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In March, 1863, I concluded to leave York State for Michigan, and started April 4th from 
Dansville with my wife and twin brother Andrew, arriving in Grand Haven the 7th with just 
one dollar in my pocket. The following morning leaving my wife, and not having the fare to 
take the one horse stage we started afoot along the beach to White River, the lake being so 
rough that we were at times knee deep in water. At about four p.m., we arrived at the old 
Dalton mill on Silver Creek where I had an older brother at work. We made a bargain with 
Mr. Dalton to work for him, and being very anxious to see my brother to get the necessary 
funds to bring my wife and trunks from Grand Haven, we followed him to the “Mouth” where 
he had gone. He loaned the money and we hired a fisherman and boat. This was my first 
ride on Lake Michigan.  
 
We arrived at Grand Haven early and started back with a fine fair breeze, but soon a strong 
nor’wester came up and we were compelled to find shelter in Muskegon harbor. As we were 
entering a heavy sea broke over the boat, sousing my wife and a French doctor who was 
with us and the Captain as wet as could be, but fortunately I escaped the immersion. We 
stayed all night at a boarding house kept by Mr. Batise, and the next morning we had a 
lovely sail down to White River arriving there in time for breakfast. 
 
We loaded our baggage and ourselves into a lumber wagon and started for Dalton’s mill to 
commence our first work in a lumber boarding house. It was not then as now; we did not 
have the best of everything; the pork was more rine than meat; the butter when we had any 
was like the coat worn by the Child of Promise, of many colors. It was too tough for us. We 
worked long enough to pay what we had borrowed and enough to locate a homestead.  
Then May 13th, 1863, we three brothers started to the land office at Ionia to take up the first 
homesteads in Blue Lake township. On our return we commenced to make the necessary 
arrangements for a house by cutting and hewing pine logs. We first made a brush shelter to 
stay in until our home was ready.  
 
Our first night in Blue Lake was quite an eventful one. We had gotten ready to retire when 
something set up the most unearthly screaming we had ever heard. We could think of 
nothing but panthers. My brother had a rifle and we built a large fire in front of our brush 
shanty waiting anxiously for morning. We were about ten rods from Square (now called 
Britton) Lake. At daylight we crept down very cautiously to the bank expecting to meet 
some ferocious wild animal but to our surprise there were only two large loons resting on 
the water. We had never seen any before or heard them scream.  
 



In a few days my wife came up to cook for us. She thought this quite a wild country and my 
house not a very good shelter from storm.  When it rained I used to sit up and hold an 
umbrella over her while she slept.  
 
Deer were very plenty here at that time. It was nothing to meet them in droves of six or 
seven. I remember well their fondness for cabbage. It was most impossible to raise any, for 
they would come in the night and eat them off. There were also a few wolves prowling 
around. I had a little adventure with a black rear one day. I had been over to the old Brown 
mill across the river and as I was crossing the flats on my return home I lost my way. It was 
getting pretty dark and so I started to climb the bank. I heard a noise. I tried to see what it 
was and he tried to see what I was and so we met. I will not tell which was the most  
frightened but he ran and I could not. 
 
The next year or two there were a great many families moved in and Blue Lake was a lively 
place. As long as the pine timber lasted we used to have jolly times and our picnics on the 
banks of the big Blue were quite noted events. There was a nice little boat owned by some 
of the farmers which was a pride and enjoyment to all. We hope to see these days again in 
the near future. Blue Lake has already a reputation as a summer resort and fishing ground. 
 
Our first schools were taught in 1866. The one known as the Wiegand school was opened 
with 36 pupils enrolled. I have spend 35 years of my life in Blue Lake and hope to spend the 
remainder of my days besides the peaceful waters of my little lake. 
 
Grammer, spelling, and punctuation are as they appeared in Reminiscences.  
 
Some historical information about the author - Anderson J. Britton was one of seven 
children born in Geneseo, Livingston, New York, to John (1787-1891) and Sarah Ann (ne 
Cook) Britton (1812-1892). His siblings included: Leffard (1820-1904), Nancy (1821-1875), 
Nathaniel (1824-1870), Parmalie (1826-1882), Thisba (1828-1903) and his twin brother 
Andrew (1832-1909). 
 
Records indicate that Nathaniel was the older brother mentioned in Anderson’s account as 
the oldest brother Leffard remained in Geneseo, New York. 
 
Anderson married Jane Joynt (1836-1909) in New York in 1860. They adopted two children 
Celia (1865-1945) and John (1867-1912). Anderson died in Muskegon at the home of his 
daughter-in-law on 28 June 1913. He is buried along with his wife in Holton Cemetery. 
 
 
 

 


