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My dear friends:



Enclosed is a copy of “Hemingway's Point".  It was an idea in 1980.  In March of 1981 when for the first time I heard Phil give his recollection of the event in 1930 it began to take shape.  During the summer of 1981 I did considerable

research on it and rough writing of it.  During the fall of 1981 it began to crystallize in my mind, and just recently I shaped it into its present form.



As you will read and see, the story is deeply personal in nature.  Working on it was painful for me, but at the same time, through discovery and insight I have been able to gain a whole new fresh approach to life.  I feel I am a very fortunate man.



I am profoundly grateful and deeply indebted to everyone who shared with me time and thought and energy.   Love too.



Early in January of this year I received the invitation and appointment to become Research Associate in the Religion Department at Barnard College.  Part of my job in the early stages is to learn how to operate a computer.



"Hemingway's Point" represents the completion of what I made for myself my first assignment on the computer.



The story in its present form is being sent to those persons who have been helpful to me in writing it.  A wider use of it may be forthcoming.



Please accept my profound thanks and prayers for the enrichment of your own life.



With every good wish and blessing.

Most sincerely,
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Thomas Boslooper

Hemingway’s Point

Dr. Thomas Boslooper

I.


For all of my life since infancy I have vacationed at Lake Charlevoix, before 1927 known as Pine Lake in the northern part of Michigan's lower peninsula.  My family rented a cottage for two weeks annually at Chula Vista, one of the few areas on the lake characterized by a beautiful sandy beach and lake bottom.  Elsewhere the bottom and beaches are covered with stones and rocks.  At Chula Vista depth drops quickly from 6

to 20 to 55 to 99 and then to 114 feet.


Across the lake and eight miles from Boyne City at the east end of the lake Horton's Bay cut a quiet shelter for boats on bouys against a backgrbund of towering evergreens, a site made famous by Ernest Hemingway for his description of the Indians who years ago camped and fished nearby and who in turn thrust Hemingway to the attention of the American literary audience.


Ten miles to the west of Horton's Bay the City of Charlevoix with its channel and Round Lake comprising what used to be called the shortest river in the world linked

Lake Charlevoix to Lake Michigan.  The Chicago Club on the channels north bank and the Belvedere Club on the south with the grand and gracious Belvedere Hotel along with rows of homes on Lake Charlevoix's west shore provided dining and vistas across the jeweled waters for wealthy resorters who made their annual trek by train and touring cars and ships to "the north" to escape Chicago's heat and crowded streets.


Several miles south and east- of Belvedere the Sears and Roebuck magnate, Loeb1 had his estate which sprawled in its imitation medieval castle-like splendor, thriving in the early 1920's with games and sports and parties but soon to be deserted and left in decades of isolation following the infamous Leopold-Loob murder and trial, enshrined in everyone's memory by Meyer Levin's 1956 best seller "Compulsion".

Few people have ever known that the young men who committed the murder in Chicago in 1924 "rehearsed" by attempting a drowning in Lake Charlevoix the summer before.


Two miles to the south and east the ferry at Ironton chugged along carrying cars and passengers on a two and a half minute ride across the northern end of the river-like

ten mile long southern arm of the Lake that emptied into the Jordan River.  Its captain, Sam Alexander, was made famous by "Believe it or not by Ripley" for having travelled 15,000 miles without ever getting l000 feet from home.


Less than a mile east of the Ircnton Ferry the extensive acreage of the Hemingway Nursery hid the Lake from view from Ferry Road.  For many years the Hemingway name was associated more with Ernest's brother George’s  trees than it was with Ernest's stories.  East of North Sanderson Road which cut an eight tenths of a mile swath from Ferry Road to the lake, stood a building that tripled as school, Sunday School, and town

hall where Ernest came on Sunday afternoons to tell neighborhood natives of the area yarns about his travels.



For me "Hemingway" at this site was important neither for the thousands of evergreens raised there nor for Ernest's stories and writings.  On August 20, 1930, close to noon, my father Peter, at the age of 33, when I was 6 and a half, in an attempt to save my life, drowned in Lake Charlevoix as the boat in which we were riding capsized as we were approaching Hemingway Point.

Every ten years since that time I have returned to that site to contemplate the meaning of life and to become more fully aware of my own existence.  This always seemed to be ironically appropriate since Hemingway's point was that life has no meaning.


Over the years on all of these visits I have been aware of the pristine beauty of the place, and at the same time I have been overwhelmed by a sense of total desolation.  In

recent years while driving down the sandy rutty road that connects Ferry Road to the Lake, I had become increasingly aware of a feeling of lifeless quietude, since the nursery

had been abandoned and the acreage untouched by modern land developers.

My feelings about the area were intensified when in 1964  as I anticipated buying property adjacent to Charla Vista for myself three miles to the east of Sanderson Raod.  It became necessary for me to visit Bill Sanderson after who the road had been named.  I had to find him in an old farm house south of Ferry Road, since at that time he was Tax Collector, and I had to find out from him the value of the land I was hoping to buy.

Standing in his kitchen piled with hundreds of unwashed dirty dishes and his own crippled wife in a wheelchair covered with swarming flies, he exclaimed looking out the window across the magnificent vista of grasses and flowers and trees towards

the South arm of the lake, "My property is so valuable, I'm going to hang on to it until the day I die:"


On August 20, 1980 near noon on the 50th anniversary of my father's death and of my own near demise I repeated my pilgrimage for my solitary vigil.  My mind directed to the shore and the stretch of it where a half century ago my father lay face down on the rocks with his head resting on one arm1 the other arm limply lying to his side and his feet and lower legs being pounded by angry water.


