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The sun was warm but the wind was chill.
You know how it is with an April day
When the sun is out and the wind is still,
You're one month on in the middle of May.
But if you so much as dare to speak,
A cloud comes over the sunlit arch,
A wind comes off a frozen peak,
And you're two months back in the middle of March.
Robert Frost

2014 has certainly got our attention. We are all hoping that Mother Nature has gotten everything out of
her system and will bring us a glorious spring.
With the new lighting upgrades and dialing back of the heat, we have realized a nice savings at the
museum on utilities. While the winter has been extremely cold, the heating costs are approximately the
same as we paid last year in the months of December, January and February.
Our first meeting will be held on March 5th as we begin event planning for the season. Sadly, Howell
History Days may not happen this year as no one has stepped in to take over the reins as Chairman. If
you are interested, the event application has to be submitted to the library and the City of Howell by
March 15th. We will again have summer hours and we need volunteers beginning in May though September to open the museum and caboose, hours to be determined.
We hope you enjoy a trip down memory lane with Nancy Pettibone and the memories of the place where
she grew up.
Happy Spring!
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The Caboose Crew
Bruce Powelson, Howard Ziegel, Gus Massard, Stacy Karnes, Mike Mason, Bob “Rosey” Rosenthal,
Dean Sutton, Mark Cowles, David Nagel, Mark Kalis, and Dan Kalis
Caboose News
In September of 2013, Life Scout, Brent
Nakkula, chose to assist our historical
society’s caboose crew in completing one
of his requirements for his Eagle Scout
project.
Under the direction on David Nagel, Brent
designed and built gated steps and side
rails for the caboose entrance and exit to
provide for security and safety to visitors.
We wish to thank Brent for his dedication,
and congratulate him on obtaining the rank
of Eagle Scout.

Right: delivery and installation day. Top: David Nagel
shakes the hand of Brent Nakkula at the completion of
the project.

Your help and your talent are always appreciated.
If you have a few hours to contribute, please
join our crew in refurbishing the caboose to
become an integral part of the Society’s complex.
Please contact Bruce Powelson or Dave Nagel for the Crew workday schedule.
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My memories- The Old Howell House

