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f 
-.t~ H~ • ... ~ THe K-'~ rl!,.~, ~eAt ~A-1< ~ 

G~elebrated is seventy-third birthday by walking into the iron-mining town 

of Hematit m his ~p . up at remote Silver Lake. One of Makela the Finn I s logging trucks 
(}~~ 

picked-Aim_Jp~ear the bridge over Barnhardt Creek, so he got into town just at the dusk of a 

beautiful May evening. This gave him several additional hours to celebrate undisturbed before 

the party ot Chicago fishermen he was to guide woul~; on the Upper Michigan Special~ 
11 .8-1,, • J rJ.,;,J,~t9i..i'1.c,..,~,,.,,_,,,..z,,u,. 

Following the instructions in a letter from one of he city anglers, o d DanAwent to await 
• tl,.c,~ ~ ~ • , 

&"" their arrivalA•theAClitf Dwellers Inn.«This little red brick colonial hotel looked rather in-

congruous in the aft~rglow, pitched on a glacial side hill of one of upper Michigan's most 
//,I.I. t•~ ,t v~.,.-t~ dw_ t:a:1.4, ~ • --tk.J( 

boisterous iron-miningowns. I\ e(d Dan~ =cit relieve the impression. . J _7,µ1 '{; i/fl;it,, 
~ . l'N~ .-Dan's letter didn't ~ l\that he had to wait in the hotel bar, but it~~~ he 

a~ ~~ shouldn't, either -- which probably wouldn't have made any difference, anyway. -ht A old Dan~had 

a fine instinct f the best place to wait. He immediately discovered the glittering new neon 

and chromium bar, where he eased his packsack under an unemployed pin-ball machine and, eye

brows and weedy moustache bobbing in synchronized anticipation, loudly ordered a double shot 

of pile run ~hiskey. 

~ 11Wha-t ee ygi. want for a wael:!?11 eebed:,3he young bartender, just fresh 
..t,. ~#( I\ • l.,.NV'T' •' J ,f,4,v;r. ~,." 

liously ~ Dan I s aromatic red hunting jumper. and .a- wool stag pants 
A " A.. 

from Duluth, superci-

and rubber 11.g,illlb lftt'!1" 

boots. ''"fu~ck .,.-.~ fr' Q... w~? 
11 Gin1" Dan shot back, and the cocktail-hour stragglers giggled and roared and carelessly .---

!lung down their dry Martinis. Spring was in the air. 

Eu midnight old Dan took his packsack and his newly-acquired seventy-three years out for a 

little air. And to meet his Chicago fishermen. In the meantime he had achieved a state of 

glorious plasterhood, sometimes known as drunk t~ of semantics. But he did not get to 

meet the train. The un-met Chicago fishermen·arrived at the hotel just in time to find old Dan 

all tangled up in the~;ock garden, where he ha~:ered, and from which the wiry little 

~ornish gardener, a mere lad of seventy, was vainly trying to dislodge him. 

~ 'Ere, damme, man, you're a tramplin 1 all hover my crocus 1d tulip beds, you are. Com aout 

of there1" Cooky the gardener shrilled. 

"Is zat so, me lad. An' me preferin1 peonies -- whersh the bloody peonies?" Dan answered, 

charging like a bewildered gnu into a trellis of sweet peas, through it, thence over the steep 

edge of the rock garden, thence to the sidewalk below, where he and his packsack lay with a~ 

dignity befitting their years -- quite 



1100, oo, oo -- •e •urted my. flawers, •e 

anger at midnight in the Spring. 
' ~ :;:;~~~ 

The "~oid,?ord and trailer rumbled 

did, 11 wailed old Cooky, doing a skinny dance of 
~ 

1~ 
i~hunder over the loose planking of the 

bridge at Barnhardt Creek, noisily puffing and dragging its four Chicago fishermen and old Dan 
· ~ Ok,LltbO,wb.:c: • Q,f,t1,J..M e1z; ,, :tt,, ci,,.-. L,. 

up to Silver Lake -- together .with the mountain of fishing tackle on the trailer behind. A Old 

" Dan sat wedged in the back seat, quietly sipping his stained moustache, occasionally gingerly 
e-i.,(At~ 

feeling his side, tapping the armor ofAJctbesive tape around his five freshly-cracked ribs. 
,r..,w> , , 

"How do you ~ feel/.. Dan?" asked Raymond, the driver, one of the Chicago lm,jll!"Jltifishermen. 

Dan removed his cap and thoughtfully massaged his bald head. The question deserved sober 

deliberation. His little gray eyes twinkled. "Me, I feel like another drink." He sat up, sud
~~-~

denly all pert and bright. "It ain't rationed yet, is it?" he added hopefullyi\ "Them bloody 

Japs, 11 he mumbled, ·swearing quietly to himself. 
~ 

At the top of the long pull out of the Barnhardt valley before the winding, two-rut road 
I\ 

began its long des·cent into the drainage are~ of the Big Dead River, Raymond stopped the car. 

He looked at his watch. Ot ~ ~ ~. . 
~ . / .:...n ,,A,.~ "Give him a drink,}\~," Raymond said) w,.,a., e,.... .u,,1,~1"1,.7!~- . 

'/)>.~ i:H, 
,&.1; sighed and passed back a quart of whiskey. 

'"-
"~!" Dan said, expertly flipping up 

his moustache with one hand, raising the bottle with the other. He played a long, sustained 

trumpet note on the bottle -- 1 ah 1 -- and ran his tongue over his moustache, then quickly pulled 
u-f,, ..ti,,.;. ~ end♦ of~~ moustache 'ellS with his free hand, rubbing his hand on his jumper sleeve • 
.f,. ., Wo~~ 

"You boys ha.vin• a snort?JP- he said, conscience~ stricken at last. All of them shook their 
Jt-,. 

heads no. 

11Dan," Raymond said wearily, like a teacher to a slow but lovable pupil, "we came North 
-fiw-l 

over four hundred miles to get some of those big rainbowf we•ve been hearing about -- and we•re 

" 
~aining for that. ·Fishing before drinking, see." 
f\. 

11 Jes 1 thought you might, lads. Mind if I have a 
\\ 

"Sure, sure -- sure thing," Dan agreed. 

wee drop more?" ~~~,#,~ 
"And it would be kind of nice, Dan,~ 0e:e!"@8 - the big fellow -- added wistfully, 11if you'd 

stay sober long enough_._ just long enough to kind of show us the river -- --" 

But Dan's bald head had sagged to his chest in noisy lip-putting slumber as the Ford threaded 

its way through the endless spruce cuttings of Makela the Finn. Gradually the descent became 

the fishermen passed the last of the cuttings and in the distance loomed the silent, 
- 2 -



-&,iii~a,,. ,t_ 

glacier-scarred mountains ot the Silver I,ake range, their ~ Norway pine~ still in the di::a \.L..1-~---

U:ay sunshine. 

Dan woke up tor another drink as they clattered over the rushing black waters ot Mulligan 
. I.JAA-'M, • ~ 

Creek, just above where it joined the Big Dead. "In • A hour ri!ll be there, lads," he said, 
. ~ ,c.,11, ~L qi •• ,, /\ 

and went(\ to sleep. The ,!ord ~A the steep sand hill out ot the Mulligan valley, there was 

a brief glimpse ot the gleaming rocky waters ot the Big Dead, and two miles north stretched 

~ a~ plateau, 1J}~s um sot the once mighty white pine rising out ot the sage and huckleberry 
I\ ~ 

bushes, giving_..~ he aspect ot a great, unkempt burial ground. 
tJ,,tJ-rYI, 

In the distance rose the hardwood-clad bills ot Silver Lake, those ancient hills which,._cur-
~ ~ ~ ~ o.J.t, 

iously disappeared as real jolted through them, and left only the tall old bar~~od,A past i(s 
" ~~~tA.t~"6~~ . 

prime, its casualties jumbled everywhere., t\Old Dan dwelt in the home ot the seven dwarfs. ~ 
Atter endleH jolting through this cathedral of glooa the glooa abruptly opened up into a 1 • 

· clearing ot log borna and a log houn~ --------~ lil."6 - ~M- z_. 

LiterallJ' lapping at the baa• logo ot one little _houae, oet apart trin the re•~-- tho f 
·,i.acid waters ot Silnr Lake, hea:,ing eo,senJl!.!;heir le: .,,..,.i.o ot -vrnt.,-.,,_'1/..;. ~ 
~ ~~~DA--~'~"~ • Pf ~-

"Here we are
1
lads," Dan said, leaping ililllbly trom the car, taking a little quick dog trot 

~ • 

around the car to lillber up his bones, including..- five cracked ribs. 

~-·• A -Dan"tried to beguile the tisheraen into a card game"- with benefit of bottle,, -- "7ou got 
otvvi,M, 

all week. to fish".-- but with a fanatical gleam in their f!JY88 theyA!>egan tearing at mounds ot 
&.w 8'wus tffT 

wader\ and. · aluminum rod cases. Thq were going fishing•.,_ san 

,_&JI 2. 
Dan's camp stood in a ~fearing at the extreme south end or SilTer Lake, just where the ,. 

Lake poured out into a rocky chute ot a rapids and thence into the churning pool that was the 

Ter., top ot the Big Dead River. The waters ot the Big Dead thence pried and searched their •7 
~ 

througb·Jliles ot winding valle;~ over tallen logs, 
~~ln\~~,c;c.,t,~J 

dams,~ in far away Iron Bay, the county seat, 
~ 

tumbled rocks and boulders, washed out beaver 

~ " it"added its mite to that cruellest of inland 

seaa, Lake Superior. 

