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Meetings are cancelled until further notice. 
We are looking for helpers to file-away and store records at the museum 

 
 

Hello friends!  Summer is here and the strawberry season is in full 
swing here in Michigan. One of my favorite pie recipes is strawberry pie 
made with sweet Michigan strawberries. I know that the Big Boy has 
strawberry pie but it doesn’t hold a candle to your own homemade pie. I first 
tasted this version back in the 1970’s when Karen Edgar sent a couple of 
strawberry pies to the bank with George for the employees to enjoy on their 
break. That was when the old Kent City State Bank was in the building that is 
now the Grice’s Hometown Pharmacy. 
 
It is so delicious and easy to make as most of the ingredients are in your pantry except for the berries.  
You can make your own pie crust or use a store-bought crust; it’s up to you. I mentioned earlier that 
Karen Edgar had made this pie but I actually got the recipe from Rose Finkler- who also worked at 
the bank.  Enjoy – and have a wonderful Summer!! 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

“Nita’s Recipe Corner” 
 

Fresh Strawberry Pie 
3 Tablespoons cornstarch 
1 cup granulated white sugar 
3 heaping Tablespoons of strawberry Jell-O 
1 cup water 
1 quart fresh strawberries 
 

 

Wash, hull and slice your berries. Drain them well in a colander with a paper towel to absorb 
any excess water.  Make sure that the berries aren’t dripping wet as your pie may not set up 
properly. 
 
In a medium saucepan, mix the cornstarch, sugar & Jell-O with a whisk to crush any lumps.  
Stir in the water and bring to a boil over medium-high heat while stirring constantly.  Once 
the filling has thickened some and it is slightly clear, remove from heat and cool.  (I like to 
hasten this part by setting the pan in a sink of ice and water.)  When the filling has cooled 
down to as least room temperature, add the berries and pour all into your baked pie shell.  
Cover and chill for 1-2 hours or more before slicing.  Enjoy with a dollop of whipped cream or 
topping.  Yum   so good with a cup of coffee!  
 
 

 



We would like to honor our oldest member who turned 104 
on August 11th.  We are sharing her memories in (2) 

newsletters to give you a chance to reminisce and hear 
her story.  Happy Birthday Imogene! 

 
Imogene Clement Memories- written December 1999 

It is just four days until the year 2000.  The 19th Century was only 
eighteen years old when I was born.  World war one was just over.  
There was a lot of tuberculosis around at that time.  My mother was 
exposed to it before I was born as my dad’s brother was living with 
them and had gotten TB.  They told him he would have to go back to 
live with his folks.  I think this was March 1918 - he died shortly 
afterward and I was born August 11, 1918.  My mother got lots of 
fresh air and sunshine so she never got tuberculosis. 

I had two brothers older than me- one born in Kent City on Paine Ave (Edwin) and the other in Sand Lake, MI 
(Arnold).  That was just before my parents moved to Fruit Ridge in March 1918.  This was the home I was born 
in & also had (2) sisters younger- Althea & Norma. 

I was baptized in Mamrelund Lutheran Church by Rev. Hanson.  I was also confirmed there by Pastor Trued.  
Attended this church all my life.  I attended the country school, Manchester, on the S.W. corner of Fruit Ridge 
and Lutheran Church Road.  This is now gone and the church ballfield takes its place. 

The country school was a one-room school, all eight grades in one room with a big furnace in the front of the 
school.  It had a big water pan on top so if you wanted a hot lunch, you brought something from home to set 
up in the pan to heat.  There was a long recitation bench in front.  When your class was called you sat up there 
until your session was over.  Our seats were all arranged behind this.  Some were double seats which you 
shared with someone. 

One teacher taught all eight grades.  Usually, she had to get there early enough to build the fire unless an 
eighth grader lived close enough to build the fire and fill the big crock water cooler with water, pumped from 
out in the yard.  There was no running water so naturally there was no inside bathroom.  There was two 
outhouses out in back; one for boys and one for girls. 

