“‘FISH BOAT LOST
BIG STORM”
FROM the LETTERS and ARCHIVES of

KATY HUNT KERN, NEAHTAWANTA
By Anonymous

I don’t know much about this, myself, but I re-
member they had salted lake trout to ship each year
think my mother was the helper. She was no usthéor
water and had to lay that up for awhile. Pat Huented
to go into partnership with Dad. They took the sédl
boat and put a gas engine in it and fished at @rdgsc
Well, the deal was made and they went to work en th
boat. This was early summer and in October thd sea-
son would be open. The spar and sail came off and a
cabin was built over the open spaces, except 2ovoio
the back end was left open, also.

Pat went and got the engine. It was a Durfree 12

horsepower. The Durfree Motor Works didn’t last 6
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From the President’'s Desk

My Grandpa Stoms, who died before | was born, @rot
a diary. | can vividly remember sitting in the atteading it.
His handwriting was beautiful. He began each ewitls a col-
ored letter with flourishes and curlicues. Althoubk diary
disappeared with the sale of my grandmother’s hdustdl
have an envelope which he used to send a lettay tather,
who was in the Navy in World War Il at the timeh#s the
same embellished first letter.

Letters and diaries are the windows to the pagt. B
reading them, we learn about the concerns, ths,lthe rela-
tionships of people who are long-dead. The preservaf
these valuable documents should be one of our pyigwals,
both as individuals and as a historical society.

Recently Patti Rudolph donated to the OMPHS the
diaries of I.M. Roberts, wife of Judge Lorin Rolservho died
in 1905. Do you have diaries or letters that yowbhddike to
entrust to the Society? If you cannot bear to witt them just
yet, could you make copies for us? | wish somea@tedone
that with Grandpa Stoms’s diary.

As a reader of biographies, | know how importatt |

months and we never found out why. The engine W& N ters and diaries are to researchers. The listurtss at the end

when it run, but it didn’t always run.

of these fascinating books usually list librariesl &istorical

The boat was 25’ long and 9’ wide and pulled a societies which preserve these sources. Even if @oeat-Aunt

draft of 1.5’ of water. The boat had to have a name
account of the fishing license so it was calledrid@ack.
But it was not in no hurry to come back.

Hattie was not famous, her letters provide a J@kiaesource
for those of us who did not experience life aslahes it.
One of the books that | recently read was an ptide

The boat was ready and they put her in the water Piography of the Peabody sisters, who were impoftgares in

It was after the season had opened up for fishiatlaey

was in a hurry to go and set up nets. Pat's wifeteto

go. My mother said no, | and Pat said s he didegdto
(Continued on page 3)
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the Transcendentalist Movement. One of them manithan-
iel Hawthorne and another married Horace Mann. third
sister never married but established the first &igdrten in
America. Megan Marshall, the author of the book] fiaished
the book (after spending two decades researchitgvaiting
it) and sent it to her publisher when she was atathby some-
one who had just found letters relating to theesgstThe author
agonized over the letters and whether or not sheegao read
them. She feared that they would contradict whathsd just
sent to her publisher. But she did read them. &tierk con-
firmed some of the assumptions that she had maskdln
incomplete evidence.

For myself, | just wish someone had kept my grandf
ther’s beautiful and well-written diary.

—Donna Hornberger, President
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A Table’s Tale

By Jane Louise Boursaw

“It's got to be there somewhere,” | hear Dad sa@ peers down at me. I'm on my hands and kngamirsing
the underside of my parents’ dining room table waitthashlight, searching for some sign of the talbeigin.

But all | find are a few hand-written numbers @mdancient label sporting a tiny Christmas wreatth my par-
ents’ address. | crawl out from under the table.

“Solid oak,” Dad says, knocking on the wood. “Ywan't find any imperfections or knots in that table

This table has served my family for six generatidhdates back to my grandmother’s father-in-IRabert
Edgecomb, who bought it at the Chicago World’s Fait893 and hauled it back to his farmhouse orCtlieMission
Peninsula near Traverse City, Michigan.

Hard to believe it's 108 years old, | think to ralfsThe smooth oak finish is weathered but in gsbdpe.
Stretched to its full length, the table measures 4’ and boasts six legs that flare at the botitoim paws. Oak leaves
are carved into each of the legs.

