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      prologue
     
     
      This 
      book 
      came 
      about 
      as 
      a 
      spin-off 
      of 
      Glen
      Arbor’s 
      Bicentennial 
      celebration. 
      Gathering 
      infor-
      mation 
      about 
      historical 
      landmarks 
      for 
      county
      recognition, 
      locating 
      photos 
      and 
      relics 
      for 
      the 
      mini-
      museum, 
      tape 
      recording 
      the 
      memories 
      of 
      senior
      citizens, 
      we 
      re-discovered 
      a 
      vivid 
      past. 
      Many
      younger 
      members 
      of 
      the 
      community 
      were 
      fasci-
      nated 
      too.
     
     
      Glen 
      Arbor 
      Township 
      never 
      grew 
      to 
      the
      greatness 
      of 
      Ann 
      Arbor, 
      or 
      to 
      the 
      fame 
      of 
      other
      “Glens” 
      and 
      “Harbors” 
      in 
      Michigan. 
      Yet 
      it 
      is
      unique. 
      Because 
      of 
      its 
      natural 
      beauty, 
      Glen 
      Arbor
      Township 
      is 
      rapidly 
      being 
      absorbed 
      into 
      our
      Sleeping 
      Bear 
      National 
      Park. 
      A 
      preservation 
      of 
      the
      lovely 
      land 
      may 
      be 
      a 
      tribute 
      to 
      sturdy 
      pioneers, 
      but
      they 
      deserve 
      some 
      special 
      written 
      remembrance 
      too.
     
     
      As 
      a 
      native 
      son, 
      Rob 
      Rader 
      knows 
      his
      homeland 
      well. 
      Quite 
      naturally 
      he 
      became 
      involved
      in 
      bicentennial 
      activities, 
      although 
      still 
      completing
      his 
      studies 
      at 
      M.S.U. 
      He 
      first 
      volunteered 
      his 
      help 
      at
      tape-recording 
      the 
      memoirs 
      of 
      senior 
      citizens. 
      (He
      already 
      had 
      a 
      treasure-trove 
      of 
      stories 
      from 
      his
      grandmother, 
      Marie 
      Rader, 
      who 
      came 
      to 
      Glen
      Arbor 
      as 
      a 
      child 
      in 
      1906.)
     
     
      As 
      the 
      idea 
      of 
      a 
      book 
      emerged, 
      and 
      with 
      Rob’s
      narration 
      weaving 
      events 
      together, 
      the 
      Glen 
      Arbor
      History 
      Group 
      was 
      able 
      to 
      publish 
      this 
      book. 
      It 
      was
      a 
      risky 
      undertaking. 
      Our 
      apologies 
      for 
      any 
      errors 
      or
      oversights 
      are 
      most 
      sincere. 
      We 
      will 
      appreciate
      corrections 
      in 
      case 
      of 
      any 
      subsequent 
      editions.
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      GLEN 
      ARBOR 
      TWSP. 
      HISTORY 
      GROUP
      (Box 
      311, 
      Glen 
      Arbor, 
      MI 
      49636)
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      Glen 
      Haven 
      Harbor 
      and 
      D.H. 
      Day 
      Dock 
      as 
      seen 
      from 
      Sleeping 
      Bear 
      Dunes 
      about 
      1910.
     
    
   
  

 
  

  
   
    
    
     
      
     
    
    
     
      in 
      a 
      nutshell
     
     
      1851
     
     
      1856
     
     
      1857
     
     
      1859
     
     
      1866
     
     
      1867
     
     
      1871
     
     
      1872
     
     
      1899
     
     
      1895
     
     
      First 
      settlers 
      arrived: 
      John 
      LaRue, 
      John
      Dorsey 
      and 
      John 
      E. 
      Fisher.
      Glen 
      Arbor 
      Township 
      organized 
      as 
      part 
      of
      the 
      Grand 
      Traverse 
      County.
      First 
      sawmill 
      and 
      Sleeping 
      Bear 
      House 
      (Inn)
      erected 
      on 
      Sleeping 
      Bear 
      Bay 
      (Glen 
      Haven)
      by 
      C.C. 
      McCarthy.
      First 
      dock 
      (later 
      called 
      Central 
      dock) 
      built
      on 
      Sleeping 
      Bear 
      Bay 
      by 
      George 
      Ray. 
      First
      sawmill 
      erected 
      on 
      Crystal 
      River 
      by 
      John 
      E.
      Fisher.
      First 
      dock 
      built 
      at 
      Port 
      Oneida 
      by 
      Thomas
      Kelderhouse.
      Glen 
      Arbor 
      Township 
      had 
      population 
      of
      200, 
      three 
      boat 
      docks, 
      four 
      stores, 
      two
      hotels, 
      a 
      blacksmith 
      shop 
      and 
      cooper 
      shop.
      First 
      bridge 
      built 
      over 
      the 
      “Narrows” 
      be-
      tween 
      East 
      and 
      West 
      Glen 
      Lake.
      Old 
      lighthouse 
      (first 
      erected 
      in 
      1839-before
      Manitou 
      Islands 
      became 
      part 
      of 
      the 
      Glen
      Arbor 
      township), 
      rebuilt 
      on 
      South 
      Manitou.
      J.0. 
      Nessen 
      (Glen 
      Arbor 
      Lumber 
      Co.)
      erected 
      large 
      steam 
      mill 
      on 
      north 
      shore 
      of
      Glen 
      Lake, 
      with 
      tramway 
      to 
      Sleeping 
      Bear
      Bay.
      D. 
      H. 
      Day 
      acquired 
      lumber 
      mill 
      on 
      west 
      end
      of 
      Little 
      Glen 
      (later 
      bought 
      J.O. 
      Nessen 
      mill
      in 
      1907).
     
     
      1900
     
     
      1903
     
     
      1921
     
     
      1922
      1925
     
     
      1928
     
     
      1931
     
     
      1935
     
     
      1951
     
     
      1956
     
     
      1970
     
     
      Coast 
      Guard 
      station 
      (then 
      called 
      Life-saving
      Station) 
      constructed 
      at 
      Sleeping 
      Bear 
      Bay.
      Coast 
      Guard 
      station 
      also 
      built 
      at 
      South
      Manitou.
      William 
      Beals, 
      teacher 
      from 
      St. 
      Louis,
      Missouri, 
      started 
      a 
      summer 
      camp 
      for 
      boys
      that 
      later 
      became 
      a 
      co-ed 
      boarding 
      school 
      in
      winter.
      D. 
      H. 
      Day 
      Forest 
      Estates 
      plan 
      begun.
      Five 
      township 
      schools 
      consolidated 
      into 
      one
      Glen 
      Arbor 
      School.
      D. 
      H. 
      Day 
      State 
      (Camping) 
      Park 
      donated 
      to
      public.
      Sleeping 
      Bear 
      Dunes 
      State 
      Park 
      created 
      by
      the 
      Michigan 
      legislature.
      Airplane 
      gliding 
      meets 
      began 
      at 
      Sleeping
      Bear 
      Dunes 
      which 
      led 
      to 
      use 
      of 
      balloon 
      tires
      on 
      autos 
      for 
      launching 
      gliders, 
      and 
      later 
      the
      noted 
      dunes 
      ride 
      concession 
      run 
      by 
      Marion
      (daughter 
      of 
      D.H. 
      Day) 
      and 
      Louis 
      Warnes.
      Glen 
      Arbor 
      township 
      celebrated 
      its
      Centennial.
      Glen 
      Lake 
      High 
      School 
      (a 
      consolidated
      school 
      serving 
      Empire, 
      Cedar, 
      Maple 
      City
      and 
      Glen 
      Arbor) 
      built 
      to 
      the 
      design 
      of
      architect, 
      Harford 
      Field.
      National 
      Sleeping 
      Bear 
      Park 
      created 
      by
      Congress.
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      It 
      was 
      the 
      summer 
      of 
      1839 
      when 
      Sylvester
      Sibley 
      and 
      crew 
      of 
      four 
      surveyed 
      state 
      land 
      in 
      what
      is 
      now 
      Leelanau 
      County. 
      The 
      land 
      they 
      were
      surveying 
      was 
      near 
      Lake 
      Michigan 
      across 
      from
      Manitou 
      Islands. 
      They 
      were 
      moving 
      north, 
      one
      township, 
      six 
      miles 
      square, 
      at 
      a 
      time. 
      They
      completed 
      the 
      survey 
      of 
      Fractional 
      Township 
      28
      North 
      in 
      Range 
      13 
      West. 
      Sibley 
      wanted 
      to 
      begin
      marking 
      FT29NR14W, 
      starting 
      at 
      the 
      northeast
      corner 
      of 
      FT28NR13W, 
      along 
      the 
      northeast 
      shore 
      of
      a 
      large 
      inland 
      lake.
     
     
      They 
      had 
      been 
      hiking 
      through 
      the 
      thickets 
      for
      several 
      hours 
      trying 
      to 
      reach 
      the 
      lakeshore.
      Suddenly 
      Sibley 
      shouted, 
      “We’re 
      there.”
     
     
      The 
      lake 
      surrounded 
      by 
      forested 
      hills 
      of 
      white
      pine 
      and 
      sugar 
      maple 
      gleamed 
      like 
      a 
      polished 
      jewel.
     
     
      Sibley 
      wiped 
      his 
      brow 
      with 
      a 
      sweat 
      soaked
      arm 
      and 
      pointed, 
      “There’s 
      the 
      shore 
      we 
      surveyed
      last 
      week.” 
      He 
      turned 
      to 
      the 
      north 
      shore, 
      “Beyond
      that 
      shore,” 
      he 
      said, 
      pointing 
      his 
      finger 
      at 
      a 
      low 
      strip
      of 
      land, 
      “I’ll 
      bet 
      it 
      is 
      a 
      swamp. 
      According 
      to 
      this
      map 
      of 
      the 
      Lake 
      Michigan 
      shoreline, 
      we 
      should 
      be
      near 
      Sleeping 
      Bear 
      Bay. 
      That’s 
      the 
      swampland 
      at
      the 
      head 
      of 
      the 
      bay. 
      We 
      will 
      be 
      surveying 
      all 
      around
      the 
      bay, 
      and 
      all 
      land 
      north 
      of 
      here.”
     
