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4 pudllication of the Genealozists ol the Clinton County Histeric

MORE MEMORIES OF LONG AGO

In the Great Depresgsion of the '30s,

we lived ol d farm near Owosso, in Central
Michigan. We cut our firewood by two-man
crogseut sdaws, and practically lived in
our long Jjohns.

On thase winter mornings, we would grab

our clothes and run for downstairs, to
dress behind the sbove, hoping Lo avioid
chilblaived feet. There was a trap line to
check on the dark and frozen creek. cows to
be milked, liwvestock to feed, bed and water.
It was bad luek if the huge hand pump had
lost its prime. Then we had to get a
piteher of water and paur it down the
pump' s east iran throat until it would
regurgitate a blast off icy water for the
animals. Then, up to the house to wash up
and have pancakes ahd eggs with sausage.

Lunches in hand —— homemade bread and apple
butter —— ol'f we'd go in a neighboring
boy's Model A Ford to high school. The
heater in thal primative car was a hinged
flap into the engine compartment and on

the down side of any hill the fumes would
have us opening our windows.

After graduation at 16 in 1939, T Finished
a correspondence sehool course in aireraft
theory, sold my pet Guernsey cow to my

dad and left for three months of aircraft
shop treining in Califernia. I1I']ll never
forget the look of anguish on my dear
mother's face as the Grand Truck pulled
out of the Langing Station. It was my
first train fLrip, my first time awsy from
home.

Within & year T was a final assembly
foremarn over & small erew of riveters

at the Willow Run bember plant. One day

I followed Charles lLindbergh down the
line, marveling at his curipsity. Another
time, Franklin and Eleanor Roosevelt
cheered us orl.

After three years in the Air Foree,
I landed at the Remulus airfield, where

my parents and grandfather marveled at the

rizal, Soeciety

size of our plane.

My grandfather and T have seen many changes
in the span of our two lives. When he was

a child he saw Indians camping by the spring
in our woods. One of his duties was to ride
four miles north from our farm to "Rochester
Coleny" to get a bag of corn ground into
neal. Perhaps before I'm gone I will see
commuter service from Metro toe the moon.

Keith Baker who wrote of his memories now
lives in IF'erndale, Michigan.

Keith Baker and his grandfather,
Alvin Christian Baker, on the fam-
ily farm in Clinton County in the
1920s.

YOUR ESTORY WANTED

The Clinton County Trails is your
publiecation. Please send any materisl you
would like to see included to Catherine Reed,
581 W. Btate Road, Lansing, Michigan, 48906.
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