-· r- • Atter a quick lunch, during~which the city tisheraen got into their unitormsc:"°d argued 

whether or not to etart tishinA dry or we~ t~yJ .it was. decided to start we~ trcp t~e pool and~ 
~ ~ t,vt.,1'w~ t.~~ l>j_ ~~ ~ ~ I", ~, ~ w4 ~'

work down rinr.1',M t.he7 l :' the cup to walk O'fO!" to"t."8 poo~ asked_ Dan it be wae J 
going to t1ab. /re,..,,,, Wf<4 ~...., tlu, -~';,._ • ~ t-.-- · . VI 

~ -4-f--U.U. ~ ~-181.1,_,... 



"Sure, sure, lads. I'll tish a bit atter 7ou get etarted. •)(ember, 1 1m the guide -- pa7-

. ,,/,_..,. .I~ t· 
in' gents tirst." ~--~ 

.,C, 
"But where• s 7our rod This trom Carl. r .. .A 1 

(r\,W"' I\ ~ ()J),,A,£1",,,_, 
Dan walked,.. to the side ot the camp and took a battered tly rodJwhich was resting on two 

~ (.,,,.;,;t,k ~ " ,.. 
J\nail~under t'he eave. Each joint was a mass ot adhesive tape, like Dan's ribs, the cracked 

~,~ 
old line • already ell ::a,, l\on the businees end ot which was tied a acan; ;~~ teet ot tray-ed 

. ~~ 
gut leader, all kind ot spiralled and curled, like a pig's tail or(-~edspring. On 

~" ~~ • rt 
the end ot thie"leader was tied a sort ot super n,- that ~Aall \lie lft>ll:d H:ke l.n old feather 
~ ~ , , - ll..t, ''"') oa/' 

duster, the"ho~, itselt . protruding trom the underbru~h like halt or.A ,/;,.f t,- ice tong. L-.JL:. 
'1/ °Wfr,-,/;,,.,~ IL ~/\l)'WA,~~lvt't~~~,~U--~-..,. 

The Chicago fishermen looked at each other in greai wonderment. They were too enchanted r 
tor word■• Led by Dan, ~heir expert guide, who fished without waders or landing net, they t· 

oJ,-.,,Tlv, ~ ' ' p 
trudged ~ ~o the Big Dead~l:• {).4>.o}~~M•-., l t,C, A 0,.,U,, .s·e1

,._ ~•• t<« an<v t 4. :\ 
~ I 'w-!lu. ~. .., ~. JI.I • L-.:._: . 

l- "That's it," Dan Mid,, . po nting downL "That•s where you start." c.1.(c.U'~ ~,.,~....., 
w ~ ~ ~~- " I\(/ --

A taint .hint ot morning mist still lingered over the pool, which reetleesly churned in the . 

~~ ~ ./. dark, ~ iesing and boil~ like some giant witch's cauldron. 

The tour Chicago fishermen looked like a quartet ot frantic deep-sea divers as thq rapidl7 

clambered down the rocky bank to the pool, clad in their manifold waders, jackets, bibs, landing 

nets, dangling scissors, gadget~an~ goggle~,/-atl t.J!e while delicately holding their glistening 
. ~~ JI-~~ W-.,0,.,., ~ ~-

f
tl1 rods like tour tair;r godtathers at a convention ot wand wavers. I\ Old Dan sat .on a rock_ above 

them, in th~ ~rm sun, leisurely gnawing on a chew ot plug, ~ ~Ju-~~ ~ 
h,L - ;~ "4:o ~. . ~,.A 1.11, 
t firVi'aymond was the first to complete the leng- ritual ot selecting and tying bM fly on bis 
~ ~ ~ 

long tapered leader. With the ex?.9rtnees pt the c011.plete angler he ude a tew talse caeta, 

reeding out line, and finally i!:::f ~ beautiful thistle cast into th~art ot tbe pool. There 

was a ailvery flaeh, the line was taut tor an instant, then went limp .. 

"Whoopeel" shouted Ra,-mond. "Cleaned out on ,q first caet! Wboopeel" 

Dan sat quietl7 spitting tobacco juice oita 7oung grasshopper as the Chicago tisheraen got 

underway._ Two of them took tair brook trout on their tirst tew casts. But as Dan watched th• 

fish out ot the pool and round the first bend out of sight, no more big rainbow 6l;ruck. . -t. ~ ~ ~.) 0.-0 l-···1..--
"Too damn much equipn.ent," Dan obseJ"Ved out lou~N •~ got out ot sight. He rose, 

sighted, spat, and washed out a colo!J1' ot ants. ...,...Shitting hi~ cud he reached in hie jumper 

and fished out a quart ot Chicago whiekey, plqed a long t1 up1t solo to the sun~d the bottle 
~4 ' 

under a young spruce • ....tleisurely ~ook hiuelt and bis rod down the steep bank to the pool. 
- 4 -



~,I.,.:. wu( . 
He sat on the bank and watched the pool1 He soaked the leader in the 

~ ~r/4iflt, A 
~ 

water at his feet, feed
/\ 

ing out"line. ({) /tH/1, ,J..,,.;. ~,,£.-

There were no fish rising. Dan sighted the sun. 
I\ 

It was about to disappegr behind a~ 

,;,.;. " of bread. Breaking off a piece,he cloud. He reached in his jumper and pulled out a crust ~. ""• -"-tossed it into the pool. There was a quick, silv~ry flash, Dan casually flipped his bed-spring 

fly into the pool at this spot and - clapl -- was on to a beauty. He dropped his rod, pulled 
~~ 

in the fish hand over hand, unho~ked him, brok~,his neck, and dro6ped him into the game bag of 
/)..,(A;wv t.t ,_ 4 ~~ ~ '" . a £..,. • • . 

his jumper. /\ He had three rainbow, all over tv10 pounds, before the sun came from 'behind the 

cloud. 

ain't 

"Guess I'll have me a little drink and meander downstream., 11 Dan said. "Guess the big ones 
~I '141(>1 'ta+• • I {YNJ " 

here today. •A~ Ga ~ ,-.~ ~ --~ ~ · 
~ 



Meamrhile the city fishermen worked downstream fishing with the earnest precision and 

~of finished experts. They'd waited all winter for this moment. The firm gravelled 

bottom, rarely over waist-deep, made ideal wading. The air sang and whined with the whish 

of their long~asts. Not a single pocket or riffle did they miss. Once the short 

fat one, Hank, perhaps the loveliest fisherman of the lot, got a rise from a big one but nµssed 

the strike. They took several more decent brook trout and quite a few youngsters, all of which 
t t:tv ~ • 

they carefully returned~ For they were after the big rainbow~ But -the big rainbow were not 

after them. 
h 

A half mile or so below the pool they had a smoke and held a council. Hank an~Carl de-
.&,, 

cided to shore walk downstream a mile and work back, fishing dry. Raymond and -mg George con
/. 

tinued to work carefully down the broad river, fishing every possible place that could hide a 
~~ ~. 

trout, continually changing flies, now tying on this ~ .tail creation of George's, then 
1' A 

perhaps a little polar bear number of Hank's. Finally they rounded a broad bend and could see 

the other two working up toward~them. Still the big rainbow continued to thumb their noses at 

their best offerings. 

The four met again on a little gravel-bar island in midstream, under the shade of a 

great leaning spru~ ~ercut south bank. They were all a little downcast. 

Carl eatd, "If it weren't for those two big rises we had, I'd say there weren't any 

rainbow in this damn river." -r~ 

"Maybe we had better fish u~ and try the pool again," Raymond ventured, remembering his 

first big strike. 
$,~ 

Mesk ~tt\iought old Dan might be 
~ -Qi 

able to show them ?\ shortcutAfarther downstream. "If he's 

still sober enough to walk, that is. I wonder what the old goat is up to now -- --" 

The answer came abruptly. 11Hallo-o-o," they heard,and all looked upstream just as old 

Dan rounded the far bend, in the middle of the river, leaping through the water as though he 

had sat on a porcupine, his old fly rod bent double before him, like a graduation hoop.~g1Na4. 
~-tr,.;.~ ,. 

towed, hauled and tugged by the grandpa of all
1
~nbows, whose snout with its feather duster 

~ ~~V""'~,t~,t' 
fly occasionally ebowins~above watert\like a spaniel retrieving a bird~ ~weaty fee+. ai1ead of 

Del;... 

Down, down came this threshing, splashing~ged and ~oie «2eed apparition toward the 

. . . ~"~~~ 
transfixed Chicago fishermen, standing there/\on their grave:ie,>ar. Dan looked as though he had 



: 
beer, tiej:i to a runaway bloodhound. "Loo'gout -- loo'gout!" Dan shouted, but the fishermen 

I • . , 
couldn't\ m~e. "I knowed it -- I knowed he was in here. Loo' gout:-here I come! .. .lt,, ~ 

~ -' ' 
Dan's leader broke - spung -- just as the huge fish, in the blind fury of his run, 

ehargtrd-up onto the gravel-bar, clear out of the water, and lay at the Chicago fishermen's 
i,koe x,e 1,,e 

feet, puffing like the winner of a fat man's race, old Dan tight on his tail. 

11.QU,b 'iml II Dan cackled with cold horror, but the Chicago fishermen wez;e beyond all 
,,, doirt. • 

movement~..H,J,he giant fish made a mighty flop just as shouting old Dan dived-through the air, 

'?-!i}C~vf:::.~:kJ.e this side of th• Big Ten, landing on top of grandpa ~- "whooshl" 

ttw'tw-o"" ~I~ 
-- where ee~h la¥,"°ut like a light. 

J -~ 
It took three drinks from Dr. George' ~ ask to bring old Dan around. J Whe~e am I at?" 

