













































































HARVEST DANCE

We, the proprietors of the ISLAND HOUSE, at CLEAR LAKE,
IND., having completed and fitted up what will be known as the
ISLAND HOUSE,

The dimensions of which is 120 feet long by 40 feet wide, and
having a finely arranged hall 40x80, and a goodly number of
rooms to accomodate our patrons, the building being situated
upon the banks of the crystal waters of Clear Lake, the scenery
of which is unsurpassed in the West, and is well designed as a

summer resort, will give a

HARVEST DANCE

are invited.

TRAINS.
hundred couples.

Bill $2.50

There are more stories of interest about
the island House written in a letter from
Ethel Tompkins Hobart. Her father was
Julius "“‘Dude’’ Tompkins, one of the well
known Old Timers in Clear Lake’s history.
The Tompkins farm still stands on the North
Shore, west of the Haven and is owned by
Wilfred Faucher. Mrs. Hobart says: ‘'"When
my Dad was five years old, he cordially
hated his brother and sisters and made trou-
ble plenty. His maternal grandmother, Elec-
ty Ann Lang, adored the obstinate little oaf
so she took him home to live with her in
lonia, Michigan. Electy was a dowdy
housekeeper but she did keep Julius in star-
ched and ruffled finery; result, he was called
‘Dude’. He had music lessons from the age
of seven on. School and practice didn’t cur-
tail their freedom much. Almost every day,
they sailed around the country in an open
buggy behind two lively mustangs. They
picked seeds to feed birds in winter. They
swapped flower seeds and plant slips with
friends or strangers and were never averse
to accepting a canary or kitten if one were
available."””

““When Dude was twelve, they came to
Clear Lake 1o visit his father, Willard Tomp-
kins who owned and ran the Island House.

on
FRIDAY EVENING, AUGUST 30th, 1875
To which the Ladies and Gentlemen in the surrounding country

CONVEYANCES WILL ALWAYS BE FOUND IN READINESS AT
MONTGOMERY, TO CONVEY PERSONS TO AND FROM ALL

The capacity of the house is such that it will accomodate five
Music by Bergman’s Quadrille Band.

Republican Job Print, Angola, Ind.
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Colburn & Work

This would be the year 1880. Dude was in-
vited and then ordered to play the organ. He
balked. Dire threats could not induce him to
perform. Electy took off her slipper and pad-
dled his behind. Dude was indignant and
refused to go home with her. This most
broke her heart but he never relented and he
was still living with his father at the hotel
when he was fifteen."”’

Mrs. Hobart does not recall much about
summer guests but she had heard of Oyster
Suppers, Maple Sugar parties and dances in
the winters, with people coming by sleigh
from ‘‘near and far’’.

Mrs. Marion Cleveland became the owner
of the Island House in the early 1900’s,
changing the name to Hazenhurst after her
family name. She filled the hotel each sum-
mer with families coming from Toledo and
Fort Wayne and other Ohio and Indiana
towns. Everyone had the same rooms, year
after year, and many friendships and
romances started in the long summers
spent on the fine sand beach, with only row
boats and canoes available for water travel.
Mrs. Cleveland required only the best of
behavior and manners, even to making the
gentiemen wear jackets in the dining room
at night. This was before any cooling air
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conditioning so only an excellent dinner
could make up for the discomfort and the
scanty breezes coming in though the small
windows.

From Mrs. Carleton Lewis, (Helene),
comes the story of the next owners. The
Lewis brothers, Carl and Don purchased it
from Mrs. Cleveland in 1920 and changed
the name to the '‘Carldon’. The Lewis
brothers ran the hotel for over ten years in
addition to the Dance hall and grocery store,
located back of the hotel. They had bought
the Northside Grocery in 1918 from Mr.
Sinel, and they added the dance hall and
remodeled the "‘ice cream parlor’””. One of
the entertainments offered by the Carldon
was an evening ride around the lake in the
small launch owned by Henry Miese, who
charged twenty-five cents per passenger for
a leisurely sunset trip around the lake. The
delightful porch facing the lake was a
gathering place for the parents of the many
children whose preference was the beach
and rippling little waves washing in, making
perfect wading for little feet. It was an ideal
vacation spot for city folk to visit, relax and
enjoy the water. In the 1930’s the hotel
resumed its name of Hazenhurst when the
Lewis family left it, but it had passed its
prime and the twilight years had come to the
old hotel where so much pleasure had been
provided. When the end came and the
building was torn down, even the Hillsdale
Daily News feit moved to write "*Old Timers
in the area may feel a bit sad when they
drive around Clear Lake, a few miles west of
Camden, in Indiana. The old Hazenhurst
Hotel, scene of many dances and dinners

Henry Mies at the Hazenhurst dock

and parties in another era, is gone. All thatis
left is a pile of debris, still not carried away
after the wreckers had completed their job
of leveling the venerable structure.




