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Maynard’s Ramblings: 

 
One evening this past summer, we opened the museum for Marilyn Baehre from Texas along with 
Arlene Peters and Jean Seelman.  They seemed real pleased and spent time reminiscing.  Marilyn 
is the former Marilyn Trofast.  Her father was a co-owner of Carlson Trofast Hardware which sat 
where the Speedway Gas Station is now. 
 
On Sept. 21 Bob Brott, Elsie Hariison and myself opened the museum to Barbara Carol Seeks and 
her husband, Donald.  They are from California.  Barbara is the former Barbara Richie.  Her father 
was a teacher at Kent City when the three of us were in high school, we remembered her well.  We 
enjoyed spending time and reminiscing.  What a wonderful couple.  Mr. Richie was at Kent City 
from 1936 through 1942 or 1943.  After my class graduated in 1941 Mr. & Mrs. Richie chaperoned 
our class on our trip across Lake Michigan to Chicago.  What a wonderful time it was before we 
were plunged into the second World War on Dec. 7th. 
 
Recently I ran across an interesting article about the ghost town of Slocum which was established 
in 1868 and lies about 8 miles west of Kent City.  At one time it was a real thriving village with a 
saw and shingle mill turning out 4000 board feet of lumber and 25,000 shingles a day.  It was 
powered by water from Crockery Creek.  The town was named after Elliott Slocum who had built a 
bridge over the Detroit River and for his work was given 5000 acres of timber land in Muskegon 
Co.  The Toledo, Saginaw and Muskegon railroad came through in 1888.  Besides lumber and 
shingles a lot of potatoes and hay was shipped out of the area.  The railroad was abandoned in 
1944. 
 
As a little side-note I’ll add a little something I’ve heard my Dad tell many times.  After the timber 
around Slocum was harvested the blackberries came up all over.  Many people came there to pick.  
My grandparents who lived on 15 Mile Rd. went with horse and buggy and spent the day 
blackberry picking.  When it was time to go, the horse had gotten loose and went for home.  They 
ended up carrying the blackberries and walking the several miles home.  The comical part was that 
they could see the horse in the distance but couldn’t catch up to it.  I never knew my grandfather 
but I’ll bet he had a few choice words for that horse. 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Please mark your 2010 calendar for the next 3 meetings at 1:00pm 
Jan. 12, Feb. 9 and Mar. 9 



Our faithful historical members, Ray & Beverly Blandford, lost their son, Ray N., on Sept. 22, 2009 
in a tragic accident.  We all extend our sympathies to them. 
 
We had a very good turnout of 25 for our delicious catered Christmas 
Dinner.  Imogene & Maynard Klein also served cake in honor of their 60th 
Wedding Anniversary.  
 
Included in this issue of the Gleanings is a self-addressed enveloped which 
is a reminder that it’s time to renew your membership.  Dues are still just 
$7.00.  We depend upon our loyal members and appreciate each and everyone of you for 
supporting the Historical Society. 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

                                      
 



 
 

 
This local news came from the Casnovia Herald, but 
what year it doesn’t say – so your guess is as good as mine.  
I believe it could have been either in the late 20’s or early 
30’s.  Sounds as if airplanes are rather new on the scene and 
note how it was spelled.  Also I note that Gerald Hendershot 
spent a short furlough from the Great Lakes Training Station 
with his folks south of town.  Gerald later shot and killed his 
dad and spent the rest of his life in Jackson.  He being at 
Great Lakes was news to me.  Later I may write more on this 
as there is quite a story when he escaped and there was a big 
manhunt in the neighborhood as the law thought he might be 
in this area.  This took place about 1934.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
PROS and CONS 
 
A woman and her grouchy husband went on vacation 
to Jerusalem.  While they were there, the husband 
passed away.  The undertaker told the wife, “You can  
have him shipped home for $5000, or you can bury  
him here, in the Holy Land, for $150.” 
 
The woman thought about it and said she’d have him  
shipped home.  The undertaker asked, “Why would you 
spend $5000 to ship your husband home when it would  
be wonderful to be buried here and you’d spend only  
$150?” 
 
The woman replied, “Long ago a man died here, was  
buried here, and three days later he rose from the dead.   
I just can’t take that chance.” 

 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
The following was taken from the local news in 1899: 
 
F.A. Norris has purchased the Jackson house and lot at the corner of Probasco and West 
Waterloo Street.  No papers have been made out yet, but the bargain has been made. 
 
Geo. Lewis, accompanied by his mother, was in town Wednesday for the first time since he was 
shot, January 18th.  They made the Herald a pleasant call.  His shoulder is somewhat stiff yet but is 
doing well and he thinks he will eventually recover the full use of his arm. 

 
 
 


