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      FORWARD 
      AND 
      DEDICATION
     
     
      In 
      this 
      book 
      I 
      will 
      attempt 
      to 
      relate 
      some 
      of 
      the 
      history 
      of 
      the
      Island 
      as 
      I 
      knew 
      it, 
      the 
      soil 
      formation, 
      birds, 
      beautiful 
      trees 
      and
      plants, 
      some 
      of 
      which 
      can 
      only 
      be 
      found 
      here 
      on 
      this 
      lovely
      secluded 
      Island 
      of 
      Paradise, 
      but 
      most 
      important 
      in 
      my 
      estimation
      is 
      for 
      me 
      to 
      portray 
      the 
      human 
      interest 
      that 
      existed 
      there 
      and
      sincerely 
      hope 
      you 
      will 
      be 
      able 
      to 
      visualize 
      the 
      hardships 
      we 
      all
      endured, 
      the 
      companionship 
      that 
      was 
      a 
      part 
      of 
      our 
      life, 
      for 
      it 
      was
      a 
      world 
      in 
      itself, 
      for 
      all 
      of 
      us 
      who 
      lived 
      there.
     
     
      My 
      family 
      moved 
      there 
      in 
      1913, 
      coming 
      from 
      Sheboygan,
      Wisconsin. 
      We 
      lived 
      on 
      the 
      Island 
      for 
      thirteen 
      years, 
      and 
      I
      honestly 
      believe 
      that 
      I 
      am 
      the 
      only 
      living 
      person 
      who 
      has
      returned 
      to 
      the 
      Island 
      every 
      year 
      since 
      that 
      time.
     
     
      I 
      participated 
      in 
      the 
      barn 
      dances. 
      I 
      was 
      one 
      of 
      those 
      who
      made 
      harrowing 
      trips 
      over 
      the 
      ice 
      from 
      the 
      Island 
      to 
      the
      mainland, 
      especially 
      one 
      we 
      made 
      in 
      1917.
     
     
      I’ve 
      seen 
      the 
      beautiful 
      snowfalls, 
      participated 
      in 
      the 
      spellin
      g
      bees, 
      seen 
      the 
      fantastic 
      sunsets, 
      ships 
      at 
      anchor, 
      the 
      appearance
      of 
      new 
      life 
      on 
      the 
      Island 
      without 
      medical 
      assistance, 
      as 
      one 
      of
      my 
      brothers 
      was 
      born 
      there 
      in 
      1921, 
      the 
      last 
      baby 
      to 
      be 
      born
      there. 
      It 
      was 
      also 
      the 
      same 
      year 
      my 
      oldest 
      brother 
      died 
      of
      diabetes. 
      He 
      was 
      only 
      twenty-one 
      years 
      old.
     
     
      For 
      those 
      who 
      are 
      coming 
      to 
      the 
      Island 
      for 
      the 
      first 
      time, 
      I
      sincerely 
      hope 
      my 
      story 
      will 
      enrich 
      their 
      visit 
      and 
      perhaps 
      they
      will 
      understand 
      the 
      joys 
      and 
      sorrows 
      we 
      all 
      endured 
      on 
      this
      lovely 
      and 
      lonely 
      Island.
     
     
      I 
      would 
      like 
      to 
      lovingly 
      dedicate 
      this 
      book 
      to 
      my 
      wonderful
      mother, 
      Mollie. 
      She 
      was 
      always 
      the 
      light 
      that 
      guided 
      and 
      never
      failed 
      us.
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      According 
      to 
      legend, 
      the 
      mother 
      bear 
      and 
      her 
      two 
      cubs 
      set 
      out
      to 
      swim 
      from 
      the 
      Wisconsin 
      shore 
      to 
      the 
      Michigan 
      shore. 
      The
      mother 
      arrived 
      and 
      lay 
      down 
      to 
      await 
      the 
      arrival 
      of 
      her 
      babies. 
      She
      sleeps 
      today, 
      the 
      legend 
      has 
      it, 
      as 
      the 
      Sleeping 
      Bear 
      Sand 
      Dunes,
      while 
      her 
      errant 
      offspring 
      are 
      within 
      sight 
      of 
      shore 
      as 
      the 
      two
      islands 
      of 
      North 
      and 
      South 
      Manitou.
     
     
      Since 
      the 
      nineteenth 
      century, 
      the 
      Manitou 
      Islands 
      have 
      carried
      their 
      Indian 
      name 
      for 
      the 
      deity 
      or 
      Great 
      Spirit.
     
     
      By 
      an 
      Act 
      of 
      Congress, 
      the 
      South 
      and 
      North 
      Manitou 
      Islands,
      along 
      with 
      the 
      Sleeping 
      Bear 
      Sand 
      Dunes, 
      were 
      made 
      a 
      National
      Park 
      in 
      1970, 
      and 
      are 
      under 
      the 
      jurisdiction 
      of 
      the 
      National 
      Park
      Service 
      of 
      the 
      Department 
      of 
      Interior.
     
     
      As 
      part 
      of 
      a 
      fourteen-island 
      archipelago, 
      the 
      Manitous 
      are
      included 
      in 
      the 
      same 
      chain 
      as 
      North 
      and 
      South 
      Fox 
      Island, 
      Beaver,
      Hog, 
      High, 
      Garden, 
      Whiskey 
      and 
      several 
      other 
      Lake 
      Michigan
      land 
      areas. 
      Southernmost 
      of 
      these 
      is 
      the 
      South 
      Manitou. 
      From
      Sleeping 
      Bear 
      to 
      South 
      Manitou 
      is 
      seven-and-one-half 
      miles 
      in 
      a
      northerly 
      direction.
     
     
      It 
      is 
      twelve 
      miles 
      around 
      the 
      island 
      with 
      the 
      beautiful 
      white
      sand 
      dunes 
      on 
      the 
      west 
      more 
      than 
      325 
      feet 
      above 
      the 
      Lake, 
      and
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      clay 
      banks 
      on 
      the 
      southwest 
      with 
      deep 
      gullies 
      reaching 
      down 
      to
      the 
      lake 
      from 
      the 
      rain 
      and 
      snow, 
      the 
      prevailing 
      winds 
      from 
      the
      west. 
      The 
      island 
      is 
      slowly 
      shifting 
      to 
      the 
      east 
      as 
      the 
      wind 
      blows
      the 
      sand 
      over 
      the 
      bluffs 
      from 
      the 
      west 
      side 
      and 
      drops 
      the 
      sand 
      on
      the 
      east 
      side. 
      Some 
      trees 
      that 
      were 
      50 
      to 
      60 
      feet 
      tall 
      are 
      buried
      under 
      sand; 
      of 
      others, 
      only 
      the 
      tops 
      are 
      above 
      the 
      sand. 
      The 
      land
      is 
      level, 
      with 
      some 
      hills 
      toward 
      the 
      east, 
      consisting 
      of 
      clay 
      and
      sandy 
      soil 
      suitable 
      for 
      farming.
     
     
      JACK-IN-THE-PULPIT 
      is 
      found 
      by 
      the 
      thousands 
      on 
      South 
      Manitou
      Island.
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      UNUSUAL 
      TRILLIUMS 
      like 
      these 
      white 
      ones 
      with 
      dark 
      green
      stripes, 
      are 
      found 
      all 
      over 
      the 
      island.
     
     
      Throughout 
      the 
      island 
      is 
      found 
      a 
      veritable 
      explosion 
      of 
      plant
      life; 
      some 
      are 
      not 
      found 
      in 
      any 
      other 
      area 
      of 
      the 
      United 
      States,
      such 
      as 
      the 
      Jack-in-the-Pulpit 
      by 
      the 
      thousands 
      in 
      early 
      spring.
      May 
      flowers 
      almost 
      covered 
      the 
      earth 
      in 
      the 
      hardwood 
      areas 
      with
      beautiful 
      colors 
      of 
      blue, 
      pink, 
      white 
      and 
      purple. 
      There 
      are 
      at 
      least
      five 
      varieties 
      of 
      trilliums, 
      including 
      the 
      painted 
      and 
      nodding
      kinds, 
      white 
      with 
      dark 
      green 
      stripes.
     
