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Adolph Sepich of Sheboygan lands a lake trout. It’ll be frozen in minutes

Trophy-size fish are registered. These were caught the first day we fished
v - - ®,

August Kopplin prepares to move his automated ice shanty to a new spot

Hottest

This lake has five names
and 10 varieties of fish
to catch through the ice.
| say it’s got everything

from Wisconsin,” Tom Pearson
wrote late in February, 1965.
“T've found the hottest ice fishing
you ever saw. Wish we could try this
lake together before the ice goes out.”

He was talking about Green Lake,
27 miles west of Oshkosh, Wiscon-
sin, on Route 23. He had fished it
every weekend since he'd found it in
mid-January. He said the place was
so full of lake trout that he’d often
limit out before noon and the rest
of the day he’d fish for northern
pike or bluegills.

“The average laker,” he added,
“runs between 17 and 24 inches and
weighs between 115 to 5 pounds,
but I caught a 10-pounder last week-
end. The pike run to trophies too.
My biggest was 15 pounds. And you
should see the bluegills. Wow! In
fact the lake’'s got a full house of
gamefish: lake trout, brown trout,
splake, bass, walleyes, pike, blue-
gills, crappies and yellow perch.
You name it, Green Lake’s got it.”

It was a letter that would make
any serious fisherman pack up and
hop the next plane to Oshkosh. But
I wasn’t able to get away. Months
later when I was free, Tom was in
the army and far away from Wis-
consin,

By then I was so steamed up
about fishing Green Lake that I de-
cided to go it alone. So I wrote to
an old friend, Gene Roark, public
information officer of the Wisconsin
Conservation Department, for the
latest dope on the lake. He said
that the best time to fish Green Lake
through the ice was during the first
two weeks after the ice is thick
enough. He promised to phone the
day the ice was ready.

He called on January 26 and said
that ice shanties were going out. He
offered to set things up for me for
the weekend of January 29. I said
that was great with me, and Gene
said he'd try to meet me at the
Oshkosh airport.

IT’S TOO BAD you live so far



Place on Ice . v onus

It was Dick Harris, however,
bundled in a heavy overcoat with
collar high against the 20-below-
zero cold, who met me after the
plane touched down on the hard
snow at Oshkosh.

Dick is the area supervisor of the
Fish Management Division of the
Conservation Department in Osh-
kosh. He turned out to be just the
man to fill me in on Green Lake. On
the drive to his office, he told me
that the lake has five names. They
are Big Green Lake, the official name
(for there is a Little Green Lake
too) ; Green Lake, the popular one;
Day-cho-lah, an Indian name favored
by many small fry; Lac Verde, a
hangover from the days of the
French explorers; and Mona-paca-
lah, another Indian name seen oc-
casionally on old maps.

“Big Green Lake is something of
a misnomer,” Dick said, “because it’s
neither big (about seven miles long

Adolph uses an ice-jigging rod outside

This group of bluegill shanties spreads out across a shallow Green Lake bay only 100 yards from my motel-room picture window

Beside shanty, Lyle Budnick and I admire Jim Schmitz’ laker

Lyle shows typical ice-fishing bait, two live minnows on jig
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Here 1 talk with Lyle Budnick as

we jig for lakers from ice shanty

Lyle drills through ice while Don Bruendl skims off chips
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and two miles wide) nor green. On
a clear summer day, its surface is as
blue as the sky. It’s a glacial-dug
hole with cold springs in its silt-
and-gravel bottom and is officially
the deepest lake entirely within the
borders of Wisconsin. Its deepest
spot is 230 feet and lies between
Sugar Loaf, the highest hill along
its shores, and Blackbird Point on
the opposite bank.”

Dick went on to say that much of
Green Lake is 200 feet deep, and
about two thirds of it is at least 100.
The lake is noted for an excellent
supply of oxygen and natural trout
food, even in its deepest spots. All
of these factors, Dick pointed out,
contribute to making this one of the
great lake-trout waters in the coun-
try.

Dick had arranged for Doug Mor-
rissette, district fish manager, to
drive me to Green Lake. Doug, a

'?Woods Bay | \\
A e
/__

GREEN LAKE

This deep lake has wide variety of game-
fish and is noted for its excellent supply
of oxygen, springs, and natural fish foods

likable young fellow with an easy
smile and a twinkle in his eyes made
short work of the trip to Green Lake
in spite of snow and ice on the
roads.