     
      “Do 
      you 
      suppose 
      the 
      lake 
      outlet 
      runs 
      through
      there, 
      Sibley?”
     
     
      “I 
      believe 
      so, 
      Chapman. 
      You 
      remember 
      that
      from 
      the 
      top 
      of 
      that 
      hill 
      on 
      the 
      south 
      shore 
      we 
      could
      see 
      probably 
      a 
      mile 
      across 
      land 
      from 
      this 
      lake 
      to 
      the
      bay. 
      I’d 
      say 
      the 
      outlet 
      to 
      this 
      lake 
      flows 
      across 
      there
      to 
      Lake 
      Michigan.”
     
     
      “Do 
      you 
      think 
      we’ll 
      be 
      spending 
      a 
      lot 
      of 
      time
      in 
      there?” 
      John 
      Allen 
      eyed 
      the 
      thickets 
      at 
      the 
      edge
      of 
      the 
      north 
      shore. 
      It 
      wasn’t 
      just 
      the 
      swarm 
      of
      mosquitoes 
      in 
      the 
      hot 
      summer 
      day 
      that 
      bothered
      John 
      Allen. 
      The 
      dense 
      tangles 
      of 
      cedar 
      swamp
      hampered 
      movement, 
      and 
      threatened 
      to 
      separate
      men 
      from 
      their 
      fellow 
      travelers. 
      The 
      presence 
      of
      black 
      bears 
      and 
      the 
      possibility 
      of 
      Indians 
      in 
      the
      confines 
      of 
      the 
      dark 
      swamp, 
      played 
      upon 
      the 
      fears
      of 
      the 
      surveyors.
     
     
      Sibley 
      was 
      aware 
      of 
      Allen’s 
      reservations, 
      and
      suspected 
      as 
      much 
      of 
      the 
      other 
      men. 
      He 
      knew 
      their
      fears 
      were 
      based 
      on 
      lack 
      of 
      experience 
      with 
      this
      strange 
      land. 
      He 
      answered 
      reassuringly, 
      “Not 
      more
      than 
      a 
      day 
      all 
      told, 
      John. 
      I’d 
      say 
      the 
      swamp’s 
      no
      more 
      than 
      three 
      square 
      miles.”
     
     
      They 
      moved 
      on. 
      The 
      procedure 
      of 
      the 
      survey
      required 
      them 
      to 
      mark 
      large 
      trees; 
      aspen, 
      hemlock,
     
     
      july, 
      1839, 
      surveying
      the 
      untouched 
      land
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      beech, 
      maple, 
      pine, 
      with 
      letters, 
      placed 
      chest 
      and
      knee 
      high, 
      designating 
      each 
      corner 
      of 
      one 
      square
      mile 
      sections 
      within 
      the 
      township. 
      Their 
      rigorous
      course 
      would 
      take 
      them 
      zigzagging 
      north, 
      till 
      they
      reached 
      Lake 
      Michigan 
      five 
      miles 
      north 
      of 
      the 
      base
      point 
      of 
      the 
      fractional 
      township. 
      Then 
      they 
      would
      turn 
      south 
      and 
      move 
      along 
      the 
      lakeshore 
      till 
      they
      reached 
      the 
      mouth 
      of 
      the 
      river. 
      Again, 
      they 
      would
      proceed 
      inland 
      through 
      the 
      lowland 
      north 
      of 
      the
      inland 
      lake. 
      Their 
      zigzag 
      course 
      would 
      finally 
      carry
      them 
      to 
      the 
      western 
      edge 
      of 
      the 
      fractional 
      township,
      a 
      boundary 
      distinctly 
      marked 
      by 
      the 
      shore 
      of 
      Lake
      Michigan.
     
     
      They 
      came 
      to 
      a 
      cove 
      at 
      midday, 
      in 
      the
      northeast 
      corner 
      of 
      the 
      inland 
      lake. 
      They 
      needed 
      to
      cross 
      to 
      the 
      other 
      side 
      of 
      the 
      cove 
      to 
      continue 
      the
      survey. 
      Wading 
      in 
      clear 
      shallow 
      water 
      along 
      the
      eastern 
      shore, 
      avoiding 
      the 
      dense 
      swamp, 
      they
      looked 
      for 
      a 
      place 
      to 
      cross, 
      stirring 
      up 
      schools 
      of
      minnows 
      as 
      they 
      walked. 
      After 
      walking 
      a 
      half-mile
      along 
      the 
      shore, 
      they 
      reached 
      the 
      river. 
      It 
      flowed
      swiftly, 
      but 
      was 
      only 
      twenty 
      yards 
      wide 
      and 
      a 
      few
      feet 
      deep.
     
     
      John 
      Allen 
      remained 
      silent 
      but 
      his 
      actions,
      slapping 
      at 
      mosquitoes, 
      wiping 
      the 
      sweat 
      from 
      his
      face, 
      and 
      blowing 
      air 
      at 
      the 
      flying 
      pests 
      of 
      the
      swamp, 
      revealed 
      his 
      extreme 
      discomfort.
     
     
      On 
      the 
      northern 
      edge 
      of 
      the 
      swamp 
      the 
      terrain
      was 
      slightly 
      rolling, 
      but 
      not 
      hilly. 
      Sibley 
      jotted 
      an
      entry 
      in 
      his 
      notebook; 
      the 
      land 
      was 
      filled 
      with 
      pine,
      beech, 
      and 
      hemlock 
      - 
      a 
      mile 
      away 
      from 
      the 
      swamp-
      sugar 
      maple.
     
     
      Dusk 
      approached. 
      They 
      set 
      up 
      their 
      camp 
      on
      high 
      ground 
      away 
      from 
      the 
      dark, 
      forbidding 
      swamp.
      Sibley 
      found 
      a 
      clearing 
      a 
      short 
      distance 
      from 
      the
     
     
      camp, 
      and 
      through 
      it 
      saw 
      a 
      body 
      of 
      water 
      which
      extended 
      to 
      the 
      horizon.
     
     
      Sibley 
      had 
      expected 
      to 
      see 
      Sleeping 
      Bear 
      Bay.
      It 
      was 
      an 
      important 
      harbor 
      of 
      refuge 
      for 
      ships
      entering 
      the 
      Manitou 
      Passage. 
      Far 
      across 
      the 
      bay
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      were 
      the 
      Manitou 
      Islands. 
      Each 
      island 
      had 
      wooding
      stations; 
      piers 
      where 
      ships 
      could 
      stop 
      for 
      fuel 
      and
      protection. 
      Sibley 
      raised 
      his 
      binoculars 
      and 
      brought
      South 
      Manitou 
      into 
      view. 
      A 
      ship 
      rested 
      at 
      anchor,
      its 
      sails 
      furled 
      and 
      the 
      twinkling 
      of 
      lights 
      showing
      faintly 
      on 
      the 
      bow 
      and 
      stern. 
      He 
      scanned 
      the
      horizon, 
      catching 
      sight 
      of 
      a 
      schooner 
      with 
      sails
      lofting 
      in 
      the 
      gentle 
      breeze 
      of 
      the 
      quiet 
      summer’s
      eve. 
      It 
      rounded 
      Sleeping 
      Bear 
      Point 
      sailing,
      perhaps, 
      for 
      one 
      of 
      the 
      many 
      islands 
      along 
      the
      passage.
     
     
      Sibley 
      looked 
      at 
      the 
      point 
      of 
      Sleeping 
      Bear, 
      a
      finger 
      of 
      light 
      brown 
      sand 
      pointing 
      at 
      South
      Manitou, 
      seven 
      miles 
      across 
      the 
      passage. 
      The 
      sand
      was 
      piled 
      high 
      into 
      a 
      rolling 
      dune 
      a 
      mile 
      wide 
      and
      at 
      least 
      two 
      miles 
      long. 
      Its 
      length 
      was 
      difficult 
      to
      determine 
      as 
      the 
      forested 
      hill 
      near 
      the 
      dune 
      blocked
      his 
      view. 
      At 
      the 
      foot 
      of 
      the 
      bay 
      it 
      towered 
      to 
      a
      height 
      of 
      four 
      hundred 
      feet.
     
     
      The 
      bay 
      was 
      a 
      natural 
      harbor. 
      The 
      supply 
      of
      wood 
      for 
      fuel 
      on 
      the 
      mainland 
      was 
      ample; 
      the
      harbor 
      large 
      enough 
      to 
      protect 
      a 
      fleet 
      of 
      ships 
      with
      south 
      and 
      westerly 
      winds 
      coming 
      off 
      the 
      main 
      body
      of 
      Lake 
      Michigan. 
      Upon 
      a 
      second 
      assessment,
      Sibley 
      realized, 
      as 
      long 
      as 
      the 
      reaches 
      of 
      civilization
      didn’t 
      proceed 
      this 
      far 
      north, 
      there 
      was 
      little 
      reason
      for 
      people 
      to 
      settle 
      such 
      a 
      strange 
      and 
      distant 
      land.
     
     
      The 
      ship 
      sailed 
      past 
      South 
      Manitou. 
      Behind 
      it
      the 
      sun 
      settled 
      below 
      the 
      horizon, 
      casting 
      a
      changing 
      glow 
      of 
      reds 
      and 
      yellows 
      while 
      slipping
      from 
      sight. 
      He 
      walked 
      back 
      to 
      camp 
      through 
      the
      trees 
      watching 
      the 
      last 
      traces 
      of 
      sunset 
      twinkle 
      red
      from 
      the 
      rippling 
      water 
      of 
      the 
      bay.
     