     
      The 
      largest 
      colony 
      of 
      walking 
      ferns 
      in 
      Michigan 
      is 
      also 
      found
      on 
      South 
      Manitou. 
      Oddly 
      shaped, 
      it 
      bends 
      over 
      until 
      it 
      touches 
      the
      ground, 
      takes 
      root 
      and 
      becomes 
      another 
      plant. 
      In 
      this 
      way 
      it 
      walks
      to 
      new 
      ground. 
      Also, 
      leeks, 
      one 
      of 
      the 
      first 
      plants 
      in 
      the 
      spring,
      grow 
      abundantly 
      in 
      the 
      hardwood 
      areas. 
      The 
      cattle 
      fed 
      heavily 
      on
      them, 
      a 
      sort 
      of 
      an 
      onion. 
      The 
      cows 
      that 
      were 
      kept 
      for 
      milk 
      had 
      to
      feed 
      in 
      the 
      barn 
      or 
      open 
      field 
      so 
      the 
      milk 
      wound 
      not 
      taste 
      of 
      onion.
      Each 
      farmer 
      had 
      his 
      crop-raising 
      fields 
      fenced 
      with 
      barbed 
      wire,
      usually 
      about 
      60-70 
      acres. 
      The 
      rest 
      of 
      the 
      island 
      was 
      left 
      for 
      the
      cattle 
      to 
      graze 
      on 
      the 
      hardwood 
      areas. 
      The 
      area 
      the 
      cattle 
      grazed
      on 
      was 
      always 
      kept 
      free 
      of 
      undergrowth 
      with 
      sunlight 
      filtering
      through 
      the 
      trees 
      for 
      the 
      plants 
      to 
      grow.
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      WALKING 
      FERNS, 
      rare 
      everywhere 
      else, 
      grow 
      profusely 
      in 
      one
      valley 
      of 
      the 
      island.
     
     
      The 
      leeks, 
      May 
      flowers 
      and 
      Jack-in-the-Pulpit 
      were 
      the 
      first
      plants 
      in 
      the 
      spring. 
      Often, 
      they 
      would 
      come 
      up 
      near 
      a 
      patch 
      of
      snow. 
      They 
      lasted 
      about 
      a 
      month. 
      Also 
      in 
      the 
      hardwoods 
      were
      Dicentra 
      cucullaria 
      or 
      Dutchman’s 
      Breeches, 
      whi
      te 
      pantaloons
      somewhat 
      inflated 
      and 
      suspended 
      from 
      a 
      slender 
      stalk, 
      and 
      the
      yellow 
      adder’s 
      tongue. 
      The 
      Turk’s
      -cap 
      Lily 
      and 
      the 
      blue 
      Harebell
      grew 
      along 
      the 
      beach, 
      mostly 
      from 
      Gulls 
      Point 
      to 
      the 
      Coast 
      Guard
      Station. 
      Bull 
      thistle, 
      Canada 
      thistle, 
      burdock, 
      and 
      wild 
      mustard
      grew 
      in 
      the 
      fields. 
      The 
      burdock 
      was 
      a 
      nuisance, 
      getting 
      its 
      seeds
      in 
      the 
      tails 
      of 
      the 
      horses 
      and 
      cattle.
     
     
      Other 
      fern 
      varieties 
      included 
      northern 
      holly 
      and 
      maidenhair
      ferns. 
      Also, 
      in 
      the 
      hardwood 
      area 
      were 
      found 
      several 
      kinds 
      of
      moss 
      of 
      orange 
      and 
      green. 
      In 
      the 
      fields 
      grew 
      black-eyed 
      Susan’s
      and 
      white 
      daisies.
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      According 
      to 
      figures 
      released 
      by 
      the 
      Forestry 
      Association, 
      South
      Manitou 
      is 
      the 
      location 
      of 
      three 
      of 
      the 
      nations’ 
      largest 
      trees, 
      in 
      their
      species. 
      These 
      include 
      the 
      white 
      cedar, 
      common 
      elder 
      and 
      maple 
      on
      the 
      southwest 
      corner 
      of 
      the 
      island.
     
     
      The 
      Valley 
      of 
      the 
      Giants 
      is 
      where 
      the 
      largest 
      white 
      cedar 
      trees
      in 
      the 
      world 
      are 
      located. 
      One 
      is 
      more 
      than 
      20 
      feet 
      in 
      girth 
      and
      stands 
      110 
      feet 
      tall. 
      These 
      trees 
      are 
      said 
      to 
      be 
      more 
      than 
      500 
      years
      old. 
      The 
      white 
      cedars 
      are 
      still 
      standing 
      today 
      because 
      they 
      escaped
      the 
      woodman’s 
      axe 
      and 
      the 
      saw 
      mill, 
      due 
      to 
      their 
      location 
      and 
      size,
      during 
      the 
      saw 
      mill 
      days 
      of 
      1900-1914.
     
     
      Some 
      Birdseye 
      maple 
      trees 
      are 
      still 
      found 
      on 
      the 
      Island. 
      Dad
      took 
      several 
      logs 
      of 
      Birdseye 
      maple 
      to 
      Sheboygan, 
      Wisconsin
      about 
      1912 
      and 
      had 
      a 
      huge 
      pullout 
      table 
      made, 
      large 
      enough 
      to
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      seat 
      12 
      people, 
      oval 
      in 
      shape 
      with 
      12 
      chairs, 
      polished 
      to 
      a 
      high
      gloss. 
      Beech 
      also 
      grew 
      in 
      great 
      numbers 
      and 
      was 
      wonderful 
      feed
      for 
      the 
      turkeys 
      – 
      who 
      would 
      get 
      fat 
      and 
      their 
      meat 
      sweet 
      from 
      the
      nuts. 
      Also, 
      the 
      squirrels, 
      chipmunks 
      and 
      crows 
      would 
      feed 
      heavily
      on 
      them.
     
     
      Near 
      the 
      southwestern 
      side 
      of 
      the 
      island, 
      at 
      the 
      edge 
      of 
      the
      bluffs 
      and 
      the 
      dunes, 
      is 
      an 
      area 
      of 
      approximately 
      60 
      acres 
      of 
      virgin
      forest 
      – 
      there 
      some 
      of 
      the 
      largest 
      elm, 
      maple 
      and 
      white 
      cedar 
      in
      the 
      United 
      States 
      grow. 
      Also, 
      spruce 
      is 
      found 
      on 
      the 
      island 
      but 
      is
      not 
      seen 
      on 
      the 
      mainland 
      – 
      it 
      grows 
      sparsely 
      along 
      the 
      bluffs 
      and
      shore 
      areas.
     
     
      White 
      and 
      yellow 
      birch, 
      ironwood, 
      basswood, 
      oak, 
      pin 
      cherry,
      balsam, 
      elm 
      and 
      hemlock 
      trees 
      were 
      cut 
      down. 
      Many 
      were 
      left 
      on
      the 
      ground 
      to 
      rot, 
      after 
      the 
      bark 
      was 
      removed 
      in 
      four-foot 
      lengths
      and 
      sent 
      to 
      tanneries 
      for 
      the 
      preservation 
      of 
      leather 
      for 
      harnesses
      and 
      shoes. 
      At 
      Christmas-time 
      it 
      was 
      difficult 
      to 
      pick 
      a 
      tree 
      as 
      there
      were 
      so 
      many 
      to 
      choose 
      from. 
      Also, 
      white 
      pine 
      and 
      juniper 
      grew
      in 
      the 
      open 
      fields 
      with 
      their 
      green 
      berries 
      very 
      bitter 
      tasting, 
      but
      used 
      in 
      moonshine 
      to 
      give 
      it 
      a 
      flavor 
      as 
      gin.
     