When we checked in at Gordon’s
Motel in the village of Green Lake,
there was still enough light for us
to see out over the lake. A hundred
yards from my picture window, doz-
ens of gaily colored ice shanties
huddled in little groups like gossip-
ing women.

“Trout shanties ?” I asked.

“No,” Doug replied. ‘“That’'s a
shallow bay. Those are jumbo-blue-
gill shanties. When those big pan-
fish run, some of the fastest fishing
on the lake happens right out there.”
He went on to say that the bluegills
average about a pound, with 1154-
pounders common and enough two-
pounders around to make the fishing
exciting.

I examine an angler’s lake trout. These deep feeders come big




Many more local anglers appear out on the ice as darkness approaches. The day’s work over, they get in some fishing

Doug promised to be back early
in the morning, and the next thing
I knew, he and Gene Roark were
pounding on my door asking if I in-
tended to lie in the sack all day. It
was still black night as far as I
could see. I let them in on a blast
of frigid air, and Doug gave me the
cheerless news that it was 24 below
zero with a 20-mile wind zipping
down the lake. He said that he hoped
I'd brought along warm clothes be-
cause this was the coldest morning
at Green Lake in many years.

I grinned and showed them my
red, insulated coveralls that I'd
brought to slip over my heavy wool
pants and two light wool shirts.

“They’re just about the warmest
clothes an ice fisherman can wear,”
I said, “and not even a 20-mile, 24-
below-zero wind can knife through
them.” I got dressed, and we went
out into the bitter morning to find a
restaurant.

The only restaurant open so early
was filled with anglers, but we found
a booth in the back. After butter-
milk pancakes, maple syrup, lots of
steaming-hot coffee, and good Wis-
consin sausages, we climbed into
Doug’s jeep and headed for the lake
that I'd been waiting a year to fish.

Our guide had gone ahead to get
the holes drilled and the shanty set
up. Luckily, we got Lyle Budnick
to guide us. He's one of the best
guides on the lake and has the best
shanties.

“Guiding is a year-round business
for Lyle,” Doug explained, ‘“‘along
with running his Blue Roof Cottages

resort and boat livery
during the spring,
summer, and fall.”

We found Lyle, a
clear-eyed, ruddy-
faced man who ap-
peared to be in his
thirties, drilling holes
in the 20-inch ice over
Sugar Loaf Bar. When
I first saw him, his
head and shoulders
were just showing
above a shower of
ice thrown up by his
power drill as it bit
into the hard, black
ice. An instant later
the drill broke through
the ice, and as Lyle
pulled it out of the
lake, a column of wa-
ter spurted six inches
above the ice and
dropped back. Final-
ly, eight holes stared
at us like so many
black eyes.

We piled out of the
jeep to help Lyle move his shanty.
It was on sled runners, and we easily
moved it over the holes and an-
chored it against the wind. I was
amazed at how neat and comfort-
able the shanty was. It had a clean,
wooden floor and benches running
down each side; several high win-
dows provided light and ventilation.
A gasoline lantern furnished more
light, and a gas stove gave out
enough heat to keep the holes from
freezing over while we fished.

Doug Morrissette and Lyle look over the day’s catch

We'd just set up when Don Bruendl
walked in. Don had engaged Lyle
and the shanty for the weekend but
had agreed to share both guide and
shanty with us. Don, I soon dis-
covered, enjoyed company and seemed
glad to have us barge in on him. He
was in his forties and liked nothing
better than to have a fishing rod in
his hands and a few friends by his
side. He had a ready joke for every
occasion and kept us laughing all
day. I found (continued on page 91)
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father like son means much, though, he
was chuckling to himself over that last
run of Christie’s and our double miss.

It was good to know, too, that there
were at least two smart snowshoe hares
in that Carthage cover, waiting for us
te return so they could try to fool us
again.

We would talk to Roy Waitt and set
a date for the three of us to hunt, I de-
cided. Do it right away. We’d give
Roy the hares we’d shot.

I fell asleep trying to recall my
favorite recipe for hasenpfeffer, one I
got from an uncopyrighted booklet
published by a brewer. Back home, I
located it in my files, and I pass it
along to you here:

1 cup vinegar

1 12-0z. can of beer

2 large sliced onions

1 tbsp. mixed pickling spices

1 tsp. salt

14 tsp. pepper

1 large or two small rabbits in
serving portions

4 cup flour

1/ cup fat

1 tbsp. sugar

Combine vinegar, beer, onions, pick-
ling spices, salt, and pepper in a large
earthenware bowl. Add the meat. Cov-
er and let stand in a refrigerator one
or two days, turning the meat several
times. Dry the meat with absorbent
paper and dip it in flour.