When I graduated from the eighth grade there was big celebration at Ramona Park in Grand Rapids by Reeds 
Lake.  All eighth graders from Kent County were there to receive diplomas. 

In the years 1931 or ’32 to ‘36 I lost 3 grandparents.  My father’s mother, who lived with us for 14 years and 
my mother’s parents who lived in Sparta, Michigan about where the Credit Union is now.  I used to spend time 
there in the summer. It was great fun because grandma would have bought cookies and bread and we always 
had homemade bread at home.  (When I grew up I knew which was better but at that time it was a treat). 

In 1933 I entered Kent City High School.  There wasn’t bus service for schools at that time so my dad would get 
the milking done and take it in to the creamery in Kent City where they made “Mary Jane” cottage cheese.  
Sometimes we ran pretty close to the time school would be starting and the bell was about to ring.  The 
janitor would sit on the bottom step with the rope in his hand and then he would say, “I’ll wait until you get to 
the top of the stairs before I ring it then you won’t be late.”  He was a great old janitor.  His name was Ernie. 



I graduated in 1937.  In 1938 I went to Grand Rapids to work as a cook and take care of the downstairs in the 
home.  My friend was nursemaid and took care of the upstairs.  This friend was my brother’s girlfriend and 
later became my sister-in-law. (Ione) We really enjoyed working together, had our own rooms and bath off the 
back stairway. 

In the meantime a fellow from Rockford, Michigan had come over to work for a fellow in the neighborhood 
where I grew up.  He started going to Mamrelund Church so when I had every other weekend off and one day 
in the week, I would go home to my folks so I eventually met the wonderful friend that became my husband. 

We were married at my folks’ home on Fruit Ridge under the rose arbor – June 21st 1941.  We stayed the 
summer in Grand Rapids where I had worked.  The people went to a cottage for the summer and asked us to 
stay on and look after the house.  We did for about six weeks then we found an upstairs apartment close to 
where Charles worked (Sash & Door).  We were there until March when we moved up to a farm on Fruit Ridge 
about 1 mile north of my parent’s home.  There we lived for about 5 years.  Two of our children were born 
there. (Jim & Charlene)  In 1947 I was expecting our 3rd child.  The farm we were renting was sold so we had to 
be out by March and that was when my baby was due. 

“The Lord always provides”.  We were on our way home from Sparta when Charles stopped just north of 
Sparta on M-37 to a big farm there.  He said, “I think I’ll see if he knows anyone that needs help.”  Well it was 
the right place as he was the manager and looking for a hired man.  House was free, all the milk, eggs and ¼ 
beef plus wages ($140/month).  It was sure an answer to prayer!  We moved in on the 15th of March and Dan 
was born on the 18th.  He was born at home so needless to say there was a lot of settling to do to be ready.  
My cousin came and helped me which was a godsend.  That really was a good five years.  The kids had such a 
nice big yard to play in.  They (Charlene & Jim) went to a country school (Norton) on 15 Mile Rd - now it is a 
home. 

My mother was taken sick with a stroke when Dan was about 5 years old so we moved over to my folks’ so I 
could care for my mother. 

In the fall of 1952 all three (Dan, Jim & Charlene) went to Manchester School; the same school that I went to 
when I started.  My mother passed away in 1953.  Charles was doing maintenance at Casnovia School and 
drove school bus.  In the summer I helped him and we painted the whole school – even the basement. 

My brother was living where we now live: 13265 Fruit Ridge.  He bought the farm on the hill where Dad lived 
and we bought the place where we live now.  Charlene & Dan went over to Hayward School on the corner of 
Kenowa & 17 Mile Rd.  The school is gone now.  Jim sold a calf he had received that his Grandpa Clement gave 
him and bought a 3-speed bike so he could go into 8th grade at Kent City School.  It cost extra if you rode the 
bus, so he rode his bike.  All three went to Kent City High School where I graduated from. 

They have all been married, have children and we have (7) grandchildren and of those five are married and by 
2000 – 6 will be.  We now have 6 great-grands – all great! (2017- 15 great & 2 great-greats) 

When I was growing up on the hill, we didn’t have TV, nor electricity.  We had a wood cook stove.  My uncle 
made a Crystal set radio which we gathered around on Sat. nites so we could listen to the WLS barn dance.  
My dad got a big kick out of “Amos & Andy”. 