     
      Picking 
      berries
     
     
      Strawberries 
      grew 
      abundantly 
      in 
      the 
      open 
      pasture 
      land 
      –
      always 
      the 
      first 
      berries 
      to 
      get 
      ripe. 
      Mother 
      and 
      other 
      women 
      would
      pick 
      berries 
      during 
      the 
      day 
      and 
      can 
      them 
      – 
      many 
      winters 
      some
      cellars 
      had 
      30-50 
      quarts 
      of 
      raspberries 
      and 
      strawberries 
      neatly 
      put
      on 
      shelves 
      in 
      a 
      root 
      cellar 
      for 
      winter 
      use. 
      The 
      berries 
      were 
      small,
      very 
      sweet 
      and 
      delicious.
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      There 
      were 
      two 
      sawmills 
      in 
      operation 
      in 
      1913, 
      one 
      on 
      the
      southwest 
      corner 
      of 
      the 
      cross 
      roads 
      at 
      the 
      center 
      of 
      the 
      island. 
      It
      was 
      operated 
      by 
      Mr. 
      Statz, 
      and 
      cut 
      lumber 
      – 
      mostly 
      hardwood,
      maple 
      and 
      beech. 
      Part 
      of 
      the 
      mill 
      can 
      still 
      be 
      found, 
      such 
      as 
      the
      pond 
      for 
      washing 
      the 
      logs 
      before 
      sawing 
      them 
      to 
      remove 
      the 
      sand
      so 
      as 
      not 
      to 
      dull 
      the 
      saw. 
      It 
      took 
      a 
      very 
      sharp 
      saw 
      to 
      cut 
      through
      the 
      length 
      of 
      maple 
      or 
      beech 
      log.
     
     
      It 
      took 
      seven 
      men 
      to 
      operate 
      the 
      mill, 
      including 
      the 
      cook. 
      They
      lived 
      in 
      a 
      one-room 
      house 
      built 
      of 
      rough 
      lumber 
      covered 
      with 
      tar
      paper 
      on 
      the 
      outside 
      walls.
     
     
      The 
      food 
      was 
      mostly 
      potatoes, 
      carrots 
      and 
      cabbage 
      that 
      were
      kept 
      in 
      a 
      root 
      cellar, 
      and 
      salt 
      beef 
      and 
      pork. 
      The 
      wage 
      was 
      one
      dollar 
      per 
      day 
      with 
      room 
      and 
      board 
      – 
      the 
      whistle 
      blew 
      at 
      7:00 
      a.m.,
      12:00 
      noon, 
      1:00 
      p.m. 
      and 
      6:00 
      p.m. 
      for 
      a 
      10-hour 
      day. 
      The
      whistle 
      was 
      steam, 
      as 
      was 
      the 
      rest 
      of 
      the 
      mill
      – 
      the 
      boiler 
      burned
      wood 
      from 
      the 
      side 
      of 
      the 
      logs 
      called 
      “slabs.”
     
     
      Single 
      mill 
      in 
      operation 
      1908. 
      It 
      ceased 
      operation 
      in 
      1913. 
      this
      mill 
      was 
      owned 
      by 
      Mr. 
      Morgan 
      from 
      Traverse 
      City.
     
     
      Sailing 
      vessel 
      “Margaret” 
      hard 
      aground 
      near 
      mill, 
      South
      Manitou 
      Harbor. 
      This 
      postal 
      card 
      was 
      sent 
      to 
      brother 
      Albany 
      by
      dad 
      from 
      South 
      Manitou, 
      year 
      1909, 
      to 
      Sheboygan, 
      Wisconsin 
      for
      one 
      cent.
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      The 
      mill 
      at 
      the 
      harbor 
      sawed 
      shingles 
      from 
      cedar 
      longs. 
      It 
      shut
      down 
      about 
      the 
      time 
      the 
      Anderson 
      family 
      came 
      to 
      the 
      island 
      in
      1913.
     
     
      The 
      lumber 
      and 
      shingles 
      were 
      shipped 
      mostly 
      by 
      sail 
      vessels
      to 
      Chicago 
      and 
      Milwaukee 
      and 
      various 
      other 
      ports. 
      Later 
      steam
      was 
      the 
      means 
      of 
      transporting 
      logs 
      from 
      the 
      island.
     
     
      The 
      steamer 
      J.S. 
      Crouse 
      was 
      one 
      of 
      the 
      last 
      wood-burning
      steamboats 
      to 
      stop 
      at 
      the 
      island. 
      During 
      the 
      years 
      of 
      1895 
      and 
      1919
      many 
      wood-burning 
      boats 
      stopped 
      to 
      get 
      fuel 
      for 
      their 
      boilers,
      mostly 
      hard 
      wood, 
      maple 
      and 
      beech. 
      At 
      that 
      time 
      there 
      was 
      a
      narrow-gauge 
      rail 
      track 
      from 
      where 
      the 
      school 
      house 
      is 
      to 
      the 
      dock
      in 
      the 
      center 
      of 
      the 
      harbor, 
      then 
      called 
      Crescent, 
      Michigan, 
      due 
      to
      the 
      shape 
      of 
      the 
      harbor. 
      Horses 
      would 
      pull 
      the 
      loaded 
      cars 
      of 
      cord
      wood 
      on 
      the 
      track 
      to 
      the 
      waiting 
      steamboats 
      in 
      the 
      harbor.
     
     
      Among 
      the 
      mammals 
      are 
      the 
      chipmunks 
      in 
      the 
      hardwood
      areas 
      – 
      one 
      could 
      stand 
      still 
      and 
      see 
      8 
      to 
      10 
      looking 
      for 
      beechnuts
      before 
      the 
      fox 
      came 
      to 
      the 
      island 
      to 
      stay. 
      The 
      fox 
      squirrels 
      were
      introduced 
      to 
      the 
      island 
      about 
      1905 
      – 
      they 
      did 
      not 
      do 
      very 
      well 
      as
      their 
      numbers 
      did 
      not 
      increase 
      very 
      much. 
      Three 
      pair 
      of 
      coon 
      were
      let 
      go 
      about 
      1915 
      – 
      they 
      all 
      disappeared. 
      Some 
      of 
      the 
      farmers
      complained 
      about 
      the 
      eating 
      some 
      of 
      their 
      corn 
      – 
      that 
      could 
      have
      helped 
      in 
      their 
      disappearance.
     
     
      Lake 
      Florence 
      – 
      named 
      after 
      Florence 
      Haas, 
      mail 
      carrier, 
      1912.
     
     
      Muskrats 
      were 
      released 
      at 
      Lake 
      Florence 
      about 
      1920 
      – 
      they
      also 
      disappeared 
      in 
      a 
      few 
      years 
      – 
      perhaps 
      they 
      could 
      not 
      find 
      the
      food 
      they 
      desired 
      as 
      they 
      left 
      Lake 
      Florence 
      in 
      search 
      of 
      food. 
      I
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      recall 
      on 
      morning 
      in 
      the 
      spring 
      one 
      was 
      at 
      the 
      barn 
      door 
      going 
      up
      into 
      the 
      hills 
      looking 
      for 
      food, 
      or 
      a 
      mate.
     
