasure and lay
frozen In the snow. lle was
attempling to deliver the
heavy parcel of booze from
Diamand Dlulf 1o Prescott
and had veered oll coursa In

o enowstorm.

Speaking of veering olf
course, we were consldering
the story of Jon, but there |s
another story of perll to men-
tlon.

Last April a college freah:
man couple, having ltle
undentanding of geography,
and weather condlilons,
underestimated the
Kinnlckinnle, They lound
themselves In her company
for 16 hours In nothing but
springtime attlre.

Tho paddlers, who had
never canoed, departed from
the lower dam with a bor-
rowed cralt around 4 pam,
They overturmed numeroils
times. On one occaslon the
canoe was brlelly stuck under
a [allen log, Tho glrl's leg was
Injured during the Incldent
and she lost a shoe. Alter day
turned to night they huddled
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In sleep on the riverbank
under o damp blanket of 40.
degreo alr. As moming broke
they pressed on while the
young glil fought hack the
paln of her Injured leg.

A resldent living n fow
hundred yanls east of County
ltoad I near Kinnlcklnnle
State Mark was walking her
dog In n bathrobe and was
startled by the paddlers, now
on [oot, approaching her
home. “How much further o
our carl® asked the young
man desperately, Tho resldent
sald the parking lot was nol
[ar downstream,

As the conversatlon pro-
gressed 11 was revealed that
the young students hadn't
told anyone they were golng
canoelng and they assumed
they would somehow arrive
back at the lower dam where
thelr vehlcle was parked.

Imagine a river that Mlows
In n clrcle, Apparently some
of us do, The resldent took
them In 1o get warm, gave
them o harsh 1alk about tiver
safety and drove them back 1o
Rtver Falls.

Which brings us back to
lon and his entangled Ture,

Jon continues (o slde-step
down the bank secking a bet-
ter anglo to free his lure. With
rod tp relsed high and stand.
Ing tip:1oed, he pulls the rod
back withourt success. In frus-
tratlon he decldes ho's mom
Interested In freelng his rig
rather than retrleving the lure.
He stretches the line Turther,
and further, and then rwang,
crackl

His viston Is blurry.
Startled, he looks around and
then down toward the
ground, He makes out what
appeats lo be two palrs of

cyeplasses?

Picking them both up hao
reallzes the lure struck the
bridge of hls [rames, dead
center, and parted his eye-
plasses In iwo pleces. With
Hile blood dripplng from the
bridge of his nose, he made
his way out of the woods and
trove himself home by using
one of the lenses as a mono-
cle.

True story.

A resldent of River Falls for
nine of the past 13 poars, Mile
Woolsey (s married anid has nio
chikilren, He s employssd by LIW-
Iiyer Falls and occaslonally
contributes to Falcon Features,
the campus alumnl publica-
tlon. Hix interest In arva higro-
ry lnspired him to wvite abour
the river he enfoys,