Melt fat in a large skillet and brown
the meat on all sides. Pour off the fat.
Strain the marinade and add it to the
meat with sugar. Bring liquid to a
boil. Reduce heat, cover, and simmer
40 minutes, or until the meat is tender.
If desired, thicken the liquid with flour
mixed with a little water.

Serve the meat with sauce, potato
dumplings, buttered green beans, and
ale or beer. Makes six to eight serv-
ings. THE END

THE FISHING LESSON

(continued from page 53)

number of times this same big boar
stopped on the bank and watched the
river patiently. At other times he ran
into the water without pausing and
made captures that were astonishingly
swift and direct. (See “What’s on Your
Mind,” page 4 of this issue, for more
pictures of this boar and some interest-
ing sidelights of the McNeil River trip.)

The three big cubs being taught to
fish in these pictures undoubtedly will
become as self-sufficient as the old
boar or their mother one day. Less
fortunate are the three younger cubs
shown feeding on the half-submerged
carcass of an adult bear.

I can only speculate on whether the
dead bear was their mother. But these
are undoubtedly cubs of the year, and
during four days of intermittent ob-
servation I never saw them more than
150 yards from this spot or with anoth-
er bear.

It’s my guess that these cubs have
been orphaned and are eating the flesh
of their mother. It’s likely that she

was Kkilled in combat with another bear.
Several years ago on Admiralty Island,
and again a season or two later near
Becharof Lake on the Alaska Penin-
sula, I observed cubs trying to nurse
from sows that had been dead for
several days.

I believe that cubs, after trying vain-
ly for several days to nurse from a
dead mother, will begin to eat the
sow’s flesh. It’s an established fact
that adult bears will eat carcasses of
other bears, but from what I've seen,
they don’t do so until the flesh begins
to break down. THE END

HOTTEST PLACE ON ICE

(continued from page 49)

that Don ran a successful automobile
dealership in Green Lake and was one
of the town’s business leaders.

Lyle supplied us with short ice-jig-
ging rods and open-face spinning reels.
Each reel held 100 yards of 10-pound-
test monofilament line rigged with a
red and white plastic bobber and thin
metal jig. He set the bobber to keep
the bait just off bottom; then he showed
me how to bait the jigs with two live
minnows.

I don’t know who started fishing
first, but several others were jigging
before I got my lure into the water. I
let the monofilament spin off the reel
for what seemed an incredibly long
time. Bottom was a long way down—
according to Lyle, about 120 feet.

Jigging for lakers requires a sensi-
tive hand. At this season, lake trout
are deep and take live bait gently.
You have to give them time to get the
bait firmly in their mouths before set-
ting the hook. I usually count to 10 and
yank on the line.

A very effective trick is to jig by
developing a steady rhythm that lifts
and lowers the bait 10 to 12 inches.
On every tenth drop, leave the bait
close to the bottom for a few seconds;
then start jigging again. Lakers often
grab the bait just as it starts up after
such a pause.

Don had just lit a cigar when he
yelled, “Got one.” Then Le groaned
and said, “Had one, I mean.” He
pulled up his line, rebaited, and lowered
it again. In a few minutes he yelled,
“I got him this time, and he’s a dandy.”

We watched expectantly while Don
hauled in the long line. Then suddenly
Don moaned, “It’s a damned mud pup-
py.” He brought the thing out of the
hole and slammed it down on the
boards at his feet.

Mud puppies (Necturus maculosus)
are amphibians with forelegs and fish
tails; they seem to be half frog and
half fish. They’re plentiful in Green
Lake and are usually found where lake
trout live. Mud puppies steal bait and
eat spawn; consequently they’re hated
by Green Lake trout anglers.

According to Doug Morrissette, mud
puppies are the real villains of Green
Lake, and until 10 years ago had cut
so deeply into the natural spawning

(“UTTER 2L
DEVASTATION!”

with Hornady’s 22 cal. 53 gr.

MATCH HOLLOW POINTS

Don Skodny of Lorain, Ohio,
wasn't a hollow point fan—un-
. til he teamed his Swift with
Hornady’s new 22 cal. 53 gr. Match
HP’s. “Utter Devastation!" he reports.
“Our Ohio woodchucks are no match
for them.” Prove the accuracy and
explosiveness of these new Hornadys
In your next match with a varmint!

