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COVER PHOTO

Mike and Kate, the work horses, on the 

Barnum farm from the 30s and 40s.

Pictured far left is a Gifford Wood 
Company ice harvesting pike pole, 
vintage 1885.

Pictured left Irene and Percy McCoy.

A few months ago I had a phone call from 
some people who had bought the old Per-
cy McCoy house at 403 E. Houghton Ave. 
They were very interested in this house’s 
history. I told them that I knew the son of 
Percy Artman (John) and that I would get 
in touch with him. I recently heard from 
John and here is the information that he 
shared with me along with some pictures.  
John has given me permission to use his 
information and wording.

In the earlier part of the 20th Century my 
mother’s parents, John and Mary Miller, 
owned a farm several miles east of West 
Branch on State Road.  Many farmers had 
to find winter work off the farm to make 
ends meet. In the early 1900s much of 
Michigan pine forests had been logged off 
and the industry had moved on to Wiscon-
sin and Minnesota. During the winter of 
1918 my grandfather, John took work at a 
Cloquet, Minn. sawmill. 

A diphtheria epidemic swept through the 
area and my grandfather came home sick, 
and subsequently developed tuberculosis. 
My grandparents and mother move to Ar-
izona for several months, hoping the dry 
climate would help, but returned to West 
Branch, where John passed away.

 My grandmother couldn’t run the farm 
on her own, so it was sold to the Rau family 
and she bought the house on the corner of 
North Valley Street and Houghton Aveenue 
(403 E. Houghton Ave.). The loss was a 
double so my parents, Percy and Irene Mc-
Coy, built a small home on the North Val-
ley Street half, but it turned out to be a little 
small for them and my grandmother’s too 
large, so they traded homes.

In the summer of 1947 my parents re-

modeled the older Houghton Avenue house 
and we moved in the fall of 1947 when I 
turned four years old. I have some three-
year-flashes of memory of being there: 
Gram, old plaster, dark interior, round oak 
pillars reaching to the high ceiling, and a 
wrap-around porch with a swing. This pe-
riod of time, right after World War II, must 
have been the beginning of modern décor. 
Out with the beautiful oak pillars, gone 
with the wonderful wrap-around porch, in 
with steel cabinets and Formica. 

In fairness, they did retain a fair amount 
of the old charm and my mother had an eye 
for minimal but classy design and was a 
meticulous housekeeper. There were three 
bedrooms and bath upstairs, one bedroom, 
kitchen, dining rooms downstairs. There 
was a low ceiling basement and an exten-

sion on the north side we called “the wood-
shed.” Up until 1960 we heated with coal.  
There was a basement coal room on the 
southeast corner of the basement that my 
Mom converted into what she called “the 
root cellar” where lots of canned goods 
were stored. 

I have always been science and outdoors 
oriented and as a kid had my microscope, 
chemistry set, geology rocks and all that 
setup in the west corner of the basement. 
There is an attic where I think I remember 
the remains of a fire. That must have hap-
pened way back and may have been related 
to grandmother’s original purchase. 

From reading the abstract I remember 
the house was built in 1896. Who owned 
it before my grandmother acquired it is un-
known to me. It was a typical, middle class 
home for those times - a nice new roof, 

siding, windows, wall paper, etc. When she 
sold her home in the 1970s it was in im-
maculate condition. I rarely return to West 
Branch, but several years after her sale I 
saw that it had been sorely neglected and 
made a point not to pass that way again.

My father, Percy, grew up on the Tolfree 
farm where my Grandfather McCoy was 
the general manager. Percy was a butcher 
and ran his own small meat market: Mc-
Coy’s Market. He was a hardworking, 
stern, no nonsense guy. He had a good rep-
utation for quality and a lot of his custom-
ers were farmers where there was a great 
deal of old school loyalty and trust. He had 
a number of serious health problems and 
died when I was 16. My mother, Irene, was 
an outgoing, fun loving gal. Early on she 
taught a number of one room schools in 
Ogemaw County. I have met my share of 
smart and wise people in my life, but none 
could top her.

In 1959 my Grandmother Miller gave me 
an Ogemaw County plat book dated mid 
1890s. This book had layout plats of the 
logging towns like Beaver Lake, Damon, 
and Piper Lake as well as some homestead 
locations. I was good with a compass and 
maps and spent a lot of time exploring the 
woods of Foster Township and points fur-
ther north searching for evidence of early 
history. This was before metal detectors 
became mainstream.  

Exploring and mapping out building 
locations in these old town sites was a 
challenge and great fun. In 1960 at the 
Piper Lake town site, I located the old ice 
house site and digging around in the saw-
dust came up with a forged Gifford Wood 
Company ice harvesting pike pole, vintage 
1885. This was used to pull in blocks of ice 
cut from Piper Lake and stored in sawdust 
for residents’ use in their ice box (refrig-
erator).  

After I got this information, I called the 
people who now own the house that I had 
pictures of the old house and the history. 
It didn’t take them five minutes to get to 
the museum. They were so excited and so 
was I.

I can’t thank John enough for not only 
“Preserving our Heritage” for this couple 
but also for our museum’s archival collec-
tion. Somewhere at the museum we have 
a picture of John’s grandfather at the old 
Tolfree farm when he was manager and of 
John’s dad as a young kid with his dog and 
the rest of his sisters and brothers.

Early Times: McCoy residence
By Sally A. Rea

The McCoy home at 403 E. Houghton Ave. in 
West Branch about 1945, prior to the porch being removed.
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When I moved to West Branch 17 years 
ago, I put a lot of “stuff” in storage. I’ve 
moved three more times in that 17-year pe-
riod and it seems like every time I move, I 
end up adding more “stuff” to that storage 
unit. 

Well, I’m now to the point, maybe it’s an 
age thing, where I’m ready to start down-
sizing a bit, so I’ve been going through 
my storage unit, one box at a time, trying 
to thin it out. Deciding what is still worth 
keeping, what goes on the garage sale pile, 
and what goes to my local thrift shop.

Recently I brought a plastic bin home 
and opened it to find several books and pa-
pers that flooded me with memories. One 
in particular was a blue, cloth bound book 
titled, “The Bluejackets’ Manual, 1943,” 
along with a photograph stuck inside; re-
membering this to be my father’s book 
from when he was in the U.S. Navy during 
World War II and the Korean War.

I noticed on the back of the book in huge 
stamped letters “Chitwood, HB.” I was 
also familiar with the Chitwood name. I 
remember being told by my father that his 
best friend in the Navy was Bernard Chit-
wood, and he had been killed in WWII. 
My middle name is Bernard and I had been 
named after my father’s best friend. I had 
always kind of liked that.

