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"Yes," Paul said. "I'm going into the sixth grade." 

"That's great, Polly. 

It was growing dusk. 

- - why, we•re in the SB.Ile rooa." 

be going do+ this way," Paul said. 

"Where do you live?" j, 
"Down here on Hematite Street," said. • u.w..J. 

1,u.l/4l,
1 

~,l ~ rt M"'"" .fc..tt,,,, , r1·-r 
"Oh yes, :,ou told me that./\, Well -- I hope I'll see you again, Polly," Fritz said. 

11Coae on over," Paul said. "Any time. Say -7 1 wanted to ask you,Fritz -- h01'f did you 
. ~ tfW: 1J,.,. 1, 1m ,;~ _,, ---; /4 ,tul,,, 

bust your tooth?" ~ ~ t>- ., f;; l1U- t> ~ --:I'\ fltv1,,,✓.,1,1J~ U .i,.,.; .,.;t Al t?W 

"A billiard ball. My brother Harold di~ i with a billiard ball. /\ We've got a pool table 

" home. lfula says I've got to grow more before tMy fix it -- ~ tooth, I 11ean. 11 

µl<.A, 

world. 

"You've really got a pool table? At homei" Paul said. 
~ - . 

(n-, • 

play" Polly, 11 J~ tJ w:,t • 

\ 

"Sure. Come on over and we' 11 

"You bet I wu11" ~(µ,,(,/. IJ~ 
Ulv\..0 ! 'f r 71.(...f4-:, 

"Say -r? wanted to ask you -- 7ou said your ijaddy was one of the strongest men in the • 

Do you know someone stronger?" ~ 

Paul was silent. 
- h 

"Do you?" Fritz repeated. '' J (,t,1\4.., ~ ~ ' PJ;, 

"Yes," Paul answered, "My oldest brother is stronger. His name is Oliver like my father. 
/Jt, I ( "" ::; IN .. 

But we call him Roge. He's stronger than my old Dan. A Roge is the strongest man in th~ world." 

"ls that so. Well, so-long, Polly," Fritz said. 

// I . / / "So long, Fritz. Coae on over and see me, II Paul said. w MVl>'t,N' r fY>""q «d m,.e.._ 

~ ~'I., ~ • "l'1J~ c~, ,~ ~ r 11\,L ,4 _.,, 

~ (j,ij_. ,, 

•• ).-0 ½: f ~ . i-m rt1- j ~ '(/ ~ -r~~7, 





Then it was still. Fritz looked at Paul. "Say, those wbistles;get me, Polly. I've never heard -
whistles like that before in all my life. They give me a lUJJ.p in my throat.~ ~~z. ~,, 

Paul turned quickly to Fritz. "Do they? Do they really?" he saidJ.l'-M, 

"They sure do," said Fritz. g 01:U ,,._/; 4 .,e ,t ,I,(, , , 
"They do me too, Fritz . ..-... (\ Let's go -- it's supper ti.Ile," Paul said. 

"All right, Polly. Let's go," Fritz said. 

On the walk home Fritz told Paul that his father was the new jeweler that had come to 

town. Daddy had married a town girl, Fritz's mother, but they had never lived in Chippewft~~ -~­, 
see, when Daddy married Vaaa be was an actor, an actor whof had come to McNulty•s Opera House 

.b ~' A -....:,___. ~ TV} . -,,.( Gt ;i.4, 1 • 
with 11The Mikado."/\ Daddy had an important part in that' show and could sing the whole thing throug 

Qi , -.. 1 .J / 1 J - , ..., 1 ~ I , 1 1 ...z 
every one of the partsif n The show ha~ kind of gone broke in Chippewa, but it wasn•t Daddy's fault. 

'"'..r-Yn. -I • ~ ~(. ,,, /J.(;.. l ~ Tlv 1,.,,-,.htrk -
He'e heard Mama remind Daddy about it when they quarreled./\It seemed everybody's parents guarrel-

ed once in a while. 

"Yes, that's so," Paul judicially agreed. He was glad to learn that Belle and Oliver were 

not alone. S,tJ,t ev,,tf_ ~',:f 'd '7d liA-d ""~' 1µt~ ~~ /1/;.,_,j, ()~.A,:_ 4 t~~ ~ 
~ ~ ._ I ~ d1~ L g;_-; u ~" +~ ~,- _, 

Fritz told Paul that his grandfather was old August Jaeger who owned the big store in town 

Yes, that was the same Jaeger that lived on Hematite street. Oh, so Grandpa lived on the other 

corner on the same block as Paul -- they were the only Jaegers in town. Fritz guessed that 
I~ d ..., -'i. ~ 1,4 m ~ U e-.v f;t,_.;,, 4 ... ._,, .t~I") 

Grandpa Jaeger didn't approve much of_Da~y. He thought Daddy'was too ,happy-go-lucky:,/\ Besides ' 
/::H; Ii ',(,:J .{ ,.,11"&,, ~ IU IJ.. ) ' ,w) a,; t-b ti • rl C,vl-4, .,(, J .tw )\, t~;t.J" ~.,.,,.,._ , Clwl ~.,.:.:tf,,,,.wr ,i-, ~ 

being an acto~Daddy also played the mandolin and guitar. Fritz was learning to play the man- i 
dolin. Can your father play anything? ,._ 

Paul stopped walking and then Fritz stopped. They were standing in frcnt of the deserted ~ 
~ 

mine dry. Paul shook bis head. "No, Fritz, my old man can't play anything -- be• s a saloonkeepe~t 
"'' 

He keeps a saloon." J· .. 
"Why that's swell, Polly," Fritz ea.id. 11Just think -- all the ice-cold pop you want. Free. 

And fights -- I suppose your Da.d sees lots of fights?" 

"Yes. Someti.11.es he gets in them," Paul said. "You see, he's the -- he's one of the 

strongest men in the whole world. And there's a swell music box in the saloon." 

"Holy smokes 1 Have you ever got it nice. I wish my - I wish my old nan ran a saloon 

a.nd was big and strong like that. My dad is pretty strong, but he's got asthma. That's one ot 
~ /Th,~ -

the reasons we moved h~e.• bt4f':!'J t~t fWAA;f ~°4, v:-v,v.. ~~ (Cf<.- ~~t fk :MA 
W -, I # I\, J1 ~ " z S: 'A~ • £d ~ ,;,, , fltj~/4 ~ ... c,,u,t/~ ~ b,, Wlc:t· -IL 

~.., Paul and Fritz ad lff;..t.. t~. t~e corner of the Ridge Street school. "This is going to be rq ~ 

Do y-ou go here?\ _, .. •;nu., 1?'~ 7vr1'{J rlf;-7 J.,i-9 6 • ;rl r>~ .C....,11.-, w~f ~ Q ''1Vh ').-v,-rir1 





and fishermen. 'ltu u. P. ../'14,._~/ 0-7--, e,.zf/~ ../~ ,~~A du,- /~ -4-~ #t<- l'c-i.n""7:Y .. 

Paul reflected that the town was only a sort of permanent mining ca.mp -- rich and seem.ingl7 

inexhaustible, but nonetheless a mining camp. What would there be there without the mines? 
')-> 1.J~ , ./, ,, I . ....,, , °""'4( :/ r-c£ _ v.. • 

,-01iver's saloon depended on the miners, Bernie Redmond's old aan made cigars for the miners --

whr most of Paul's school.Dates were the sons of miners, and would themselves one day probably 

grow up to be miners. Did every boy do what his father did? Would he someday wear a starched 

white apron and work behind Oliver's long bar? Would -- --

"Hello. Could I have a look through your binoculars?" 

Paul lowered Oliver's glasses1 111id b a,d. A plU11p, red-headed boy dressed in a cowboy 

suit stood smiling at Paul. "My name's Fritz.Bellows. I'm new in town. What's yours?" 

Paul saw that Fritz had a broken tooth in front -- and that he smiled all the tille, an 

engaging, wide smile that made his pale blue eyes wrinkle at the corners. He did not seem to 

have any eyelashes. 

"My name is Paul Biegler. Yes, you can look through the glasses," Paul said. "But be 

awful careful -- they belong to m::, father." 

Fritz~e glasses fr!3111 Paul and ~ • lt adjusted them to his sight. Paul watched 
9JJN'h -l ...c~ /' u,,/t-d, ~ ~ 

Fritz as he scanned the town. ~;~ C£,,l\.~I 7T#'l'U'• 1:.-1'~ ~/\u~ A'"~~/> ,,.?,-,Gd. 

"Is that a real revolver you're carrying?" Paul said. 

Fritz lowered the glasses. "Sure. It's a thirty-two and loaded. Would you like to try 
. 

it?" lld/4- ~,J .Ju,,_,.1- ,-,;.v-c, 

"Sure," Paul said, eagerly. He had never shot a gun before in his life. /\ ''What•ll we 

shoot at'?" I~ 1;1- I.M. ' 

"See that tin can behind 7ou? Shoot that., All you got to do is pull the trigger." 

"Yes, I know," Pp,ui said. Paul turned and saw a small can lying on a rock about twenty 
_Jtt., j ;; . .,y- • /~- I ;? I /u-, 

paces away. His back was tavards Fritz. lle-Jraised the revolver in the direction of the can. , 
/, 1 -,t ,,, .£' r- .:, •. _,.!~~ 

He wanted to block bis ears. Alie closed his eyes and pressed the trigger. "Spaeg111 ~w.,{,(,"'/\~ 
~ t' , ~ ,, 4", 7 ,.-1 • ..e---..cl a.l ~ ,/ ,/" .J ,._., « 1Z.c,-. J I .e.-~ ~ 

"Why that's swell, Polly," Fritz shouted. "You made a bull's-eye. Say, you can shootl t 
/,/i;:, /Jt,,u t,t,")v,JJ.td ~._ -lk rwJf,,J ~ 

Paul shook his head. His ears were ringing." He gingerly handed the revolver/\ to Fritz. 

Want to try it again?" 

