My Mother and Pentwater

By Ted Lollis

How exciting the beginning of Campbell Park must have been to my mother.
  She was only two years old when her father first visited Pentwater in 1903.  But she was six when he and a group of other Chicago ministers actually purchased land for the park from Carrie Mears in 1907.

Mom’s parents
 must have talked all year round about their dream to take their kids every summer across the inland sea to an outdoor paradise of clean water, sand, and endless forest.
  Mom’s older sister
 and older brother
 would have understood more of what their parents were saying and would have filled my mother’s imagination with tales of the adventures they would have in the magical place called Pentwater.
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My grandparents in Chicago in 1897 (left) and their first three children in 1903 or 1904 (right).                                                          My mother Georgia May Campbell is above, and her older sister and brother are below.
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Campbell Park promotional brochure about 1907 and the Pentwater railroad station.
Years later, Mom couldn’t recall for certain if the whole family went to Pentwater before 1907 or not.    But she definitely remembered the family’s renting a cottage on the channel between the big and little lakes several summers in a row before their own cottage was built.  And she had a very good reason to remember:  On one particular day, she wanted to get from the cottage to the public beach as quickly as possible.  So she ran the entire length of the aging boardwalk which then paralleled Lowell Street.  She ran so fast that she was totally unaware that each step was driving splinters into her bare feet.  But as soon as she reached the beach, the pain in both feet overwhelmed her.  She had to submit for several hours while her mother laboriously picked out each splinter.  And then she missed several days of her precious summertime.

The founders of Campbell Park drew straws in 1907 to determine which pair of lakefront lots each would own, but that didn’t mean they would build their cottages all at once.  The biography of E. S. Ames
 reports that he didn’t have the money to build until 1911, after the maturity of a 20-year insurance policy.  I don’t know how or exactly when my mother’s family found enough money to build.

I still have a postcard with three “VIEWS OF NORTH BEACH” which my aunt (then age 15) mailed from Pentwater in the summer of 1909.  One of the three views is the already completed Coleman/ Morrison cottage.  The 1957 history of Campbell Park reproduces another old postcard showing the same cottage flanked by the Willett cottage to the North and “Dune Crest” to the South.
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Old postcards of Campbell Park.  Both cards show the Coleman/Morrison cottage.  The one on the left was mailed in 1909.  The photo on the right was taken several years later after construction of two more cottages and the boardwalk.
But “Argyle” -- the formal name of the Campbell collage -- was built room by room.  Mom remembered living at least one summer in a tent on the family’s two lots, and the first permanent structure built there was a one-room windowless shack whose front wall could be swung out and up and then propped open with a pole.  This led the other founders to call the place “Dr. Campbell’s Peanut Stand.”
 There is still a photo in our cottage of my mother and two of her siblings playing in the loose sand under the raised portion of the “peanut stand” where our living room is today.”

Mother insisted all her life that the “peanut stand” still exists.  She liked to conduct tours of our cottage, showing the outline of the “peanut stand” and explaining how the next room to be added was our present

dining room.  Then a bed room above that which was reached by climbing a ladder nailed to the studs in one corner of the lower room.  We can still see the nail holes which Mom claimed were evidence of her childhood memory.
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My mother and two of her siblings playing about 1910 in front of the “peanut stand” and two additional rooms (left).  The same cottage ninety years later (right).
Mom also remembered Sunday evening “house gatherings” when all the residents of Campbell Park  met to sing hymns and sometimes walked to South Beach to mix with other Disciples from Garrison Park.
  And she remembered the tennis court long since buried under the shifting dune near north steps.  But her fondest memories focused primarily on the beach.  
Mom would roam for hours on the beach with Gladys Fawley, her closest friend both in age and tempera-ment.  After I was born, Mom wrote extensively about Pentwater, recalling how she and Gladys recreated in their minds how the beach was seen and used by Indians, then by Pere Marquette and other French explorers, then by pioneers and loggers, and finally by settlers and vacationers.
  Mom read to me from “Paddle to the Sea,” the 1941 story by Holling Clancy Holling about a toy canoe carved by an Indian boy which navigated each of the five Great Lakes before reaching the ocean, and she used it to inspire my wanderlust and longing for far-away places.
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Sketches by Holling Clancey Holling from "Paddle to the Sea" (1941).                                                                                   Note from the map that “Paddle” passed right by Pentwater and Campbell Park. 
Mom was always inquisitive and sharpened her skills at the University of Missouri’s famous School of Journalism.  It was because of her inquisitiveness that I got to know William Hepworth, the father of fourteen children who drove a team of two horses up the beach to gather all of the cottages’ garbage for the pigs he kept in a pen at his home,
 and Howard Shaw, the insurance agent who lived in the big white house across the street from where the canning factory used to be, and Hester Dempsey, the lady who sat all day dispensing tourist information in the little kiosk in front of what is now the Village Green,
 and Swift Lathers, publisher of the Mears Newz (“The World's Smallest Newspaper”), and  Mona Jarvis, the widow of a British tennis star who lived on Hancock Street in the house nearest to Campbell Park.

