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				To the late Rick Asher, Chief of Law Enforcement, Michigan Department of Natural Resources.

				As Shakespeare wrote,

				“For courage mounteth with occasion.”
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				NEWBERRY, NOVEMBER 11, 1974

				“Dey’re dirtier den dirt.”

				Eldon “Shuck” Gorley was in the Newberry DNR office for the last official time—to turn in his badge and state-owned equipment. Grady Service, within three days of going out on his own as a conservation officer, was guzzling black coffee and studying a report from Lansing while he waited for a meeting with the district law supervisor. Gorley, carrying a severely dented thermos, sat down across from Service and poked through a box of donuts that someone had left on the table. “Be da first deer season I ha’n’t worked in twenty-seven years,” the retiring officer said in his raspy voice. He was unshaven, had wavy white hair, leathery skin, and bushy salt-and-pepper eyebrows.

				“Your first in da Upper Peculiar,” he added, looking at Service.

				Service chuckled. The Upper Peninsula surely was peculiar, especially for conservation officers. Gorley was not a gregarious man and had just spoken more words than Service had heard from him since he’d arrived from training downstate. Gorley’s nickname came from his ability to “out-stupid stupids” with a well-honed and effective “aw shucks” routine.

				“Treat each season like a gift, eh,” Gorley said. “We only get so many.”

				“I will,” Service said, not sure what the older man wanted. Gorley rarely talked or showed emotion, but was respected as an aggressive and thoughtful officer.

				“You get da chance,” Gorley continued, “youse might wanta be sittin’ up on da Gutpile Ridge Grade Road night ’fore da opener. Dose Ketola brothers, dey like ta slow-roll da clear-cuts out dat way. I dogged ’em da past twenty years and always come up empty, but dey’re dirtier den dirt, and dey’ll be out dere, bet on dat. Dey buy old twenty-twos, use ’em once, and chuck ’em. You get ’em, trow da book at ’em for me, eh?”

				“The Ketola brothers,” Service said.

				Gorley nodded and grinned. “Dirtier ’n dirt, an’ I made sure da whole town knows I’m retirin’ ’fore da opener and a green-butt rookie’s takin’ my place. Good huntin’.”

				Service shook the man’s hand. He had a powerful grip and clear blue eyes. Gorley placed his thermos in front of Service. “Little beat-up, like me, but I won’t be needin’ ’er anymore.” The name shuck was etched crudely on the metal thermos. Gorley paused and added, “I knew yer old man. He was a warden’s warden, and if he hadn’t loved his hooch . . . ”

				Gorley didn’t finish the sentence. Grady Service’s father had served in World War II in the Marine Corps and had joined the DNR when he returned. He had been drunk when he’d stepped in front of a truck at night and was killed. Service had been sixteen years old, and though father and son had never been close, the loss hit the boy hard, causing him to withdraw into himself and trust few people. Service likewise had served as a marine—in Vietnam—and now he was in the U.P. as a conservation officer, history repeating itself. He had sworn he would not be like his father, but so far he was following the old man step for step and he found it unsettling. At six foot four and two hundred and twenty pounds, he didn’t look much like his old man—and he certainly didn’t want to be like him—yet this was the only job he had ever wanted.

				“We all got stren’ts an’ weaknesses,” Gorley said. “Back when your old man and me got dese jobs, dey wanted toughs. Chances of gettin’ convictions in da courts was so low, was our job ta rough up da poachers and put da fear of da DNR inta dem. Back den we used our saps first, talked later. But now da law’s changed and we have ta use our brains a lot more den our fists, and dis is how she ought to be. You can’t enforce da law by out-gooning da jerks. I heard you got stone dukes just like your old man, but you been ta college. Use dat noggin. Dat’s all I gotta say.”

				They nodded at each other as Gorley left the room, one finishing a long, difficult career, the other just starting out.

				There had been a hardness and an edge to Shuck Gorley’s voice that reminded him of his father and all the men who had served with him, the old-timers now known as horseblankets because of the knee-length heavy wool coats they had worn back then. He had inherited his old man’s stained and frayed coat. His father had always worn outer clothes two or three sizes too large to allow him to pack layers underneath in cold weather. It had always hung on his father like a loose sack, but it fit Grady Service almost perfectly, and he liked wearing it, though he wasn’t sure why. Stop thinking about the old man, he cautioned himself. This is your career, your future. When he finished his cup of coffee he said aloud, “Ketola brothers,” and shifted his attention to his first solo patrol.

				Service was rooting through file cabinets when Sergeant “Sugar Sam” Surrey, the area law supervisor, came looking for him.

				Surrey had so far proven to be a helpful and supportive supervisor. Service was to ride two more days with him and then be on his own.

				“Little early in the career to be trollin’ files,” Surrey said, grinning.

				“I was looking at the file on the Ketola brothers.”

				Surrey chuckled. “Shuck never could get those boys and it’s stuck in his craw his whole career. Think a green-butt rookie like you can do what he couldn’t?”

				“Just getting to know the territory,” Service answered, putting the folder back in the cabinet drawer. There had not been much to learn. The file was filled with reports and notes from Gorley, mostly speculative and accusatory; the reality was that he had never been able to catch the brothers doing anything illegal. Service wrote down their address and made a note to check his county plat book later.
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				GUTPILE RIDGE, NOVEMBER 14–15, 1974

				“Shouldn’t youse be oot in da woods?”

				It was the night before rifle season for whitetail, and Grady Service’s first solo patrol as a conservation officer. He sat in his Plymouth Fury 444, engine off so he could hear. All the lights were off, inside and outside. He got out and stood beside the vehicle, smoking and cupping the butt in his hand to hide the glowing ember, half listening, parked beside a massive jack pine blowdown at the edge of a clear-cut adjacent to the Gutpile Ridge Grade Road. The area had been logged over two years before and now bristled with new growth and sprouts of plants, rough grasses, and trees. In some ways it reminded Service of areas that had been carpet-bombed in Vietnam. At night deer would drift into the area from adjacent cedar and tamarack swamps, and poachers would slow-roll the logging roads and rutted two-tracks looking for animals to freeze with their spotlights so they could shoot them.

