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The Purloined Pasty

by Larry Buege
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Over the weekend, Mar quette city police received a two-eleven (robbery in progress) from an irate caller on the northwest corner of Presque Isle. Central Dispatch sent officers Koski and Beaudry to investigate. They discovered Wally Higgenbottom sitting in his deer blind near Sunset Point, his hunting rifle leaning forlornly against the wall of the deer blind. Wally’s wife arrived moments later. (She had been listening to the police scanner.)

“I think hunting season ended three weeks ago,” Officer Koski suggested. Wally shrugged his shoulders.

“I told him so,” his wife replied. “He never listens to me.”

Since Wally was not actively hunting when the officers arrived, no citation was issued. That would have generated more paperwork than Koski was willing to tolerate this close to the end of his shift.

“Central Dispatch said you were being robbed.” Officer Koski surveyed the spacious deer blind. A six-pack, bag of chips, and a dog-eared copy of an old Playboy Magazine rested on a wooden bench. “I don’t see anything missing.”

“My pasty’s missing. The swine stole my pasty. I had it lying here on my bench. I turned my head for a moment and it was gone. I saw the thief drag it out the door.”

“Can you describe the perpetrator?” Officer Koski took out his pad to take notes.

“The slimy thief was short—very short. And he had yellow skin.”

“Chinese?”

“No, his skin was canary-yellow and covered with red, heart-shaped spots. He had two knobby antennas protruding from his head.”

“He’s been drinking again,” Wally’s wife surmised.

“Anything else? Did he say anything?”

“He did blow me a kiss just before he scampered away with my pasty.”

A breathalyzer test revealed Wally was on the pleasant side of happy, but not legally drunk. Officer Koski closed his notepad; he had better things to do.

“Looky, looky,” Officer Beaudry pointed to a trail of slime leading out the door.

“That’s his trail,” Wally said. “I told you he was slimy.”

Officers Koski and Beaudry followed the trail through the door of the deer blind but quickly lost it in the underbrush.

“We need help,” Officer Koski declared. He made a call on his cell phone and twenty minutes later another officer arrived with Kasper the K-9 Kop in tow. The dog handler pushed Kasper’s nose into the slime and then turned him loose. Kasper loped off with a howl and disappeared into the woods. When the officers caught up to him, Kasper was vigilantly standing guard over a semi-circle of bakery crust—all that remained of a once-proud pasty.

“It was a decent pasty,” Wally proclaimed.

“I’m sure the end came quickly,” Officer Koski said.

“The pasty felt no pain,” Officer Beaudry suggested.

While the officers were consoling Wally, Kasper ate the remaining evidence.

“You do know Wally’s been drinking again,” his wife said.

“You’ll have to come back to the station and fill out a report,” Officer Beaudry said, ignoring the wife’s comment.

At the station, a police sketch artist drew a picture of the perpetrator from Wally’s description. The sketch was compared with a list of known Marquette County felons, but none had canary-yellow skin, with red heart-shaped spots and knobby antennas on his head. Working on a hunch, Officer Koski e-mailed the sketch to Professor Toivo Rantamaki. Rantamaki is the former chair of Paranormal Gastropod Psychology at Finlandia University, and is currently in the depths of the Amazon jungle researching his hypothesis that Amorous Spotted Slugs migrated from the Amazon jungle to the U.P. on a coconut during the Biblical Flood. Professor Rantamaki sent a timely reply confirming that the perpetrator was, indeed, an Amorous Spotted Slug!

“Amorous Spotted Slugs have a weakness for pasties and Mackinac Island fudge,” Rantamaki added. “Four husky Amorous Spotted Slugs can easily carry off a pasty.” Reaction to the Professor’s revelation was immediate and profound. Authorities not only had a description of the thief, they now had a motive.

“We will apprehend this ruthless thief and bring him to justice,” proclaimed the police chief. “Larceny of this magnitude will not be tolerated in Marquette. Not on my shift.”

“Wally’s been drinking again,” Wally’s wife suggested.

“We cannot judge all Amorous Spotted Slugs by the delinquent behavior of one miscreant A.S.S.,” said a spokesperson for Travel Mar quette. “We are hoping to make Marquette County the Amorous Spotted Slug capital of the U.P. It’ll generate millions of tourist dollars.”

