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Council Corner 
Last night council members discussed and approved the budgets for the year 2012.  The 
village is also working on how to resurface the remaining roads in the village.  Members 
were appointed for the LMR Fire board, Maybee Library board, Zoning board of Appeals, 
Planning Commission, Recreation committee and the Maybee Day committee.   
Damage to village property was brought up and what was the best way to correct the 
situation without adding extra cost to the village residents.   
The past year has been a very busy year for the village council but most people agree 
that when you see the results it was all worth while. 
 

The Library Table     734-587-3680 

 
 

Lego Building!--Maybee Branch Library  

Event Type: Gaming Age Group(s): All Ages 

Date: 11/19/2011 Start Time: 11:00 AM End Time: 12:00 
Let your imagination run wild! Come for some Lego block building. Legos will be provided! 

 

Preschool Storytime--Maybee Branch Library  

Event Type: Storytimes & Playgroups Age Group(s): Children 

Date: 1/9/2012 Start Time: 6:30 PM End Time: 7:30 PM 

************************************************************************************* 

HAPPY HOLIDAYS FROM THE STAFF OF THE  

MAYBEE BRANCH LIBRARY  

Christmas Ornament Make and Take!    

Event Type: Arts & Crafts Age 10 and up 

Date: 12/17/2011 Start Time: 10:00 AM End Time: 11:00 AM  

Drop by the Maybee Library to paint & take home a 

beautiful ceramic Christmas ornament. Make one for a gift or 

one to put on your tree!  

Contact: Kelli Venier Contact Number: 734-587-3680 

Openings (16) 
 

 



 

 

 
************************************************************************************* 

SPECIAL THANKS 
Thanks to Marc Droulliard (Pit Stop Pizza), Jack Barker(Barkers Auction), Keith 

Sweet (Next Door Lounge), and Jimmy Stiffler (Little Brown Jug) for putting up all 

the Christmas decorations this year. They really look nice on the new 

street lamps. 

Also, Thank You to Tona Rogers, Sue Hartford, Stephannie Suydam, 

Marge Van Auker, Cathy Masson and the L.M.R.Fire Department for 

the “Kids Night with Santa“.  (Close to one hundred kids showed up)  
 

************************************************************************************ 

 

London-Maybee-Raisinville 

FIRE DEPARTMENT 
L.M.R. Fire Department is accepting applications for paid on call Firefighters. 

All applicants must pass a pre-employment physical and Drug screen. For 

further information or to obtain an application please contact Chief Rick Smith 

at 734-915-7509. 

*************************************************************** 

 

VANDALISM 
In an effort to make the Village of Maybee a better place to live, many new trees have 

been planted with the help of grant money and the volunteer efforts of the residents.  In 

the past month a group of individuals have taken delight in destroying some of the trees 

along the bike path on Maybee-Scofield road.  It is hard to understand what makes people 

want to destroy property.  We can only hope that this group of individuals do not “live” in 

the village and still want to ruin the town that they live in.  If you know anything about 

what happened, please call the village office @587-2900 and leave a message.  Maybe we 

can get these people some help to cure their sickness.   

oooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooo 

MERRY CHRISTMAS AND A HAPPY NEW YEAR FROM ALL 

THE ELECTED OFFICIALS OF THE  

VILLAGE OF MAYBEE 
ooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooo 



 

 

 

This "When I was a Kid growing up in Maybee" story was written for 

Christmas, 2007. It is one of my favorites, for every year, my mind drifts back 

to these same happy childhood memories of Christmas. I hope it entertains 

some new readers and rekindles the memories of others. I wish all the citizens 

of our wonderful community of Maybee, and its surrounding area, a most 

blessed Christmas and a healthy prosperous New Year. And thank you for all 

the positive feedback and interest you've shown in my stories through the years. 

I truly value it and appreciate it. Merry Christmas, Maybee! 

 

Marjorie Van Auker 

 
When I was a Kid growing up in Maybee…by Marjorie VanAuker 

When I was a kid growing up in Maybee I started my countdown to Christmas on Thanksgiving 

Day. That was the traditional beginning of the holiday season. Santa arrived in Detroit during the 

Hudson’s Thanksgiving Day parade, was presented the key to the hearts of all the good little girls 

and boys everywhere by the mayor of the city, before he settled into the department store for the 

next month to hear children’s requests. That made it official in my mind. I knew the Christmas 

season had begun!. 