After arriving on the Peninsula, the table saRobert Edgecomb’s dining room for 67 years, outigshim and
his wife, several children, grandchildren and gigrandchildren.

In 1923, the table had perhaps its most glorioasant when it served as the birthplace of my Dadg\ent he
enjoys sharing with the entire family right befdre begins carving the Thanksgiving turkey.

The story goes something like this. It was a sndaryuary evening when his mother, Stella Johnsent imto
labor. “My dad called Dr. Schwartz, our family doct Dad explains. “He had an old car that would Inave been ca-
pable of driving through much of a snowstorm, beidnove out Peninsula Drive to the store at Bowsndor and
called up and said he couldn’t make it any fartBermy Dad took the horses and sleigh and went kifte”

“And left your mom there alone?” | ask. “In labdr?a blizzard?”

“Well, there were always boarders around,” sayd.D&here was probably somebody there or somebeday r
sonably close that could be called. | think MrarP&ouch was a midwife, because | heard she wasrtk who at-
tended my brother’s birth.”

| stare at the hard table and try to imagine hgaiaby on it. “Why did they use the table?” l.ask

“What else would they have used?” Dad says. “tnhghrlor, there was only the sofa, and the tabkeagaven-
ient because it was the only long, hard surfacedbiald be used for labor. The doctor had to usatewer was avail-
able.”

At some point in the table’s life, my grandfathieester Johnson (my grandmother’s second husbgrely,
weary of bumping his hips on the sharp cornersiestmok a jackknife and whittled them off. He wasractical man.

The table has set the stage for some of my mesistted memories. Family meals of pork chops aatioged

(Continued on page 7)

The Leaning Barn
By Evelyn Johnson
[In a previous issue, we presented a pictureleaing barn and asked where it was. Here isnbe/@r, and its story.]

This little barn used to stand on Center Road,rjagth of Old Mission Road. It was perhaps onghefmost
talked about barns on the Peninsula for those weintuved, or lived, that far out, until it blew down1987 (date not
confirmed).

It seems it had always listed to the south, ansltha source of much speculation by all as to whgt what
month, etc. it would tumble the rest of the wayrovEhe stone foundation still stands in a fieldvafeds quite close to
Center Road on property owned by John SchneideGSaadon Olsen.

The 1908 plat map shows Jas. Lardie owning thpgutg while the 1930 map indicates F.L, presumabilyther
Lardie. The attractive stone building on the commas a gas station and snack shop run by theesndithe 30s, and it
housed migrants at one time when it was knowna8tmkhouse.

The barn itself passed through a number of owineisre John and Sharon bought it. Douglas (Barkesiner
bought it in 1978. Paul and Martha Tate, neighb@member the barn listing to one side. Dougkihmnit was a tour-

(Continued on page 5)
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Fish Boat Lost

(Continued from page 1)

go, but she said no man wasn'’t going to tell heatvb
do. So she got in the boat when they were readgto
Well, I was anyway and Mother finally gave in arzads|
could go.

a light weight. Mrs Huey got throwed from her saleer
to my side, and we all thought the boat had gormdeces
when that happened. But she was alright. That hegupe
two times and them times the wave went right oler t
boat and left a lot of water in it for us to bailt. We left

This was about 20 Oct 1908 about 1 pm. It was aon Monday afternoon.

nice day. Well, the nets were set and the next mgrn
they would lift and would set some more. Some a#ro
land was on fire in the eastern part of the statkaa
strong wind came up from the east and blowed uatte
full of smog. It was thick black fog. You could rede
far. Well, they started for shore, that we didimitf We
should have been back by 4, but we was not.

Monday night, Tuesday and Tuesday night and
Wednesday night until 1 am Thursday morning we were
out there. It was the landing ahead of us now. \ide w
going to land in that storm. The storm had gonerdow
some. TheHurry Backwas the best there was in a sea
boat, and she needed every inch of that. But thdirg.

