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The celebration of “The Fourth” on White Lake in 1863 was the principal event of the year.
The festivities included a boat ride to the “Head’ followed by a ball at Caine’s Hotel in the
evening. Now the early steamer was wonderfully made; a side wheeler of rather imposing
appearance, and so nicely balanced that a slight inequality in the burden was sufficient to
put one of the wheels out of the water. Therefore, a lady of considerable avoirdupois was
generally chosen candlestick, her weight making it possible to utilize both wheels at the
same time.

On this particular Fourth everybody from Duck Lake to McCullon’s Settlement, was invited
to a boat ride and picnic at “The Head”, on a scow called the Monitor, fitted with a boiler
and engine in the middle, and owned and manned by Ferry & Dowling. Ed. Burrows
manipulated the heavy plank which served as a rudder. About eight o’clock the crowd
began to gather. There was no hurry, no bustle. Every one was sure to come and the boat
waited until the entire population, children included, was aboard. Then she began to crawl
up the lake. Stops were made at Rathbun’s, Luscomb’s, Pierce’s and at the old water moil,
the rest of our unsightly docks being yet unbuilt where fair green banks and waving
woodland then came gracefully down to the water’s edge.

Arriving at “The Head” the party proceeded at a spot beyond the grist mill on the North hill
where they found reinforcements from miles around. After many friendly greetings had
been interchanged, the program was given. Rev. Mr. Griffin led in prayer. George Dowling
was master of ceremonies; Theodore Depew read the Declaration of Independence, and
Ed. Ferry gave the oration. This is said to be the very day that Noah Ferry lost his life at
Gettysburg. The next thing was dinner. Enough tables were arranged in a circle to
accommodate all the guests and the baskets were opened. Such eatables! Chicken pie,
fried chicken, chicken baked, “riz” biscuit, and green currant pie; in fact, the very cream of
our mothers’ baking was spread upon those tables. The waiters passed along inside the
circle to see that everyone’s wants was supplied.

The ride home was a fit ending for a perfect day. The party fell into little groups, discussing
the day’s pleasures and the coming ball, interrupted only by a sudden “You’re afire!” as a
spark burned is way through the voluminous folds of ladies’ skirts or padded broadcloth of
gentlemen’s shoulders. Most of the party went on to White River to the ball. As the low
scow heared the dock every one’s feet were lifted until the wave backing from the shore
could surge over the deck and draw off again.



The sun was dropping down into Lake Michigan when the party returned home and
everyone hurried away to don his evening clothes that he might rip the light fantastic toe to
the music of S. J. B. Watson’s fiddle, until Morn’s grey light came stealing to the open

windows telling that the glorious Fourth was over and announcing the coming of work-a-
day Fifth.