"No thanks. I don't want to waste your bullets. AnYW8,y, it' s nearly m,y supper t im.e, n Paul 

said. "Nice little gun you•ve got there," he carelessly added. 

Jus\ }he9 the mine whistles began their evenin~ cs.11, and Fritz and Paul stood together 
,· .._ C .• " . ~ 

Pilot Knob ;istening to the great waves of soun~ tallowed finally by the haunting forlorn 





CHAPl'ER 4. 

Paul the Explorer walked west on Hematite Street carrying Oliver•e 

field glasses in their frayed leather case carelessly slung over his shoulder, 

hanging from a thin leather strap. Oliver used the glasses mostly for deer 

bunting. Paul held himself straight as he walked, and kept sighting the sun 

for direction, ever on the alert for signs of danger. This was all in a man­

ner that was becoming to one of the early \explorers o! the U. P. For he was 

really Douglass Houghton, the young geologist, searching for ore deposits. 

It was the summer of 1841 and great numbers of passenger pigeons whirred over­

head. Anyway, there were seven. Poor biJds, little did the7 know that they 
I 

were doomed to early extinction. Alas 1. raul and Audubon knew, but they 

didn't .•• Paul walked along with an odd, shu.ffli~it, keeping his feet 

close together and pointed straight aheal , even allittle pigeon-toed. For 

the woods-wise Indians always walked tbjt way/it was kind of hard to do, 

but 70/dMhn';;"t._tE-9 so quickl;r. Y 
Two blocks west of his house Paµl came to the east boundary of the 

large Blueberry Mine property. .It waa the largest iron mine in Chippewa. 
I 

Everything about the mine shone a dull red from the ore. Even the leaves ot 
.¼ (, t~ " I t;T 

the scraggly poplars seeaed sta~ed th ore./\ The nearest towering sbaft-

house, which enclosed~e skips and cages which transported the men and ore 

from tar underground, stood near ttie west end of Blueberry Hill and loomed 

high above the neighborhood, dwar).ing the surrounding houses. Its twin tower 

rose wes of it, noarly a quarter/ or a lltile away. Th••• were ovidontl.;r some 

of the old Indian mine workings he had heard about, Paul thought. He heard a 

great rumbling sound from the shafthouse of falling fresh ore being duaped 

I 

from the ore chutes into the cru.sher cars. He nodded wisely. Some old Indians 

must be still pottering about, Paul concluded. He must remelllber to make field 

notes of this phenomenon ••• 

At the top of the bill, on the corner or Ridge and Lake streets, stood 

a little frame house literally in the shadow of the great shafthouse. One of 
~:t 

his playmates, Bernard Re~ond, lived there. His father, Dennis, was a 





wine jag. Belle was in the kitchen ironing the last big washing while the 
... 

Finnish hired girl was down in the oelle.r laundry, banging the wooden tubs 

about and muttering over the next washing. Paul sat on the high wood-box, 

next to the warm kitchen range, watching his mother iron. He loved the 

starched, burnt-cloth odor of ironing. "Tell me, Mom," he repeated, 11how did 

you and Oliver meet? 11 

Belle smiled at him, coloring slightly. Her skin was usually white, 

al.most waxen. She never used any powder or makeup. '1Oh, I've told you that 

already, youngster -- a dozen times. Now you run along and play." 

"No you haven't, Mama," Paul lied steadily. "Not all, you haven't. 

There was a snowstorm - I remember that," Paul started, urging her en. "Let's 

see - you were lost in a snowstorm, wasn't that it? And Oliver fowid you. 11 

This was violently incorrect and Paul knew it. 

Belle got a hot iron off the kitchen range, tested it with a moist 

finger -- psst~ and started on one of Oliver's shirts. They were so large 

that Paul always aspired to use one of them as a tent. 

111 had just finished my course at the Detroit Conservatory of Music" 

Belle began, smiling to herself, almost talking to herself - "and your 

Grandpa Fraleigh" - Belle's father - "had just come in off the road and 

told me that they wanted a music teacher tor the public schools, 'way up in 

the northern peninsula of Michigan - in a place called Chippewa - -" 

11Chippewat11 Paul cried. "Why -- why that's where we live, Mama!" It 

was part of the formula; he said it every time, just at this juncture, like a 

veteran trouper. 

"That' !I right, son," Belle rar. on, as Paul settled back on t-he wood­

box and smiled to himself. "Grandpa had just got back home from Chippewd, 

and Mr. Scribner had told Grandpa about it himself." Mr. Scribner was the 

superintendent of schools at Chippewa. 11Grandpa was the out-of-town represen­

tative of the Ferris people, you know," Belle ran on. Paul always resented 





"FRANCE, EIGLAND, RUSSIA AND GERMANY AT WARI" 

Old Doctor Gourdeau continued to stare at the newspaper. Paul looked 

at him. As he looked, the doctor seemed to shrink and sag and to curiously 

age. He held out towards Belle his dry physician's hands, cupped and close 

to his body, one shoulder slightly hunched. She bad stopped laughing and was 

watching him intently, her face white and drawn. 

"God, God, God," he said wearily, closing his wet eyes. "De eart• -

et.J._ is b crJ~5 ~"" urning ~ again. 11 He turned and slowly went past the stares of 
A I 

Paul's brothers through the dining-room, out the side door - the screen door 

slammed -- trudging along the wooden porch past the broken window and out of 

sight. 

Paul was eleven years old on August 5, 1914. 





Location. In the late 801 s and early 901 s the advent of the Trembath mine on the eastern out­

skirts brought Finn T~, and the Laughlin mine on the west flowered into "Litt le Italy" or ,, 
"Dagd, Town. When you asked a boy where he lived he did not say Chippewa, but 11Swedetown11 or 
~ ~ ./., ' ,__ 
1mex eTM""' it was. tJw.-.1.. ~ -c,,w, ec.. ~ ~ i.<N'I.C~t"" s,tr>iL,, <µ.a,.. et ~ ~ .Pt-~~°'~# 

The Irish had early settled. in the town, coming in large nuabers, but, like the relativel;r 

few German and Scotch saloonkeepers and tradesmen, they rarely worked down in the mine but con­

tented themselves with becoming railroad men or diamond-drill rwiners, or firemen in the mine 

boilers, or operators of the huge clanking steam shovels ~angry dragon snortings could 
" 

be heard. all over the town as the;r hoisted the raw iron ol"e fr011 the mine stock piles into the 

string of waiting ore cars. eode11di~y:,....ia:c::t••g~hl't;, %ome of these Irish even became the town's politi­

cians and policemen. 

Vil"tually allot the town was undermined by a maze of stopes and drifts made by the burrow-
fkX-t,,~L ti, 

ing miners. The~lline weFkiRgS-/-ere so 'tar down in the earth that the mining-company engineers 

had long ago assured the townspeople that there was no danger of a cave-in. Since the "mining 

crowd" seemed to live placidly enough all over the town, the townspeople gradually forgot about 
frri_ , t,- cl, J. ,t_f fY' f4 / J'- ~ I ' _d"" 

the possibility of danger.I\ Even the dull giant thuds of blasting heard each day, shuddering tar 

underground, gradually became so common a part of the daily round as to excite no notice -- unless 

too many dishes rattled and fell in the pantry. If the dishes were broken, i they occasionally 

were, soae of the braver and more articulate of the townspeople might write a letter to the 

editor ot The Iron Ore. The lion-hearted might Qven write to H. Hall Keith, the stern-visaged 

superintendent of Chippewa's biggest iron mines, who lived in a large house on the big wooded 

estate at the south edge of town. Paul had often stood in awed silence as the great man 

whirled by the Biegler house to the Blueberry mine office driven in his fine rubber-tired car­

riage• With his pcinted beard, H. Hall Keith looked like the pictures of the reigning head of 

the House of Winds or. ~"' l'nvtrU- 4-u 1 r t:u,..{..,. ~ • • 

ti./_~~ 
The town's planners, being practical ore diggers, had not gone in for conferring Jleltg, 

r011antic and guttural-sounding {anti eftt.i:Pel:, tlftf:ll'ettettnee~e) Indian names on everything, as 

had so many other llichigan towns. There were no picture postcards of llichimilliDackinac Hotels 

or Ossingowanamacacboo Lakes which tourists could mail from Chippewa; just plain Taleen House , 
,,.J '1'i • 

or Mud Lake or Collllercial Hotel or Lake Bancroft./\ At that time no efforts were made to lure~ 
I 

t--w~ to the place; there was no cheering Chamber of COJIJJlerce or Chippewa First League; the 
A V 

town~ magical soothing properties ul:.r bay-fever had not ;ret been discovered. The only travel-
/\ ct, t, r: I ""' ) 

ltars that came to Chippewa were lli.ning peop~e, occa~ional relatives, ~or sj_ngle-a;,nded ~unters 













~ 1,,d., _,_,. 

Fritz turned to Gunnar and Paul. 11God, it -- it•s beautiful!" he said. "I never thought 

" 
there was anything like this." Paul didn't either. It always chilled him to ntch the incredi­

l/t,co» 1 '2 , 1-t e le ; t:fa<co 

ble beauty and grace of the riders. Somehow this lovely soaring seemed more like real poetry 

than anything his teachers ever taught him in school •.• 

The bugler bugled his bugle once again, and another skier took off the tower, hurtling, 

rushing down the slide, sailing, too, far out into the air, but --~ -- falling, tumbling, 

landing in a waving heap, losing his skis, clown-rolling down the hill, the crowd roaring and 

yawing its ready laughter for defeat -- •go find your slate, you bum' -- as the snow-glutted 

skier limped falsely grinning down the hill to retrieve his runaway skis. 