Less than an hour before that I had been chasing butterflies across the sand at Chula Vista and had just captured a brilliant Monarch with a bottle and a cap.  I was startled to hear my father call to me, "Tommy, you want to go along? We're going

for a ride to the Ferry:"  This was one of those especially beautiful days when the day would begin with temperatures in the low 59's, rise to the 60's in the morning and wonderfully warm into the middle seventies by mid afternoon.


My father was already in the boat and out in the smooth water of Chula Vista’s protective bay.  My Uncle Andy was with him and Phil Simon and Flora June and Annie Laurie and Betty.

"We don't want to leave you behind:  Come on, Tommy!"


I dropped the bottle as the butterfly flew free and ran up the beach1 plunged into the water.  It was cold so I splashed my way out to the boat as fast as I could as my

father headed toward shore to intercept me in shallow water.

Somebody helped me crawl over the side of the black wooden row boat powered by an outboard motor and now loaded with my 33 year old father, my 29 year old uncle holding his 2 year o1d daughter Annie Laurie and my two and a half year old sister Flora June, l4 year old Phil Simon with his six year old niece Betty Jane.  My father was at the stern operating the engine.  I was placed all by myself on the front seat. The others were arranged on the two seats in between.  Most of the time I was able to sit facing the direction in which were going, oblivious to what was going on in the boat behind me.


The ride to the ferry was to be the big treat and thrill for the children for the summer.  My father had been waiting for a clear and beautiful day when the lake would be calm.  Between Chula Vista and the ferry, four miles to the West, were several “points”.  By the age of 6 I had already learned that you had to be careful when going around the point just west of Chula Vista.  The phrase “around the point” signified

danger.  In Chula Vista it could be calm.   Around the point there could be wind and waves, high and rough.  It would be unusual to get all the way to Hemingwy Point,

the last one to round just before reaching the ferry, without running into rough.water.


As we went around the first point, I heard my father exclaim, “It's O.K."  The water continued to be calm.  I did notice as we rounded the second point the water was getting stirred up, yet we continued to head into it.  I wondered why we didn't turn around and return to the cottage.


My mother had made my father promise her that he would never take me or my sister out in a boat unless she was there.  Earlier that morning my mother and Aunt Marie went fishing at a nearby lake because the fish hadn't been biting at Lake Charlevoix for a few days.  It was to be a big day for the ladies - fishing by themselves with the husbands taking care of the children.  Earlier that morning the women made a special breakfast of pancakes, especially for the men. My father in his delight ate so many pancakes he exclaimed, "I'm so full:  If I were out in that lake, I'd sink like a stone!"


I heard my father say he didn't want to disappoint the children.  "We should be able to get to the ferry before it gets too rough.”


Uncle Andy argued with my father.  He felt we should head for shore and walk home.  My father countered, “If we head for shore, we might hit some of those rocks and ruin the engine.”  My father won the argument.  We continued to head for Hemingway Point.


Why shouldn’t they go on? My father was in control.  He was 33 years old, in his prime.  He was a veteran of General Pershing's cavalry of World War I.  He was capable of playing either a french horn or a clarinet while riding a horse.  He was a superb athlete and an experienced and expert long distance swimmer.  Whenever he visited a lake, he would swim across it and back.  My mother was always relieved "when I would see that head coming back toward shore."  He could swim farther than most people could walk and with less effort.  Besides he was a mechanic, in the automobile business in Grand Rapids.  He sold new cars and ran a garage.  He handled twelve men who worked for him.  An engine might be a problem but no great puzzle to him.


He was on top of the world.  He and his partner Tony Ferwerda owned and operated the Certified Service Station and an office building on Grand Rapid's east end, owned and leased another gas station on the west side, owned and leased a farm on a nearby Lake anticipating plotting it into lots for summer residences, and owned property in the prestigious Cascade, anticipating the building of their own new homes.


On top of all of that he loved God, was a devoted servant of Jesus Christ, closed his business on Sundays, and never missed church.  Peter Boslooper was a good Calvinist. He believed with every member of his family in God's sovereignty and providence. 

At the crack of dawn on Saturday August 16, he had driven his family 180 miles in his new Oakland from his Oakland Pontiac dealership to Chula Vista to spend the last two weeks of August on vacation.  On Sunday August 17 he had driven 20 miles further north to Bay View to go to church to hear the great dr. John Timothy Stone, former minister of the reknowned Fourth Presbyterian Church in Chicago and now President of McCormick Seminary.  He had heard Dr. Stone preach on the topic “The Heart of Christ”.

He had, however, missed the Sunday School lesson for the day.  It was on the text from I Corinthians 10:12 – “Wherefore let him that thinketh he standeth take heed lest he fall.”


As this little boat with its passengers approached Hemingway Point a couple of hundred feet from shore the engine sputtered.  It suddenly regained power, sputtered again, and stopped.

I looked around. My glance encompassed my father standing calf-deep in water with the starter rope of the engine swishing through the wind but arousing no sound. In the same instant I saw only the top of the engine above the waves.

As I saw the engine go under I felt myself thrown out of the boat and plunged into the water.  I recall the feeling of going down a long way, not striking bottom, catching myself in the dive and dog paddling to the surface.  I remember seeing light above, but I never reached it.  Above me my father’s form approached me.  He seized me around my middle with one arm and thrust out.

I was wondering why we were going down rather than up.

That’s the last of what I recall until I became aware of approaching my father’s body lying half in the water and half on the beach, walking cautiously up to him and saying “Why are you sleeping now?  Why don’t you wake up?”