So I decided to do a little research on 
H.B. Chitwood and what I found out was 
surprising to me. It turns out that Bernard 
Chitwood’s first name was Hiram and that 
he attended the same high school as my fa-
ther in Southern Illinois. So they were high 
school friends, graduated together, joined 

the Navy together and both be-
came radio operators on the same 
ship, the USS McDougal, during 
WWII and both were discharged 
the same year. Yes, discharged!

After further investigation, I 
found a newspaper article from 
the Johnston City Progress dat-
ed Aug. 1, 1947. Ironically, my 
grandmother was the editor of this 
newspaper. Below is a portion of 
that article.

The last of four funerals held 
Sunday, was that for Hiram Ber-
nard Chitwood, 22, youngest and 
the only unmarried man of the five 
Johnston City miners to die in the 
explosion. Military services were 
held at the First Methodist Church 
at 4:30 o’clock, conducted by Rev. 
Homer Young, pastor of the First 
Methodist Church, and Rev. Jack 
DeVore, pastor of the First Baptist 
Church, an interment followed at the 
City cemetery. Bernard, youngest 
son of Mrs. Flemon Chitwood, was grad-
uated from the local schools and entered 
the Navy during World War II where he 
served as radioman aboard a destroyer. 
Besides his mother he is survived by the 
following sisters and brothers: Mrs. John 
Dobbins, Mrs. Evelyn Dobbins, Mrs. Neva 
Dobbins and Harold Chitwood, all of this 
city. Ralph and Glenn Chitwood both of 
Detroit, Mich.

A separate but related article reads:

Mining Board and three survivors 
disagree on cause of explosion---West 

Frankfort suffered its worst mine explosion 
Thursday afternoon when 27 men, five of 

whom were from this city, were killed. 
Three in the blast area escaped, but were 
injured. 

The Johnston City dead are; Thos. 
McPheron, 64 , Gus G. Grant, 59, John 
Sebben, 51, Louis Owens, 52, Bernard 
Chitwood, 22. All except one of the 26 
victims were believed to have been killed 
instantly by a gas explosion in a small area 
of Old Ben No. 8 mine, just south of West 
Frankfort. The crews of a loading and cut-
ting machine were engaged in final work 
of an area “worked out” and being aban-
doned.

So as it turns out the knowledge that I 
obtained as a child and had 100 percent 
confidence in as being true as an adult, was 
wrong. That’s kind of mind boggling. 

This is one of those items from my stor-
age unit that has no value to anyone except 
me. The photograph that was stuck in the 
pages of the manual turned out to be of 
Hiram B. Chitwood. My plan is to donate 
this manual to the Veteran’s Museum at the 
Ogemaw County Fairgrounds.

Childhood memories not always accurate
By Grange Bell

For advertising call Kathy
989-450-6163

Hiram Bernard Chitwod

BlueJackets Manual, 1943

U.S.S. McDougal
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Information compiled by Sally A. Rea

A.P. Ternes- March 1, 1928- Detroit Free Press- 
Page 5 map of farm. Farm owner A.P. Ternes is the 

owner of the Tolfree Farm. He used it as a horse ranch 
and raised thoroughbreds in Ogemaw County.

Will and Sarah Hiltaker had a livery stable and restaurant, 
meat delivery rout, back in the early 1900s.

State Police May 12, 1938- New State Police Post approved for construc-
tion on East Houghton Avenue in front of the Brookside Cemetery. Property 

was owned by the city and Cpl. Wright Needham was in charge.

Postage Increase- Jan. 28, 1974- New postage rate increases goes into effect Saturday, 
March 1, 1974.  First class goes from 8 cents to 10 cents and airmail from 11 cents to 13 

cents.  Don’t we wish that was now!

July 14, 1938- New telephone switchboard installed in city of West Branch.  Telephone office is above 
building on N.W. corners of Houghton and North Third Street. Stairway is on east side of the building.

West Branch Geriatric Village (now The Villa) added a new addition to their present building April 1, l976. 
Now the Villa.

May 1944 – Mr. and Mrs. John Weir celebrated their 50th wedding anniversary. Mrs. Weir was the daughter of Mr. and 
Mrs. John Parliament. John Weir came to West Branch in the 1890s.

Feb. 2, 1978- Skidway is now on the Michigan map after many years of waiting.

Tidbits

In September the Barnum farm on Sage Lake Road was of-
ficially declared a Centennial Farm. Takoda Barnum had re-
searched and worked on getting all the details just right to get 
this mission done. Takoda is a young man with a heart of an 
older person; he values his family history and has gone to great 
lengths to do his genealogy and the research on the farm. The 
Rose City Area Historical Society funded the $95 application 
fee and sign. Takoda is the youngest member of that society.

The farm was purchased on July 15, 1910, by his great-grand-
father, Thompson H. Barnum, and his wife, Rose. They pur-
chased the 80 acres from D. Eugene Tolfree. The couple were 
Canadian immigrants and had lived down state for a few years 
but wanted to find the correct piece of land so they could begin 
farming.

Thompson and Rose raised eight children on the farm. The 
farm was nothing but stumps left from the lumbering off the 
property when they arrived. It began a lengthy time spent 
getting rid of them. Takoda says “the stump removal took 50 
year,”, then he laughs. Thompson raised crops such as corn and 
wheat and clover. During World War II he raised hemp used to 
make ropes for the military. The family had, at one time, about 
30 head of dairy cows that were milked the old fashioned way 
by hand. 

Thompson passed away in the mid 60s and his son, Gus, took 
over the farm. Takoda’s father, mother and uncle took over the 
farm after Gus’s death in 1987. Takoda was added to the deed 
in 2000 or so. The farm now is rather quiet but Takoda has 
hopes of slowly bringing it back to life and raising some goats 
and pigs to start with and later expanding to Angus beef cattle.

Many buildings on the farm through the years have been lost 
through wind and fire but several have been rebuilt, includ-
ing the current house in 1925. There is a chicken house built 
about 1943 and an outhouse and other sheds. Somewhere down 
through time the farm was named the Diamond B Farm.

The Barnum family farm
By Cathy Snider

Takoda and his father, Allen, each holding a picture of their grandparents, so four generations

Takoda Barnum unveiling his sign the new sign declaring the Barnum farm as a Centennial Farm.
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Recently I was rummaging through a few boxes filled 
with items of family members who have passed on. It oc-
curred to me that some and most of the contents were not 
simply old, but obsolete. You might say the contents went 
out with “high buttoned shoes,” an old idiom your grand-
mother would have said referring to out of style.

Few high buttoned shoes made it into the boxes of our 
past since most were made from a combination of cheap 
leather and fabric, unable to withstand the elements of 
time. But, the item of yesteryear that did preserve well was 
the “buttonhook.”

