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Foreword by Sharon M. Kennedy

Continuing what can only be called his tradition of writing poetic prose, Jon Stott invites readers to join him on another journey to his Little Cabin in the Big Woods in Wild Blueberry Summer, a sequel to his Summers at the Lake. Drawing on memories that brought this Canadian professor to Michigan’s Upper Peninsula, Stott recalls summers when his parents crossed the border to the United States in search of an American Utopia. Although they loved their time spent at Shawnigan Lake on Vancouver Island off British Columbia, they were eager to discover what Michigan had to offer. 

Years later, when Stott was married and the father of two children, the return of summer signaled freedom from his classrooms. He and his wife scouted new adventures and found Crooked Lake near Munising. By chance they came upon the cabin that would become theirs. It was a magical place deep in the woods where visitors had to travel through rough terrain to reach, but it was worth the bumps and ruts along the way. The day began with the call of loons awakening them and hastening their refreshing morning swim in the pristine lake. After breakfast, they hiked through the woods where trees, ferns, wildflowers and berries greeted them. Evenings brought campfires and visits with neighbors who became friends and returned each year.

In Wild Blueberry Summer, Stott begins with a quote from The Dispatches from Naples Ancient Shore by Shirley Hazzard: “One achieves a slow, indelible intimacy with a place, learning to match its moods with one’s own.” This is an accurate summation of how he feels about Crooked Lake and his attachment to the modest cabin and its surroundings. To understand what touches his heart is to understand the man and his appreciation of the things life offers to all who are willing to accept them. It was not a mansion that caught his attention, but a simple building that held promises.


Picking wild blueberries on a sunny summer day is one of the pleasures he and his family enjoyed. Stott’s a widower now and his children are grown. Sometimes his daughter, Clare, accompanies him and they share memories of days gone by. The tiny berries, so abundant and sweet, are picked with care and savored in muffins or sprinkled on breakfast cereals. Some are frozen and taken back to their home Stott has named the City of Pavements Gray—Albuquerque, New Mexico. When winter descends, the aroma of blueberries plucked from nature’s bounty and bursting inside muffins as they bake in the oven carries Stott and Clare back to the cabin they love.

To feel what the Stotts feel, to inhale the fresh air they breath at their summer home, to swim with them in the cold, clear lake, to watch stars spread a canopy above them when darkness pushes the day away is to immerse yourself in Wild Blueberry Summer. The Introduction, the engaging chapters, the stunning photographs, and the Epilogue will draw you into a world far beyond the chaos of politics, racism, and social upheaval. As you turn each page, you’ll become acquainted with flora and fauna, with a woodland thick with deciduous and pine trees, and with a way of life at the lake that is inclusive of the goodness residing in the animal and fowl kingdom and in mankind.

Enjoy this book and your spirits will be lifted as you, too, soar above the mundane, the anger, and the ugliness threatening to engulf us. Stott, as did his father, mastered the art of storytelling. He does not flaunt his intelligence, but skillfully weaves it throughout his well-written, descriptive stories that enchant readers, leaving them yearning for more. Wild Blueberry Summer does not disappoint. It invites you to walk with the author as he engages all your senses and makes you feel glad to be alive.






Lakeside Summers – How it Began 

In 1985, Carol and I bought a cabin beside Crooked Lake in Michigan’s Upper Peninsula. We called it the Little Cabin in the Big Woods. Since then, I, along with family members and close friends, have spent all or parts of extended summers at the cabin. Many of the special moments at the lake and the treasured memories these created, I celebrated in my 2022 book Summers at the Lake: Upper Michigan Moments and Memories. The book also included memories of the childhood summers spent decades earlier at Shawnigan Lake on Vancouver Island, Canada, as well as a few newspaper pieces my father, a columnist for The Victoria Daily Times, had written about those long-ago days.

Since Summers at the Lake was published in 2022, there have been more special moments at and around the Little Cabin in the Big Woods, and more incidents from days long-gone have surfaced from the deep well of memory. Wild Blueberry Summer: More Upper Michigan Moments and Memories includes short essays written during the summer of 2024, along with columns by my father, whose spirit, years after his death beside the Vancouver Island lake, has become my mentor and guide, helping me, by example, to find the words to express why a lifetime of summers at the lakes have become so special for me.

In the Preface to Summers at the Lake, I wrote that no two summers at the lake are the same, but that there is an underlying rhythm to all of them. Once again I have tried to evoke elements of this rhythm in individual pieces and in the order of presentation from the opening of camp as the leaves spring to life in mid-May to their beginning to turn red and gold in the waning days of summer. The moments and memories presented here are my father’s and my own. But I hope that they will evoke for readers memories of similar incidents and feelings they have experienced at other lakes and at other times.


NOTE; The word “Anishinaabe,” which occurs frequently in the following pages, is the name the Ojibwe (Chippewa) people of the Lake Superior region have long used to identify themselves. 






Introduction - Querencia


One achieves a slow, indelible intimacy with a place, learning to match its moods with one’s own. At such times it is as if a destination had awaited us with nearly human expectation and with an exquisite blend of receptivity and detachment.

Shirley Hazzard, The Ancient Shore: Dispatches from Naples



During the winter months I spend in Albuquerque, New Mexico, the “City of the Pavements Gray,” I often find myself thinking about the Little Cabin in the Big Woods and my heart fills with the wonderful sensation of querencia.

Querencia is a Spanish term I learned just over a decade ago, shortly after I had moved to New Mexico. It comes from the verb querer, to want or desire, and refers to an intellectual, emotional, and spiritual love of a place—not just the physical landscape, but its history, the people and other beings who live there, and its spiritual quality.