Down~ttfe~(w~bugle note, rider after rider, some falling but most of them 

l' , c4, Uu. ry. ~ 
standing. During the intermission Paull\aAd ~Fit.z and Ekum&F made their way through the/) cr01'fd 

to the outdoor stand conducted this year by the earnest ladies of the Methodist church.•! •, 

~eckless of expense, Paul squandered his entire weekly allowance on a cup of coffee and a small 

Cernish pasty. @~ ~ ./u..v ~ ~d .,/Ulwf. d ,~_,,, ~ 1.i''-~ ~ 

The bugle blew through the afternoon as the eager riders hurled themselves off the hill 

for the thrill of the crowd that gathered annually on Washington's birthday for the ski tourna­

ment of the Chippewa Ski Club!" _There ~ere hundreds of miners there to pi-oudly watch their sons 

7' 'l>'J~ "-6 ~ 0/U~ ~ ... , /;;c.~~- Ol, ~ /;,..._ • r,/'c.,.,.L ti'~,,;_ i.<' ,4.; ~;._ d,,um~✓-,,_,,. 

and relatives, for t;~;ournament was a local tioligj,y and j,h~re was, no work, war or no waz:~ o/ 

r V_v_~~ • 4, -1/4.}l~t>f-//..,. ti£.: t:/~,(Jf ~ ~ .),, I vt{)lr-'/Y'ft . .-,.,;.. )'i 1 r-v "'--w: 

II" -~"1'hen came the announcement of the winner. "Ladie&-Sand ientlemen1 The{.irinne1;, - Wm:he 
~5a4,U('' ,, r ::Jn, tJ-.v , /\ 
~111,-. A great cheer went up, especially from the Finnisia. miners. ~ was the first time a 

~ /\ 

FiMish rider had won the jumping championship on Suicide Hill. For many years, even before 
,... e-f tt,,,.. ~ ~ ~ 

Belle had come to Chippewa, the swedes and Norwegians had taken all places. Fritz and Paul 
/\ ~ /\. 

turned on Gunnar, chantiny,: 11Ten t•ous&1d Svedes~lost in da veed.s, in WR, battle of Copen-

~ lamzx. r,..,,...,~ -f:t.uu.. ~ ~ a 'lrl--••1,U,-1>tt ,.-r. I\ 

hagen l" "Ladees and yentlemenl ~ runner oop an I las• yar• s shampion -- Anselm Bjork 1" 
.~ &w t?.,t~ CntL ~ ~t.~. 

"Go piddle up a hemp ropel" Gunnar said, grinning from ~r to ear. Then the boys walked 

Qt ~ "44 ,~-➔~~~{ ~ ~O'\UV>J\.4->w! oM:11,, 1\ 

the two miieslii'totoim\~ had a chicken suppe'l\in the dining-room of the Taleen House, with 

I'\ ' "w~ /;n t:fr5: ~ -- ~ 
a table !11 to themselves and a blushing young Finnish girl to wait on them.,'\Q""-""YV"r~ Cu 

~ t::,°11.1. ~ IU.l/YV ~ vvvtlv M~ M1- iJu S~ /\~/~ ~ / ~~ ,'3' 

~-tt,,_ ~ ~ 1\,-.W, 11¾.,t..~b{. h,,,',t. " • )~ 

~~ ~~ tfu. l:u,v ~./'~-A,;:.,..~:;. 





So, as with Paul'e new 11Flexible-Flyer," Belle 'l'Tould quietly write Grar.dma Fraleigh in 

Detroit and tell her what the boys wanted and send her some of her music-lesson money. · Then 

either Uncle Alec or Uncle Ster,hen would ship them by express as ostensible gifts from the 

bountiful Detroit relatives, along with their usual gifts. All Oliver could do was fume and 

r,iutter that Belle's relatives were "spoilin' the bloody boys so's they'll never learn the ve.lue 

of a dollar&" Paul reflected that the whole thing ran in circles, like a squirrel in a cage ••• 

Tb~t winter during the Christmas vacation Paul and Fritz and Bernie Redir.ond and Gunnar 

Tsleen built a bobsled over in Bellows• basement with the help of Fritz's dad, J. Barry Bellows, 

the jeweler and ex-actor. He was a fine, jolly little ~.an with grayinP, reddish hair, and 

brilliant brown eyes, unlike Fritz's, and he would try to h~lp them and pound his fingers with a 

hammer and then laugh or else just sit and watch the boys and tell them stories or sing snatches 

from Gilbert and Sullivan, accompanyinr; himself on the guitar. Paul's heart was filled with 

envy to see a tather like Fritz's. 

It took the boys eight days to finish the bob, and finally install the shiny new bell on 

the front (no bob was complete without a clanging warning bell) and proudly pa.int the name along 

the top, 11The Chippewa Flash." Then that last afternoon before the paint was fairly dry they 

tenderly carried the new bob from the cellar and started for the Pine Street bob slide. 

\ 
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CHAPI'ER ?. 

Oliver's love of the woods was a sort of quiet madness tacitly recognized by Belle and 

all the boys but rarely openly discussed by them. Paul was gradually coming to see that this 

plungin5, impatient man was never really happy unless he was mil.es from town, far from the! sounds 

of the trains and the minewhistles, away from his family, away from his salo~n -- away, away,away .• 

That summer Oliver began taking Paul to the woods with him, especially to the South Camp. 

During these trips Paul scarcely knew his father for the same man. Dan McGinnis, one of Oliver's 

woods cronies, usually accompanied them, and the fashion in which these two carried on and 

~'¾~ 
laughed and played~Paul BunyanWl jokes on each other reminded Paul of himself and his 01'11 play-

mates. Nor could Paul forget the way his father would throw back his head am show his firm 

yellow teeth in a grim s11crf st U'-g smile as he would work a tugging trout into shore .. • t l bis 

qf c,....( 

h~.i fl)'l'el!l over at Blair's Pond. "Come on\ me speckled darlin1 - no, no, out of dose dere 

~ _) (5~.,_. · 'L~dift/u.cu-.-v~tJ.k -jl w.l~ L"-.Ju.r.,( .. • ,a. ru frd-.i,,c;./4,,,,.-~. 

veeds, 11 ,oe" would tenderly croon, in a comical mixtufe of the various local dialects./\ "Vat iss 

diss? 'Ere, naow, com' toyer bloody Pa, me sonl There!'' And the tired trout would be finally 

lying in Oliver's sagging net. Paul would stand watching in open-mouthed wonder. "'Vat iss diss' 

indeed," he thought. Then after a bit Paul would follow his father and Dan back to camp, through 

the soggy beaver meadows, across the fallen log on the creek Nd up the hill to the square camp 

made of white pine logs which stood on the birch-covt ~.~'$f.,,,_, ••w""ir'" "~. ~-~. 
A:rr.F-tC-a:-t ~, ~ ~iht'. u~ .... :/J· • & ~ / .. ., '° O:tuk-e o,~----~ • -v. 

About this time, too, Paul realized with dismay that his father and Belle led no sort of 

social life together. After a busy day of running the big house and giving music lessons, Belle 

generally spent her nights alone, darning and mending or ironing, or helping the boys with their 
.J...,. t/ .... ~-..,,:J,Cl"'W" 

lessons, or rocking in her chair1in the sitting-room, chatting with her neighbors, Mrs. Trembath 
I\ ~ 

or Mrs. Coffey or Gunnar's mother, hard-working Mrs, Taleen. When Sfte went to the Presbyterian 

flt:, /u,-J. (\ 
church it was alone or with Paul, '"'Mld.>'U/ was the same way withAthe movies or the occasional 

roadshows which came to McNulty•s Opera House. 
{n U ~t ~ ~;( 

It seemed tha\ Oliver alway~ had to work at the 

saloon. 

ing his 

"Someone around this bloody house's got to have a sense of dootzl" he would wail, droop­

~U/fv& ~ 
head under theA~Pf:re~s;._v:,...W!i_$ht of his cares. Oliver, hOl'fever, was fascinated by Lyman 

H. Ho~e•s movie travelogues, with sound effects, as was Paul. Regardless of 11dooty11 Oliver never 

missed their annual visitj to Chippewa. He would put on his best salt-and-pepper suit and sit in 

i ~""'"'I 

an aisle seat, because of his long legs, in hunched absorption as the parade of pygmies and ele-

" -phants and strange exotic sight.a flickered across the screen. 

Then during the inter:ission he would remain~ his seat) c,amped and enthralled)while 

Lyman H. Howe's pianist came out and bowed and then played a series of rippling, brilliant, 



florid passages on Maestro McNulty•s battered upright; selections~arily dripping with arpeggios 
~ " 

and glissandos, husually taken from Liszt or some fiery Italian. Oliver wruld lean across Paul/ 
,/,VrYVfl,v, 1 c"( cf_..,x. VJ ~e,ilc,I 

.t.e Bell-e,Aand sibilantly whisper" "Genius!'' Belle would smile and nod and whisper, "Yes, Oliver. 11 

UM•:::> ""- 0.,,- {. 
For once Paul agPaad with Oliver. Any man was indubitably a genius who could wrench music from ~y 
~~$"'} " 
bftet piano. 

I\ 



. Belle occasionally tried inviting other married couples over to spend the evening, but had 
1:rt f:,,.- )! 

gradually abandoned the practice in horror after one or two grim experiences. Oliver, resigned 
" 

and stoic in the salt-and-pepper suit and starched collar and diamond stickpin, his thinning 

cowlick pushed back on his head, would sit through the evening like a caged lion, his powerful 

hands clenching and unclenching his knees, responding in grunted abstracted monosyllables to 
'JJ ,, · q,vic:tt, " ~ u• ' , ,.v .. ~ ,__ ~., .... -

the timid overtures of some wihappy husband of one of Belle's friends. p~ worse yet, Oliver 

would sometimes be drawn into sudden conversation by some chance word and would launch into a 

thunderous, eye-rolling monologue on the iniquities of his two pets: Wall Street and Andrew 

Carnegie, or -- since the War had started -- on a scheming and villainous Great Britain. 

Oliver never discussed his views with any man; he simply announced them. Where he got 

them Paul never really ~1~ because he~ rarely discovered Oliver reading anything other t han 
~ · -~ Wr ,J., fn U.,r 

The Iron Ore or Grover's"'Diseases of Horses" which stood in the high bookcase in the music room. 