73 bullets for handloading
Send for list

Jlornady
BULLETS

HORNADY MANUFACTURING COMPANY
k DEPT. O, GRAND ISLAND, NEBR. 68801

2 WaYys to get
more fun out of
fishing

YUKON — Big, 16-footer for big water. Lots
of room. Planes fast! Doubles for fishing
and water skiing with optional deck and
steering.

2 s

F-7 — Here's the favorite 14-footer of them
all! There are thousands and thousands of
F-7’s in America’s fishing fleet. Owners call
her the best boating value there is.

ALUMACH? ALPEX

ALUMINUM
FIBERGLASS

ALUMA CRAFT BOAT COMPANY
1517 Central Avenue, N.E.
\ Minneapolis, Minnesota 55413
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| Mayfield Spinning Guides

C Higher, larger eye lets line

flow freely. Eliminates rod
slap completely. Spring de-
sign allows full rod action.
Heavy chrome plate pre-
vents line wear. Complete
instructions for mounting
guides included with order.

ROD BUILDING SUPPLIES
Write for catalogue
Mayfield Guides

223 E. Dobbs, Tyler, Texas
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LUXURY LIFE FOR FISHERMEN

IN AVION'S CAMPER COACH

No wonder! Now your family can camp like kings,
too. Even 'way back in the bush! With modern
kitchenette. Luxury beds. Shower. Toilet. Utilities.
Everything planned for pleasure. It's a self-con-
tained cabin on wheels! That’s why so many out-
doorsmen are stepping up to Avion quality. So —
check Avion’s riveted aluminum aero-design for
beauty, better handling, roadability, gas-mileage.
For completeness, comfort, FUN!

CAMPER

AV ION COACHES

Dept. B-2, Benton Harbor, Mich. 49022
San Jacinto, Calif. 92383
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CATALOG and
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Chamois
Cloth Shirt

Sueded cotton.
Looks and feels
like high grade
chamois leather.
! Machine washable
and is more dur-
than wool.
.~ Mr. Bean person-
ally uses this shirt
on his hunting and

Col-

_ ple and Free Cata-
. } log.
1 Bean, Inc.

233 Main St., Freeport, Maine 04032
Hunting, Fishing and Camping Specialties

REDUCIBLE

RUPTURE AGONY

Removed

you slip into a
low-cost, contour-designed
Brooks Patented Air Cush-
ion Appliance! Your re-
ducible rupture will be held
in securely yet gently—or
the trial costs you nothing! This invention
has made millions of sufferers happy. You
can enjoy heavenly comfort night and day at
work and play—or the Appliance costs you
NOTHING. Isn’t this worth a no-risk trial by
you? If interested, write for free facts now.
BROOKS C€O., 341-D STATE ST., MARSHALL, MICH.

CANADIAN HEMLOCK

For true GRACE and BEAUTY—
These sturdy, well rooted 3-yr.
10” to 12” plants are ideal for
background or hedge in sun or
shade. Trim to desired height.
Postpaid — No C.0.D.
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that heavy annual stocking of lake
trout was necessary to furnish top-
drawer fishing. The problem had been
that the trout had spawned only on
Sugar Loaf Bar where there were no
rock crevices for the eggs to fall into,
out of reach of the hungry mud puppies.

The problem was solved in 1955 when
210 tons of granite was hauled out on
the ice, spread over the bar, and left
for the spring thaw to lower it into
the lake. Divers later reported seeing
hundreds of thousands of trout eggs
in the crevices. Subsequent dives re-
vealed large schools of trout fry
swimming about. As a result, Green
Lake has become the greatest lake-
trout water in Wisconsin, and one of
the best in the nation.

Just as Doug finished telling about
mud puppies, Don landed another
one, and Gene hauled one up. The
boys began ribbing Lyle about putting
us over a school of mud puppies, so
we moved to a spot closer to shore,
above 90 feet of water.

We'd no sooner started fishing again
than Don shouted, “Got one.” He
heaved on his line, and his rod bent
down into the water as he began yelling
about what a good trout he had. He
finally lifted a two-foot laker out of
the hole. On Lyle’s big scales it weighed
five pounds four ounces.

I was jigging my lure and looking
over Don’s fish when I felt a tap at
my bait. I waited for a moment, set the
hook, and was fast to a laker that
didn’t want to come off the bottom.
He went down and made long side runs
under the ice. Bit by bit I got him up.
When I finally lifted him through the
hole, he proved to be a fat laker a
shade over 20 inches long and a bit
more than three and a half pounds.

