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  About “Pressie,” the Dragon of Lake Superior


  Most people have heard of the Loch Ness Monster. Loch Ness is a large lake in Scotland, and for centuries, countless people have reported seeing a huge creature in and around its waters. Some say the monster, commonly known as “Nessie,” is just a legend and doesn’t really exist. Others believe it may be a species of dinosaur—possibly a Plesiosaur—that has managed to survive while other prehistoric creatures have gone extinct.


  But did you know there are reports of a similar creature living in Lake Superior, off the northern coast of Michigan? It was first sighted in 1894, and since then, many people claim to have seen it. Because the creature has appeared near the Presque Isle River Inlet, people have given it the nickname “Pressie.” According to witnesses, Pressie has a hump-backed body, a head like a horse, and a serpent-like neck. It appears to be black or dark green in color and may be more than 75 feet long.


  However, long before Pressie made newspaper headlines, Native Americans living in the area that is now Michigan believed a powerful god called Mishipeshu (pronounced “mi-shi-PEH-zhew”) lived in Lake Superior. “Mishipeshu” means “Underwater Wildcat” (also “Underwater Lynx” or “Underwater Panther”). Some tribes described this being as a huge, catlike creature with a scale-covered body and dagger-like spikes on its back and tail. Others described it as a giant, feathered serpent with deer-like horns on its head.


  In Canada, ancient cave paintings show a dragon-like beast accompanied by a pair of smaller serpents. Some believe these creatures represent Mishipeshu and its children. One painting also shows a canoe with several occupants, who are very small compared to the creatures.


  What if Pressie actually does inhabit the depths of Lake Superior? Might it actually be a surviving species of dinosaur? Or perhaps something even more mysterious—such as the ancient god Mishipeshu—with powers beyond human understanding?


  Chapter 1


  From the towering cliffs above Lake Superior’s shores, Anna Hendricks could see for miles across the seemingly endless blue waters. She loved to hike here, along the coastline known as Pictured Rocks National Lakeshore. Over countless thousands of years, the Great Lake’s waters had sculpted cliffs, caves, and towers along the shore. Minerals and vegetation painted the stone formations brilliant shades of red, yellow, green, and white. Her hometown, Munising, nestled in a small bay on the northern coast of Michigan’s Upper Peninsula. From the edge of town, the Lakeshore-North Country Trail snaked through dense forest that bordered the lake. Sometimes, she walked as far as the huge stone formation called Miners Castle, eight miles away.


  Today looks like a good day to go at least that far.


  Occasionally, Anna met other people on the trail, but not often. Most days, she could hike for hours and never see another living soul. But she didn’t mind walking by herself. Even at home, she found herself alone most of the time. And when she wasn’t, she usually wished she was.


  Her father worked day and night. When he came home, he slept. Some days, even if she saw him, he barely noticed she was alive. Something had gone wrong with him, she thought. Since Mom had died just over a year ago, her dad had closed himself off. He worked all the time. He rarely spoke to her. He didn’t care what she did. She knew some kids who would love to be free of rules and regulations. But to her, so much freedom just meant her dad cared little about her safety and well-being.


  He was never mean to her. He never physically hurt her. But the father she used to know and love had vanished. Before Mom died, he had cared about her and showed it openly. Even though he sometimes seemed a little distant, she had never doubted that he loved her.


  She could no longer be sure.


  Something had gone wrong with him.


  Every time she went hiking, she thought long and hard about her life. About all the pain she’d felt since Mom had died. At home, dwelling on these things seemed too upsetting. Being in the house reminded her of happy times now gone away, probably forever. Out here, surrounded by tall trees, the earthy smell of the woods, and the peaceful songs of birds, she felt far removed from trouble and hurt. Here, she could find the peace and calm she needed.


  Anna was thirteen, tall for her age, with dark hair and copper skin that came from her mother’s side of the family. So much energetic hiking these past few months had made her strong and agile. This morning, she had gotten an early start, just as the sun was coming up. A half mile back, she had passed Sand Point, a low-lying area with picnic tables for tourists and a great view of the cliffs. There, she sometimes met people coming and going on the trail, but not today. Only a couple of thousand people lived in Munising all year, but during the summer, the town’s population doubled. Now, with less than two weeks remaining until school started, there weren’t so many visitors left. Still, some of the summer crowd would remain until after Labor Day.