Yet he seemed to know all about Carnegie and the steel tariff, Eugene Debs and-. labor injune­

tionJ
1

Henry George and the singl e tax, and all the rest. Belle and the guests would sit in a 

stunned silence, nodding their heads in automatic agreement as Oliver hurled his sweeping charges * &wt4. ec,.1-. ""'Iv.../ ft"- o.J,w.,:,,_..,, 
of graft and corruption, both foreign and domestic, national and international ... He rarely 

~ Ji ~~~~ 
stooped to buttress these indictments with facts or sources; he merely shouted the dire conclu-
~ d 1 ,-. " 

sions. "You mark my words -- John Bull and Wall Street will have us in this bloody war yet!" 
(p4t,d t~~ t! cJ 11~ _ ~ ·~"~ ./,_ wt ~,.,:..o._,. 

A"Don' t,Oliver, 11 Belle would o s t~ plead with him after the startled guests had fled . "Please 

don't get on those sore subjects when we have people over. Please, Oliver -- I don't ask much 

of you ••• " ~..:rC'1,,0,-' - q,fw-£ @I •J ~ al, ,w.c,, 

The very next l t1me Belle "had people over;;/o d""'°nstrate how "'ekll' mindful be was of 
6 -tJJ~ ~~~tot "' 

Belle's plea, ~er ~began dilating on the unttroversible merits of the sitting-room coal 
1',~t;,..,,.,, I\. (!)~ wt~. :kw ~ "· -{ ~ r-w CeAL .,.,..'ti~~ .. 

stove; to Mr._Trembath, the b~ s./\ El•~ rto:ld show'\.B~~:}e could bandy small 

talk with the best of them ..• Belle waited, smiling uncertawi, ,nodding oright ly, anxiously 
( ,...J ( tM-;~ • U-'\. 'h.v.""'#t) 

pursing her lips. Little Mr. Trembath and his wifeAsat in spellbound, gulping silence as Oliver 
, v: • , • , • UA- i;c- ~.,,..,U,,1_ l .,t.,,_ J • 't"...> 

heaped Pin •ing tributes on the stove. Ao if¼t.enae became Oliver• s desire to convi nce his neigh-
~ - ·- " . I\ .__ 

bors that all modern stoves were trashy junk compared with this vaner&ble tall queen, that he 

had stalked out to his shop in the woodshed and come back with an armful of soiled tools and 
~ .. - A~. F.,·. _.,, .,._ a,../ a~ 

had sprawled on the floor and virtually dismantled the lighted stove before their horrified eyes. 
} " 

Then, to Belle's utter and final shame, he had wound up trying to sell the stove to Mr. Trembath. 
(\ 

"Mind you, I'm doin• you a· favor, neighbor! You'll never get a better bloody buy, Trembath!" he 



shout~d, waving a wrench in the air, 11 -- not if you scour the hull d8.JT'n Peninsula! I'm 

tellin' you, man ••• 11 

That was the end. The Trembaths hurried home, without the stove, and in the future Belle 

resigned herself to "having just the ladies over," which was quite all right with Oliver. "Hell, 

woman, 11 he would rant, 11them grubbin' husbands of your lady friends! All they can think to t<llk 

about is their goddam stocks and bonds and money -- how they made money here, or lost money 

there, or how they're goin' to make more money next week otnext 
J .. w, fi. ' 

their miserable shrivelled souls 1 How can you/\s~it, womant 

God, answer me1" 

year. There's no goddam fun in 
~ ,,_I,.., . ., '-' H ,-w. -

Answer me, I say l O merciful 

" 
"Yes, Oliver," Belle would say. "Yes, Oliver." That was the way it always was. "Yes, 

Oliver." 

It was not that Oliver hated people or was unsocial. In fact, as Paul pondered as he 

grew older, it seemed?to him ~ ~ was because the man was so tremendously alive and full of 

wild vitality~; could not bear to waste a moment of his time on the gentle, noncommittal 

sparring that commonly passed for the social amenities. That summer Paul overheard a snatch of 

conversation between Oliver and Dan McGinnis out at the South Camp. Oliver and Dan were having 

11 just one more" whiskey sour. 

a woman I wa~t to be figurin• 

11Christ, Dan,'' Oliver laughed, "when I spend my time talkin' to 

how I can get her into bed!" tPaul thought, even then, that this 

Cusual ribald remark held one of the keys to the ma.n's character. His father seemed to live only 

for the high moments of life -- for the curbing of the runaway horse, the final shot at the ~ 

• plunging buck, the hooking and landing of a fighting trout, the subduing of a high-spirited 

woman ••• The conventional concepts of Family and Home, f work and Duty, were simply not meant 

for the man. They were without his ken, and their manifestations all about him drove him fran­

tic with a lashing impatience. He could not abide even the thought of the restraints they 

would impose on him. In the woods he could be freo .•• The man's unconventionality was not uiere 
~~ 

ignorance, Paul realized, but was, with all its raw crudeness, a deliberate and inevitable ex-

pression of his philosophy of life. 

(Mus±c-) 



lf Oliver found his only true happiness in the woods, Paul thought, then surely Belle found 
1y,4 aLI 

hers in her home, especially on those rare occasions when she...bad her husband and her boys ~~ 
/\ I\ 

..... 
together• These usually occurred during those periods of uneasy domestif truce which Belle call-

~ t. t o,.~~"\ l.,i,., ,J ,,;/ 

pd 11 our Sunday-evening musicales" but which thed3o,e irreverently ~e.ll:ed "The Cremation of lM:Jwig 
,&-. r ~ C. (' i' ~ 

Jl!a&Q ,..Beethoven!" Belle clung to the notion that no household was coIJpletely a home unless t.:be 

parents spent time in iJ together/contributing t o the cultural develo-nt of their chi:dren. 

such had been her girlhood in Detroit and, so help her, so would it be for her boys in Chippewa 

-- even if one of the parties to this proposed cultural revelation was a man called Oliver Biegler. 

"It gives a home a feeling of -,I,¢,~ security," Paul once heard his mother say to Mrs. Taleen. 

So when, after the Sunday night supper, Belle would hum to herself as she up a ePee:d-
~ ~ ...,.._, -u"' t ,,, ( Ii ~ u.. i ~"' ,. ~ (\ 
~ full ofApopcornl\ or~a platter full of fudge to cool on the little shelf on the back stoop, the 

I ' ''(.,,, v .L 

boys would know they were in for another musical evening. Then, in some mysterious fashion which 

Paul could never fathom, Belle would brave imminent destruction and lurch and tug her snoring 

husband off of the sitting-room sofa and into the music-room piano. She would sit at the pi9.Ilo 

and play from memory the melodies of her girlhood, old Scotch airs, the songs of Stephen Foster, 

while the great rumple-haired man stood behind her swaying and sleepily blinking his eyes. When 

she thought Oliver was sufficiently awake, she would swing into one of the old German songs, 

usually 11Still wie die Nacht~" as a start, singing the air in German in her clear sweet soprano. 

Then she would glance over her shoulder 

join her, which he would invariably do, 

at Oliver, still singing, nodding her head for him to 

slowly blundering into the ~ith his ~ling 

bass, Belle pausing for him to catch up or hurrying to overtake him. "Still wie die Nacht.,. 11 

Meanwhile the boys, the recipients of this musical feast, would sit clustered around the 
,,ev.. ,'' 

breathing gas lamp on the sitting-room table, pretending to read, sluicing b~t@ri' popcorn into 
"' 

their grinning mouths and 
..... 

when Oliver wandered too far~ the 11Nacht 11 
-- surreptitiously 

(\ 

holding their noses with one hand and pulling the 

Paul would join his brothers in these subtle 

air with the other. 

.. i h ~ c¢.'~al critic sms oft e music 
I' 

appreciation hours, 

holding his nose with the rest of them. Yet rarely did one of these Sunday evenings draw to a 
./ 

close that his ~twas not clutched with a feeling of ineffable sadness, a sense of vrry and 

' unutterable gloom as he watched his mother in her feverishly gay efforts to bring "security" and 
) 

"culture" into the home of herself and her boys .•. How can there be security'? Paul would .acame-

.t1o1HS ponder, staring sightlessly at his book. --,, I . ~ L ~- • 
--- ~ CA.&~~ ... "-e ,( 4 

He ~ly wondered how such an illusion could a.r be fostered in a~ome where one did not 
know, from one moment to the next, when the head of it might not suddenly~beeeme a raging lion; 



and stamp cursing from the hous~or else turn snarling on one or all of its occupants. For 

s9me inarticulate reason, buried deep in his tangled childhood memories, Paul was to look back 

on these Sunday evenings together as among the saddest of his entire boyhood. Popcorn and fudge 

was not quite enough ... 

1 



That summer it was Belle who finally got Oliver to take Paul to the woods with 
him~ • Paul knew it was part of her relentless campaigW to make a little Tarzan out 
of him. But he did not care. Even Paul had t,o admit that Belle had always --H tried • ~ ,(lwl .e.+1Y , .I/, J,, c,.., ~ pc,ri. ~ {/nu.,,'' losing 
hard enough", For as long as he could remember he had waged a cor.stant/bat"tle to avoid 
Belle's nostrums and vile";~.~~ IP'f,uJ,IA~. ~,,,.., ti 

J,t,-4'tc, ~-c.- ult,~ ~ ~,t"r- .n.-~ ' /\ °the're was Vinoh which contained a aagical new property/\ called 11iron." Paul 
I>" 1~ ~•\;~ ..... ~ud4(4 ~~~~ ~ ✓~ ✓-#M-.-.""7" wasAglutted with it1\ Under Belle's watchful eye he had consumed casks of the stuff. 

Again there was cod liver oil, which was still worse than Vinol, and then Scott's ~ilu, 
Emulsion, which brough~ on waves of nausea when Paul merely visualized ,he ~i1t:ar11 at "" ~'1 (/hl 1wt-"'~~ l,,tu,{,i,~ 
the rigid dead fish,~Wi~la~el• ofAtbe endless bottles he had emptied. Then of course 
there were prunes, mashed, boiled and -- well no, never quite frie~ and goose-grease on 

~ ~~~ ~ ~ ' his chest in the winter, with a square piece cut from someone's abandoned~f-■--el~, f\ • A ~ 
UR■•• aer. In the Spring, O glorious season, he was-given ttlMAchoice of weapon~~ 

(ft, ' '., ~ ~-.,,~ 
either a dose of castor oilAor sulphur and molass~sfl.a wearing decision to have to make. 