I forget who landed the next trout,
but after our third fish, there followed
a long lull during which we smoked
Don’s cigars, swapped fish yarns, and
ate the lunch that Don had generously
provided. While we were finishing off
the Polish sausages, Swedish bread,
Wisconsin cheese, and hard-boiled eggs,
Doug pulled up a laker an inch short
of the 17-inch minimum.

The trout’s swim bladder was badly
distended because of the too-rapid
change in pressure as the fish was
pulled to the surface. When released
he would be unable to go down again.
Doug showed me how to remedy that.

Air had to be let out of its air blad-
der. For this purpose Doug carried a
two-inch hypodermic needle. He care-
fully inserted the needle into the side
of the fish just below the lateral line
ahead of the dorsal fin. This procedure
let the air out of the bladder. Then he
gently took the hook from the trout’s
jaw, explaining that if the fish had
swallowed it he would have cut the
snell and left the hook in the fish.

He put the fish back into the lake
and held it upright while it recovered.
The trout shook itself, swam out of
Doug’s hand, and dived straight down.

Both Gene and Don landed small
trout, and Doug used the needle, earn-
ing the name ‘“the surgeon.” Lyle sug-

gested that we move. He felt sure that
once small trout move into an area,
chances are the bigger ones have left.

It was 2 p.m. before we got set up
again. This time I'd hardly started
when I felt a tug on my line and sank
my hook into a fair fish that yanked
right back. He pulled my rod tip into
the hole, and I began to get a lot of
advice. In time I landed a laker that
was a good match for the one Don
had landed, all of 5% pounds. I had
limited out. In a few more minutes,
Doug had his limit, and by 3 p.m. so
had Lyle.

I wanted to see the lake and check
on other shanties with Lyle. He knows
nearly everyone who fishes Green Lake
regularly, including fellows from as far
away as Chicago. We borrowed a snow-
mobile and took off across the ice.
Most fishermen had trout, and the ma-
jority of the fish ran between 17 and
24 inches, but there were quite a few
large trout and one or two real tro-
phies.

We scooted to the head of the lake
to see what the northern-pike anglers
were doing and found one fellow with a
15-pounder. It was lying on the ice
outside his shanty and frozen stiff as
a pine board. We saw a few more
good pike and heard of some anglers
from Milwaukee who had limited out
on big walleyes.

We ran into one angler who’d land-
ed a three-pound brown trout. He
seemed prouder of that fish than he
did of a four-pound laker he’d caught.

We ended our checking run by rid-
ing down to the pipe racks where the
chamber of commerce and the conser-
vation department were registering the
big fish caught that weekend. We got
a look at some Green Lake trophies.

The sun was nearing the trees on
Sugar Loaf when we returned to the
shanty and found six lakers lying on
the ice by the door—and my two were
still inside. It had been a great day.

On the way back, we came to a large
expansion crack that ran clear across
the lake with a foot or more of open
water showing through. We had to
turn around and head for the other
end of the lake, the long way around.

As we pulled off the ice onto the road,
Lyle invited me to his home for
a dinner of lake trout fried by his
wife. Doug leaned over and whispered
that I was a lucky so and so, because
Lyle’s wife is one of the best cooks in
Wisconsin.

Lyle lives a short walk from my mo-
tel. First I went to the motel and put
on clean clothes; then I walked to
Lyle’s with the snow crunching under-
foot. Lyle was just steaking the trout
when I arrived. I noticed how firm
and orange-pink the meat was, more
like Pacific salmon than any lake trout
I’d ever seen.

The unique color and delicious flavor
of Green Lake trout are due to the real
hero of Green Lake, the opossum
shrimp (Mysis relicta), a small crus-
tacean on which the lakers feed.

This is no ordinary fresh-water
shrimp. It’s a rare species, about an



inch long, that lives near the bottom in
deep, cold water. Only two lakes in
Wisconsin contain opossum shrimp,
Lyle said. He went on to tell me that
these shrimp have what is called the
carotene factor—from the word carrot,
denoting orange color—which lake trout
convert into orange-pink meat.

Fortunately there are untold mil-
lions of 'possum shrimp in Green Lake.
Doug Morrissette explained that the
lake trout get their phenomenal growth
by devouring hordes of them daily.
In fact, he said, a Green Lake six-inch
fingerling grows to 16 inches (one inch
short of the legal length) after only
three years. It takes a similar finger-
ling six years to reach this size in near-
by Lake Michigan.