When he didn’t stir, I was puzzled and walked away.  Later I was told what had happened.

The boat overturned two-hundred feet from shore, sank, but resurfaced after several intermidable moments with everyone in the water and visible except me.  Uncle Andy, a non-swimmer, grabbed hold of the overturned boat and with my father’s help managed to put Flora June and Betty Jane on top of the boat.  Phil Simon swam to shore with Annie Laurie.

Since I was missing, my father swam and dived around searching for me.  He found me almost immediately but went to the bottom of the lake with me.  Meanwhile somehow Andy got the little girls to shore where Phil was waiting with Annie Laurie.  Andy persuaded Phil to go back into the lake and find us.

Tired from his previous effort Phil waded through the heavy surf over the rocks and struck out into the wind and whitecaps.  When he got out to where he thought me and my father might be, he surface dived until he found us, me locked in my father’s arms out there in deep water.  He pried me out of my father’s death-lock, hauled me to shore, revived me with artificial respiration, and returned to the lake once more to recover my father’s body.

Meanwhile Uncle Andy had run barefoot up the rocky and sandy road to Hemingway’s Nursery to get help.  Puzzled I walked around until a truck with a couple of men arrived.  All the survivors of the accident were loaded on to the back of the open stake truck, except Phil who kept vigil with my father whose body was moved completely out of the water just before we drove off.

All of us were taken to Chula Vista, a five minute ride.  Annie Laurie and Flora June and I were put in our rented cottage.  I remember being taken by someone and being put to bed upstairs.  I must have fallen asleep instantly.  Phil’s father, Rev. Dr. Guy W. Simon, vacationing at Chula Vista with his family from his parish in Niles, Michigan, rushed to the nearby lake to find Gert and Marie.

Mother recalled later how a man in a boat rowed up to where they were fishing and told them that a Doctor Simon was on shore and wanted them to come in.  He had something he had to tell them.  Mother tells how she from a distance could see Dr. Simon standing waiting on a dock.  She sensed that disaster had struck.  She was so overwhelmed by a sense of doom that she sat on the bottom of the boat.  “If I had stayed on the seat, I would have fallen out of the boat into the water.”  Marie rowed.

As she recalled the incident many years later she told me, “I tried to decide which child I could lose.  I was sure that either Tommy or Flora June had died.  Something terrible had happened to one of them.  Which one could I stand to lose?”  This intolerable question was answered by the enormity of one word.  When she got to Doctor Simon, all he said was, “Pete.”
I awoke from my sleep.  I was alone.  I wondered where everybody was.  I went all through the cottage.  No one was there.  I went out the back door.  The screen door slammed behind me.  I went next door to Dr. Simon’s cottage.  I opened the door to the Simon’s cottage and walked in.  As I walked through the kitchen I heard voices and sounds.  Although many people were in the room at the front of the cottage, I saw only my mother lying on a cot, face flushed red, tears streaming down her cheeks, sobbing hysterically.  She was oblivious to me crawling up next to her to cuddle beside her in a gesture to console her and to be consoled.  She was not to be comforted.  Not by me.

My next recollection was of riding in our Oakland, driven by Uncle Andy seated by the door in the back seat on our way to Grand Rapids.  Aunt Marie followed in their Studebaker.  The cars had to be stopped several times along the way for me.  I had to get out and throw-up.  The first time was opposite the cemetery in Boyne City.  I don’t recall the other places.  I wondered each time, “Where is all that water coming from?  How did I swallow that much water?”

II.

As I left the cemetery I stopped briefly a short way from the exit where the name Jacob Boslooper was carved into stone.  Then I realized an entire family is here.  I am here.  My father is here.  My grandfather is here.  My great grandfather is here.  All of the Bosloopers, a family that came to its name mysteriously.

Early in the nineteenth century a man name Jan Boslooper appeared one day at a small village’s registry in Zeeland, the Netherlands.  “I give my name to Jacob Patmos.”  And so at the age of 27 Jacob Patmos became Jacob Boslooper.  Previously Jacob had lived alone for all of his years with his mother Wilhelmena Patmos.  Now he had a new name.  The following year he gained a father at age 28.  Jan married Wilhelmena.  Jan had come by boat from South Holland to Zeeland, from Stellendam to Schaarendyke.

But quickly my mind shifted once again to my father.  “Some day,” I mused, “I’ll have to write that story.”  But I didn’t know how to begin or where it should go.  Gradually the obvious occurred to me.  “Begin by talking with Phil Simon.”  Even though since 1930 I had seen him three times, the subject of the accident at Lake Charlevoix had never come up.
As a teenaged I once helped him scrape and prepare for painting a sailboat.  On our wedding trip Lois and I had been invited by Dr. and Mrs. Simon to spend some time with them.  Phil and his wife arranged for us to sleep in a scout tent furnished only by a single army cot.  Lois and I had no trouble sleeping in each other’s arms.  Nearly twenty years later Phil joined us for dinner when Lois and I were being  entertained by Phil’s brother John and his wife Marge.

By Tuesday March 10, 1981 I had arranged to fly from New York to Pittsburgh to meet Phil at the airport, have dinner together and talk about what happened to us so long ago.  Each of us said to the other on the phone, “I remember it well.”  I don’t remember what we ordered or ate, but I do recall his story.  After I told him the story as it came to me, he told me his.