Pk~~~ 1w ~~"'.t C,4r.,'N}'~J ~~~ ~-~ 
he said, slowly sitting up.A. ~clutched his side -- the other s!de, iht, 1100 -- oo -- gimme 6\, 

a•nother swaller of that there -- I can't breathe without'n I have another swaller.
11 

~ , ~~~· 
Dr. George--~y .. fed old Dan another drink. I\. 111 guess, Dan -- I rr;_s maybe you cracked 

four or five more ribs; the oth~.t..-~•~~~-;,, ,I,,, /""''7':;• 
Dan sat'1on the gravel-bar, i\ lHhinf\ 1.t his big fish ~ ay there glistening in the 

• we:t. - ~~""-· 
light like a big ~ilver faxr: Then he looked up at the four Chicago fishermen. He miled at 

~ 
them, and/\winked. ~.> ,,..,.,, ~ • 

"It kinda looks, lads, like pretty soon the ol' man is gonna run out a ribs./\ It kinda 

looks like mebbe we ought to go back to camp and ' kinda celebrate like. What do you say, lads?" 
CJJ ~t'lk ~ ~ ~~ A;t~~~ ~., ~ w.,.~ • 
-, 1 ~ out a5gt her~cfra~::e fgur Clsieag&= filr.&ksrmsR gently gathered up Dan and his_ fo~-

rsinbowJ and,_~ upstream ~ waning sunlight. ::,. 6->tt "' 1t.. ~Pu,, 
- Old Dan, ~~"!6~ ening ahead, managed to ,{ili2J d sing a little song. of ,... 

the king of Silver Lake. 

) 

"Oh when I'm dead 'n' in my grave, 
No more whiskey will I crave, 
On my tombstone let this be wrote, 
1J.lien thousand quarts run down f his throat l'" 

END 



8/V~,,;,., ,t 
a_.lvtlL 3, 1F11f 3 . \Vritten by: 

,- < John D. Voelker / 
Ishpeming, Michigan 

THE KI G OF SILV LAKE 

by obert Traver 

Old Dan McGinnis celebrated hie ~eventy-third birthday by walking into 

the iron-minin~ town of Hematite trom his camp up at remote Silver Lake. one 

or Makela the Finn's logging trucks pickod up the old trapper near the bridge 

over Barnhardt Croek, so he got into town just at the dusk or o. beautiful Ma7 

evening. This gave him several. additional hours to celebrate undisturbed 

before the part7 ot Chicago fishermen he was tog ide would rrive on the 

Upper Michigan special_. 

Following the instructions in a letter from Dr. George, one or the city 

anp,:lers, old Dan did not go to his usual haunts, but went to wait thoir arriv-

al in the rarified ntmoaphore of the new ClU't Dwellers Inn. This littlo rd 

brick colonial hotel looked rather incongruous in the afterglow, pitched on a 

glncial aide hill of one or upper Michigan's most boisterous iron-mining towns. 

The picture of old Dan entering it did little tor lieve th impression. 

Dan's letter didn't auy that he had tow it in the hotel bar, but it 

neglected to etate that he shouldn't, either - which probably wouldn't havo 

made nny difference, anyway. For old Dan l:waye had a tine instinct tor the 

best pla.cQ to wait. He immediately discovered the glittering now neon nd 

chromiW'll bar, where ho oased his packsack und r n unemployed pin-ball machine 

and, eyebrows and weedy moustache bobbing in aynchronbed anticipation, loudly 

ordered o double shot ot pilo run whiskey. 

The chipper 10uns bartender, juet treah from Duluth, superciliously 

eyod Dan's roroatic rd hunting jumper and heavy wool "high water" stag pants 

and rubber boots. " at c\o you want for a w sh?'' ho asked. 

11Ginl" Dan shot back, and the cocktail-hour at..ragglore giggled and 

roared and carelessly tlung dOffll their dry Martinis. Sprinu. was ih the air. 

,t midnight old Dan t.ook hie packsack and his newly-acquired seventy

three years out tor a little nir. And to meet his Ch1ongo fishermen. In the 

mennti ha had achieved o stnte of glorious plasterhood, sometimes known s 

drun to advanced students 01' semantics. But he did not got to meet th train. 

The un-met Chicago fishermen arrived at the hotel just in time to find old Dan 



all tnngled up in the hot l's new rock ~den, whore he had vaguely wandered, 

and from which tho wiry little Cornish gardener, a mere lad of seventy, w • 

vainly trying to dislodge him. 

•11 Ere, domm.e, man, you're tramplin' all hover my crocus 'n' tulip 

beds, you are. Came aout ot there1" Cooky the gard,mor shrilled. 

"la ~at so, me lad. n• ma preterin' peonies -- whersh the bloody 

peonies?" Dan answered, ch11rging llko a bowildored gnu into a. trellis of sweet 

peas., thro .h it, thence over the steep edge ot the rock ga den, thence to the 

sidewalk below, where ho and his packsack la1 with a dignity befitting their 

years -- quite sodden and quito still. 

1100., oo, oo -- •e •w-ted rey tlawers, •e did," wailed old Cocky, doing a 

skinny dance ot nngor at midnight in the Spring. 

The next morning the little old rented Ford o.nd trailer rumbled its 

thunder over the loose planking ot tho bridge at . mhardt Creek, noieily puff

ing and dragging its !our Chicago fishermen and old Dan up to Silver Lake -

togethor with the mountain of city fishing tackle on the tr iler behind. Old 

Dan eat wedged in the back seat, quietly sipping hia stained moustache, occa

sionally gingerly reeling his side, tapping tho armor ot Dr. Oeorgc•s, adhesive 

tape around his five treahly-c acked ribs. 

"How do you .feel now, Dan?" a:Jked Raymond, th driver, one ot the 

Chicago fishermen. 

Dan reJ:1.oved his oa.p and thoughtfully massaged his bald head. Tho ques-

tion deserved sober deliberation. Hie little gray eyes twinkled. 11Me, I teel 

like another drink." Ke sat up, suddenly all pert and bright. "It ain't 

rationed yet, is it?11 he added bopetull7. There was tio answer. 11Thom bloody 

Jape," he mumbled, swearing quietly to himself. 

t the top ot tho long muddy pull out ot th Barnhardt valle1 botore th 

winding, two-rut rond began its long descent into the drainage area ot the Big 

Dead River, Raymond stopped the car. He looked t his watch. It was still 

f'orenoon. 

"Give him a drink, Doc," Rayt$Qnd said, with a littl sigh. 

- 2 -



Dr. George si,~hed, t.oo, nd paased back a quart of whiskey. "Skoal!" 

Oan said, upertly flipping up his moustache with one hand, raising the bottle 

with the other. He played a long, sustained trumpet note on th bottle --

•ah 1 - and ran his tongu over his moustache, then quickly pulled out each 

~~°i!,a;~!.~~~,!_~, rubbing hia hand on his jumper sleeve. 

"You boys ha~~;~;-t~" he said, conscience-stricken at last. 

11 or them. shook their head• no. 

"Dan," Raymond said wearily, liko • teacher to a slow but lovable pupil, 

11we camo North over four hundred miles to get some ot those big rainbow trout 

we•ve been hwaring about -- and we 1re 1n trainin for that. Fiehing befo,e 

drinking, see. 11 

"Sure, sure -- sure thing," Dan ngraed. "Jes• thought 7ou might, lads. 

Mind if I have a weo drop more?" 

11 nd it would be kind ot nice, Dan, beinp.; our guide and all, 11 Carl -

the big tellOVJ -- added wistfully, 11if you'd atay sober long enough - just 

lon enough to kind or show us tho river - --" 

But Dan's bald head had eagged to hie cheat in noisy lip-putting slum

ber as the Ford threaded its way through the endless epruce cuttings ot 

Makela the Finn. radually the deecont became steeper, the fishermen passed 

the lnet ot the cuttings and in the distance loooied th~ silent, lacier-scarre 

mountains ot the Silver Lake range, their Norway pines tall and still in the 

clear Uay sunshine. 

Dan woke up tor another drink aa they clattered over th rushing black 

waters ot Uulligan Creek, just above where it joined the Big Dead. "ln less•n 

an hour we'll be the.re, lade," he quietly irn!d, and went · back to sleep. The 

little Ford snorted up th steep eand hill out ot tho ulligan valle7, there 

w s a brief glimpse o! the gleaming rocky waters ot the B1 Dead, and two mil 

north stretched a broad plateau, the stumps ot the once mighty whito pine ril

ing out or the sage and huckleberry bushes, giving the immense plain the spec 

of a groat, unkempt buriru. groWld. 

In the distance rose the hardwood-clad hills of Silve Lake, thoe an

cient hills which aoon curiously disappeared as they jolt d through thee, and 



left only the tall old hardlfood, reaching hi h overhoad, all p11st ita prime, 

1ts casualties Jumbled everywhere. In tho vaulted cool abadows ptttchea ot 

rotten snow still lay melting. Old Dan dwelt in the home~ tho aev n dwarta. 

After endless jolting through this cathedral ot rlooo the gloom abruptly 

opened up into a clearing of log barns and a log bouee. Literally lapping at 

tho base loge ot one little house, set apert !rOl'!l the rost, were the placid 

watera ot Silver Lake, hoaving ao gently their talao promise ot security. ll 

this was the home ot old Dan McGinnis, the ing or Silver Lake. 

"Her we artt,lads, it Dan said, 1 ping nit.bly !'rom tho car, taking a 

little quick dog trot around th~ car to limber up his bones, including his five 

cracked riba. 

Dan tried to beguUo tho fishermen into n card game -- with benefit or 

bottle -- "you got ill week t.o tish" -- but with at na.tioal gloam in their 

oyea they nt once began tearing at mounds ot 'wadera ~nd alt.lminum rod casee. 