				Many COs insisted poachers seldom worked after 1 a.m. or so, especially the night before the state’s firearms opener, but Service had tried to put himself in a poacher’s mindset and decided the best time to be out would be only a few hours before the season officially opened at first light—a time when most hunters, and presumably lawmen, would be fast asleep. Service knew that at night the animals would be deep into their feeding routine and presumably more interested in food than danger as they got ready to drift back to their day cover.

				It had been colder for the last ten days, in the low teens at night, with daytime highs barely above freezing, and tonight, finally, it was snowing. Feeling the small icy flakes on his face, he was glad he had gotten the Fury tucked away before the snow started. His tracks would soon be hidden from anyone cruising the logging road.

				Just after 3:30 a.m. he heard a vehicle trying to negotiate the frozen two-track. He could hear it sliding and bumping around on frozen grooves so deep and solid they could rip steering out of the driver’s control.

				There were not a lot of deer near his position. The real concentration was a half-mile south, farther into the clear-cut. He knew that poachers would look for large herds and pick off animals closest to their vehicles. Typically they would use their headlights or a handheld spotlight to mesmerize an animal and knock it down with a single shot. Some would gut the animal and haul it out immediately; others would gut it and leave it where it fell, coming back later to pick it up. With this snow and cold, Service figured they would leave this one. In summer and early fall, the weather was too warm and would quickly cause the meat to spoil, but it was well below freezing tonight and spoilage would not be an issue.

				It was a poacher’s dream: black night, no moon, no stars, just soft waves of wet snowflakes fluttering gently in the darkness. Snow cover would mute sound and make tracking easier.

				When the vehicle appeared, only its parking lights were lit, and they seemed to have been half taped to further reduce light.

				Even with poor visibility he could see that it was a pickup, and as soon as it passed, he got into the Fury, started his engine, and pulled out to follow, closing steadily until he was seventy-five feet behind it. Some officers would run without lights only if they had a sneak light to help them see the way. Such devices were cannibalized from military-surplus jeeps and jury-rigged to DNR patrol units. Service preferred to run with no light of any kind. Even as a boy he had been comfortable in complete darkness, and now he was driving in darkness so intense it might be the devil’s belly. But darkness was not his foe; it was his ally and his edge. As a boy his old man had never let him use a flashlight. At night he was expected to get comfortable with the black and use his eyes. The old man’s bizarre rules had always pissed him off and frustrated him, but when he got to Vietnam, his ability to deal with darkness had not only made him a better marine than most who were with him—it had probably saved his life. Now on his first patrol, he felt in total harmony with the blackness that surrounded him.

				As the truck moved into the area where there were herds of deer milling around, Service maintained his interval and kept his window down so he could hear. Snow swirled through the window onto his sleeve and neck, but he felt no cold—only anticipation for what the people ahead of him might do. Training done, he was finally alone, hunting poachers.

				After fifteen minutes the truck stopped. Service did the same, immediately turning off his motor. A light flashed over the roof of the truck into the field to the east, and Service got a glimpse of a deer in the light, followed by a tiny muzzle flash and the snap of a small-caliber rifle. The light then went out and it was dark again. Driver’s the shooter, Service told himself, passenger the spotter.

				Service watched the men get out of the truck and ease their doors shut without latching them. He got out when the men disappeared into the stump-filled field and quickly moved over to the pickup, carefully staying in the truck’s tracks to obscure his boot prints. He saw a rifle on the front seat and backed away, using his hat to brush away any sign of his boots, memorized the license plate number, and returned to the Fury, wishing he had parked farther back in case they decided to check behind them with flashlights.

				A few minutes later, the men got into the truck without checking their rear and pulled away. Service started his engine and followed. When the pickup got out to Broken Heart Road, the driver of the vehicle switched on his headlights and aimed west on the hardtop. Service followed, his Fury still dark, hanging back more than he’d done on the two-track in case another vehicle came along from either direction to light him up.

				No vehicle came and the truck made its way steadily, never exceeding the speed limit. The vehicle left the hardtop several times to take short jaunts down snow-covered dirt roads and once pulled over to the shoulder, turned off its lights, and sat for more than four minutes before moving on. Service made a mental note of a couple of visual landmarks and the mileage on his odometer, and continued to follow.

				Eventually they turned down an improved gravel road and from that, cut up a short two-track driveway, where they stopped at a large pole barn. Service watched one of the men get out and open the door. The vehicle disappeared inside, the door closed, and it was dark again.

				It took less than ten minutes to find a rifle where the men had briefly parked to discard it. Service checked the weapon to make sure it was unloaded and smelled the barrel. It had been fired. He assumed it had been wiped clean, but made sure to handle it with his gloves just in case.

				Rifle in possession, he returned to the clear-cut, parked a quarter-mile from the area where he had seen them shoot the deer, and trudged a half-mile through fresh wet snow, weaving his way around stumps and debris until he found faint footprints with his penlight. The tracks led to a deer, still warm. A steaming pile of viscera lay nearby.

				Service knelt beside the carcass, where he made two tiny incisions in the deer’s hide to conceal his markers, and carved a small mark on the hoof of the right foreleg. It was an eight-point buck, not a monster by any measure, but a nice deer with a tight basket rack, probably a two-year-old animal.

				When he got back to the Fury he used his penlight to check his plat book. The truck he had followed had turned into a forty-acre parcel owned by Stanley and Leo Ketola. Gorley had called this one, he thought, then corrected himself. No, the old CO had set it up—for him. He could have made the arrest when the men shot at the deer, but something held him back—his first patrol, maybe—or something else he couldn’t quite peg. Maybe it was the desire to have his first arrest be unassailable in court. In training he had heard over and over that officers needed to think through what they were doing or risk spending a lot of time in court in front of juries that often sided more with the scumbags than a sense of justice. When you were tied up in court, you couldn’t cover your territory. He had decided early on to do his best to make his cases ironclad.

