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The Bigg Man

 


It was good to be on dry land. The voyage
north had been ugly. He stepped off the ship onto the dock,
grateful that the trip was over. Other passengers moved past, all
seeming to want to hurry away from the schooner that had taken such
a battering. He looked around taking in the new surroundings.

Dock workers were moving to begin unloading
the cargo from the schooner and he walked towards what was the
young remote town. The town had been a spot on the map for many
years but only recently had it begun to grow quickly. Sault Sainte
Marie was the gateway to Lake Superior. Minerals had been found
along Superior and the only way to get them out was through Sault
Sainte Marie. Literally. The river which connected Lake Huron and
Lake Superior had a large rapids and falls so that no ships could
pass without either being completely taken out of the water or its
cargo transported from one ship on Superior and then to another
below the falls southbound to Lake Huron. Nothing passed by here
without going through the town itself.

He thought about all of this as he headed for
town. There certainly would be opportunities here. He smiled to
himself. McKnight’s docks. He would have to remember that, after he
rested up.

Ahead of him he could see the fort, Fort
Brady. The town was centered on the other side. He never did like
the military. Better to depend on yourself.

He followed the dirt road around the fort and
he could see the plank buildings lining the road that made up the
main part of town. A saloon was what he needed. He walked past the
fur company warehouse and he heard the familiar noise on his
left.

The sign said “Small’s Saloon.” It would do.
He took a last look down the street at the people moving about
doing those things that they thought were important at the moment.
He was pleased that it wasn’t him. He went through the double glass
doors and walked straight to the bar. The man behind the bar walked
right up. “Hello, I haven’t seen you here before.”

“Nope, you haven’t.”

“My name’s Jake, Jake Smalls. What’s
yours?”

He ignored the question “I’ve had a long trip
and I just want some whiskey and a few peaceful moments where the
floor isn’t constantly shifting. Give me a bottle.”

“We don’t have bottles. It’s all in casks.
It’s easier to ship that way.”

“I don’t think I can drink quite that
much.”

“Glass or a mug?”

“Mug.”

Jake went over to one of the three casks he
had mounted on the bar and poured out a mug. He handed it to the
stranger who took it and went to a corner table and sat where he
could look out the window.

First impression was that it was a quiet
place, though he had heard that it could be dangerous too. He’d
done his research before he came. Sault Sainte Marie was a small
town in a strategic location on the verge of a boom. There were
rumors of gold, silver and copper to the west and all of it would
have to come through here. If trouble wasn’t here already it soon
would be. It hadn’t officially become a town yet so there were no
rules. The only legal control was from the soldiers at the fort, so
it was wide open country with little chance of repercussion. A man
could accomplish much here, legal or illegal. The Canadian border
ran right down the middle of that river out there, this could be a
smuggler’s paradise.

His thoughts were broken by some loud
shouting and the entrance of three soldiers from the fort, this
obviously not being their first saloon stop. “Smalls! Whiskey!
Now!” one of the soldiers shouted at Jake. The stripes on his
uniform pegged him as a Corporal. He noticed that Jake was a little
on edge with this bunch. One of the soldiers seemed to notice him
and nudged the Corporal.

“What do we have here? A newcomer. I think we
should get acquainted, let’s go over and have our drinks and
introduce ourselves to the stranger here.”

The stranger just looked at him and then
quietly said, “I prefer to drink alone.”

“You don’t want to have a drink with us? Here
we are trying to welcome you and you won’t have a drink with us?”
The corporal and his two friends moved over to his table and stood
over him.

The room had gotten very quiet. The card game
that had been going on in the corner had stopped. This wasn’t how
he had pictured his day going.

The Corporal spoke again. “My name is
Corporal Ferguson. This here is McCann and James. Now you want to
be our friend, because if you’re not our friend, things can be
difficult around here. Now what’s your name?”

“That’s none of your concern.”

The corporal leaned over the table, close
enough that his breath was polluting the immediate air. “You don’t
get it. We’re the law around here. We can lock you away and throw
away the key and nobody is going to ask any questions. Hell, we can
dump your body in that river out there and nobody’s going to ask us
about it.” The two companions were smiling and laughing. This
wasn’t the first time they’d put someone through this

The stranger leaned back slightly and said
quietly “Really?”

