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Down Memory Lane. . .  By Bernice Jensen 

Sisters 

 I was looking out my west window watching the snow falling. Across the highway are  

two houses built exactly alike. 

 They were the Cobb and the Brainard homes and the women were sisters. I do  

not remember them and what I remember is what I heard from others.  

The ladies were very close, I was told and in the morning they would be dressed in the morning dresses to 

do all the household chores and in the afternoon they would change into their afternoon clothes. Many times they 

would sit on one of the porches and play board games as they enjoyed each other’s company. I don’t remember 

anyone mentioning any children. 

Charlie Cobb was the Editor of the Gary Interstate and was well respected and I still hear his name men-

tioned today. 

Gibb Brainard was the local undertaker as they were referred to in that day. Now they have funeral direc-

tors. I don’t know if Gibb had his funeral home downtown or across the highway where I live. There was a fu-

neral parlor on the property and later it became a private home. 

Carrie Fritz Miller and Eva Fritz Benner were also sisters that were very close. Eva came to Gary to assist 

her sister Carrie with the birth of her first baby. Eva stayed on in Gary and worked at the Gary Interstate and 

played piano for the silent movies, where she met her husband, Art Benner, a local business man. They married 

and became the parents of La Morne Wiese, Jean, Mavis Johnson, and Elaine Kontz, and son Dennis. Eva also 

assisted Art in the local meat market. Both ladies were dedicated members of the St. Peters Catholic Church. 

Carrie Fritz Miller was a hard working lady. At one time they had a farm north west of Gary and Frank 

delivered milk to the residents in Gary. Carrie always had a friendly smile. They had five children, Armetha 

Keimig, Iona Schulte, Tookie Miller, James Miller and Mary Ann Goblirisch. The ladies enjoyed each other’s 

company but were both very busy with their families. 

Doris Cornell and Ruth Cole were two more sisters that enjoyed each other’s company. They both loved 

their homes and families. Doris was married to Ed Cornell and they had a farm in the Lake Cochrane area. After 

Ed returned from the service in WW II, they later moved into Gary. They have four daughters, Pamela Taylor, 

Janet Singsaas, Jackie Sillman and Debbie Erickson. It was a joy watching the girls playing in front of their house 

with their doll buggies and dressed like princesses. Doris loved to keep her girls looking great. She also had a dog 

that could play the keyboard and sing. She would put a toy keyboard on the floor and the dog would put his paws 

on the keys and sing on command. I enjoyed many good visits with Doris, laughing and talking about raising our 

families. Ed farmed by Lake Cochrane and in later years, tore down many old buildings. 

Ruth was married to James (Gyp) Cole, a quiet well mannered man that was the Elevator manager in 

Gary. Ruth was a great homemaker who loved to cook and the two ladies visited almost every day by phone or at 

each other’s homes. Ruth taught me how to make doughnuts. I had a good recipe but the frying was the problem. 

She said to cut them all out and to let them sit a bit and dry so that they don’t absorb all of the grease from frying. 

James and Ruth had two children Joan and Jimmy. 
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Two more sisters that were very close were Birdie Rowland and Lula Stevens. Birdie married Walter 

Rowland, the local druggist in town and Lula married John Stevens. At one time they farmed together and built a 

grand home, complete with living quarters for each of the families. It was a beautiful home but with drought and 

hard times, they moved into town. Walter took care of the drugstore and John was a salesman. 

The Rowland’s had two children, Mildred and Charles. Mildred has written many books on her child-

hood and life. She doesn’t mention any names, but I could figure some of it out, and her books were very enjoy-

able. Mildred and Charles both moved away. I think that Charles was a teacher, but he passed away several years 

ago. John and Lula had one daughter, Dorothy who married Tom Nichols from Canby. 

Birdie and Lula were as different as day and night. They loved each other dearly, but Lula loved to get up 

early and clean and Birdie liked to sleep in later in the morning, and really didn’t appreciate when Lula would 

call her and tell her how much she had gotten done already this morning before nine o’clock. Who cares to hear 

this when they just woke up, she would say. 

I like to sit with my cup of coffee and relax in my recliner and think of all of the grand ladies and gentle-

men that I remember from my childhood years. I worked for Birdie Rowland in the drugstore and I can still hear 

Eva and Carries voices. Doris and Ruth were younger, but we still had many good talks. 

Today there are still many kind and good caring people in Gary. Progress has changed our small town 

and I feel privileged to have memories of the earlier Gary years as well as today. 

