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Elliott Truax Slocum (1839-1915)

This article that appeared in the White Lake Reminiscences tells of another influential
member of the Slocum family.

Hon. Elliott Truax Slocum, of Detroit, Michigan, who has large real estate interests in the
Village and Township of Whitehall, is the only son of Giles Bryan Slocum. He was born at
Trenton, Wayne Co., Michigan, and received his early instructions at a School for Boys on
Grosse Isle, conducted by Rev. Moses H. Hunter. Later he was graduated from Union
College, Schenectady, New York and from the University of Michigan. He very early became
connected and associated with his father in looking after their large real estate interests in
different parts of Michigan and Wisconsin. His first trip to Whitehall was made about 1859.



He was a youth of nineteen then and started from Slocum’s Grove, Muskegon Co., Mich.,
with Mr. David Abbott, who was a resident of that place about thirty years, but who is now a
wealthy rice grower and a respected and esteemed citizen of Crowley, Arcadia Parish,
Louisiana. They left Slocum’s Grove on two French Indian ponies and went through the
woods to Newaygo and looked at some land there. From Newaygo they went to where the
Village of Hesperia now stands; Mr. Slocum’s father owned some of the land, where the
village was afterward laid out, but at that time no village was thought of. The water in the
river was so high and rapid they were obliged to cross it by jumping from one stone to
another with the aid of a pole.

They remained one night at a shanty about half way between Newaygo and Hesperia. It was
occupied by a gang of toughs, who were engaged in making shaved shingles out of stolen
timber, and the experiences of that night were thrilling indeed. It was not known until well
along in the night, when some of the party returned from one of their midnight adventures,
how really bad the crowd were. It became necessary for Mr. Slocum and Mr. Abbot to set up
a fearless defense, which had the effect of silencing them for the remainder of the night
and in the morning they were allowed to depart in peace and safety.

Near Hesperia they found Oliver Swain in a log house and remained at his place a day or
two. From there they crossed White River and went South following the West shore most of
the time. Mr. Slocum’s father owned several thousand acres of land on the North and South
branches of White River which they looked at. They expected to remain at night in Walter
Duck’s shanty on section thirty Greenwood. He was an intelligent colored man and a good
land surveyor, but when they reached there he was gone and the roof of the shanty had
caved in. Mr. Abbott made a bed from the bark of the old roof and they used bark for
covering. They had a fire and slept fairly well, although an inch and a half of snow fell during
the night. They had so supper that night and no breakfast or dinner the next day, and the
ponies browsed on oak leaves. They saw plenty of deer and game along the way.

Continuing South they struck White Lake South of Whitehall and then went North following
the Lake until they came across a log house near where Albers Mears’ store used to stand.
Here they got something to eat and found sleeping accommodations with a man by the
name of Hanson, who lived on the hill back of Whitehall. By the time they were tired enough
to thoroughly enjoy a good night’s rest, but in the morning to their utter dismay they
discovered their ponies were gone.

Without waiting for breakfast, they started in hot pursuit. They tracked them through the
woods about half way to Cedar Creek when night overtook them and they were obliged to
sleep under a pine tree. During the night a most terrific rain and thunder storm came up
striking and demolishing trees and everything in its course until for greater safety they took



to open space, notwithstanding the heavy rain which drenched them through. At day break
they renewed the journey and by afternoon arrived at Shippers on Cedar Creek. Here they
hoped to get something of some kind to eat, as they had been all this time without a
morsel, but the only food in the house was one loaf of bread which they devoured most
greedily. They remained all night and next morning started for Truckie’s Trading Post on the
Muskegon River where Truckie ferried them across the river in a canoe. They then made a
straight line for home, thinking perhaps the ponies by this time had gone there. After
tramping through the Moorland swamp, some of the time wading through water waist deep
and crawling through the worst kind of windfalls and underbrush they succeeded in
reaching Slocum’s Grove but no ponies were there.

Not willing to give up they at once set to work and made some moccasins and in a day or
two started back again in search of the ponies. They went first to Newaygo, then to Sand
Creek reaching the latter place late that evening. It was a long and tedious tramp and by
morning Mr. Slocum’s feet and limbs were so sore and swollen he could not stand on them,
but being young and energetic he would not give up. After having them thoroughly rubbed
with whiskey to allay the pain and reduce the swelling, he managed to get on the
moccasins and once more they put forth. They had not gone far this time when they met a
man who had seen the ponies and succeeded in getting them. After capturing them they
spent several days looking over the beautiful Lake and surrounding country in and about
Whitehall and got a good idea of the general lay-out of the country. On their return trip they
followed down White Lake and along Lake Michigan to the mouth of Muskegon Lake in
order to get across as there was no way of crossing above. Following up Muskegon Lake
they came to Muskegon and then out by the way of Ravenna back to Slocum’s Grove.

With the opening of his father’s interests at Whitehall, he, too, became interested and when
his father laid out his additions to the Village, it was Mr. Slocum who did the surveying for
him. The first piece of real estate, which he owned individually, was the Union Hotel that
burned in 1870. He got it from Peter Hobler in exchange for a vessel. He also furnished the
money to start the first printing office, The Forum, in 1869. In 1873 when the Lumberman’s
State Bank was organized he was the Vice President and one of the Directors and later
when it was re-organized into a National he served in the same capacities. After the Union
Hotel burned down he erected a three story brick block, which was also destroyed in the
great fire of 1881, together with two adjoining wooden stores and a livery stable, rented to
Mr. Sturtevant, in which the fire originated, all of which belonged to Mr. Slocum. He is at
present largely interested in Whitehall and vicinity and makes frequent trips there. He has
vivid recollections of many of the old settlers and recalls with pleasure the great admiration
he had for dear “Jack” Covell of whom he was very fond.



A final bit of historical information: Elliott Truax Slocum was born on 15 May 1839 in
Trenton, Wayne, Michigan. On 30 July 1872 he married Charlotte Gross Wood (1850-1891)

in Grand Rapids. Elliott died on 21 November 1915 in Detroit, Wayne, Michigan. He is
buried in Elmwood Cemetery in Detroit.