“Really.” The Corporal sneered and looked
hard at the stranger. That was when the stranger’s hand went out
and the Corporal’s head impacted with the table top. He bounced up
and flew backwards sitting on the floor. There was blood where his
nose was, now flattened out and more was running out his mouth.

The two companions began to move forward
toward the stranger but he jumped up and said, “Please do. Now that
your Corporal has got me started it would be a shame to have to
stop at just one.”

The two looked at each other weighing their
chances while the Corporal was spitting out blood and trying to
catch his breath with a smashed nose.

“Come on if you’re gonna. You already
interrupted my drinking. If you do it again I might get angry and
I’d hate to inconvenience the fort doctor like that.”

The two men, still standing, backed up
looking at the Corporal. They were obviously not used to thinking
for themselves and were looking to him for some direction. “Get me
up,” he finally managed to blurt out. The two companions picked him
up and steadied him between them. ‘You haven’t seen the last of
me,” he hissed. The blow to the head had caused some balance
problems.

The stranger said, “I suggest you get him
back to the fort while you still can.” Someone had given them a
direction. Now they knew what to do. They ushered the wobbling
Corporal Ferguson out of the saloon and up the street.

The stranger finished the whiskey in his mug
and brought it up to an amazed Jake Smalls. “I’ve never seen the
Corporal handled like that. He’s not going to let that go, you
know.”

The stranger smiled at Jake. “I’m counting on
it. By the way, know of any good boarding houses. I need a good
nights sleep.”

“Sure. The Hopkins House. You can get coffee
and breakfast there in the morning, too.”

“Great.” He said as he headed towards the
back door.

Suddenly, Jake spoke up. “Don’t go out that
way.” The stranger turned, slight puzzlement on his face. “I have a
pet out back. He helps keep the customers honest. No sneaking out
the back way without paying.” He leaned over the bar and whispered
to the man.

The stranger smiled, then he hesitated,
thought for a moment and decided he might as well get it over with.
Everyone was going to find out sooner or later anyway. “By the way,
the name’s Biggs, Gabriel Biggs.” He didn’t wait for the reaction
and headed out the front door and onto the street.

He went to the boarding house Jake had
suggested. He had been right, clean, nice and inexpensive. His room
had a view of the river, he could see the water rushing mad, crazy
over the rapids. He could hear the noise of it coming through the
walls. It would be good to sleep in a real bed again. He’d had
enough of accommodations aboard ship on the journey.

Gabriel sat on the bed and pulled off his
boots. He’d been wearing them so long it was like they’d become a
part of his feet. Finally they came off. He laid back on the bed.
Memories of his past came to him briefly and especially those of
his old friend Andy Jackson.

 


He woke up with a start. There were six men
in his room. There were six rifles pointed at him. His eyes
adjusted seeing the uniforms and a soldier spoke, “Sir, you are
under arrest. You are to come with us to the stockade.”

Gabriel sat up slowly and said, “I’d prefer
to be taken to your Captain.”

The soldier shook his head and replied, “Our
orders are to take you to the stockade, sir.”

Very slowly Gabriel reached over to the
nightstand and picked up a piece of paper, “Soldier, please read
this,” and handed it to the Private. The Private read for a moment
and then looked up. “Yes, sir, I’ll take you to the Captain.”

Biggs pulled on his boots and then commented,
“I suppose no one brought coffee.”

“No, sir,” the Private answered.

“Damned uncivilized waking a man without
coffee,” he muttered.

 


Corporal Ferguson came out of the fort’s
doctor’s office. The doctor had given him something called
laudanum. He said he’d feel better in no time. Both of his eyes had
taken on a purple - black hue and his face was swollen in response
to his smashed nose. He felt with his tongue, two of his front
teeth were loose also. He cursed under his breath. He’d get even
with that son of a...

His thought was interrupted by a soldier
running towards him.

The soldier stopped, saluted and then said,
“Corporal Ferguson, the Captain wants to see you in his office.” If
it wouldn’t have hurt so much, the Corporal would have smiled. 'Now
we’d see.' Ferguson was certain the Captain wanted to know what
kind of charges to press.

He walked across the compound directly to
Captain Tremain’s office. Knocked, heard “Enter,” opened the door
and came into the office. He stood at attention and saluted.

That was when he noticed the man sitting in a
corner sipping fresh hot coffee. His feet were propped up and
appeared quite relaxed.

“Corporal, you don’t look so good,” Tremain
commented on Ferguson’s face.