My name is, Nancy Pettibone, I am the daughter of Norman and Barbara
Pettibone who started the restaurant, The Old Howell House.
The restaurant was located at 107 E. Grand River; the store was originally
the location of Larsens Grocery. Some of the fixtures in the Howell House
were from the grocery store days. The tin ceiling and light fixtures
remained as well as shelving and display counters and of course, the
ancient cash register. The old elevator was pulled up with a rope and
down by letting go. The Old Howell House was a fixture in downtown
from 1963 to 1978, when my parents sold it to Wayne and Dorothy
Blanchard.
My earliest memories of the restaurant days were the preparation stages.
The decorating, menu decisions, learning how to make the ice cream concoctions properly and purchasing the array of gifts that were sold. My dad
would be the cook, decorator, the keen since of humor and official story
teller. My mom was in charge of everything else.
(cont.)
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As a 10 year old involved in a family business and my brother, Bob, who was 7, we were put to work. We learned
the finer art of restaurant duties along with the employees who worked there throughout the years. Our youth was
centered on work, school, my cheerleading and my brother’s baseball days.
We trained under the watchful eye of Capes Ice Cream. We learned milkshake making, sundae options, and soda
ingredients. The milkshake machine still exists in my brother’s kitchen. We recently had a family party and prepared the milkshakes just like the old days.
The first day the restaurant
opened was hectic, as I
remember it was a Sunday,
chosen because it probably
wouldn’t be too busy. That was
NOT the case. My brother was
in charge of making sure the
sausage was properly cooked.
He stood on a chair in the
kitchen to reach the electric
frying pan. I’m guessing that
wouldn’t pass OSHA or any
one’s approval today. I washed
dishes with Susie Nixon.
I believe we broke more than
we should have. Each break
involved draining the sinks and
starting over.
The employees of the restaurant became synonymous with the name The Old Howell House. Winnie LaBush,
Kathy Keith and Liz Brigham. The children of these wonderful ladies were also employed at some time or another.
Many, many Howell High School students were hired to work. Some of these people were Barb Franklin, Carol
Franklin and their mom, Katy. Cathy Buchann, Liz Weido, Mike Yost, Gary Leckrone, Chris Heinig, Brent Beam,
Debi Bailey, Val Howell, my cousin Steve Hasbrouck, the Carpenters girls, Jeanne Pristas, Jody Barr and so
many more. This is just the top of my head and I apologize if I missed obvious people.
The menu was family friendly food with interesting names like the Red Bird Sandwich and the Kitchen Sink. A
hamburger in 1963 was 25¢ and a small coke was 10¢. A Hot Fudge Sundae was 50¢ and a milkshake 35¢. My,
my how things have changed!
In 1963 Howell was still a small town. The downtown was always bustling with activity. There weren’t any fast food
establishments and no Wal-Mart’s. The Old Howell House was open till midnight in those early years. We were
always busy with customers after the late night bowlers were done and the 9 o’clock show let out. Those hours
didn’t last too long. I suppose it was too much for my folks to deal with and still have a life. At some point, 10 PM
seemed to be the happy closing hour.
Lunch at the Howell House always consisted of a daily special. My dad would come into work early to prepare for
the day. At 11:00 the first wave of workers arrived. It was good to show up early, most could get a seat. Noon always had a waiting line. My mom wouldn’t waste a seat. If there were only two people at a table for four, she
would seat two more with them. We even had special seating in the back office. The large roll top desk served as
a table for two or three. Those of us who worked during the day through the lunch hours were usually guaranteed
good tips. Sometimes were would actually make 5.00.
(cont.)
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Mrs. Gies made our pies daily. She would make whatever we wanted. Dutch Apple seems to be my most memorable flavor. If I recall correctly, 25¢ for a slice of homemade pie and topped with ice cream for an extra dime.
There were other things that went on
at the restaurant behind the scenes.
When the draftees were called to duty
in the 60’s and 70’s the place of transfer to Fort Wayne was the pool hall,
that wasn’t open at any early hour. My
dad decided the more appropriate
thing to do was open the doors early
and provide a place to the family and
friends to gather and see their loved
ones off. Just donuts, coffee and a
home like place to see them off. I was
always present. I believe my parents
were instilling a sense of duty in me. I
suppose it was a subliminal message
about doing the right thing and honoring those who make this the best
county in the world.
Once in a while a stranger would show up at the request of the Salvation Army. My parents always provided a warm
meal and conversation, probably when it was needed most. Sometimes a person just asked for a warm cup of coffee, it was always available at no charge.
One of the most memorable waitress experiences was serving a black
family that came in to eat in about 1968. It was unusual for Howell but
because of my mother’s strict “be kind to others” they were just customers that wanted to eat out. The man, I assume he was the father, asked
to use the restroom. I told this without any thought of it, the restroom
was out back and to the right. Yikes, I had no idea that he would take
that to leave the building and head down to the bar. As we all know,
those were different times and I was sheltered to that fact.
I also remember my mother requesting me to wait on a large group of
people from a facility that taught deaf people. The people were all signing and were learning to talk. Some had hearing aids, some did not.
Awkward doesn’t describe the minutes it took to take everyone’s order.
Those minutes seemed like hours. I survived another Barb Pettibone
learning moment!
Another fixture at the Old Howell House was Leonard Musson. Leonard
and his family were friends of my Grandparents, Sam and Ruth
Hasbrouck. Leonard was somewhat of a lost soul and I don’t mean that
to offend anyone. He just showed up every single day for to sweep the
floors and sidewalks and drink coffee.
There are so many memories and people that I have forgotten. Some are not forgotten but kept inside so not to bore
anyone. The days of growing up in a family business and the learning from those experiences have not been lost. I
do believe they made me the person I am today. My brother would say the same.
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Howell House Mustard
2 Cups Flour
2 Cups Cider Vinegar
1/2 Cup plus 2 TBLS Dry Mustard
1 Scant Cup Sugar
4 teaspoon salt
Blend until smooth and store in fridge.
It gets a little more hardy each day it sits.

Special thanks to:
Spirit of Livingston for their support by providing
print copies of our newsletter.
Joan Wilkinson elected to serve a three year
term on the board of trustees.
The Boy Scout Troops under the direction of
Randy Beard, who did a great job decorating the
Museum for the Holidays and who will be taking
the lights down in March and packing them away
for next year.

VG’s Community Rewards Program
still supports the Historical society
Don’t have a computer to register? Call us, we will be glad to help

registering your Kroger Card on line
will also support the Society.

Not a member? Join today!
Your support is vital to the preservation of local history
Our updated website gives us the opportunity to share more history, our
current projects, and to preserve memories shared with the society. You
can even renew your membership, purchase a “This Place Matters” brick,
drop us a email, sign up as a volunteer or make a donation online.
“like” our facebook page for updates on coming events.

2014 Annual Membership
January 1, 2014 - December 31, 2014

Single - $15.00
Family - $25.00
Contributing - $100.00
Lifetime - $500.00
Just a reminder...
Annual memberships for 2014 were due January 1
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Answer: Dickson’s Bakery 111 W. Grand River , Howell

Howell, MI 48844
P.O, Box 154
Howell Area Historical Society

