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But Chet has overlooked one thing: the fact that

the locker room of the North Lake Clubhouse was located

right next to the furnace. And naturally, the night

being so damnably cold, the janitor had it and all the
fairly

radiators in the place #kxkx/jumping. By the time we

had changed and trotted uncertainly out on the floor

of the crowded and cheering gym, the temperature must

have been at least a hundred--and the Toreadors to a

man were stoned...
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| I recall one other tl}Lng that the Toreadors shot a
G\\C}Y" , ‘,g‘;AVWMM Vi Al off U geome
lone basket. This when its gangling center dimly

bulhoo\ pto0e”

perceived a spherlcdl\&sm\}e hurtling toward him,
\ !
I

' \ A
¢ !
Instinctively raised his har ds[\ , found
\\_\ : ; . ;
lophel ip
himself holding the missile, | dased Aturned and/\saw a

, phbarmy
/M/QJ hoop with a net on™3#t, and, with surr.eaélr&s«t dellberatlon

M?WM

durled the missile at the hob theeash w}uch

dropped--thus scoring, another two points for the North

Lake Miners.

Final score: North Lake Miners 57; Toreadors, O.
It had beenm a memorable night, It was also the night

the Toreadors disbanded.
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About five p'clock I arrived on the fifth floor of
the parking ramp of my motel in Ann Arbor. A half hour

later I had fought all my luggage (which included
/

J

/
an elghty— und short—wave radio whimsically called

portable) /41}) to nry"ﬂ)frf’:ived myselg with a slug

ﬂ/ﬂu s mmw
of bourbon’ WM&CMWMW

made—my-waydowr—to ewR

my bridgework, Fhem=t

fﬂwmﬂmaafm/

pre-banquet cocktail party.
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I\t:eundfhe lobby,{awaSh with old grads of all ages

discort i e bothuss

at the bulletin board trying to, -find eut wnere RP~EX

sl ysrmadli Wl i sseafflilly

ctass—~was meeting to lmblbe little pre-supper youth

WW

and hilarity. Somebody, nudsed-me and I turned and beheld |,

e A Vi
W} Lpprary
aA ispy-haired, sunken eyed, ravagedrnecked old manAvd!m
¢

and varieties. My first blow came while I stood

@ Conl/ ¢

’




/Mone of us had f?rgotten hoy to swallow, howemss

A

and after several rounds some pf us even began to

reminesce. '"Remember that Spring the begowned and

/ - ——> griduating engineers invaded

nmv
the Law Club arch and we pe-l-tod-daeﬂr

Wwv’ Nw,v
with eggs and old fruitf' "'™ember whenﬁmr/

A

I\made thatﬁﬁ;gi tackle on thg[lone engineer who W W
gteed his ground?" '"Remember,..?" %ﬂ/ﬁ"”’%
wdé
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Nature|has both a sly and merciful(way with this

[ v

business of growing old: after contemplating and shaving

the same old mug for umpty-odd years the possessor/
. A

% tends to overlook the,ravages of time. But when

A

suddenly he confronts a group of contemporaries he

hasn't seen for forty years the shock is all but shattering.
pud Yatyry w4V wd
Can these dodderingAOld men possibly be the same boys /

ky et dndl ',/‘/

ore went to school with? Mﬁs he really chan

much as they? @W ,%ﬁ W/AW
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%supper e learned from Duke that athost half our

A

' ¢
classmates had already d+ed and thatg\only a fractlon of

awweors’ ﬁm{/a/v //#M/w//f/ﬂ%f

the léwing had showed up.A Many had sent their ;é regrets
A ;
P01 e s

from hospitals and nursing homes. One of our more
colorful %ssnxa mailed his from a midwest prison

where| he more or less permanently resided because of ki av/
b :

. e ’

incorrigible penchant for sw:Lndl:Lngﬂ After supper those

v

of us who remained awake, sang some old Michigan sopgs;

