TIMELINE (#18A)
FUN & GAMES AT LOST LAKE WOODS
Editor's Note:
Timeline (#18) describes my work at Lost Lake Woods Club. This Timeline (#18A) presents some of the lighter
activities that I encountered while working and living there. Timeline (#18B) describes the attractive girl I met
and dated during my first summer there (at age 16).
OLLIE’S WAKE-UP CALLS
Our caretaker, Ollie Gonyea, had the thankless job of assuring that all employees were up at the right time in the
morning. To wake the guys up, he used a standard trick that he performed each and every morning when he
came into our dorm room. He would poke each of us with a 5-foot long wooden stick and demand, in these
exact words each time, “Let’s crawl out.” If we didn’t immediately respond to his prodding, we merited and
received another poke with his stick. He DID NOT use the same prodding with the girls who were sleeping just
across the hall from us. We could always hear Ollie knock politely on their door and request that, “It’s time to
get up now, girls.”
FINGER IN THE PUDDING TRICK
For every meal, the majority of club employees sat at a long table and ate together at the same time. There was
always a lot of good-natured bantering and joking. There was always plenty of good food to go around.
Regardless, a favorite trick to play was to pilfer someone else’s food when that person wasn’t looking. The
pilfered food was usually a biscuit, piece of fruit, or especially, dessert. After the food item disappeared, no one
would return it nor own up to the theft. This was always a great cause of merriment for the others. Finally, tiring
of the sport, one of the cooks figured out how to stop it. On that fateful day, as she was getting up from the
table, she got everyone’s attention. She made a point to show us her delicious bowl of pudding and then stuck
her finger in it. Of course, nobody stole her dessert. After that, whenever anyone wanted to assure that their
food would be where they left it, they used a similar tactic.
THE DUNGEON AND UNCLE MARION
In the basement of the clubhouse were three low and narrow, unfinished, unheated, barely-lit compartments
that were known collectively as, “The Dungeon.” This name was so common and used so often by all employees
that it lost its meaning. “The Dungeon” was used only for storing equipment and supplies such as mowers,
rakes, hoses, cans of gasoline for the mowers, cleaning equipment and the like. No consumable items, such as
soft drinks or boxes of pretzels, were stored there.
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One summer day, my Uncle Marion and Aunt Eleanor Boyer and their 3 small children were traveling in
Michigan. Because Marion and my dad were brothers, the family stopped in Greenbush to visit. When they
asked about me, my parents told them that I was working at Lost Lake Woods Club. Because the Club was
almost directly on their route, they decided to visit me there.
On that same day, caretaker Ollie and I were doing some work in “The Dungeon.” When my uncle’s family
arrived at the clubhouse, they asked the person working behind the lobby desk where I was. Without a second
thought, he answered, “He’s in the dungeon.” Marion and Eleanor were aghast that their nephew would have
done anything so heinous that he would be confined in such a place. The excitement mounted and they asked
the counterman how to get there. He, bewildered by the commotion, told them to go down the nearby stairway
and turn left.
When they arrived about 20 seconds later and found the door opened, a great deal of confusion ensued. They
found Ollie and me calmly working with some of the tools. There were much relieved to find that we had eaten
recently and that we weren’t blinded by the light. I was very glad that no one had a heart attack or fell down the
stairs before they knew the truth. After the confusion was straightened out, we all had a good laugh and a short,
pleasant visit before my uncle’s family continued on their journey.
DEAD SEAGULL AT THE DUMP
Hauling heavy cans of kitchen refuse to the dump normally
required two people. One day, Roger Jamieson and I were
doing this job and he brought along his .22 caliber rifle.
There were many seagulls browsing at the on-property
dump. It is illegal in the State of Michigan to kill seagulls. In
spite of the law and my warning, Roger shot one of them.
Then he jumped off the back of the truck and went into the
woods and left me standing on the back of the truck with his
smoking rifle. With incredibly perfect timing, Roger was
completely out of sight when a private car arrived to dump
his trash. The man got out of his car, saw the dead seagull,
saw me with the smoking gun, and asked, “Who shot the
seagull?” I replied lamely, “I don’t know,” but he was not
convinced. Roger, conveniently, did not reappear until the
man disposed of his trash and drove off. I was very
concerned that I would be reported and have to answer to
the Club or to the Law. I felt fortunate when that didn’t
happen and nothing came of this incident.
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Roger Jamieson (age 17)
with pet raccoon and crow, Summer 1952

CLAY PIGEON RUSE
Editor's Note:
The Trap and Skeet Range was located just south of Fox Road (the main road) near the entrance to the club. In
fact, the range was so close to Fox Road that a few cars driving there during a trap or skeet shoot were struck by
the almost spent shotgun pellets, much to the chagrin of our management. These shoots were scheduled almost
every Sunday morning.
Both trap and skeet are similar in that they involve shooting at frangible moving targets ("clay pigeons") with
shotguns. The birdshot in each shell consists of about 400 spheres (pellets). The targets are 4.3 inch diameter
discs made from a fragile material. Trap and skeet differ in the positions of the shooters and locations of the
throwing machines.