They were going fishing. 

2. 

Dan's camp stood inn foru:it clearin a.t tho extreme south end or 

Silver Lake, just whero the Lake poured out into a roc·y chute or a rapids and 

thence into the churning pool that was the vef7 top ot tho Big Dead Riv r. Tbe 

waters ot the Big Do d thence pried and searched their way through mlea ot 

windin valley, over fallen loge, tui:ibled rocks e.nd boulders, and washed out 

beaver dame, growing larger on its way. t l ngth, in tar away Iron Day, the 

·county seat, it tinully added its mite to tb t cruellest ot inland seas, Lake 

superior. . . 
tter a quick lunch, during which the city tishormen got into their uni

forms and nriued bother or not to start fishing dry or wet fly, it w a decided 

to start wet from the pool and work down rivor. Then th re •as the endless 

business of drossing th ir tapered fly lines. Dan wae able to secrotl1 spe r 

three drinks during these mighty preparations. \t length they were rc:,a.dy to 

leave tho camp to walk ov r to the pool. Raymond asked Dan if he s going to 
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fish. Dan was sitting on tho sawbuck industriously pluoki 

nose. 

hair .from his 

"Sure, sure, lade. l 1ll tish a bit after you get started. 11,lemb r, 

I'm the guide -- pa.yin• gents t'irst." 

"But where• a your t-od? -- your waders and all?" Thie .fro Carl. 

Dan walked ovor to th aide of the co.mp and took down a b ttered t'ly 

1·od, all set up, which w s resting on two rust)T nails 1n th logs wider t,he 

eave. E8ch joint waa a mass of adhesive tape, like Dan's ribs, the crncked 

old lin already threaded, and on the business end or which was tied a scant 

two feet 0£ frayed gut leader, all kind or opiralled and curled, like pig•• 

tail or a tired bodapring. On tho end ot this chWlk ot leader was tied a sort 

or aupor fly that ttaa taintly reminescent of an old fe ther duster, the mighty 

hook itsolf protruding from the surroundin underbrush lik~ half ot a rusty 

ice tong. 

"ffon this in a rs.ttle over thirty years ago -- tly •n• all," Dan said, 

proudly fondling his little gem. 

The Chicago fishermen lookod at oaoh other in groat wonderment. Thu7 

were too enchanted !or aorda. Led b7 Dan, t.hcsir expert guide, who fished with

out waders or landin net, they truqged along the trail to the Big Dead pool. 

"That's it, 11 Dan id, m th dignity, point in down to tho pool. "That• 1 

where you atart. 11 Their guide was beginning t.o teel hie raaponsibilitiea. 

A tr int hint of morning mist still lingered over th pool, which reet

leaaly churnoa in the deep sh dows, hissing and boiling lik some siant witch's 

c uldron. 

The tour Ohic~go fishermen looked like quartet or frantic deep-sea 

divors as they rapidly clambered down the rocky ban to the pool, clad in the 

manifold waders, jackets, bibs, landing nets, dan3ling scissors, gadgete nd 

goggles, nll the while delicately holding their gllst .ing fly rods like tour 

fairy ·odtathcre Qt convention or wand wavers. bercrombie & Fitch was on 

the m.,.rch. Old Dan s t on a rock above th m, in tho warm sun, leisurely gnaw

ing on a chew ct plu, scratching hie he d, occasioaall:, tenderly teeling hie 

ribs. 
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Raymond was the first to oocplete the elaborate ritual of eel cting 

and tying a tly on hie long tapered le der. With the e~pertnoea ot the com

plete an,ler he ma.de a tew false casts, reeding out lin, and !inall7 placed 

a benutitul thistle cast into th very hoo.rt or the pool. There was a silvery 

flash, the line was taut !or an instant, then went limp. 

11Whoopee1" shouted Rayinond. "Cleaned out on my first casts Whoopee!" 

Dan e·t quietly spitting tobacco juice at a young grasshopper as the 

Chicago fishermen got underway. Two of them took r ir brook trout on t.h ir 

tirat tew casts. But as Dan wntcbod them tiah out ot the pool and round the 

first bend out of sight, no mo~e big rainbow .at,ruck. 

11Too drum much equi}'.X!lent," Dc.n observed out loud to tho roaring pool, 

ae th fishermen got out of sight. He r05e, sighted, spat, and washed out a 

colony or ants. ·Shifting his cud h$ reached in his jumper d fished out a 

,quart ot Chicago whiskey, played a long solo to tho· sun, and hid the bottle 

under young spruce. Then be leisurely took himsolt and his rod down the 

steep bank to the pool. He aa.t on the bank and watched the pool, working his 

cud. He soakod the leader in· the water this teet, slowly feeding out hie 

cracked old tly line. 

There were no fish rising. over hie ehouldor Dan sighted tho sun. It 

was about to disappear behind a t'leocy cloud. He reached in his jumper and 

pulled out n crust o! bread. Breaking otr a piece, he tossed it into the 

wol. There was a quick, silvery flash, lbn c sually flipped his bed-spring 

fly into the pool at this spot and - olapl - was on to beauty. He dropped 

his rod, pulled in the fish hnnd over hand, unhooked him, broke his n ck, and 

dropped him into the gam bag of his jumper. Again h cast his bread upon the 

waters. nd again not in vain. Re had three rainbow, all over two pounds, 

before the sun co.me from behind the cloud. 

11GueH I'll h:ive moo. little drin nd meander downstream," Dans id. 

''Guess tho big ones ain't here today. Yup, yup, yup. GueH I'll have me an

other drink - icebbe two." 



*** 
~ Meanwhile the city .fishermen worked downstream tishin with the ~st 

I\. 
proc'- eion 8nd grace ot !iniahed experts. They'd waited all winter tor this 

.mo.ment. Tho !im gravelled bottom, rarely over waist-deep, made ideal wading. 

The air ean_ nd whined with the whieh of thoir long, bcautirul casts. Not a 

single pookut or it!le did they miss. Once the short tat one, Hank, perhaps 

the loveli~st !iobarman ot tho lot, cot a rise from n big one but missed the 

strike. 1'hey took aevoral. moro decent brook tz:out and quite a !8'r 70ungsters, 

all or which they care£ully r turned to the water. For they wore o.tter the 

big Tainbow. But the big rainbow were not atter them. 

half mile or eo below the pool they had smoke and held a cowicil. 

Hank and big Carl decided to ehore walk downstr am .mlle and wor • back, tieh

ing dry. Raymond and Dr. George continued to work earotully down th broad 

:r-iver, .fishin every possible place that could hide a trout, continually chang 

ing tlies, nO\'I tying on this imported impala tail creation or Dr. Goorge'e, 

then perhaps a little polar bear nwnber of Hank's. Finally they rounded a 

bro d bend and could sea the other two worlin" up toward them. still the big 

rainbow continued to thumb th ir noses at their best offerings. 

The tour met ag-uin on a little gravel-bar island in midatro , under 

the shado of a groat loaning spruce which stood swaying precariously on the 

undercut south bank. They were all a little downcast. 

Carl said, "It it wer@n't tor those two big risee we had, l'd s y there 

weren't any rainbar, in this dwnn l'iver. 11 

"Maybe we had better tish upstream and try the pool again, 11 Raymond ven

tur"d, remembering his first big strike. 

Dr. George thought old Dan .might b$ oble to show them a woods shortcut 

to terther dmmatroarn. "It he' a still sober enough to walk, th t is. I won-

der what the old goat is up to now - - 11 

The answer camo abruptly. 11Hallo-o-o," they heard, and all looked up-
-

stream just -.a old Dan rounded the tar bend, in the middle ot the river, leap-

ing through the Wll.ter aa though he had sat on porcupine, his old fly rod bent 

double before him, like graduation hoop. Dan· s beine towed, hauled and 
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tugged by the grandpa or u.ll rainbows, whose dorsal .tin and snout with its 

t ather duster fly occasionally showed above water .about twenty teet ahead or 

Dan, like a sJ)!ln1 l retrieving a bird. 

Down, down came this thrashing, splashing apparition toward the trans

fixed Chicago £ishennen, standing there drugged nnd pole-ax don their gravel 
k ~ ~~ ~~/ 

bar. Dan, looked as though -he had ~een t:red to a runaway bloodhound. "Loo• gou 

" -- loo•goutl" Dan shouted, but th fishermen couldn't move. "I knowed it -- I 

knowed he was in here. too•gout - here I comel" be shrilled. 

Dan• s lender broke - ~ - just a the huge tish, in the blind fury 

ot his run, charged up onto the gravel bar, clear out of the water, and lay at 

the Chicago fistierrndn's feet, putting like the winner or a tat man•s race, old 

Dan ti~ht on his tail. 

"Grab 'iml" Dan cackled with cold horror, but the Chicago fishermen 

wore beyond all movement. The giant fish made a mi~hty tlop just as shouting 

old DBI\ dived through tho air, with the ueatoat or •i:&;...,;::;~ the boat tl7-

in tackle this aide of the Big Ton, landing on top o~•ane,a - "wboollhl" 

-- wh re the two of them lay, both out like a light. 

It took throe drinks from Dr. George' e £irst aid flask to bring old Dan 

around. "Where am I at?" h said, slowly sitting up. The ganw bag ot his 

jumper had come opun, scattering rainb°" trout everywhere. Dan clutched his 

side -- tho other side. "Oo -- oo -- 61mce a•nothor swa.J.l.er or that there -
I I can•t breathe without•n I have another ewaller." 

Dr. Oeorge carefully t d old Dan anot.hor drink. He spoku softly. 11 1 

guess, Dan -- I guess maybe yo~ cracked £our or five rorc ribs on the oth r 

side." 