M
by nine o'clock most of us were snu Z&thzmg/’-&dé M/

7
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Next noon only about a dozen of the hardier of us

v

showed up for the football game--after all there was the

'mf Jyna, ek ; MWVW
\ . g/\ from the car to the stadium andl. /\%ﬂ?é/
'i Z// /;MMW L M o « 7

the® scaling the@te cliffs to en‘el-s,\seatllf‘ After
A "%//WW% M/&truw/?"’
the game Ernie and Fred and I plodded our way to the
N Y

sty

nearest bar and applied ourselves to the business at

VR

hand., After about siz round# we were so far mellowed

Awm// Y ot sl Ay

and relaxed that Ernie/\suggeste !we plan to meet at

our fiftieth class reunion,

"Here's to our fiftieth!" Fred toasted, merziix

raising his glass. — MWM% W ?é%ﬂ/c

W

)
"Too bad it's ten yearsAam,*' I responded, suddenly

s

grown giggly. "I can scarcely wait,"




MOSN OVER NORTH LAKE

I once played on a basketball team that madel\&_uaﬁﬂﬂe’,

WMZ’%wwld’s recordlﬁWm

i

nor-heard-ef before or since. At the time I was a

P

77 lbu-a‘“ =

wPioadly transformed, by

s i

university) and our team was a pickup squad of students

who played not for glory, not for tuition, not even

D of Ve

. . oy Wy
particularly for victery, but, : —tree amateur/,

i L 7 é
v —— il
s&mply[\for the)\m animet=fom of it. We called ourselves
$ ‘ /

the Toreadors and I, being the tallj—l@ naturally

played center.




Chester Ross was our combined manager, coach, booking

agent and water boy g

-~

({i?é%i%ﬁf%‘?and our opponents were similar pickup squads

from surrounding towns in the area. For a

A

team that only got to practice when it played, the é;zﬂyﬁjgr/

Toreadors had a modestly impressive record. This was, due

in-lapee—part A0 the fact that we had one varsity ringer
\

on our squad--we'd simply feed the ball to our running

v
Aemamide
guard, Hank Carter (imaginatively tpansfeﬂﬂed—t310arter

he'd
Henry for purposes of disguise) and k®/obligingly drop

in the points.
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Because of school and {back in those days) the prickly

problem of transportation we played only on weekends or
during holidays. Jhms °ering/‘i‘hanksgiving vacation we /WMZ 'ééﬂ/

% on the sturdy North Lake Miners at the college gym

and fmanaged) barely/ to defeat them in a tough overtime

game. Naturally the smarting Miners clamored for
revenge—on their home floor, of course--so our
amiable manager promised them a return match during the

coming Christmas holidays.




My town was the closest to North Lake, an unincorporated
iron-mining village (in the U. P. invariably called &
Mocation') about five miles away. Accordingly I was put
in charge of transportation and since back in those
primitive days there were no cabsig/nd most people sbtewred M

up/ :

their cars on blocks and drained the radiators with the

first snowfall, I hired a team of horses and a(Sleigh M

W from Burke's Livery; the Toreadors would make a

<N\

gala holiday hay ride out of their return match with the
e’

North Lake Miners...




It was six o'clock and,\ZZ degrees below zero when
the members of our team met at Pop Geelan's poolroom #

[N u/ith chattering teethf\ climbed into the waiting

chilly sleigh box, Henty Anderson driving, and took off

)
I.,
for North Lake in a cloud of vapor and squealing runners. m /%&
e

Pt
It was at this point that our,coach and manager, Chet Ross, t
T

displayed his resource and imagination: <from a sox;t of

bowling-ball bag he carried he produced a allonAof
whdl WM

codertess U, P, moonshine, solemnly took a swig, and

passed it to the next man,




"Drink,” he ordered. "It will drive away the mkidifix chill.”

