
 



 



 



 



 
  



 



 
  



 



 



 
  



 
  



 



 
  



 
  



 
  



 
  



 



  



 



 



 



 



 



 



  



 



 



 



 
  



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 
  



 



 



 
  



 



 



 



 



 
  



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 
  



 



 
  



 



 



 
  



 



 



 



 
 



 
 



 



 
Ryan was in the boat for their last time. Grandpa said we'll do "one more pass", then head in. We were on the north side of 

"Moenck's hole" and Grandma caught a big one. Earlier in the week, the net had broken; Grandpa fixed it, but Grandma's 5 lb. 

Walleye broke the net again. I felt like it was God giving her the perfect fish at the end or her last day of their last year at Island 

Lake. We threw it back, so it could grow bigger. 



 