“Your Dad and Andy wanted to take the children for a ride to the Ironton Ferry that morning.  The wives had gone fishing in another lake.  I went along with your Dad because the boat was my Dad’s boat and the motor was ours too.  We had gotten that old Johnson engine for 20 dollars from the manufacturer in Indianapolis, Indiana.  It was balky and tricky to get started and keep going.  I had recently put in a new spark plug and a slightly used magneto and tuned it up.  Peter was challenged by the engine as I was and wanted to “Give it a go”.  Your Dad took me along just in case.  My Dad made that boat with his own hands out of three beautiful white pine boards somebody had given him.  Each was 16 feet long and 24 inches wide.  Two of the boards he cut in two making two boards each 12 inches wide for the sides of the boat.  When people were in it with a motor on one end and a cast iron anchor we always kept under the seat on the other, and with two adults, a teenager, and four children in it, it couldn’t have been more than six inches out of the water.  Even when we used it for fishing we knew it was good only for very calm waters.”
“As to your father, I recall only his singing, laughing, and blond hair and blue eyes that sparkled in the sun.”

“We followed the channel bank to the Point and but in real close to the old piling that had once carried the dock used years before by the Charlevoix-Boyce City Horton Bay Steamer.  The dock years ago was used a stopping place for the cruise ship that would then continue across the lake to Horton’s Bay, where Ernest Hemingway’s family once had a summer home.”

“The rows of black fingers of rotting wood used to scare us but attract us to dare to get close.”

“We continued on for a couple miles until a rising breeze from the west begam to form a few white caps that broke over the bow, and we slowed to assess the situation.  Then the engine got soaked by a wave that hit hard against the side of the boat.  The overloaded boat was starting to fill with water.  The motor got drenched and started missing.  The oars were jammed under the seats.”

“What happened was that as long as the boat was moving, we were alright.  The water moved by and didn’t come in.  But when you stopped, then you were in trouble.  The engine was the balkiest creature you have ever seen.”


“The motor stopped.  We were in trouble.  We were hit by three enormous waves.  We were downright scared…fear…terror.  There was no sound.  Then at the moment of catastrophe there was frenzy, a wild melee.”


“No one had a life jacket or anything to grab, except each other.  The young ones were starry-eyed, reflecting the fear of the older’s eyes.”


“The boat disappeared beneath us.  The water was only about 15 feet in depth, but can feel twice its depth in times of stress.  Fortunately we were all in swimming suits or light clothes, nothing heavy to weigh us down.  Typically I was barefooted, which was good for swimming but rough on the rocks.”


“When the boat failed to surface immediately, and I suspect Andy or Peter may have been standing on it for awhile I grabbed the first person near me and headed for shore.  It was little Annie Laurie.”


“After swimming as far as I could with her I had to wade over rocks and had to look around on the shore for a place to put here down.  I didn’t know what to do with her.  I finally settled for a flat rock where I set her down and told her to stay.  She did.  This little two year old just sat there in her little black sun suit with flowers on it.  I’ll never forget that look on Annie Laurie’s face.”


“When I looked out into the lake I saw Andy hanging on to the boat that had come up upside down bottoms up.  Flora June and Betty Jane were sitting on top of it.  Any was hollering and yelling and pointing out into the lake to a spot some 200 feet from shore.  Since I didn’t see you and your Dad, I assumed he was screaming and pointing to where the two of you must have gone under.”

“Everybody was standing in the boat as it went down.  Then there was a lot of scrambling.  It must have sunk just a few feet before it flipped over and came up again making it possible for your Dad and Andy to put the little girls on it.  When your Dad didn’t see you, he must have launched out after you.”

“I really had no idea where you were but I waded out and then started to swim.  You can’t imagine what it feels like to be tired, be swimming against the wind and high waves and realizing when you get out into deep water you’ll have to dive and bring up a heavy weight.”


“I got out there into at least twelve to eighteen feet of water and started diving.  I found you on my third dive.  Your Dad had you in his arms lying on rocks at the bottom of the lake.”


“How did you decide which one of us to try to save first”?  I asked.


“Well, if I saw a child fall off a bride into a river, I would go in after him.  If I saw a man fall of a bridge into a river, I probably wouldn’t.  It’s basic to try to save a child.”


“I worked to get you out of your father’s arms, kicked off hard to get to the surface and swam in to shore with you, I lay you down where the rocks weren’t too fierce and worked on you.  I used the Shafer method: your face to one side, opened your mouth and cleared your mouth and pushed just up above the rib cage, in a cadence.  I repeated over and over again, “Out goes the bad air; in comes the good.”  The motion is slowly going down; quickly coming up and out.”

“I don’t know how you lived.  It took me five to seven minutes to get in with Annie Laurie.  Then I had to go out and find you and bring you in.  You must have been under water at least ten or fifteen minutes.  After five minutes you’re supposed to be dead.  I worked on you until you finally coughed and spit up a lot of water.  You had a far away look in your eyes.  You weren’t there.  You didn’t focus.  This was after five or ten minutes of work on you.”


“Meanwhile the boat with Andy hanging on it and the two little girls sitting on it finally floated into shore.  As soon as Andy hit the beach he ran screaming like a banshee down the shore, rocks and all, towards home.  My brother Dick, who was in his late twenties at the time, tells how Andy cam crashing exhausted and bleeding in through the front door of our cottage.  Dick then went with Andy to get help, which was a truck with a couple of men at the Hemingway Nursery.”


“While that was going on, but I really didn’t know where Andy was or what he was doing, and I had four small children on my hands, I knew I had to go out there after your father.  As soon as I knew you were alive, I waded out over those rocks again, now for the fourth time, and my feet were really hurting, and had to swim out against those waves again.  I even panicked in that water swimming against the wind.  When I got out to where I remembered your Dad was, it was a real struggle to go down.  I knew what I had to do, but it’s not easy to dive knowing you have to bring up something that’s a lot heavier than you.  Luckily I found him right away took hold of him, planted my feet against the rocks and pushed.  You plant your feet and push to the surface.