THE MIRADOR HOTEL -
BY SENORA RIEKE HADLEY

The Mirador Hotel was a family project,
the cufmination of the love of Clear Lake, a
love for people and a love of the family for
each other. It was the result of a family help-
ing each other to earn their way thru col-
lege...it is the story of the Rieke family.

It all started in the winter of 1921 when
the eldest daughter was in her first year at
the Art Institute of Chicago. It was obvious
that help for the other three children, follow-
ing along in rapid succession, was going to
be necessary. So, that winter those at home
conceived a plan to build a small resort hotel
at Clear Lake in which all would work
without renumeration and the proceeds be
invested in college education for the
children.

Among the inspired plans that T. P. Riddle
had for Clear Lake was a sumptuous resort
hotel on Hogs Back. Extending out into the
lake in front of this site is an oak covered
peninsula with a fine beach. This he had
planned as the outlook and bathing beach
for the hotel guests. Sadly, his financial prob-
lems forced him to curtail his plans...so, he
was willing to sell ""the chocolate drop,’’ the
Westsiders name for the knoll on the penin-
sula. This the Riekes obtained for their small
dream hotel.

So in the summer of 1922 the project
began. As the father was a cabinet maker
and carpenter by trade, the eldest son han-
dy with tools and the girls willing appren-
tices under their father's direction, the
structure was completed,painted and con-
crete work finished.

It had been agreed that the mother - who
was an outstanding cook - would prepare
the food. The two girls would act as
waitresses and housemaids; the boys would
care for the grounds, beach, repairs and
carry the luggage.

Following the completion...that -next
winter each guest room was given the name
of a bird, common to the lake area, instead
of ordinary room numbers and appropriate
colors for each were selected and express-
ed in the spreads, curtains, etc. Appropriate
artistic table mats were designed as well as
bird paintings for the doors of each guest
room. All was made ready for the Spring
opening....

Advertising brochures were mailed and
on Memorial weekend of 1923 the Mirador
Hotel was opened to guests. All went well
that summer but at the close of the season it
was obvious that nine guest rooms did not
produce enough revenue over mortgage
payments to help much with college educa-
tion. The following Spring a wing was added
- providing a pleasant larger dining room
and eight more bedrooms.

As the years passed and the children -one
by one - withdrew to develop their own
careers, college students were hired to fill
the vacancies; also, kitchen and household
help was added.

It was still Mother’s kitchen...she furnish-
ed all the recipes - oversaw all the kitchen
activities and personally did all the servings.
She was a very sincere, loving, unselfish
woman who solved all the problems through
prayer. In fact, many guests returned for ex-
tended vacations - year after year - and
became good friends of the family. Many
guests called her '"Mother Rieke’" out of
endearment.

With the children who had made the hotel
a lively, happy place all gone, the parents
eventually withdrew. Several attempts by
other managements were made...but the
Mirador always came back to the Riekes.
Finally it was sold with plans to lay out five
lake shore lots. Half the huge oak trees were
removed and the knoll leveled for flat lots.
The Riekes hope that someday the beautiful
Mirador property - after so many happy
times - will house other joyous families.

Our Social Life

THE LEWIS’S NORTH SHORE GROCERY
AND DANCE HALL

Carl and Don Lewis bought the grocery
store from the Sinels in 1920 and added the
dance hall and remodeled the ice cream
parlor. They were welcomed heartily by the
summer residents who were delighted with
the personal house to house service Carl of-
fered them a far cry from the ‘“go and get
it"" methods of today. Carl came to the door
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of each cottage on a scheduled basis, stag-
gering his calling days so that everyone had
at least a weekly opportunity to order what
they needed for delivery later. He was
always so pleasant that his visit was looked
forward to, as he took down the order on his
little pad from the lady of the house. The
orders were then filled and delivered later
right to the door. The stock in the store was
greatly improved with much variety and the
North Shore Grocery at once became a very



much appreciated and patronized part of the
summer life.

Adjoining the grocery store, the ice cream
parlor, fitted as an old time soda fountain
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Lewis’ Grocery Store, 1918

was, small tables and hard straight chairs. It
was a mecca for young and old, enjoying
the banana splits and tall sodas, made the
real way, whipped cream, seltzer water and
syrup over the good ice cream. Summer
teenagers who qualified were hired as
‘“soda jerks’’ and many of them went home
with pains in their stomachs from eating the
““mistakes’’ they had made in filling orders.