 

 Turning Back the Pages of Time 
 

Every week when the Courier comes, I sure welcome it  
with joy, 

And read it through from page to page, and much of time it  
does not employ. 

  
I like to read of yesterdays of those days of long ago, 

Those I knew in childhood days where some are gone I do not know. 
  

When I read in “Fifty-Years” I can recall each name and face 
Of many friends I knew so well which new ones cannot replace. 

  
I remember well the wedding day of many friends of my own age, 

And great grandparents they are now as time has turned back page on page. 
  

So many names that I recall who owned business places then, 
In the town of our county seat, a bunch of fine and honest men. 

  
Some have moved so far away and a few are with us still 

          And some have gone to peace and rest of them our hearts with  
memories fill. 

  
         It’s nice to think of olden days when I was but a little child, 

               With the prairie wide and rolling dotted o’er with flowers wild. 
  

            But years go by and make us old but golden memories never die, 
     Still I love the old times best, even if youth has passed me by. 

  
                                                                           ……Marietta Thomas 

A Poet’s Thought . . .  
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My Life---Herbert Norman Meyer 

 THE FIRST 80 YEARS OF MY LIFE 

 

 Our next officer was a sergeant that received a field commission to 2
nd

 lieutenant.  He did not 
have the leadership skills like the one we had.  He sent a squad to clear a road leading out of a village.  
The squad leader was not told by our new officer what was out there.  The squad leader decided to 
hole up in the last house to observe the area.  This was during daylight.  A jeep with two soldiers drove 
out of the village about a block and were killed by machine gun fire.  Had the squad leader taken his 
men to clear the road they all would have been dead.  This is why leadership has to function properly.   
At night everybody does guard duty.  On the front a soldier is not on for more than 1 hour.  The strain 
on your mental being can be too much if left on duty too long.  You may begin to imagine things from 
the shadows.  Is anyone scared on the front line? Yes.  Everybody is, if they say not, they are very 
good liars.  Sometimes you are so scared you wonder how you can keep going.   
 Being on guard duty one night I stumbled in the rubble.  I didn’t feel anything except my foot 
getting slippery in my shoe.  When the next guard came on duty I went back to the command post 
which was a basement with a little light. I took off my shoe.  The slippery stuff was blood from a one 
half inch cut half way up to my knee.  A medic was there to clean it.  It was not too deep so the medic 
bandaged it up and I stayed on duty.  When I stumbled in the rubble something cut my leg, but I didn’t 
feel anything.  Little cuts and bruises don’t matter too much when it’s your life and the soldiers next to 
you that matter.   
 Our movement was from village to village, town to town and into the large cities.  On a mission 
to the very front where the front line guys were holding their positions, the officer came back to where I 
was kind of hidden and asked me to go back to our kitchen to see if I could get some hot food. I was 
told to take another soldier with me from our group.  This had to be done before daylight.  Checking 
the time I realized I only had two hours.  I decided not to look for anybody to go with me.  I just went to 
the next village about two miles away.  About half way there I thought I heard something.  I soon real-
ized I had a flat tire.  Continuing on just a little faster I got to one of our squads in the first village.  I 
changed tires, the back one closest to the driver, and saw it had a bullet hole right through it.  I contin-
ued and got something in a big kettle that the mess sergeant sent with me.   
 Sometimes there is no hot food for days.  The longest that I was without hot food was for two 
weeks, living on rations only.  Your mouth gets a little sore from the high concentrated foods.  We did 
not use food found in homes.  It may have been poisoned.  We did take fresh eggs if we found some.  
They were eaten even before they were well done.  Another time as we were watching a pasture with 
a few cows from a house, a shell came in and killed one of the cows.  A soldier in our  
group took a knife from the kitchen, ran out to the cow and came back with a big chuck of fresh beef 
for our evening meal!   
 Sometimes the rifle boys would surround a town or bypass it and other units were used to clear 
it of the enemy.  Not only soldiers in uniform but sometimes civilians would shoot at us.  I remember 
one such mission.  Each group was given a certain area to clear, observing through a big hole in a wall 
we saw a German soldier peeking around a corner about 50 yards away.  We were told the next time 
he does that, shoot at him.  One soldier did.  We saw his boots as they slowly slid out of sight.  When 
we reached that spot there was a pool of blood but no soldier in sight.   
 Further on, as we spread out some more, I saw a closed door at ground level.  I was carrying 
my rifle, a revolver, full ammunition belt, and hand grenades hooked to my jacket.  I opened the door 
with my rifle ready to shoot.  There was a stairway to a basement.  The sun was shining in and I could 
easily see many heads of people.  They were crowded below the stairway standing very still.  There 
were older men, women, and children.  I went down three or four steps and sat down with the rifle 
pointing right at them.  One of the younger ladies pleaded, “don’t shoot, don’t shoot” in German, but I 
knew what she meant.  I asked if there were any guns, hoping she would come up with a nice Lugar 
but she said no.  These people were all very scared and now I needed to get them out so they could 
go to their home.  With a little sign language, a little German, they came up and out of the basement.  I 
pointed to the way they were to go.   
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When Life was Simpler. . .  