				Having located the kill and the rifle, he returned to the house where the truck had disappeared into the pole barn, made his way through an aspen stand to a woodpile that had obviously not seen recent use, and tucked the rifle between some logs in the stack.

				He spent the rest of the early morning patrolling back roads, noting where tent camps were located and where tracks led down entry roads to hunting camps. Just before first light he was in Brown’s Hotel in Newberry ordering scrambled eggs and Swedish pancakes, the waitress giving him a questioning look.

				“Shouldn’t youse be oot in da woods?”

				“Plenty of time,” he said, nursing his coffee. He assumed the poachers would get to the carcass barely after first light, tag it to make it look legal, and keep hunting until later. If they were as good as Shuck Gorley claimed, he assumed they would find the quarters he had inserted in the belly incisions, and the external hoof marking.

				“Youse’re da new game warden,” the waitress said, bringing his breakfast.

				“Grady Service,” he said.

				“Nikki-Jo Jokola,” she said. “Youse want coffee for da t’ermos?”

				“Thanks,” he said, handing it to her.

				When he tried to pay for the coffee, she refused and held up her hands. “Shuck, he found my twins when dey got lost one time. Dose two scamps wandered down to da river and were gone all night, but Shuck, he found ’em, made sure dey was safe, and chewed dere butts out.” She smiled at the memory. “You take care of folks da way he did and we’ll call ’er even, eh.”

				After his leisurely breakfast, Service drove over to the Luce County sheriff’s office and made arrangements for backup. He had a handheld radio in his Fury, the sort COs called “brick” radios. He would call the deputies when and if he needed them, presumably later in the morning.

				Shuck Gorley looked befuddled when he stepped out onto the porch of his house in his green long johns. “What’re you doing here?” the retired officer asked Grady Service.

				“Using my head. You want to take a ride with me?”

				Gorley considered the invitation. “I’m sure not goin’ hunting openin’ day wit’ so many downstate sound-shooters skulkin’ around out dere,” he said.

				“Okay with your wife?”

				“She give up on me an’ life a long time ago,” Gorley said matter-of-factly. “Let me get some duds on.”

				At 8 a.m. Service dropped the retired officer a half-mile short of the Ketola property, and drove past the entrance to the driveway, hiding his truck in some trees farther down the gravel road that passed in front of the property.

				As it often did when the sun began to rise, the air temperature seemed to drop. Service took his thermos and cut through gnarled jack pines to the house, found a scrub oak tree to lean against and began his wait, shifting from one foot to the other to keep the cold from creeping up his legs. He was less than thirty feet from the pole barn.

				The pickup truck pulled in just before ten. Two men got out, each with an open beer in hand. They looked to be in their late sixties or early seventies.

				“I guess we had da luck,” the passenger said.

				“No talkin’,” the driver shot back.

				The exchange suggested the driver took the lead in things, and that the man knew his business. Professional poachers never talked in public about what they did. Keeping their mouths shut was what made them successful. His old man used to say that big egos were what got lawbreakers caught. The ideal poacher would be a tongueless mute.

				Service waited for them to go to the back of the truck to pull the deer out of the bed before he made his move. The passenger had a hold on the back legs of the animal. Service grabbed the man’s arm, making him spin and stagger backward.

				“DNR!” Service said. “Conservation officer.” When he stepped toward the pole barn door, the driver bumped him with his shoulder, but Service deftly kicked the heel of the man’s support foot and he collapsed. Service grabbed the deer by the antlers, wrenched it away from them, and said, “On your knees. Now!”

				“Holy Je-Moley! What’s da bloody deal!” the driver shouted with alarm. Service looked at the tag affixed to the antler. The animal was legally tagged.

				Service glanced in the truck, saw two rifle cases, took them out, unzipped the cases, and made sure they were unloaded. One was a Model 94 Winchester .30–30, the other a pump-action Remington with a short barrel, probably a .30–06. Both were empty; only the .30–30 smelled like it had been fired recently.

				Service saw right away that the mark on the right forehoof had been shaved away. The two men knelt impassively in the snow as the conservation officer poked around until he found the first of the two slits he had made in the deer’s skin earlier that morning. He inserted his finger. The first quarter he’d put inside was gone; same with the second quarter in the second incision.

				“Lose somepin’?” one of the men asked.

				“You got names?” Service said.

				“Stanley Ketola,” the driver said. “My brudder Leo,” he added with a nod.

				Service asked in a nonthreatening voice, “Where’s the twenty-two, Stanley?”

				The brothers looked at each other. “We don’t got no twenty-two,” Stanley said. “Right, Leo?”

				“Ketolas don’t hunt deer wit’ no plinker,” Leo added with an affirming nod.

				Service said, “I was behind you fellas last night, followed you, saw you shoot the deer, followed you back here, witnessed the whole deal, start to finish.”

				Stanley Ketola grunted. “Me and Leo never liked no DNR fairy tales.”

				Service examined the carcass. The .22 wound was separate from a larger hole. “You two stay right where you are,” Service said. He walked back to his watch spot, got his thermos and set it down so both men could see the inscription on it, and filled his cup. He saw them exchange glances.

				Service took a swig of coffee and let out a sigh. “You boys been around and you know how this goes, right?”

				“Yeah,” Stanley said. “Da easy way or da hard way. Dat’s a fairy tale, too, bub.”

				Leo grinned and nodded at his brother.

				“How about we look in the pole barn?” Service said. “That okay with you fellas?”

				“You got a warrant?” Leo asked.

				“Do I need one?”

				Leo blinked and Stanley glared at his brother. “Dat buck dere’s legal. Guess you’ll be movin’ on, eh?” Stanley said. “You don’t got reasonable suspension to be pokin’ around da property.”

				Service sighed: reasonable suspension? “Tell you what,” he said. “Anything I find in the barn I won’t hold against you unless I can prove this buck is illegal.”