~ ~ Alphabetic vitamins had not yet appeared to enchant~a drooping world which appeared to 
Paul to be reeling along an abyss of incipient anemia and galloping consumption. Going 

,t,, J,t.A{, ~ to the woods, even with Oliver, was preferable to these~ bouts with Belle's deadly 

decoctions .. . 

No. 



,.t' lff-~iver and Dan McGinnis left from the back yard in the old buckboard drawn 
f½' 

by a raw-boned gelding called "Carnegie," Paul had kissed his mother goodbye 

" a half-dozen times, and was sitting on a bale of hay on the back. A lantern was 

clamped on bhe dashboard and a battered water pail dangled from the rear axile. 
, 

"Are you sure you have your 
~ 

.,.,..,u,, .,-... 
long underwear in case the weather changes?" 

'""A.t:;.. 
Belle asked 

/\ " Paul~again, standing on the back porch, shading her eyes. 11Ye-e-es Mom, "Paul 
~ maternal 

answered, somehow shamed by this bl:!stl:.i.ng/concern for a hardy woodsman. "Giddap, 

'Thousand Dollars,'" Oliver said, raising a big tanned hand in far~well, and away. 
o-,.vt e,,t ;a. .. 1/ Puu' , I I"..,, ./ ~ ... t > 

they clattered out on the street, south across the tracks,"past the ~lley behind the 
{"- ,,,,.. ~ 

saloon, and out South Pine street, ~ A the old Angeline mine, up t he steep Saginaw 
u, 

Hill, past the last of the Finnish farms, aR.Q finally tur nin~ off on a two-rut sandy --------
road which Oliver called the "head of the plains~ 11 L/___,NI t;t..c, 

tT,. ,( t/ /,,,,, n. ~ ~, .:rt-½ (J v- -- - D 
They stopped at the bridge over the~Escanaba Rive,!iwhere Paul launched his >/ 

,, ~ .. 11 ~ [/4-.v e,, u. , ;; ,,,,,, ,. • VI,,(; "<- 1 flt - ¼- ,,, .-.- ~ --/,-,,iidfu, ./. 
Tarzan-hood by dipping ~ut two pails of water for persp!ring Carnegie." During this 

interlude Oliver and Dan improved their time by stuffing and lighting their pipes 

,. 

LIW"' 

with ''Peerless", and hoisting A, drinks apiece . J 
Paul was enchanted C"' out of a pint bottle. 

at the genteel manner in which Dan combed out 

for the left side, the left hand the right ... 
1~ 

hill out of the river valley, and Paul, closed 

(I '41 ~ ~ I 

his moustaches,~the right han~caring 

Then began the long climb up the sandy 
/J<'; ,,,.. 

his eyes and listened to th7' sifting 

rf. ~; 
~~ t ~ 
~~ 

~,,.... off the metal rims and wooden spokes, concludir.g that the sou~d more nearly i 
wl ~,, "I ; ' approximated that made by the sea shells on Belle I s what-not/\ a the parlor oeDtJOt.L it':'.~ 

" - ..... 
"Look, Pant" Oliver lt£P~i~¢. said. "A fine runnig shot1 11 ~ Paul wheeled 

/\ ~p,.,,;,, ~a... ... ~-4'"~ 
to the front and watched a running buck and two does, flags up, ~ae c+;hiy ~ou,,e.e into ~ 

1 
f. 

e£.. 

any man to still their bounding flight. 

a cover of jackpines and ,fout of sight. To Paul the white-tail deer were the most 
~1. ..,. ~ j"'- l / -{. t,iq ,;p. 

graceful ofAanJ.mals, and he wondered what high courage could prompt his f~tirfather or 

l 



.. 
• 1-Lwo ~'1f~1 

~ ~· - tV,tNV,,.µ. 
At(\Brewery Hill &pring the ritual of water, Peerless and bottle was rapidly 
~ 

assuming the force ofA tradition to Paul; then a few more miles and they entered t he Ji. .,Q \ rti..,~ 
1 

woods,~ then aePess the flooded creek brid_ge caused by the backwater of a beaver dam, 
U '-» -- tt e,i!_Jfj.c., ~lffl."'-~ - (/J ( ·, 1 

{,14,lu - ~ 
~he.-a~fleetibg glimpse at Biegler Lake through the tall spruces,~ t hey came out "' • /\ /\. (th ii v- J\.t-4~ en,,, 
into a small clearing~M which stood a log camp and a log barn. ''Whoa Carnegi~, JOU ol 1 

,.., • I J1/t,w t,-,... ~'< ~ ~~ .. 
buzzard," Oliver,,.. throwing the reins out on the ground./\ Pm:s 'fas the 3outj) Cmnp. 
(1/fM..l J,u~ 'f:tit- /,.,. " t, ~- OJ: r,,~H~e.-., ~ ~lj. ~ ~ ~~ _ .&,°T CU~•~ • 

~A~roundhog ran from the side of the little outhouse to its burrow on the edge of the 

ii!:ff!!:i "1' 11 nx him •~~ht, Oliver-::_:• Dan 4aid. "In the reeantin:e I suggest we have 
~tiz evwv&b= =s.ee:t"/t r,zz, ••el• tfAt.d 

ourselves a little snort."/\ As Oliver and Dan unharnessed and ministered to the horse, 
~ Cfl ~~~--&~r"4llk8(~-Paul went down the hill to the creek for water. /\ When h got back up the hill with 
l/fu,, 4'WTV ~ ~ --~t;;.. ., ;1~ ad(;. ~ I 

the full water pails he stood panting outside of the camp.I\ Oliver a~d Dan wereAhaving 
rl 

11 just another one. 11 Oliver was talking to Dan.~ "Christ, Dan, 11 h was saying, "when 

I spend my time talkin • to a woman I want •j figurin • ha• I :~: get her into bed ••• " 







was not mere ignorance, Paul realized, but was, with all its raw crudeness, a deliberate and inevi­

table expression of his philosophy of life. 

(}.usic) 



\t\~ ~ 
~liver'! love of the woods was a sort 

CHAPI'ER 7. 

of quiet madness tacitly recognized by Belle and 

all the boys but rarely openly discussed by them. Paul bad early come to see that this plungin!, 

impatient man was never really happy unless he was miles from town, far from the sounds of the 

trains and the mine whistles, away from his family, away from his saloon - away, away,away ••• 

summer Oliver began taking Paul to the woods with him, especially to the South Camp. 
... flua ~ R..,.,., "7"T .l. ,r c;· 5 .- '-' rf1,; • 

That 
tJ,/.,,.:..,tt1JJ ~ 

{\During these trips Paul scarcely knew his father for ttie same man. Dan McGinnis, one of Oliver's 
/"' • 1~· ·...,_.w ' -A 

,JOods cronies, usually accompanied. them, and the~.,,. t~ese two carried on and laughed and played 
IJ'(i.i.t f!. 11· ~ 
jokes on eacb other reminded Paul of bi.Jlsel! and his own playmates. Nor could Paul forget the 

/J~"' 
way his father woul.~ throw back his head and show his firm yellow teeth in a grim smile as he 

~ . 
·: 

( 

would work a~ t~out into shore over at Blair's Pond. 
" 

; 1 
"Come on me speckled darlin' - no, ~ ~ 

""" ~ . t • .) 
no, out of dose dare veeds, n he would tenderly croon, in a comical mixture ofi/\~ .. local dialects~ J 

~" .~l 
"Vat iss diss? 'Ere, naow, com' toyer bloody Pa, me son\ There%" And the"trout would be -{ 

,i 
finally lying in Oliver's sagging net. Paul wow.d stand watching in open-mouthed wonder. "'Vat 1 

'. ~~ ' 
v~ 4-t ~ ltr..-w-1 /,.. ..-.a..-1 t'u1.-,.._,_ l'J'~~...., o,,,u .. d ~'-/.l.. -#ot. l'z t: t. {/.,e .... ~,,vu...../7 c~ .. ,..--,V~"IZ.. c.." 

iss diss' indeed," he thought.~ ""fl~ Oi--: ~vc t..f t,•piw.,I k£""1-#"V",,1..,.,,;,. /a.,CI~ ~ l ~ -/> 1 ~~? ~ 
-1\Patil realized, too, with dismay that his .father and Belle led nc sort of social life ii\~ 
\..Okv,.,v'C flwo l i.- ~ ~ ~ 1 ;,,,J.1-. - i 

together.,t: ~e~ied inviting other married couples over to spend the evening, but had 
• f~1 A) "-

Qibandoned the practice in horror after one or two grim experiences. Oliver, resigned and stoic in 

" -tl.v--~bee~ salt-and-pepper suit and starched collar and diamond stickpin, hi s thinning cowlick 

pushed back on his head, would sit through the evening like a caged lion, bis powerful hands 

clenching and unclenching his knees, responding in grunted abstracted monosyllables to the timid 

r 

tt(v IJ,. ,. , ('U.v;°", ~ ~ 
overtures of some unhappy husband/\ Or worse yet, .aafould sometimes be drawn into sudden conver- ~ 

sation by some chance word and wo~d launch into a thunderous, eye-rolling monologue on the ini- •/ 
f • ti,,n,. T : ~l /lt,4 ~ 

quities of~ Wall Street w,A Andrew Carnegie) or -- since the War I\ started -- on a scheming and vil-

1
~ 

lainous Great Britai~e,6 

Oliver never/\discusstllli his views with any man; he simply announced them. Where he got 
" i" ' i. /ttv,4'~ ~ tiud t" t> 

them Paul never really knew because1 0liver ~y seemed, bQ ~anything other than The Iron Ore~ ~ 
"14 ~'U/ J-i,ut_ ~ -"' ~ £,-V,, r"-'~,_LJl1.,()(u.l.1f.,""4fl,~~~tl.,_~.t,r_,r.,..J; J,k",,,.,.1./:Ju-.#"a,,llf' i'° 