The ice cream parior led into the dance
hall which was a popular place, three or four
nights a week. Saturday was the big night,
of course, and every summer romance was
always present for that one. The other
nights were fairly well attended. Mother
Lewis presided over the ticket selling, sitting
regally in a little three cornered booth inside
the hall where she sold tickets at 10 cents a
dance, 12 for $1.00. Carl or Don were

always present and acted as genial hosts
and chaperones not allowing any rudeness
or misbehavior which satisfied the parents
who might have had doubt about allowing
their young to go. A five piece band from
Fort Wayne, usually a college combo, fur-

.

“ ewis" Soda Fountain, 191

29

nished the music, and they stayed in rooms
over the store and played dutifully on the
dance nights. All of the dancers had
favorites and the band was always obliging.
The Labor Day dance was the last one of the
season and as the last dance was played
with a suitable "*Good night Ladies’’ or *'Un-
tii We Meet Again’’ there would be tears
over the summer ending, especially if it was
the last dance of the year with the summer
beau, who quite often turned out to be the
permanent partner.

With dirt and gravel roads only, and a
scarcity of automobiles, the only means of
transportation to the dances were by boat or
by foot. With no street lights, lanterns were

carried, usually kerosene which were
"checked’’ and then lighted for the
homeward trek. Coming by boat, the

canoes and row boats were parked on the
Carldon Hotel beach, where the dancers
were loaded into their own craft and either
rowed or paddled home, usually with a
“date,”” and usually taking the longest way
home. Mothers listening at home could
check the clock when the conversation on
the lake started as the boats left the Hotel
beach, and could also time the check-in
hour to the minute. No one left the lake for
entertainment and the cost of the fun was
minimal. The East Shore group faced a dark
walk home, down a narrow winding gravel
road, lined with tall trees on one side and a
row of privys on the other and the dark cot-
tages with a small light burning on the lake
side. But there was safety in numbers and
the girls and boys went in a group, dropping
off at their own cottage. This healthy sum-
mer fun went on for a number of years until
the changing times brought an end to it.
Then cars and other dance halls opening at
Lake James, Hamilton Lake and even far-
ther away took the Clear Lake boys and girls
who were now college bound and interested
in a world outside of Clear Lake. But for
some ten years, 1919 to 1928-29, some of
the happiest memories are those of the

Thance Hall



dances at Lewis’s.

The dance hall eventually became a Roller
Skating Rink which was also a very popular
spot and attracted many energetic feet from
outside of the Clear Lake area. Of interest to
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Lewis’ Grocery Store

the skaters was the Kooley Hut built be-
tween the rink and the hotel and where the
tantalizing fragrance of frankfurters sizzling
brought in hungry skaters and also from
around the lake. But the day came when the
store and grocery took their leave in a fiery
evening with the Fremont Fire Department
in attendance and the Town Marshal stand-
ing beside a group of people who admitted
to lumps in their throats as they watched the
memories of the past go heavenward in
smoke.

The Dance Hall

PETTY'S LANDING

From the Steuben Republican, July 6, 1971
- submitted by Lee Duguid

On July 4th, 1919, Petty’s Landing, Clear
Lake opened to the public. Patronage was
expected from Branch and Hillsdale Coun-
ties in Michigan and Williams County in
Ohio. The day was a ‘'summer scorcher’’.
Modef T Fords covered the landscape.
Several attractions were offered. Clear Lake
had a good baseball team. The umpire - and
a good one - was Boyd Huffnagle, a mute,
who continued to umpire the games
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through the years. During the game they
passed the hat to defray expenses for
uniforms and equipment for the team.

There may have been a balloon ascen-
sion. Actually, balloon ascensions were
done quite regularly in the ensuing years.
Ellsworth Green, a well known local per-
sonality who had lost one arm, always took
the balloon up and the whole countryside
watched to see where Elisworth landed...on
a few occasions he landed in the lake!

Many enjoyed tobogganing from a high
platform into the lake, and the bathing at a
fine beach (if you didn’t have a bathing suit,
and many didn’t, you could rent one at the
bath house for 10 cents and water wings for
5 cents). There were eight slot machines on
one side of the bath house. Tom Petty
reported that he had netted $105 from the
machines that day - a lot of money in those
times.

Lastly and most important was the dance.
Tom Petty had gotten all the lumber for the
pavilion from the army barracks at Camp
Custer near Battle Creek. They were being
torn down and sold. The dance floor was
not quite completed for the grand opening
-there was no roof over the floor, having run
out of time and maybe lumber. Leaf-
covered boughs were used to protect the
dancers from the elements. The music was
done by a black Dixie Land Band from
Chicago. They played Dixie Land Jazz, and
straight ballroom dancing, all by ear,
without a note of written music. Their
numbers included ‘‘Jada,’’ ""How You Gon-
na Keep ‘em Down on the Farm,”
*’Beautiful Ohio,”” ""Smile the While,” “'I'm
Forever Blowing Bubbles’” and ‘‘Beautifui
Katie’””. Some of the more prosperous
swains were wearing imported silk shirts
that stuck fast as they perspired freely.