In trap shooting, the targets are launched in a limited, random direction from a central small "house" directly
away from the shooter who stands in 1 of 5 positions behind the house. In skeet shooting, there is a high house
at the left of the field and a low house at the right. Targets emerge from the high house at an elevation of 10
feet and from the low house at an elevation of 3 feet. They always fly along the same path toward the opposite
house. The 8 shooter positions are located in a semi-circle between the 2 houses.
In either type of shooting, a person (usually me) in the house places a target onto the throwing arm of the
machine. This throwing machine slings the target out of the house after a command of "pull" by the shooter.
The machine automatically resets itself and the person puts another target onto the throwing arm. This
procedure is repeated hundreds of times during a shooting match.
Working in one of the little, cramped skeet or trap houses for several hours during a shooting match got very
repetitive and boring. It wasn't a dangerous job although there were many times when I could hear the shotgun
pellets striking the wimpy structure surrounding me. Sometimes, during a skeet shoot, the clay pigeon targets
would clip the edge of the exit opening and shatter into scores of tiny pieces of shrapnel within the house.
Occasionally, to relieve the boredom and spice things up, I would select a target that contained a tiny crack or
notch. When these targets came flying out, they would often split into 2 or more pieces. This would confuse the
shooter causing him to miss the target (or not shoot at all). He might have to reload and try again. Another
amusing trick (to me, at least) was to knock out the circular center of the target. Although the target didn't
break into pieces, it did take an erratic "dip" at about the time a shooter fired. I could always hear sounds of
amazement whenever this happened. It was hard for me to conceal a chuckle. As long as I didn't do it too often,
this ruse was fool-proof. A faulty clay pigeon was always blamed. Our manager, Mr. Duff, was an excellent
shooter and was usually a competitor at these matches. Although he was a nice gentleman, he would not have
taken kindly to these shenanigans.
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MO-SKEET-O SHOOTING
Mo-Skeet-O, now defunct, is a shooting game for throwing
and breaking clay targets, similar to trap shooting except on a
reduced scale. Every feature is smaller, including the gun, the
ammunition, the throwing machine, the noise and the recoil.
The shotgun is a .22 caliber smoothbore that fires long-rifle
cartridges each loaded with about 100 birdshot pellets.
These pellets are capable of breaking clay targets at a
distance of 25 feet or more. The targets are only 2.75 inches
in diameter (about the size of a "Ritz Cracker") and are made
from a fragile material. The small throwing machine stood
Mo-Skeet-O Shooting equipment – throwing
directly on the ground and threw targets about 75 feet with a machine; clay pigeon targets; .22 caliber, pump
maximum elevation of 9 feet. The reduced noise and recoil
action, smoothbore shotgun
of a .22 caliber weapon compared to a 12-gauge shotgun
goes without saying. The "house," used to enclose and protect the throwing machine and its human loader, was
a 4 foot cube (with bottom and front missing) made from 1/2 inch thick plywood.
Mo-Skeet-O was a novel system used to get youngsters interested in shooting at moving targets. During my first
summer (1952) working at Lost Lake Woods, a Mo-Skeet-O shoot was set up once a week (in the early evening)
near the northwest corner of the clubhouse on the hill overlooking Badger Lake. A safe distance of at least 60
feet in front of the house toward the lake was required.
Roger Jamieson's older brother Duane (age 19) was responsible for the Mo-Skeet-O shoots. He organized the
event, set up the equipment, solicited potential shooters to join in, and kept score. The turnout was usually very
small and normally included 3 of the 4 hired teenage males and a few young male and female guests. Duane
was very diligent with the dangerous weapon while dealing with the noisy and disorganized kids. He carefully
followed all safety precautions while loading and unloading the gun and made sure it was aimed in the right
direction. He made this experience fun and safe while teaching the youngsters how to handle and shoot a gun.
All the shooting and scorekeeping started just behind the makeshift house. Like trap shooting, someone (usually
me) sat in the house and operated the throwing machine. This machine did not automatically reset but it was
easy to manually pull back the throwing arm. Thus, the procedure was to reset and lock the throwing arm, load
on a miniature clay pigeon, wait to hear the "pull" command from the shooter, and release the spring-loaded
arm. This procedure was repeated many times during a shooting match.
From my concealed position in the house I could easily follow the flight of each launched target. I could also see
it explode when it was hit with an accurate (and fairly difficult) shot. I always rejoiced when this happened,
along with the exuberant shooter (located 3 feet and one thickness of plywood directly behind me).
After the shoot was over and the guests disappeared, we 3 or 4 workers remained to clean up and put away the
equipment. We took this opportunity to sharpen our shooting skills. It was great fun to shoot down those tiny
moving targets. We competed against each other and kept score. I became quite proficient at shooting the clay
pigeons out of the sky. However, I was never good enough to beat my nemesis Duane Jamieson.
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Unfortunately, Mo-Skeet-O shooting was discontinued after the 1952 summer. Although we were all saddened,
we realized that the club management made a wise decision. It was very dangerous to have a loaded weapon
(capable of killing or injuring someone) in the hands of excitable kids supervised only by not-much-older
teenagers. No warning signs were posted anywhere in the short distance between the clubhouse and Badger
Lake. Anyone, guest or worker, could unknowingly have walked uphill from the lake and directly into the line of
fire.
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