     
      The 
      red 
      fox 
      would 
      come 
      to 
      South 
      Manitou 
      on 
      the 
      ice 
      during
      the 
      winter 
      when 
      the 
      lake 
      was 
      frozen 
      over 
      between 
      North 
      and
      South 
      Manitou 
      Islands 
      looking 
      for 
      food, 
      which 
      was 
      plentiful
      during 
      the 
      yeas 
      we 
      lived 
      on 
      South 
      Manitou. 
      The 
      snowshoe 
      hare
      and 
      the 
      cottontail 
      were 
      always 
      plentiful. 
      The 
      fox 
      did 
      not 
      stay
      during 
      the 
      summer 
      months 
      as 
      they 
      were 
      always 
      trapped 
      or
      poisoned 
      because 
      they 
      ate 
      the 
      turkey 
      eggs 
      and 
      killed 
      some
      chickens. 
      The 
      fox 
      did 
      not 
      get 
      a 
      start 
      on 
      South 
      Manitou 
      until
      sometime 
      in 
      the 
      early 
      fifties. 
      Henry 
      Haas 
      and 
      Johnnie 
      Hutzler
      were 
      the 
      two 
      who 
      were 
      always 
      responsible 
      for 
      destroying 
      the 
      fox
      before 
      they 
      had 
      a 
      chance 
      to 
      get 
      a 
      start 
      on 
      South 
      Manitou.
     
     
      Rodents 
      were 
      quite 
      prevalent 
      during 
      the 
      years 
      of 
      farming 
      –
      the 
      common 
      barn 
      rat 
      came 
      by 
      ship 
      and 
      made 
      its 
      way 
      down 
      the
      mooring 
      lines 
      of 
      ships 
      that 
      stopped 
      at 
      the 
      island. 
      There 
      was 
      an 
      old
      saying 
      that 
      ‘when 
      the 
      rats 
      left 
      the 
      boat, 
      she 
      was 
      bound 
      for 
      disaster’
      – 
      the 
      rats 
      made 
      their 
      way 
      to 
      the 
      farming 
      area 
      along 
      with 
      the 
      mice.
     
     
      Several 
      species 
      of 
      Amphibia 
      live 
      on 
      the 
      island, 
      the 
      red-backed
      salamander, 
      the 
      common 
      toad 
      and 
      the 
      leopard 
      frog. 
      The
      salamander 
      is 
      seldom 
      seen. 
      In 
      my 
      years 
      on 
      the 
      island, 
      I 
      have 
      only
      seen 
      a 
      few. 
      In 
      addition, 
      there 
      are 
      snapping 
      turtles, 
      painted 
      turtles
      and 
      garter 
      snakes, 
      mostly 
      found 
      around 
      Lake 
      Florence.
     
     
      Among 
      the 
      large 
      varieties 
      of 
      birds 
      to 
      be 
      found 
      on 
      the 
      island
      are 
      the 
      red-breasted 
      merganser, 
      the 
      blue 
      heron, 
      lesser 
      loon 
      and
      mallard 
      duck. 
      Among 
      the 
      marshes 
      on 
      Lake 
      Florence 
      in 
      the
      wooded 
      areas 
      is 
      the 
      eastern 
      whip-poor-will. 
      I 
      recall 
      hearing 
      the
      whip-poor-will 
      many 
      a 
      summer 
      night 
      as 
      one 
      would 
      come 
      at 
      night
      and 
      sing 
      on 
      a 
      post 
      about 
      30 
      feet 
      from 
      the 
      house. 
      Also, 
      nighthawks
      would 
      make 
      their 
      eerie 
      sound 
      as 
      they 
      fed 
      on 
      insects 
      during 
      the
      night 
      hours. 
      The 
      eastern 
      kingbirds 
      would 
      nest 
      in 
      the 
      orchard 
      and
      try 
      to 
      keep 
      crows 
      and 
      many 
      other 
      birds 
      at 
      a 
      safe 
      distance 
      from
      their 
      nests 
      by 
      diving 
      down 
      on 
      them. 
      The 
      blue 
      jay 
      and 
      the 
      black-
      capped 
      chickadee 
      would 
      stay 
      in 
      the 
      fir 
      trees 
      all 
      winter 
      – 
      we 
      fed
      them 
      bread 
      from 
      our 
      lunch 
      pails 
      on 
      our 
      way 
      home 
      from 
      school. 
      In
      the 
      fields 
      were 
      the 
      killdeer, 
      usually 
      with 
      2-3 
      eggs 
      on 
      the 
      ground
      in 
      a 
      nest 
      made 
      of 
      small 
      pebbles. 
      As 
      one 
      would 
      approach 
      the 
      nest,
      they 
      would 
      pretend 
      to 
      have 
      a 
      broken 
      wing 
      to 
      distract 
      you 
      from 
      the
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      nest, 
      with 
      an 
      orange 
      color 
      under 
      the 
      wing 
      also. 
      The 
      bobolink
      nested 
      in 
      the 
      hay 
      fields.
     
     
      For 
      many 
      years 
      the 
      northern 
      bald 
      eagles 
      nested 
      in 
      a 
      large 
      oak
      tree 
      at 
      the 
      northern 
      side 
      of 
      the 
      island. 
      The 
      nest 
      must 
      have 
      been 
      ten
      feet 
      across. 
      They 
      always 
      raised 
      their 
      young 
      in 
      the 
      same 
      nest 
      made
      of 
      large 
      branches 
      and 
      grass. 
      I 
      recall 
      as 
      a 
      young 
      boy 
      catching 
      an
      eagle 
      in 
      a 
      steel 
      trap 
      that 
      was 
      baited 
      for 
      fox. 
      After 
      discovering 
      an
      eagle 
      in 
      the 
      trap, 
      I 
      ran 
      home 
      for 
      help, 
      as 
      the 
      eagle 
      was 
      fighting
      mad 
      – 
      it 
      looked 
      to 
      have 
      a 
      wing-spread 
      of 
      about 
      8 
      feet, 
      but 
      perhaps
      6-feet 
      would 
      have 
      been 
      more 
      accurate. 
      The 
      yellow 
      beak 
      and 
      legs
      with 
      white 
      feathers 
      from 
      the 
      beak 
      half 
      way 
      down 
      the 
      neck, 
      the 
      rest
      of 
      the 
      body 
      brownish 
      black, 
      and 
      the 
      newly-fallen 
      white 
      snow
      would 
      have 
      made 
      a 
      good 
      picture.
     
     
      Beautiful 
      view 
      of 
      north 
      side 
      of 
      South 
      Manitou 
      from 
      west 
      to 
      east 
      – 
      the
      American 
      Bald-Headed 
      Eagle 
      built 
      their 
      nest 
      in 
      the 
      trees 
      to 
      the 
      right.
     
     
      My 
      younger 
      brother 
      went 
      with 
      me 
      to 
      release 
      the 
      eagle. 
      We 
      cut
      a 
      small 
      sapling 
      from 
      the 
      woods 
      that 
      had 
      a 
      fork 
      or 
      Y 
      about 
      4 
      inches
      long, 
      the 
      other 
      end 
      about 
      6 
      feet 
      long. 
      We 
      put 
      the 
      fork 
      over 
      the
      eagle’s 
      neck 
      in 
      back 
      of 
      the 
      head 
      to 
      hold 
      the 
      head 
      to 
      the 
      ground.
      After 
      many 
      tries, 
      we 
      got 
      its 
      head 
      to 
      the 
      ground 
      and 
      released 
      the
      one 
      toe 
      the 
      eagle 
      was 
      caught 
      by. 
      After 
      being 
      released, 
      it 
      took
      several 
      steps, 
      shook 
      itself 
      and 
      flew 
      off.
     
     
      One 
      night 
      as 
      I 
      was 
      going 
      to 
      the 
      barn 
      with 
      a 
      lantern, 
      as 
      we 
      had
      no 
      other 
      lights 
      at 
      the 
      barn, 
      I 
      passed 
      the 
      corncrib, 
      and 
      a 
      white 
      owl
      flew 
      from 
      the 
      open 
      door. 
      Perhaps 
      it 
      was 
      after 
      mice 
      – 
      it 
      was 
      very
     
     
    
   
  

 
  

  
   
    
    
     
      
     
    
    
     
      unusual 
      to 
      see 
      a 
      white 
      own 
      or 
      snow 
      owl 
      on 
      the 
      island. 
      It 
      perched
      several 
      seconds 
      on 
      the 
      edge 
      of 
      the 
      door 
      before 
      flying 
      into 
      the 
      cold
      winter 
      night.
     