“Captain, I ordered this man arrested and I
want to press charges for assault.”

“So I’ve been told,” replied the Captain.
“I’ve also been told that you provoked the assault and that you’re
lucky the damage wasn’t worse.”

Biggs spoke up, “Excellent coffee,
Captain.”

“Thank you. Feel free to get some more if
you’d like.

Biggs stood up and walked over to the pot
that was sitting on the wood stove and poured out a little more
while the Captain continued with Ferguson.

“Mr. Biggs here has decided not to press
charges and bears no grudge.” Ferguson stood looking straight
forward. This was not how he’d expected his morning would turn out.
“If I hear of you ever bothering Mr. Biggs again, it’ll be you in
the stockade waiting for a court martial, am I clear?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Also, if you ever order a civilian’s arrest
behind my back again, I’ll have you shot. Now get out of here
before I change my mind.”

Ferguson turned and went out the door. He was
seething with anger. 'Biggs, Biggs, where had he heard that name?'
No matter, he’d get even. He had his ways. He’d get even with the
Captain too, but he already knew how he was going to do that. He’d
had a plan for a while and it wouldn’t be long now, the Captain
would be powerless and he, Ferguson, would be in charge, rank or no
rank.

Biggs left Captain Tremain’s office
satisfied. The Captain had done everything Biggs had asked. But
then why wouldn’t he, it was all to the Captain’s advantage. Biggs
could do things that Tremain couldn’t. Biggs wasn’t hindered by
nasty little things like “chain of command” and “orders.” He needed
a drink and some information. He went back to Jake Small’s
Saloon.

Jake smiled as Gabriel came through the door.
“I heard you were arrested.”

“It was a misunderstanding. It’s been cleared
up.

“Yea, I thought maybe it might be. Mug?”



“Yeah. I need to know something. Where would
you hire someone of exceptionally questionable character?”

“You mean murderers, thieves, cutthroats and
that sort?”

“That’s the idea.”

“For being here so short of a time, what
makes you think we have those types.”

“The short time I spent in here.” He grinned
at Jake.

“Point taken,” replied Jake. “There’s a
place. It’s a saloon on the other side of the fort, past McKnight’s
docks up in the woods. It’s a nasty place. A man gets killed in
there and they just dump him in the river, no questions asked. It
gets washed downstream and they never find a body. It’s like they
left town. Listen, Biggs, take my advice, you go in there, being a
stranger, in five minutes you’ll be carried out feet first and
tossed in the drink.”

“I’ve been in some pretty tight spots in my
day, but thanks for the advice. I’ll be careful.”

“Gabriel, they don’t call it the Blood and
Guts for nothing.”

Biggs finished his mug and went back to his
room at the boarding house. He opened his luggage trunk and took
out a wooden case. It was rectangular and about six inches thick.
On the top was a brass plate that had an inscription etched into
it: TO THE MEANEST MAN I EVER KNEW, ANDREW JACKSON. Gabriel smiled
to himself as he read it.

 


It had happened more than ten years ago. A
group of men had been walking with the President, Andrew Jackson.
Biggs was one of them. Though the street was lit, there was a deep
darkness that hung in the shadows. Out of one of the shadows and
behind the men came a man. Even in the dim light the steel from the
gun muzzles flashed, leaving no doubt to their presence. Two men
looked back at the President and saw the man approaching behind
him. Biggs and the other man, Senator Crockett from Tennessee,
grabbed the President’s shoulders and pitched him behind them while
the man pulled the triggers. Nothing happened! The guns had
misfired! Both men broke for the assailant, Biggs reaching him with
a right cross a hair’s breadth ahead of Crockett. Biggs pummeled
the man senseless and bloody, but he made sure the man was alive
enough to stand trial. From that moment on, he had been by “Old
Hickory’s” side as unofficial bodyguard.

 


Almost reverently he opened the case. Inside,
laid in blue velvet, were what looked like two pistols. But, they
were very different. There was no flint, no rod attached to the
barrel. Instead there was a round cylinder that revolved behind the
barrel and the hammer of the pistol struck what was in the
cylinder. It was a new kind of gun. One invented by Samuel Colt. It
was called a “revolver” and it fired six shots without reloading.
Jackson had seen this new marvel and had commissioned Colt to make
200 of them for Jackson’s friends and military comrades. The shot
and powder was held in a brass casing called a cap so the powder
never got wet and reloading was as simple as sliding another load
into the cylinder slot. The gun was pure genius and very rare. And
Biggs had two. An ample reward for having saved his friend and
President’s life.