  She didn’t look forward to school starting. She would be in eighth grade this year, and the idea of returning to the confines of the tiny school building depressed her. She had few friends among her classmates. Her best friends from past years had all moved away. Hardly anyone remained in Munising for too long.


  Except the losers.


  For now, she thought, she would just walk. The trail grew steeper as the land rose. Here, a barrier of trees blocked her view of the lake. But a few hundred feet on, the trail curved to the left and ran along the edge of the cliffs. This close to the town, the cliffs weren’t very high—no more than twenty or thirty feet. Still, they offered a beautiful view of the lake.


  The trees parted like an open door, and she found herself standing on a point with an almost unlimited view. Lake Superior’s icy water sparkled like blue sapphire under the bright morning sun. About a mile out, the huge green hump of Grand Island stretched as far as the horizon. A pleasant, cool breeze blew in from across the lake, and she took a moment to enjoy its gentle touch.


  A few hundred feet out, a tour boat was making its way north toward the high cliffs. For a second, she wondered whether it was her dad’s. No—this one was larger than his. Dad owned a nice but small tour boat. Every day, he took visitors out to view the cliffs. His boat had room for only eight people. This one probably held twenty or thirty. Its cabin had a row of large windows and a railed observation deck above it. Six or seven people stood on the deck, peering at the cliffs. During tourist season, boat tours of Pictured Rocks brought in decent money.


  She watched the distant vessel plow through the choppy water. From out there, the passengers would have perfect views of the spectacular, colorful cliffs. She had only been out on a boat a few times, back when Mom was alive.


  Wouldn’t it be nice if Dad took me out on his boat again?


  She sighed. The way things were, Dad would probably never take her boating again.


  She was about to continue walking when something at the corner of her eye caught her attention. A big splash—as if a boulder had fallen into the water. Out in the lake, she made out a huge, dark shadow a short distance behind the boat. The shadow was moving toward it—fast enough to catch it, she thought. Sometimes, schools of fish beneath the surface looked like big shadows. But they never moved so quickly. Whatever this was, she had never seen anything like it.


  A cold chill passed through her body. At the leading edge of the shadow, a dark shape emerged from the water. At first, it looked like a giant horse’s head. But as it rose higher above the waves, she realized it was more like a crocodile’s, all dark and scaly. Then, as quickly as it had appeared, it sank beneath the surface. But the shadow kept gaining on the boat.


  A second later, the boat lurched and spun—as if something gigantic had rammed it. An enormous swell of water rose and crashed over its decks. The heaving vessel disappeared beneath the collapsing wall of water. When it reappeared, no one was left on the deck. To Anna’s relief, a few figures began popping up around the boat, thrashing and struggling. But as she watched in helpless horror, one by one, they vanished beneath the frothing surface.


  Something is pulling them under!


  Then the unthinkable happened: a dark, mountainous shape came up under the boat and lifted it into the air. With an awful cracking sound, the vessel split in half. The shattered sections toppled back into the churning water and quickly sank. As the rippling surface gradually grew calm again, no sign of the boat remained. Not a trace of wreckage. Or of the people who had fallen into the lake.


  The shadow moved slowly away in the distance. Moments later, it was gone. Now, she could only wonder whether anything she’d seen had been real.


  Had she somehow daydreamed the whole horrifying event?


  No. Something had destroyed a tour boat right before her eyes.


  At last, a few pieces of wreckage bobbed to the surface. Some broken wooden planks. What might have been a section of cabin wall. A life preserver. Empty.


  Her thoughts whirled through her head until she began to feel dizzy. She backed away from the edge of the cliff and steadied herself against a tree.


  Amid the chaos in her mind, a word formed. An old word—one she hadn’t heard since she was just a little girl. A word her grandmother had sometimes whispered.


  Mishipeshu.


  It was a name. A name from long ago, when Lake Superior was known as Gichi-gami by her distant ancestors. Some of her mother’s people had referred to the thing as a giant, underwater wildcat. A mysterious god that lived in the depths of the lake.


  But to others, it was something else, something even more ferocious.


  A dragon.


  Mishipeshu. The Dragon God of Gichi-gami.
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