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“Well sir, that fish Was that/
long or I'm Napoleon, an’ the way
he dragged on that line I'd say he
weighed all of 20 pounds! Shucky,
if it hadn’t heen for that anchor
rope I'd hadihim sure!”

Fifty  vears ago  Birmingham
housewives had to swallow  that
story apd scores of others better
Sand worse. Fish markets were too
seared, tg put alibis out of  the

running, and the fine art of fishing
was perhaps the most popular di-

version .in the village, so anglers

with slim catches had to bring
home more thart a woebegone look,
regardless of the ill-fortune of
the day’s sport But there were~
many better days when weary,
sun-burned villa s would return,
with heavy cre and  kitchen

chimneys would give forth appe-
tizing aromas from frying pans
«izzling about a big four pounder.
The poulirity of the sport caught
many  prominent villugers during
the late summer of 187K, and it
soon became apparent that an or
ganization of<the enthusiasts would
stimulate interest to no slight de-
gree.  With this decision tame the
original plans for the “Birming-
ham and Wing Lake Fishing club,”
an  association which soon grew
from its original and somewhat
insignificant form into Mg organt-
zation of considerable importance
inr Birmingham social circles.
Upon the heads of J. A. Bige
(lotw, Jack Bodine and L. B. 1-
body. well known citizens of the
Birmingham of half a century aga,
rests all praise fur the work neces-
sary prior to the formal incor-
, poration of the organization. Each
of the triumvirate swas an ardent
fisherman Hf no mean ability, and
it was altogether a » that

the member he of
similar culibpe. ( J‘UILI] John (as
Bigelow wuas known) and Jack
Bodine  accordingly  rounded  to-

gether some prospective members,
and in ear ptember they signed
on the dotted line in the official
record book of the club the follow

N 20 SIg tures:

Jo Allen Bigelow, Lo B, Peabody,
Walter Neorth, PP H. Sherman,
Thomas  Middlemis,  Joseph S,
Stockwell, J. O Beattie, R, E.

Trowbridge, :J B. Atchinson, John
¥. Durkee, J. I~ Gibson, Lufher
John  Bodine, ;

s [ G. Lond, Lewis Simp-
son, Josiah Alger, Frunk Hager-
man, John Irvipg, Melvin  Sly,
: E. Dainks, Melvin Rose,
Blakeslee 'and John Trask.

Under the colors of the *“Bir-

mingham and Wing Lake Fishing
Cluby” by:laws were drawn up in
a strictly legal manner, dues were
arranged, officers elected and club
property designated.  Prompt ac-
tion resulted in the building of
worthy boat house on the shores of
Wing Luke, following the construe-
tion of which the members:declar-
ed it propitious to build! a few
boats.  Tucked orderly aw in
the archives of the elub a receipt
for six dollars for “dressed lumber
for building of two boats,” is suf-
ficient evidence of the maturity
of their plans,

The ‘corporation” had us a work-
ing capital the sum of £250 which
was forthcoming from®h shares of
stock held by the charter members.,
Dues were fixed at fifty cents sin-
nually, and no little space in the
w-laws was defoted to the compli-
cated  procedure involving expul-
ston if these dues remained long
unpaid.

Of the carly activities of this in-
itial  organization but little i
known save what, may be gleaned
from the ord bovk of the regu-
lar meetings of the eldb. Of the
» charter members only two

are

U diving today, one of whom is a resi-
~ dent

of Birmingham. They arc
Walter North and Frank Huger-
man, the latter a prominent vil-
lager who speaks of the club as a
‘favorite spot during the warm
summer months."  Despite Sts evit
dent popularity the location became
unworthy of ambition of the fish-
ermen. Wing Lake no longer har-
1

bored the ‘big- ones™ in its depthe,
and the anglers' wiles were all to
futile. So a mgve was decided up-,
nization

on, and" a general reorg
took place.  The new charter held
only- 10 names. 2 of which were

not seen in the ofder document. E.
Miller and .Ira Slade became the
neophytes in the elub which now
adopted a new and somewhat pre’
tentious title: “The Bjirmingham
and Pine Lake Fishing and Shoot
ing Club.”? Says article number
three in the organized record bo
The objects for which this assoc
bouating,