But that had been a long time ago and he had
been young then. Now he was older, wiser and meaner. He reached
back into the trunk and pulled out a dark brown coat. It was heavy
and leather. He put it on and picked up the colts. There were
special pockets on the inside that the guns fit into. Biggs
shrugged his shoulder so that the coat laid on his shoulders
comfortably. It hung to the back of his knees.

The last thing he pulled from the trunk was a
large knife. The sheath buckled onto the outside of his coat where
it was easy to snatch. He knew what he was about to do was
dangerous but it wasn’t the first time and it certainly wouldn’t be
the last. He was prepared. It was why he had been sent here.

He left the boarding house quietly through a
side door, went to a line of trees and disappeared into the woods.
Darkness was falling and he would be able to move unseen, unheard.
Like a phantom he moved past the fort and skirted the Blood and
Guts Saloon. The boisterous noise drifting through the trees made
it hard to miss. Biggs approached it from behind and then circled
around the side, always careful to stay concealed within the trees
and underbrush. Gabriel had no desire to end up trout food in the
river.

It wasn’t long and he sighted Corporal
Ferguson along with his two companions McCann and James. They had
two others with them that Biggs hadn’t seen before, he guessed they
were regulars at the saloon. Ferguson was talking to them, the
alcohol making them loud enough that Biggs had no trouble hearing
them.

“There will be five of us,” Ferguson was
saying. “What I want you two to do is act like you’re robbing us.
We then shoot the other two soldiers and you take the payroll. We
meet up later and we split it.”

“What makes you think that we wouldn’t just
keep it all?” One of the men asked.

“Then there wouldn’t be any more jobs and the
three of us would sudden get very good at describing the thieves.
If we pull this off, there will be other payrolls we can snatch as
well.”

The two men nodded and grinned in the dim
light. “We’ll do it.”

Ferguson continued, “We have another job for
you too. There is a new man in town. He seems to spend time at
Small’s place. His name is Biggs. He’s the only one that can get
between us and that payroll when it comes tomorrow. The three of us
can’t touch him but you two can use him for whitefish bait. We need
him gone, I don’t care how you do it.”

One looked at the other. “Wanna go
fishin’?”

“Let’s go get some bait.” They turned and
quickly strode down the path into town.

Ferguson spoke to his comrades. “With the
payroll gone those men that were going to reenlist, won’t. The
payroll theft will cause a scandal and Captain Tremaine will be
gone. This town will be ours. By the time they send another
commander, it will be too late. A second payroll theft and most of
the men will desert. Of course we’ll stay. Hell, it might even get
us a promotion and maybe even a medal or two.” He laughed at the
thought of it. The laudanum he was taking for his battered face
made him more conversational than usual.

A noise behind Biggs made him turn, a hand on
the hilt of his knife. A very large man stood there. “Who’re you
and what you doin’ here, hidin’?”

Biggs could hear Ferguson telling his men to
be quiet, having heard the giant. The giant didn’t wait for an
answer and lunged at Biggs. Years of instinct, developed by moments
like these, took over. He shifted left and the blade of his knife
flashed in the saloon light. The giant missed and never got up. He
only laid there making gurgling sounds. Gabriel Biggs disappeared
into the woods.

Ferguson found the expiring body of the
giant. He thought of Biggs. Then he smiled. Biggs wouldn’t live out
the night. Those two knew how to kill. It’s what they did best.
They’d bleed him for awhile, taking their time. Prolonging it. Then
they’d start taking pieces. It would be a fitting end for the one
that had embarrassed him so. Biggs would not be a problem.

Gabriel made his way back to Small’s Saloon.
Biggs entered and Jake handed him his usual mug. Biggs took a long
pull and set the whiskey down. He seemed about to say something
when two men came in.

They were the ones Ferguson had hired. Biggs
let out a long sigh and thought, 'Well, this is convenient.' As he
turned from the bar he felt two muzzles protruding into his side
and back.

Jake caught a glimpse of what was going on
but made no comment.

“Out back,” one of them mumbled. Biggs
turned, Jake said nothing.

Biggs felt himself prodded through the door
and stepped out behind the building. The three moved to a cleared
area, the ground was worn and little vegetation grew. The two men
circled Biggs, getting ready to shoot him. One of them gloated, “He
ain’t such big stuff. This was easy.”