Dan sat up on the gravel bar, blinking his e7es, gulping, looking t all 

tho fish lylng round him. But mostly he looked at tis big fish which lay 

there glistening in the light like a big wet silver tax -- aton dead. Then he 

looked up at the tour Chic go fishermen. He smiled at them, and slowly winked. 
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''It kinda looka, lads, like pretty aoon the 61 1 mn ia gonna run out a 

ribs. Yup, yup, yup. It kinda. looks llko meb~ wo ought to go back to camp 

and k➔ celebratt.t .like. What do you eay, lada?'' 

The tour Chlcagc. tiahermen looked teach other and nodd.:,d, griMing 

sheepishly. ,ithout a word they gently gathered up Dan aud his ,..._ rainbow 
- ~ (;..ICAMPAw-

t.rout and slowly splashod upstream in the waning sunlight. Old Dan, full ot 

" the viaions ot the evening ahead, managed to sing a little song. One ot the 

little old ditties or the /J(ing ot Silver Lake. 

"Oh, when I'm dead •n• in my ·grave, 
No .more whiskey will I crave, 
On m:, tombstone let this b wrote, 
'!en thouannd quarts run down his throat1 1 " 
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Written by: 
John D. Voelker 
Is)lpeming, Michigan 

THE KrnG OF SILVSR LAKE 

by Robert Traver 

Old Dan KcGinnia celebrated his swent7-third birthday by walking into 

the iron-mining tqwn of Homa.titE: from his, c~p up at re.mote Silver Lake. One 

or Makela the Finn's logging trucks piek~d up the old trapper near the bridge 

over Barnhardt Creek, so he got into town just at the dusk of a beautiful May 

evening. This gave him sev~ral additional hours to celebrate undisturbed 

before the party of Chicago fishermen he was to g11ide would arrive on the 

Upper Michigan Special. 

Following the instructions in a letter from Dr. George, one of the city 

anglers, old Dan did not go to his usual haunts, but went to await their arriv

al in the rarified atn:osphere of the new Cliff Dwellers Inn. This little red 

brick colonial hotel looked rather incongruous in the afterglow, pitched on a 

glacial side bill of one of upper Michigan's most boisterous iron-mining towns. 

The picture of old Dan entering it did little to relieve the impression. 

Dan's letter didn't say that he had to wait in the hotel bar, but it 

neglected to state that he shouldn't, either - which probably wouldn't have 

made an1 difference, anyway. For old Dan always had a fine instinct for the 

best place to wait. He immediately discovered the glittering now noon and 

chromiwn bar, where he eased his packsack under an unemplo1ed pin-ball machine 

and, eyebrows and weedy moustache bobbing in synchronized anticipation, 1oudl1 

ordered a double shot of pile run whiskey. 

The chipper young bartender, just fresh from Duluth, superciliousl1 

eyed Dan's aromatic red hur1ting jumper and heavy wool "high water" stag pants 

and rubber boots. 11What do you want for a wash?" ho asked. 

"Ginl" Dan shot back, and the cocktail-hour otragglora giggled and 

roared and carelessly flung down their dry »artinis. Spring was in the air. 

t midnight old Dan took his packsack and his newly-acquired seventy

throe years out for a little air. And to moet his Chicago fishermen. In the 

meantime he had achieved a state of glorious plasterhood, sometimes known as 

drunk to advanced students of semantics. But he did not get to meet the train. 

The un-met Chicago fishermen arrived at the h~ei just in time to find old D n 



all tangled up in the hotel's new rock garden, where he had vaguely wandered, 

and from which the wiry little Cornish gardener, a mere lad of seventy, was 

vainly trying to dislodge him. 

"'Ere, damme, man, you're a tramplin' all hover my crocus •n• tulip 

beds, you are. Coma aout of there111 Cooey the gardener ahrilled. 

n1a zat so, me lad. An' me preterin' peoniei, -- wnersh the bloody 

peonies?" Dan answered, charging like a bewildered gnu into a trelli:J of sweet 

peas, through it, thence over the steep edge or the rock garden, thence to the 

sidewalk below, where he and hh packsack lay with a dignity befitting their 

years -- quite sodden and quite still. 

1100, oo, oo -- 'e 'urted my tlaw~rs, 'e did," wailed old Oooky, doing a 

skinny dance of anger at r:ddnight in the Spring. 

The next morning the little old rented Ford and trail r rumbled its 

thunder over the loose planking of the bridge at Barnhardt Creek, noisily puff

ing and dragging ite four Chicago fishermen and old Dan up to Silver Lake -

together with the mountain of city tisning tackle on the tr~iler behind. Old 

Dan aat wedged in the back seat, quietly sipping his stained moustache, occa

sionally gingerly feeling his side, tapping the armor of Dr. George's adhesive 

tape around his five freshly-cracked ribs. 

11How do you feel now, Dan?" asked Raymond, the driver, one of the 

Chicago fishermen. 

Dan re!:l.oved his cap and thoughtfully massaged his bald head. The quea-

tion deserved sober deliberation. Hi• little gray eyes twinkled. 11Me, I feel 

like another drink." He sat up, suddenly all pert .and bright. "lt ain't 

rationed yet, is it?tt he added hopetully. There waa no answer. "Them bloody 

Japs," he mumbled, swearing quietly to himself. 

At the top of the long muddy pull out or the Barnhardt valley before the 

winding, two-rut road began its long descent into the drainage area ot the Big 

Dead River, Raymond stopped the car. He looked at his watch. It was still 

forenoon. 

11Give him a drink, Doc," RayD,Qnd said, with a little sigh. 
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Dr. George sighed, too, and passed back a quart of whiskey. "Sk.oall" 

Dan said, expertly flipping up his moustache with one hand, raising the bottle 

with the other. He played a long, sustained trumpet note on the bottle --

•ah• - and ran his tongue over his moustache, then quickly pulled out each 

end of hie moustache with his tree hand, rubbing his hand on his jumper sleeve. 

"You boys havin' a snort, too? 11 he said, conscience-stricken at la.at. 

All of them shook their heade no. 

11Dan," Raymond said wearily, like ~ teacher to a slow but lovable pupil, 

11we crune North over four hundred miles to get some of those big rainbow trout 

we 1ve been hearing about -- and we•re in training for that. Fishing before 

drinking, see. 11 

"Sure, sure -- sure thing,n Dan agreed. "Jes' thought you might, lada. 

Mind if I have a wee drop more?" 

"And it would be kind of nice, Dan, being our guide and all," Carl --

the big !ellow - added wistfully, "if you'd stay sober long enough -- just 

long enol.lgh to kind of show us the river - --" 

But Dan's bald head had sagged to his chest in noisy lip-putting slum-

ber as the Ford threaded its way through the endless spruce cuttings of 

Makela the Finn. Gradually the descent becru:::.e steeper, th~ fishermen passed 

the last ot the cuttings and in the distance loomed the silent, glacier-scarred 

mountains ot the Silver We range, their Norway pines tall and still in the 

clear Kay sunshine. 

Dan woke up !or another drink as they clattered over the rushing black 

waters ot Mulligan Creek, just above where it joined the Big Dead. "ln less•n 

an hour we'll be there, lads," he quietly said, and went back to sleep. The 

little Ford snorted up the steep sand hill out or tho ~ulligan valley, there 

wan a brief glimpse of the gleaming rocky waters of the Big Dead, and two n:.lles 

north stretched a broad plateau, the stumps or tho once mighty white pine ris

ing out of the sage and huckleberry bushes, giving the immense plain the aspect 

of a groat, unkempt burial grow1d. 

In the distancl! rose tho hardwood-clad hi::..:la or Silvo Lake, those an-

cient hills which soon curiously disappeared as they jolted through them, and 
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le.f't only the tall old hardwood, reaching high overhead, aJ.l past its prime, 

its casualties jumbled everywhere. In the vaulted cool shadows patches ot 

rotten sno,, still lay melting. Old Dan dwelt in the home of the sever. dwarfs. 

After endless joltin~ through this cathedral of gloom the gloom abruptly 

opened up into a clearing of log barns and a log house. Literally lapping at 

tho base logs of one little house, set apart from the rest, were the ~lacid 

waters of Silver Lake, heaving so gently their taJ.ee promise of security. ~ll 

this was the home of old Dan McGinnis, the king o~ Silver Lake. 

"Herc we are,lada," Dan said, leaping nimbly fror.1 tho car, taking a 

little quick dog trot around the car to limber up ·his bonee, including his five 

cracked ribs. 

Dan tried to beguile the fishermen into a card gaJJ1.e -- with benefit ot 

bottle -- "you got all week to fish 11 -- but with a. fanatical. gleam in their 

eyes they at once began tearing at mounds of waders and aliminum rod casee. 

They were going fishing. 

2. 

Dan's camp stood in a forest clearing at the extreme south end of 

Silver Lake, just where the Lake poured out into a rocky chute of a rapids and 

thence into the churning pool that waa the very top o! the Big Uead River. The 

waters ot the Big Dead thence pried and searched their way through miles of 

winding valley, over fallen log~, tutlbled rocke and boulders, and washed out 

beaver dams, growing larger on its way. At length, in tar away Iron Bay, the 

county seat, it finally added its mite to that cruellest of inland seas, Lake 

Superior. 

After a quick lunch, during which the city fishormen got into their uni

forms and argued whether or not to start fishing dry or wet fly, it was decided 

to start wet from the pool and work down river. Then there was the endless 

business of dressing theiz· tapered fly lines. Dan wa& able to secretly spear 

three drinks during these mighty ))reparations. At length they were ready to 

leave the camp to walk over to the pool. Raymond asked Dan if he was going to 
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fish. Dan was sitting on tho sawbuck industriously plucking a hair from hie 

nose. 