				Neither man showed any emotion, but both obviously were trying to analyze the unorthodox challenge.

				“What’s da deal?” Stanley asked warily.

				“You shot this deer just after three-thirty this morning and you both just drove in here with open containers of alcohol,” Service said, fingering the tag on the antler. “But we’ll forget the open containers, just to show you fellas I’m not tryin’ to be chickenshit here.”

				“We got dat buck dis mornin’,” Stanley said emphatically. Service felt certain that Stanley had been driving last night and that he had done the shooting, but Leo had tagged the animal. He had no idea why.

				“We?” Service said.

				Leo laughed. “Brudders, we always say we, eh?”

				The two men were stone-faced.

				“So you fellas are telling me you both shot this buck before first light, right, one of you with a twenty-two, the other with a bigger caliber? Is that your story?”

				“Holy moley, we din’t say dat,” Stanley said.

				“You shot the deer,” he told Stanley. “This morning.”

				Leo stammered, “Hey, dat’s my buck. I shot ’im dis mornin’, maybe seven-t’irty. Da buck’s legal and no bloody way youse can prove udderwise, eh?”

				Service said, “I’ll take that as a yes.”

				“Yes to what?” Stanley said, his voice rising slightly. “We din’t agree to nuttin’.”

				“What I hear you saying is that you got dirt in the barn and dirt out here,” Service said.

				“Dis is baloney,” Stanley said, his eyes showing stress. “Youse’re loony.”

				“Look, guys. I know you’ve been at this a long time,” Service said. “You’re professionals and I’m a professional. I say I’ve got you cold, you say I don’t. How about we show our cards?”

				The two men looked at each other and stared at him. “We want our lawyer,” Stanley said.

				“What do you need a lawyer for? You got a legal deer, right?”

				Leo said, “Get off’n da property.”

				Service said, “I thought you guys were pros, but all I see is a joke.”

				Stanley bristled. “We don’t gotta put up wit’ dis crap from no rookie woods cop.”

				Service knelt and dramatically poked his finger into the second hole in the deer hide and wiggled it around, probing deeply.

				The men watched his hand.

				“You lookin’ for change?” Leo asked, laughing out loud.

				“Shut yer pasty hole, Leo,” the other Ketola snapped.

				Service eased out a tiny swatch of blood-soaked red cloth and held it up. “The human mind is predictable, boys,” he said. “People always think in series of threes—in this case, marked hoof, two quarters in the hide—and you fellas were feeling pretty good about finding three markers and eliminating all the evidence.” Service waggled the red patch. “This is number four. I put it there last night—ahead of the second quarter.”

				The two men studied each other. Stanley said, “Dat s’posed to prove somepin’?”

				Shuck Gorley suddenly walked around the back of the pickup with the .22 rifle in hand, yelled, “Catch!” and flipped the rifle at Leo, who caught it awkwardly.

				Service looked at the men. “Nice grab,” Service said. “Let’s summarize where we are: I saw you shine and shoot. I followed you here, I went back and fetched the twenty-two from where I saw you ditch it, I marked your deer, and now the twenty-two has your fingerprints on it, Leo. I think Stanley shot the animal, but since you claim it, you get the brunt of the charges.”

				Leo Ketola dropped the rifle on the ground.

				Service used his brick radio to call the county and within ten minutes they pulled up the driveway. The sullen brothers stared off into the distance while they waited. Service poured coffee for Shuck Gorley.

				“Carcass, rifle, lies—now we have a reason to go into the pole barn,” Service chanted, walking past the kneeling brothers.

				There were twelve deer suspended from stainless steel hooks in a cooler in back, and parts of birds and a couple hundred pounds of lake trout and walleye fillets in a commercial freezer.

				“You fellas been busy,” Service said to the brothers as the Luce County deputies put them in their patrol cars.

				Stanley Ketola looked out at Gorley and grinned. “Well, you never got us, eh Shuck.”

				Service wiggled the thermos in front of the older brother. “Who do you think sent me out there to wait for you two, and who do you think spread it all over town that he wouldn’t be working anymore? He knew you boys would be cocky with a rookie on the job.”

				The patrol cars backed down the driveway with their prisoners and headed for Newberry.

				Shuck Gorley stuck out his hand and grinned. “Thanks for including me.”

				“This was yours all the way,” Grady Service said. “You called in the order. I just made the pickup.”

				Gorley stared at him. “I think you got a heap more brains than your old man had,” he said. “You stay safe out here.”

				

				Service continued his patrol until nearly 10 p.m. that night, and when he got home his wife Bathsheba was already in bed. He looked for leftovers in the fridge and found none, showered, and crawled into bed beside her.

				“You decided to come home,” his wife said coolly with her back to him. When he put his hand on her hip, she pulled away.

				“I had a lot to do.” He briefly explained the arrest of the brothers and how Gorley had been after them for years and always came up short.

				“Like little boys,” she said. “They cheat, you try to catch them, and for what—a bunch of stupid animals? Good God, Grady, is this any way for a grown man to live?”

				She could not have found more destructive words.
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				GARDEN PATROL, NOVEMBER 20, 1975

				The hunters had suddenly become the hunted.

				Grady Service had no idea what was happening. Sergeant Holloman had called the trailer at 2:30 a.m. and told him to report to Sergeant Blake Garwood at the Fishdam boat launch at noon.

				Grady Service was less than eight months into his responsibility for the Mosquito Wilderness Tract, the same area his CO father had patrolled before him. His wife, Bathsheba, was gone, having abruptly departed six months ago for Nevada to file for divorce. She had lasted less than a year trying to adapt to life as a CO’s spouse before throwing in the towel. Service felt that some of it was his fault, but he was still angry, and sometimes he even missed her when he crawled into bed alone at night. But since his transfer from the Newberry district to the Mosquito Wilderness he had focused all his energy on his new responsibilities, and thoughts of Bathsheba were fewer.