Biggs saw the shadow moving behind them and
heard the low growl. The two men turned, taking their eyes off
Biggs for a moment. The Black Bear stood on its back legs. It was
all he needed as Biggs pulled both his guns. They fired as one. The
two men dropped instantly, their heads leaking blood. Biggs looked
up and saw Jake standing in the door. He’d witnessed everything.
Biggs came up and spoke to him quietly.

Jake turned and went inside. The other
patrons looked at him quizzically having heard the shot. He turned
to one of the younger men and said with urgency. “Run to the Fort
and get Captain Tremaine. Biggs has been shot! I think he’s
dead.”

Jake kept everyone away from the back door
until a few minutes later when Tremaine arrived, followed by a
couple of soldiers. One of them was McCann.

“Where is he?” Tremaine spit out
breathlessly.

“Out back,” replied Smalls.

“Keep everyone in here.” Tremaine snapped.
“McCann, Johnson, guard this door. No one comes out here.”

Tremaine went out and inspected the body.
Jake held his customers inside, but a couple could see the body on
the ground past Smalls. The guards had an excellent view. Tremaine
bent down to listen for a heartbeat. Then he looked up. “He’s
dead,” he announced. “I don’t want anyone out here. Lock that door
Smalls. I need to be able to figure out who did this.”

McCann smiled to himself.

 


The next day Tremaine paced in his office,
then there was a knock. “Enter,” he shouted and Ferguson came in.
“I want you to put together a detail. The payroll comes in tonight
on the schooner Invincible. I want you and four other men to
escort it back to the fort from the dock.”

“Yes, sir,” replied Ferguson, “I’ll take
McCann, James, Johnson and LaLonde.”

“Fine,” said Tremaine. “You’re
dismissed.”

Ferguson saluted, turned and left Tremaine’s
office. “I really dislike that man,” Tremaine muttered under his
breath after the door had slammed. After the payroll detail left
the fort, so did Tremaine.

 


It was evening before the Invincible
tied up at the dock. It had a particularly hard time against the
Saint Mary’s River’s current. Ferguson and his detail of men had
waited at the dock for two hours. They were getting restless when
the ship was sighted on the river. The soldiers stood up and
watched the schooner tie up. The Captain stood on the side of the
ship watching everything from the rail. The sailors threw out a
gangplank to the dock. He then ordered a chest brought up from the
hold.

Ferguson smiled at the sight of it. His plan
was working perfectly. Now that Biggs was out of the way, he had
nothing to worry about. Ferguson looked at the sky. It was getting
dark and it would be a dark walk back. He wondered where their new
partners would actually stage the holdup.

The Captain had two of his men carry down the
small chest between them. They set it down in front of
Ferguson.

“Thanks, Captain, and the men at the fort
thank you.” Ferguson saluted the schooner captain.

“My pleasure,” replied the Captain. “I like
to do what I can to keep you boys in business.”

Ferguson smiled and ordered his detail to
head back to the fort.

They proceeded from the dock, uphill back
towards the fort. LaLonde and Johnson were watching intently for
trouble. Ferguson, McCann and James were waiting for their
confederates to put in an appearance. As they approached a cluster
of pines, two men stepped out. It was dark and their faces couldn’t
be made out, but there was no mistaking the gun barrels.

Ferguson said, a little indignantly, “It’s
about time you two got here.”

He then turned to LaLonde and Johnson. “Kill
these two here and then make it look like we put up a struggle.”
The look on Johnson and LaLonde’s faces went from surprise to
bewilderment. It took a few moments for it all to sink in.

Ferguson looked at the two and commanded.
“Kill them. They can’t be found with military shot in them.”
Johnson and LaLonde looked at each other hoping the other would
have an idea on how to get out of this. Both realized the other was
at a loss.

“Damn it. Hurry up,” yelled Ferguson, anger
now starting to well up. The two hirelings stepped closer and into
the light.

It was Gabriel Biggs and Captain Tremaine.
Their eyes were hard when they looked at the traitors, thieves of
the lowest kind. Biggs held his two colts and Captain Tremaine had
another Colt revolver in his hand.

“Where’s, where’s...” Ferguson stammered.

“I suppose the word bear-bait doesn’t really
answer your question does it?” Biggs said with a smile.

