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A. T. Linderman’s store on the corner of Mear and Colby és itappeared in 1878.

The sharing of stories from White Lake Reminiscences continues with this writing by A. T.
Linderman.

We moved to Whitehall in August, 1875, with our three children, Winnifred, Gertrude and
Arthur, and Leone was added to our family in 1881.

There were 14 saw mills on White Lake and all the bustle and business that naturally
followed their operation.

There is an old saying that “a prophet is not without renown save in his own Country,” and it
is likely that this is true of places as well as people and explains how much more, from
away, one seems to appreciate White Lake and its surroundings as the beautiful Gem set in
the liquid border of Grand old Lake Michigan’s crown.



As memory drifts back to these tames, reminiscences crowd so thickly that the drift
becomes a jam. The dancing parties at Foster’s Hall which no one enjoyed better than
Uncle John Widoe. Frank Sturtevant who was never so happy as when perpetrating some
practical joke like selling a horse to a fellow for $250, warranted to trot a mile in three
minutes, and when the man came back the next day and declared that, after repeated and
earnest trials, and he had his witnesses to prove it, the very best the horse could do was
four minutes, Frank simply said, as he paid him back his money: “You must be in an awful
hurry if you couldn’t wait a minute.”

The night when Foster’s Hall and a great share of the town burned, and the writer rushed
into his factory in the dark after some water pails. Meanwhile the dead body of a man had
been brought from a burning building on a stretcher and set in front of the factory door.
Coming out with lots of pails and haste we all went down together, the sheet from the dead
man covering me instead of him for a moment; the dead man’s face almostin mine. The
unexpected fall, the shock, the lurid sky, the uncertainty as to whether | or the other fellow
was the dead man, in fact the appearance of things in general, powerfully suggested that |
was mixed up with the end of the world instead of a village fire.

The “District School” and the scholars who took park in it; that was before the World’s Fair
was located; and, as the Dutch boy that could do nothing but “catch flies,” | perpetrated
upon a patient gathering of neighbors a lot of original verses, set to original music to that it
would come within the range of the register of my four note voice, and of which | can now
only remember:
“New York thinks she’s got the World’s Fair all right

And holds her head most terribly high;
But don’t you forget that Chicago’s there yet,

And she may catch that fly.
Yes she may catch that fly,

That beautiful World’s Fair fly.
Then quiet your fears; once in 400 years,

Chicago can catch a fly.”

The fulfillment of the prophecy may excuse its mention.

| cannot close without saying that while business interests have made it necessary for us to
reside for the last three years at this place, still we have always a warm place in our hearts
for Whitehall and enjoy our frequent visits to our home and friends there most heartily.

Some historical information about the writer, A. T. Linderman, has been added.

Albert Thorp Linderman was born on 3 Jul 1847 in Wisconsin. He married Ella A. Southwick
(1850-1922) in March 1867. They moved to Grand Rapids where he was the principal of
Colbrook Union school and a member of the board of education. He was also
Superintendent of Grand Rapids schools for two years.



A.T. and his wife had four children during their marriage: Winnifred (1867-1945); Bert Arthur
(1971-1938); Gertrude (1875-1954); and Leona (1881-1955).

When he first moved to Whitehall, he was engaged in the mercantile and lumber business.
During this time, he invented several machines to utilize the waste and trimmings of lumber
and used them in the construction of packing boxes. He purchased the large brick block,
extensive dry goods and grocery business interests, and the elegant private residence of
Mr. D. P. Glazier.

At one time he became President of the Muskegon and Chicago Navigation Company.

For about three years, he spent time in Eau Claire, Wisconsin where he established a box
factory.

A.T. Linderman died at his home in Whitehall, after a heroic struggle with pneumonia. He
became ill on Christmas day with a chill while in the midst of a family Christmas
celebration. His condition immediately became serious. Over time he grew better but
relapsed a short time later. For a few days he was comatose but seemed to improve only to
sink into an unconscious state from which he did not regain himself. He died on 18 January
1908. He is buried in Oakhill Cemetery in Grand Rapids.