We made our own fun in the winter; we could slide downhill.  Fruit Ridge wasn’t black topped and hardly any 
traffic so we would start up at the top and slide to 16 Mile Rd.  The neighbors (Lundquist) lived where Gilberts 
lived.  They had 3 children so we used to slide together.  Mother would have hot chocolate on the back of the 
stove.  We’d get warmed up and go again. 



In the one summer the one neighbor girl and I would get our work done and go back to my back woods (which 
is where Duane Roberts’ house is now) and we made a moss path all through the woods -it was so soft and 
nice.  We used to take off our shoes and walk on it (really neat like a velvet carpet).  Years later when she lived 
in Florida she wrote and asked if I thought the moss path was still there.  I told her not much of the woods was 
even there. 

When my brother (Arnold) lived where we are, he and Dad used to make maple syrup every winter or towards 
spring.  They tapped many maple trees.  The metal spikes were pounded into a tree and a sap bucket hung on 
the end to catch the sap.  Then they would take the horses and sleigh and have milk cans to empty the sap 
buckets into.  They had a fire pit large enough to set a long sap pan on and a big smoke pipe.  They would 
empty the sap in this pan and keep the fire going until it all boiled down to maple syrup.  Sometimes they 
would be up all night tending the fire so it would keep on boiling.  It took 30 gals. of sap to make 1 gal. of 
syrup.  We always thought it was fun to make bread & butter sandwiches and take back some eggs to boil in 
the sap pan.  When you were cold back in the wood nothing tasted quite so good of course we cooked coffee 
back there also. 

My mother in the summer would love to put her big straw hat on and a long-sleeve shirt and go pick wild 
blackberries.  She would start in the AM and go down the little Indian Lakes Road between what was our 
house and Baehre’s shed, go west to the end of our back 40, all the fence rows and end up through our 
woods.  She usually would can about 75 quarts.  When I think back that was one way to get out enjoy nature 
and peace and quiet.  We were 5 kids and my grandma lived with us.  Maybe that’s how she kept her sanity.  
Took the place of golf now days.  She also loved to be out in her garden with vegetables and lots of flowers.  In 
the morning she would say, “Do you want to garden or clean house?”  It was unanimous, we all wanted to stay 
inside.  We were three girls and on Saturdays we would divide the work up.  One took the upstairs, one the 
kitchen & baking (which meant bread, rolls, cookies & cake usually).  Because you know on Sunday afternoon 
Dad’s brothers & sisters from Grand Rapids usually would drop in for coffee & visit so by Monday there wasn’t 
too much left.  Of course we raised potatoes and lots of veggies and fruit in the orchard.  So they usually went 
back with everything but the mortgage!  Every week we changed off the one that did kitchen, next week did 
the upstairs.  Third one did the rest of downstairs.  That way we all learned how to do everything. (My mother 
was a smart lady even if she didn’t go to high school).   

Dad I think went maybe through 4th or 5th grade.  He designed and made the septic tank up on the hill when 
we finally got electricity and inside plumbing, when the cyclone took our outhouse and deposited it in the 
raspberry patch!  He also built them for the neighbors, made cement forms and etc. figured out how it would 
have to work. 

My mother’s father would come out in the summer from Sparta and spend 2 weeks.  He had a corn cutting 
knife and he would go in all the fence corners on the 144 acres and chop down the thistles.  (No week killer- 
manual labor!)  He liked being out in the country.  He and Grandma were from Sweden originally.  He was a 
short, stocky dark-eyed, curly-haired little guy – so jolly!  We loved having him come out.  He used to say, 
“Dem Damn Canada Thistles”, in broken Swedish.  He and a couple cousins from Grand Rapids used to come 
the same time.  Could they ever put away the home baked bread, churned butter and apple butter Mother 
made.  Like filling silos- no bottom! 

To be continued in next issue……. 