Ferguson looked at McCann and James. “If we
rush them, they only have three shots and they might get one of us,
but not all.”

“Actually,” Biggs commented, quite at ease,
“I believe we have 18 shots. Isn’t that correct, Captain?”

“Yes, I do believe that is the number,” he
replied back. McCann and James looked at each other and then
Ferguson.

LaLonde and Johnson were waiting for an
opening. They were heartened to see their captain.

The three thieves moved together with their
guns raised. The three died in that moment together. LaLonde and
Johnson never had time to move. It was over in a second.

Gabriel looked at Tremaine, “No Court
Martial?”

“Found guilty,” Tremaine grunted. He bent
down and confirmed they were dead. He looked back up. “Besides,
they weren’t going to let us take them in. They knew there could be
only one outcome, hanging or a firing squad.”

Tremaine motioned to LaLonde and Johnson.
“Let’s finish delivering this pay.” The men nodded and Biggs went
with them. Tremaine would send back a detail to pick up the bodies.
The payroll had priority.

After they arrived at the fort the Captain
thanked Biggs. “I appreciate all your help clearing this up.”

Biggs smiled “Anything for an old friend.
When you wrote me and said you needed some help, this country isn’t
big enough to keep me away. Besides, I was tired of the quiet life.
I needed something to get the old blood moving again.”

“I have to admit,” said the Captain, “I had
quite a start when I saw you lying there supposedly dead. When you
whispered ‘pronounce me dead’ while I listened for your heart, I
knew you had a plan.”

With the pay safely locked in the Captain’s
safe, Biggs decided to head back to Jake’s saloon. The Captain
waited for the bodies to be brought in. He smiled and remembered
the days Biggs and he were working for Jackson.

He was broken from his reverie by a knock. In
came the soldier in charge of the body detail. “We brought in
McCann and James, Sir.”

He saluted. “What about Ferguson? There were
three bodies.”

“No, sir,” answered the soldier. “Just
two.”

Tremaine was startled. 'Where had the body
gone?' he thought. They’d checked. All three were dead. Maybe some
animal like a bear or a wolf had come in and dragged it off. He
turned to the soldier. “Bury the two and go back and double check
for Ferguson’s body. Do not bury these men with the other
soldiers,” he ordered. “They were traitors and don’t deserve to lie
next to real soldiers. Take them into the woods somewhere. Leave
the graves unmarked.”

Biggs got his usual mug of whiskey from Jake.
It was all over. The job was done. He went over to his table and
relaxed. He put his feet up on an adjacent chair. “Finally I can
have a drink in peace.” He let out a long sigh and settled
back.

The doors to the saloon burst open and a
haggard and worse for wear man stumbled in. He looked furtively
around the saloon until his eyes fell on Biggs. “Damn,” Biggs
muttered.

The man came over. “Are you Gabriel Biggs?”
he asked. Biggs just looked at the man. “I need your help.”

 


 


 



Moby Pike

 


Call me Ishlamaki. I hired on to crew the big
fishing trip. We all knew that it could be dangerous, but it was in
our blood, we were fishermen. Our captain, Captain Aho was a
brooding one-armed man. He never smiled and when he spoke, it was
with snap and authority.

The name of the ship was the Peepott and she
sailed out of Marquette onto the big lake, Superior. Where we were
bound, I was unsure. All I knew was that we were looking for a big
catch, one that those who had crewed with Aho before only whispered
about. It was rumored that we searched for one particular fish.
Beyond that, I knew not.

The big fishing cruiser rolled gently with
the waves, but on the horizon I could see dark clouds, I hoped they
weren't a foreshadowing of things to come.

A Native American named Wequik was sitting on
a large Coleman Cooler whittling on a stick. He looked up at me and
shook his head. He could tell that this was my first time out. His
hard eyes softened slightly as he spoke to me. "You picked a bad
voyage to be starting out on."

"I've never had a chance to go out on the big
lake fishing and I didn't want to turn an opportunity down." I
said. I was anxious. This was my chance and I wanted to catch fish.
I've gotten some big ones inland and have even had the occasional
Negaunee Sleighride. That's where you get a fish so big that
instead of reeling it in, you let it pull the boat around the lake
until it tires enough to be brought in.

"Well, maybe this is one you should've turned
down. You see, we're on an unusual trip. We're looking for one
single fish. It's a monster. It has torn downriggers from their
moorings and sunk bassboats that have had the misfortune to stray
into his path." Wequik's deeply lined face etched a seriousness
that gave me a chill. I knew that he wanted me to believe his every
word.