Next morning Gene and Doug were
at my door before sunup. We went out
into the frigid dawn and walked over
the snow-covered streets to the res-
taurant. Breakfast down, we piled into
Doug’s jeep and sped to the lake.

This second day was not quite so
cold as the first. It was 20 below when
we started fishing and about 10 above
at noon. The day was just as exciting
as the first and the fish as willing.

Don Bruendl, so delighted with our
good luck during the weekend, invited
all of us to dinner at Green Lake’s
leading restaurant. It was a great way
to end an unforgettable fishing trip.

How do you know when to go to
Green Lake for the best ice fishing?
It's usually the first two weeks after
the lake is frozen hard enough to hold

a lot of weight. But Green is the deep-
est lake in Wisconsin and the last to
freeze over. You can’t judge its ice
cover by the lake back home.

It’s a good idea to write the secre-
tary of the chamber of commerce, Green
Lake, for ice conditions and a list of
motels and guides. You’ll find a shan-
ty more comfortable than fishing out in
the wind, and you can rent them. Or
bring a windbreaker of some kind.
Guides charge up to $20 a day, but
four anglers can split this by using the
same guide and shanty. Motels offer
off-season rates averaging $6 a day
single and $8 double.

I can’t think of a better way to
spend a winter vacation than by travel-
ing to some top-drawer lake, settling
down in a trailer, pickup camper, or
motel, and fishing through the ice. For
one thing, in most places more fish
are caught through the ice than are
caught during the heat of summer.
There are no water skiers or speed-
boaters to bother you, and no mos-
quitoes, black flies, or midges. If you
dress correctly for the cold, you can
be more comfortable in January than
on a boiling-hot day in July.

Increasing numbers of fishermen are
enjoying ice fishing. Only a few years
ago, it was exceptional for an angler
to travel more than 100 miles to fish
through the ice. Now many anglers, in-
cluding entire families, are driving, fly-
ing, or going by train for as much as
300 miles. I made the long trip from
New York to Green Lake, more than

1,000 miles, and had one of the best
winter vacations I've ever experienced.

Fishing licenses are always a bargain
when you think what you get. The
Wisconsin out-of-state license, for ex-
ample, costs $6, and a husband-and-
wife license for 15 days is only $7.
The lake-trout season is open January
1 to September 30. But the ice is usual-
ly not strong enough for fishing till
mid-January and lasts about eight or
nine weeks. At this time, it’s also legal
to take brown trout, splake, northern
pike, walleyes, sauger, bass, and all
panfish.

A 10-percent spot check conducted
in 1966 by the Wisconsin Conservation
Department indicated that more than
10,000 legal lake trout were caught
during the short ice season. This rep-
resents a 100-percent increase over the
1965 season. More than 20,000 blue-
gills were landed, also an increase over
1965. Many legal splake, northern pike,
walleyes, crappies, and jumbo yellow
perch showed up in the count.

If you drive to Green Lake, you can
pick up a license on the way at a num-
ber of convenient spots, such as the
Tourist Information Center on Inter-
state 94, two miles north of the Il-
linois line; the Wisconsin Vacation of-
fice, 205 North Michigan Avenue in
Chicago; or any of six tourist infor-
mation locations along the state line.
If you haven’t tried ice fishing, take
down your tackle now and start plan-
ning. You’ll find adventure, excitement,
and good fishing. THE END

Va/ue you can see, touch, use e ..la’/‘ SO/’./

Slide into your sunbather
seat, switch on the 8 track
stereo tape player, check
your 18 gallon tank, set the
convertible top up or down,
throw on the running lights
—they’re all standard
equipment.

Then, power on—it roars to
life and you move out in
Larson’s 17-foot Volero
177. Riding on a million
little bubbles . . . slicing
through waves and wakes
with the Deep Vee hull Paul
Larson designed.

Volero 177—You’'ll be
proud of her.

Compare Larson’s price/
value/quality ratio. Value
you can see, touch, use.
Outboard: $1495 (w/o en-
gine) or Comboard $3575
with 120 hp Mercruiser
engine.

1967 CATALOG
in blazing color
plus Price Com-
parison Chart
covering 10 lead-
ing brands. Free
copies: see your
Dealer...orsend
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dustries, Inc.

Little Falls, Minn.,
Petersburg, Va., Nashville, Ga.
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