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​Sorry I'm Late, Homer
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More Tales From the Deep
The late Homer LeBlanc, creator of the Swim Whizz, innovator in the art of trolling lures

 in the propwash, and muskie enthusiast of the first order.
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s you may know, if you read my spring issue, I believe that the biggest muskies in a body of water spend their time feeding on suspended fish down in the thermo​cline. This is particularly true of waters that hold cisco. Where there are cisco you can expect this to enhance the growth of musky and that they will grow to be larger than average size.

This is something of a paradox since the musky is a shallow water fish by choice. Musky love small animals, such as ducks, squirrels, and muskrats. I once brought my daughter in to a taxi​dermist with her first legal musky and witnessed the opening of the belly of a musky that went about 28 pounds. In​side the belly of the musky was an adult black squirrel. The squirrel had been taken only a short time before taking this guy's lure because it was in perfect con​dition with its black fur glistening with mucus from the musky's stomach lining. I can remember fishing with Ted An​derson of Fishing Guide Publications ​P.O. Box 5513 - River Forest, IL 60305.
The late, great Homer LeBlanc used to say, “Fish hard and think like a musky." He guided governors, corporate heads, elite sports writers, and a host of other big shots. He was best known for creat​ing the Swim Whizz lure and discover​ing that trolling a lure in the prop wash will catch muskies and I believe most of his muskies were caught in this manner. He was a legend on Michigan's Lake St. Clair. The man and the legend were Homer LeBlanc.  Homer has a book out called, "Muskie Fishing: Fact and Fancy, Lore and Lures."

It strikes me as just a bit odd that I somehow missed learning of Homer's death last fall. I had been scouting around in a frenzy trying to find a boat to start the fishing season with after what I thought was a done deal went sour. I was on my way to look at an​other boat near Homer's home on St. Clair Shores and had told the dealer I might use the opportunity to drop in on Homer and say hello.

"Homer's a good buddy of mine," the dealer said. "He lives just 15 min​utes away, so you can go over to see him after you leave here."

That was in March of this year. I never reached St. Clair Shores. My truck broke down in Bay City as I was heading down U.S. 75 from the U.P. I was tied up in Bay City for several days and ended up buying a boat in Wiscon​sin.

By the first of April I was checking out a story on musky fishing in northern lower Michigan with Leo Morzinski of the DNR in Cadillac, Michigan. During the conversation, Leo said he was sure he had read somewhere that Homer had passed away. After what the boat dealer had told me, I was really taken by sur​prise.

With some trepidation, I telephoned Alma, Homer's wife of 57 years, and said that I had heard that Homer had passed away. I knew that he had suf​fered a bad fall about a year previously, injuring his ribs and suffering a deep cut on his hand when he tried to break his fall. Alma said he had difficulty ever since that fall and on November 17 last year, he suffered a stroke while walking in the hallway of their home. Two days later, while in the hospital, he suffered another stroke and passed away.

There are many stories about Homer. It is said that Len Hartman caught his biggest musky of 67 pds., 15 oz. on a Swim Whizz and that, for a time, the lure was rented out for $20 a day at Lake Chautauqua in New York.

I have my own tales to tell about the Swim Whizz. Although Homer de​signed this lure in 1956, I didn't start seeing it in northern Wisconsin until the late 60's or early 70's. I had an old cedar strip wooden boat at the time. On Lac Vieux Desert's west shore-in-the area known locally as Valley of the Gi​ants, on a bright sunny day in July ​about noon and with a light chop on the water.  I had a follow on the biggest musky I have yet to see. The fish came slowly about a foot below and a foot be​hind the lure. It seemed like the big fish had her eye on me, as well as on the lure as I had a long look at her. She swam under the boat and beyond the other side. I gave a couple casts back toward her and looked for her in the days to come, but never saw her again. This is the same fish I mentioned in my spring newsletter.

A few days later I took Gene Toney, the former Eagle River guide who had sold me this wood boat, and Matt Carlovich, who owned a restaurant in Milwaukee, over to fish the Eagle Chain. In the old days, when the Eagle Chain was not as commercially devel​oped as it is today, when the air temper​ature reached up into the '90's, we would go over on Catfish Lake on the Chain and fish over the lily pads.

In this hot weather, it seemed like the musky were always laying under those lilies. In those days we would use a Johnson Silver Spoon or a Mepps spinner (French spinner) with the single treble removed and replaced with a weedless hook.

On this particular day we had no hits fishing the lily pads on Catfish. But before leaving the area we slowly drifted over the pads and we saw at least half-a-dozen musky right under the boat, which is a case in point to tell you that the fish may still be there even when they aren't biting.

Later that day on the other side of the lake from the lily pads, Matt swore he had seen the biggest fish of his life follow that Swim Whizz back to the boat. I think that Matt got his lure caught up in weeds and he jerked back on his rod as hard as he could. The lure came flying back toward us and hit the side of the boat, breaking in half.  I thought that it was too cheaply put together.   We looked at his Swim Whizz and realized that it was molded and glued.  Matt said, "They may not be very well made, but they catch fish."

We were up in the southeast comer of that bay when Matt yells that he's got a fish after his lure that is the biggest thing he's ever seen.

     "Bigger than the one on Catfish?" 

     Matt said, "Yeah, I said the biggest fish I've ever seen."

     These are a few of my experiences with the Swim Whizz. I believe the fish I saw on Lac Vieux Desert was easily in the 50-pound, or above, class. Not hav​ing actually seen the two monsters that Matt had seen I can only speculate. But Matt had fished and hunted all over the state for many, many years.
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