Buttoned shoes were closed with the aid of a special tool 
with a long handle with a small hook at one end. Looking 
similar to a crochet hook, these beautifully crafted button-
hooks became an important part of a lady’s dressing rou-
tine. Once the shoes were on the feet, the buttonhook was 
threaded through the “eye” (hole), hooked around a tiny 
button and the button pulled through. My little keeper is of 
carved rosewood, but I have come across some fashioned 
from bone and elegant ones made from ivory. Buttonhole 
shoes made way for the more simple eyelets and shoelaces.

Within my nonsensical box is a long, slender decorative 
box that once graced my Great-grandma Wiltse’s vanity. 
Flip the lid and it is a treasure of several pairs of delicate 
Sunday gloves. Mutton gloves need that same buttonhook 
as for shoes to weave the tiny buttons through the eyes.

There is a beautiful, round leather box with gold em-
bossed initials, M.B., for my aunt, Mollie Brindley. She 
kept her best hats in this traveling case as some of her head 
attire came from a milliner in Washington D.C. A few of 
the hats still have the hat pins stuck into them.  

Dressing years ago was a ritual.

Deeper in the box from the past is a tiny box made from 
fancy wallpaper. I shake it for sound effects and pull the 
lid off to reveal old metal hairpins. They were not called 
bobby pins till the 1950s. If you wanted to create finger 
curls you’d secure them with hairpins. Eventually hairpins 
made way for curlers which made way for electric curling 
devices.

There is another fancy box in the fray of items; Wooden 
and carved and specially made for hankies. Most hankies 
are ornately embroidered and elegantly finished with fine 
tatting or crocheting. These delicate beauties were a finish-
ing touch to a lady’s ensemble, and there is an entire lan-
guage of symbolism associated to hankies. I have my step-
dad’s (Murtin Steward) and my Uncle Alfred’s hankies.  
The hanky made way for the Kleenex and these keepers 
were delegated to the box.

Deep down in the box are several aprons. Oh, sure, we 
use aprons today, but we don’t live in them as past gener-
ations did. The daily “house” apron was for work. Its deep 
pockets and wide bib kept your dress clean and your house 
neat from “dropsy.” If company showed up you used the 
hem to swipe at last minute dust before you hurriedly took 
off the working apron and honed a fancy “company” apron 
more suitable for entertaining guests. The uses for differ-
ent aprons could fill pages of a book and even those from 
the 1950s and ‘60s have stories to tell.

Deeper into the box from the past is an item that hardly 
ever makes it into another era, and when it does it is only 
for show and tell because no one would use it. A “Dust 
Cap.”  Yes, I still have mine. Having spent my childhood 
predominately under my Gram Benjamin’s tutelage, clean-
ing house was almost an art-form in which one needed to 
be dressed for the occasion. We wore our dust caps as we 
swept and mopped floors, dusted and cleaned baseboard, 
window and door trim and dusted the furniture. We wore 
our dust caps when we pulled the rugs to the clothes line 
and beat the “dickens” out of them. The idea was to keep 
your hair clean.  

At the bottom of the box from the past is a few “unmen-
tionables.” Grandma would flail with a willow switch if 
she knew I was telling you about her corset. It had metal 
stays, hook and eye closure, and garter straps. But the real 
find here is in a slender long box sitting beneath the corset. 
The long lid is embossed with J.L. Hudson. It contains a 
pair of silk hosiery from the 1940s, a treasure to be had 
during war time and a treat at anytime in a woman’s life. 
Of course, these items made way for panty hose.

My box from the past gets me thinking about other items 
from times past that made way for newer counterparts.

Daisy and Nell, the two-horse farm power, became hay 
burners and were replaced by 34 horses on rubber that ate 
gas, not commodities from the farmland.

Figuring four columns wide and ten deep by pencil made 
way for a calculator.

A dozen neighbor men shocking a field and running a 
thresher made way for a self-propelled combine. Snapping 
corn ears by hand, having husking parties and using a hand 
sheller made way for the first one row picker which made 
way for today’s self-propelled sheller that does it all.

Taking your corn and wheat to a mill to be made into 
flour made way for prepackaged flour in bags.  

The mill made way to portable feed grinders and mixers 
for most animal feeds to be ground and mixed right on the 

farm.  

I recall Don and Dorothy Thompson handling and haul-
ing cans of milk from area farms to the nearby creameries. 
Some farmers separated the cream for a higher finished 
price. The milk and cream cans made way for the colossal 
sized tankers hauling 130,000 pounds of fresh milk from 
farm to large milk processing plants.

I watched my Uncle Ed Schlichter butcher meat, same as 
Denio’s and Schubert Markets did, and that is a profession 
that takes certain skills few of us today have. Aunt Lucy 
Schlichter would slice your ham and bologna according 
to your preference, be it thick for supper or company thin, 
Cheese was cut from a “wheel” and like the meat it was 
weighed in front of you on a scale then wrapped in meat 
paper and tied off with string. Some butchers had a flair for 
tying that string. It all made way for precut, prepackaged 
food.  

Crank starts on vehicles and tractors made way to elec-
tric starters saving many a broken arm.

Buttons made way for zippers who life expectancy may 
be Velcro-or not. But some new self-adhesive closer will 
come along and Velcro will make way for it.

The telegraph made way for the telephone which has 
evolved to a tiny cell of technology that is a marvel and 
that little cell is already making way to newer programs 
every day.

The guard dog has made way to surveillance cameras 
and gadgets galore to protect what is yours.

The model T made way for today’s fashionable rolling 
tech machines speeding down the roads without drivers. Is 
there hope for a forever tire?

Mounting a camera in the tree is old school, get yourself 
a drone.

The pony express gave way to the railroad that gave way 
to the big over-the-road trucks that gave way to airplanes 
that are giving way to emails.

Painted portraits gave way to glass and tin type negatives 
and pictures and they gave way to Kodak-Eastman film 
that gave way to digital which is now giving way to Cloud.

Over the years I have learned that not “everything old is 
new again” and with the Cloud system before us, so goes 
the Boxes of Our Past making way for untouchable heri-
tage.

Boxes of Our Past
By LuAnn Zettle

Recipes from Days Gone By

Basic Biscuits
Ingredients:

2 cups Flour

1 tbsp Baking Powder

1/2 tsp Salt

1/2 cup Shortening

3/4 cup Milk

Directions:

Preheat oven to 450 degrees F (230 degrees C).

In a large mixing bowl sift together flour, baking powder and salt. Cut in shortening with fork or pastry 
blender until mixture resembles coarse crumbs.

Pour milk into flour mixture while stirring with a fork. Mix in milk until dough is soft, moist and pulls 
away from the side of the bowl.

Turn dough out onto a lightly floured surface and toss with flour until no longer sticky. Roll dough out 
into a 1/2 inch thick sheet and cut with a floured biscuit or cookie cutter. Press together unused dough 
and repeat rolling and cutting procedure.