~Belle and the guests would sit in a stunned silence, nodding their heads in automatic agreement aa f, 

Oliver hurled his sweeping charges of graft and corruption, both foreign and domestic, national 
r \.lb, I: ·r 'f; PN"/1. 'Nll-4 ( r 

and international ... He ~r~buttresstll,.these indictments with facts or sources; he merely 
,, "Jthc,,li•~~/Y (,c,,,,,1,(,/.v_ 7v4:.~,v-,4. ,~~""'- f'-a, ...,.:.,-ft.1~ k~:7 0-..,V -r:t ! U 

shouted the dire conclusions.J\"Don't Oliver, 11 Belle would earnestly plead with him after the . 
startled guests had fled. "Please don•t get on those sore subjects when we have people over. Pleas 
Oliver - I don't ask much of you ••• 11 





n "./.."" ,< P~ ..........!) 
4,e-Lhe very nen timeA to d~m~nstrate how meekly mindful be was of Belle's plea, Oliver 

11 .1 l-.i l~ , ,. , 
began dilating on the uncontroversible merits of the sitting-room coal stove to Mr. Trembath, the 

. r ~ -" >.~·+-+- '1 
~- J " bookk'6P at Jaeger's. Oliver would show Belle he could bandy small talk with the best of them ••• 

/lvl t~ 'I Ii ;.N J ,~2 2 p:e. 1 -/.ittlc. ,.. ll ~t 
~!tt---x±tti-:1:e...ma:R- and hfa wi.f'ellsat in ,t spellbound, gulping silence as Oliver heaped ringing tri-

/\ ~:r 
butes on the stove. So intense became Oliver's desire to convince his neighbors that all modern 

stoves were trashy junk compared with this venerable tall queen, that he had stalked out to his 

shop in the woodshed and come back with an armful of soiled tools and had sprawled on the floor 

and virtually dismantled the lighted stove before their horrified eyes. Then, to B~lle1s utter 

and final shame, he had wound up trying to sell the stove to Mr. Trembath. "Mind you, I'm doin' 

you a favor, neighbort You'll never get a better bloody buy, Trembathln he shouted, waving a 

wrenci'i in the air, 11 - not if you scour tbe hull damn Peninsu.lal I'm tellin' you, man ••• " 

That was the end. The Trembaths hurried home, without the stove, and in the future Belle 

resigned herself to "having just the ladies over," which was quite all right with Oliver. "Hell, 

woman," he would rant, "them grubbin' husbands of your lady friends! All they can think to talk 

about is their goddam stocks and bonds and money - how they made money here, or lost money 

there, or how they're goin' to make more monay next week or next year. There's no goddam fun in 

their miserable shrivelled sou.ls l How can you stand it, woman 1 Answer me, I say J O merciful 

God, answer mel" 

"Yes, Oliver," Belle would say. "Yes, Oliver. 11 That was the way it always was. 11Yes, 

Oliver. 11 

It was not that Oliver hated people or was u.~social. In fact, as Paul pondered as he 

grew older, it se3.l!led to him that it was because the man was so tremendously alive and full of 

wild vitality that he could not bear to waste a moment of his time on the gentle, · noncommittal 

sparring th~t cormnonly pa~sed for the soci~l ~enities. That summer Paul overheard a snatch of 
( ~ ~ £~ .,/..._,.,.,,..;_,-. '-J"h Jr t,,,.c.,M ru,''w-f• .-("""1 4-t-'-W• 

rie ~ conversation between Oliver and Dan McGinnis out at Lhe South Camp. A. 11Christ, Dan, 11 Oliver 
Q~/.., 
Nr.W, ~'when I spend my tin:e talkin' to a woman I want to be figurir,r hmv I can get her into bedl" 

~ 
Paul thought, even then, that this casual remark held ,, one of the keys t o the man's character. His 

father seemed to live only for the high moments of life -- for the curbing of the runaway horse, 

the final shot at the plunging buck, the hooking and landing of a fighting t r out, the subduing of 
e,ONC.( PfS I.., 

a high-spirited woman... The conventionA" of family~ftiome, of Work and k?uty, were sil::ply not 
~ n -

m3ant for the man. The7 were without his ken, and their manifestations all about him drove him 
/.k,e,oufd 171-tiltM ~-fh,ft.,,,..~ o-1,iJJ..,. ~~~ ~ -1.-....,~r-tl~ 

frantic with a lashing impatience./\.In t~e woods he coul~ be~·•• The man•~ unconventionality 





was not mere ignorance, Paul realized, but was, with all its raw crudeness, a deliberate and inevi­

table expreseion of his philosophy of life. 

(Music) 
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CHAPl'ER 7. 
~ 

Oliver's love of the woods was a sort of quiet madness tacitly recogn~zed by Belle and j 
tvfl.,-" 1)1,1t,-d.-r.U: "'""/I 

all the boys but rarely openly discussed by them. Paul eaa ~r)7 QOIM to see 'that this plunging, J 
~ 

impatient man wasLever really happy unless he was miles from town, far from the sounds of the 1 ~ r ... i.. 

trains and the mine whistles, away from his family, away from his saloon -- a,1ay, away, away ..• l} 
"t-~ That summer Oliver began taking Paul to the woods with him, especially to the South Camp. ~ 

During these trips Paul scarcely knew his father for the same man. Dan McGinnis, one of Oliver's 1 
woods cronies, usually accompanied them, and the fashion in which these two carried on and 

... 
" 
~ 
~ 

laughed and played Paul Bunyanish jokes on each other reminded Paul of himself and his own play- ~ 

mates. Nor could Paul forget the vray his father would throw back his head and show his firm . Q'\ 

~ ~~'-~ 1 
yellow teeth in a grim squinting smile as he would work a tugging trout into shore over at t 

i 

i 
~ 
t ..,. 
'" 

Blair's Pond. "Come on me speckled darlin' -- no, no, out of dose dere veeds, 11 he would ten-

derly croon, in a comical mixture of the various local dialects. 

com' toyer bloody Pa, me son! There!" 

"Vat iss diss? 'Ere, naow, 

And the tired trout would be finally lying in Oliver's 

sagging net. Paul would stand watching in open-mouthed wonder. "'Vat iss diss' indeed," he 
..... , 

thought. Then after a bit Paul would 
~ 

beaver meadows, across the~log on the 

covered ridge. 

follow his father and Dan bac!t to c8:111~ throug~ the soggy t 
,vfwti. .,6,. ~ ,. , .. , "' ~~ 

creek and up the hill to the squire W c~on the birch- )i 

~ 
-r.-,, ~ 

About this time Paul realize~ with dismay that his father and Belle led no sort of t 
,~ '6·~~½~~~,,__;,t,: ~~/ ~ 

social life together. After a busy day~Belle generally spent her nights alone, darning and mend- f 
£ . .,- , .(M,,l-w ~ ~ ,1"' ~r . ~., ~ 

ing or ironing, or helping the boys with their lessons, or chatting with her neighbors, Mrs. ~ 
I #1£, (J~ '; 

Trembath or Mrs. Coffey or Gunnar• s mother, bard-working Mrs. Taleen. When she went toAchurch 't.J-

it was alone or with Paul, and it was the same wal with the movies or the occasional roadshows ,~ 
11~ - " Jiy 

tYl/U?H~~ tlc..6~ CJ ~ .,_ 7 lw.et r; tvrJ.. 1 .«11.ff"';,J ' ~ Q/\,h,,--.,>1,/1,UJ u. 
which came to McNulty1 s Opera House./\. Oliver, however, was fascinated by Lyman H. Howe's movie 

wcli - {<u,w ,.~ ,-f ,, dAn,:i!Jl' 
travelogues, as was Paul. /oliver never missed their annual visit to Chippewa. He would put on 

I\ (\ "" -ctW'P tf l J 

his best salt-and-pepper suit and sit in an aisle seat, because of his long l~gs, ini'huncbed ab-
11,w~ 

sorption as the parade of_ pygmies and elep_!l~nts and str~ng~ exotic sights .fi:aeAe~across the 
,n,. ""'.Jj,.JV c.,;c{J lL £ ' f"i 4th-, • ._,it,0,1,•-'l"J "'"H---,-(1-.? 

,w. A. ::-r,..,.,,11;~, .... I . / 0 I r.._, I . . I screen. ij,•~· /. ~ ../ . -·- __ 11 LI ,...,.,.. ut-iWA 
~ / ..,Y,A Ii,.,;,. A,e., I '> Cit Wl'l - •••• , <f-A-1'"...,.,-,1., " ; t-fk,(,V,&; 

Then during the{,in:termission he would remain enthralled while tfte pianist/\played ~ (V~ 

11,v/.-. • 1 .,...- ..,"1 ~:.'/L 2Vl.f~ .,.. -~ ,J,#..,_,£,,. , .f;,c iljqi~ iv tlmr0:&,., fbr,l, :tt._4 11;, ·c1t: '-e,~ ikJ/\a....L~ ~ 
~brilliant, florid passage:\usually~ Liszt or scme fiery ItalianA Oliver would lean across t ~ 

Paul to Belle and sibilantly whisper, 11Genius !" 