Five miles later when Henty drove his steaming horses
into the barn behind the North Lake Clubhouse the Toreadors

Log Warn

had so far chased away the chill thatAon-l-y—abw‘t helf the
gallon remained. "Thanks, Chet,” I murmured as we groped
our way into the crowded clubhouse. "You sure saved the

day--can't feel a thing, just nice and warm and glowy all

over,™

PYanned AT 1-Ch id;” pattd ig” truSty Zﬂ&ﬁ%géﬁfn

M zzmw‘”‘l;

"Planned it that way," ChetA?aid, patting his trusty

bowling bag.
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I shall draw a charlthble veil of silence over the

ensuing game. 1

"

eue-gof respect for my teammates\and, twe, because

«A / AT ‘A
3 i% é:g -
uo# remember much of what . I do recall that our

A

captain called frequent timeouts, whereupon we gratefully

flopped to the floor #s our‘fa:ifthfﬁl eoscimand manager @ecdl LP2ALHL
trotted out\m dwindling "water" jug.
!
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Written by:

John D. Voelker
Deer Lake Road
Ishpeming, Michigan
Nos 53

MOON OVER NORTH LAKE
by

Robert Traver
I once played on a basketball team that made some sort of
world's record; at any rate I have never heard of its like before
or since. At the time I was a student in a small U. P. teacher$

college (since magically transformed)%g; a legislative wave of

o~

0.7
the hanquinto a full-fledged university) and our team was a

pickup squad of students who played not for glory, not for
tuition, not even particularly for victory, but, in the true
spirit of the amateur, simply for the shee# hell of it. We

called ourselves the Toreadors and I, being the tallest, naturally
played center.

Chester Ross was our combined manager, coach, booking agent
and water boy and our opponents were similar pickup squads from
the surrounding towns in the area. For a team that only got to
practice when it played, the Toreadors had a modestly impressive
record. This was due largely to the fact that we had one
varsity ringer on our squad--we'd simply feed the ball to our
running guard, Hank Carter (imaginatively renamed Carter Henry
for purposes of disguise) and he'd obligingly drop in the points.

Because of school and , back in those days, the prickly
problem of transportatiog,we played only on weekends or during
holidays. During Thanksgiving vacation we had taken on the sturdy
North Lake Miners at the college gym and barely managed to defeat
them in a tough overtime game. Naturally the smarting Miners
clamored for revenge--on their home floor, of course--so our
amiable manager promised them a return match during the coming

Christmas holidays.




My town was the closest to North Lake, an unincorporated

iron-mining village (in the U. P. invariably called a "location")

about five miles away. Accordingly I was put in charge of
transportation and since back in those primitive days there were
no cabs or busses and most people put their cars up on blocks and
drained the radiators with the first snowfall, I hired a team of
horses and a sleigh box from Burke's Livery; the Toreadors would
make a gala holiday hayride out of their return match with the
North Lake Miners...

It was six o'clock in the evening and a crackling 22 degrees
below zero when the members of our team met at Pop Geelan's
poolroom. With chattering teeth we climbed into the waiting
chilly sleigh box, Henty Anderson driving, and took off for
North Lake in a cloud of vapor and squealing rumnners. "It'll
take us half the game simply to get thawed out," someone muttered
from under a blanket. It was at this point that our crafty coach
and manager, Chet Ross, displayed his resource and imagination:
from a sort of bowling-ball bag he carried he produced a gallon
jug of white U. P. moonshine, solemnly took a swig, and passed
it to the next man.

"Drink,™ he ordered. "It will drive away the chill.”™

Five miles later when Henty drove his steaming horses into the
barn behind the North Lake Clubhouse the Toreadors had so far chased
away the chill that less than half the gallon remained. ''Thanks,
Chet,” I murmured as we groped our way into the crowded clubhouse.
"You sure saved the day--can't feel a thing, just nice and warm
and glowy all over.”

"Planned it that way,” Chet sagely answered, patting his trusty

bowling bag.