Place biscuits on ungreased baking sheets and bake in preheated oven until golden brown, about 10 
minutes.
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14 DRAFT 
BEERS 
AVAILABLE

BEST 
SELECTION 
IN TOWN!

8 LOCATIONS TO SERVE YOU....

WEST BRANCH • EAST TAWAS 

HOUGHTON LAKE • OSCODA • BAY CITY 

 KALKASKA • LAKE ORION • SAGINAW

Pizza, Pasta, Ribs, 
Fish, Mexican 

& Much, Much More!

WE DELIVER
200 W. Houghton Ave. 

West Branch

989-345-3008
Mon - Thurs 10 - 11 

 Fri & Sat 10 - Midnight  
Sun 11 - 11

VOTED BEST PIZZA FOR 14 CONSECUTIVE YEARS 

VOTED BEST RESTAURANT

Beauty Tips
IN THE MORNING: Mix a handful of oatmeal with enough spring water to 

make a paste, and put this mixture on your face and neck. When it dries, rinse 
the paste off with whey, then with water, and dry your skin with a soft rag.

AT NIGHT: Rub a mixture of honey and glycerin onto your face, then after 
awhile wipe it off gently with a soft cloth.

ONCE A WEEK: Add a teaspoon of honey to one mashed apple, mix them 
together, and put this “cream” on your face and neck. Leave 
it in place for half an hour, and then rinse with whey or cold 
milk. (Make sure your husband will be gone awhile before 
you start this treatment!)

TO SMOOTH WRINKLES: Apply barley water and a 
few drops of balm of Gilead to your wrinkles every day.

TO BLEACH YOUR SKIN: Rub cucumber slices on your 
face.

TOWING
Lock Outs • Recovery • Tires 

Jump Starts • 24 Hours Service

D&N Garage Inc. 
Voted People’s #1 Choice for Towing & 

Used Parts for Ogemaw and Arenac Counties

Celebrating 
50 years  in 

business

989-345-2118

Used Auto Parts Hours: 
Mon. - Fri. 9-5 p.m., Sat. 9 - 1 p.m.

We Buy Junk 
Cars Auto Salvage

To Ventilate a Room: Place a pitcher of cold water on a table in your room and 
it will absorb all the gasses with which the room is filled from the respiration 
of those eating or sleeping in the room. Very few realize how important such 
purification is for the health of the family, or, indeed, understand or realize that 
there can be any impurity in the rooms; yet in a few hours a pitcher or pail of 
cold water — the colder the more effective — will make the air of a room pure, 
but the water will be entirely unfit for use.

To Remove Odors from Ice Box, Cupboard or Pantry: Fill a dish with boiling 
water and drop in a piece of charcoal.

To Remove Onion Odor: To remove the odor of onions from saucepans in which 
they have been cooked, put sal soda [baking soda], fill with water, and let it 
stand on the stove until it boils; then wash in hot suds, and rinse well.

To Remove Bad Smells: Articles of clothing, or of any other character, which 
have become impregnated with bad-smelling substances, will be freed from 
them by burying for a day or two in the ground. Wrap up lightly before burying.

To Wash Glassware: Use a little ammonia in dishwater when washing glass-
ware; it will make it sparkle like cut glass.

Tumblers which Have Contained Milk: Should be first rinsed in cold water 
before washing in hot water.

Stain on Spoons from Boiled Egg: Remove stain by rubbing with a little salt.

To Cleanse a Sponge: Rub a fresh lemon thoroughly into soured sponge and 
rinse it several times in lukewarm water; it will become as sweet as 
when new.

Care of Oil Paintings: Gently wipe the picture, when necessary, 
in sweet milk and warm water, drying carefully.

To Clean a Papered Wall: Cut into eight pieces a large loaf 
of bread two days old, blow dust off wall, rub down with 
a piece of the bread in half-yard strokes, beginning at 
the top of room, until upper part is cleaned, then go 
round again, repeating until all has been gone 
over. If done correctly, so that every spot is 
touched, the paper will look almost new. Dry 
corn meal may be used in place of bread, 
applying it with a cloth.

Hints & Help
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West Branch 
Collision, Inc.
Your #1 Unibody Frame Specialist 

with precision collision repair

Serving the area for over 35 years .

• Custom Painting
• Auto Collision Repair

CALL GARY 989-345-7230
www .westbranchcollision .com

Concrete Construction Experts

(989) 345-0628
www.finishedconcrete.com

“Enhance the beauty and strength of concrete floors”

Environmentally sensible. 
The HiPERFLOOR process transforms 
existing concrete substrate into a wear- 
resistant floor by mechanically refining the 
concrete. This extends the lifetime of the 
floor and reduces the volume of waste 
compared to other flooring options like 
epoxy, linoleum or vinyl.

Hard and resistant. 
With the HiPERFLOOR method, we take 
an already hard material and increase the 
surface density and abrasion resistance 
to a level where the concrete surface is 
extremely resistant to wear and marking.

Durable and cost efficient. 
The HiPERFLOOR concrete polishing 
system significantly increases durability 
and reduces life cycle maintenance costs. 
The absence of a surface coating reduces 
costs traditionally associated with flooring 
installations. The result is a smoother 
surface with reduced cleaning costs.

Light reflective. 
In addition to reduced maintenance costs 
there is also the added benefit of reduced 
lighting requirements, a result of the higher 
light reflectivity of the surface.
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Recipes from Days Gone By

Pecan Pie
Ingredients:

1 9-inch pie shell, frozen (freeze for half an hour if freshly made) (I recommend our easy, flaky, sour cream pie crust)

2 cups pecans, coarsely chopped (save a few whole pecan halves to create a decoration on the surface of the pie if you want)

3 eggs, slightly beaten

1 cup light corn syrup

1/2 cup brown sugar

1 Tbsp molasses (unsulphured)

4 Tbsp butter, melted

1/2 teaspoon salt

2 teaspoon vanilla extract

Directions:

Mix pecan pie filling: Preheat oven to 350°F. In a medium bowl vigorously mix together the eggs, 
brown sugar, corn syrup, molasses, melted butter, vanilla, salt, until smooth. (No need for a mixer, you 
can beat by hand using a wooden spoon.)

Spread the chopped pecans over the bottom of a frozen pie shell. Pour the filling over the pecans. 
Don’t worry about burying the pecans, they will rise to the surface. (If you have reserved a few whole 
pecan halves, you can use them to arrange them on the surface in a decorative pattern. Just dip them 
below the wet filling and let them rise again so they get coated with the filling.)

