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Maynard’s Ramblings: 

 
Warm weather has finally arrived!  Lately I’ve been thinking of old times when I was just a 
youngster back in the 20’s.  Every Saturday night we drove the Model “T” to Kent City to pick up 
the necessities for the following week.  Being farmers we were very self-supporting.  We raised all 
our fruit and vegetables.  We had them fresh all summer and Mother canned for the winter.  Each 
fall Dad butchered a beef and a couple hogs.  Some of the beef Mother canned for the following 
year and one quarter was hung in the woodshed during the cold weather months and she went out 
to cut off fresh meat for our main meal.  The hogs were cut up and the hams and bacon were 
smoked.  Much of the meat went into a large earthenware crock filled with salt water to preserve 
the meat.  This was called salt pork.  A round wooded cover with a large stone in the center was 
placed on top to keep the meat covered.  We also had chickens and lots of eggs.  On Saturday 
nights Mother would take a basket of brown eggs to Saur’s Store and exchange them for things we 
couldn’t produce such as sugar, baking powder, jello and occasionally bananas.  In those days 
cookies came bulk in boxes with a cellophane cover.  One box of cookies was filled with a cookie 
with a thick marshmallow filling on top covered with coconut.  Oh, how I wished Mother would buy 
some of them but no- I had to go home and eat those old wonderful homemade sugar cookies. 
 
After Mother’s trading was done she would go into the women’s department of the store and visit 
with Agnes Saur and Emma Peterson who clerked there.  Many times when Mother was doing this 
Dad would take me along to Victor Peterson’s gas station which was located just north of the Hotel 
and across from the old auditorium.  I think it had just one pump, the kind you hand pumped the 
gas up into a glass globe and then gravity took over.  Inside the station was a glass showcase 
which held candy, cigars and cigarettes and also a box of little miniature was bottles holding about 
a tablespoon of a red, sweet liquid.  They were a penny a piece and Dad always was able to afford 
to buy me one.  You bit the cap off and drank the sweet liquid.  Oh how good – but the best part 
was yet to come.  You could chew the wax bottle just like gum.  I think chewing this wax kept me 
busy until we got home.  You should try it sometime. 
 
After reading what we ate back in those days what do you think the Government Nutritionists of 
today would think?  Yet my folks lived to be 87 and 93 after eating salt pork and beef all their lives. 
 
I’ll leave you with this.  Did you know that in 1727 the motto “Mind your own business” was 
stamped on American pennies? 
 
 
 

Please mark your 2011 calendar for the next 2 meetings at 1:00pm 
July 12, Sept 13 (no meeting in August) 

 



One of our members didn’t get their April, May and June Gleanings as the label came off and it 
was returned.  If you didn’t get it let me know and we will give you credit. 
 
There will be no Historical Society meeting for the month of August as we are taking a vacation. 
 
We lost another member on May 4, 2011 –Iris Salsbury.  Iris was a real active member of the 
Society until her health failed.  We miss her and extend our sympathies to the family. 
 
 
Here is an interesting article that Gayla (Dudley)  
Thomas shared with us.  She came across it while  
going through her late mother’s photo/news clipping 
collection.  Andrew Carlson married Arlene Dudley’s 
mother, Thelma Stauffer-Glidden in 1972 after both  
had lost (2) spouses.  Mr. Carlson was a partner with 
Art Trofast in the Carlson and Trofast Hardware  
which was located on the corner where Speedway gas 
station now sits.  The article is not dated but I will guess 
it at about 1934 as the other news item attached to it 
mentions the Townsend Plan.  This plan was similar to 
Social Security.  I remember Mr. Townsend pushing the 
plan on the radio. 
 
 
 

 



The following article came from the May 4, 1900    This news about the Clark  
issue of the Casnovia Herald-      School area is from the 
          Sentinel-Leader around 1943- 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 
You know you are getting old when everything either dries up or leaks. 

 
When you are dissatisfied and would like to go back to your youth –  

think of Algebra & Geometry. 

 

If you don’t learn to laugh at trouble, you won’t have anything to laugh at when you are old. 



The following article came out of a scrapbook donated by Mrs. R. Brown- a member of our 
Historical Society.  Originally it was printed in the 1935 Sentinel-Leader. 
 
In looking over old books a few evenings ago I found out where H.D. Smith and myself came to our 
present home in north Tyrone April 13, 1890.  It was a vastly different place then to what it is at 
present.  Forty-five years has seen some changes. 
 
Every neighbor had an ox team then and the highways was so sandy that no one could get up the 
big Holben hill with a load but with two teams to pull the load.  That was in the days of the 
pathmaker and the stumps were so thick in the road one had to dodge them to get through. 
 
Many of the pioneers have gone to their final home and the cemetery on the corner which was part 
of the old H.G. Chubbuck farm lay Mr & Mrs Chubbuck, Mr & Mrs Richley, Mr & Mrs Charlie 
Murray, Mr & Mrs Crispin, my Mother and Father, Mr & Mrs Putnam, and my Husband-Mr. Smith, 
all from just these four corners, and many others from a little farther away also lie there. 
 
We lived to see a great deal of improvements-homes, barns and roads were built and the ugly pine 
stumps were pulled. 
 
Mr & Mrs Smith came here when the deer stalked the wilds and Mr Chubbuck hunted them on the 
farm where I now live and where there once was a small deer lake which the younger generations 
came in big loads during the winter time to skate after we moved here.  I distinctly remember when 
one night a hayrack full of young people came from the John Train School District and built fires 
and skated some two or three hours and Mr Smith and myself went out to see the fun and they 
took us on the hand sleds and pulled us all around the pond.  A number of older ones joined us 
some evenings, among them were Mr and Mrs Williams,  Mr & Mrs Ernie English and Mr and Mrs 
Richley. 
 
Mrs Ida Wellman and sister, Mrs Suzie Newland are among the oldest ones living here.  They 
came to Tyrone fifty-five years ago last September, their Father built a log house and cleared the 
land where Mrs Wellman lives. 
 
 
 
P.S. 
Mrs Smith mentions the 
young people coming from 
the John Train School 
District to skate.  Here’s a 
picture of the Train School 
that I took in 1991.  This 
school was located in 
Newaygo County just across 
the Kent County line. 