A beach was one thing. And what kind of beach would

They found out the compass was going round andve land on?

round and they had been going by the compass. e we
close to shore under the high hills or bluffs. THied was
coming from all sides, what little there was. Itsngark
and the motor was taking a rest. They could nothget
thing to go. No light or anchor along in the bddtere
was nothing in the boat but a dead motor and 4lpeop
Well, there was not a thing that could be done.ha& to
go with the wind and stay in the boat. My mothetkee
the beach all night with a lantern in her hand, ariew
more done the same. The whole settlement was down o
the beach, but they didn't stay the night. The difeing
station took their boat on a wagon across the aadd
went and looked for us. But gave up later and veeck.
The wind was getting stronger and stronger. | Sleyit
day light and | was sea sick. The boat was getting
throwed around, and by the end of the day we had 30
waves to ride. My Dad and Pat was out in the bagkd
to bail out water with a pail. One man could nainst up
alone and bail out water, so the other had to teehwld
him. The boat had 2 V- feet of open space in thke bac
the cabin, and the water would come in there. Mg Da
was out there bailing water day and night. Whernwees-
n’t there to help him, he would tie himself fastreo
wouldn’t get throwed over board from the rough wave
My Dad and Pat never slept or rested. The boathsht
on each side of the cabin. | laid on the lee srd&Mrs.
Huey laid on the other side,

The waves was working up against us. We both
had to hang on so we could hold our beds. | wagd¢ans
old and as sick as | was | didn’t not worry on tteole
trip, and | was not nervous. | was too sick to kraw-
thing, | guess. Mrs. Huey was a big woman about 6'4
tall and weighed over 300 pounds. Pat was abolitssi8

Pat seen a light. We thought it must be a boat. It
was coming our way. If we had some light to flashhe
window, maybe they’'d see it. Pat got some ragspand
oil on them and got a fire going. He had the ragsa o
stick so he could hold it up in the window. Thenlign
that boat came and went by. Pat was ready to get\dle
lost that boat. Right then there was a thunk orbtuk
end of the keel. My Dad came in and said we sthatk
tom. There was just enough light that we couldessesh
other.

The boat laid still after that faint thunk. My Dad
and Pat took a look outside and came back in add sa
“We can see land.” The boat was still and it didgzven
wiggle. My Dad went out and jumped overboard and
came back and said, “I will carry you over so yoorvt
get your feet wet. It is only a few steps to shbran’t
see very much, but give me that rope. And | wdlthe
boat to something so it won't get away.” Pat wenuit
he said he could not carry his wife and she hagetder-
self in the water and go to shore. Pat thoughtfokahe
first thing. And he felt around for wood and fousaime.
He got some slivers to start with. He felt in pdsikder a
match and found a match. And partly wet, too. But i
made it and we had a good fire in a short time. Adnt
we saw with the light, was a lighthouse. And it vioésw-
ing the fog horn.

We stayed by the fire and | slept until morning.
Mrs. Huey wanted us all to stick together and gioamd
look around to see what we could find out. We found
nothing and stayed by the fire that night. The meatn-
ing the same thing. Pat wanted to get a lot of wiaaa
pile and set fire to it when it would get dark. W#lwas

(Continued on page 4)
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Fish Boat Lost

(Continued from page 3)
one good way.

My Dad said when they ain’t looking | will slip
out in the woods, and go along the bank closedathter
and see if anyone lives here. | will be back bykdBat
was working on his pile of wood and Mrs Huey helped
too. My help wasn’'t much but | done what | couldt P
said he killed a snake and some people eat them whe
they are cooked. | will skin it and cut it in smpieces if
someone would care to eat. | said | would try aimgthSo
Pat found a can in the boat and put the piecestin w
some water and put it on the fire. When it got dde
came and gave me the can and said | could haitedanhd
I made good use of it. | never tasted anythingamign
my life.

We landed Thursday morning 1 am and spent
Thursday and Thursday night and this was Fridagl, an
Friday night was coming on and no he'~
Not a thing to eat since Monday at noc
before we left. Our bread boxes were
empty and we all knew that. It was al-
most dark and Pat carried the small fir
over and got the big fire going, it was ¢
dry wood and it went up with a roar, sk
high. Pat said, “there. That will bring og
something and it did. My Dad came oU#
of the bushes with a basket full of eatsi#g
My Dad said it was an island and they =
call it Detroit Island about 5 miles long s
and 2 miles wide. He said he was on the

back. He went for the boat and the rest was thef@rd®
he got in. It was a sailboat they had, and theyecaver
there just after Pat got sick. We was ready torgbMrs.
Huey happened to think of the basket of eats awdst
empty. When Pat got sick, | didn't let the foodtgo
waste and took it back of a cedar bush and cleapexh
the works, drank up the milk, and ate up the rétt®
apples. Well, | stayed out of her reach and Idtertsad
forgot. | didn’t see her or Pat until we was le@vMon-
day.