 Bake at 350°F for 30 minutes. After 30 minutes tent the pie loosely with aluminum foil to prevent the 
crust and pecans from getting too browned. Bake for another 35 to 45 minutes until the filling has set. 
The pie should be a bit wiggly in the center.

 Remove from oven and let cool completely. Note that the pie will be puffed up a bit when you first 
take it out of the oven, it will settle as it cools.

By the 1920s my Grandmother Benjamin was already in 
her ‘30s. Many years later I asked about the 1920s and she 
whispered, “it was a scandalous period.

“Scandalous.”

Hmm. Gram, like so many of her age, was caught in 
an era that was breaking away from the strict Edwardian 
years she had been raised in and it suddenly was a time for 
“anything goes.”

Toss out those tight laced corsets and firm fitting ankle 
length attire for the short, straight, float over the body, de-
liciously soft crepe dresses. Gone was the elaborate Gib-
son Girl looks. Hair was bobbed, held by gel, scarves or 
cache hats. Puffy long sleeves were hacked off to show, 
“gasp,” arms, with a brace of dangling bracelets. And 
cleavage didn’t count, it was draped with rows of pearls 
that dangled in long strands.  

And it was scandalous to wear rouge and lipstick and 
pluck eyebrows for a fashionable face.

Men were just as fashionable with their striped suits, fe-
doras and spats. Oh my!

It was the Jazz Age. 
The Roaring ‘20s. And 
oh, how it roared. Short 
skirted, fast dancing, 
hard drinking, cigarette 
smoking flappers entering 
speakeasies serving up 
bathtub gin.

Too many gangsters to 
list them all, but Al Ca-
pone and Bugsy topped 
that list and we had our 
own famous Purple Gang 
rum running along the 
shores of Michigan.

Extravagant movie stars 
such as Garbo, Valentino 
and Joan Crawford had 
girls flocking to the new 
motion picture shows.

Dance contests brought couples together stepping lively 
to the Charleston for record breaking hours.

The Sultan of Swat (Babe Ruth) dominated the diamond 
and Sonja Henie skated herself not only to fame but into 
the heart of nearly every girl in Amer-
ica.

Paper dolls were a hit for little girls, 
and boys wanted a baseball mitt.

The ‘20s was an era of invention. As 
electric was strung house to house, the 
icebox became a refrigerator and with 
this new contraption came a host of 
frozen vegetables and later a variety 
of frozen foods.

The zipper was invented and cloth-
ing manufacturers went nuts with zip-
ping everything. Kleenex, Band Aids 
and Scotch Tape were invented.

Prohibition waged on, the stock 
market crashed, but Lucky Lindy 
landed in France and Annie Oakley 
shot an amazing 98 out of 100 clays. And with all that 
excitement, flag-pole sitting gained the headlines.

Newly electrified kitchens acquired water facets instead 
of the hand pumps laboriously used earlier, and women 
marveled at their electric stoves and dishwashers were in-
vented.  

After more than 15 million Model T’s sold, Henry Ford 
introduced the Model A. Ford also made airplanes and op-
erated his own airlines, its name, Stout Air Lines, was the 
first airline to carry the mail. But, the airlines suffered be-
cause Ford refused to allow his Detroit Airport to operate 
on Sunday.

Presidents of the 
1920s: Woodrow Wil-
son created the Fed-
eral Reserve System 
and won the Nobel 
Peace Prize for help-
ing to end World War 
II. Warren G. Harding 
signed a bill to estab-
lish limits on immi-
gration. John Calvin 
Coolidge was a great 

believer in commercial aviation and passed the Air Com-
merce Act. Herbert Hoover helped create a corporation to 

loan money to banks and businesses to al-
low them to battle the financial depression 
our country was in, his famous saying be-
ing, “the business of America is business.”

Maxwell House, Wonder Bread, Gerber 
Baby Food and Borden’s Homogenized 
Milk were introduced to the consumer. 
Rice Krispies, Peter Pan peanut butter and 
Hostess Cakes were hits with youngsters.

Hollywood’s famous Valentino died 
around the same time Charlie Chapin be-
came famous as the Little Tramp in a mov-
ie called “The Gold Rush.”

The first Miss America Pageant was held 
in 1921. Will Rogers’s country wisdom, 
humor and vaudeville rope tricks wowed 
the American audiences.

As a bibliophilic, let me introduce a few literary icons of 
the 1920s. William Faulkner’s “The Sound and the Fury” 
was not an immediate success, it lingered for three years 
before it got an audience. Sinclair Lewis, Edna Millay, 
Carl Sandburg and Edna Ferber were outshined by Hem-
mingway’s writings, “The Sun Also Rises” and “A Farwell 
to Arms.”  Yet it was F. Scott Fitzgerald that owned the 
1920s literature scene with “This Side of Paradise.” “The 
Beautiful and Damned,” “Tales of the Jazz Age” and his 
hit masterpiece, “The Great Gatsby,” which by the way he 
based Daisy on his wife, Zelda.

My mother, Geraldine Brindley, was born in 1925 but 
by the time she could read, the era had not darkened and 

she was gifted with a little 
book, “Steamboat Willie,” 
that later became a block-
buster movie staring, of 
all things, a mouse, named 
Mickey.  

M-i-c-k-e-y is a great 
place to finish the ‘20s.

The Scandalous 1920s
By LuAnn Zettle
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For a long time I have been thinking that 
I should write down some of the things that 
I remember. I will not go beyond the age 
of sixteen.

I am now in my seventy-fifth year and 
losing much of the urge to do anything that 
requires concentration or energy; besides, 
my memory might become more dulled, so 
if I don’t begin soon I may never get some 
of the things on paper that I would like you 
to know.

If you don’t enjoy any part of my notes, 
who knows but that your children might.

I was born a pioneer in my part of Michi-
gan, being one of the oldest children (with-
in ten years) born in Ogemaw County and 
I believe I was the first child born in Lo-
gan Township. My birth certificate reads 
“Churchill Township,” and my mother said 
that was right, a Logan Township had not 
as yet been set aside as a separate town-
ship.

First, I will draw a map of our immediate 
neighborhood, staying within a radius of 
two miles, and number the places as I re-
member them, so you will be able to follow 
my stories more closely. The place where I 
was born will be No. 1. 

Then I will begin by telling you about 
some of the things I remember hearing.

My father, his brother Frank and his 
mother, Charlotte Rice Withney (later Lar-
rabee) lived in a little log house when they 
first came to Ogemaw County. I will num-
ber this place No. 2.

I remember the house, but by the time 
I remembered it, it was used for a shelter 
for sheep and cattle. This land became the 
property of my uncle, Frank Withey. Lat-
er, when the road was established, he built 
himself another house nearer the road. 
Here, he was married to Lizzie Hodgins, 
and to them were born four children, Jes-
sie, Charlie, Azile, and Elva. Then after a 
while, this house was replaced by a fine 
large residence, just a little to the north. I 
will number it No. 3.