Querencia is not a feeling I experienced four decades ago when we first entered the cabin and then walked down to the lake. It grew gradually—subtly and gently. Each year as we made the long drive, first from Western Canada and now from Albuquerque, the experience grew stronger. “Why don’t you find somewhere closer to home?” people would ask us. We gave trite answers about the price of the place being right and about the terrain being suitable for our daughter Clare to easily move about in her wheelchair, not realizing that it was the growing power of querencia driving us.

Over the years, our feelings for our little half-acre of land fronting a small fishing lake, for the acres around it, for the nearby towns, and, indeed, for all of the Upper Peninsula grew. None of our experiences were spectacular; they just quietly became part of a growing feeling of querencia. The neighboring cabins were, like ours, simple: in the beginning some had no electricity, nor telephone, nor indoor plumbing. Their occupants were unpretentious, enjoying as we did the quiet but ever-changing scenes in the natural world that surrounded us.

We gradually discovered the myriad wonders of nature beside the lake: the flowers of the seasons from the tiny pussy-toes of spring to the purple asters of fading summer; the hummingbirds who came to our feeders; the does and their fawns who came timidly to the lake to drink by the dawn’s early light; the loon chicks who made their first appearances clinging to a parent’s back; the screeching morning calls of sandhill cranes; and the nighttime chorus of coyotes yipping from the darkened woods not far away.

We learned about the long past of Crooked Lake, where relics from early woodlands people have been discovered on the point across the water; where, in the middle of the nineteenth century, the surveyor William Burt created the first map of the area; and where weathered white pine stumps behind the cabin were reminders of the axe-wielding army of loggers that crossed the Upper Peninsula later in that century. 

We spent most of our time around the cabin and on the lake, but regularly ventured abroad, getting to know and look forward to revisiting such places as the Sand Point Marsh Trail near Munising; Lakenland, the junkyard sculpture park near Marquette; and Marquette itself, walking past its historic buildings, buying reading supplies at a local book store, and enjoying open-faced whitefish sandwiches at the Vierling , where we gazed out the window at the gigantic ore dock stretching out into the lake.

We gradually developed warm friendships with Yoopers, permanent residents of the Upper Peninsula, the people who helped us every year: Norm, who transformed our barebones two-room, bathroom-free cabin into a comfortable second home; Brenda, who made sure delivery of the Mining Journal, a necessity for this newspaper-loving family, would start on the day after our arrival; and Sharon, a writer who encouraged me to share my scribbling with others. And especially Deb, a family friend of nearly half-a-century, who could take us on a forest walk of a few hundred yards and show us wonders that we would never have discovered ourselves. Her photographs have graced Summers at the Lake and grace this book.

Each year as spring gets closer and closer, I think about all of this, and then, to quote the English poet William Wordsworth, images of many places and people “flash upon that inward eye which is the bliss of solitude.” And then my heart with querencia fills.








	1

	Winter in the City





One day in an Albuquerque parking lot, I noticed a car with a bumper sticker that read: “My heart is in the UP, but my butt is stuck here.” It reflected what I often feel during fall and winter. For the first few months after I’ve left the Little Cabin in the Big Woods, I remember the events of the summer past. But then, in the new year, as the days lengthen, I start anticipating and planning for my return. Instead of being like a kid moping through the opening weeks of the school year, I become like one counting the weeks and then the “sleeps” until the big day arrives when I’ll turn off Michigan Highway 94 and start driving down the dirt road to the place that had seemed long-ago and far away.

The Window and the Wall

The picture window above my desk in Albuquerque looks east to the Manzano Mountains. Often during the winter, I watch the changing predawn colors above the skyline and the gradual appearance of the silhouettes of the peaks. In the late afternoon, the sun shining from the west reveals foothills and valleys that had hidden themselves during most of the day. Today, the sky is gray above the Manzanos, but the hills are dusted with snow. It isn’t much, but it will bring a little moisture to our drought-stricken land.

Unfortunately, the window also looks out on Eastern Avenue, which stretches from our house through what the locals call the “War Zone.” Frequently, the predawn is illuminated by the flashing red and blue lights of police cars and other emergency vehicles. During the day, homeless people push their overburdened shopping carts along the edge of the road. It’s not unusual to see a person walking down the middle of the street, waving arms wildly and carrying on a loud conversation with an unseen listener.


When the mountains are covered with clouds or the scene on Eastern is too much, I have a simple remedy. I turn my chair around and look at the wall. I’m not throwing in the towel or becoming a Stott-family version of Melville’s catatonic character Bartleby, the Scrivener. I’m looking at three pictures Clare took of Crooked Lake. They’re a Christmas gift, twenty by thirty inch enlargements forming a triptych of the lake taken from the dock on which I have spent so many golden hours.

The first picture looks south along the shore. In the foreground, the hemlock we call the Tom Thomson tree leans out over the water, tenaciously clinging to the bank as it has for decades. It was Carol’s favorite tree. Along the south shore, the home of Joe Lakosky peeps through the willow trees. He’s a year-around resident who grew up at the north end of the lake and, when he decided it was time to leave home, jumped in his boat and headed for a spot a mile away.

Hankie, our aussi-doodle, dominates the central picture. He’s just come out of the lake, leaving pools of water on the weathered planks of the deck. He seems to be staring at something that isn’t in the picture. In the distance, you can see the “Rooster Tree,” a tall, spindly hemlock whose top looks like the silhouette of a barnyard fowl. It’s the favorite resting place of a bald eagle who regularly visits us from his home in the Seney Wildlife Refuge, twenty miles away.
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