Slug Lovers In Michigan Empowered released the following statement:

“Those of us at S.L.I.M.E. Headquarters extend our heart-filled sympathy for Mr. Higgenbottom’s tragic and senseless loss. Although Amorous Spotted Slugs will occasionally borrow a pasty or perhaps some Mackinac fudge, they are lovable and harmless creatures and represent the preeminent virtues of the U.P., which is why we hope to make the Amorous Spotted Slug the official State Slug. The Lower Peninsula has the official State Stone (Petoskey Stone) and the official State Soil (Kalkaska Sand). It is only fitting that the U.P. have the official State Slug. To further our cause, we are asking U.P. residents to report all A.S.S. sightings to our website (www.AmorousSpottedSlug.com).”

The Marquette Mining Journal tried to contact Wally Higgenbottom for comment, but he was busy—he was at an AA meeting.
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The Amorous Spotted Slug (A Yooper Legend)

by Larry Buege
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Oral history, conveyed through innumerable generations, suggests Amorous Spotted Slugs migrated to Michigan’s Upper Peninsula from the depths of the Amazon jungle. According to the local folklore, a primitive tribe of Amorous Spotted Slugs discovered a flyer nailed to the trunk of a jungle palm tree. “Free Ocean Cruise,” the flyer boasted. “Animals of All Kinds Welcome.” The ship would sail (rain or shine) in thirty days. A gentleman by the name of Noah was organizing the excursion.

By nature, Amorous Spotted Slugs are party animals. So the entire tribe signed up for the cruise and set off on the long trek to the port of departure. After a thirty-day forced march, they had traveled forty-two inches. Then the heavens unleashed a great downpour, and water inundated the low lands and began to cover the earth.

“Help, what shall we do?” one of the slugs cried out.

“We are doomed,” replied a unicorn splashing through a nearby puddle, “but you can save yourselves.” The unicorn pushed a floating coconut toward the slugs with his horn, and the Amorous Spotted Slugs quickly scampered aboard.

It rained forty days and forty nights, and water covered the land. The Amorous Spotted Slugs crafted a sail from a lily pad, but there was nowhere for the Coconut Clipper, as they now called their vessel, to sail. During a particularly violent storm, lightning struck the Coconut Clipper, knocking its crew on their posteriors. Fortunately, that segment of the average Amorous Spotted Slug’s anatomy is built low to the ground. When they regained consciousness, they began experiencing visions of the future. The electrical charge had altered their brain chemistry, making them clairvoyant.

One such vision suggested the water would part once the days began to wane and the nights became longer. The Coconut Clipper would then come to rest in a paradise exceeding their wildest desires. Finally, the days did begin to wane and the nights did become longer, but none of the voyagers was awake to greet the summer solstice. The Coconut Clipper jolted to a rest on Presque Isle, (now part of modern-day Marquette, Michigan). The sudden stop awoke one of the Amorous Spotted Slugs. He looked out at the virgin timber and lush green underbrush—this had to be the paradise of their vision.

“Yoo-pee! Yoo-pee!” he yelled to awaken the others. The remaining Amorous Spotted Slugs awoke and looked at the awaiting paradise.

“Yoo-pee! Yoo-pee!” they echoed. The name of the new land stuck and the Amorous Spotted Slugs became the first Yoo-pers.

To commemorate their long voyage, Amorous Spotted Slugs now celebrate the summer solstice (or “Yoo-pee, Yoo-pee” day as they refer to it) with a Thanksgiving Feast of pasties and Mackinac Island fudge. For dessert they serve coconut cream pie in tribute to the Great Coconut that carried them to the Promised Land.
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Larry Buege’s short stories have received regional and international (English speaking) awards. He has also authored nine novels including the ever-popular Chogan Native American series. More information about his novels can be found at www.Gastropodpublishing.com or by contacting the author directly at LSBuege@aol.com. For a tongue in cheek look at the campaign to make the Amorous Spotted Slug our state slug, please visit www.AmorousSpottedSlug.com/
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Arch Rock on Mackinac Island (1900)







Grand Island for a Grand Time

by Mikel B. Classen
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Trout Bay – west side



Munising Bay is a beautiful and popular destination for travelers who want to see the finest that the Lake Superior basin can provide. Home of Pictured Rocks National Lakeshore, an unusual amount of waterfalls, the United States’ only underwater preserve, and the majestic Grand Island, the bay is a rare place indeed. In May of 1990, Grand Island was acquired by the U.S. Forest Service and designated by congress as a National Recreation Area. Now much of the island is in public hands, and between its history and natural beauty, it is worth the small effort it takes to spend some time there.