HSure, sure, lads. I'll fish a bit after you get started. 'le'llber, 

I'm the guide -- payin' gents first." 

11 But -where I s your rod? -- your waders and all?" This from Carl. 

Dan wa1ked over to the side ot the camp and took down a battered fly 

rod, all set up, which was resting on two rusty nails in the logs under the 

eave. Each joint was a mass of adhesive tape, like Dan's ribs, the cracked 

old line already threaded, and on the business end of which was tied a scant 

two feet of frayed gut leader, all kind of spiralled and curled, like a pig'• 

tail or a tired bednpring. On the end of this chunk of leader was tied a 5ort 

of super fly that was faintly reminescent of an old feather duster, the mighty 

hook itself protruding from the surrounding underbrush like half of a rusty 

ice tong. 

"Won this in a raffle over thirty years ago -- fly 1n' al.l,tt Dan said, 

proudly fondling his little gem. 

The Chicago fishermen looked at each other in great 'IVODderment. They 

were too enchanted for words. Led by Dan, th~ir expert guide, who fished with

out waders or landing net, they trudged along the trail to the Big Dead pool. 

"That's it, 11 Dan said, wi. th dignity, pointing down to the pool. "That 
I 
a 

where you start." Their guide was beginning to feel his responsibilities. 

A f aint hint of morning miet still lingered ovor the pool, which rest

lessly churned in the deep shadows, hissing and boiling like some giant witch's 

cauldron. 

The tour Chicngo fishermen looked like a quarte1I ot fra.~tic deep-sea 

divers as they rapidly clambered down the rocky bank to the pool, clad in their 

manifold waders, jackets, bibs, landing nets, dangling scissors, gadgets and 

goggles, all the while delicately holding their glistening fly rods like tour 

fairy godfathers at a convention cf wand wavers. j\robercrombie & Fitch was on 

the march. Old Dan eat on a rock above them, in the 111arm sun, leisurel7 gnaw

ing on a chew ot plug, scratching his head, occasion.ally tenderly feeling his 

ribs . 
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Raymond waa the first to complete the elaborate ritual of selecting 

and tying a fly on his long tapered le der. With the expertness o! tbe com

plete aneler he made a few false casts, feeding out line, and finally placed 

a beautiful thistle cast into the very heart o! the pool. Ther~ was a silvery 

flash, the line ,ran taut for an instant, then went limp. 

"Whoopee 111 shouted Raymond. "Cleaned out on ny first cast l Whoopee l" 

Dan sat quietly spitting tobacco juice at a young grasshopper ac the 

Chicago fishermen got underway. Two of them took fair brook trout on their 

first few casts. But as Dan 1mtchad them fish out of the pool and round the 

first bend out of sight, no mora big rainbo~ 1t:r.uck. 

"Too damn much equipment," Dan observed out loud to the roaring pool, 

as the fishermen got out of sight. He rose, sighted, spat, and washed out a 

colony ot ants. Shifting his cud be reached iu his jwnper and fished out a. 

quart of Chicago whiskey, played a long solo to tho ::iw1, and hid the bottle 

under a young spruce. 

steep bank to the pool. 

Then he leisurely took himself and his rod dO'o'ffi the 

He atat on the bank and watched tho pool, worldng hie 

cud. He soaked the leader in the water at his feet, slow~~ feeding out hia 

cracked old fly line. 

There were no fish rising. Over his shoulder Dan sighted tho Bun. It 

was about to disapp~ar behind a fleecy cloud. He reached in his jumper and 

pulled out a crust ot bread. Breaking otr a piece, he tossed it into the 

pool. There was a quick, silvery- £lash, Dan casually flipped his bed-spring 

tly into the pool at this spot and - clael - was on to a beauty. He dropped 

his rod, pulled in the fish hand over hand, unhooked him., broke his neck, and 

dropped him into the game bag of his jumper. Again he cast his bread upon the 

waters. And again not in vain. He had three rainbow, all over two pounds, 

before the sun came from behind the cloud. 

"Guess I'll have me a. little drink and meander downstream," Dan said. 

"Guess the big ones ain't here today. Yup, yup, yup. Guess I'll have me an

other drink - mebbe two." 
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Meanwhile the city fishermen worked downstream fishing with the earnest 

proc:i sion and grace of finished experts. They'd waited all winter for this 

moment. The firm 3r;ivelled botto~, rarely over waist-deeP, made ideal wading. 

The air san and whined with the whish of their long, b~auti!ul ca:sts. Not a 

single pocket or riffle did they miss. One~ th-3 hort fat one, Hank, perhaps 

the loveliest fisher.man of the lot, got a rise from a bic one but trl.asod the 

strike. They took sevoral more decent brooK trout and q1tite a few youngsters, 

all of which they carefully returned to the water. For they were after the 

big rainbow. But the big rainbow were not after them. 

A half mile or so below the pool they had a smoke and held a council. 

Hank and big Carl decided to shore walk downatrean a mila and won back, fish

ing dry. Raymond and Dr. George continued to work carefully down the broad 

river, fishing every possible place that could hide a trout, continually chang

ing fliea, now tying on this imported impala tail creation of Dr. George's, 

then perhups a little polar bear number of Hank's. Finally they rounded a 

broad bend and could see the other two working up tc'Kard them. Still the big 

rainbmr continued to thumb thefr noses at their best offorings. 

The tour met again on a little gravel-bar island in .rr.i.datrea.11\, under 

the shade of a great leaning spruce which stood swaying precariously on the 

undercut south bank. They were all a little downcast. 

Carl said, nit it weren't for thoae two big rises we had, I'd say there 

weren't any rainbow in this damn river. 11 

"Maybe we had better fish upstream and try the pool again," Raymond ven

tured, remembering his first big strike. 

Dr. George thought old Dan might be able to show them~ woods shortcut 

to tarther downstream. 11 I.1' he's still sober enough to walk, that is. I won

der what the old goat is up to now - --" 

The answer came abruptly. "Hallo-o-o," they heard, and a.11 looked up

stream. just ae old Dan rounded the tar bend, in the middle of the river, leap

ing through the water ae though he had sat on a. porcupine, his old fly rod bent 

double before him, like a graduation hoop. Dan was being towed, hauled and 
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tugged by the grandpa of all rainbows, whose dorsal fin and snout with itB 

feather duster fly occasionally showed above water about twenty feet ahead or 

Dan, like a spaniel retrieving a bird. 

Down, down co.me this threshing, splashing apparition toward the trans

fixed Chicago fishermen, standing th~r~ drugged and pole-axed on their gravel 
J...:.. ~..,, ~'\,/v.v ~;µ.~ L.;tu- t·t---J 

bar. Dan ;looked as though he had been tied o a runawa.y bloodhound. "Loo' gout • 

" -- loo1goutl" Dan shouted, but the fishermen couldn't move. 11l knowed it - I 

knowed he was in he~e. Loo'gout - here I comel" ho shrilled. 

Dan's leader broke -- spung - just a.s the huge fish, in the blind fury 

of his run, charged up onto the gravel bar, clear out of the water, and lay at 

the Chicago fishermen's feet, puffing like the winner of a fat man's race, old 

Dan tight on his tail. 

norab 'im1 11 Dan cackled with cold horror, but the Chicago fishenaen 

wore beyond all moYement. The ~ant fish made a mighty flop just as shouting 

old Dan dived through the air, with the greatest of ease, making the best fly

ing tackle thii, side of the Big Ten, landing on top of grandpa - "wbooahl11 

- where the two of them lay, both out like a light. 

It took three drinks from Dr. George's tirst aid flask to bring old Dan 

around. "Where am I at? 11 be said, slowly sitting up. The game bag of his 

jumper had come open, scattering rainbow trout everywhere. Dan clutched his 

side -- the other side. 1100 - oo - girome a'nother swaller of that there -

I can't breathe without'n I have another swaller." 

Dr. George care1'ull7 .t'ed old Dan another drink. He spoke softly. "I 

guess, Dan -- I gueas maybe you cracked four or five mor~ ribs on the other 

side." 

Dan sat up on the gravel bar, blir.king hie eyes, gulping, looking at <ill 

tha fish lying around him. But mostly he looked at his big fish which lay 

there glistening in the light like a big wet eilver f~ - ston dead. Then he 

looked up at the four Chicago fisherr.ien. He smiled at them, and slowly winked. 
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u1t kinda looks, lads, like pretty soon the ol' man is gonna run out a 

ribs. Yup, yup, yup. It kinda looks like mebbe we oueht to go back to camp 
d. 

and kina. celebrate like. What do you say, lads?'' 
/\ 

The four Gl.icago fishenr.en looked at oach other and nodded, gi·inning 

sheepishly-. Without o. word they gently gathered up Dan and r,is tour rainbow 

trout and slowly splashed upstream in the waning sunlight. Old Dan, full ot 

the visions of the evening ahead, managed to sing u little song. One of the 

little old ditties of the king of Silver Lake. 

110h, when I'm dead 1n' in m-;; grave, 
No more whiskey will I crave, 
On my tombstone let this be wrote, 
'Ten thousand quarts run down hio throat 1111 
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Written by: 
John D. Voelker 
Ishpeming, l4ichigan 

THE KING OF sr1·ER LA.KE 

by Robert Traver 

Old Dan McGinnis celebrated his seventy-third birthday by walking into 

the iron-mining town of Hematite from his camp up at remote Silver Lake. One 

of Makela the Finn's logging trucks picked up the old trapper near the bridge 

over Barnhardt Creek, so he got into town just at the dusk of a beautiful May 

evening. This gave him several additional hours to celebrate undisturbed be

fore the party of Chicago fishermen he was to guide would arrive on the Upper 

Michigan Special. 