My father bought some land and built 
himself a log house. He lived there with 
his mother at the time he met my mother, 
Acelia Clara Burt. This is No. 1.

Maybe I had better stop right here and tell 
you a little history of my father and mother.

My father, Charles Marshall Withey, was 
the third child born Jan. 8, 1857, of Livius 
and Charlotte Rice Withey, near the town 
of Cape Vincent, Jefferson County, New 
York State. There is still a Rice Corners 
in this part of New York, named after my 
grandmother’s family. The family, Bert, 
Alexander, Charles, Axie, and Frank, with 
their mother and father, came to Michigan 
and settled near Sparta. The sister, Axie, 
died in childhood of scarlet fever. My fa-
ther nearly died too of this dread disease, 
leaving him partially deaf in one ear for the 
rest of his life. I remember that my grand-
mother never quite got over the death of 
her daughter.

My mother’s father, John Burt, the el-
dest of a family of twelve, moved with his 
parents to Michigan when he was twelve 
years of age. They settled three miles west 
of what is now Linden. There wasn’t any 
Flint or Linden at that time. There was 
an Indian trading post on the Flint River 
where Flint is now located.

It took my grandfather three days with an 

ox team to go to Pontiac, where the nearest 
grist mill and store were located, to have 
his wheat ground into flour and to buy tea, 
sugar, and materials needed to make cloth-
ing.

It was just fifty years before this that 
Washington had sent a delegation to Mich-
igan to look it over. This delegation re-
turned with the report that it was unfit for 
human habitation owing to the swamps and 
poor drainage.

Ague, or chills and fever, were quite 
prevalent at that time.

Soon after the Burt family came to Mich-
igan, my grandfather’s father died, and he 

was left as chief supporter of this large 
family.

My grandfather’s mother, my great-grand-
mother Burt, lived to be ninety-six years of 
age. I can remember her, although at the 
time I was five or six years old. She was a 
small woman, and only came to my moth-
er’s shoulders. She was one of the Dutch 
settlers from eastern Pennsylvania. I have 
a bead pocket of hers in which she carried 
her snuff box. The snuff boxes those days 
were very pretty and the ladies prized them 
highly. I will tell you a secret - I put ashes 
in her snuff box once.

My grandfather married Sarah Harris, 
and to this union were born Edd, Adelaid, 
Lucinda, Acelia and John.

The lumbering industry brought my fa-
ther and his brothers Bert and Frank, to 
Ogemaw County when my father was in 
his early twenties. Bert was a blacksmith, 
and father and Frank worked in the lumber 
woods. Father was a river driver, usually 
what was called the key man. He had the 
dangerous job of breaking the log jams on 
the river. This was done with pike poles, 
and when the jams broke the man who had 
to pick the log which held the jam had to 
vault with his pole to safety. This required 

Editor’s note: The Ogemaw County Voice was given a book titled “This I Remember” written by Lottie Woughter of West Branch, 

dedicated to “My Dear Granddaughters.” We will be publishing excerpts from that book starting with the following.

This I Remember

REMEMBER continued on page 11 »
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When the sun rose on the morning on 
June 21, 1864, Noah Vangorder, Elisha 
Wright, Daniel Smith, Arel Osborn, and 
David Hoyte and the rest of the men of the 
5th Michigan received their orders. They 
were to probe along the Jerusalem Plank 
Road toward the Weldon and Petersburg 
Railroad.

The 5th, along with many other regi-
ments of the 3rd Division of the 2nd Corps; 
went forward and skirmished with Confed-
erates along the way. Elements of the 6th 
Corps were to advance along with our 2nd 
Division to keep the two corps attached. 
The 6th Corps encountered Confederate 
troops and began to entrench instead of 
continuing forward. Confederate Division 
Com. William Mahone saw the gap open 
between the two Union corps and ordered 
his men forward through a ravine he was 
aware of which would hide their approach.

At 3 p.m. the Confederates appeared in 
the rear of the 2nd Division and attacked. 
The Union men of Brig. Gen. Francis C. 
Barlow heard the Rebel yell coming from 
behind them, causing chaos and collapsing 
the Union lines quickly. Union Gen. John 
Gibbon’s division was also caught by sur-
prise and retreated. By this time, seeing the 
retreat of the two corps, Gen. David Birney 
ordered his men, including the 5th Mich-
igan, back to the new Federal lines. With 
new lines formed, the Federals were able 
to rally and stabilize their Divisions. Dark-
ness ended the fighting.

Early the next morning, June 23, the 2nd 
Corps was ordered to retake the lost ground 
of the previous day. They soon found out 
that the Confederates had pulled back 
out of the Union earthworks and back to 
their main lines. At that point orders were 
changed; they were to march to the Wel-
don Railroad and destroy as much track as 
possible. Before the 5th Michigan could 

get there, a Vermont brigade had started 
tearing up the tracks. The Vermonters were 
attacked by a large group of Rebels after 
only one-half mile of track had been pulled 
up. Many of the Vermonters were captured 
and taken prisoner. The 5th Michigan and 
almost all the Federals were able to get 
back to their lines before the Confederate 
attack. The Rebels stood and fired several 
rounds, then redeployed back to their main 
lines knowing they were badly out num-
bered.

The Battle of Jerusalem Plank Road 
was over. In the two days of fighting the 
Union losses were 2,962 killed, wound-
ed, and missing. The Confederate losses 
were much less, only losing 572 men. The 
Rebels were able to hold on to and con-
trol the Weldon Railroad. The Union army 
destroyed a short segment of railroad but 
more importantly, the Union siege lines 
were stretched further to the west.

The Siege of Petersburg lasted nine 
month, two weeks, and two days. It be-
gan on June 9, 1864, and ended on March 
25, 1865. Eight of the nine months, both 
armies spent constructing trench lines, 
which stretched over 30 miles on both 
sides. This was the first trench warfare the 
world had ever seen; it was used again in 
World War I. The trenches started on the 
southeast side of Petersburg and went 
north to the east side of the Rebel capital 
of Richmond. There were 18 large-scale 
battles during the nine months along with 
daily sporadic skirmishes along the trench-
es. We will concentrate on the actions and 
involvements of the 5th Michigan.

Plans were made for an attack after a 
huge explosion at a Confederate fort called 
Elliott’s Salient. This was to happen at 4 
a.m. on the morning of July 30. Starting in 
late June, miners from the 48th Pennsyl-
vania began digging a shaft in a t-shape, 

which would end under the Rebel fort. The 
shaft was 511 feet long and extended 75 
feet in both directions at the end. The top 
of the T was 150 feet long and was filled 
with 8,000 pounds of gunpowder. Things 

did not go well. If you want to learn about 
it, it’s called The Battle of the Crater.