9 ~ ~ /,t AA.,~ 
Oliver. 11 I\ Paul agreed with Oliver• l9V ,.,,tt 



i • 



~ ' j 
~ ''/01/ver's love of the woods was a sort of quiet madness tacitly recognized by Belle and 

~l the bJs ~ut ~ i.. openly discussed by them. Paul had early come to see that this p;i.unging, 
, f 

impatient ;ma.n was never really happy unless he was miles from town, far from the sounds of the 

trains and the nrlnef,histles, away from his family, away frOL1 his saloon - away, away, away ••• 

( p, wA> . "'~)~ , 
Paul -a,i;eo obseri'ed- ..-ith qttet dismay tha his father and Belle led no sort of social life 

r, "' 
together. Belle had once tried inviting other married c~uples over to spend the ev~~ing, but 

'},..,,.., ~IL~ 

had abandoned the practice in horror after one or twoQ_. experiences. Oliver, uneemferlabJ.e 
(\. ~d / V, - - ., l" 

and stoic in his best salt-and-pepper suit 
~ ti t.,,. ,1 1 

and ~ starched collar f' his thinning cowlick pushed back 
6\1 • <. 

powerful bands clenching his kneed, responding in ,. on his head, would sit~like a caged lion, his 

grunted abstracted monosyllables to the timid overtures of some unhappy husband. Or worse yet, 

he would sometimes be drawn into sudden conversation by some chance word and would lat.m.ch into 
/I · ~r 

a thunderous -wi eye-rolling hatm.gcN on the iniquities of Wall street or Andrew Carnegie or -
) I\ ~ - w~ Ju.. 'J'l-t a V. ft<,. .( nu tc.,., 

since the War started -- on a scheming and villainous Great Britain. -7-~~ ./.Lt,u.,,. .-* .~ ~ 
ti. N..et,t.l () ,-{Ii,.... tl..t...i:r--

Oli ver never discussed his_ views with any man; he simply announced them. ,.._ Belll and the ~ 
• il'Jvl,1 r ,~ ~ 

.,,, .. ' ~ cl .. w --,, ~ -
guests would sit in a stunned silence, nodding their heads automatic~as Oliver hurled his ~ 

!.,Al,- 1.¢,J , ik. ~v4,:t/"th,~~ 1:/:u.J',I-· fe.r t-ri .,,. /,...Z, t>Z- t.j /lb~_ IJ.(t/4 ~CA-~ 

Ucbarges of graft and corruption, both foreign and domestic, nationalqan<'f'international ••• ~ ~. 
A ~~-~" ~z 

---,,Don't Oliver," Belle would earnestly plead with him after th~guasts had fled. "Please 

don't get on those sore subjects when we have people over6 (Jt_~JPL~- ~rJ,,, .. ,',if IJ,41..,. n, .d. i,~.;: 
,v,b\NJ mttJ., ; 

So the next time, to demonstrate how~mindful he was of Belle's plea, Oliver began dilating 
t\, G ..J i,,i.. ~d J-~ t":- C,fr,J d_ A,~"'~'o/ 4'° 11.£.,,(L bdl,, ,,.,.:tt., ~.., t«,._ I'' • 

on the uncontroversible merits of _the sitting-room <?oal ~tov~ to Mr~ Tremb~!,h,~ he bookkeeper at 
~ 1,..., ,,~ ~ ~Lvv-<,,.~...,...,ich ~4-~ ~f ,,!. ':' > 

Jaeger'a. A" That little man" sat in a spellbound, gulping silence~ So intense became Oliver•s 

desire to convince bis neighbo~that all modern stoves were trashy junk compared with this vener­
h,,iJ tH ,;rJ,,. 

able tall queen, that he had stalked out to~the woodshed and come back with an armful of soiled 
~~ ,_{J.. kfn'-~ ,..Jb-

too1s and had virtually dismantled the lighted_J _ _tove before their horrified eyes. Then, to 
~ ~ ~~~ 

Belle's utter and t1?al s?ame, he had wound up trying to sell t~e stove to Mr. Trembath. ~•It~ 
~~I ~Gl..~~'tt"-AW~ -

doin' you a favo:., Jlllmf,, You'll never get a better bloody buy, Trembs.thl'' he shouted, j,fot if 
l)l\i rv 

scour the hull damn Peninsula l I'm tellin' you •• •" 
)t,-

That was the end. The Trembaths hurried home7":: i -:;ithout the stove
1
8and in the future 

resigned herself to "having just the ladies over," which was quite all right with Oliver. 
1 ~r ~ 

"Hell, woman," he would rant, "them grubbinf husbands 0£ yourA.friends ! All they can think/\ sad-

talk about i~o~ks and bonds and money - how they made money here, or lost moneY. there, or how 
I' /V'f\;V'\,(. ' "> ~,J;,,(,,,. 

they're goin' to makel\money next week or next year. There ia no goddam fun in their A.shrivelled 





fl I 
~""'- /h"-1 ' 'J, 

lilt •1:i souls 1 How can you stand it, woman t O merciful God, answer me 1" r-
"Yes, Oliver," Belle would say. "Yes, Oliver." ~ w- t/...c. tv.tt,.:, ;._~ ~ ~~:;__'t~ ~t~ .. v:._:: 

t ,~ 
It was not that Oliver hated people or was unsocial. In fact, as Paul/\-oame ~o see as he 

tJA,1,s'tV j ~ ~ ~ _. 
grew older, it was because the man was so tremendously alive and full of wild vitality that he 

/\ l rr • -t,,-'- ~ ',d_ ~~ 
could not s-se1em-i41\,e,o. bear to waste his time on the gentle,nonoommj.t!,al sparring tha~ passed tor the 

~,.. --~ A 0.. , ~~ ~ ~ 
social amenities. Paul W"'overheard Oliver d11cussias t.hii.8 aejoc'b w!Mh Dan McGinnis,, eee et 

A " • • I\, ''- ,l~V(A.. P~I 

"Christ, Dan, "when I spend my time talkin' to a.owoman aie weesie rad OP► out at the South Camp. 

I want to be figurin' how I 

1 !y.,to the man's character. 
I\ 

" ~~~ 
can get her into bedl" Paul thought, even then, that this held ilinec-nc.-

~ 
_ ,/ " 

• '"' { .(,,, 

H~s ·emed to live only for the high moments of life -- for the curb-

ing of the runaway horse, the final~shot at the plunging buck, the hooking and landing of a fight-
:11... . ~ ~ ~ " • ~ r,b"' : - • W<,i<., ~. ,., /TY ' .. (.. ~ >rwi • :Jl""iJ - ~ ✓- ~\. 

ing trout, the sub~uing of a high-spirited woma.n ••• fhe man's unconventionality was not mere ig- ~r 
,ioJ~ iv-• ~ NJ. IN' 1 ~ 

norance, Paul eau"e s•&, but!, with all itsAcrudeness, a deliberate and inevitable expression o~~ 
' ~ 

his philosophy of lifa. lf 
..(Lines trom ""ltiuge;J.'i~ 



?:~. /0 1 I '1 /.f'-{, 

. I~ ......_____ 
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So the very next time, to demonstrate how meekly mindful he was of Belle's plea, ~liver 

began dilating on the uncontroversible merits of the sitting-room coal stove to Mr. Trembath, the 

bookkeeper at Jaeger's. Oliver would show Belle he could bandy s.r..all talk with the best of them ••• 

That little man and his wife sat in a spellbound, gulping silence as Oliver heaped ringing tri­

butes on the stove. So intense bocame Oliver's desire to convince his neighbors that all modern 

stov ~s were trashy junk compared with this venerable t~ll queen, that he had stalked out to his 

shop in the woodshed and come back with an arn~ul of soiled tools and had sprawled on the floor 

and virtually dismantled the lighted stove before their horrified eyes. Then, to Belle's utter 

and final sharr:e, he had wound up trying to sell the stove to Mr. Trembath. "Mind you, I'm doin• 

you a favor, neighbor1 You'll never get a better bloody buy, Trembath111 he shouted, waving a 

wrench in the air, 11 -- not if you scour the hull damn Peninsula l I'm tellin I you, man ••• 11 

That was the end. The Trembaths hurried home, without the stove, and in the future Belle 

resigned herself to "having just the ladies over," which was quite all right with Oliver. "Hell, 

wom.1n," he woul.-J rant, "them grubbin' husbands of your lady friends! All they CllJ" think to talk 

about is their goddam stocks and bonds and money - how they made money here, or lost money 

there, or how they•re goin• to make rr.ore i::oney next week or next year. There's no goddam fun in 

their miserable shrivelled souls l How can you stand it, woman l Answer me, I say l O merciful 

God, answer mel" 

"Yes, Oliver," Belle would say. "Yes, Oliver." That was the way it always was. "Yes, 

Oliver." 

It was not th~t Oliver hated people or was unsocial. In fact, as Paul pondered as he 

grew older, it see~~d to him that it was because the ~an was so tremendously alive and full of 

wild vitality that he could Pot bear to waste u moment of hie time on the gentle, noncommittal 

sparring th~t commonly passed for the social arr£nities. That summer Paul overheard a snatch or 

rib'lld conversation between Oliver end Dan McGinnis out at the South Camp. "Christ, Dan," Oliver 

said, "when I spend my ti.me talkin' to a woman I v,ant to be figurin' how I can get her into bedl" 

Paul thought, even then, that this casual remark held one of the keys to the man's character. His 

father seemed to live only tor the high moments of life - for the curbing of the runaway horse, 

the final stot ~t the plungin~ buck, the hooking and landing of a fighting trout, the subduing of 

a high-spirited woman .•. The conventions of fami ly and home, of ~ork and duty, were simply not 

meant for the man. They were without his ken, and their manifestations all about him drove him 

frantic with a lashing impatience. In the woods he could be~••• The man's unconventionality 





CHAPI'ER 7. 

Oliver's love of the woods was a sort of quiet madness tacitly recognized by Belle and 

all the boys but rarelv openly discussed by them. Paul had early come to see that this plung:ing, 

impatient man was never really happy unless he was miles from town, far from the sounds of the 

tralns and the mine whistles, aw~y from his family, away from his saloon - away, away,away ••• 

That sw..mer Oliver b~gan taking Paul to the ~oods with him, especially to the South C<.f.ffip. 

Dur~ng these trips Pcul scarcely knew his father for the same man. Dan ~cGinnis, one of Oliver's 

woods cronies, usually accompanied them, and the way these two carried on and laughed and rlayed 

jokes on each other re.minded Paul of himself and his own playmates. Nor could Paul forget the 

way his father would throw back his head and show his firm yellow teeth in a grim smile as he 

would work a pood trout into shore over at Blair's Pond. "Con:e on me speckled durlin1 -- no, . 
no, out of dose dere veeds, 11 he would tenderly croon, in a comical mixture of many local dialects. 