“I swam in with him and then had to drag him up over the rocks to the same spot where I had worked on you.  My knees were bleeding, and I was pretty tuckered out.  I went to work on your Dad.”


“All the while the little girls were just sitting there and all of them crying.  They didn’t stop crying until they heard the sound of the Model T Ford truck coming.  Everybody got onto the truck.  I was left with your Dad.  I stayed there a long time working on him.  It seemed like forever.”

“I knew what I had to do, but I couldn’t do it.  I was exhausted.  I was frustrated.  I was crying.  I just didn’t have any strength anymore.  I pushed down and was supposed to push up, but I couldn’t do it.  Finally I just lay there on top of your father sobbing desperately.”


“I don’t remember leaving that place or how I got home  I do remember your mother when she learned what happened.  She was wild.  She screamed.  She wailed.”


“I did find out later that my brother Dick took over from me and worked on your Dad another half an hour.  Then his body was taken to Charlevoix.”


“This was the first time I had ever seen anybody die.  I have always felt that if I had had more strength I could have saved him.  I was also overcome by the feeling I had made a terrible mistake.  I had been trained never to leave the boat, but I left the boat.  I felt terrible for days.  It was months before I felt like myself again.  To this day whenever I get tired I feel the same ache of those rocks in my feet.”


“But I became well acquainted with that place.  The shore for several miles in either direction was uninhabited, except for bull frogs, blue herons, water birds and snakes, crows and a marvelous swamp filled with ladyslippers and bog plants.  On many other still-as-death August days I had quietly explored the area searching for everything a boy needs to find for real or for fun.  I often collected a boatful of drift wood or a cedar tree to use for a private sunken fish shelter, or a fine assortment of bone-white crayfish to use for bait (they lived in clay banks in certain shallows or under flat rocks to be found in local patches).  That place was a growing boy’s paradise.

Following Phil’s description of that memorable incident, we went over facets of the event that for 50 years have been a puzzle to both of us as well as items in the story as each of us told it startled each of us.


Phil described the boat as his father’s boat, made by his own hands in the basement of the manse of the First Presbyterian Church of Lansing, Michigan, late in the 1920’s just before he took up a new pastorate in Niles, Michigan.  My mother had always described the boat, and so I had remembered it, not as Dr. Simon’s gray boat, but as the Parker’s black boat, an odd craft, blunt at both ends, and the object for many years of my mother’s indignation and dismay.


The cottage next to the Simons’ that my father and Andy had rented for their families belonged to the Parker’s and a boat went with the cottage.  For years later whenever we returned to Lake Charlevoix and Chula Vista and my mother would see that black boat on shore she would come as near as she ever in her life came to swearing as she would exclaim, “Why don’t they get rid of that boat so I wont have to be reminded every summer of how I lost Pete!”


Throughout her life my mother believed Parker’s black boat to be the boat that cost her husband’s life.  Until this year I had believed the same.  No one had ever corrected her.  No on had ever corrected me.


Then there is the question of the cause of my father’s death.


The coroner’s report registered on August 25, 1930 but not entered on the books until June 6, 1931 by the Charlevoix County Clear reads: “Accidental drowning.  Probably cramps as he sank while attempting to reach shore.”


The Charlevoix Courier of August 27, 1930 carried the story with the triple headline: “Summer Visitor Dies at Ironton” – “Grand Rapids Man Victim of Boating Accident” – “Injured on Head When Boat Upsets and Apparently Died from Heart Attack”.


The seventh paragraph of the account reads: “Examination of the body revealed no water in Boslooper’s lungs which, augmented by a cut over one eye, led officials to believe the parent may have been severely injured when the boat overturned and swooned while swimming or was stricken with a heart attack.”


Why does the description by officials at the time and reported in the newspaper differ so markedly from the official description entered into the county’s books?


During the past few years research at the Victoria in Vancouver, British Columbia, has revealed that a high percentage of “drownings” in Canada were not really drownings.  Deaths were actually caused by hyperthermia: lowering of the body temperature caused by cold water combined with a state of shock induced by strenuous exertion of the body.  The water in Lake Charlevoix is some times as cold as many of the waters in Canada.

As mysterious as the cause of Peter Boslooper’s death is the reason why Thomas Boslooper, his son, is alive.


Underwater for probably fifteen minutes, it has been believed for many years that death would automatically ensure.  As Phil Simon himself long ago had been taught to believe, “Under water for five minutes, and you’re dead.”  But, of course, many people now know that a drowning victim can be underwater for up to half an hour and survive if the water is cold enough, and there is some evidence that if the water is below 40 degrees Fahrenheit, a body can survive even underwater as long as two hours.


I am able to write this story because I was underwater for fifteen minutes and the water was cold and someone was there who knew how to get me out and how to revive me.


But the cold water that saved me is the same cold water that killed my father.


But the most intriguing question of all – the greatest mystery: how was Phil Simon able to swim in with Annie Laurie, swim out and surface dive until he found me, bring me in, revive me, and make another round trip into those angry water for the body of my father?


At the time he was 14, he was small enough to look pudgy for his 110 pounds.  At a point close to exhaustion he took from the bottom of the lake a man who weighed 155 pounds, swam in with him, and dragged his body across the rocks.  To top it all off, Phil wasn’t wearing his glasses.  “At that age I couldn’t see without glasses.  I was blind.  When I was 8 or 10 we found I was nearsighted.  I couldn’t see 50 feet.”