				He protested because it was the second week of his second deer season as a CO—and first in his new territory—and he didn’t want to leave the Mosquito Wilderness unprotected.

				“Just meet Garwood at the launch,” was Holloman’s clipped response. “And don’t be late.”

				“It’s not my territory,” Service argued.

				“As I recall, our patches say Michigan Department of Natural Resources,” Holloman said. “Which means we go where we’re needed. Blake’s partner came down with the flu; he needs help and you’re it. This takes priority over deer hunters in the Mosquito.”

				Service didn’t try to argue about his lack of knowledge and dislike of boats. He knew from some of the other officers that the Fishdam River launch site was used for patrols down Big Bay de Noc along the Garden Peninsula. During his time in Newberry he had participated in some Lake Superior marine patrols during salmon and steelhead runs, but he had never done a patrol in northern Lake Michigan, and from what other officers had said, duty in the Garden could range from deadly boring to just plain deadly. He didn’t relish either alternative.

				The Garden Peninsula was a twenty-one-mile-long, shark-tooth-shaped, cove-pocked neck of land between Escanaba and Manistique. It was part of what geologists called the Niagaran Escarpment, limestone, dolomite, and shale-gypsum formations that snaked south from the Garden across a string of rocky, barren islands that eventually led like a geological arrow to Wisconsin’s Door Peninsula. When the first whites arrived in the area they found Noquet and Menominee Indians using the area’s rich soils for gardens, giving the area its name, which persisted to this day.

				The western extremities of the peninsula were largely untillable, with limestone sometimes found within inches of the surface, and though some people still farmed the center and east of the peninsula, few except the occasional fruit grower and small dairyman could earn any semblance of a living. The primary economic focus of the peninsula had been and remained one thing: fish. Since the establishment of Fayette State Park, locals were happy to take dollars from tourists, even though tourists were a nuisance and sportfishermen not particularly welcome. Fish in the Garden were about money, not recreation.

				Fayette had risen during the Civil War, when the North needed iron for its armies. The smelting operation had closed in 1891, leaving intact ruins and a ghost town that had been turned into a campground, state park, and historic site. Fayette, Service thought, was like the rest of the Garden Peninsula. When there was no more money to be made, the village had been abandoned.

				Fewer than a thousand people lived on the peninsula, which had two villages, Garden and Fairport. The DNR had reason to know both of them well. Fairport had been a commercial fishing center since 1880, and nearly all of its residents still fished—a few of them legally, a lot more of them illegally. In 1969 DNR fish biologists had finished studies of Lake Michigan yellow perch, whitefish, walleyes, and lake trout, and decided that heavy pressure on fish stocks had to be reduced. Commercial licenses that lapsed would no longer be renewed. Unlike the past, if you didn’t fish every year, you couldn’t just jump back in and start up another year because it looked like there were big runs and money to be made. You had to keep fishing every year in order to keep your license, and if you let it lapse for a single season, you couldn’t renew. And no new licenses would be issued until biologists judged the fish populations could handle it. “Order Seventeen” became an instant bone of contention.

				Garden fishermen immediately donned sweatshirts that said dnr = damn near russian, and rebelled. Since 1969 there had been repeated confrontations between the DNR and the fishermen who were harvesting illegally. Locals had used long guns and pistols to take potshots at officers, mostly to scare them away; they also had rained rocks on them, vandalized and stolen their vehicles, assaulted and threatened them with knives and scissors and clubs, sometimes with large groups surrounding one or two uniformed game wardens. So far there had been no serious injuries, but everyone knew that the clock was ticking as long as the dispute continued.

				After a confrontation a few months back, the Delta County prosecutor had declared to the state that he would no longer allow county deputies to assist conservation officers until such time that the state beefed up its force, its equipment, and its training. The U.P.’s law boss had simultaneously reduced the frequency of CO patrols down the peninsula for nearly two months, a decision that had many officers angry and ashamed, and had Gardenites crowing with delight.

				Service had never been called in to assist in the Garden, but the decision to cut back the DNR presence there had rankled him because he saw it as just the sort of gutless decision imposed by some spineless bureaucrat in Lansing. It never occurred to him that Lansing might not have had anything to do with the curtailment.

				

				Blake Garwood was a tall, stooped man with black hair and a full mustache that drooped over the corners of his mouth. The marine safety sergeant’s duties involved regular lake patrols, and Service had met him only once, and then just to be introduced.

				The sergeant arrived fifteen minutes after Service, but earlier than their meeting time.

				“Lend a hand,” Garwood said, tossing an orange life jacket to Service. The two men moved boxes of gear from the trunk of the patrol car to the dark green eighteen-foot Glastron on the trailer. Some of the boxes held various lengths of nylon rope and some homemade welded grapples. Empty green plastic fish bins were already lashed securely into the boat. Loading done, Garwood backed the trailer down the ramp until its wheels were in the water. The two men unlashed the craft, pushed it off the trailer, and Service held a line to the boat while the sergeant parked the vehicle and trailer against the trees at the landing. They both pushed the boat away from shore and hopped aboard. Service looked at his watch. It was noon, straight up.

				The sky was gunmetal gray, but there was no snow and visibility was good.

				“Your partner’s sick?” Service asked.

				Garwood was fiddling with a battery cable. “Garden flu,” the sergeant said glumly. “It can hit anyone at any time.”

				The outboard motor gurgled and rumbled as they worked their way out of the sinewy river mouth, curving left, passing jutting boulders as they moved toward the open water of Big Bay de Noc.

				“Your first time out here?” the sergeant asked, yelling over the straining motor as he tightened his life preserver.

				Service nodded. The boat was bouncing and bucking against three-foot swells.

				“You got green gills?” Garwood asked.

				Service shook his head. He had never been seasick, but he also knew that motion sickness, like flu, could strike at any moment. Garwood patted the bench seat behind the console where he sat, indicating that Service should join him.

