
Back in early October, we were studying the American Revolution in AP History. We were divided into groups and each group chose a battle to do a presentation on. Several of the groups (mine included) decided to make a video recreating their battle. We agreed to get together and shoot our movies all at once. So we worked out a plan, decided how we wanted it to look, and when the next weekend rolled around, everybody involved in the movies, plus a few who just showed up, headed over to Val Sackmann’s house to film. Val’s place was chosen because he had open fields, woods, and a river nearby, fulfilling most everyone’s needs.


People started arriving around 8 a.m. or so. The time from then until about eleven was spent hashing out scripts, assigning parts, and just figuring out what the heck we were going to do. To portray British soldiers, it was decided that several people would wear their band uniforms. It seemed like a good idea at the time. The fact that they had to march in a parade the next day was apparently not deemed important. They got a little muddy. As for weaponry, well, this is Wisconsin, and there were plenty of firearms in evidence (unloaded, of course). We also had several knives, a machete, and a sword.


Okay, it was time to shoot the first movie. John Malovrh’s group had decided to do the Battle of Trenton (I think). In any case, it involved George Washington’s crossing of the Delaware, so we all piled into several vehicles and drove down to the Little Black River. As a side note, we later wondered what would have happened if a cop had driven by. Scenario: a bunch of teens in the back of some pickups with a plethora of guns and knives. Yeah, that’s not weird or anything. But anyway, we got to the river and unloaded the canoe which Greg Sorenson had brought. It was then we realized that Greg had not brought the paddles for it. So what to do? Well, we being a group of intelligent students decided that we would string a rope across the river. The guys in the canoe would simply pull themselves across. No problem. The river didn’t look like it was running too fast. So a rope was tied to each riverbank near the bridge that crosses the river on Oriole Drive. John, Mike Liazuk, and Kyle Brandner all got in the canoe. (Incidentally, John was supposed to be playing Washington, yet he was decked out in Indian clothing. Just making a note of that.) They had with them a couple of nice muzzleloader rifles and one very nice black powder pistol, plus some other junk they wanted for the crossing. 


So now the camera starts rolling. Across the river they go. It was then that we realized that the current was moving pretty fast after all. And also at that moment, the proverbial you-know-what hit the fan. Pushed against the rope, the canoe just rolled right over, dumping its contents into the icy maw that was the Little Black. Several shouts of “oh s***” were heard and the canoe was upside-down, half-submerged, and floating away. The two rifles were quickly grabbed from the river, but the pistol remained unfound, and as far as any of us know, it still lies at the bottom (or it went downstream, who knows). Instantly, several of us sprinted across the road and crashed into the underbrush in pursuit of the canoe. I gave up chase once I lost sight of it, but Greg, Val, Tyrell Galetka, Adam Jeppesen, and Nick Graham continued on. Jeppy came back after a while. As for the others, I wouldn’t see them again for several hours.


Those of us who remained back at the bridge took stock of our situation. We decided to continue filming the rest of John’s movie, and we finished that soon enough. After that, Jeppy, Althea Turner, Ellen Waldhart and I walked downriver to see if we could catch a glimpse of the canoe or its pursuers. We didn’t, and along the way we lost track of Jeppy. He walked across several fields and eventually ended up on Perkins Street (don’t ask me how he got there). He got back, however, and the rest of us went back to the bridge.


It was there that we saw Nick, who told us that Greg and Val had found the canoe and were now in it, bound for the bridge on Highway O. We jumped into Althea’s truck and raced to the scene (Forth Eorlingas!). Soon after we arrived, the rest of our intrepid filmmakers showed up, and we all waited for the great sailors to bring their vessel home. A little bit later, they came around the bend. We then pulled the canoe out of the water and hauled it back to Val’s place. Now it was already three in the afternoon. With precious few hours of daylight remaining, we finished the other two movies with a minimum of fuss (and they turned out pretty well I think), packed up, and went home.


Looking back on this, I realized that we should have planned the day a lot better. We were basically just taking things as they came. Better preparation might have prevented our day from becoming The Grand Canoe Hunt of ‘02. But I have to admit, it’s the most fun I’ve ever had doing homework.