In 1924 the Pettys sold out and the
pavilion was given a new name "‘Terrace
Gardens,”’ continuing a new era in Clear
take social life.

Ellsworth Green at Petty’s Landing



Tom and Eunice Petty were two people
whose idea proved to be a good one, setting
a high standard for a social gathering. Tom
Petty was the son of Frank Petty, a local
farmer, and a showman at heart, having
organized miniature animal acts, trapeze
and tight wire acts and he played the banjo.
He and his wife followed state and country
fairs across the country, selling medicine
(his own invention) and taking photographs.
His trademarks were a black bow tie, a
short-brimmed straw hat, and always a
white shirt. When the Petty’s left, Terrace

Gardens continued on for many years but it
didn’t have the flavor - not the real grass
roots razzle-dazzle of the former years under
the Petty management.

Since Petty’s Landing had been the only
public place available, it was the scene for
the first election to be held at Clear Lake
when the residents were asked to vote on
the incorporation but at the time it was no
longer Petty’s Landing but Terrace Gardens,
located at what was called Petty’s Landing
for many years and after the Pettys had left
the area.

The Clear Lake
Yacht Club

The Clear Lake Story would not be com-
plete without the Yacht Club and its begin-
ning daysin 1935. From a story written by Ed
Anderson, there was an organization
meeting at the Mirador hotel on July 4,
1935. Acting Commodore Herbert Rieke
conducted the meeting at which time it was
decided to have a membership committee
and a constitution and by-laws drawn up.
Three days later another meeting was held
and permanent officers were elected: Com-
modore, Herbert Rieke, Vice Commodore,
Franklin Macomber, Secretary, Don Vorder-
mark, Treasurer, Frank Federspiel, Jr.
Dayton Rieke and his skill in building dinghys
were an asset to the sailors anxious to race
in a buoy-marked course which Dayton pro-
vided.

In 1934, the sailing enthusiasm
culminated in a Regatta on September 2nd,
with a good showing of boats entered.
Among the skippers were Al Randall, Bob
Federspiel, Bob Tressler, Don Vordermark,
Betty Nichols, Frank Carroll, Herb and Mor-
ris Rieke, Ted Spangler, the three Anderson
boys, Ed, Phil and Vince, Franklin
Macomber, Bill Daniels, Bill Bradley, Jack
Holmes and Carlton Broer. An original
trophy, designed and created by Phil Ander-
son and Franklin Macomber, was awarded
on the Anderson beach by Mimi Macomber,
presenting it to the winners, Vince Ander-
son and his guest Micky McDonald. The cup
consisted of two funnels and two tin cups
fashioned into an imposing trophy. The
event was important enough to bring a
photographer up from Fort Wayne to report
it for the Sunday paper.

In 1936, it was decided by the sailing
members to eliminate the original charge of
fifty cents a boat as entry fee. From Ed’s
story "'who had fifty cents to spend at that
time?"’
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In 1937, after the signs pointed to an ac-
tive sailing club was here to stay, Art
Spangter, Gus Holland, Chase Nichols and
Ed Anderson decided it was time to think
about a club house. When the sailors had
met before, they gathered either at the
Mirador or Ted Spangler’s grocery store or
Dayton Rieke's front yard, where the skip-
pers convened after the races or before to
set the course.

In 1938 the first annual meeting was held
and a Land Committee was appointed com-
posed of Chase Nichols, Chairman, Jack
Holmes and Bill Daniels. Ed (Buzz) Anderson
and Gus Holland were appointed as a
building committee. These ‘'founding
fathers’’ literally walked miles during the
summer visiting every cottage for contribu-
tions to the building project. They succeed-
ed so well that in 1939 the first Directors of
the Clear Lake Yacht Club were elected, Ed
Anderson, Art Spangler and Gus Holland. A
piece of property, mostly swamp, was pur-
chased from E.B. McNaughton of Fremont,
and countless loads of fill were brought in at
seventy-five cents a load. Mr. Alfred
Westwick, a local builder, put up a simple,
square structure which stands today, prov-
ing that the old builders knew how to do a
good job. The minutes of the 1940 annual
meeting reported: ‘‘land purchased, land
filled-in, building erected, dock put out,
building wired, plumbing installed.”” Some
of the original chairs were rejects from a
neighboring church and the cane bottom
chairs came from Dr. Wood, owner of the
Haven.