When I was about ten or twelve, Mom wanted me to get to know something about the titans of her father’s generation.  So she arranged for me to sit one afternoon with Dr. E. S. Ames on the open back porch of the upper Ames cottage.  Dr. Ames was very kind and immediate put me at ease.  But then a sweat bee landed on my bare toe.  I froze for as long as I could, then let out a whoop and flung the bee violently away.  I was so embarrassed by ruining the dignity of the occasion that I ran home immediately, and there was never another pairing of the little boy and the learned minister/philosopher.
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Dr. Edward Scribner Ames (left), Dr. George Alexander Campbell (right), and their autobiographies.
In February 1963, Mom and I drove to Michigan just to see what everything looked like in the winter snow and ice.  She insisted that we visit the home of Max Corey who had served many years as the Campbell Park caretaker.  Many years before, Mom had heard Max tell the story of the big storm of November 1912.  So she coaxed him to tell it again for my benefit:  In fierce weather, the steam-powered fishing tug "Two Brothers" waited in the big lake while Pentwater’s less powerful gas-powered tugs maneuvered one at a time to reach the safety of the channel.  Then, as the “Two Brothers” tried to enter the channel after all the others, huge waves dashed it against the pier drowning all three crew members, including the father and father-in-law of August (Augie) Christensen, another former Campbell Park caretaker.      

Mom was never rational about Pentwater.  She felt that anyone who spent his or her childhood in Camp-bell Park would be forever affected and unable to love any other place in quite the same way.  Certainly this is true of myself and of most of my first and fourth cousins with whom I played as a child.

My Dad had a different view.  He married into the family in 1933, and to him a visit to Pentwater meant giving up precious days of his two-week vacation to do manual labor.  He learned this from his father-in-law and two brothers-in-law.  They loved Pentwater and thought nothing of using their vacations to repair the cottage, haul supplies up the path from the Commons, build steps, plant trees, dig in a new septic tank, and so on, and so on.

Mother, one of her sisters,
 a professional nurse, and I were staying in the cottage on August 20, 1943 when my grandfather died shortly after viewing the sunset for the last time.  I was the only child, and the adults asked Betty Ames to take me to the lower Ames cottage.  Her three children were already asleep, and I felt very special when Betty sat with me reading from the children’s books kept in the southwest corner of their living room.
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At left (from right to left):  My mother, Betty Ames, Schera Chadwick, the minister, & me on Sept. 1, 1990.  (This photo and the one of my mother playing eighty years before were taken in the same place.)  At right (from left to right):  My father, my mother, Schera, Jamie Henn, Kit Campbell Henn, Rachel Davis Campbell, & John Henn on Aug. 31, 1990.
My Mom’s older sister was already teenaged when our cottage was built and perhaps not affected by Pentwater in quite the same way as Mom and her other three siblings.  In any event,  she was the first of the five siblings to sell her interest to the remaining four.  Then she died suddenly in 1950.
At about the same time, the four remaining branches of the family decided to split the summer into four parts for each branch’s exclusive use.  Mom’s younger brother
 was president of the Pentwater Heights Association for nine years (and compiled the history of Campbell Park’s first fifty years in 1957), but – according to Mother – was burned out emotionally out trying to get PHA stock back into the hands of the ten cottage owners (where it is today).  He resigned the presidency in 1958 and sold out shortly thereafter.
His reasons were unimpeachable.  Too much work and expense.  Too little “quality time.”  Kids being graduated from college.  Other places to see.  My parents and I realized that they applied to us as well.     A letter was written announcing our intention to sell to the remaining two branches.  But Mom and I were very uneasy.  After a few days, Dad looked at both of us and said, “You really want Pentwater, don’t you?”  “Yes,” we both replied.  And our letter was withdrawn.