     
      Shortly 
      after 
      sunrise, 
      Sylvester 
      Sibley’s 
      survey
      team 
      broke 
      camp, 
      and 
      began 
      their 
      second 
      day 
      of
     
     
      surveying 
      in 
      Fractional 
      Township 
      29 
      North 
      in
      Range 
      14 
      West. 
      They 
      continued 
      their 
      northbound
      zigzag 
      course 
      for 
      two 
      miles 
      until 
      they 
      reached 
      the
      shore 
      of 
      Lake 
      Michigan. 
      While 
      the 
      men 
      rested,
      Sibley 
      took 
      bearings 
      on 
      the 
      visible 
      ends 
      of 
      the 
      two
      islands. 
      Hodgson 
      filled 
      his 
      pipe, 
      tamped 
      the
      tobacco, 
      and 
      lit 
      it, 
      watching 
      the 
      smoke 
      swirl.
      Chapman 
      took 
      a 
      pair 
      of 
      binoculars 
      from 
      his 
      pack
      and 
      scanned 
      the 
      horizon, 
      noting 
      a 
      sloop 
      and
      schooner. 
      John 
      Allen 
      sat 
      against 
      the 
      sandy 
      bank
      along 
      the 
      shore, 
      glad 
      to 
      be 
      away 
      from 
      mosquitoes,
      and 
      drying 
      his 
      sweating 
      brow 
      in 
      the 
      onshore 
      breeze.
      A 
      fifth 
      member 
      of 
      the 
      survey 
      team, 
      Thomas 
      Bullen,
      propped 
      himself 
      against 
      a 
      maple 
      tree 
      on 
      the 
      bank
      and 
      daydreamed.
     
     
      Sibley 
      finished 
      taking 
      his 
      sightings, 
      slipped 
      his
      notebook 
      into 
      his 
      pocket, 
      and 
      announced 
      it 
      was
      time 
      to 
      go. 
      “I 
      was 
      hoping 
      you 
      fellows 
      would 
      use 
      the
      time 
      to 
      take 
      a 
      bath 
      in 
      the 
      lake.”
     
     
      “Well,” 
      replied 
      Hodgson, 
      “we 
      probably
      wouldn’t 
      have 
      enjoyed 
      it 
      as 
      much.” 
      The 
      others
      chuckled 
      and 
      put 
      on 
      their 
      packs.
     
     
      They 
      turned 
      south 
      and 
      walked 
      along 
      the
      lakeshore 
      until 
      they 
      came 
      upon 
      five 
      wigwams 
      near
      the 
      mouth 
      of 
      the 
      river. 
      Allen 
      stopped, 
      a 
      wild 
      look 
      of
      indecision 
      came 
      into 
      his 
      eyes 
      as 
      if 
      he 
      didn’t 
      know
      whether 
      to 
      flee 
      into 
      the 
      woods, 
      or 
      if 
      he 
      did, 
      whether
      he’d 
      be 
      better 
      off. 
      Bullen 
      appeared 
      ready 
      to 
      do
      whatever 
      Allen 
      did 
      and 
      watched 
      him 
      closely.
      Chapman 
      began 
      checking 
      his 
      gun, 
      at 
      the 
      same 
      time
      peering 
      for 
      signs 
      of 
      movement. 
      Hodgson 
      turned 
      to
      Sibley, 
      who 
      was 
      intently 
      scanning 
      the 
      huts 
      and
      riverbank, 
      and 
      waited.
     
     
      Satisfied 
      no 
      danger 
      was 
      at 
      hand, 
      Sibley
      checked 
      the 
      expressions 
      of 
      his 
      men. 
      “There’s 
      no
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      one 
      here. 
      Calm 
      down. 
      This 
      is 
      a 
      hunting 
      camp, 
      not 
      a
      village. 
      The 
      Indians 
      are 
      fishermen 
      and 
      hunters.
      They’re 
      peaceful, 
      so 
      calm 
      down.”
     
     
      Allen 
      and 
      Bullen 
      had 
      their 
      guns 
      drawn, 
      then
      with 
      a 
      final 
      glance 
      at 
      the 
      Indians’ 
      encampment,
      slipped 
      the 
      guns 
      into 
      their 
      packs. 
      “All 
      right. 
      We
      have 
      some 
      work 
      to 
      do 
      around 
      here.”
     
     
      They 
      took 
      measurements, 
      in 
      between 
      lengthy
      and 
      cautious 
      observations 
      of 
      woods 
      by 
      members 
      of
      the 
      team. 
      Sibley 
      ignored 
      their 
      nervousness 
      as 
      he
      worked 
      to 
      get 
      them 
      away 
      from 
      the 
      Indian 
      camp.
     
     
      They 
      began 
      surveying 
      the 
      hill 
      at 
      the 
      foot 
      of 
      the
      bay 
      on 
      the 
      fifth 
      day. 
      There 
      they 
      discovered 
      a
      deserted 
      Indian 
      maple 
      sugar 
      camp. 
      Sibley 
      observed
      the 
      holes 
      in 
      the 
      trees. 
      “This 
      is 
      where 
      the 
      Indians
      tapped 
      the 
      trees; 
      we’re 
      about 
      four 
      months 
      late 
      for
      maple 
      sugar.” 
      A 
      few 
      minutes 
      of 
      investigation 
      turned
      up 
      more 
      holes 
      in 
      the 
      maple 
      trees 
      and 
      the 
      ashes 
      of 
      a
      fire 
      pit 
      where 
      the 
      sap 
      was 
      boiled.
     
     
      Sibley 
      turned 
      and 
      walked 
      toward 
      an 
      opening 
      in
      the 
      trees. 
      Hodgson 
      followed 
      by 
      his 
      side, 
      silently.
      Sibley 
      studied 
      the 
      forest, 
      pondered 
      the 
      solitude 
      of
      the 
      virgin 
      land, 
      and 
      wondered 
      if 
      this 
      part 
      of 
      the
      Indian 
      homeland 
      would 
      endure. 
      What 
      would
      happen 
      to 
      these 
      Indians 
      if 
      white 
      men 
      chose 
      to 
      claim
      this 
      land 
      for 
      teeming 
      ports 
      and 
      bustling 
      lumber
      mills, 
      Sibley 
      wondered.
     
     
      Sleeping 
      Bear 
      Bay 
      came 
      to 
      view 
      through 
      the
      sugar 
      maples 
      and 
      beeches. 
      Sibley 
      took 
      the 
      spyglass
      and 
      scanned 
      the 
      northeast 
      shoreline 
      of 
      the 
      bay 
      to 
      the
      south 
      end. 
      Hodgson 
      watched 
      him, 
      knowing 
      what
      Sibley 
      was 
      looking 
      for, 
      but 
      not 
      realizing 
      the 
      reason.
     
     
      Sibley 
      gave 
      a 
      quick 
      glance 
      across 
      the 
      sky 
      and
      at 
      the 
      sun 
      noting 
      the 
      angle 
      at 
      which 
      it 
      shone. 
      The
     
     
      sun 
      was 
      high 
      in 
      the 
      west 
      and 
      shining 
      brightly 
      on 
      the
      area 
      of 
      Sibley’s 
      search. 
      He 
      raised 
      the 
      glasses 
      to 
      his
      eyes. 
      On 
      the 
      second 
      attempt 
      Sibley 
      brought 
      the 
      red
      cloth 
      into 
      view.
     
     
      “Sibley?” 
      asked 
      Hodgson. 
      “Why 
      did 
      you 
      put
      the 
      flag 
      there?”
     
     
      Sibley 
      lowered 
      the 
      glasses, 
      placed 
      them 
      in 
      the
      brown 
      leather 
      case, 
      and 
      slipped 
      the 
      case 
      into 
      his
      pack, 
      his 
      eyes 
      fixed 
      on 
      the 
      eastern 
      shore. 
      He
      recalled, 
      vividly, 
      the 
      moment 
      when 
      he 
      stepped 
      from
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      the 
      dense 
      woods 
      to 
      the 
      open 
      shore. 
      He 
      didn’t 
      pause
      at 
      the 
      top 
      of 
      the 
      bank, 
      but 
      ran 
      to 
      the 
      beach 
      and 
      stood
      awed 
      by 
      the 
      wind-swept, 
      white 
      capped 
      lake. 
      Later,
      as 
      the 
      others 
      rested, 
      Sibley 
      took 
      sightings 
      on 
      the
      Manitous. 
      He, 
      without 
      distraction, 
      removed 
      the 
      red
      flannel 
      cloth 
      from 
      his 
      pack 
      and 
      hung 
      it 
      out 
      of 
      their
      sight.
      “As 
      a 
      reminder, 
      Mr. 
      Hodgson.”
      “What 
      do 
      you 
      want 
      to 
      remember?”
      “I 
      used 
      to 
      be 
      deputy 
      surveyor 
      under 
      a 
      man 
      you
      have 
      heard 
      about. 
      Orange 
      Risdon.
     
     
      may
     
     
      “He 
      used 
      to 
      tell 
      me 
      about 
      times 
      during 
      his
      surveying 
      that 
      he’d 
      seen 
      things 
      he 
      wished 
      he’d 
      had
      time 
      to 
      go 
      back 
      to 
      someday. 
      He 
      finally 
      decided 
      that
      all 
      of 
      those 
      places 
      couldn’t 
      have 
      been 
      as 
      spectacular
      as 
      his 
      memory 
      made 
      them 
      out 
      to 
      be. 
      He 
      began
      carrying 
      colored 
      cloths, 
      mostly 
      red 
      ones, 
      to 
      mark
      places 
      he 
      thought 
      he 
      might 
      get 
      a 
      chance 
      to 
      look 
      at
      again 
      from 
      a 
      distance, 
      or 
      from 
      some 
      other 
      viewing
      point 
      in 
      the 
      survey.
     