The 5th Michigan’s role in the battle 
started at 3 a.m. three days earlier, on July 
27. Com. Gen. Grant ordered Gen. Han-

Ogemaw and Iosco counties and the Civil War
By David C. Malcolm

Some the trenches around Petersburg.

CIVIL WAR continued on page 11 »

Information compiled by Sally A. Rea
On Aug. 1, 1935 - Clifford Abbs 

purchased the Sargent Hardware.

On Sept. 25, 1969 - Dr. Thomas West-
erfield became an associate with Dr. Mick 

Turner in the practice of optometry here in West 
Branch.

On July 4, 1889 - A new church was built on the corner 
of Lake George Road and Rau Road. A new cornerstone was 

laid for the church. The church was completed and dedicated 
July1, 1891.

Feb. 17, 1944 - Lynn Smith moved from the Traverse City Sate Police 
Post to the West Branch State Police Post as the new commander.

December of 1940 - West Branch City Council unanimously voted to purchase a 
parcel of land lying adjacent to southeast city limits for the sum of $550. This land 

was to be used eventually as a sewage disposal plant.

In 1978 the first female Michigan State Police Trooper, Kathleen McNally, was stationed at 
the West Branch State Police Post.

July 4, 1938- A memorial window was place in the Trinity Episcopal Church for Frank Estey.

Oct. 11, 1979- The Sunshine Club celebrated 70 years of being a club that started in October of 1909 by Ella 
Grow and Ellen McFadden.

Tidbits
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cock and his entire corps to cross the James 
River at a sharp bend in the river called the 
“Deep Bottoms.” After crossing the pon-
toon bridges that had been built during 
the night, the corps was to march north to-
wards Richmond.

The plan was to force Confederate Gen. 
Lee to reduce his forces at the Salient 
area to stop the advance of our corps, cut-
ting down the numbers of Rebels for the 
planned attack on the morning of the July 
30. When Gen. Lee learned about the 2nd 
Corps march, he ordered 16,500 men north 
to reinforce the Rebel lines.

After crossing the river, the 2nd Corps 
with the 5th Michigan in line formed po-
sitions on the east bank of Baily’s Creek, 
from the New Market Road to almost 
to Fussell’s Mill. The Confederate lines 
across the creek along the west bank were 
formidable and Gen. Hancock chose not 
to attack and spent the rest of the day per-
forming reconnaissance, looking for a way 
to flank the Confederates. Rebel Gen. Lee 
continued to reinforce his lines facing our 
2nd Corps, reacting as Gen. Grant had 
hoped. Fighting broke out along the creek 
and causalities were taken on both sides. 
At dusk the shooting stopped and Gen. 
Hancock’s march was called off in the late 
afternoon. General Grant was satisfied that 
the operation had worked and sufficient 
Confederate forces had left the area around 
the Elliot Salient. The 5th Michigan did its 
part in the days before the planned explo-
sion and attack. Thank goodness they were 
not involved in that battle.

From July 28 to Aug.18 the 5th Michigan 

stayed in the trenches on the north side of 
the James River at the Deep Bottom. At 9 
a.m. on the Aug. 18 the 5th Corps, under 
Gen. Gouverneur K. Warren, attacked an 
area of the Weldon Railroad near the inter-
section of two roads very close to the Globe 
Tavern. The 5th Michigan and the rest of 
the 2nd Brigade, 3rd Division of the 2nd 
Corps were ordered at 2 p.m. to support 
Warren’s advance. Fighting was heavy all 
along the lines, but again fighting slowed 
at dark. Gen. Hancock then gave orders for 
the 2nd Corps to pull back to a new line of 
fortifications, which were connected with 
the main Union lines along the Jerusalem 
Plank Road,

At 9 a.m. on Aug. 21 the Confederates 
attacked the strong Federal lines. The at-
tacks were made in four different spots of 
the line. The 5th Michigan had to face the 
enemy again. Heavy fighting went on for 
almost two hours and by 10:30 a.m. the 
Rebels started to withdraw from the heavy 
Federal fire. The battle of Globe Tavern 
was the first Union victory of the Siege.

Our Michigan men of the 5th had seen 
a lot of action from late June through the 
month of August and were ordered to the 
rear to rest and re-supply. Our 2nd Brigade 
did not see any more action until Oct. 27 
when new orders came directly from 2nd 
Corps Com. Gen. Hancock to all regimen-
tal commanders. In the morning of Oct. 27 
Hancock ordered his entire corps to march 
across a creek called Hatcher’s Run and 
flank the Rebel line at the Burgess Mill. 
Confederate Gen. Henry Heth had two di-
visions available to him and tried to stop 

the Union advance. The two divisions did 
well in slowing down our advance. Gen. 
Hancock was concerned that the rebels 
were going to be supported soon, so he 
ordered his corps back to the river. When 
they arrived a division of Confederate Cal-
vary was waiting. For a short period time 
the 2nd Corps was isolated on the north 
side of Hatchers Run with no support. 
More and more Rebels appeared and soon 
the 5th Michigan and the rest of the 2nd 
Corps were surrounded on three sides with 
no good line of retreat.

Seizing the initiative, Gen. Hancock or-
dered his divisions to attack. The 5th did 
not panic and charged the right Confeder-
ate flank. Both rebel flanks collapsed and 
started to retreat. Orders were given not to 
pursue but to reform to the entrenchments 
at the river.

Gen. Grant was pleased with the results 
of what became known as the Battle of 
Boycher Plank Road. Casualties were 
1,758 Union and 1,300 Confederates. Al-
though the 5th Michigan and the rest had 
repulsed the Confederates attack, their 
current position was still dangerous. Using 
the darkness of night, the 5th moved out 
at midnight and with the rest of the corps 
went back to their original lines. Our divi-
sion was shifted to the west to connect with 
the 5th Corps and extend the line.

Gen. Hancock’s Gettysburg wound be-
came too painful and decided to resign his 
field command and work on Gen. Meade’s 
staff at headquarters. Command of the 
2nd Corps went to Major Gen. Andrew A. 
Humphreys. Over the next three months 

both armies got prepared for winter. No 
other major fighting went on for the 5th 
Michigan until Feb. 5, 1865.

Just before dusk on the Feb. 5, confed-
erate Gen. John B. Gordan attacked the 
Union right flank near Armstronges’s Mill. 
Heavy fighting resulted with the 5th Michi-
gan positioned right in the middle. After an 
hour and a half of heavy fighting, the Con-
federates were repulsed. The 5th stayed in 
their positions for hours. Around 3 a.m. 
two Union divisions from the 5th Corps ar-
rived to reinforce the line. Seeing the rein-
forcements arriving, Gen. Gordon did not 
attack again.