*           *          *
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� Edward Wesley Lollis II [b.1937]. This paper was written in March 2007.  Please send comments to Ted at � HYPERLINK "mailto:geovisual@comcast.net" ��geovisual@comcast.net� or phone him at 865-690-8742. 


� Georgia May Campbell [1901-1991] m. 1933 to Edward Wesley Lollis [1904-1995]. 


� George Alexander Campbell [1869-1943] m. 1892 to Luna May Jameson [1869-1940].  Dr. Campbell’s autobiography  (“Friends Are My Story,” Bethany Press, St. Louis, 1944, pp. 252) was posthumously edited by my mother.


� The promotional brochure for Campbell Park was illustrated with the picture of a sleek steamship implying how comfortably Ludington could be reached from Chicago.  A much smaller boat connected Ludington to Pentwater.  A train running along the Lake Michigan shoreline and terminating just south of the Pentwater channel provided an alternate route.     


� Rosabelle Campbell [1894-1950] m. 1919 to Charles Everett McCartney [1893-1977].


� Edward Jameson Campbell [1898-1946] m. 1922 to Mary Anielka Whaley [1899-1972]. 


� Edward Scribner Ames [1870-1958] m. 1893 to Mabel Van Meter [1869-1953].  Dr. Ames’ autobiography (“Beyond Theology,” University of Chicago Press, Chicago, 1959, pp. 223) was posthumously edited by his son, Van Meter Ames. 


� Use of the title was either premature or ex post facto; grandfather didn’t receive his first honorary doctorate (from Culver-Stockton College) until 1916.


� My grandparents must have used a compass when they built the “peanut stand” because it and therefore the entire cottage are aimed due west, whereas all of the other nine cottages in Campbell Park face the lake, i.e. slightly north of due west.    


� Garrison Park was founded in 1904 by Dr. James Harvey Garrison [1842-1931] of St. Louis, Missouri.  It was easy to walk from Campbell Park to Garrison Park because of the ferry across the channel (and bridge after 1926).  In his autobiography, my grandfather wrote that Campbell Park exists because of Dr. Garrison’s pioneering.  


� Mom’s longest paper was “They Walked on Singing Sands” (1949).  Earlier she wrote “Michigan Minutia” and later “We Walked on Singing Sands,” both about Campbell Park.


� Hepworth was admitted to the Pentwater Rotary Club as “sanitary engineer.”


� The eight-sided kiosk had a huge sign on top which read “CHAMBER OF COMMERCE.”  After Esther died, the kiosk was moved to Snug Harbor Marina where it still sits with nothing to mark its former glory.      


� There was always a mystery about Mona and her fancy house which Mom never shared with me.  Why had Mona gone abroad?  Who was her husband Jack?  Why did she retire to Pentwater?     


�  Luna May Jameson and Mabel Van Meter were second cousins (and classmates at Drake University).  So their children were third cousins and their grandchildren fourth cousins. 


� Probably Rosabelle, but it might have been the youngest of the five siblings, Mary Evalyn Campbell [1912-1999] m. in 1934 to James Auer [1906-1952] and in 1953 to George J. L. Wulff, Jr. [1909-1998]. 


� On Sept. 1, 1990 -- forty-seven years and twelve days later -- Betty and her son Sanford hosted a wedding reception in the same room just after Schera Chadwick and I got married in our cottage next door.


� Robert Alexander Campbell [1904-1986] m. in 1934 to Rachel Catherine Davis [1908-1993].    
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