     
      Seagulls 
      in 
      flight 
      over 
      their 
      nesting 
      areas 
      on 
      northeast
      corner 
      of 
      South 
      Manitou.
     
     
      Their 
      numbers 
      have 
      been 
      decreasing 
      steadily 
      for 
      the 
      past
      25 
      years, 
      I 
      believe 
      due 
      to 
      three 
      things: 
      the 
      number 
      of 
      people
      that 
      visit 
      the 
      nesting 
      area, 
      the 
      fox 
      that 
      invaded 
      the 
      island
      from 
      North 
      Manitou 
      over 
      the 
      ice 
      in 
      winter, 
      and 
      the 
      lack 
      of
      food 
      as 
      the 
      Department 
      of 
      Natural 
      Resources 
      has 
      stopped 
      the
      dumping 
      of 
      fish 
      inwards 
      and 
      other 
      food 
      scraps 
      from 
      the 
      ships
      that 
      the 
      sea 
      gulls 
      would 
      take 
      to 
      their 
      young.
     
     
      Of 
      special 
      interest 
      on 
      South 
      Manitou 
      is 
      Sea 
      Gull 
      Point 
      on 
      the
      northeast 
      corner 
      of 
      the 
      island. 
      This 
      point 
      was 
      named 
      Sea 
      Gull
      Point 
      because 
      it 
      was 
      the 
      largest 
      nesting 
      grounds 
      of 
      the 
      Herring
      Gull 
      to 
      be 
      found 
      on 
      the 
      Great 
      Lakes. 
      As 
      children 
      we 
      used 
      to 
      visit
      the 
      Sea 
      Gull 
      point 
      several 
      times 
      a 
      year. 
      I 
      was 
      greatly 
      impressed 
      to
      see 
      a 
      large 
      herring 
      gull 
      perched 
      upon 
      a 
      telephone 
      post 
      near 
      the
      nesting 
      area; 
      it 
      seemed 
      to 
      be 
      a 
      sentinel 
      or 
      guard 
      to 
      the 
      others 
      and
      with 
      a 
      loud 
      cry 
      would 
      warn 
      them 
      that 
      danger 
      was 
      approaching.
      The 
      old 
      and 
      the 
      half-grown 
      ones 
      would 
      go 
      to 
      the 
      water 
      and 
      swim
      from 
      the 
      shore 
      and 
      keep 
      at 
      a 
      safe 
      distance. 
      Those 
      that 
      were
      recently 
      hatched 
      from 
      the 
      egg 
      would 
      hide 
      their 
      heads 
      under 
      some
      grass 
      or 
      other 
      debris 
      with 
      their 
      butts 
      exposed.
     
     
      20
      There 
      were 
      always 
      from 
      2 
      to 
      3 
      eggs 
      per 
      nest 
      – 
      the 
      egg 
      was
      larger 
      than 
      a 
      hen’s 
      egg, 
      almost 
      the 
      size 
      of 
      a 
      goose 
      egg, 
      light 
      brown
      with 
      dark 
      brown 
      spots. 
      I 
      have 
      known 
      of 
      some 
      sailors 
      who 
      would
      eat 
      the 
      sea 
      gulls’ 
      eggs 
      as 
      they 
      laid 
      at 
      anchor 
      in 
      the 
      C
      rescent 
      City
      Harbor 
      of 
      South 
      Manitou. 
      They 
      would 
      take 
      one 
      egg 
      from 
      a 
      nest
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      of 
      two 
      so 
      as 
      not 
      to 
      get 
      eggs 
      that 
      had 
      started 
      young. 
      The 
      nests 
      were
      made 
      on 
      the 
      ground 
      from 
      grass 
      that 
      grew 
      in 
      the 
      area, 
      and 
      also
      small 
      pieces 
      of 
      sticks. 
      I 
      have 
      seen 
      three 
      nests 
      of 
      eggs 
      near 
      each
      other 
      – 
      one 
      could 
      stand 
      on 
      a 
      knoll 
      and 
      count 
      25 
      to 
      30 
      nests, 
      some
      with 
      young 
      breaking 
      through 
      the 
      eggs, 
      others 
      with 
      young 
      gone
      from 
      the 
      nest. 
      They 
      will 
      walk 
      away 
      from 
      the 
      nest 
      before 
      they 
      are
      completely 
      dry 
      and 
      look 
      for 
      a 
      place 
      to 
      hide.
     
     
      I 
      recall 
      going 
      to 
      the 
      look-out 
      tower 
      at 
      the 
      Coast 
      Guard 
      Station
      to 
      watch 
      the 
      gulls 
      as 
      they 
      fed 
      their 
      young, 
      with 
      the 
      telescope 
      that
      was 
      used 
      to 
      get 
      the 
      names 
      from 
      ships 
      passing 
      between 
      the
      mainland 
      and 
      the 
      island. 
      Of 
      special 
      interest 
      was 
      that 
      the 
      gulls 
      did
      not 
      sit 
      on 
      the 
      nest 
      during 
      the 
      warm 
      days 
      but 
      only 
      at 
      night 
      – 
      the
      warm 
      sun 
      gave 
      warmth 
      enough 
      during 
      the 
      day.
     