     
      The 
      survey 
      FT29NR14W 
      came 
      to 
      an 
      end 
      on
      Sleeping 
      Bear 
      Point. 
      The 
      land 
      surveyed 
      during 
      the
      previous 
      two 
      days 
      had 
      been 
      easily 
      covered, 
      but 
      they
      were 
      unable 
      to 
      find 
      trees 
      for 
      their 
      survey 
      marks
      upon 
      the 
      sand 
      dunes. 
      Only 
      two 
      marks 
      could 
      be
      registered. 
      Sibley 
      made 
      the 
      final 
      mark 
      upon 
      a
      cottonwood 
      within 
      a 
      small 
      cluster 
      of 
      trees. 
      He
      patted 
      the 
      mark 
      gently, 
      as 
      if 
      to 
      assure 
      its 
      place, 
      then
      slipped 
      his 
      knife 
      into 
      his 
      sheath 
      and 
      stood, 
      leaning
      against 
      the 
      tree 
      looking 
      at 
      South 
      Manitou 
      Island.
      The 
      water 
      of 
      Manitou 
      Passage 
      stretched 
      between
      Sibley 
      and 
      the 
      island. 
      To 
      the 
      west 
      and 
      south, 
      no
      islands, 
      or 
      the 
      distant 
      shore 
      of 
      Wisconsin 
      appeared;
      the 
      sky, 
      and 
      the 
      sea 
      met. 
      Sibley 
      quietly 
      parted 
      from
     
     
      the 
      group 
      of 
      men 
      and 
      walked 
      along 
      the 
      beach
      picking 
      his 
      way 
      amongst 
      the 
      timbers 
      of 
      wrecked
      ships. 
      Hodgson 
      came 
      alongside. 
      “Well, 
      sir, 
      now 
      that
      we’re 
      finished 
      with 
      this 
      township, 
      when 
      do 
      we 
      go
      north 
      to 
      the 
      next 
      one?”
     
     
      “Soon, 
      Mr. 
      Hodgson.” 
      Sibley 
      paused, 
      waiting
      for 
      the 
      others 
      to 
      catch 
      up.
     
     
      “Do 
      you 
      think 
      you 
      will 
      remember 
      this 
      place,
      Sibley, 
      after 
      we’ve 
      gone? 
      Is 
      it 
      possible 
      it 
      will 
      be
      settled 
      someday?”
     
     
      “Hodgson, 
      when 
      I 
      was 
      a 
      boy, 
      people 
      were
      thinking 
      about 
      moving 
      west 
      to 
      Kentucky, 
      Ohio 
      and
      Indiana, 
      or 
      to 
      port 
      towns 
      along 
      the 
      Ohio 
      and
      Mississippi 
      Rivers. 
      Fifty 
      years 
      ago 
      the 
      only 
      Ameri-
      cans 
      west 
      of 
      the 
      Appalachians 
      were 
      explorers 
      and
      soldiers. 
      Now 
      people 
      are 
      settling 
      all 
      over.” 
      Sibley
      glanced 
      over 
      the 
      lake 
      looking 
      hard 
      for 
      a 
      ship, 
      and
      tried 
      to 
      visualize 
      the 
      future.
     
     
      “This 
      lake 
      is 
      part 
      of 
      a 
      chain 
      of 
      lakes 
      and 
      rivers,
      Mr. 
      Hodgson. 
      You 
      can 
      go 
      from 
      New 
      York 
      City,
      through 
      the 
      Erie 
      Canal 
      to 
      the 
      Great 
      Lakes, 
      and 
      on 
      to
      Chicago. 
      It’s 
      not 
      far 
      from 
      Chicago 
      to 
      the
      Mississippi, 
      then 
      down 
      river 
      to 
      New 
      Orleans. 
      There
      is 
      a 
      lot 
      of 
      possible 
      shipping 
      there, 
      lots 
      of
      opportunities 
      for 
      people 
      to 
      settle 
      land 
      like 
      this.”
     
     
      The 
      survey 
      team 
      arrived 
      at 
      the 
      tip 
      of 
      the 
      sand
      dunes, 
      between 
      the 
      bay 
      and 
      the 
      open 
      water 
      of 
      Lake
      Michigan. 
      Sibley 
      removed 
      the 
      binoculars 
      from 
      his
      pack 
      and 
      looked 
      for 
      the 
      red 
      flag 
      across 
      the 
      bay. 
      He
      soon 
      spotted 
      the 
      red 
      cloth 
      flapping 
      in 
      the 
      summer
      breeze. 
      He 
      looked 
      at 
      the 
      islands, 
      then 
      at 
      the 
      shore
      along 
      the 
      bay. 
      He 
      looked 
      at 
      the 
      clear, 
      blue 
      sky, 
      a
      few 
      flying 
      gulls, 
      and 
      with 
      that 
      pulled 
      out 
      his
      notebook 
      and 
      logged 
      his 
      survey 
      comments.
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      Ehle 
      home 
      on 
      M-22 
      (near 
      tennis 
      courts) 
      was 
      built 
      originally
      by 
      Dr. 
      William 
      Walker 
      over 
      100 
      years 
      ago.
     
     
      The 
      Day 
      Mill 
      at 
      west 
      end 
      of 
      Little 
      Glen. 
      Lumber 
      was 
      taken 
      by 
      train 
      (or 
      by 
      horse 
      power) 
      to
      Glen 
      Haven 
      dock, 
      about 
      1900.
     
     
      J.O. 
      Nessen 
      Mill 
      Co. 
      operated 
      this 
      steam 
      locomotive, 
      the 
      H.K 
      Porter, 
      in 
      Glen 
      Arbor 
      around
      1900.  
      It 
      was 
      later 
      used 
      by 
      D.H. 
      Day 
      and 
      finally 
      loaned 
      to 
      the 
      Traverse 
      City 
      Clinch 
      Park.
     
    
   
  

 
  

  
   
    
    
     
      
     
    
    
     
     
     
     
      “Oldest 
      engine 
      of 
      its 
      type 
      in 
      the 
      world.” 
      On 
      display 
      at 
      Glen
      Haven; 
      1920’s
     
     
      Brammer’s 
      Grist 
      (flower) 
      Mill 
      in 
      1907 
      (now 
      remodeled 
      into 
      a 
      recording 
      studio
      on 
      M-22 
      north 
      of 
      Glen 
      Arbor 
      on 
      Crystal 
      River.) 
      L-R: 
      Minor 
      Kelderhouse, 
      Bertha
      with 
      Orpha 
      and 
      Marjorie 
      on 
      lap, 
      Amil, 
      Martin, 
      Benhart, 
      August 
      and 
      Herman
      Brammer 
      with 
      Frank 
      Jr, 
      Myrtle 
      and 
      Hattie 
      Olsen 
      and 
      Louise 
      Brammer
     
     
      A 
      long-lived 
      tug 
      boat 
      operating 
      on 
      Glen 
      Lake 
      about 
      1905, 
      Alice 
      S. 
      Day 
      was 
      once 
      a 
      passenger 
      boat 
      in 
      Detroit. 
      Converted 
      to 
      tow 
      logs
      between 
      McCarty’s 
      Mill 
      (Sleeping 
      Bearville, 
      now 
      Glen 
      Haven) 
      and 
      Glen 
      Lake, 
      the 
      tug 
      was 
      acquired 
      by 
      D.H. 
      Day 
      about 
      1885. 
      It 
      was 
      later
      sold 
      to 
      the 
      Booth 
      Fish 
      Co. 
      and 
      finally 
      abandoned 
      and 
      burned 
      in 
      1919.
     
    
   
  

 
  

  
   
    
    
     
      
     
    
    
     
     
      Once 
      a 
      company 
      store 
      of 
      the 
      Northern 
      Transportation 
      Co., 
      this 
      D.H. 
      Day 
      general 
      store 
      served 
      the 
      Glen 
      Haven 
      community 
      for 
      many 
      years.
      It 
      still 
      remains 
      as 
      a 
      gift 
      shop 
      and 
      office 
      for 
      the 
      Sleeping 
      Bear 
      Dunes 
      ride, 
      a 
      business 
      developed 
      by 
      a 
      daughter 
      and 
      son-in-law 
      of 
      D.H. 
      Day,
      Marion 
      and 
      Lewis 
      Warnes.
     
    
   
  

 
  

  
   
    
    
     
      
     
    
    
     
     
     
      Loading 
      logs 
      in 
      Glen 
      Arbor, 
      1910.
     
     
      Cutting 
      ice 
      on 
      Lake 
      Michigan, 
      1910.
     
    
   
  

 
  

  
   
    
    
     
      
     
    
    
     
      by 
      Rob 
      Rader
     
     
      July 
      4th, 
      1976, 
      our 
      country’s 
      Bicentennial
      Birthday 
      was 
      being 
      celebrated 
      everywhere 
      in 
      the
      whole 
      United 
      States. 
      What 
      an 
      unforgettable 
      day!
      Thinking 
      lofty 
      patriotic 
      thoughts, 
      I 
      strolled 
      my
      favorite 
      beach 
      along 
      the 
      Sleeping 
      Bear 
      Bay,
      momentarily 
      alone 
      and 
      musing 
      on 
      the 
      day’s 
      fun 
      and
      activities. 
      Glen 
      Arbor 
      may 
      be 
      small, 
      I 
      thought, 
      and
      little 
      known 
      on 
      the 
      national 
      scene, 
      but 
      it 
      too 
      has 
      its
      share 
      of 
      colorful 
      history.
     
     
      With 
      field 
      glasses 
      I 
      scanned 
      the 
      wind-blown
      beaches 
      and 
      tree 
      covered 
      hills 
      about 
      me, 
      then 
      gazed
      across 
      the 
      rolling 
      waves 
      of 
      Lake 
      Michigan, 
      spotting
      a 
      freighter 
      that 
      glided 
      on 
      the 
      mystic 
      horizon. 
      South
      Manitou 
      Island 
      shimmered 
      in 
      the 
      distance 
      and 
      I
      imagined 
      I 
      could 
      see 
      the 
      wreck 
      of 
      an 
      old 
      ship 
      along
      one 
      shore. 
      A 
      slim 
      building 
      standing 
      at 
      the 
      far 
      end 
      of
      the 
      island 
      was 
      a 
      lighthouse, 
      I 
      knew, 
      once 
      a 
      beacon
      of 
      guidance, 
      now 
      a 
      ruin.
     