				“We got shit for power. Putting the weight back here will help us get onto a plane,” he yelled as he pushed up the throttle. The boat’s nose rose up and the motor howled and groaned as the boat drove through the surface resistance and began to skip over the water, dislodging a fine spray that soaked both of them. Service used his hand to brace himself on the console as the boat raced along, slapping the waves beneath them.

				“We’re running south toward Round Island,” the sergeant shouted. “We got a tip last night from a tourist that some rat fishermen out of Fairport and Garden are working whitefish spawners. No way to tell if this will amount to anything, but we have to check it out. Keep your eyes open and do what I tell you.”

				Service nodded, uncased his binoculars, and began scanning ahead.

				Twenty-five minutes later Round Island appeared over the bow, and Garwood was pointing with his binoculars. Service saw a white boat with a horizontal red stripe and a huge outboard motor. Two men seemed to be scrambling to pull in nets.

				The sergeant shoved the throttle forward and Service glanced at the instruments, which showed 32 mph, the tachometer at 5,000 rpm, and near its red line. “This is all we have!” Garwood yelped.

				Service saw the striped white boat’s motor come to life, its nose lift, and bubbles erupt from the stern. One of the two crewmen was dumping something out of white boxes over the back.

				“How many boxes?” Garwood asked.

				“Four,” Service called out. “So far.”

				Despite having speed and the angle coming in, the white boat began to steadily pull away from them. As they passed the area where the boxes had been dumped, Service caught a glimpse of fish floating in the water. “Whitefish, I think,” he yelled as they raced past them, knowing they could have been anything.

				The sergeant nodded, picked up the ship-to-shore radio microphone, and requested ground units be dispatched to Fairport. Service had no idea why Garwood thought the boat was headed to Fairport instead of Garden, but he kept his mouth shut and let the sergeant do his job.

				“ETA, thirty minutes,” Garwood said, concluding his transmission. “Marine Patrol One clear.”

				At 12:40 p.m. Service saw the two-hundred-foot-high multicolored limestone cliffs of Burn’t Bluff looming ahead. The white boat continued to steadily pull away.

				“This bloody equipment—” the sergeant griped, not finishing his thought. Service saw him pushing the throttle so hard that it looked like he’d risk breaking it off if it would have produced more power.

				Service saw another boat appear in front of them and run parallel to the white boat, keeping up with it. Both boats were two hundred and fifty yards ahead, but he could see that the second craft’s motor was a huge red Evinrude.

				As the two boats rounded Burn’t Bluff heading southeast, the two craft separated, the new arrival veering northeast toward Sac Bay and the white boat cutting due west toward open water. After four or five minutes the white boat angled sharply back to the southeast and accelerated, raising a gaudy roostertail.

				“Fairport for sure,” the marine safety sergeant called out.

				Just before 1 p.m. Service saw through his binoculars what looked to be a pier on the west end of the village. Beyond it were at least two more, one of which led to a commercial fish house, the other cluttered with moored commercial fishing tugs. The piers looked crude, made of nothing more than large black boulders held together by aged gray railroad ties, laid horizontally. As they passed three hundred yards offshore, Service saw four vehicles pull up to the westernmost pier and discharge eight people. Two men from a lime-green pickup with a white camper cap brandished rifles.

				“Guns,” he reported to Garwood, who didn’t alter course.

				Service heard the report of a rifle followed almost immediately by a splash not five feet from their port side. A second shot was not as close, but in the same general midship area, and Service hunched slightly as the bullet ricocheted off the water and zipped over their heads.

				Garwood didn’t flinch.

				The white boat stopped at the pier cluttered with larger cigar-shaped commercial fish tugs, but nobody got off, and as the Glastron closed the gap, the back of the white boat erupted in froth and bubbles as it took off racing west. Garwood cut his wheel to get in behind the white boat and shorten the distance between them, playing the angle. As they zoomed back past the western pier in pursuit, the white boat cut sharply to starboard and reversed direction back to the east.

				“They’re trying to suck us in!” the sergeant yelled as they headed back for the tug dock. Garwood didn’t alter course.

				Service heard another shot and saw a water spout twenty feet directly in front of them. A second shot stitched the water twenty feet to their port side, and Service shouted, “More shots fired!”

				Garwood was immediately on the radio, profanely wanting to know where their “goddamn land units” were, but the radio was silent.

				They were beginning to close on the tug dock when the white boat turned sharply, its bow coming up out of the water, pivoted, steadied, and came roaring directly back at them. Service immediately saw somebody on the bow with a rifle. Four shots sounded in close order, but Service didn’t see where the rounds hit because the Glastron swerved sharply as Garwood began to zigzag in evasive maneuvers. The hunters had suddenly become the hunted.

				“Drop line!” Garwood screamed. “Throw the line!” he said, gesticulating at an equipment box. Service grabbed handfuls of nylon coils and began flinging them over the stern.

				“Cocksuckers!” Garwood cursed, aiming the Glastron for shoals between Summer and Little Summer islands. Once into the shallows, he retarded the throttle to idle and cut the wheel hard, causing the boat to yaw sideways in a lazy circle. “Line?” Service asked as the motor idled.

				“To foul their props,” the sergeant replied. “Sometimes it works.”

				The white boat immediately turned back toward Fairport and Garwood slammed the throttle forward and renewed pursuit.

				As they passed the north tip of Summer Island, Service saw a small aluminum boat near shore. It had a large blue motor and two men in red hunting clothes, both with rifles aimed at the DNR boat. He tapped the sergeant’s shoulder and pointed. “More long guns.”

				“This is how Custer felt!” Garwood said with a distressed laugh as he pushed the throttle to red line, and veered northwest to keep out of rifle range.

				In the process of avoiding the potential ambush they lost sight of the white boat, but as they approached the Fairport fish house dock they saw a CO patrol car parked near it and three more DNR vehicles quickly roll in behind it, spilling their passengers. Garwood roared toward the end of the dock and cut the throttle. As they drifted past, a stocky blond man with a scoped, high-powered rifle jumped on board, unslung a second rifle, and thrust it at Service.