Now back in those days none of us was much given to drinking;
we had discovered that youth alone was sufficiently intoxicating.
Nor was any of us aware that, while a person may imbibe a
remarkable quantity of alcohol and still remain vertica%,provided
he does so outdoors in intense cold, it behooves him to remain
there. None of us knew, either, that the cubicle where we had
to change our clothes immediately adjoined the raging clubhouse
furnace. Nature did the rest; by the time we had changed and
trotted dreamily out on the floor, to a man the Toreadors were
magnificently stoned.

I shall draw a charitable veil of silence over the ensuing

game. My reticence springs from two things: one, out of respect
for my teammates, some of whom are still teaching th%M
virtues to the young, and, two, because anyway I can;t remember
much of what happened., I do recall that our captain called

e
frequent timeoug‘ whereuggn we gratefully flopped to the floor
as our faithful manager and coach trotted out to refresh his
parched players from his rapidly dwindling "water" jug.

Beyond that I have but a hazy impression that the Toreadors

Jumbered and cavorted and lurched around the overheated gym like

>

young elephants on a trampoline. When one or more of us wasn't picking

himself off the floor or careening into the crowded bleachers he
was busily throwing the ball out of bounds or into the grateful
hands of our opponents——all to the accompaniment of wild cheers
by the partisan fans. Meanwhile the Miners were stoicly racking
up the points. In muddled retrospect the whole nightmare scene
possesses the wavering slow-motion quality of bewitched children

romping under water.




Small correction. I recall one other thing: that the
Toreadors shot one lone basket. This miracle occurred near
the end of the game when its winded center, standing pensive
and swaying in a corner, mistily perceived a spherical object
hurtling toward him, threw up his hands to protect himself,
and found himself holding an inflated leather ball. After
examing this curious object carefully and discovering that, qff 4Q€f£;z57?;ci;
»22? it was a basketball, he turned dazedly and saw a metal hoop
with some netting on it at which, after extravagantly squinting
and aiming, he dreamily lofted the ball--falling abruptly on
his fanny from the effort.

From this vantage point he watched with a detached smile

as the ball rolled uncertaginly around the hoop, closing his

J
eyes when, ef-a&&—zhingsn the ball presently dropped through.

The crowd cheered wildly as the center, still prone, indulgently
acknowledged their plaudits with nodded smiles and languid
waves. Only later did he learn that he had 36 dropped the ball
in the wrong basket, thus scoring another two points for the
exultant North Lake Miners...

Final score: North Lake Miners, 57; Toreadors, 0. It had
been a memorable evening. It was also the night the Toreadors

disbanded.
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MOON OVER NORTH LAKE
by

Robert Traver
I once played on a basketball team that made some sort of
world's record; at any rate I have never heard of its like before
or since. At the time I was a student in a small U. P. teacher

college (since magically transformed, by a legislative wave of
the hand, into a full-fledged university) and our team was a

pickup squad of students who played not for glory, mot for
tuition, not even particularly for victory, but, in the true
spirit of the amateur, simply for the sheer hell of it. We

called ourselves the Toreadors and I, being the tallest, naturally
played center.

Chester Ross was our combined manager, coach, booking agent
and water boy and our opponents were similar pickup squads from
the surrounding towns in the area. For a team that only got to
practice when it played, the Toreadors had a modestly impressive
record. This was due largely to the fact that we had one
varsity ringer on our squad--we'd simply feed the ball to our
running guard, Hank Carter (imaginatively renamed Carter Hemry
for purposes of disguise) and he'd obligingly drop in the points.

Because of school and , back in those days, the prickly
problem of transportation we played only on weekends or during
holidays. During Thanksgiving vacation we had taken on the sturdy
North Lake Miners at the college gym and barely managed to defeat
them in a tough overtime game. Naturally the smarting Miners
clamored for revenge-—on their home floor, of course--so our
amiable manager promised them a return match during the coming
Christmas holidays.