With the original 23 members in 1936,
the membership grew as the club house
took shape. The next ten years saw a flow-
ing well drilled, club insurance for $2500
and the Board of Directors increased to 8
members. In 1949 the mortgage, made into



the shape of a fire cracker was burned. Rac-
ing on Sunday was now an established pat-
tern, with the canon sounding off at 2 p.m.
With the blast coming from the West Shore,
anyone eating Sunday dinner crammed as
much fried chicken as possible into his
mouth and pocket and took off for the start-
ing line.

Social events were now a part of the club
program and the membership increased ac-
cordingly. In 1956 the beef cooler con-
denser was replaced and a raffle netted the
Club $396.50 and the porch was built.

About this time the advent of the small
power boats, noisy and fast, had an impact
on the sailing enthusiasm. The younger
generation turned their attention toward the
motor boats and the sailing sport was a side
line at the Yacht Club and on the lake. Butin
1960 Jack Cochrane arrived in the summer
with Flying Scot #119, and it was not long

before more Flying Scots joined him and
soon C Scows, Catamarans, Inland Cats,
Sunfish and Sailfish were now part of the
fleet. Watching Jack’s: boat sailing so
beautifully under his skilled hands stirred the
sailing fire again and once more sailing was
the thing. This year a census showed well
over 100 sailboats on the lake.

In 1985 the Clear Lake Yacht Club will be
fifty years old. In its 47 years of existence it
has proven many times over its value as a
part of Clear Lake's summer life. Good
sportmanship, both on the water and on the
newly built tennis courts, teen age activity,
swimming instruction for the very young
and social gatherings for the middle-young
are combined to make the Club what it has
become-a good place to be. And for the very
old, the satisfaction of seeing the harvest of
their early labors a bountiful one.

Clear Lake
Tragedies

The sinking of the rear-paddle wheel boat
on Clear Lake during a Fourth of July
celebration heads the list of accidents. The
year was 1859 although records conflict as
to whether it was 1858 or 1859. Again Lee
Duguid has produced a very factual account
of the accident, obtained from some
eyewitnesses and other sources. From his
great-grandfather Alexander Murray
Duguid’s account, the accident happened
not too far from the lake’s inlet (where it
empties into Round Lake). Eleven people
drowned in shallow water, even water of a
depth where they could have stood upright,
touched bottom and walked to shore. There
were twenty-one people on the boat. Added
to this account is one from Marjorie Ward of
the Steuben Republican who has written the
""Remember When'’ columns in the past.
From her account in 1923, the story states
that on July 4, 1959 a scow decked over
and with a wooden awning and seats along
the sides of the awning posts and propelled
by a wheel at the stern which was turned by
cranks by two men, capsized in about 20
feet of water. There were twenty-one per-
sons on board and as they were returning
from the south side of the lake, a breeze
sprang up and waves washed over the deck
which frightened the occupants. Several
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people anxious to get out went to the front
of the boat, resulting in the capsizing.
Carelessness on the part of the man
operating the boat, the possibility (rumor)
that he was under the influence of liquor and
the overloading of the boat are blamed for
the disaster. Another story handed down by
survivors relate that a drunk fell overboard
and the passengers all rushed to one side of
the boat, causing it to roll over.

A newspaper clipping from the Reading
Hustler, in Michigan, reports the names of
the eleven who lost their lives, seven of
whom were from Reading. The clipping also
dates the accident as in the year 1859.

The sinking of this boat over a hundred
years ago has always been of interest and
curiosity as to the exact location has been a
matter of speculation for many years.

The second lake accident occurred in
1882 when the '"Modoc,’’ the side-wheeler
of which we have a photograph, capsized
and four persons lost their lives. One report
states the boat went down off the East Point
and another marks the spot in the north
shore area in 90 feet of water which would
be the deepest part of the lake. No actual
records have been found which would
authenticate either story.
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A Word About
Ray, Indiana

Ray was laid out by Alexander
McNaughton and surveyed by E. N. Wood-
ford on May 26, 1873. In the description of
the town found in the Iustrated Historical
Atlas of Steuben County in the year 1880, J.
H. Beers & Co. Publishers of Chicago, it
says: "‘located on the Fort Wayne &
Jackson Railroad, three and one half miles
northeast of Fremont; has a population of
one hundred and is a smart village surround-
ed by a good country.”’