				“How many shots fired?” the man asked.

				Service thought for a moment. “Eight—four we saw hit the water.”

				“Damage?”

				Garwood shook his head. “Service threw line.”

				“You get their prop?”

				Garwood shook his head again. “Did the white boat pull in?”

				The new man said no. Garwood headed west, and they began to poke into every bay and inlet north of Fairport toward Garden. During the search the new man introduced himself as Len Stone. He wore the three stripes of a sergeant on his jacket sleeve.

				Later Garwood picked up the mike and radioed Fayette State Park.

				“This is Marine Patrol One. We’re low on fuel; can we top off with you?”

				“Affirmative,” came the reply from the park, which was between Fairport and Garden.

				As they motored into Snail Shell Harbor, the small bay in front of the park, the radio crackled. “This is Air Four, Blake. I’ve got a white boat in a slip in Fairport.”

				“We’ll head down that way as soon as refueling is complete,” Garwood radioed. 

				“Thanks, Pranger.”

				Service asked, “Is that Joe Flap?”

				Garwood nodded.

				Joe Flap had been a contemporary of his father’s. Flap had been a DNR pilot, but when the department came under budget constraints, he had become a CO; when budgets were healthy again, he resumed flying for the DNR. The pilot had flown combat in Korea with the marines and for the U.S. Forest Service out west after that. He had come to Michigan after a stint of bush flying in Alaska and northwest Canada, and had crashed so many times he was nicknamed Pranger. Service had always assumed that Flap would leave Michigan and head back west or to Alaska. He was surprised to hear his voice.

				Heading south, the radio came to life again. It was one of the shore units. “Where are you right now, Marine Patrol One?”

				“Sac Bay headed southeast,” the marine safety sergeant reported.

				“Hold your position. We’ve got a Troop unit with us and we’ll go down to the docks and check out Air Four’s report.”

				“Marine Patrol One is clear,” Garwood said, cutting the throttle to idle and allowing the boat to wallow into the rocky confines of the small bay. There was no sign of the boat with the Evinrude motor that had ducked into the bay during the earlier pursuit of the white craft.

				Thirty minutes later they got word that the boat in the slip did not have a red stripe and that all seemed quiet in Fairport.

				“Okay,” Garwood said to Stone and Service, “let’s pack it in for today.”

				It took two hours to get back to the Fishdam River launch, and while they pulled the boat, a mud-spattered blue pickup did a donut in the lot and sped away too quickly to get a license plate. Service saw only that the driver was a dark-haired male and his passenger, a woman with long, unkempt blond hair.

				As they prepared to leave, the same vehicle came by twice on US 2, the last time racing east toward the Garden Peninsula.

				Garwood walked with Service to his patrol unit. “This was a good tip, and if our equipment was equal to theirs we could have had them,” he said wistfully.

				“Is this a normal patrol down here?” Service asked.

				The sergeant shrugged. “What’s normal? If we don’t change our tactics or upgrade our equipment soon, we’re gonna keep sucking hind tit with these rats.”

				Stone said with a hiss, “Dis is so much bullshit,” and drove off with Garwood.

				Service drove around the perimeter of the Mosquito Wilderness on the way to his 1953 Airstream trailer, thinking about the frustration of the day’s mission and the intensity he’d seen in Garwood and Stone. He didn’t really think much about getting shot at, because he had been in that position before and this time the firepower was limited. He got into his bunk just after 10 p.m. and rolled around, trying to get comfortable. His last thought before falling asleep was that he needed to build a damn cabin and stop living like a damn gypsy.
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				ESCANABA, DECEMBER 15, 1975

				“ . . . Only a fool pokes a stick into a hornet’s nest.”

				The small conference room in the Escanaba DNR office was smothered in attitude, expressed mainly in body language. There were twenty conservation officers jammed into the room, all of them from the two law enforcement districts that spanned the north shore of Lake Michigan. The room was as quiet as the aftermath of a fatal accident, in part because the officers were only a couple of weeks out of the fifteen-day-long firearms deer season and nearly worn out from long days and nights, dealing with every imaginable human behavior. Service felt a mixture of gloom and anger in the air. He found a seat behind the other officers and sat quietly. Several of the men nodded to acknowledge his presence, but nothing was said. Even the usually ebullient Colton Homes looked glum. Homes was in his early thirties, a six-foot Sumo with chipmunk cheeks, a military haircut, a perpetual smile that implied that he was up to something, and black horn-rim glasses that made him look like a hungry owl.

				They waited ten minutes before two unsmiling lieutenants and Captain Cosmo Metrovich sashayed into the room. Metrovich was the Upper Peninsula’s regional law enforcement supervisor; his officers called him the law boss, and in the U.P. he was the penultimate authority for game wardens. Service had been in the U.P. nearly a year and a half, and whenever Metrovich’s name came up, even over beers, nothing was said about the man, good or bad. Maybe the silence was because he was new to the force, Service thought, but in the Marine Corps, and even in the Michigan State Police, gossip and carping about supervision was a refined art. He had expected much the same from COs, but so far had not seen it and wondered what this signified. His company commander in Vietnam had always insisted a bitching grunt was a happy grunt.

				“All right, men,” Metrovich began. “I’ve asked both districts here today to review the strategy for the Garden Peninsula.”

				Sergeant Lennox Stone from Menominee thrust his hand in the air and waved it like a tomahawk.

				Service’s only exposure to Stone had been the one bizarre and frustrating marine patrol on Big Bay de Noc, and that day Stone had not bothered with small talk. All Service knew was that Stone, like himself, was a native Yooper, and that he was reputed to have started with the DNR when he was fourteen, sitting in fire towers, and later working as a state hunter, trapping, poisoning, shooting, and removing problem animals before taking a game warden’s position. Stone, in his mid-forties, was short and barrel-chested with piercing blue eyes and a shock of blond hair overrun with cowlicks.

				“Far as we know,” Stone said, “dere ain’t no strategy down dere to da Garden.”