Following the instructions in a letter from Dr. George, one of the city 

anglers, old Dan did not go to his usual haunts, rut went to await their arriv

al in the rarified atmosphere of the new Cliff Dwellers Inn. This little red 

brick colonial hotel looked rather incongruous in the afterglow, pitched on a 

glacial side hill of one of upper Michigan's most boisterous iron-mining towns. 

The picture of old Dan entering it did little to relieve the impression. 

,...-tii tfi ad to 

neglected to state that he shouldn't, either - which probably wouldn't have 

made any difference, anyway. For old Dan always had a fine instinct for the 

best place to wait. He immediately discovered the glittering new neon and 

' I I chromium bar, where he eased his packsack under an unemployed pin-ball machine 

1! 

and, eyebrows and weedy moustache bobbing in synchronized anticipation, loudly 

ordered a double shot of pile run whiskey. 

The chipper young bartender, just fresh from Duluth, superciliously 

eyed Dan's aroma.tic red hunting jumper and heavy wool 11 high water" stag pants 

and rubber boots. "What do you want for a wash?" he asked. 

"Ginl" Dan shot back, and the cocktail-hour stragglers giggled and 

roared and carelessly nung down their dry Martinis. Spring was in the air. 

At midnight old Dan took his packsack and his newly-acquired seventy-

three years out for a little air. And to meet his Chicago fishermen. In the 

meantime he had achieved a state of glorious plasterhood, sometimes known as 

drunk to advanced students of semantics. But he did not get to meet the train. 

The un-met Chicago fishermen arrived at the hotel just in time to find old Dan 



all tangled up in the hotel's new rock garden, where he had vaguely wandered, 

and from which the wiry little Cornish gardener, a mere lad of seventy, was 

vainly trying to dislodge him. 

"'Ere, damme, man, you're a tramplin' all hover my crocus 'n' tulip 

beds, you are. Come aout of there1" Cooky the gardener shrilled. 

"ls zat so, me lad. An' me preferin1 peonies -- whersh the bloody 

peonies?" Dan answered, charging like a bewildered. gnu into a trellis of sweet 

peas, through it, thence over the steep edge of the rock garden, thence to the 

sidewalk below, where he and his packsack lay with a dignity befitting their 

years -- quite sodden and quite still. 

"Oo, oo, oo -- 1 e •urted my flawers, 1 e did," wailed old Cooky, doing a 

skinny dance of anger at midnight in the Spring. 

The next morning the little old rented Ford and trailer rumbled its 

thunder over the loose planking of the bridge at Barnhardt Creek, noisily puff-

ing and dragging • four ehica-g fishermen and o 

together with the mountain of city fishing tackle on the trailer behind. Old 

Dan sat wedged in the back seat, quietly sipping his stained moustache, occa

sionally gingerly feeling his side, tapping the armor of Dr. George's adhesive 

tape around his five freshly-cracked ribs. 

"How do you feel now, Dan?" asked Raymond, the driver, one of the 

Chicago fishermen. 

Dan removed his cap and thoughtfully massaged his bald head. The quea• 

tion deserved sober deliberation. His little gray eyes twinkled. "lle, I feel 

like another drink." He sat up, suddenly all pert and bright. "It ain't 

rationed yet, is it?" he added hopefully. There was no answer. "Them bloody 

Japs," he mumbled, swearing quietly to himself. 

At the top of the long muddy pull out of the Barnhardt valley before the 

winding, two-rut road began its long descent into the drainage area of the Big 

Dead River, Raymond stopped the car. He looked at his watch. It was still 

forenoon. 

"Give him a drink, Doc," RaYJ!lond said, with a little sigh. 
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Dr. George sighed, too, and passed back a quart of whiskey. 11Skoall" 

Dan said, expertly flipping up his moustache with one hand, raising the bottle 

with the other. He played a long, sustained trumpet note on the bottle --

'ah' - and ran his tongue over his moustache, then quickly pulled out ea.ch 

end of his moustache with his free hand, rubbing his hand on his jumper sleeYe. 
Neat was the word for Danny. 

"You boys havin' a snort, too?" he said, conscience-stricken at last. 

All of them shook their heads no. 

"Dan, 11 Raymond said wearily, like a teacher to a slow but lovable pupil, 

"we came North over four hundred miles to get some of those big rainbow trout 

we•ve been hearing about -- and we1re in training for that. Fishing before 

drinking, see. 11 

"Sure, sure -- sure thing," Dan agreed. "Jes• thought ,-ou might, lads. 

Mind if I have a wee drop more?" 

"And it would be kind of nice, Dan, being our guide and all," Carl -

the big fellow - added wistfully, 11 if you'd stay sober long enough - just 

long enough to kind of show us the river - --" 

But Dan's bald head had sagged to his chest in noisy lip-putting slum-

ber as the Ford threaded its way through the endless spruce cuttings of 

Makela the Finn. Gradually the descent became steeper, the fishermen passed 

the last of the cuttings and in the distance loomed the silent, glacier-scarred 

mountains of the Silver Lake range, their Norway pines tall and still in the 

clear May sunshine. 

Dan woke up for another drink as they clattered over the rushing black 

waters of Mulligan Creek, just above where it joined the Big Dead. "In less'n 

an hour we'll be there, lads," he quietly said, and went back to sleep. The 

little Ford snorted up the steep •and hill out of the ulligan valley, there 

was a brief glimpse of the gleaming rocky waters of the Big Dead, and two miles 

north stretched a broad plateau, the stumps of the once mighty white pine ris

ing out of the sage and huckleberry bushes, giving the immense plain the aspect 

or a great, unkempt burial ground. 

In the distance rose the hardwood-clad hills o! Silver Lake, those an-

cient hills which soon curiously disappeared as they jolted through them, and 
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left only the tall old hardwood, reaching high overhead, all past its prime, 

its casualties jumbled everywhere. In the Taulted cool shadows patches ot 

rotten snow still lay melting. Old Dan dwelt in the home of the seven dwarts. 

After endless jolting through this cathedral of gloom the gloom abruptly 

opened up into a clearing ot log barns and a log house. Literally lapping at 

the base logs of one little house, set apart from the rest, were the placid 

waters of Silver Lake, heaving so gently their talse promise of security. All 

this was the home ot old Dan McGinnis, the king of Silver Lake. 

"Here we are,lads, 11 Dan said, leaping nimbly from the car, taking a 

little quick dog trot around. the car to limber up his bones, including his five 

cracked ribs. 

Dan tried to beguile the fishermen into a card game -- with benefit ot 

bottle -- "you got all week to tish" - but with a fanatical gleam in their 

eyes they at once began tearing at mounds of waders and aluminum rod cases. 

They were going fishing. 

2. 

Dan's camp stood in a forest clea_ring at the extreme south end of 

Silver Lake, just where the Lake poured out into a rocky chute of a rapids and 

thence into the churning pool that was the very top of the Big Dead River. The 

waters of the Big Dead thence pried and searched their way through miles of 

winding valley, over fallen logs, tumbled rocks and boulders, and washed out 

beaver dams, growing larger on its way. At length, in far away Iron Bay, the 

county seat, it finally added its mite to that cruellest of inland seas, Lake 

superior. 

Attar a quick lunch, during 'Which the city fishermen got int~ their uni-! 

forms and argued whether or not to start fishing dry or wet fly, it was decided 

to start wet from the pool and work down river. Then there was the endless 

business of dressing their tapered f17 lines. Dan was able to secretly spear 

three drinks during these mighty preparations. At length they were ready to 

leave the camp to walk over to the pool. Raymond asked Dan if he was going to 

-4-



fish. Dan was sitting on the sawbuck industriously plucking a hair from his 

nose. 

"Sure, sure, lads. I'll fish a bit after you get started. 'Member, 

I'm the guide -- payin1 gents first •. " 

"But where's your rod? -- your waders and all?" This from Carl. 

Dan walked over to the side 0£ the camp and took down a battered tly 

rod, all set up, which was resting on two rusty nails in the logs under the 

eave. Each joint was a mass of adhesive tape, like Dan's ribs, the cracked 

old line already threaded, and on the business end 0£ which was tied a scant 

two feet of frayed gut leader, all kind 0£ spiralled. and curled, like a pig's 

tail or a tired bedspring. On the end of this chunk 0£ leader was tied a sort 

0£ super fly that was faintly reminiscent of an old feather duster, the mighty 

hook itself protruding from the surrounding underbrush like half of a rusty 

ice tong. 

"Won this in a rattle over thirty years ago -- fly •n• all, 11 Dan said, 

his li"ttle gem. 

The Chicago fishermen looked at each other in great wonderment. They 

were too enchanted £or words. Led by Dan, their expert guide, who fished with

out waders or landing net, they trudged along the trail to the Big Dead pool. 

11That I 8 it, 11 Dan said, with dignity, pointing down to the pool. "That f 8 

where you start. 11 Their guide was beginning to £eel his responsibilities. 

A faint hint of morning mist still lingered over the pool, which rest

lessly churned in the deep shadows, hissing and boiling like some giant witch's 

cauldron. 

The tour Chicago fishermen looked like a quartet of frantic deep-sea 

divers as they rapidly clambered down the rocky bank to the pooli, clad in their 

manifold waders, jackets, bibs, landing nets, dangling scissors, gadgets and 

goggles, all the while delicately holding their glistening fly rods like four 

fairy godfathers at a convention of wand wavers. Jttbercrombie & Fitch was on 

the march! Old Dan sat on a rock above them, in the warm sun, leisurely gnaw

ing on a chew of plug, scratching his head, occasionally tenderly feeling his 

ribs. 
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Raymond was the first to complete the elaborate ritual of selecting 

and tying a fly on his long tapered leader. With the expertness of the com

plete angler he made a few false casts, feeding out line, and finally placed 

a beautiful thistle cast into the very heart of the pool. There was a silvery 

flash, the line was taut for an instant, then went lillp. 