     
      I 
      made 
      one 
      of 
      these 
      trips 
      to 
      Gull 
      Point 
      in 
      May, 
      1921. 
      The 
      eggs
      always 
      hatch 
      between 
      May 
      20-30 
      – 
      I 
      do 
      not 
      know 
      the 
      time 
      of
      incubation. 
      Mother 
      was 
      away 
      to 
      Sturgeon 
      Bay, 
      Wisconsin 
      with
      dad 
      to 
      bring 
      the 
      Steamer 
      M.H. 
      Stuart 
      on 
      her 
      maiden 
      trip 
      to 
      South
      Manitou, 
      then 
      on 
      to 
      Glen 
      Haven 
      for 
      a 
      load 
      of 
      slabs 
      and 
      lumber
      bound 
      for 
      Sheboygan, 
      Wisconsin. 
      Perhaps 
      if 
      mother 
      had 
      been
      home, 
      we 
      would 
      not 
      have 
      been 
      able 
      to 
      go 
      – 
      I 
      was 
      the 
      oldest, 
      12
      years 
      old, 
      brothers 
      Haakon, 
      John 
      and 
      John 
      Savage; 
      from 
      home 
      to
      Sea 
      Gull 
      Point 
      is 
      about 
      3 
      miles 
      one 
      way. 
      As 
      I 
      recall 
      the 
      day 
      was
      beautiful, 
      light 
      northwest 
      wind 
      and 
      full 
      sunshine, 
      and 
      the 
      four 
      of
      us 
      walked 
      slowly 
      down 
      the 
      sand 
      beach 
      always 
      looking 
      for
      Petoskey 
      stones, 
      fish 
      corks 
      or 
      other 
      things 
      of 
      interest 
      that 
      would
      wash 
      onto 
      the 
      sandy 
      beach. 
      After 
      looking 
      over 
      the 
      Gull 
      Point 
      for
      some 
      time 
      we 
      sat 
      down 
      on 
      a 
      log 
      to 
      rest 
      as 
      we 
      were 
      getting 
      hungry
      and 
      drank 
      the 
      cold 
      clear 
      water 
      from 
      the 
      lake 
      which 
      was 
      very
      refreshing. 
      After 
      resting 
      for 
      some 
      time, 
      the 
      four 
      of 
      us 
      started 
      for
      home 
      carrying 
      our 
      shoes 
      and 
      socks 
      and 
      several 
      sea 
      gull 
      eggs 
      to
      put 
      under 
      a 
      setting 
      hen 
      to 
      hatch 
      out. 
      As 
      we 
      walked 
      down 
      the 
      beach
      toward 
      home, 
      we 
      found 
      a 
      wooden 
      box 
      large 
      enough 
      to 
      put 
      our
      shoes, 
      socks 
      and 
      etc. 
      into 
      and 
      with 
      a 
      pole 
      tied 
      across 
      the 
      top 
      of 
      the
      box, 
      two 
      of 
      us 
      would 
      carry 
      it 
      aways, 
      then 
      the 
      other 
      two. 
      About
      half 
      way 
      up 
      the 
      beach 
      we 
      discovered 
      what 
      we 
      thought 
      was 
      the
      high 
      point 
      of 
      the 
      day 
      – 
      high 
      on 
      the 
      beach 
      a 
      log, 
      sort 
      of 
      hollowed
      out 
      with 
      a 
      point 
      on 
      one 
      end, 
      about 
      twelve 
      feet 
      long 
      and 
      twenty-
      two 
      inches 
      wide. 
      We 
      struggled 
      to 
      get 
      it 
      to 
      the 
      beach 
      and 
      into 
      the
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      water 
      – 
      it 
      floated 
      high 
      in 
      the 
      water 
      but 
      very 
      unstable 
      – 
      it 
      rolled 
      so
      easily. 
      After 
      putting 
      the 
      box 
      with 
      the 
      sea 
      gull 
      eggs, 
      shoes 
      and 
      etc.
      on 
      board, 
      Haakon 
      and 
      I 
      got 
      on 
      and 
      started 
      pushing 
      ourselves 
      along
      the 
      shore 
      each 
      with 
      a 
      round 
      pole 
      about 
      8 
      feet 
      long. 
      This 
      log 
      might
      have 
      laid 
      on 
      the 
      beach 
      for 
      many 
      years 
      as 
      the 
      sand 
      and 
      sun 
      would
      preserve 
      it 
      for 
      a 
      long 
      time. 
      The 
      wind 
      kept 
      picking 
      up 
      from 
      the
      northwest, 
      an 
      off-shore 
      wind. 
      We 
      were 
      making 
      good 
      headway
      along 
      the 
      beach 
      when 
      Haakon 
      slid 
      off 
      the 
      log 
      and 
      into 
      the 
      water 
      –
      we 
      were 
      about 
      25 
      feet 
      from 
      the 
      shore 
      at 
      that 
      time. 
      Haakon 
      made
      it 
      to 
      shore 
      safely. 
      I 
      tried 
      desperately 
      to 
      paddle 
      to 
      shore 
      by 
      lying 
      on
      the 
      log 
      and 
      working 
      my 
      hands 
      on 
      either 
      side 
      but 
      I 
      found 
      I 
      was
      drifting 
      out 
      from 
      shore 
      into 
      deeper 
      water 
      so 
      I 
      slid 
      off 
      the 
      log 
      into
      the 
      cold 
      water 
      and 
      tried 
      to 
      touch 
      the 
      bottom 
      but 
      could 
      not 
      so
      decided 
      to 
      try 
      and 
      swim 
      to 
      shore. 
      Mother 
      would 
      never 
      let 
      any 
      of
      us 
      go 
      swimming 
      and 
      consequently 
      I 
      could 
      not 
      swim 
      so 
      decided 
      to
      swim 
      like 
      our 
      dog, 
      Shep. 
      I 
      soon 
      tired 
      – 
      the 
      last 
      I 
      remember 
      I 
      was
      going 
      down 
      and 
      taking 
      in 
      water 
      through 
      my 
      nose 
      and 
      mouth, 
      the
      brothers 
      on 
      the 
      beach 
      tried 
      desperately 
      to 
      reach 
      me 
      by 
      holding
      hands 
      but 
      could 
      not. 
      John 
      Savage 
      saw 
      a 
      long 
      pole 
      on 
      the 
      shore 
      –
      with 
      Haakon 
      holding 
      one 
      end 
      of 
      the 
      pole 
      he 
      walked 
      out 
      far 
      enough
      to 
      reach 
      my 
      shirt 
      and 
      by 
      that 
      means 
      I 
      was 
      pulled 
      to 
      shore. 
      No 
      one
      knows 
      how 
      long 
      I 
      was 
      in 
      the 
      water 
      or 
      laid 
      on 
      the 
      beach 
      before 
      I
      came 
      to 
      know 
      what 
      was 
      going 
      on, 
      while 
      the 
      log 
      with 
      our 
      shoes,
      stockings 
      and 
      sea 
      gull 
      eggs 
      drifted 
      out 
      into 
      deeper 
      water 
      and
      disappeared. 
      I 
      don’t 
      think 
      dad 
      ever 
      found 
      out 
      what 
      happened 
      but
      mother 
      did, 
      because 
      she 
      asked 
      where 
      our 
      shoes 
      were. 
      Mother 
      was
      very 
      happy 
      that 
      Haakon 
      and 
      I 
      had 
      made 
      it 
      safely 
      to 
      shore 
      – 
      it 
      was
      summer 
      so 
      we 
      could 
      go 
      barefoot.
     
     
      This 
      chapter 
      would 
      not 
      be 
      complete 
      without 
      mention 
      of 
      the
      wild 
      pigeons 
      that 
      were 
      so 
      prevalent 
      on 
      the 
      island 
      during 
      late 
      1880
      and 
      early 
      1900. 
      I 
      was 
      told 
      by 
      Bill 
      Haas 
      and 
      others 
      that 
      when 
      they
      flew 
      over, 
      they 
      would 
      blot 
      out 
      the 
      sun 
      – 
      they 
      were 
      there 
      by 
      the
      thousands, 
      they 
      would 
      break 
      limbs 
      from 
      trees 
      at 
      night 
      when 
      they
      went 
      to 
      roost. 
      They 
      were 
      captured 
      by 
      the 
      farmers 
      and 
      others 
      by
      spreading 
      grain 
      on 
      the 
      ground, 
      then 
      a 
      small 
      mesh 
      net 
      was 
      placed
      over 
      the 
      grain. 
      When 
      the 
      pigeons 
      started 
      feeding 
      the 
      net 
      would 
      be
      dropped 
      over 
      them. 
      The 
      farmers 
      got 
      50 
      cents 
      per 
      dozen, 
      shipped
      alive 
      to 
      Chicago 
      by 
      the 
      boats 
      that 
      stopped 
      at 
      the 
      island.
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      Unfortunately, 
      the 
      pigeons 
      were 
      gone 
      from 
      the 
      island 
      at 
      the 
      time
      the 
      Andersons 
      reached 
      the 
      island.
     
     
      Now 
      I 
      would 
      like 
      to 
      acquaint 
      you 
      with 
      my 
      friends 
      and
      neighbors 
      as 
      I 
      remember 
      them 
      during 
      the 
      years 
      we 
      lived 
      together
      on 
      the 
      island 
      with 
      the 
      hardships 
      and 
      social 
      activities.
     
     
      Mr. 
      Kent 
      was 
      keeper 
      of 
      the 
      Coast 
      Guard 
      Station 
      in 
      1913 
      when
      the 
      Anderson 
      family 
      arrived 
      on 
      South 
      Manitou. 
      Mr. 
      Kent 
      and 
      dad
      had 
      been 
      friends 
      for 
      many 
      years 
      as 
      dad 
      traded 
      among 
      the 
      Islands
      from 
      about 
      1900 
      with 
      the 
      schooners 
      “Mary 
      E. 
      Packard,”
      “Josephine 
      Dresden,” 
      the 
      steamer 
      “J.S. 
      Crouse” 
      1907 
      until 
      1919,
      then 
      the 
      steamer 
      “M.H. 
      Stuart” 
      1921 
      to 
      1929.
     