The next morning was lots of things to see and
hear. That was Saturday and they was having laughs
about me eating all the eats in the basket. Thenstad
been very bad and we had been reported gone fak, goo
all boats on the lake big and small, were in harlmoun
shelter from the storm except two lumber bargeddda
with lumber was missing, crew and all was gone,tapg
said that some of the lumber
should hit north Manitou, and we
could look for it when we got
., back.

The place where we
landed was called Death’s Door,
Wisconsin. It was so full of
rocks, rocks as big as houses out
a long ways, and under the water
line. The end we landed on was
j full of big rocks, and so close to
each other | couldn’t see how we
ever got through alive. But we
did and the boat came in front

other end and found a place where there

was a woman at home. He told his story and had some end first. It was a low place in the land, insidéhem

eats and she filled a basket.

rocks, and when the storm came in from that eagitld

She said she was a house keeper for 2 fishermenraise the water in there.

and they were out and when they got home she would
send them right over, but they never came. Welk.Mr
Huey took over the basket and said | will dishwhat |
want you all to eat, and there was some applesiaad
gave us each one apple. | ate mine in a hurry ahdte
one-half of his and got sick and Mrs. Huey hadHheerds
full and my Dad had to give her a hand.

The life saving station on Plum Island seen the
fire, and one man said there is the people whdogbt
And wanted to go over and the other boys saiduiob
the captain, no we are not going. Them peoplegbit
lost are gone for sure. Walter Oleson said I'lladone
and if it is them | will report everyone of you wheget

When a boat is drifting, it is sideways and this
boat had to make a %z turn to come in front endl flise
low place was about 100 feet wide by 100 feet lang
with the boat only drawing up 1 % foot of water.iSo
went right into the other end and stuck fast tosiwed
bottom. They said there had been lots of boatslost
them rocks out there in the water, and no boatshaddd
through until us. The boys at the lifesaving stasaid
one time a boat of 200 Indians went wrecked on the
stones and everyone drowned. They was picked tipeby
life saving crew and buried on that end in the sainis
was back in years and on record at the station.tAaed

(Continued on page 5)
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Fish Boat Lost

(Continued from page 4)
only place that had sand there and not rocks wWesewve camped: a small acre and the rest waschll The lifesaving
men was teasing us about sleeping and walking poftthem dead Indian bones.

The life saving station men wanted to get the yBaick out. The wind was gone and the waves wene,goo.
The water in there was getting low, and they waitehking it could getoo low for them to go out again, but they got
the boat out all right. | and my Dad went with #tation men. They took us to Pilot Island. We weith the Pilot Is-
land men in their gas boat. They was to tow ther'yiBack over to Plum Island Station, which is darsl not too far
away. The Pilot Island Station was where we’d gberlight when we landed. It's a big rock withessdcemented
straight up. The top was flat for the lighthousd &eeper’s house. The keeper's family and 2 boardad a place for
their gas boat down one side of the cement wakyTeen our light going in and they thought we vggnee, and then
later they seen our camp fire, but they could mdttigeir boat out and no phone.

Pilot Island is a little way across the water fratmere we landed, but water is between both tretaeds. All
these islands are the same way: rock walls straiglaind down, and no beach or shore line. Wheramded is the only
low water in all that one place, and the other efitthe island is low, too, and it only has a hadmersmall boats. The
sides of the islands are rock walls from 4 to b&yh and flat on top. All the timber on there waswyoung.

Plum Island has its rock walls, too, flat on tophwyoung trees. On the east side, there’s oneephait just
enough room for the station to fit in. The Islaecbout 3 miles around the outside. The boat fridot Bland had one
of the first gas engines made. This one had onedsi standing on end. Up-and-down it was 5 fdktaad had a fly
wheel 4 Y foot across and a 6 horse power motoerie boys got the Hurry Back into the water, onne boys
gave the motor a turn and it went. They could imat nything wrong with it.

That landing part was on everyone’s mind abouttwbald happen to poor us and after it was ovenelthad
hit them rocks or landed against that rock wall,oeeld also be gone. And if we had gone throughyweeld be in
Green Bay, Wisconsin, after drifting some more. €aptain of the station couldn’t get over us lagdimthere with the
Hurry Back, and he said no human hands could reeer a boat through them rocks, storm or no starmh,at night
like that.