Clear Lake residents through the early
1900’s found Ray to be the nearest town
providing everything needed for them - hack
service to the lake, four trains a day, post of-
fice, bank, drug store, department store,
garage and doctors, even an undertaker. Dirt
roads led to the little town but business was
brisk especially during the summer. One
could drive to Ray following the Clear Lake
Road, turning into Ray a mile past the
cemetery and then coming home by going
straight east from Ray to Lewis’s corners
and then south to the cemetery again. This
route could provide a stop at Dora Lewis’s
whose delicious baked goods were part of
the summer for Clear Lake people. She
cooked on a big black wood burning stove
and the fragrance of her kitchen on Satur-
days when her goodies were called for, can
never be forgotten. Pies, rusks, rolis and
cakes were turned out in quantities by this
good lady each week.

With thanks to Lee Duguid, there are
some interesting bits of Ray history
available:

The name “"Ray’’ was given to the post
office and village for Ray Judson. Mont-
gomery, Michigan might have had the
name of Ray if Henry Judson had had his
way.

The Ray depot was enlarged in 1890.
The Ray Grain Elevator (still in use) and
the Abrams Drug Store were built in
1904.

The Methodist Church was built in
1901.

in 1914 a pool rooom in Ray witness-
ed a tragic shooting in which James
Dunlap of Angola was wounded, and
Spencer Berry was killed. '
The good people of Ray refused Berry
a church funeral so the services were
held in the pool room where he met his
tragic end.
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In 1915, Theodore McNaughton came
to Ray and established a bank.

In 1926, the Ray Civic Association
was organized with a committee con-
sisting of E.E. Preston, Jennie
McNaughton, Dr. McTaggart, H. D.
Lint, James H. Duguid, T. P. Riddle,
Lafe Carpenter, J. R. Bricker, Ray
Hart, Rev. Roy S. Brown, Edna Jud-
son, D. E. Teach, H. L. Smith, Mrs. W.
H. Duguid, Mrs. Charles Borton, Mrs.
Joseph Laird and Ralph McElheney.

and finally

in 1929, the 'Great Fire at Ray'’ burn-
ed out the drug store, hardware store
and bank . . . actually the southwest

corner of the Square. The Post Office
and the bank safe were the only things
left standing. This marked the end of
an era for the little town of Ray.

This is the center of Ray. (Depot on right)

Of interest is the clipping found in the
""Remember When"’ column of the Herald-
Republican printing an article by Victor Bretz
of Fremont, describing his work in the Drug
Store owned by Clyde G. Wilkinson. There
are many people who will remember the
good days when a shopping expedition to
Ray would end in one of Victor’s concoc-
tions in the Drug Store:

In the early twenties | worked for the
Druggist, Clyde G. Wilkinson who was a
graduate of the School of Pharmacy, Tri-
State College - circa 1906. (He now lives in
Fort Wayne and will be 90 years old his next
birthday).

This was before electricity came to Ray so
we had gas for lights and ice for refrigera-



tion. They had a large ice house which was
filled with ice in winter from Clear Lake. One
of my jobs was to get up early and help get
ice out of the ice house, a hot job in the
summer. We had to move a lot of sawdust
and the big cakes of ice were heavy. We
had to get out enough for the day as we us-
ed it for the fountain, pop case and also sold
ice to customers. After ice was brought to
the store, | would wash it clean, then cover
it with canvas. What was used for the foun-
tain had to be broken up in a heavy box. |
put the ice in the box, used a hand chopper.
It was quite a job as it took a lot to fill the
fountain. There was room for six five-gallon
tubs of ice cream, also the water fountain
had to be filled with crushed ice. In the back
room was a cooler for pop, meat, etc., that
took iarge cakes of ice.

Most of the time the soda bar was closed
through the winter months, but when
school was out and lake vacationers began
to come, we would get out two round tables
and twelve chairs, -- regular wire ice cream
outfits. The bar was about ten feet long,
four and one half high, made of marble,
stainless steel and chrome. In back a part of
it was a large mirror with shelves for
displays and fountain supplies. We would
mix beer and epsom salts and put wet on
the mirror; when dry it would look like Jack
Frost had been there, and it saved washing
and polishing every day.

They had a syrup machine. | put in ten
pounds of sugar and a gallon or more of
water on top. As it ran through, by the next
morning, the container was filled with clear
thick syrup. The syrup was then mixed with
concentrated flavors like strawberry,
pineapple, butterscotch, lemon, that was
used to make sundaes and sodas. The foun-
tain had room for ten flavors and six pumps
for syrups, and four with dipping ladies for
crushed flavors. Most sundaes cost 10
cents (A tin roof was 15 cents; that was
your favorite flavor with a handful of nuts on
top). Sodas were 15 cents, ice cream
cones, 5 cents, pop 5 cents per bottle.