"Captain Aho" he continued, "is the only man
to have seen this fish close up and lived to tell about it. Now he
sails only to catch the great white fish he calls 'Moby Pike.'
Legend has it, at least it's what the DNR says anyway, that this
pike has been around for a long time. It was a native fish that
lived under the ore dock by the hot ponds. As years went by and it
fed off the plentiful minnow supply, it grew to huge proportions.
Eventually it migrated out into Superior and it has lain off
Stannard rock in an underwater cavern 350 feet down. So deep that
light hasn't been able to reach it and it has grown white.

"That's what happened to his arm. He was
rinsing out a beer can over the side of the boat when the great
white pike came out of the water and took off the captain's arm,
pulling him into the churning lake. Until the arm was severed, he
was pulled deeper and deeper. He swam to the surface frantically,
one arm and a stump. Aho broke the surface gagging and choking. His
boat was still floating nearby. He barely was able to pull himself
back on board. From that day on he has sworn his vengeance on Moby
Pike."

I was amazed and stunned at the story. I
looked over at Aho and saw the prosthetic hand which could no
longer reel in a line or ever again clutch a beer. A small piece of
understanding came to me.

I decided I would stick it out and sat next
to Wequik as we left the harbor. We rounded the breakwall and
headed out into the open lake. Aho's eyes never left the fish
finder's screen. His one arm instinctively steered the cruiser
towards the Stannard Rock area. The Captain stood stock still,
hardly breathing, never speaking. His obsession taking over.

It wasn't long and we could see the light
tower on Stannard Rock. Aho spoke finally and it was a tone that
made us jump. "Set the Downriggers."

We all got to work, lowering the steel lines
to 300 feet. "We're at 300 hundred feet, Captain," the mate
shouted. The captain nodded and continued to study the fish
finder.

After several passes something hit. The
downriggers released and the reel began to sing. Aho's expression
never changed. He knew it was a Lake Trout, a big one, but not the
great white pike.

The 35 pound fish was reeled in and released.
Nothing made of the three hour fight it took to get it. Personally,
I was thrilled, but the experience had to be done as quickly as
possible because the captain wanted to be on his way. Everything
but the great white pike was a waste of time to him. The line was
reset and we were again on our way.

The giant rock of Stannard was our companion
as we circled and circled waiting for the massive shape to move
from the bottom. The day wore on with us throwing back trout after
trout. There were even a couple of Coho's in there, as well. Again,
nothing but the pike would do for Aho.

Suddenly the boat tilted. Aho jumped from
behind the wheel. The fish finder alarm went off and a huge shape
could be seen rising from the bottom on the viewscreen. Moby Pike
had taken the bait!

Fear came over me before I knew it. It was
obvious we'd hooked something big. Very big! The downriggers bent
and the back of the boat threatened to dip below the surface. The
motor let out a squeal as it was pulled in against the direction it
was running. "Sum Bitch," yelled Aho. "We've hooked him and this
time we're gonna get 'im."

I could see the life spring into Aho. My
native friend looked at me and shook his head. "This is gonna be
the end of us. He'll shipwreck us to get this pike." I knew the
truth of it as he said it. Aho's obsession wasn't going to let him
give up until he got Moby or Moby got him.

Aho cut the engines and the boat was jerked
backwards. We clutched onto anything solid for a grip. The cables
stretched, plowing the stern through the waves and then suddenly
they went slack.

The boat sat rolling on the gently rising
water. The wrenching on the boat had put the fish finder on the
blink so we were blind to what was going on below us.

Everything was quiet and still. Too quiet. We
all stood waiting, watching. Had it snapped the line and gone off
or was he waiting, resting up for the big flurry? We didn't know.
The reels had locked up from the force of the Pike making them
useless. We simply stood, looking back and forth at each other.

Off the bow there came a disturbance on the
surface. Something that wasn't there before, something unnatural. I
shouted, "Captain! Off the bow, something moves."

“It's Him! He rises!" shouted Aho. I felt
myself starting to tremble. Somehow, I knew this would be it.

We could see the disturbance getting closer
and closer. I could make out the dorsal and tail fins cutting the
surface shark-like. It kept coming closer and closer. Aho shook
with excitement as his quarry was once again in sight.
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