When they came over to pick us up that Friday thigh and one of the others just stood there avkklbat the
boat and said how did that boat ever get in thederat a mark on it. My Dad and Pat put in a aalCtescent for
money and clothes, and a boat to go with the HBagk and one man to gm the Hurry Back. Mr and Mrs Huey was
to take the big boat back, they didn't like our uBack no more.

Oscar Smith and Ed Fisher came from east Manttdion, leaving 4 a.m. Monday morning, and arriviagis
at 10:30 a.m. At 1 pm we were headed for Cresddmat.Hurry Back motor worked fine and before dankais having
bugs. So they tied a rope on the Hurry Back soltSmauldn’t lose it in the dark. When it got darksiopped and took a
rest. It was up to Oscar Smith to tow the thin@tescent. This slowed us up and we was 10 -12 miles/hen the mo-
tor decided to take a little rest. It was dark thHauat we landed at Crescent all right, and the bewas all lit up and eve-
ryone was there with a lantern in their hand amdehvas a fire on the beach, too. . My Dad throtlkedine over on
shore, and everyone was looking at us and | wagrigat the crowd. Fisher and my Dad had to gegtdseout of the
Hurry Back as Smith had used up his gas in towiegHurry Back back. Smith had 12 miles to go yaje¢bhome.

Excuse my mistakes and poor spelling.

Leaning Barn

(Continued from page 2) straight up defying the wind, but then col-
ist attraction, shored it up with a few well Iapsgd. p defying
placed beams, but it was no longer used as a When John and Sharon bought the

barn. In 1987 Dough was killed in a car
crash and his parents Arthur and Ruth
Kramer took the property over. One very
windy day in the spring, the barn stood

property in 1997, they used some of the
barn wood to make a playhouse next to the
garage. And so the little barn lives on!

Page 5
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1909 Time Capsule

By Samantha Tengelitsch
In the spring of 1909, with cherry trees in bloom
across the north end of the peninsula, the stuceridd
Mission School buried a time-capsule beneath aenapl
tree on the school property to celebrate their cenue-
ment. Inside the hermetically sealed casket, faged
programs and other artifacts relating to their gedichn
ceremonies.
Graduating
students Marshall
Pratt and Grace
Tompkins ceremoni-
ously carried a cop-
per plate and rivets
atop a 100-year-old
copper platter do-
nated for use by the
Pratt family. Princi-
pal E. H. Wilcox
carefully fastened
the plate, bearing
the title "Class of
1909," to the young
maple sapling which
had been secured by

the oldest structures in Grand Traverse County, sti
stands, but was converted to a private residerneeakea
schools consolidated and moved to the new building
Island View Rd.

This May will mark the 100th anniversary of the
planting of the maple tree and burial of the time-
capsule. In the last century, the once smalisggrew

quickly, enveloping
the copper plate
marking the spot
where the time-
capsule was bur-
ied. Fortunately, the
newest residents of
the old schoolhouse
have granted permis-
sion to the OId Mis-
sion Historical Soci-
ety to locate the cap-
sule in the coming
months. After 152
years, the wonderful
charm and character
of the schoolhouse
and grounds have

the school custo-
dian, P.A. De-

Photo by Charles Brackett. Used with permission.

been preserved and
the new owners,

Voll. Marshall's
younger siblings Carl and Helen (Pratt) helpeddstehe
tree while Marshall and Grace buried the roots toger
the time-capsule. As they worked, the studentsred to
their primary teacher, Fannie Swaney, read a pdmuta
planting a tree. This pleasant ceremony closell thi
singing of "America" by the students.

Joyce and Steve

Cavender, assure us the building is still a schophrt,

as the couple's children are all educated at home.
Whether or not we are able to locate and uncover

the capsule is unknown, but it is wonderful to inag

what treasures it holds from a newspaper clipping t

photo of the school children to a single sweet thre&

In the last one-hundred years, much has changedspring captured in 1909 and cradled for a nearurgy

around Old Mission, but the quaint village itsgipaars
frozen in time. The schoolhouse, built in 1857 and of

the now towering maple.

Dues Due

Please Remember:

Dues for next year's membership are to be paidine.J
They can be mailed in or paid at the June AnnuduBlo
Dinner at the American Legion Hall on June 4. $5sto-
dents, $10 for individuals, $15 for families, argb$or
businesses.