We served good homemade ginger ale

that when making a batch after closing the
store, would take till two or three o’clock in
. the morning. First, put the contents in the
“barrel which was on rocker with handle,
called cradle. It was rocked back and forth
as air from compressed tank of carbon diox-
ide gas was let slowly into barrel, and ale
was made under pressure.

Paper cups were used for sodas and sun-
daes, and were made for stainless steel
holders, and cone shaped. Special spoons,
long handled for sodas, and short small for
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sundaes. All had to be washed in a con-
tainer in the soda bar; glasses that were us-
ed over and over had to really shine.

Besides drugs, the store carried a line of
groceries, some toys, post cards some with
scenic views of Ray, Clear Lake and area,
candy, tobacco, beauty aids and one gas
pump in front of the store. So along with
taking care of the soda bar, | had to help get
groceries, and wait on customers. Only very
few drugs | could get. All spices came in
bulk and had to be weighed on small scales,
by ounce or less. They had a hand operated
elevator that ran from basement to second
floor, and was very handy in carrying sup-
plies up and down.

| had a lot of fun waiting on trade, kidding
and talking with girls from Clear Lake. They
would try to stump me on new kinds of
sodas or sundaes. One Sundae | made up
was with puffed wheat cereal, not sugar
coated. Try it some time; it was very good.

The store was open till eleven o’clock
every night. At closing time all ice cream
had to be packed with ice and salt so it
would be solid for the next day; --another
big job of crushing ice.

o
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Who Can Remember
The Old Timers
Of Clear Lake?

WINNIE COBB -

father of a large tribe of Cobbs, most of
whom lived on the ''Cobb Estate’” on 675,
the small road running from the Adaka
Marine to the Yacht Club. Winnie's blue
eyes, gnarled hands, bent shoulders coming
with his age, and his great love of the out-
doors made him a well known figure around
the lake. To those who knew him, Winnie
was ‘‘a neighbor who was all that a
neighbor should be."”

PUG NORTON -

born probably in Ray, one of many Nor-
tons. His life was a series of roamings, trou-
ble and casual living. In his early days he
was kept in food and beverage by helping
the summer people. He opened and shut
cottages, drove his antigue Model T on er-
rands, summered in the Ray Railroad station
or wherever, wintered in jail as a vagrant (by
choice) but he remains one of Clear Lake's
characters, not to be forgotten for his sense
of humor and willingness.

""DOC’" ETHERIDGE (KIRK) -

driver of the Ray Taxi - first in a four seater
with two horses and later in a jerky Mode! T.
He met the trains regularly, would call for
people two hours before train time if they
were leaving, aiways allowing plenty of time
to drive the two and a half miles, in case of a
breakdown.

OLLIE GUILFORD (OLIVE)-

one of the founding fathers of the lake and
one of the most faithful to the end of his
days. His 1916 Auburn car whistled when it
ran, always warning of Ollie’s approach. He
was handyman, plumber, electrician and
philosopher with a smooth way of including
a fine vocabulary of profanity in every
sentence. His home, the last house (in early
days) on the West Shore, was known as
Trail's End, which indeed it was. The Kurt
Hankes bought it from his gentie widow,
Mary, who was the first Town Clerk in
1932.
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""DUDE"" THOMPKINS (JULIUS) -

farmer and land owner and father of
Esther Tompkins Hobart. Dude’s wagon
carried many trunks to and from the Ray
depot as the summer people either arrived
or departed each year. Dude’s sense of
humor was one of his charms and there are
many stories and quotes from him today,
remembered by those who knew him. His
was the only telephone within reach on the
north shore and having a party line and
always interested in what was going on,
Dude was a good source of information. He
"‘enjoyed’’ gardening but as he would say,
he liked the handle of his hoe for leaning on
better than the working end.

FRANK GOTCH -

actual name - Frank Griffith, but called
Gotch because of his resemblance to Frank
Gotch of wrestling fame. His long arms and
large head and massive shoulders made him
a well known figure. He lived east of the
Hazenhurst, in the first house to have been
built at Clear Lake, in 1836. His partner,
William Musgrove, a self-taught electrician,
made the last mistake of touching a live wire
unprotected, and so ended his days, on the
corner of the lake in front of the Lakeside,
leaving his little red-headed daughter, Dolly,
in the care of Frank Gotch and Em David-
son, his eventual wife.

ELLSWORTH GREEN -

""One-arm Green’’ was the daredevil of
the lake, drawing Sunday afternoon crowds
with his balloon ascensions, driving a hack,
complete with waving strings to chase away
flies, from Ray to anywhere his passengers -
chose to go. On certain occasions on the
South Shore gatherings, he would disobey
the state laws of netting his fish, but the
crowd backed him up by singing ’'‘Annie
Laurie’’ which was the signal that the Con-
servation officer was approaching.