My town was the closest to North Lake, an unincorporated
iron-mining village (in the U, P. invariably called a "location")
about five miles away. Accordingly I was put in charge of
transportation and since back in those primitive days there were
no cabs or busses and most people put their cars up on blocks and
drained the radiators with the first snowfall, I hired a team of
horses and a sleigh box from Burke's Livery; the Toreadors would
make a gala holiday hayride out of their return match with the
North Lake Miners...

It was six o'clock in the evening and a crackling 22 degrees
below zero when the members of our team met at Pop Geelan's
poolroom. With chattering teeth we climbed into the waiting
chilly sleigh box, Henty Anderson driving, and took off for
North Lake in a cloud of vapor and squealing rumners. "It'll
take us half the game simply to get thawed out,” someone muttered
from under a blanket. It was at this point that our crafty coach
and manager, Chet Ross, displayed his resource and imagination:
from a sort of bowling-ball bag he carried he produced a gallon
jug of white U. P, moonshine, solemnly took a swig, and passed
it to the next man.

"Drink,” he ordered. "It will drive away the chill."”

Five miles later when Henty drove his steaming horses into the
barn behind the North Lake Clubhouse the Toreadors had so far chased
away the chill that less than half the gallon remained. "Thanks,
Chet," I murmured as we groped our way into the crowded clubhouse.

"You sure saved the day--can't feel a thing, just nice and wamm
and glowy all over.”

"Planned it that way," Chet sagely answered, patting his trusty
bowling bag.




Now back in those days none of us was much given to drinking;
we had discovered that youth alone was sufficiently intoxicating.
Nor was any of us aware that, while a person may imbibe a
remarkable quantity of alcohol and still remain vertical provided
he does so outdoors in intense cold, it behooves him to remain
there. None of us knew, either, that the cubicle where we had
to change our clothes immediately adjoined the raging clubhouse
furnace. Nature did the rest; by the time we had changed and
trotted dreamily out on the floor, to a man the Toreadors were
magnificently stoned.

I shall draw a charitable veil of silence over the emsuing
game., My reticence springs from two things: ome, out of respect
for my teammates, some of whom are still teaching the manly
virtues to the young, and, two, because anyway I can't remember
much of what happened. I do recall that our captain called
frequent timeouts, whereupon we gratefully flopped to the floor
as our faithful manager and coach trotted out to refresh his
parched players from his rapidly dwindling 'water" jug.

Beyond that I have but a hasy impression that the Toreadors
lumbered and cavorted and lurched around the overheated gym like
young elephants on a trampoline., When one or morecof us wasn't picking
himself off the floor or careening into the crowded bleachers he
was busily throwing the ball ocut of bounds or into the grateful
hands of our opponents~-all to the accompaniment of wild cheers
by the partisan fans. Meanwhile the Miners were stoicly racking
up the points. In muddled retrospect the whole nightmare scene
possesses the wavering slow-motion quality ot bewitched children
romping under water.




Small correction. I recall one other thing: that the
Toreadors shot one lome basket. This miracle occurred near
the end of the game when its winded center, standing pensive
and swaying in a cormer, mistily perceived a spherical object
hurtling toward him, threw up his hands to protect himself,
and found himself holding an inflated leather ball. After
examing this curious object carefully and discovering that,
lo, it was a basketball, he turned dasedly and saw a metal hoop
with some netting on it at which, after extravagantly squinting
and aiming, he dreamily lofted the ball-~falling abruptly on
his fanny from the effort.

From this vantage point he watched with a detached smile
as the ball rolled uncertainly around the hoop, closing his
eyes when, of all things, the ball presently dropped through.
The crowd cheered wildly as the center, still prome, indulgently
acknowledged their plaudits with nodded smiles and languid

waves. Only later did he learn that he had just dropped the ball
in the wrong basket, thus scoring another two points for the
exultant North Lake Miners...

Final score: North Lake Miners, 57; Toreadors, 0. It bhad
been a memorable evening. It was also the night the Toreadors
disbanded.