 

One of the good things I remember fondly at that time of year was oranges! They weren’t found 

year-around in the stores as they are today. Early in December the “Orange Man” drove his big 

truck up from Florida with crates of oranges and grapefruit…and just like the “Watermelon Man” 

of summer… he always stopped at Dad’s Mobil gas station in Maybee. I remember kneeling on 

the floor next to my dad, (Carl Rupp) as he untwisted the wire hooks on the balsa crates and 

released the pungent aroma of citrus. With my eyes closed, I inhaled deeply of the fragrance and 

imagined I could feel the warmth of the Florida sun.  Dad would lay out paper bags, attach a price 

sign and they’d be gone in no time. (But not before a few were set aside to take home for us, too!) 

 

When I was very small, my Uncle Wayne (Dad’s brother) and his family…Aunt Gretchen, 

Cousins Bill, Nancy and Mary…lived here in Maybee on Short Street. Christmas Eve would find 

the whole Rupp family, including all the great-aunts and uncles from the homestead on Hoffman 

Road, gathered there awaiting the arrival of Santa. It seemed he would NEVER get there!  About 

9pm, Grandpa (John Rupp) would get weary of waiting and proclaim that Santa apparently wasn’t 

coming and he was getting thirsty, so he was “going to the bar for a beer”! Naturally, he’d be gone 

no more than 15-20 minutes and we’d hear the stomp of boots on the porch and bells jingling and 

Santa would enter the front door! 

 

The four of us grandkids were lined up by age, cross-legged on the floor. Bill, the oldest, was on 

one end and I, the youngest, on the other. Nancy and Mary were safely ensconced between. All 

those gaily wrapped presents under the tree had been off limits to us for WE had to under-go the 



 

 

annual interrogation….not just by Santa, but by his companion, BLACK PETER! The tradition of 

Black Peter, dressed similarly to a witch and carrying switches, dates back to the Middles Ages 

and was originally a Dutch custom. It was his job to advise St. Nick which children merited 

receiving gifts based upon how good they’d been all year.( It was astounding that a tradition from 

the Middles Ages was still tormenting four little kids in Maybee in the 1950’s!) 

 

 Santa’s suit had faded to pink over the years  and he was wearing a paper mask, yet I sat there 

totally gullible, holding down my end of the line…bare little legs vulnerable to Black Peter’s 

switch, shaking in my little black patent leather shoes….and waiting for the inevitable…”Have 

YOU been a good little girl all year?” Time stood still. HOW do I answer THAT?? After all, 

Santa knows if you lie…not to mention, there sat Mom and Dad ready to set the record straight if I 

said “Yes”! And if I said “No”…well, horror of horrors, no presents for me! But Black Peter 

eventually interceded for each of us and we were given the sign to run and find our gifts under the 

tree. Whew! Once again…. we escaped a dire fate for another year! Santa and his faithful 

companion left us happily exploring the contents of our boxes amongst a pile of shredded paper 

and ribbons. Of course, when Grandpa returned from the bar (and Aunt Helen reappeared from 

the kitchen where she had allegedly been washing dishes), we filled them in on Santa’s visit. They 

were dismayed that another Christmas Eve had come and they missed him again!  

 

On Christmas Day the whole Rupp family came together again for a bountiful meal. Huge 

steaming bowls of aromatic delights graced the table. Hunger pangs stung and torture reigned 

supreme as Grandma Geisler (Aunt Gretchen’s mother) gave what seemed like the longest prayer 

ever written (and in German no less, so we had no clue what she was saying). Finally our plates 

were circulated around the big table and ‘fixed’ by the adults before we journeyed to the ‘kids’ 

table. All year Grandma had saved pennies in a tall white vase in her kitchen. At Christmas the 

pennies were divided up four ways, put in some sort of holiday receptacle and placed in front of 

the children’s plates. However, there was a catch to this ‘stash of cash’….no pennies could be 

claimed until a clean plate was presented! So with eyes closed, or breath held, we managed to 

consume the Brussels sprouts, squash and black olives and attain our monetary prize. Grandma 

was a wise one…none of us grew to be picky eaters…and today we grandkids  include Brussels 

sprouts in our holiday dinners to honor her memory. 

 

Nowadays, Christmas comes earlier every year. It no longer waits for Thanksgiving. It’s entirely 

possible to buy Halloween candy, Christmas lights and a bathing suit (from the 75% off end-of-

summer clearance rack) all in the same trip. But whenever the Christmas season begins, we’re all 

given one last chance to slow down and remember our roots, to celebrate the traditions and relish 

the memories that link us to the Christmases of our youth…such as these that I have from when I 

was a kid growing up in Maybee. 

 

Merry Christmas to all and a Very Happy New Year! 
 

 



 

 

 
 



 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 