Lation 1s  organized ¢
rowing, fishing, shooting and pre-
servation of game and fish in sea
-H”“( . i

To the ecastern-shores of Pine
Lake wn the xite where Wiley
Bell's ¢Attage now stands the 1t
house bWl =ix  years before at
Wing lLak gs cagefully moved,
and in the earlidays of August

1884, members with their families
and friends drove to the new sifi
beéhind Dobbin, Nellie or Dollie for
4it day or two in that area then re
ed as the great open spaces.
Birmingham sizzled under
summer  sun  migrations  became

f

frequen it was not unusual
to see half dozen large tents
pitched under the big shade trees
along the ¢lub’s Pine Lake Fron

tage.  The demand uporw the elub
proper a hot - weather rendez-
vous | e -so prereat that limits

were placed upon the duration of
stay. and menthers were foreed to
take their turn,

For the ‘ensumg four irs-the
clubyrecords tell of the success the
enterprise, of the many happy days
Anent on the cool Take shore and of
tht fener prosperity “of the-or
amization,  (this latter condition
ps being traceable to the n-
sed anpual which
grown from the original fifty
1ts to the sum of S2507) 0 It was
not unusual for two or three entire
“families to unite for an-outing of
a fortnight at the club. . With the
help of Bub Burns who was in-
dispensble in the transportation
of all camping equipment, the par-
tv would traverse the Seven miles
between Birminghain and she Pin
Lake shore via horse and.surrey,
or.in later-years, the electrie street
var line.  Residents of the village
who remember the pleasant day
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Every effort to ;{w: a4 photo-
graph of Dan Bray, one time town
marshal,’  airplape prophet,  and
stone-thrower Sextraordinary, has
fi and we must resort to as
grap cescription, in words as is
possible to otter.

A= one of the r ted town
marshal= in Old Birmingham, Dan
was not given a single opportunity
to exhibit hix abilitiess Hence we
dly over this phuse

must pa=s rajg
of his Life, and turn to more per-
"tinent facts,

A_small erowd on a street cor-

ner 2 vears ago was linble to he
contered ground Dan Bray. And
Dan was certain to he discussing
the possibility of “men flying like
bird=""  As as 1t may seem
Dan peceived more jeers for his
trouble than anything e¢lse, but his
nrophecies  continued. Teartlgss
vouths of the village, would “par-
posely arouse Bray over the sub-
ject just to Zet an opportunity to
booh and ridicule the thought of
man ever taking to wings, at least

while life <till remained  within
his body.

Y

pecretly  Dan worked, during

his spare time, on a pair of me-
chanical wings which he  finally
announced were ready for trigl
Confident of their factor of safe
ty, he climbed upon the
@ high barn near the outskirts of
the village, adjusted straps and
other paraphernalia while a good-

roof of

Iy crowd stood in great awe be-
low, and  jumped, flapping the,
cloth covered  wings vigorously,

Whether the wing-flapping  was
too feeble, or the force of gravity

B e

HE FORECAST AIRPLANES

oo great was never ascertained,
but  that  Dan  descended with
great rapidity was unqdestionable,
A broken g failed to dampen

his 1
the gir in the not far distant fut
ure. ight he only know Lindy
todday !

But Dan’s greatest achievement
Wi not in aviation eireles,  The

following story i vouched for by
more thian one eve witness:
A group  of.
on the west
one  siimmer  day
from the hard
running  a
Said Dan, 1
stone  across  this
lake being about a
there were plenty
tile” statement

farmers
shores

Dan, and
weoere grathe
of Wing Lake
taking a respite
labor invelveds i
thrazhing machine.
can throw a
luke.”  The
half-mile wide
who laughed: at
Whether wagers  were made or
not is unknown, -hut Dan sought
and  found a handful of
walked to the edgg of the lake and
threw them, one at a. time.  Ac-
cording  to the forementioned
witnesses the day was exgeptional-
kv calm, with the sarf of the

stonesy

lake unrippled. Across the expanse

of water immediately in front of
the Thurber farm splashes e
by the stones could be plainly dis
cerned only a few. feet from the
castern shore .