Grand Island is most times seen from an overlook in Munising, yet a side trip to the island can be a special experience. Williams’ Landing on Grand Island is one of the oldest place names on Lake Superior, and Abraham Williams and his wife were one of the first settlers to brave life on the Lake Superior frontier. The history here shaped life all along the Superior shoreline.

The 13,000 acre Grand Island, just offshore Munising in the bay, complements Pictured Rocks, though it is not a part of the national park. It is a separate entity that is under the control of the U.S. Forest Service and not the National Park Service. Not nearly as famous, it is less known as a destination. This affords a much quieter and personal experience for an individual or a family.

Currently, a visit to the island is very private, and can be an exceptionally rewarding experience. There are established primitive campsites on the south end of the island at Murray and Trout Bays. They are within two miles of where the ferry puts in at Williams’ Landing. There are tent sites all around the island, but in the summer months reservations are required. There are a couple of cabins that can be rented. These are reasonably new and are very nice to stay in.

Grand Island is a paradise for silent sports. Hiking, biking, and paddling are all encouraged. Trails crisscross the island, making most places of note accessible. For paddlers, in Murray Bay are two shipwrecks that are in shallow water, visible from the surface. Buoys mark their locations. Grand Island is designated as part of the Lake Superior Water Trail.

One of the trails is a history loop. It meanders through the settlement of Williams’ Landing. Many of the original old homes and homesteads still stand. Several are still lived in as private residences, and are not a part of the recreation area. Their privacy should be respected.

Grand Island and Williams’ Landing was one of the earliest settlements on Lake Superior. When Lewis Cass led his expedition in 1832, Abraham Williams was already here. The only older inhabited places on Lake Superior are Sault Ste. Marie, and Grand Portage. There once was a small Native American community that lived alongside of them.

Over time, the island evolved into a resort destination. The distinctive barn-shaped Williams Hotel, which is recognizable on the shore, was a destination for the rich and elite. It now is in private hands and can only be viewed from the water.

Because of the island’s popularity, a tycoon by the name of Mather decided he would build the ultimate hunting lodge. He purchased a large tract of land on the northwest side of the island and built a magnificent lodge on the shoreline. He then stocked his new hunting lodge with exotic game animals. He had them imported from around the world. Unfortunately many of them couldn’t take the severe Lake Superior climate and died. The lodge was a failure. It still stands on the west side of Grand Island, looking out over its own quiet bay.

During prohibition, the north side of the island was used as a dropping place for illegal booze. Caves are carved into the rocks and the bootleggers would leave casks of liquor there. Later, someone from the mainland would come by and pick it up when the coast was clear.


[image: Image]

Stone Quarry Cabin
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Cemetery



For many years, the island was owned by Cleveland Cliffs Iron (CCI) and then the U.S. Forest Service took it over. Their mandate was to turn it into an interpretive recreation area. They have done just that. Highlighting the natural and the historic, Grand Island is a treat for the senses as well as the imagination. Signs placed throughout the island help interpret and visualize the whole that is Grand Island and its past.

A ferry service runs from the mainland to the island from May to the beginning of October. There is all-day ferry service for both passengers and gear, including bikes and kayaks. You can even rent some from them right there at the ferry. The only vehicles allowed on the island belong to the residents and the U.S. Forest Service. Snowmobiles are allowed in the winter, and ATVs only after October.

The two established campgrounds at Murray and Trout Bays have camping sites, but camping is allowed throughout Grand Island where there are established tent sites. The U.S. Forest Service has made some incredible choices for site locations. Nowhere in the park are you far from a designated campsite. Water sources and pit toilets are also scattered about the island along the trails.

In the winter, Grand Island has become the place of choice for snowmobilers and cross-country skiers. Past winters have seen estimated visitors numbering over 3,000 visiting the unique winter wonderland that the island has to offer. From January through March, the bay is frozen solid and access to the island is safe and simple. Powell Point Landing, which is one mile west of Munising, is the closest access from the mainland, and it is only a half-mile jaunt across to Williams’ Landing on Grand Island. From there you are free to travel the seemingly endless miles of trails and roads that provide some of the finest winter fun the U.P. can offer.
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