     
      Only 
      a 
      few 
      things 
      left 
      to 
      view 
      represented 
      the
      past: 
      the 
      cannery 
      at 
      Glen 
      Haven, 
      now 
      a 
      garage 
      for
      sand 
      dunes 
      cars, 
      old 
      Sleeping 
      Bear 
      Inn, 
      the 
      log
      cabin 
      at 
      Day 
      Park. 
      A 
      few 
      landmarks 
      with 
      some
      random 
      events 
      were 
      the 
      extent 
      of 
      my 
      knowledge
      about 
      the 
      area 
      that 
      I 
      had 
      grown 
      up 
      in. 
      I 
      was 
      curious
      and 
      wished 
      I 
      knew 
      more. 
      I 
      might 
      get 
      involved 
      with
      the 
      local 
      history 
      group, 
      I 
      thought, 
      and 
      volunteer 
      to
      do 
      tape-recorded 
      interviews 
      with 
      old 
      timers. 
      That
      could 
      be 
      fun.
     
     
      Meantime, 
      I 
      might 
      as 
      well 
      have 
      a 
      quick 
      dip 
      in
      the 
      cooling 
      waves. 
      Stripped 
      to 
      my 
      swimsuit, 
      I
     
     
      stroked 
      my 
      way 
      out 
      to 
      the 
      old 
      wooden 
      pilings 
      of
      Glen 
      Haven’s 
      former 
      boat 
      dock. 
      Sometimes 
      I
      played 
      about 
      the 
      slippery 
      logs 
      and 
      often 
      looked 
      for
      driftwood 
      there. 
      Perhaps 
      I 
      might 
      find 
      some
      treasures 
      today, 
      but 
      I 
      have 
      friends 
      to 
      meet 
      and 
      I
      must 
      hurry 
      back.
     
     
      Sliding 
      through 
      the 
      waves 
      and 
      groping 
      over
      the 
      rocks 
      towards 
      shore, 
      I 
      felt 
      the 
      unexpected 
      pull
      of 
      undertow 
      and 
      was 
      jerked 
      off 
      balance 
      with 
      a
      sudden 
      jolt.
     
     
      My 
      next 
      recollection 
      was 
      lying 
      on 
      the 
      beach
      amid 
      the 
      driftwood. 
      My 
      head 
      ached. 
      I 
      heard 
      foot-
      steps 
      approaching 
      and 
      tried 
      to 
      look 
      up 
      when 
      my
      face 
      got 
      splashed 
      with 
      water.
      “‘Bout 
      time 
      you 
      woke,” 
      a 
      husky 
      voice 
      said.
     
     
      My 
      vision 
      found 
      its 
      way 
      back 
      from 
      inner 
      dark-
      ness 
      and 
      focused 
      on 
      the 
      speaker. 
      He 
      was 
      strangely
      dressed 
      in 
      a 
      tattered 
      shirt 
      and 
      thick 
      pants 
      with 
      a 
      red
      kerchief 
      hanging 
      from 
      a 
      back 
      pocket. 
      Oddly, 
      I 
      felt
      that 
      I 
      already 
      knew 
      him 
      though 
      I 
      could 
      not 
      recall 
      his
      name.
     
     
      “I’m 
      Sylvester 
      Sibley,” 
      he 
      said, 
      “surveyor 
      for
      the 
      State 
      of 
      Michigan.” 
      He 
      grinned 
      through 
      his
      matted 
      beard. 
      “Me 
      and 
      my 
      team 
      mapped 
      out 
      this
      whole 
      section 
      back 
      in 
      ‘39.”
     
     
      I 
      stood 
      up, 
      suggesting 
      that 
      I 
      wished 
      to 
      know
      about 
      Glen 
      Arbor 
      in 
      the 
      beginning. 
      I 
      asked 
      him
      about 
      the 
      first 
      settlers. 
      He 
      cocked 
      his 
      head, 
      ran 
      a
      hand 
      through 
      his 
      tousled 
      hair 
      then 
      pointed 
      across
      the 
      bay 
      toward 
      the 
      Manitou 
      Islands. 
      “They 
      came
     
     
      daydreams 
      amid 
      driftwood
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      from 
      out 
      there.” 
      He 
      turned 
      toward 
      me 
      and 
      cast 
      a
      glance 
      out 
      of 
      a 
      knowing 
      eye. 
      “The 
      lakes 
      were
      crowded 
      with 
      ships 
      sailing 
      from 
      the 
      east, 
      moving
      people 
      and 
      things 
      west. 
      Wasn’t 
      hardly 
      a 
      time 
      you
      could 
      look 
      out 
      here 
      and 
      not 
      see 
      a 
      boat 
      after 
      1850.”
     
     
      My 
      own 
      gaze 
      drifted 
      across 
      the 
      lake 
      catching
      sight 
      of 
      tall 
      ships 
      and 
      billowing 
      sails 
      as 
      they 
      glided
      past 
      the 
      islands. 
      Some 
      stood 
      with 
      bare 
      rigging 
      in 
      the
      South 
      Manitou 
      harbor, 
      one 
      bobbing 
      in 
      the 
      waves 
      at
      anchor 
      in 
      Sleeping 
      Bear 
      Bay.
     
     
      “Ah, 
      you 
      see 
      them.” 
      he 
      nodded. 
      “There
      weren’t 
      any 
      folk 
      on 
      the 
      mainland 
      before 
      1850. 
      The
      Manitous 
      are 
      closer 
      to 
      the 
      shipping 
      lanes. 
      They
      were 
      the 
      first 
      ports, 
      one 
      as 
      early 
      as 
      1834 
      on 
      South
      Manitou. 
      Like 
      most 
      ports 
      it 
      started 
      as 
      a 
      wooding
      station 
      for 
      the 
      steamers, 
      but 
      people 
      began 
      settling 
      in
      because, 
      with 
      the 
      dock, 
      they 
      had 
      a 
      source 
      of
      supplies, 
      and 
      transportation 
      away 
      from 
      the 
      island 
      if
      they 
      needed 
      it. 
      Pine 
      timber 
      in 
      Michigan 
      was 
      a 
      big
      attraction 
      to 
      speculators 
      in 
      the 
      1840’s 
      but 
      they
      didn’t 
      get 
      this 
      far 
      north 
      until 
      after 
      the 
      Civil 
      War.
      The 
      supply 
      of 
      Michigan 
      pine 
      lumber 
      south 
      of 
      here
      had 
      dwindled. 
      After 
      the 
      Civil 
      War, 
      then 
      they 
      had 
      to
      rely 
      on 
      northern 
      Michigan 
      Pine.
     
     
      I 
      ventured 
      a 
      guess, 
      “So 
      it 
      was 
      lumber 
      that
      brought 
      people 
      here?” 
      He 
      looked 
      at 
      me 
      and 
      flatly
      said, 
      “Yes 
      …  
      and 
      no.” 
      He 
      chuckled, 
      propped 
      his
      elbows 
      on 
      his 
      knees 
      and 
      stared 
      into 
      the 
      sand 
      as 
      he
      continued.
     
     
      “The 
      first 
      man 
      to 
      settle 
      here, 
      John 
      Larue, 
      was 
      a
      restless 
      man. 
      He’d 
      started 
      wandering 
      in 
      Canada
      when 
      he 
      was 
      only 
      seventeen 
      then 
      ventured 
      west,
      eventually 
      bought 
      a 
      farm 
      near 
      the 
      port 
      town 
      of
      Chicago 
      before 
      coming 
      here.
     
     
      “Imagine 
      this: 
      he 
      suffered 
      cholera 
      in 
      Canada
      and 
      after 
      four 
      years 
      he 
      returned 
      to 
      his 
      home, 
      finding
      his 
      family 
      fragmented 
      by 
      death 
      and 
      marriage. 
      He
      worked 
      his 
      way 
      west 
      to 
      Pennsylvania, 
      then 
      Iowa,
      finally 
      Chicago. 
      He 
      married 
      there 
      and 
      had 
      two
      children; 
      his 
      wife 
      died 
      while 
      their 
      children 
      were 
      still
      young, 
      yet 
      he 
      followed 
      the 
      impulse 
      to 
      wander. 
      So
      he 
      went 
      north, 
      sailing 
      the 
      wilderness 
      coastlines 
      of
      Northern 
      Michigan.
     
     
      “He 
      landed 
      on 
      South 
      Manitou 
      in 
      1847 
      and 
      saw
      grand 
      opportunities 
      for 
      fur 
      and 
      fish 
      trading 
      with 
      the
      Indians, 
      then 
      returned 
      to 
      Chicago 
      to 
      sell 
      his 
      land
      and 
      see 
      to 
      the 
      care 
      of 
      his 
      children. 
      While 
      there, 
      he
      met 
      John 
      Dorsey, 
      a 
      barrel 
      maker. 
      Larue 
      urged 
      him
      to 
      come 
      north 
      and 
      make 
      barrels 
      for 
      the 
      fish 
      he 
      got
      from 
      the 
      Indians. 
      Dorsey 
      declined 
      the 
      offer.
     
     
      “Larue 
      stayed 
      on 
      South 
      Manitou 
      Island 
      for 
      a
      year, 
      then 
      moved 
      to 
      the 
      mainland 
      to 
      be 
      closer 
      to 
      the
      Indians. 
      On 
      the 
      banks 
      near 
      the 
      mouth 
      of 
      the 
      Crystal
      River, 
      John 
      Larue 
      lived 
      amongst 
      the 
      Indians. 
      He
      was 
      the 
      first 
      white 
      settler 
      of 
      mainland 
      Leelanau
      County.
     