FROM THE INTERSTATE FILES… 

  We moved through the farm land of Germany.  The farming was done from a village, the center 
being where the livestock buildings were.  The other buildings included a large house where the burgo-
master or owner lived and a group of smaller houses where the tenants or workers lived.  They had to 
get their milk and whatever other food they needed from the owner each morning.  We took over one 
big house for our kitchen and command post for a short time.  We were given our meals outside and 
the local ladies soon learned there were leftovers.  They came with pots and kettles to take what our 
cooks would give them.  Much of the farm work was done by the women and children.  To see 10 to 15 
women going through a field with hoes for weeding was a little different than at home.   
 Standing one day near a large church with an open field to my left, there were some large explo-
sions about 500 to 700 yards away.  I could hear a slight whistle.  I watched very closely.  I could see 
the shell flying through the air.  It came from a very large artillery gun. I felt something hit the ground 
close to my feet.  I reached down to pick it up and burnt my fingers.  It  
was a piece of shrapnel from those large shells.  This stuff is red hot as it comes flying through the air.   
 There were times when we stopped or held for an hour or two.  When we knew the area was 
cleared of the enemy we would check out the homes or stores for whatever we could find.  This is 
called war plunder or looting.  By now a soldier could go through a house in just a few minutes.  Noth-
ing is put back; with one fling a drawer is all on the floor and the next.  If you don’t see anything you like 
you move on.  Up to this point I had not seen much of the civilian population.  They seemed to have 
disappeared or left town.  I entered one house about noon.  The table was set and the food was on the 
table, on plates half eaten.  I checked and the food was still warm.  Where they went, I do not know.   
 Walking on a sidewalk one day, a shell burst behind me.  I felt the vibration.  I didn’t get hit by 
shrapnel, but sometimes the force all goes one direction.  Maybe somebody was watching over me.  At 
times I had thought; where is God in all this.  Why is it happening?  I now know that if you study the Bi-
ble you can find an answer.  
 As we moved from village to towns, more people were staying in their homes.  Holding the cen-
ter of a larger city a week or more we tried to have conversations with the people and did learn some-
thing about them.  One incident was when a lady with a pail was trying to tell the guys something.  
Since I knew a few words in German, they sent her to me.  I was sure she wanted something in that 
pail.  Maybe water I thought; she motioned me to come with her so I did.  She went to a large factory  
like building and pointed to a side door.  Then she handed me the pail and stepped back some.  With 
my revolver handy, I opened the door.  It was a long stairway going 
down with another door to the side and at the bottom.  I did go down, 
pushing open the bottom door and looked into a very large room.  
There were very large barrels, some big enough to hold 2000 gal-
lons, others as small as 50 gallons.  They were all wood barrels and 
the place was deserted.  Then I realized I was in a winery.  The lady 
wanted a pail of wine from the wine cellar.  I spotted a little hatchet 
and chopped a hole in a small barrel.  Sure enough, out comes the 
wine!  I filled the pail.  I hadn’t chopped the hole too far down so most 
of it stayed in the barrel.  I went back upstairs. The lady outside took 
the pail of wine, thanked me, and away she went!  Telling the guys of my find, another soldier and I 
went back and we too had wine with our evening meal.  We soon moved on.   

More next month... 
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Again we return to my Great Uncle, (on my father’s side) Mr. A. M. Jackley. Who was 

commissioned the rattlesnake exterminator by the state of South Dakota’s legislative act dur-

ing the 1937 session.  His crusade was carried on aggressively until his death of a heart at-

tack, on February 20, 1950 at the age of 70. Through his writings, radio transcripts, family 

stories and information obtained from the state of SD, I hope to make you more aware of the 

creatures that God put here to share this planet with us.  

“The educational campaign for the control or rattlesnakes in the State of South Dakota is designed to give 

to the people living in the infested areas a sufficient understanding of the habits of these sakes so that they can 

remove them from any section where they are or may become a menace.” 