"Vat iss diss? 'Ere, naow, com• to yer bloody Pa, me son•. Therel11 And the trout would be 

finally lyinc in Oliver's sageing net. Paul would stand watching in open-mouthed wonder. "'Vat 

iss diss• indeed, 11 he thought. 

Paul realized, too, with dismay that his father and Belle led no sort of social life 

together. Belle had once tried ir'viting other married couples over to spend tpe evening, but had 

abandoned the practice in horror after ore or two grim experiences. Oliver, resigned and stoic in 

his best salt-and-pepper suit and starched collar and diareond stickpin, h.is thinning cowlick 

pushed back on his head, would sit through the evening like a caged lion, his powerful hands 

cle•ching nnd unclenching his knees, responding in grunted abstracted monosyll~bles to the timid 

overtures of some unhappy husband. Or worse yet, he would someti.J:les be drawn into sudden conver­

sation by some ch~nce ~ord and would launch into a thunderous, eye-rolling monologue on the ini­

quities of Wall Street or Andrew Carnegie or -- since the War starLd -- on a scherr.ing and vil­

lainous Great Britain. 

Oliver never discussed his views with 9.rlY man; he simply announced them. Where he got 

them Paul never really knew because Oliver rarely seemed to read anything other than The Iron Ore, 

Belle and the guests would sit in a stunned silence, noddi~g their heads in automatic agreement as 

Oliver hurled his sweeping charges of graft and corrurtion, both foreign and domestic, national 

and international .. . He never buttressed these indictments with facts or sources; he merely 

shouted the dire conclusions. "Don't Oliver," Belle would earnestly plead with him after the 

startled guests had fled. "Please don't get on those sore subjects -:vhen we have people over. 1leaee: 
Oliver - I don•t ask much of you •.• 11 





ORDINANCE NO. 1 

An ordinance to provide for the ti~e and place of the regular 

meetings of the City Council. 

The City of Ishpeming ORDAINS: 

Section l: That the Cit~ Council shall hold its regular meet­

ings on the first Wednesday fol101Jing the first Monday in the month. 

Section 2: That the City Council shall hold its meetings in 

the City Council chamber of the City Hall. 

Section 3: This ordinance is declared to be an emergency ordin­

ance, and shall take immediate effect. 

Adopted February 21, 1944. 

MAYOR 

Attest: 
CITY CLERK 
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~ , rt -t. ~ ~ ~~ w 41 '.&.rel~ '1 ~ '1-L~~ 'l~..,,,.,.,·a,&e.4Uo; 
to pursue, the plaintiff would gladly permit the defendant to drop the 

?\.~ ~ 4wtd ~t>-f-_~ e,~ZH ~ ,i4, ~~C: 
course without any further obligation on defendant's part;Aand further, !hat the defendantAi( 

.i c,,-«./,t.,.., ' 

{the defendant, 

relied on these fraudulent representatio~s"so made to him, and that they were the moving · 
"'I,.., """ • ~ 

and procuring reason for hisA ente1 ing in~ said alleged contry-qt, and that said false 
I• rJ;..._ ~4(- ~ 

representations were then,tnd ~ere known by the represel?\t!tive of the plaintiff to have 
r✓~•~z-7/_, ✓ ,.,. ., ./~ ;'f:~ 4'-c.u:&,, O✓~ ~ -.71~~~ 

been false, and that they were made with the inten~ to deceive and defraud this defendant; ?=--
.,., ~ ~(rt~ f 1..,:-tJ~ ~-

and that he was deceived and defrauded with the result th"at~e is now being sued for the ~ 

full amount stated in said alleged contrac;~ -4,,. k t,4,-f.L ti,, ,._tJ"""P", ii 
Further Affirmative Defense t_: 

1. That after the alleged contract mentioned in the declaration was made, and before 

the commencement of this action, the plaintiff and the defendant, thr~h its representa­

tive~ that the same should be modified as follows, to-wit: ;hat at vany ~1~\ 
A ~ 

the course of study stated in said alleged contract should become too difficult for the 
d '-l ti ,, ..... , rµ -

defendant to pursuel he could drop the course of study outlined in said contract without ~ , ) /\ 
.l'I I.I 4 • ,,,.z._ _J • ~ 

any further liabil~·t ~to said plaintiffJ ~~ ~ ~ ~"';-~~"'"""¥~> .... ~ 
~ ~hz__ ~ ~~4~~ .a~~ '!'J',,4 ~. I 

2. That the de endant has on his part©ully perfor~ed all of the conditions, terms 

and covenants of said alleged contract a s modified on his part to be performed. 
t:vR71';e~ ' • , • ~ d~,&e/Vse 

i : Defendant further alleges that said alleged contract is void and cannot be en-

forced in the courts of this State by the p~aintiff, for the reason that the plaintiff is a 

foreign corporation and that at the time said alleged contract was entered into,~ o­

ing business in the State of Michigan, and that at said time said plaintiff was not author-
b~~/1/ 

ized or~admitted to do business in the State of Michigan. in accordance with the Michigan 

statutes and laws in such case made and provided. 

Wherefore, defendant prays that a j udgment be entered in his favor, v,ith costs t o be 

truced. 
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Attorney for Defendant 
Business Address: 
Woolworth Building 
Ishpeming, Michigan 
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FIRST MEETING 

1: Choose Acting Chairman afta;jf't4Q;....,jQl.c~t.i·i.nll!ia~S:ea .. at::.=.3;c:• :Z:hs:l:i::l:1?~•::tl JJt:IC?i:sa:aii11111 =i"i:ll:=:-

2: Select Mayor. 

3: Mayor takes chair,. a!_'ld eott11eil;;sel~P PP0-'£8fBJ.'6Fe. 
~ ,a,,J.,v, ... Tl ~ /r~ ~ \ 

,5';-4: Enact rules and order of business( ~---.;r i-&:d' ~{f ~.,.._) 

b~~: Proceed with first meeting. 

(a) Appo ·~t Speci~l Committee on Claims 

and Account,( 

v (b) Cowpland ;solution. 

(c) 

(d) 

(e) 

Ordinance/ on regular meeting dates. 

Resolut/on r~sing salaries of City 

Clerk Ind City 

Appoi~t Special Committee. 

(f) Int/duce e_mergency resolution regarding 

continuance of city officers, etc. 

4 





6: Except as it may be in conflict with these rules, the City Charter or _ 

the laws of the State of Uichigan, the latest edition of Cushing1s Manual 

of Parliamentary Practice shall prevail at all regular and spzcial meet­

ings of the City Council in all cases where it may be applicable. 

- 2 -





Whereas, the City of Ishpeming is now operating under the terms of a new city charter 

creating a so-called city-manager form of municipal government, and 

Whereas, numerous municipal offices and boards and other administrative agencies 
fr' ,;; 

created or acting under the~ city charter were abolished or otherwise affected by the 

..l/J 
aaej)tie~of said new city charter; and 

Whereas, under the new city charter the office of city manager is given broad powers 

of appointment and control over the administration of municipal functions; and 

Whereas, the city is presently without a City Manager, and it is necessary to provide 

for the maintenance of city functions in the int:;~; and 
t:~ ~ 

Whereas, it is not deemed expedientAto act with undue haste in selecting a first City 

Manager, it being recognized that the careful choice of a qualified City Manager is a factor 

of vital importance to the success of the new form of city government; and 

Whereas, an emergency therefore exists~NOW BE IT RESOLVED that, pending the appoint-

ment of a City Manager, all boards, commissions and departments and appointive officers and 
I 

employees thereof, and also the old City Treasurer and City Clerk (formerly City Recorder) 

shall continue to function in the maintenance of the services and functions of the City, 

with all rights, powers and duties it or they had prior to the new city charte:,until fur­

ther notice. Compensation shall continue on the basis in effect prior to the new city char­

ter, unless otherwise changed by the City Council. This resolution is declared to be an 

emergency resolution and shall be effective at once. The City Clerk shall notify in writing 

all persons and agencies affected by this resolution. 

• 





~ j ,~~l£NJtitli, 'tlu ~ (l.\,...,~/A· ,I, ~ . I' 11 give you a nickel if you can tell me. 11 Paul would purse his lips and -kn:it~his browf. 
~ /\ J.hvr ~ Greg was ready to go. This was the pay-off. ,jle was at the bedroom door. "Wear a blue serge 

O')\. ~ "' .k«- /\ t, ~ ~ 2 ~ ... coat!" Paul would blurt, poise~ to catch the nickel which Greg tossed/\ him.ii ~ 1 L;4. 
"'Way down yonder in the cor-r-r-n-n field ... " 

- S P A c: -
Before he had~he old house Greg had installed electiic lights throughout, dangling 

JJA~<rw.411. c1'. ().,t..4. magic bulbs that glowed instantly when one ~ · the buttons on the wall marked •~~ 118f f. 11 
A A 

Gone were the gas lights and the tall old kerosene lamp which stood for so many years on the 

chiffonier in the back hall to light Oliver into his room late at night when he came home from ~crv.~ J~t... 4 H~~~~. 1:i~ the saloon~ Discarc3d was4th~ long-handled lighter that had a ~ fparerl'in wick and a notched _,i.1, , 
("-end so that the gas lights Qould be 

"' 
turned on and off without standing on a chair. 

~ ~ d .-.w.., ~ _,," That fall Oliver installed a secondhand furnace; an asbestos~c1.ad hot water {urnaceJI\ ~ ~ d~ ~_,.,~ Lr.!c;D4 d t, e-. " ~ <>., ~I., ltru 'Iv~,., I whose~fingers probed into every room of the housoi\ The two ~all lli;i~land coal stoves 
"the ftTt bloody stoves in America, I tell you!" -- wer~ to Schwartzberger for junk, and 

/\ " that fall Oliver carted the .W-dining-room woodstove, under which a generation of mittens and 

socks had been dried, up to the Silver Lake hunting camp~ ~, • • 
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