     
      “Then 
      one 
      spring 
      day, 
      having 
      been 
      encouraged
      by 
      the 
      persuasion 
      of 
      Larue, 
      young 
      John 
      Dorsey
      arrived 
      to 
      join 
      him. 
      That 
      was 
      1851, 
      and 
      both 
      men
      were 
      solely 
      concerned 
      with 
      the 
      trading 
      operation.
     
     
      “Their 
      early 
      endeavors 
      had 
      little 
      to 
      do 
      with
      Glen 
      Arbor’s 
      settlement 
      by 
      other 
      pioneers. 
      It 
      wasn’t
      till 
      a 
      third 
      man, 
      John 
      Fisher 
      arrived 
      and 
      brought
      others 
      with 
      him 
      that 
      Larue 
      and 
      Dorsey 
      played 
      a
      significant 
      role 
      shaping 
      Glen 
      Arbor’s 
      future.”
      I 
      remarked 
      that 
      I 
      had 
      heard 
      of 
      the 
      three 
      Johns.
     
     
      “John 
      Fisher 
      was 
      from 
      Wisconsin. 
      He, 
      unlike
      Larue 
      and 
      Dorsey, 
      came 
      in 
      search 
      of 
      pine 
      timber.
      At 
      the 
      time 
      Glen 
      Arbor 
      was 
      unknown 
      and 
      unnamed
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      It 
      had 
      no 
      designation 
      other 
      than 
      Fractional
      Township 
      29 
      North 
      in 
      Range 
      14 
      West, 
      in 
      the 
      State
      of 
      Michigan 
      survey 
      maps, 
      and 
      Sleeping 
      Bear 
      Sand
      Dunes, 
      a 
      landmark 
      for 
      sailors. 
      Manistee 
      was
      Fisher’s 
      goal, 
      a 
      lumber 
      boomtown 
      of 
      the 
      early
      fifties. 
      A 
      storm 
      blew 
      Fisher’s 
      boat 
      off 
      course. 
      He
      then 
      came 
      to 
      the 
      mainland 
      to 
      look 
      for 
      pine 
      timber
      rather 
      than 
      waiting 
      to 
      go 
      to 
      Manistee.”
     
     
      He 
      stopped 
      talking 
      and 
      I 
      waited 
      for 
      him 
      to
      continue. 
      He 
      glanced 
      up 
      and 
      looked 
      past 
      me. 
      I
      followed 
      his 
      gaze 
      and 
      was 
      surprised 
      at 
      seeing
      someone 
      standing 
      behind 
      me. 
      Sibley 
      welcomed
      him, 
      then 
      introduced 
      me 
      to 
      John 
      Fisher. 
      “I 
      believe
      Mr. 
      Fisher 
      has 
      come 
      to 
      speak 
      on 
      his 
      own 
      account.”
     
     
      Fisher 
      nodded 
      and 
      gazed 
      in 
      the 
      direction 
      of
      Crystal 
      River. 
      His 
      face 
      was 
      haggard 
      but 
      strong. 
      His
      eyes 
      shone, 
      and 
      his 
      jaw 
      was 
      firm. 
      He 
      was 
      slender,
      but 
      carried 
      himself 
      with 
      the 
      look 
      of 
      a 
      man 
      who
      knew 
      work 
      well.
     
     
      “When 
      I 
      landed 
      on 
      South 
      Manitou, 
      my 
      first
      concern 
      was 
      catching 
      the 
      next 
      ship 
      to 
      Manistee. 
      The
      ship 
      I 
      rode 
      to 
      South 
      Manitou 
      was 
      under 
      repair 
      for 
      a
      few 
      days, 
      so 
      I 
      was 
      unable 
      to 
      get 
      to 
      Manistee 
      until
      another 
      boat 
      came 
      along.
     
     
      “As 
      I 
      waited, 
      I 
      spent 
      my 
      time 
      asking 
      about 
      the
      mainland. 
      I 
      was 
      interested 
      to 
      know 
      about 
      the
      settlements 
      there, 
      and 
      what 
      the 
      forest 
      was 
      like. 
      I
      inquired 
      of 
      the 
      dock 
      owner, 
      Mr. 
      W.N. 
      Burton, 
      and
      he 
      surprised 
      me 
      with 
      the 
      news 
      that 
      a 
      few 
      Indians
      and 
      a 
      couple 
      of 
      fur 
      and 
      fish 
      traders, 
      recent 
      arrivals
      from 
      Chicago, 
      were 
      the 
      only 
      inhabitants 
      between
      Northport 
      and 
      Point 
      Betsie. 
      He 
      made 
      mention 
      of 
      the
      variety 
      of 
      pines 
      and 
      hardwoods, 
      and 
      presumed 
      no
      one 
      had 
      laid 
      claim 
      to 
      any 
      of 
      it.
     
     
      “I 
      reconsidered 
      Manistee. 
      I 
      decided 
      that 
      if
      Sleeping 
      Bear 
      Bay 
      could 
      provide 
      a 
      dock 
      and 
      shelter
      for 
      ships, 
      wood 
      for 
      fuel, 
      as 
      well 
      as 
      lumber 
      to 
      ship, 
      it
      would 
      be 
      best 
      to 
      settle 
      there, 
      provided 
      it 
      proved 
      to
      contain 
      a 
      sufficient 
      quantity 
      of 
      pine.” 
      He 
      looked 
      at
      me 
      brightly 
      and 
      steadily 
      as 
      if 
      the 
      decision 
      had 
      been
      one 
      of 
      the 
      finest.
     
     
      “There 
      were 
      a 
      few 
      fishermen 
      on 
      South
      Manitou; 
      I 
      persuaded 
      one 
      by 
      the 
      name 
      of 
      Carson
      Burfiend 
      to 
      take 
      me 
      across 
      the 
      bay 
      to 
      the 
      river
      mouth, 
      where 
      I 
      was 
      told 
      I 
      could 
      find 
      one 
      of 
      the 
      fur
      traders. 
      While 
      crossing 
      the 
      bay 
      Burfiend 
      told 
      me 
      he
      left 
      Germany 
      in 
      1846 
      and 
      arrived 
      several 
      months
      later 
      on 
      South 
      Manitou 
      Island.”
     
     
      Fisher 
      gestured 
      toward 
      Pyramid 
      Point. 
      “Young
      Burfiend 
      settled 
      there 
      a 
      few 
      years 
      later.”
     
     
      “When 
      I 
      got 
      to 
      the 
      mainland, 
      near 
      the 
      river
      mouth 
      I 
      discovered 
      two 
      men. 
      They 
      were 
      cutting
      staves 
      to 
      make 
      barrels. 
      I 
      asked 
      for 
      Larue, 
      the 
      man
      Burton 
      advised 
      me 
      to 
      call 
      on, 
      but 
      found 
      he’d 
      gone
      to 
      New 
      York 
      the 
      week 
      before. 
      The 
      barrelmakers
      introduced 
      themselves 
      as 
      John 
      Dorsey 
      and 
      Peter
      Gravel. 
      Dorsey 
      was 
      a 
      pleasant 
      young 
      Irishman,
      eager 
      to 
      help 
      and 
      very 
      talkative. 
      Gravel 
      was 
      quiet,
      but 
      glad 
      to 
      see 
      another 
      white 
      man. 
      We 
      talked 
      awhile
      about 
      ourselves, 
      then 
      I 
      put 
      the 
      nature 
      of 
      my
      business 
      to 
      them. 
      I 
      told 
      them 
      I 
      was 
      interested 
      in
      timber, 
      and 
      where 
      could 
      I 
      put 
      a 
      mill.” 
      Fisher
      backtracked 
      a 
      little 
      at 
      this 
      point. 
      “I 
      owned 
      a 
      saw
      mill 
      and 
      a 
      grist 
      mill 
      in 
      Wisconsin. 
      I 
      was 
      prepared 
      to
      dismantle 
      them 
      and 
      ship 
      them 
      across 
      Lake
      Michigan 
      if 
      I 
      found 
      a 
      suitable 
      location.
     
     
      “Dorsey 
      thought 
      there 
      was 
      enough 
      pine 
      for 
      a
      small 
      mill 
      to 
      stay 
      in 
      operation, 
      if 
      a 
      man 
      could 
      find 
      a
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      way 
      to 
      sell 
      it. 
      He 
      told 
      me 
      a 
      river 
      meandered 
      across
      the 
      lowland 
      between 
      the 
      inland 
      lake 
      (called 
      Bear
      Lake 
      by 
      the 
      Indians) 
      and 
      Lake 
      Michigan.
     
     
      I 
      realized 
      that 
      “Bear 
      Lake” 
      must 
      have 
      been 
      the
      former 
      name 
      for 
      Glen 
      Lake.
     
     
      “Dorsey 
      communicated 
      very 
      well 
      with 
      the
      Indians. 
      He 
      persuaded 
      me 
      to 
      wait 
      till 
      they 
      returned
      from 
      their 
      hunting, 
      then 
      persuaded 
      two 
      of 
      the
      Indians 
      to 
      take 
      me 
      upstream 
      to 
      the 
      lake 
      so 
      I 
      could
      see 
      the 
      lay 
      of 
      the 
      land.”
     
     
      Fisher 
      grinned 
      as 
      he 
      continued. 
      “I 
      was 
      scared
      silly. 
      I 
      hadn’t 
      the 
      confidence 
      in 
      the 
      Indians 
      that
      Dorsey 
      had, 
      but 
      he 
      encouraged 
      me 
      to 
      go 
      without
      fear. 
      Dorsey 
      was 
      enthusiastic 
      about 
      the 
      prospects 
      of
      other 
      settlers 
      in 
      the 
      area.”
     
     
      “At 
      first 
      I 
      paid 
      little 
      attention 
      to 
      the 
      forest
      along 
      the 
      river. 
      I 
      felt 
      uncomfortable 
      in 
      the 
      center 
      of
      the 
      canoe, 
      surrounded 
      by 
      silent, 
      buckskinned 
      men
      who, 
      if 
      they 
      knew 
      any 
      English, 
      didn’t 
      speak 
      it. 
      They
      offered 
      me 
      food, 
      once 
      we 
      reached 
      Bear 
      Lake. 
      I
      placed 
      my 
      trust 
      in 
      them 
      after 
      that 
      gesture 
      of
      friendship.
     