				Service saw Homes and a couple of other officers nod in agreement, and based on his one-time experience down there, he had to agree that unlike the marines, where every action was thought out in advance, it was difficult to see any strategy in effect in the Garden.

				The captain showed a tight-lipped grin. “It’s good to have a man willing to speak up,” Metrovich said. “We’re a team, and I expect all of you men to speak your minds,” he added.

				“Maybe da boys is full-up saying how dey feel and gettin’ ignored,” Stone said, putting his hand just under his chin. “Dose outlaws down to da Garden do as dey damn well please, Cap’n.”

				“Not everyone in the Garden Peninsula is an outlaw,” Metrovich said, sharply correcting his sergeant.

				Stone ignored the rebuke. “We know da ones in da cemeteries sure ain’t—at least no more, Cap’n—but all da rest of dem we got our doubts about, eh?”

				More nodding heads and a few smiles.

				“You cannot paint all residents with the same brush,” the captain said.

				“Like to paint ’em wit’ tar and feathers is what,” Stone mumbled.

				The captain slapped the table. “This is the problem!” he said forcefully. “You men have to look at the big picture . . . and at history. These people have lived off fish for generations, and we have to expect—and try to understand—that it will take time for them to adjust to the new rules and regulations.”

				Stone didn’t back down. “Cap’n, dat buncha rats has never followed rules or laws, and even if you don’t wanta see it, dey’ve declared war on us. We got good officers don’t want to go down dere because dey know dey won’t get no support. Even county and Troops don’t go down dere unless dey got to. Dis Order Seventeen’s got no teeth.”

				Service saw that Captain Metrovich looked uneasy and heard a shift in his voice. “All right, while it’s accurate that Order Seventeen does not carry criminal penalties, I will remind all of us that there are license revocation procedures clearly outlined, and these will be adhered to, understood?” the captain said. “Due process, gentlemen, due process.”

				Stone grimaced. “No offense, but you call dat strategy, Cap’n, to act like gentlemen wit’ a buncha rats?”

				The supercilious Metrovich glared at the sergeant. “We do not have to become the animals we hunt,” the captain said haughtily. “This is not the good old days when game wardens did their talking with their fists.”

				Stone said, “Wit’ all due respect, Cap’n, whatever it is we’re doin’, it ain’t workin’. Maybe it’s time to go back to da old ways, or give da boys somepin’ different.”

				Service saw that even Lieutenant Dean Attalienti nodded at this. The other lieutenant, Cooper Edey, showed no reaction. Edey was responsible for the district that contained the Garden Peninsula, but he was retiring soon, seldom showed emotion, pretty much went along with what Metrovich wanted in order to get along with him, and, Service had heard, never went on risky patrols with his men. Technically, Edey was his boss, and so far, with the single exception of his one unscheduled Garden run, Edey and his sergeant had left him alone in the Mosquito, which suited Service just fine.

				“The strategy,” Metrovich said, “is stated thusly: Only a fool pokes a stick into a hornet’s nest.”

				Stone huffed audibly. “Dis ting’s about money, Cap’n, and I say if it’s about money, den we need to make some dents in dere bloody wallets.”

				Attalienti stepped up beside the captain. “What have you got in mind, Len?”

				“Order Seventeen is administrative wit’ no criminal penalties, and only if da bad guys repeatedly violate da rule, can we start proceedin’s to revoke dere licenses. But all dis takes a long time, and meanwhile da bastards keep dere stuff and dey’re out dere still takin’ fish and makin’ good money. Dose rats down dere tell da newspapers dey take fish to keep off welfare, which is a buncha hooey, eh. Dose rats got fifty-t’ousand-dollar houses, got new trucks, got new snow machines, and dey got new boats wid two-hunnert-horse motors dat leave us suckin’ wind. Seventeen says where and when dey can fish and what dey can fish for, so I say we see anyting even suggests dey’re violatin’, we move in, seize dere nets, take dere boats, grab dere motors, secure dere snowmobiles, seize anyting dey need to fish and impound da whole stinkin’ bloody lot and immediately start condemnation proceedings.”

				Captain Metrovich was shaking his head, trying to reason with Stone. “Proceedings take a long time, and what you’re suggesting surely would be reversed by the courts. It would undoubtedly be characterized as illegal seizure—and harassment.”

				“Maybe,” Stone said, “but we all know dat dose courts don’t move so fast, an’ every day we got dere gear, dose assholes down dere to da Garden won’t be takin’ fish. We don’t need no criminal penalties in Order Seventeen. All we gotta do is grab dere stuff an’ trow it all inta da courts and make da rats hire lawyers ta get it back.”

				The room began to buzz and Captain Metrovich had to hold up his hands to reassert control. “We have a policy,” he repeated. “We will make our patrols and enforce the laws we have and, if there are violations of Order Seventeen, we will follow the extant process. Am I being clear?”

				Even Stone took this declaration stoically.

				“One final item,” Metrovich said. “Chief Nill is stepping down, and I have been asked to deploy to Lansing for six months to serve as acting chief. In my absence Lt. Attalienti will be acting captain.”

				“Why’s the chief steppin’ down?” Colt Homes asked.

				“He has a health problem,” Metrovich said, not expanding.

				None of the men congratulated Metrovich on his assignment and none of them stuck around to talk. They got up en masse and quickly left the building.

				Service was walking to his vehicle to head for home when Attalienti pulled him aside. 

				“You know where the Beer Barrel is?”

				“The bar in Rock?”

				“Be there tonight at seven-thirty. Wear civvies and drive your personal vehicle. Park behind the house with the barber pole out front, hoof it over to the bar, and don’t be late.”

				“I’m supposed to work tonight,” Service protested, his mind already back in the Mosquito Wilderness on things he needed to do there.

				“This will be work,” the new acting captain said, walking away.

				Now what the hell was going on? Service wondered. Since he’d gotten into the Garden mess, nothing made sense, and he was beginning to feel frustrations that reminded him of those he thought he had left behind in Vietnam.
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