Lest We Forget

Ed Anderson Nick Petras
Frank Carroll Eugene Reim
Jack Cochrane Herbert Rieke
Richard Hadley Norbert Schenkel
Robert Hanna Harlan Spangler
Maurice Lomont Don Vordermark

To these men and the many others before them, for their individual con-
tributions to the lake loved by them all we pay tribute.
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The Last Word

As Editor, and a feminine one, | am
following a woman's right to have the last
word. The reasons are to express my ap-
preciation to all those who have helped me
to put the Clear Lake Story together with
their personal memories.

Without the cooperation of my Clear Lake
friends, friends from outside of the lake
boundaries, the Steuben Republican
"‘Remember When’’' columns by Marjorie
Ward and the notes sent to me by Lee
Duguid of Fort Wayne, the story could not
have been told. The accomplishment of this
project has long been a dream of my hus-
band, Bob Hanna, and myself. Now that it is
done, my satisfaction in finding the right
time, the right people and the collection of
material available is my reward. There will
be duplications, inaccuracies, doubts as to
truth and many omissions, but considering
the volume of material read and studied, |
have done the best | could to make it correct
and readable, with good coverage of the
years gone by.

For my own self, | have only happy
memories of the years that Clear Lake has
given to me. From the day in June, 1917,
when | stood on the sandy beach of the
Hazenhurst Hotel and looked at the clear
sparkling water, with little joyful ripples
touching the smooth shore, | felt that |
wanted to be here. And so it was that my
family, the Andersons - Mother and Dad, Ed
(Buzz), Phil and Vince - came from Toledo in
that summer of 1917, renting Miss May
Hadley's little red cottage on the north
shore. After our month there, we moved
next door to Mrs. Day’s Maplecrest cottage
(a permanent move) because we couldn’t
bear the thought of only one month at the
lake. This year was the beginning of sixty-
five years of summer pleasure, and included
in that span are fifteen years of year round
living, since our retirement in 1967.

I remember the still nights when the only
lake sounds were the splash of a canoe pad-
dle or oars and the sound of voices over the
water. | remember the dances at the
Lewis's, listening to the good music given to
us by the college boys. | remember the
swimming competitions, and the increased
distances each day, ending in the final
achievement of swimming to the island. |
remember summer romances and the thrill
of a “'date’”” on the special nights of the full
moon, when everyone took to the lake in
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canoes, visiting with one another as we
drifted around under the bright moon. |
remember the early morning swims when
the lake is never lovelier.

The friends we made in our growing up
days remained our friends, coming back
each year as we did. Our young vears pass-
ed all too quickly and the responsibilities of
college days, married days and changes in
locations broke the regular lake pattern for
us. In my family, the Anderson cottage has
seen the fourth generation coming each
summer, when they can, and looking for-
ward each year to Clear Lake time.

The Hanna family came to the take in
1913 from Fort Wayne, eventually building
their cottage on the West Shore, still owned
by Shoaff and her grandchildren are com-
pleting the four generation cycle too. From
1917 on, my husband shared Clear Lake
with me each summer, beginning our ac-
gquaintance by rowing the boat as my escort
on my first "long distance”” swim from
home dock to the Hazenhurst. College for
both of us and then our married life began
which shortened the vacation time but
always we touched base at Clear Lake ex-
cept for one war year. Until 1930, the Han-
na white canoe was moored at the Ander-
son dock countless days and nights. After
this year, Clear Lake days were marked in
red on our calendar, planning for the annual
return to the cottage, first just two of us and
then with one, two and three children and a
dog. The children grew up knowing their
Anderson cousins, as one big happy family.
Sailing, swimming, Yacht Club fun and
family picnics filled our summer days until in
1961, the Hanna family, just two again,
with the youner generation off into their own
worlds, established a permanent home on
the west shore. By a strock of luck, it was
next to the original Hanna cottage, opening
the door to a renewed family relationship.

The lake does not change in its beauty
and the same fun is there, watching the
skiers, the sailors, the swimmers and the
fishermen. The reunions with old friends as
they come back each summer is looked for-
ward to. For the year round "‘lakers’’, there
is the changing of the seasons, the glory of
the autumn reflécted in the still water, the
thrill of the first snow fall, the delight in the
first buds of the spring and the rejoicing on
the day when the blue water is free again
from its winter blanket of ice, promising



another spring and summer ahead. we have. It is my hope that they will find the
It has been my pleasure to offer the Clear same pleasure in reading about the ‘‘good
Lake Story to those who love Clear Lake as old days'’ at Clear Lake.

-
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Sunrise from the West Shore
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The Island from the West Shore

Clear Lake at its best
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