     
      “The 
      land 
      looked 
      promising. 
      The 
      stands 
      of
      pine 
      were 
      tall 
      and 
      straight. 
      The 
      lake 
      was 
      large 
      and
      looked 
      like 
      an 
      excellent 
      place 
      to 
      float 
      logs. 
      I 
      felt 
      the
      river 
      could 
      be 
      easily 
      flooded 
      to 
      carry 
      logs 
      closer 
      to
      Lake 
      Michigan 
      where 
      they 
      would 
      be 
      shipped 
      out.”
      Fisher 
      continued 
      with 
      his 
      elaboration 
      on
      discovering 
      lumbering 
      opportunities. 
      His 
      own 
      mill
      was 
      small 
      and 
      required 
      only 
      the 
      pine 
      growing
      within 
      a 
      short 
      distance 
      of 
      the 
      river. 
      But, 
      he 
      added,
      the 
      entire 
      region 
      around 
      the 
      lake 
      could 
      have
      supported 
      as 
      many 
      as 
      five 
      or 
      six 
      other 
      mills 
      like 
      his
      for 
      years.
     
     
      He 
      liked 
      what 
      he 
      saw 
      and 
      departed 
      for 
      the
      nearest 
      claims 
      office, 
      which 
      was 
      located 
      in 
      St.
      James, 
      at 
      Beaver 
      Island. 
      There 
      he 
      obtained 
      title 
      to
      all 
      the 
      land 
      along 
      the 
      river, 
      from 
      Bear 
      Lake 
      to 
      Lake
      Michigan. 
      A 
      thousand-acre 
      tract 
      gave 
      him 
      room 
      to
      power 
      his 
      mill 
      and 
      flood 
      the 
      river 
      to 
      float 
      logs.
     
     
      John 
      Fisher 
      returned 
      home. 
      Before 
      he 
      could
      begin 
      anew, 
      in 
      Michigan, 
      he 
      had 
      to 
      sever 
      his 
      old
      ties 
      by 
      selling 
      his 
      properties, 
      and 
      bidding 
      friends
      and 
      relatives 
      farewell. 
      He 
      had 
      to 
      prepare 
      his 
      wife,
      and 
      two 
      young 
      children, 
      for 
      the 
      relocation 
      to 
      this
      lonely 
      hamlet. 
      But 
      their 
      isolation 
      would 
      be
      temporary. 
      Prior 
      to 
      John 
      Fisher’s 
      return 
      with 
      his
      family, 
      civil 
      government 
      had 
      been 
      formed 
      and 
      the
      new 
      land 
      became 
      part 
      of 
      Grand 
      Traverse 
      County.
      The 
      county 
      seat 
      was 
      thirty 
      miles 
      from 
      Bear 
      Lake.
      Although 
      it 
      was 
      no 
      more 
      accessible 
      than 
      Beaver
      Island, 
      it 
      meant 
      Traverse 
      City 
      and 
      surrounding
      settlements 
      had 
      a 
      center 
      of 
      civil 
      and 
      legal 
      order.
      Prospective 
      settlers 
      would 
      be 
      encouraged 
      to 
      come
      north. 
      John 
      Fisher, 
      too, 
      inspired 
      his 
      friends 
      and
      relatives 
      to 
      join 
      him. 
      According 
      to 
      his 
      unrestrained
      enthusiasm, 
      opportunities 
      abounded 
      in 
      Michigan.
      His 
      vivid 
      descriptions 
      enticed 
      them 
      to 
      follow.
     
     
      The 
      early 
      comers 
      left 
      skeptical 
      neighbors 
      to
      probe 
      and 
      develop 
      the 
      untouched 
      resources 
      of 
      the
      northern 
      Michigan 
      region. 
      One 
      of 
      the 
      key 
      people
      persuaded 
      by 
      John 
      Fisher 
      to 
      follow, 
      was 
      a 
      wealthy
      doctor 
      and 
      friend, 
      William 
      Walker. 
      Walker 
      arrived
      in 
      1855, 
      and 
      purchased 
      500 
      acres 
      of 
      land 
      directly
      adjacent 
      to 
      and 
      west 
      of 
      Fisher’s 
      property. 
      Most 
      of
      the 
      lowland 
      between 
      Bear 
      Lake 
      and 
      Lake 
      Michigan
      then 
      belonged 
      to 
      them.
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      Walker 
      wrote 
      his 
      brother-in-law, 
      George 
      Ray
      in 
      Ohio, 
      setting 
      forth 
      in 
      detail 
      the 
      bountiful
      opportunities. 
      The 
      Ohioan 
      came 
      a 
      year 
      later, 
      early
      in 
      1855, 
      prospecting 
      and 
      inspecting 
      the 
      forests 
      and
      tranquil 
      harbor 
      of 
      Sleeping 
      Bear 
      Bay. 
      He 
      returned
      to 
      Ohio. 
      Soon, 
      the 
      bay 
      was 
      resounding 
      with 
      the
      throb 
      of 
      the 
      SS 
      Saginaw’s 
      engines 
      and 
      the 
      clamor
      of 
      people 
      disembarking. 
      George 
      Ray 
      had 
      come
      north 
      again, 
      this 
      time 
      with 
      thirteen 
      eager 
      people.
      That 
      beach 
      which 
      had 
      lain 
      bleak 
      and 
      untrammeled,
      but 
      for 
      Indians 
      and 
      traders, 
      now 
      was 
      active 
      with
      rounds 
      of 
      earnest 
      speculation.
     
     
      One 
      year 
      after 
      the 
      permanent 
      settlement 
      of 
      the
      Fisher 
      family 
      in 
      1854, 
      more 
      than 
      two 
      dozen 
      of 
      John
      Fisher’s 
      friends 
      and 
      relatives 
      arrived. 
      Even 
      John
      Larue, 
      who 
      had 
      been 
      in 
      New 
      York, 
      returned, 
      though
      not 
      because 
      of 
      John 
      Fisher 
      or 
      George 
      Ray. 
      While 
      in
      New 
      York 
      he 
      married 
      Sophia 
      Lacore, 
      a
      schoolteacher 
      of 
      Royalton, 
      and 
      spent 
      the 
      winter 
      of
      1852 
      in 
      Northport. 
      Two 
      children 
      were 
      born 
      to 
      the
      Larues. 
      Their 
      first 
      child 
      was 
      the 
      first 
      white 
      child
      born 
      on 
      the 
      peninsula. 
      They 
      settled 
      briefly 
      in 
      Glen
      Arbor, 
      but 
      this 
      time, 
      the 
      restless 
      Larue 
      moved 
      his
      family 
      again 
      to 
      Empire, 
      a 
      settlement 
      eight 
      miles
      south.
     
     
      Fisher 
      vividly 
      recalled 
      the 
      arrival 
      of 
      his 
      sister’s
      family, 
      the 
      Coggshalls, 
      “They 
      were 
      amongst 
      the
      thirteen 
      people 
      who 
      came 
      with 
      George 
      Ray. 
      I 
      had
      contacted 
      William 
      Coggshall, 
      who 
      then 
      lived 
      in
      Rhode 
      Island, 
      hearing 
      of 
      Will 
      Walker’s 
      brother-in-
      law 
      in 
      Ohio, 
      and 
      suggested 
      he 
      get 
      in 
      touch 
      with
      George 
      Ray 
      if 
      he 
      was 
      interested 
      in 
      coming 
      to
      Michigan; 
      but 
      I 
      told 
      him 
      to 
      come 
      only 
      if 
      he 
      brought
      an 
      ample 
      supply 
      of 
      provisions. 
      Supplies 
      in 
      Northern
      Michigan 
      were 
      long 
      in 
      coming. 
      It 
      was 
      wise 
      to 
      store
      as 
      much 
      food 
      as 
      could 
      be 
      preserved.”
     
     
      “Each 
      time 
      new 
      arrivals 
      appeared, 
      they 
      were
      greeted 
      by 
      the 
      settlers. 
      When 
      Coggshalls 
      and 
      the
      rest 
      of 
      the 
      passengers 
      on 
      the 
      SS 
      Saginaw 
      came
      ashore, 
      John 
      Dorsey 
      was 
      part 
      of 
      the 
      welcoming
      party. 
      Young 
      Elizabeth 
      Coggshall 
      stepped 
      on 
      shore,
      and 
      Dorsey 
      hurried 
      over 
      and 
      offered 
      - 
      no 
      insisted 
      -
      upon 
      helping 
      her 
      out 
      of 
      the 
      rowboat. 
      He 
      hadn’t 
      seen
      a 
      young 
      lady 
      since 
      he 
      left 
      Chicago. 
      Well, 
      we’d
      spoken 
      with 
      her 
      no 
      more 
      than 
      a 
      few 
      minutes, 
      when
      he 
      told 
      her, 
      ‘You’re 
      going 
      to 
      marry 
      me.’ 
      We 
      all
      stopped 
      talking 
      amongst 
      ourselves 
      and 
      they 
      became
      the 
      center 
      of 
      attention. 
      Elizabeth 
      held 
      herself 
      poised
      and 
      challenged 
      back, 
      ‘Oh 
      you 
      think 
      I 
      will, 
      do 
      you?’
      They 
      continued 
      that 
      way 
      for 
      some 
      time. 
      They 
      were
      an 
      interesting 
      couple, 
      this 
      buckskinned 
      barrel 
      maker
      and 
      the 
      dignified 
      young 
      lady 
      from 
      the 
      east. 
      Two
      years 
      later 
      they 
      were 
      married 
      and 
      settled 
      in 
      Glen
      Arbor. 
      The 
      rest 
      of 
      the 
      Coggshall 
      family 
      moved 
      to
      Frankfort.”
     