Sadly, Pvt. Elisha Wright and Corp. Dan-
iel Smith of the 5th Michigan were both 
wounded. Elisha Wright’s wounds were 
serious but he was able to survive the sur-
gery. He spent the rest of the war and short-
ly after in the hospital until he was mus-
tered out on June 7, 1865. Daniel Smith’s 
wound was not as debilitating and he was 
back in service with the 5th after several 
weeks. 

No one knew it, but that was the end 
of any fighting for the 5th Michigan in 
the Siege of Petersburg. The actual siege 
did not end until March 25 of 1865. The 
Richmond- Petersburg Campaign was 
very costly for both sides. Union Gen. 
Grant could replace his men but Confed-
erate Gen. Lee had no more replacements 
available. Estimated losses were 28,000 
dead, wounded, and missing Confederates, 
and 42,000 Union men. Seventy thousand 
American men’s lives in nine months, two 
weeks, and two days.

Civil War
« Continued from page 10

skill and speed, but he could ride a floating 
log for miles, with nothing but a pole to 
balance him.

When my father was nearly seventy years 
old, he took some of us to the AuSable Riv-
er at Five Channels Dam for an outing. He 
had the urge to see if he could still ride a 
log so he cut himself a pole and did ride a 
log down this fast river without the proper 
kind of boots which the river drivers wear. 

In the early 1880s, my mother’s two 
sisters came to Ogemaw County to teach 
school. Aunt Lucinda (Sin we always 
called her) taught the “Red” School. This is 
still called the “Red” School. Aunt Adelaid 
(Add) taught the “O’Neal” School.

For two years my mother came north 
with her father to hunt deer and to visit her 
older sisters. She met my father the first 
year, but he was engaged to marry one of 
the Goodwin girls at that time. I have the 
Goodwin home numbered #4. That winter, 
the black diphtheria swept the country, and 
this family of three or four children were 
stricken. One boy, Billie, was the only one 
who survived.

Just previous to this, the Isaac Jones fam-
ily had arrived from West Virginia. Their 
two children, Jimmie and Luther, were 
stricken with diphtheria and Jimmie was 
taken. With Mr. and Mrs. Jones and their 
two boys, came Mr. Jones’ aged mother 
and maiden sister, Eppie. We all called her 
“Aunt Eppie.” It took the Jones family six 
weeks to make trip from West Virginia to 
Ogemaw by covered wagon, bringing with 

them two cows and a peacock. The pea-
cock froze to death the first winter. Aunt 
Eppie never married, as her lover had been 
killed in the Civil War. We children used to 
listen to her tell stories of how she risked 
her life at the battle front to carry food to 
her lover.

The state of Virginia was badly hurt by 
the war, as the western part of the state had 
separated from the eastern part and gone 
with the north, and the eastern part had 
gone with the south. This very unfortu-
nate family lived on the border and some 
of their family and friends fought on the 
side of the north, and some on the side of 
the south.

These stories fascinated me. We liked 
this Aunt Eppie very much and wish we 
had an Aunt Eppie. When there was a big 
batch of dishes to do, she would say, “You 
girls go and play, I will wash the dishes.”

After the arrival of the Jones family, oth-
er children came; Oscar, Carrie, Susie and 
Tracy. In fact, Carrie was named after Car-
rie Root.

The Root home was near the corner 
where the Withey school house was locat-
ed and where John Withey now lives. This 
corner was called “Root’s Corners” when I 
was a child, but is now called “Withney’s 
Corners.” I will mark this No. 6.

There hasn’t been any house here since I 
was about six years old. The George Grif-
fiths lived here for a while. Mrs. Griffith 
(Cora), and Mrs. Charles (Jennie) Wallace 

were sisters, coming from Monroe, Mich. 
They were from the Southworth family, a 
well-known family from that part of Mich-
igan.

I well remember the day Mrs. Griffith 
died in childbirth. The baby died too, leav-
ing a family of small children motherless. 
William and George Griffith, the McLeans, 
Rosebrughs,  and Woughters all came from 
around Harrow, Canada. They came to 
Ogemaw about 1882. In fact, your grand-
father, Holden Woughter, was born a few 
months after they arrived, Nov. 26, 1882. 
He was the youngest in his family and the 
only one born in Michigan. Ernest, Vio-
la and Hubert were born in Canada. The 
Woughters settled near Campbell’s Cor-
ners. Settlers were moving in fast between 
Root’s Corners and West Branch, which 
was becoming a lively, little lumbering 
town. However, I believe my father was 
the first settler in what is now known as 
Logan Township.

The Charles Wallaces settled across the 
road from where my father lived in Chur-
chill Township. This house still stands. Lu-
cille, Byron, Russell and Tracy were born 
here, before they moved back to Monroe. I 
will number their place #7.

I must mention a few more pioneer fam-
ilies from this part of the country. One of 
them was the Andersons. The old man An-
derson lived alone in a one-room house 
located just south of the Wallace place. 
A small group of Ash trees now mark the 
place for me. I will number this No. 8.

Mr. Anderson’s son, Johnnie, and his 
wife, Deliah (Greenia) Anderson, lived at 
the place marked No. 9.

Almira, Clarence, Clara, and Inez were 
born to this family. Old man Anderson 
lived a very short way from us. He had a 
homemade bunk with straw in it for a bed, 
a stove and a homemade table and bench. 
I can well remember the death of this kind 
old man, because this was my first experi-
ence with death.

Another family I remember was Mr. and 
Mrs. John Lyons and their adopted daugh-
ter, Violet. Mrs. Lyons was an Indian and a 
very fine woman. She was a sister to Mrs. 
McCallum Sr., Mr. McCallum was an En-
glish surveyor, and his Indian wife was 
very pretty, very proud, and always well-
dressed. After her husband’s death, she 
lived with her son, Harry, and his wife on 
the Lyons’ place, which I have numbered 
10. This place is now owned by Bill Dahl 
and is a far cry from the original, when the 
Lyons lived there.

Uncle Bert Withney’s family lived for a 
while where the Don Moore’s farm home 
is now located. At first, my Uncle Bert had 
a blacksmith shop at Campbell’s Corners. 
They lived at three or four different places, 
the longest time being on the Sage Lake 
Road. This family consisted of Uncle Bert, 
Aunt Relle, her son, Billie Kimble, by a 
previous marriage, and then Orrin, Mamie, 
Electa-, and Flora were born to Uncle Bert 
Withey’s family.

Remember
« Continued from page 9



YesterdaysPage 12 • Ogemaw County Voice DECEMBER 2018 - JANUARY 2019

1901 Dam Road • West Branch

989-345-0540

We are proud 
to support our local 
historical heritage!

Serving Michigan Since 1967