     
      Captain 
      Kent 
      and 
      his 
      crew 
      1912
     
     
      The 
      Coast 
      Guard 
      Station 
      is 
      on 
      the 
      southeast 
      corner 
      of 
      the
      island 
      and 
      a 
      little 
      north 
      of 
      the 
      Light 
      House.
     
     
      Captain 
      and 
      Mrs. 
      Kent 
      lived 
      in 
      the 
      West 
      Side 
      of 
      the 
      Station 
      –
      they 
      had 
      3 
      rooms 
      downstairs 
      and 
      2 
      bedrooms 
      upstairs. 
      Mrs. 
      Kent
      was 
      a 
      very 
      refined 
      and 
      wonderful 
      person. 
      Captain 
      Kent 
      was 
      the
      opposite, 
      very 
      seldom 
      shaved 
      and 
      rough 
      like 
      a 
      bear. 
      I 
      will 
      never
      forget 
      the 
      time 
      when 
      I 
      was 
      about 
      7 
      years 
      old 
      taking 
      a 
      sandwich
      and 
      some 
      water 
      to 
      brother 
      Albany, 
      who 
      was 
      working 
      with 
      the
      horses 
      in 
      the 
      field, 
      Kent 
      came 
      up 
      the 
      path 
      and 
      in 
      his 
      gruff 
      voice
      said 
      ‘where 
      are 
      you 
      going 
      with 
      that’ 
      – 
      I 
      told 
      him 
      to 
      my 
      brother, 
      he
      said 
      ‘give 
      it 
      to 
      me’ 
      – 
      I 
      handed 
      it 
      to 
      him 
      and 
      ran 
      home. 
      He 
      ate 
      the
      sandwich 
      then 
      stopped 
      by 
      the 
      house 
      and 
      went 
      into 
      dad’s 
      whiskey
      cabinet, 
      made 
      himself 
      a 
      drink, 
      then 
      went 
      on 
      to 
      Bill 
      Haas. 
      The
      Kents 
      had 
      2 
      sons, 
      Allen 
      and 
      Ray 
      – 
      Ray 
      was 
      one 
      of 
      the 
      best 
      piano
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      players 
      (all 
      by 
      ear) 
      I 
      have 
      ever 
      heard. 
      He 
      would 
      play 
      for 
      the 
      dances
      on 
      Saturday 
      night 
      during 
      the 
      winter 
      – 
      often 
      the 
      dance 
      would 
      be 
      in
      the 
      kitchen 
      at 
      the 
      Coast 
      Guard 
      Station 
      or 
      at 
      one 
      of 
      the 
      homes.
      Square 
      dancing 
      was 
      the 
      most 
      popular 
      and 
      some 
      round 
      dancing 
      and
      waltzing. 
      Music 
      was 
      also 
      from 
      a 
      hand-wound 
      Victrola.
     
     
      Mr. 
      Kent 
      bought 
      a 
      forty-acre 
      farm 
      for 
      the 
      boys, 
      built 
      a 
      house
      and 
      barn, 
      and 
      gave 
      them 
      a 
      good 
      team 
      of 
      mules. 
      The 
      farm 
      was 
      near
      the 
      northeast 
      corner 
      of 
      the 
      island 
      where 
      the 
      land 
      was 
      very 
      poor 
      –
      they 
      didn’t 
      raise 
      enough 
      to 
      feed 
      the 
      mules 
      so 
      he 
      let 
      the 
      farm 
      go
      back 
      to 
      the 
      State. 
      Allen 
      lived 
      with 
      his 
      folks 
      at 
      Empire 
      but 
      died
      very 
      young. 
      Ray 
      went 
      to 
      Traverse 
      City 
      to 
      live. 
      Mr. 
      Kent 
      retired
      from 
      the 
      Coast 
      Guard 
      in 
      1916, 
      one 
      of 
      the 
      first 
      persons 
      to 
      retire
      from 
      the 
      service 
      – 
      he 
      lived 
      about 
      32 
      years 
      after 
      retirement.
     
     
      We 
      used 
      to 
      have 
      dances 
      in 
      this 
      warehouse 
      occasionally, 
      the 
      floor 
      was
      swept, 
      what 
      was 
      in 
      the 
      warehouse 
      was 
      placed 
      in 
      one 
      end, 
      also 
      the 
      dock
      where 
      all 
      shipping 
      was 
      conducted 
      on 
      the 
      island. 
      You 
      will 
      note 
      the 
      Ann
      Arbor 
      Carferry, 
      No. 
      5, 
      leaving 
      the 
      dock. 
      During 
      March, 
      1916 
      she 
      came
      into 
      South 
      Manitou 
      for 
      dad, 
      he 
      would 
      proceed 
      on 
      the 
      Sheboygan 
      then
      begin 
      to 
      fit 
      out 
      his 
      steamboat, 
      the 
      “J.S. 
      Crouse.”
     
     
      Oscar 
      Smith 
      succeeded 
      Mr. 
      Kent 
      as 
      keeper 
      of 
      the 
      Coast 
      Guard
      in 
      1916. 
      He 
      was 
      the 
      opposite 
      of 
      Mr. 
      Kent, 
      very 
      strict, 
      refined 
      and
      dignified. 
      The 
      crew 
      consisted 
      of 
      8 
      men 
      who 
      had 
      to 
      keep 
      a 
      watch
      around 
      most 
      of 
      the 
      island 
      for 
      ships 
      in 
      distress, 
      by 
      walking 
      from
      the 
      station 
      to 
      the 
      southwest 
      corner 
      of 
      the 
      island 
      every 
      two 
      and 
      a
      half 
      hours 
      and 
      punching 
      a 
      clock, 
      winter 
      and 
      summer 
      – 
      at 
      night,
      not 
      during 
      the 
      day. 
      If 
      a 
      man 
      was 
      fifteen 
      minutes 
      late, 
      he 
      would 
      be
      required 
      not 
      to 
      leave 
      the 
      station 
      grounds 
      for 
      30 
      days 
      except 
      to 
      go
      on 
      patrol, 
      as 
      they 
      called 
      it. 
      They 
      also 
      had 
      to 
      go 
      around 
      the 
      harbor
      to 
      the 
      north 
      of 
      the 
      island 
      and 
      punch 
      a 
      clock. 
      The 
      last 
      man 
      in 
      the
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      morning 
      would 
      take 
      the 
      punched 
      card 
      from 
      the 
      clock 
      on 
      the 
      post
      back 
      to 
      the 
      keeper 
      and 
      put 
      in 
      a 
      new 
      one 
      for 
      the 
      following 
      night.
      They 
      also 
      stood 
      watch 
      in 
      the 
      “lookout” 
      which 
      is 
      like 
      a 
      fire 
      tower.
      The 
      “lookout” 
      was 
      up 
      near 
      the 
      light 
      house. 
      They 
      also 
      had 
      to 
      punch
      a 
      clock 
      up 
      in 
      the 
      “lookout” 
      on 
      the 
      half 
      hour, 
      24 
      hours 
      a 
      day. 
      The
      “lookout” 
      was 
      situated 
      so 
      the 
      man 
      in 
      the 
      “lookout” 
      on 
      a 
      clear 
      night
      could 
      see 
      from 
      Pt. 
      Betsie 
      a 
      revolving 
      white 
      light, 
      dim 
      for 
      20
      seconds 
      then 
      bright 
      for 
      20 
      seconds, 
      South 
      Manitou 
      steady 
      white
      light, 
      North 
      Manitou 
      red 
      and 
      white 
      revolving. 
      The 
      light 
      ship 
      on
      the 
      reef 
      where 
      the 
      Crib 
      now 
      stands 
      had 
      a 
      red 
      blinking 
      light, 
      the
      light 
      ship 
      laid 
      at 
      anchor 
      from 
      April 
      15 
      to 
      November 
      15 
      through 
      all
      stormy 
      weather. 
      I 
      recall 
      but 
      one 
      time 
      it 
      left 
      its 
      anchor 
      and 
      took
      refuge 
      in 
      South 
      Manitou 
      Harbor.
     
