Whoops – I fell in again!


Remember when you were a little kid and you didn’t care a bit what anyone else thought about you, as long as you were having fun? I was out at the Washington County Fairgrounds earlier this week hauling around heavy stuff and setting up a booth for the Washington Conservation District and East Metro Water Resource Education Program, a task which left me feeling a little bit exhausted and a teeny, tiny tinge crabby.  When I headed outside to get yet another load from the truck, a twelve-year-old girl blazed by and did a funny little leap in the air with her arms and legs akimbo. From the look on her face you could just tell how much she loved the fair and how excited she was to be there. “That’s what it’s all about,” I thought, as I tried to remember the last time I had leapt through a county fairground. 


When I was a kid, I loved nothing more than moving fast and getting wet. I perfected a strategy for gaining permission to swim in lakes, streams and oceans, with or without proper attire. Much like our family dog, I was equipped with internal radar for finding any and all sources of water. “Look mom!” I would scream, “There’s a stream right behind this large bolder and sharp brambles, at the bottom of the steep ravine!” My next step was to begin wading. “I’m just going to take off my shoes and roll up my pants a little, since my feet are so hot,” I would shout. Wading was inevitably followed by splooshing and then, “Whoops! I fell in again! Well, now that I’m all wet already, I might as well swim, right mom?”


I sometimes still revert to childish behavior when the right body of water appears on my radar. Take the lake at my friend Debbie’s cabin, for example. The last time I was there, she and I spent more than two hours playing on the water trampoline. Long, long after everyone else had changed into dry clothes and opened beers by the fire, Debbie and I continued flipping, bouncing and sliding into the lake, giggling and shrieking like a couple of twelve year olds and totally unconcerned with how we might look. 


When I talk to people living in Minnesota and Wisconsin, I am continually reminded of how strongly we connect with our lakes, rivers and streams. We know logically that they play a valuable role in our environment and that they provide economic benefits as well. We love them, though, with our hearts and not our minds. Splashing in a lake on a warm summer day brings us back to a childhood feeling of carefree joy. Waking up early to find a cloud of mist resting in a nearby marsh is a like a secret treasure that no one else gets to witness. Watching the geese fly south across a river on a crisp fall day leaves us aching with nostalgia. 


David Bolling writes, "Choosing to save a river is more often an act of passion than of careful calculation. You make the choice because the river has touched your life in an intimate and irreversible way, because you are unwilling to accept its loss." Each of us has that body of water we hold special in our hearts. Whether it’s the lake up north near the family cabin or the pocket wetland down the road here at home, these places capture our hearts and give us childlike joy. We just can’t help falling in, over and over again.  
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