So that was Dan Bray, one of

the  few, in Birmingham, whao
fore: the advent of the air-
plane. and only

ane, in fget the

one who has n-nn-ur'li(rl:ll}yhlhruun
Citostong all the way across Wing
Lake. -

.

p lasmy however, and to
£ dyinge he held fast to
welinf that o would take to
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on the shore testify to the angling

kill dsplayved by many of  the
membh®s wives, an ahility which
often grose to the oceasion when
the evening  meal (threatened  to
omit the fish course But then
zeal aty the sport was, on at least
ance ogeasion, a o trifle too gréat,
and in o addition @ bt expensive,
may we believe the chronieles of
the record:

“August 40 ISSE - Treasurer au
thorizedd to purchase new oar to
replace. one broken by member's
spouse’ while endeavoring to Land

huge pereh.”

Of the many ¢nthusiastic fisher
men an the village during the late
TS apd early "80°s (hree figures

stand gut most prominently in the
minds of old timers.  Arvmin arm,
in ram or shine Sam -Mills, Jack
Baldwin and J. Allen Bigelow led

the fielll in the carhiest trips to the

Lakes, and these same three were
lust to leave m the fall. Sam alone
survives too recount  fish o stories

\ll:ﬂ.
2 wife wis o par-

which know n
“Jack Baldwir

ticular woman,”  confided.  San
“She'd | never let Jack pgo fishin’
with anybody but me. And Jack
sure flaved to fish. Well, wher
ever the urge came I'd drive down
and get Jack and we'd drive back

to Bigelow's store, call to him and
out he'd come, ¢ 1hin the huggey
and awpy we'd go good weather or

Frane

“aptain John oand 1oused o

shoot the big pike in the spging
when they'd rud irllu":h{dlu\\\\«
ter. \L:u'.l CArry voArmy can

hart T shodr o6 hullae As

by

hines

is your thumb. If you could n
dge toe put a shot under o tish t
cussion would kill him even af
the’bullet missed him clean,  Well,
as I sard Captain -John and T did
a lot of at in the old days One
day we went up to Porter's Luake
and started around a swampy sed
tion at one end. The big pike run
“mmoand stick their noses into the
swamp ograss  and 0 vou keep

sharp eyes yvou might sce their fin
wiggle in the shallow water. |1
noticed a funny ripple out in the
open witer a little ways and start
ed to, wades toward it thinking it
might be a big fellow.  After wud
ing quite i ways toward the dis
turbance 1 saw a big black back

swish the water almost under Mg

You can’'t hit a fish when
vou're o ¢lise tosdhim so | backed

nose,

away slowly a few yvards, took u
good gpuess  at where  his he

ought to be and let go with that
cannon. Well sir, 1 hitYthat fish

right over the eyes with the first

shot and was reaching out to et
it when o half dozen other good
sized ones—came floating to the
surface  stunned by the shot, ]

called to Captain John and we had
a Lively time getting all those fishs
ashore before they got their see
ond wind!"

SooSam Mills was long on the
strings he brought home and short
the alibis?  He can tell stirring

e old jack-light days of
“fore all the restric
( the days when Oakland
County lakes were

veritably
swarming with the kind you read
it now, and hearing him it re
quires Imagination to conjurs
the “uncient and honorable sport’
of Waltopish hue, in which Bn
minghamd citizens of 50 yvears ago
evineed 5o great an -nterest
“Captain John™ onee mailed the
following almost formal invitation
to W H. Brummit. a  Pontiae
friend,’with whom he often shared
fishing #lories:
“On . Wednesday
o'clock,
You'll please bevready at the dock

morn at mne

At Orchard Lake—vyourself and
wife,

To change the humedrum of this
life '

\\'H% tishing tackles and yvour din-
1ers,

Pagticipate with saints and sin-
ners, :

In such o way that*vou'll remem
ber,

Wednesday, the Sixth day of Sep-
tember, ’

'_\’ <. Allén Bigelow.
’
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