Newsletter Staff
Evelyn Johnson
Mary Johnson

Carol Lewis, Co-Editor
Stephen Lewis, Co-Editor
Flo Schermerhorn
Banner drawn by Terilee Johnson
Photographer, Tom Maguire
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Peninsula Pioneers

by Flo Schermerhorn

The historic sketch below was passed on to me Whexs president of the Old Mission Women’s ClubB(® -
2007) during the celebration of the club’s"Zmniversary of its founding in 1931. The sendeeddhat Hazel Ladd had
been a past president (1966 - 1968) and believeathe about a bit of peninsula history was irgeng and worthwhile
to share. | am passing it on to the readers ofriiwgsletter and have added more historical dagheged from an as-
sortment of documents, books and public records.

*khkkkkkkhkkkhkkkkkkhkkkhkkhkkkkhkhkhkk
“Early Days in Old Mission”

“In May 1852 my grandfather, Elisha P. Ladd of Kerer, N. Y. arrived at Old Mission coming from Baio
by boat. He had been teaching in Herkimer countgéweral years and, after settling at the Misdmriiding a log
cabin near the bay, he sent back to Herkimer fomliie, Mary Wilmarth. Mary was afraid of the Ind&tho they were
on friendly terms with the early settlers. One faibw, on coming to the cabin and finding the dbarred on the in-
side, would sit patiently on the doorstep to awr@treturn of my grandfather to whom he remarkééhite squaw heap
fraid!’

“Later my grandfather taught in the little schontawvas elected Peninsula supervisor in 1861 arvdrbe county super-
intendent of schools, serving from 1872 - 1876.
“He moved from the log cabin to the farm on Ceiiread, now belonging to Jack Holmes.”
by Hazel E. Ladd
kkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkk

Elisha and his wife, Mary had a family of six cign: Emmer, Maria, Fremont, Adourian, Jessie aadi€ A
set of twins, Elbert and Delbert, born in 1896 ddiefew days after their births. In one of the tveald family burial
plots at Ogdensburg Cemetery, a grave marker ré@ds Babes” June 1886.

Elisha died in 1898 at age 78 and is buried in @gderg Cemetery with his wife, Mary, noted by twonarked stones,
beside the road bearing his name.

Hazel, the daughter of A. Judson (Adourian), waslalic school teacher in Clifton, NY and later Liake For-
est, IL. She returned to Old Mission after herregtient and when the frailties of old age set inyadao a care facility.
She died April 1, 1986, age 93. A short and singpleouncement was printed in fRecord-EagleéApril 4th:

Hazel E. Ladd

Hazel E. Ladd, 93, of Old Mission, died Tuesda@i@nd Traverse Medical Care Facility.

Funeral arrangements will be announced by the HidlFuneral Chapel, Traverse City.

The obituarygives an impression of an injustice to a woman wiaintained high moral qualities, merited re-
spect and esteem, followed a scholarly professanhing to the future, contributed much time to wumity projects
and born a “daughter” of one of the area’s eatliestdy, pioneer stock.

A Table’s Tale

(Continued from page 2)

potatoes. Laughing as four kids competed to putrtbst milk in a glass without going over the tolayihg “Go Fish”
and “Monopoly”. Birthday cakes and friends. Holidaasts. Doing homework across from my dad, who dediisg pa-
perwork of his own.

The table has also been the setting for a few membd just as soon forget. Like having to sk long after
supper was over until | ate every last pea and€tasprout. That's where the ledges underneattalie really came
in handy. | used to sneak unwanted food down tteereé,Duke, our German Shepherd, would come alodganthe
evidence.

My siblings and | have begun talking about whdt mappen to the table after our parents are gibmeould be
a welcome addition to any of our homes, and | guatsesn’t really matter where it ends up. As lasgt stays in the
family for many memories to come.
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Old Mission Peninsula Historical Society

Join Us!
Membership Dues: Student, $5; Individual $10;
Family $15; Business, $25
Please make checks payable to Old Mission Peninsula Historical Society and fill out this form and mail
POB 115, Old Mission, MI 49673.

Name:

to us at

Address:

City, State, Zip

Phone:

E-mail

Please Circle One:

Individual Family Student Business

Old Mission Peninsula
Historical Society
POB 115
Old Mission, M| 49673
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