     
      “You’re 
      doing 
      a 
      lot 
      of 
      talking 
      about 
      your 
      own
      family, 
      John.”
     
     
      I 
      turned 
      to 
      see 
      the 
      newcomer 
      as 
      Fisher
      welcomed 
      him 
      with 
      a 
      hello.
     
     
      “Of 
      course 
      John 
      is 
      right 
      about 
      everything 
      so
      far. 
      He 
      had 
      family 
      and 
      many 
      friends 
      here. 
      They
      owned 
      the 
      land 
      around 
      the 
      settlement 
      and 
      Charlie
      McCarty 
      set 
      up 
      a 
      sawmill 
      two 
      miles 
      west 
      of 
      it, 
      in
      1856, 
      and 
      added 
      a 
      hotel 
      in 
      1858. 
      He 
      first 
      called 
      it
      Sleeping 
      Bearville, 
      but 
      it 
      was 
      later 
      changed 
      to 
      Glen
      Haven.”
     
     
      “The 
      township 
      was 
      organized 
      in 
      1856. 
      The
      settlement 
      was 
      growing. 
      Ray 
      and 
      Fisher 
      both 
      had
      lumber 
      mills. 
      George 
      Ray 
      and 
      Erasmus 
      Nutt 
      built 
      a
      dock 
      on 
      the 
      bay. 
      In 
      1856 
      there 
      were 
      six 
      farms. 
      The
      people 
      of 
      the 
      bay 
      and 
      the 
      inland 
      lake 
      decided 
      the
      town 
      needed 
      civil 
      authority.
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      “On 
      April 
      6, 
      1858, 
      sixteen 
      men 
      of 
      the 
      area
      gathered 
      at 
      George’s 
      Mill 
      House 
      in 
      the 
      center 
      of
      town. 
      We 
      gave 
      the 
      name 
      Glen 
      Arbor 
      to 
      our
      settlement 
      and 
      the 
      newly 
      formed 
      township. 
      It 
      then
      consisted 
      of 
      all 
      the 
      land 
      around 
      the 
      lake, 
      renamed
      Glen 
      Lake. 
      As 
      each 
      settlement 
      grew 
      in 
      areas 
      several
      miles 
      apart, 
      townships 
      formed 
      and 
      became 
      Empire,
      Cleveland 
      and 
      Kasson.
     
     
      “This 
      was 
      once 
      part 
      of 
      Grand 
      Traverse
      County. 
      As 
      the 
      towns 
      in 
      the 
      Peninsula 
      grew, 
      we 
      felt
      the 
      need 
      to 
      form 
      our 
      own 
      county. 
      Each 
      township
      had 
      a 
      representative 
      to 
      the 
      county 
      seat. 
      I 
      served 
      as
      Glen 
      Arbor’s 
      representative 
      for 
      four 
      years, 
      before
      the 
      peninsula 
      was 
      granted 
      approval 
      as 
      a 
      county 
      in
      1861. 
      Six 
      years 
      later 
      Glen 
      Arbor 
      Township 
      changed
      its 
      name 
      to 
      Sleeping 
      Bear 
      Township, 
      then 
      in 
      1871,
      the 
      township 
      reassumed 
      its 
      former 
      name, 
      something
      never 
      done 
      in 
      any 
      other 
      township 
      in 
      this 
      country.”
     
     
      I 
      wondered 
      why 
      this 
      was 
      done. 
      Were 
      there
      business 
      machinations 
      taking 
      place 
      that 
      were
      favored 
      by 
      the 
      title 
      change, 
      or 
      were 
      the 
      town
      founders 
      struck 
      by 
      a 
      wistful 
      fancy 
      to 
      confuse 
      future
      historians 
      by 
      such 
      a 
      change.
     
     
      “The 
      first 
      school 
      in 
      Glen 
      Arbor 
      was 
      organized
      the 
      same 
      year 
      Glen 
      Arbor 
      became 
      a 
      legal 
      township,
      1858. 
      The 
      electors 
      of 
      the 
      township 
      met 
      in 
      their
      usual 
      meeting 
      place: 
      the 
      Ray 
      home. 
      We 
      decided 
      to
      contribute 
      one 
      dollar 
      per 
      student 
      for 
      the 
      first 
      year 
      of
      education. 
      No 
      books 
      were 
      provided, 
      only 
      a 
      teacher:
      me. 
      The 
      school 
      was 
      a 
      room 
      in 
      my 
      house.”
     
     
      Throughout 
      those 
      early 
      years 
      George 
      Ray 
      and
      John 
      Fisher 
      accepted 
      a 
      great 
      deal 
      of 
      responsibility
      in 
      township 
      matters. 
      George 
      Ray 
      was 
      a 
      teacher,
      postmaster, 
      county 
      coroner, 
      superintendent 
      of 
      the
     
     
      poor, 
      county 
      clerk, 
      and 
      school 
      board 
      official. 
      Fisher
      was 
      justice 
      of 
      the 
      peace, 
      county 
      registrar, 
      and
      school 
      board 
      official.
     
     
      “Now, 
      don’t 
      get 
      the 
      impression 
      we 
      did 
      so
      much,” 
      George 
      said. 
      “There 
      weren’t 
      many 
      people
      here 
      then, 
      and 
      we 
      took 
      on 
      several 
      responsibilities.
      The 
      official 
      work 
      was 
      important, 
      but 
      the 
      early
      enterprises 
      of 
      settlers 
      were 
      most 
      important.”
     
     
      “Doctor 
      Walker 
      for 
      one. 
      Bill 
      was 
      a 
      brilliant
      man, 
      understand 
      that, 
      but 
      he 
      wasn’t 
      here 
      often
      enough 
      to 
      make 
      a 
      great 
      impact 
      upon 
      the 
      area. 
      He
      had 
      five 
      hundred 
      acres 
      of 
      land, 
      but 
      he 
      spent 
      most 
      of
      his 
      time 
      in 
      Wisconsin 
      on 
      other 
      businesses. 
      Besides
      a 
      medical 
      practice 
      he 
      owned 
      a 
      successful 
      saloon.”
     
     
      “In 
      1870 
      he 
      cleared 
      twelve 
      acres 
      of 
      land, 
      just
      about 
      half 
      a 
      mile 
      south 
      of 
      town. 
      There 
      he 
      used 
      a
      gasoline 
      pump 
      to 
      flood 
      his 
      clearing 
      with 
      water 
      from
      Glen 
      Lake. 
      He 
      turned 
      that 
      lowland 
      into 
      a 
      cranberry
      marsh. 
      Just 
      about 
      the 
      largest 
      in 
      the 
      state 
      and 
      he
      employed 
      at 
      least 
      a 
      hundred 
      people 
      during 
      the
      picking 
      season, 
      which 
      lasted 
      about 
      three 
      weeks.”
     
     
      “They’d 
      take 
      hundreds 
      of 
      barrels 
      of
      cranberries 
      out 
      of 
      there 
      and 
      ship 
      them 
      on 
      boats 
      from
      the 
      Glen 
      Arbor 
      pier.”
     
     
      “A 
      few 
      years 
      later 
      he 
      planted 
      about 
      five-
      hundred 
      fruit 
      trees 
      just 
      south 
      of 
      the 
      cranberry
      marsh, 
      between 
      there 
      and 
      Glen 
      Lake. 
      So 
      he 
      did 
      add
      some 
      enterprise 
      to 
      Glen 
      Arbor.”
     
     
      Someone 
      once 
      told 
      me 
      a 
      story 
      about 
      Dr.
      Walker’s 
      sister-in-law. 
      I 
      recall.
     
     
      “It 
      seems 
      that 
      she 
      and 
      he 
      were 
      illicitly
      engaged, 
      without 
      Mrs. 
      Walker’s 
      knowledge. 
      And
      when 
      Mrs. 
      Walker 
      found 
      out, 
      her 
      sister 
      was 
      ejected
      from 
      the 
      house. 
      Dr. 
      Walker 
      had 
      a 
      house 
      built 
      for 
      her
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      John 
      Schroeder 
      loading 
      lumber 
      at 
      the 
      D.H. 
      Day 
      dock 
      in 
      Glen 
      Haven 
      about 
      1910.
     
     
      The 
      puritan 
      was 
      built 
      in 
      Toledo 
      for 
      Graham 
      and 
      Morton 
      Transportation
      Company 
      in 
      1901. 
      She 
      was 
      257 
      feet 
      long 
      by 
      41 
      feet 
      in 
      the 
      beam, 
      powered
      by 
      a 
      1500 
      horsepower 
      engine. 
      She 
      was 
      sold 
      to 
      N.T.C. 
      in 
      1912. 
      The 
      Isle
      Royal 
      Transit 
      Company 
      purchased 
      the 
      Puritan 
      in 
      1933 
      and 
      renamed 
      it 
      the
      George 
      M 
      Cox. 
      She 
      was 
      wrecked 
      on 
      a 
      pre-season 
      voyage 
      to 
      Isle 
      Royale, 
      on
      a 
      reef 
      near 
      Isle 
      Royale, 
      Lake 
      Superior.
     
     
      The 
      Manitou, 
      built 
      for 
      the 
      Manitou 
      Steamship 
      Company 
      in 
      1893, 
      by
      Leopold 
      and 
      Austin. 
      She 
      was 
      274 
      feet 
      long, 
      42 
      feet 
      by 
      the 
      beam, 
      powered
      by 
      a 
      2500 
      horsepower 
      engine. 
      She 
      was 
      capable 
      of 
      19.5 
      miles 
      per 
      hour.
      Purchased 
      by 
      N.T.C. 
      in 
      1906, 
      she 
      was 
      later 
      sold 
      to 
      the 
      Isle 
      Royal 
      Transit
      Company 
      in 
      1933. 
      Renamed 
      the 
      Isle 
      Royal, 
      she 
      was 
      destroyed 
      by 
      fire 
      at
      Manistee 
      Lake 
      in 
      1934.
     
    
   
  

 