Later for his feat he was awarded $500 and three medals including the ultimate in awards for heroism – the Carnegie gold medal.  Another of the medals that helps explain how he did it was the gold awarded by the Boy Scouts of America accompanied by a personal letter from Don Beard, its founder.  Phil Simon was an Eagle Scout.  This award highlighted the biggest scout rally ever held in the 21 year history of the Berrien-Cass Council.  It was held in Benton Harbor, Michigan on February 14, 1931.


As he describes it, "I didn’t join the cub scouts, but I was real active in the scout troop, and we were very competitive.  The troop from the Methodist Church competed fiercely against ours from the Presbyterian Church.  I had another thing going too, with another boy with whom I was very competitive.  I was the minister’s son.  He was the doctor's son.  For some reason the two of us really went at it. We became Eagle Scouts and then went off on this wild drive to get Merit badges.  I got 52 of them.  We were trained in all kinds of swimming, canoeing, boating.  We used to go to Boy Scout camps and jamborees.”


"I was probably the most famous boy scout in the area, because I never could build a fire with a bow and tinder and all that.  I never could do it.  By the day of the jamboree in St. Joseph, I had never succeeded.  I was in my backyard practicing with bow and tinder when they picked me up and snatched me off to this jamboree which had already started I got out of the car, started my fire, and I was champion."'


One of Phil's closest boyhood and boyscout friends, Ralph Powell, who years later became Scout Executive for the area, describes another facet of his competitive spirit. "Phil and I used to wrestle under that big tree out in front of the Presbyterian Church.  Mother Simon, who ran the manse like the Queen of England, would come out and try to stop us. "Boys, you shouldn't do that.'  You'll get green stains all over your

pants.'  We would.stop but go at it again. Phil wasn't very big but he was really strong and was a real battler."


At Lake Charlevoix in Phil's family the tradition was to become a sportsman in the great out-doors.  Phil's father was a skilled hunter and fisherman.  He and his brothers learned to hunt and fish and swim.  Phil's older brothers Spencer and Dick could swim along the shore from point to point.  By the summer of 1930 Phil and his brother John Ormsbee had made a swim across the lake.


In addition Phil describes how "I used to go out at night... When I got angry maybe something had happened between me and my dad or mother that figured in my emotions.  I would go down and get the boat, the same boat.  I didn't start the motor. That was too hard, so I would row. I would row straight out into the lake until I got exhausted. I'd work my feelings off that way. Then I'd come wandering back slowly."


"I also used to swim out into the lake at night. Once I was coming back and I wasn't anywhere near shore, and I was getting awfully tired. I sank.  I really gave up. I was going down, and my feet touched something, underwater1 a log or something, and I pushed up to the surface and found the strength to swim the rest of the way to shore."


"You might say I took chances."


Phil's prowess was further explained by a boyhood friend who continued to remember him well.. "Phil was not particularly a  muscle man or a high school athletic type, but he was far from a weakling and was quite proficient on a sand lot level. He was always a fine scholar and a determined young man."


Phil's friend went on: "How or why or where this you mustered up the strength and courage is hard to say. How does a seemingly ordinary man do things of valor, courage and strength that are beyond belief of the persons who knew him?  How did thirteen men change the world some two thousand years ago?  I feel that it is the work of our Creator. We are all called to do something."


As Phil and I concluded our conversation at the air terminal in Pittsburgh, he commented on how he had always "shaped life in terms of trying to make something worthwhile out of myself."

Then with a hearty laugh he shouted, "Tom, I have something to show you. Follow me."  Knifing through the crowds we soon confronted a large plaque on the wall near the main entrance of the terminal. It paid tribute to and listed the names of individuals and firms who had designed and constructed the new facilities


"See here."  He proudly pointed to the inscription Simonds and Simonds." "That's my brother John and me."


Years ago I had asked John how he and Phil happened to become partners in this landscape architecture firm. John wryly described how "Phil and I used to hate each other's guts, but being sons of a preacher we realized this couldn't go on, so we decided to go into business together.  We figured I was the artist and he was the mechanic and we should make the perfect partnership."


"To keep ourselves distinct from our brother Richard we changed the spelling of our name to Simonds and let him keep Simon. You have to do something when you have a famous older brother - Metalurgist and Vice President at U.S. Steel and Superintendent of the Sunday School at the Presbyterian Church!”


"Simonds and Simonds Environmental Planning and Design Partnership" have produced plans for the future development and growth of the State of Virginia, plans for plazas and parkways in major cities, a proposal for restructuring the City of  Pittsburgh,

and designs for hundreds of schools, parks, public housing  facilities and private estates in Pennsylvania.  "Landscape Architecture" became the first important text on the subject. John's "Earthscape” to which Phil contributed sketches an environmental vision for the whole country.


I too have tried to make my life worthwhile.  When I was in my fourteen year I received the Daughters of the American  Revolution medal upon my graduation from the eighth grade.  When I was 55 I provided the design for the gold medal given subsequently to each winner of an Avon Marathon, now run internationally.


For me what happened on August 20, 1930 have been both the making and the ruination of me. It has produced a mixture of inspiration and agony.  Throughout my life I have been a singer. I began at age 3 but recall only what began at age 7, singing regularly and frequently in churches and for clubs throughout western Michigan as a boy soprano soloist.  Although when upon my father's death my family went to live with my mother's parents and we all went together to another church, annually I returned,  beginning at age 7, to my father's church, to sing a solo in his memory.

