
Gh ost  Tow n  a n d  S ecr et  Wa t er
By B E ATRICE  D. AD AM S ”

T HERE IS A SINGING, ageless wonder  about  the Upper  Pen insu la  of
Michigan . If one th inks to journey through the old ore and
lumber ing t ra ils, now excellen t  well t ravelled roads, and go home

sa t isfied with  the vaca t ion  and ca lling it  fin ished, tha t  is not  the case.
The urge to retu rn , to explore fu r ther , aga in  to become steeped in  it s
charm and beauty is so compelling a  th ing tha t  the quest ion  remain ing
is simply what  of the Peninsu la  have we not  seen , not  explored? Very
likely the answer  may be, tha t  region  where Delta  County and School-
cra ft  con join .

Traveling east  from Rapid River  to Manist ique a t  a  lit t le town ca lled
Cooks there is a  modest  sign , “To Big Spr ing,” poin t ing to a  small road
leading off to the left  of the h ighway. It  is a  sandy, one t rack t ra il,
th rough  open  count ry, then  t rees, then  t imber . Suddenly it  becomes
a  green  tunnel, cu t  in to the living wonder  of the forest , with  on ly a  pa le
gleam filt er ing down through  a  million  leaves. The r ich  odor  of piney
loam is there, and whiffs of sweet  fern . Then  a  clea r ing in  the woods,
and a  clamber ing ou t  of the ca r . “Huh! don’t  th ink much of th is!”
Following a  pa th , unconvinced—Calling it  the Seventh  Wonder  of the
Wor ld, a s the na t ives do, does not  prepare one for  Kitch-it i-ki-pi ! It  is
a  sigh t  for  the gods, nest led there in  the dense virgin  t imber , th is pool
of clea rest  blue lucidity, a  hundred feet  or  more in  diameter . Lookin g
in to it s depths one is reminded of an  exquisitely decora ted huge an t ique
bowl. Tha t  it s est imated depth  is over  seven ty-five feet  is qu ite un-
believable, so clea r  is it s wa ter , so bluely t ransparen t . There is a  lichen

“ Mrs. Adams of Genoa  City, Wisconsin , says she is a  Missour i na t ive who loves
Mich igan’s Upper  Pen insu la  more than  any spot  in  Amer ica .
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