"Whoopee!" shouted Raymond. "Cleaned out on my first castl Wboopeel" 

Dan sat quietly spitting tobacco juice at a young grasshopper as the 

Chicago fishermen got underway. Two of them took fair brook trout on their 

first few casts. But as Dan watched them fish out of the pool and round the 

first bend out of sight, no more big rainbow struck. 

"Too damn much equipnent, 11 Dan observed out loud to the roaring pool, 

as the fishermen got out of sight. He rose, sighted, spat, and washed out a 

colony of ants. Shifting his cud he reached in his jumper and fished out a 

quart of Chicago whiskey, played a long solo to the sun, and hid the bottle 

under a young spruce. Then he leisurely took himself and his ·rod down the 

steep bank to the pool. He sat on the bank and watched the pool, working his 

cud. He soaked the leader in the water at his feet, slowly feeding out his 

cracked old fly line. 

There were no fish rising. over his shoulder Dan sighted the sun. It 

was about to disappear behind a fleecy cloud. He reached in his jumper and 

pulled out a crust of bread. Breaking off a piece, he tossed it into the 

pool. There was a quick, silvery flash, Dan casually flipped his bed-spring 

fly into the pool at this spot and -- clap$ - was on to a beauty. He dropped 

his rod, pulled in the fish hand over hand, unhooked him, broke his neck, and 

dropped him into the game bag of his jumper. Again he cast his bread upon the 

waters. And again not in vain. He had three rainbow, all over two pounds, 

before the sun came from behind the cloud. 

"Guess I'll have me a little drink and meander downstream," Dan said. 

"Guess the big ones ain't here today. Yup, yup, yup. Guess I'll have me Jn_ 

other drink - mebbe two." 
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*** 
Meanwhile the city fishermen worked downstream fishing with the~ 

precision and grace of finished experts. They'd waited all winter for thia 

moment. The finn gravelled bottom, rarely over waist-deep, made ideal wading. 

The air sang and whined with the whish of their long, beautiful casts. Not a 

single pocket or riffle did they miss. Once the short fat one, Hank, perhaps 

the loveliest fisherman of the lot, got a rise from a big one but missed the 

strike. They took several more decent brook trout and quite a few youngsters, 

all of which they care.fully returned to the water. For they were after the 

big rainbow. But the big rainbow were not after them. 

A half mile or so below the pool they had a smoke and held a council. 

Hank and big Carl decided to shore...walk downstream a mile and work back, .fish

ing dry. Raymond and Dr. George continued to work carefully down the broad 

river, fishing every possible place that could hide a trout, continually chang 

ing flies, now tying on this imported impala tail creation of Dr. George's, 

then perh~ps a little polar bear number of Hank's. Finally they rounded a 

broad bend and could see the other two working up toward them. Still the big 

rainbow continued to thumb their noses at their best offerings. 

The four met again on a little gravel-bar island in midstream, under 

the shade of a great leaning spruce which stood swaying precariously on the 

undercut south bank. They were all a little downcast. 

Carl said, "If it weren't for those two big rises we bad, I'd say there 

weren't any rainbow in this damn river." 

11Ma:,be we had bett.er fish upstream and try the pool again, n Raymond ven

tured, remembering his first big strike. 

Dr. George thought old Dan might be able to sh t e a oods shortcut 

to farther downstream. "If he's still sober enough to walk, that is. I won

der what the old goat is up to now - --" 

The answer came abruptly. "Hallo-o-o," they beard, and all looked up-

stream just as old Dan rounded the tar bend, in the middle of the river, leap

ing through the water as though he had sat on a porcupine, his old fly rod bent 

double before him, like a graduation hoop. Dan was being towed, hauled and 
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tugged by the grandpa of all rainbows, whose dorsal fin and snout with its 

feather duster fly occasionally showed above water about twenty feet ahead of 

Dan, like a spaniel retrieving a bird. 

Down, down came this threshing, splashing apparition toward the trans

fixed Chicago fishermen, standing there drugged and pole-axed on their gravel 

bar. Dan, his skinny shanks working like pistons, looked as though he had been ! 

tied to a runaway bloodhound. 1ttoo1 gout - loo' gout l" Dan shouted, but the 

fishermen couldn't move. "I knowed it -- I knowed he was in here. Loo 1gout -

here I comel" he shrilled. 

Dan•s leader broke - ~ - just as the huge fish, in the blind fury 

of his run, charged up onto the gravel bar, clear out of the water, and lay at 

the Chicago fishermen's feet, puffing like the winner of a fat man1 E race, old 

I Dan tight on his tail. 

l "Grab 'iml" Dan cackled with cold horror, but the Chicago fishermen were 

beyond all movement. The giant fish made a mighty flop just as shouting old 

Dan dived throug the air., with th greatest of ease, making ~he best flying 

tackle this side of the Big Ten, landing on top of Grampaw - "whooshl" -

where the two of them lay, both out like a light. 

It took three drinks from Dr. George's first aid flask to bring old Dan 

around. ''Where am I at?" he said, slowly sitting up. The game bag of his 

jumper had come open, scattering rainbow trout everywhere. Dan clutched his 

I side -- the other side. 1100 - oo - gimme a 1 nother swaller of that there -

I can 1t breathe without•n I have a•nother swaller." 

Dr. George careful..ly ed old .Dan othe drink. He spoke softly. 11I 

guess, Dan - I guess maybe you cracked four or five more ribs on the other 

side." 

Dan sat up on the gravel bar, blinking his eyes, gulping, looking at all 

the fish lying around him. But mostly he looked at his big fish which lay 

there glistening in the light like a big wet silver fox -- stone dead. Then he 

looked up at the four Chicago fishermen. He smiled at them, and slowly winked. 
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"It kinda looks, lads, like pretty soon the ol' man is gonna run out a 

ribs. Yup, yup, yup. It kinda looks like mebbe we ought to go back to camp 

and kinda celebrate like. What do you say, lads?" 

The four Chicago fishermen looked at each other and nodded, grinning 

sheepishly. Without a word they gently gathered up Dan and his rainbow trout 

- including dram.paw - and slowly splashed upstream in the waning sunlight. 

Old Dan, full of the visions of the evening ahead, managed to sing a little 

song. One of the little old ditties of the King of Silver Lake. 

"Oh, when I'm dead 'n' in my grave, 
No more whiskey will I crave, 
On my tombstone let this be wrote, 
'Ten thousand quarts run down his throat J'" 
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SUGGESTED CHANGES TO SC.ttIPI' OF 
"KING OF SILVER LAKE" 

1: Page 3 -- Add on to end of first paragraph: 11Ne3t was the word !or Danny." 

2: Uiddle of page 4 -- "aluminum" misspelled. 

3: Page 8, 2nd paragraph -- Add: "his spindly shanks working like pistons," so that 
the sentence reads, "Dan, his spindly shanks workine like pistons, looked as 
though he had been tied to a runaway bloodhound." 

4: Page 8, 4th par-c1.graph -- Change "grandpa" to "Gram.paw," so that it reads, "· .... 
landing on top of Gram.paw." 

5: Page 8, 5th paragraph - Put an apostrophe in "another" in last line of paragraph, 
so that it reads, "a'nother swaller. 11 

6: Page 9, 3rd line fro!:! top - Change "kina" to "kinda." 

7: Page 9, 2nd line of 2nd paragraph - Strike the word "four" and in third line add 
the w6rds" - including Grampaw - "so that the revised sentence reads as fol
lows: "Without a word they gently gathered up Dan and his rainbow trout - includ
ing Grampaw -- and slowly splashed upstream in ~he waning sunlight." 

8: Page 9, last sentence before the verse - Capitalize the 11k" in "King of Silver 
Lake." 

J. D. Voelker 
Ishpe.cing, Michigan 



SUGGESTED CHANGES TO SCRIP!' OF 
"KING OF SILVER LAKE" 

l: Page J -- Add on to end of first paragraph: 11 Neat was the word for Danny." 

2: Middle of page 4 -- "aluminum" misspelled. 

J: Page 8, 2nd paragraph -- Add: "his spindly shanks working like pistons," so that 
the sentence reads, 11Dan, his spindly shanks working like pistons, looked as 
though he had been tied to a runaway bloodhound." 

4: Page 8, 4th paragraph -- Change "grandpa" to "Grampaw, 11 so that it reads, "• .... 
landing on top of Grampaw. 11 

5: Page 8, 5th paragraph - Put an apostrophe in "another" in last line of paragraph, 
so that it reads, 11a 1 nother swaller. 11 

6: Page 9, Jrd line from top -- Change "kina" to "kinda." 

7: Page 9, 2nd line of 2nd paragraph - Strike the word "four" and in third line add 
the words 11 - including Grampaw - 11 so that the revised sentence reads as fol
lows: "Without a word they gently gathered up Dan and his rainbow trout -- includ
ing Grampaw -- and slowly splashed upstream in the waning sunlight." 

8: Page 9, last sentence before the verse - Capitalize the 11k" in "King of Silver 
Lake." 

J. D. Voelker 
Ishpeming, Michigan 



, 

/ 

.b J ·cP ~~ 

h & \ . \ )/ 

b;I ~ h 

't ;J ~ ,rv ½1 · • , , I I 

de/' ~I 
't, 

,~t 
( 

b;J 1i 

J, • 