Most of my singing and much of what I have done in life is in his memory - to try to make my own life of enough worth to compensate for the loss of his. "If I weren't here my mother would have a husband."  I would be asked to sing. Mother would teach me the songs. I always felt I had to do it. I always felt I had to sing perfectly never make a mistake. Somehow this would make up for the great loss.

Such was the motivation for the preparation of "The Lord's Prayer” and “The Holy City", and the special reason behind the selection even at the time of my youth

of songs dealing with the after-life.  At age 16 my selection for the Young Musicians Recital was “Goin' Home”.


As a young man I recall having my mother on my mind when singing the opening tenor aria from Handel’s Messiah, "Comfort Ye".  I rarely sang, "Behold and See If There be Any Sorrow Like Unto His Sorrow" from the passion section of the Messiah without Thinking how my father must have felt with the crushing awareness of the tragedy he precipitated. At the conclusion of singing Hayden's "In Native Worth" from Creation, that wonderful aria about the first man and the first woman I usually had to control tears as I sang the phrase "Love, and joy, and bliss" since the instant shattering of my parent's own would come to mind, Each time I sang a Requiem - Brahms, Faure, Durufle, or Mozart it was against the background of my own memory of sorrow and death.  Each of the three times I sang as soloist in Mozart's Grand Mass in C Minor I considered the occasion and accomplishment as some kind of an affirmation of my own right to live.


At the same time, I always loved to sing, especially because it made it possible for me to do something without stammering.  The accident at Lake Charlevoix combined a short time later with a large German Shepherd dog, knocking me down into the water in Lake Michigan with my mother terrified in horror had left me a stammerer.  Throughout my early years I was able to sing, but I was not able to talk without stammering.

Throughout most of my grade school life I attended special classes as the only stammerer in the class comprised of lispers, emotionally disturbed, and retarded children.  Bl's, gl's were impossible for me to utter.  T's in combination with most vowels and consonants would stick in my mouth.  But even the hesitations and repetitions came every time as sheer agony and continual embarrassment.  In class in school, throughout high school, I would never volunteer.  When called upon I would respond emotionally as though I were being tortured, usually getting by miraculously with words and syllable substitutions.  Along with the guilt I felt over the death of my father I carried with me wherever I went a deep seated sense of inferiority.


When I told Phil Simon about this in discussing the effect of the accident on me, he asked how I overcame my stammering.  To this question I replied, "I became a public speaker."  To this he responded with one of the heartiest laughs I have ever heard.  This was also one of the most emotionally therapeutic moments of my life.


In high school I discovered that when speaking, if I would for the first few words of a line or phrase imagine myself to be singing, I could get started, establish a rhythm and speak without stammering.  I also learned that if I memorized something I could along with the musical awareness and the kind of breathing that goes along with singing, probably recite it without stammering.

Our high school held a speech contest for all tenth grade students.  I entered it. I recited "The Star Spangled Banner I got to the finals with recitations of words of songs.  Thinking this was ridiculous for the finals I selected three lines from a speech by Abraham Lincoln, hoping to get the charade over with fast. The last line was: "I will prepare myself, and someday my time will come."


I won. I found myself entered in the Kent County Declamation Contest representing Central High School. I practiced "Youth  Aflame" for weeks.  Dorothy Sonke had me out on the stage at 7i30 every morning repeating these lines over and over again and projecting so even whispers could be heard in the backrow.  She did something

for me that speech therapists hadn't been able to do in years. In the contest I came in second.  I was beaten by a girl1 but I did not stammer;


And so I entered high school and college speech contests and took parts in high school and college plays and was a radio announcer - with only a rare stammer.


As a preacher having given hundreds of sermons and addresses the moments of stammering have been rare.  Speaking on the  national C.B.S. "Church of the Air" on the theme "The Words of Eternal Life" I was free of it.


As a theologian I do not recall stammering when conversing with Reinhold Niebuhr at Union Seminary, C.H. Dodd at Oxford, or the Archbishop of Germany at the Vatican.


In being interviewed on The Today Show by Joe Garagiola and Hugh Downs or by Mike ~Dcuglas along with Billy Jean King and Suzee Chaffee promoting women's sports I did not stammer - not even when conversing with Beverly Sills or Valerie Perrine or Muhammed Ali


The closest I came to it was when being interviewed by Dr. Joyce Brothers and when conversing with a recent Penthouse Pet of the Year.


But I am a stammerer.  I always feel it.  In conversation I face the constant threat of it.  That particular mark of that tragedy is on and in me.  It is an agony I have borne for

most of my life and shall bear for the rest bf my life.


For me the measure of success has always been to be able to say something without stammering.


In my drive to make my own life worthwhile I sought the highest degree offered by a university.  This degree, Doctor of Philosophy in Religion I did receive.  My mother attended no other graduation of mine but the one at Columbia University in New York City in 1954. I thought of her and visualized her in her place many years before as I sat with the faculty and looked out over the audience at Columbia's commencement in 1981.


But what has been for me a great inspiration and motivation has also been an enormous burden - too much to bear and unjustly.   Usually achievement was accompanied by personality problems.  Phil Simon reminded me, "As a teenager you were impossible. I even wished I had left you at the bottom of the lake."


Critics from Boards to committees to friends to my wife have been after me for my personality: "not out-going enough, too stuffy, often impersonal.  You're a stuffed shirt. You're too much of a perfectionist.”  My rationalization that I am an introvert and a scholar hasn't been helpful.


Many of my troubles have been brought on by an unrealistic recollection and evaluation of what transpired a half century ago.