     
      “Lookout” 
      wher
      e 
      the 
      Coast 
      Guard 
      stood 
      watch 
      24 
      hours 
      a
      day, 
      winter 
      and 
      summer.
     
     
      Captain 
      and 
      Mrs. 
      Smith 
      had 
      three 
      children, 
      Willard, 
      Joe 
      and
      Nellie. 
      Willard 
      was 
      the 
      oldest 
      and 
      was 
      in 
      the 
      same 
      grade 
      in 
      school
      and 
      Clarabelle 
      Mack, 
      nee 
      Thompson, 
      Edna 
      Schofield, 
      nee 
      Tobin,
      and 
      myself. 
      Willard 
      was 
      a 
      very 
      brilliant 
      person 
      – 
      he 
      didn’t 
      seem
      to 
      study 
      very 
      much 
      but 
      always 
      knew 
      his 
      lesson. 
      He 
      followed 
      in
      his 
      father’s 
      profession 
      and 
      became 
      Commandant 
      in 
      the 
      Coast
      Guard 
      Service, 
      an 
      appointment 
      made 
      by 
      the 
      President 
      of 
      the
      United 
      States.
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      North 
      Manitou 
      Shoal 
      light 
      ship 
      at 
      anchor 
      before 
      the 
      Crib 
      was 
      built
      in 
      1935.
     
     
      Captain 
      Smith 
      seldom 
      left 
      the 
      Coast 
      Guard 
      grounds 
      except 
      by
      water 
      – 
      every 
      fall 
      during 
      one 
      of 
      the 
      worst 
      storms 
      he 
      would 
      take 
      4
      or 
      5 
      of 
      his 
      rookies 
      in 
      the 
      life 
      boat 
      and 
      circle 
      the 
      island 
      – 
      they 
      were
      always 
      happy 
      to 
      get 
      back, 
      some 
      seasick 
      and 
      hungry. 
      The 
      buildings
      were 
      always 
      well 
      kept, 
      painted 
      and 
      clean 
      as 
      were 
      the 
      station
      grounds. 
      Captain 
      Smith 
      managed 
      a 
      well-disciplined 
      crew.
     
     
      Coast 
      Guard 
      practicing 
      to 
      shoot 
      a 
      line 
      across 
      a 
      distressed 
      vessel.
     
     
      Other 
      keepers 
      of 
      the 
      Coast 
      Guard 
      Station 
      whom 
      I 
      knew 
      were
      Abram 
      Wessel, 
      George 
      Kelderhouse, 
      William 
      Fisher, 
      Andrew
      Fisher 
      and 
      Fred 
      Wendel, 
      Jr. 
      Harrison 
      Haas 
      was 
      the 
      only 
      one 
      that
      was 
      born 
      and 
      raised 
      on 
      the 
      Island. 
      There 
      were 
      others 
      whom 
      I
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      didn’t 
      know 
      personally. 
      Some 
      of 
      the 
      surfmen 
      were 
      John 
      Tobin,
      Andrew 
      Burdick, 
      Harold 
      Tobin, 
      Alfred 
      Anderson, 
      Ray 
      Robinette,
      Martin 
      Furst, 
      Lawrence 
      Haas, 
      David 
      Furst, 
      Theodore 
      Thompson,
      Benth 
      Johnson, 
      Alfred 
      Anderson 
      and 
      many 
      others.
     
     
      The 
      Coast 
      Guard 
      Station 
      on 
      South 
      Manitou 
      was 
      originally 
      a
      station 
      of 
      the 
      U.S. 
      Life 
      Saving 
      Service 
      until 
      1915, 
      then 
      it 
      was
      changed 
      to 
      U.S. 
      Coast 
      Guard. 
      Captain 
      Allen 
      Kent 
      was 
      in 
      charge
      during 
      that 
      changeover.
     
     
      The 
      boat 
      house 
      was 
      raised 
      about 
      four 
      feet 
      so 
      there 
      would 
      be 
      a
      drop 
      to 
      the 
      lake 
      from 
      the 
      boathouse 
      – 
      from 
      the 
      lake 
      to 
      the
      boathouse 
      was 
      about 
      100 
      feet. 
      There 
      were 
      steel 
      rails 
      from 
      the
      boathouse 
      down 
      into 
      the 
      lake. 
      The 
      lifeboat, 
      as 
      it 
      was 
      called, 
      about
      36 
      feet 
      in 
      length, 
      would 
      be 
      guided 
      onto 
      a 
      cradle 
      – 
      there 
      was 
      a 
      cable
      attached 
      from 
      the 
      cradle 
      to 
      a 
      winch 
      in 
      the 
      boathouse 
      and 
      a 
      gasoline
      engine 
      to 
      operate 
      the 
      winch, 
      in 
      that 
      way 
      the 
      boat 
      could 
      be 
      pulled
      out 
      of 
      the 
      water 
      and 
      into 
      the 
      boathouse.
     
     
      The 
      raising 
      of 
      the 
      Boathouse 
      1916 
      – 
      as 
      it 
      now 
      stands.
     
     
      Upon 
      receiving 
      a 
      call 
      for 
      help 
      the 
      crew 
      could 
      be 
      on 
      their 
      way
      in 
      about 
      5 
      minutes 
      or 
      less. 
      Four 
      men 
      would 
      get 
      into 
      the 
      boat, 
      two
      men 
      would 
      let 
      go 
      the 
      cable, 
      then 
      they 
      would 
      be 
      off 
      down 
      the 
      ramp
      and 
      into 
      the 
      water.
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      Lifeboat 
      going 
      down 
      ramp 
      into 
      the 
      water 
      with 
      crew 
      aboard.
     
     
      During 
      the 
      time 
      I 
      was 
      associated 
      with 
      the 
      South 
      Manitou
      Island 
      there 
      were 
      several 
      vessels 
      lost 
      or 
      wrecked 
      on 
      the 
      island.
     
     
      The 
      Steamer 
      “W.L. 
      Frost” 
      1913 
      and 
      the 
      steamer 
      “P.J. 
      Ralph”
      1923 
      were 
      loaded 
      with 
      pulpwood 
      bound 
      for 
      Muskegon 
      from
      Canada. 
      She 
      came 
      into 
      South 
      Manitou 
      Harbor 
      in 
      a 
      strong
      southwest 
      wind 
      and 
      sea, 
      dropped 
      the 
      anchor 
      and 
      all 
      hands 
      turned
      in 
      for 
      the 
      night. 
      During 
      the 
      night 
      the 
      wind 
      shifted 
      to 
      the 
      northeast
      – 
      before 
      the 
      crew 
      could 
      get 
      steam 
      up 
      to 
      run 
      the 
      engine, 
      she 
      broke
      the 
      anchor 
      chain 
      and 
      broke 
      up 
      and 
      rests 
      on 
      the 
      bottom 
      about 
      one-
      half 
      mile 
      north 
      of 
      the 
      Coast 
      Guard 
      Station 
      – 
      the 
      crew 
      was 
      all
      saved. 
      Her 
      load 
      of 
      pulpwood 
      washed 
      up 
      onto 
      the 
      beach 
      in 
      the
      harbor.
     
     
      The 
      schooner 
      “Our 
      Son” 
      was 
      contacted 
      and 
      came 
      to 
      the
      island, 
      laid 
      at 
      anchor. 
      Ben 
      John
      son, 
      with 
      his 
      boat, 
      the 
      “Swallow,”
      took 
      the 
      pulpwood 
      from 
      the 
      beach 
      to 
      the 
      schooner, 
      then 
      took 
      the
      pulpwood 
      to 
      Muskegon 
      – 
      this 
      was 
      one 
      of 
      the 
      last 
      sailing 
      vessels
      to 
      sail 
      the 
      Lakes, 
      and 
      also 
      her 
      last 
      trip.
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