For too many years I had thought of my father as a hero who had died trying to save my life.  This I also looked upon as God's will.


This I no longer accept.


My mother literally brought me up spiritually on the text: “All things work together for good to them who love God, to them who are called according to his purpose."

I cannot accept that.


Fortunately I learned to read Greek and discovered that the traditional translation is a misreading of the original text. The Revised Standard Version has a much different reading from the old King James. "God is working for good in all things with those who love him, and who feel called according to his purpose."  This I find acceptable.


I don't believe that God brought that tragedy on my father, on me, or on my family.  I don't believe Satan did either.  I believe my father did.  But I also believe strongly in a verse that follows later in Romans 8: "Nothing can separate us from

the love of God..."


My father was a very capable and wonderful man who perpetrated an enormous tragedy, and potentially an even greater one by committing a foolish act.  The others with him including myself were fortunate not to have been dragged down with him in his fall.


Much truth is also in Phil Simon's reflection on the subject.   “Your dad was skilled in many things, but he was not a boatsman  He did not know.  If he had  understood the lake, he never would have done what he did."


My father was a Boslooper, translated from Dutch into English, a "woodswalker", a man important to communities of another era both in Europe and America.  In Europe the woodswalker was known for his ability to get from one place to another where there were no roads, for his knowledge of hunting, and for his skill in handling horses.  His skill was on land, not in the water.  My father in his generation was making enlarging his life’s arena to include the water.  He had managed to learn swimming but not yet boating.

Even some of the psychological interpretations are interesting to think about.  I committed the Oedipal act par excellence by removing my father and getting my mother all to myself at the age of six.  Or, my father set up the whole situation to get rid of himself anticipating that, if he lived, the depression would bring his whole financial kingdom crashing down around him.  The gallonage at the Sunoco pumps was beginning to slip in the summer of 1930.  The Oakland didn't make it beyond that year.

Then there is the continuing gnawirig question of what really happened.  Every newspaper: Charlevoix, Boyne City, Grand Rapids1 Lansing, and Niles carried different versions of the story.  One had my mother watching everything from the shore.  Another had me riding on my father's back just before he became exhausted and sank.  One had him rowing to shore before the boat capsized.  Still another had Uncle Andy, who never swam a stroke in his life, before or after the accident, swimming miraculously a hundred feet to shore.  Still another had six boys in the boat.  Versions by relatives and friends carried varying details and different religious and theological overtones: "Your father paid the penalty for sins of his ancestors." "Your father died for you."  What really happened? What was the real significance?

In researching the details of this story I have experienced a therapy equivalent to many hours spent with an analyst.  But happily a therapist has encouraged me to write the story and has helped me with it.

And it has helped to swim there with Kathleen Hutchinson. We wore old sneakers to ease our way over the rocks.

Even the most unexpected has happened.  In researching weather and temperatures and water levels, I discovered that the shoreline near Hemingway Point is as I write in the summer of 1981 precisely the same where it was in the summer of 1930, the only time in the history of 120 years of record taking when it has been the same.  So I could return to the site and see the shoreline and the rocks nearly as they used to be.

I also discovered that the bay on which I now live directly 3 ½ miles across the lake south from Horton's Bay many years ago was called Beers Bay.  The land on which I now live and from which I view Horton's Bay was part of a land grant received by Ammon Beers fr6m the U.S. government with papers signed by Ulysses S. Grant and Andrew Johnson. My place was once known as Beers Dock.


Ammon Beers father was Philo Beers, the first "keeper of the light" at Northport along Lake Michigan, and the only white man in a settlement of Indians.

Before the Beers lived on this property Indians occupied the land.  The Indian chief's tepee stood within 100 feet of where my house now stands.  Up on the hill behind me years ago stood an old chicken coop.  An Indian woman called Susan was found in there dead from eating 3+ dozen eggs.  Rumor around here has it that Indians couldn't tolerate
 hard liquor nor could their digestive systems handle eggs.

According to custom, when the Indians stole something, they always left something in its place - a basket, a pair of moccasins.  This way they could interpret what they did as trading. No one knows what Susan intended to leave.

Across the lake near Charlevoix Lake Susan is set like a jewel in old Indian Territory.  Lake Susan got its name from the egg lady.  Lake Susan is the site of the burial grounds for most of the Indians all around the lake.

At the beginning of the week I write I attended the church whose steeple is topped by a cross dedicated in memory of my father Peter1 and the pulpit chair presented in memory of my grandfather Thomas.  That morning the minister's topic was "Crisis in the Night”, the story of Jacob wrestling with the angel.  Or was it God? Or was it a man?  My Jacob certainly suffered through his own crises during many nights.

During the week I write a federal court order supported the Indians.  Governor Milliken of Michigan sent a personally delivered letter to Ronald Reagan urging the President to intercede in the dispute between the sport fishermen and the Indians.  The Tribal Chairman at Bay Mills, Wade Teeple, said: "I would hope there's no violence.  I don't foresee any."

On the Friday of the week the special lecturer at Bay View used the text written by John the Seer from the Island of Patmos  "I will make him who overcomes a pillar in the temple of my God."

On the Sunday concluding this week in July 1981 I announced my retirement from the ministry at the Presbyterian Church in Boyne City and used the text: "God has not given us a spirit of timidity but a spirit of power, and love, and self-discipline."

I have rounded Hemingway Point many times in my own boat and have had many rides to and on the Ironton Ferry.

At Ferry Road and N. Sanderson Road a sign has been posted: "Hemingway Pointe Club".  Land has been cleared, new roads are in1 and condominiums are coming.

I never did get to Hemingway's point and never will.