Rattlesnake Dens It is quite generally known that rattlesnakes congregate in large numbers to hibernate 

and occupy the same place as a rule, year after year, so long as it provides a necessary protection through the win-

ter. The numbers that enter these dens very greatly; one hundred and fifty is a small group, four and five hundred 

is common and in many cases greatly in excess of this number. There are just two essential requirements for a 

den, namely, depth and dryness. Snakes hibernate only in places that are not subject to flood and in dens penetrat-

ing to a depth below frost-line. They must find such holes or cavities as nature provides. Prairie dogs and badgers 

are the only burrowing animals that dig deep enough holes for them, consequently on the open prairie many 

groups hibernate in such burrows. Sides on the steep bluffs, cracked open banks along gullies, sink-holes or wash-

outs that later ceased to conduct water, crevices in rock ledges, caves or  porous scoria deposits offer the best ac-

commodation for large groups. 

Where the soil is light and subject to drift, dens are more or less of a temporary nature. Where this condi-

tion exists, the snakes are compelled to find new locations more often. This tends to keep them more or less scat-

tered and in that case will be found in smaller groups. However, as they find more permanent quarters they 

quickly resume their normal habit of getting together for the winter. Dens are occasionally destroyed by farming 

operations. When they return to their usual place of hibernation and find it covered up, they scatter all over the 

surrounding territory. This has in some sections created a bad situation but in the course of two or three years they 

will find a new location and bunch up. Such local conditions have promoted some people to conclude that many 

do no congregate for the winter, when in truth it is entirely due to their being suddenly obliged to find a new place 

in which to hibernate. I would conclude then that they are indeed creatures of habit. 

More from Uncle “Bert” next month… 

Canby’s 9th Annual Arctic Blast is scheduled for January 28, 29 and 30. Three invigorating 

fun-filled days of socializing in Canby and at Del Clark Lake! The Polar Plunge will take place on Saturday , 

29th, around Noon depending on the weather. Watch for flyers with more information as the day get closer.  Sun-

day morning, January 30th is the Arctic Blast French Toast Brunch from 11 am-1 pm at The Connection. This 

is a fundraiser for The Connection. $6 –12 and older and $3 –11 and younger. French Toast, Sausage, Juice 

and Coffee. All are welcome! 

Until next time, 

Joyce Baer 

 GREETINGS FROM CANBY~  
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Gary Interstate 

 

Growing Up in The 1950s 
Long ago and far away, in a land that time forgot, Before the days of Dylan, or the dawn of Camelot.  
There lived a race of innocents, and they were you and me, For Ike was in the White House in that land where  
we were born, Where navels were for oranges, and Peyton Place was porn. We learned to gut a muffler,  
we washed our hair at dawn, We spread our crinolines to dry in circles on the lawn. We longed for love and  
romance, and waited for our Prince, And Eddie Fisher married Liz, and no one's seen him since… We danced to  
'Little Darlin,' and sang to 'Stagger Lee ' And cried for Buddy Holly in the Land That Made Me, Me. 
Only girls wore earrings then, and 3 was one too many,  And only boys wore flat-top cuts, except for Jean 
McKinney. And only in our wildest dreams did we expect to see  A boy named George with Lipstick, in the Land  
That Made Me, Me. 
We fell for Frankie Avalon, Annette was oh, so nice, And when they made a movie, they never made it twice. 
We didn't have a Star Trek Five, or Psycho Two and Three, Or Rocky-Rambo Twenty in the Land That Made Me,  
Me. 
Miss Kitty had a heart of gold, and Chester had a limp, And Reagan was a Democrat whose co-star was a chimp. 
We had a Mr. Wizard, but not a Mr. T, And Oprah couldn't talk yet, in the Land That Made Me, Me. 
We had our share of heroes, we never thought they'd go, At least not Bobby Darin, or Marilyn Monroe. 
For youth was still eternal, and life was yet to be, And Elvis was forever in the Land That Made Me, Me. 
We'd never seen the rock band that was Grateful to be Dead, And Airplanes weren't named Jefferson, and  
Zeppelins were not Led. And Beatles lived in gardens then, and Monkees lived in trees, Madonna was a virgin in 
 the Land That Made Me, Me. We'd never heard of microwaves, or telephones in cars, And babies might be  
bottle-fed, but they were not grown in jars. And pumping iron got wrinkles out, and 'gay' meant fancy-free, 
And dorms were never co-Ed in the Land That Made Me, Me. 
We hadn't seen enough of jets to talk about the lag, And microchips were what was left at the bottom of the bag. 
And hardware was a box of nails, and bytes came from a flea, And rocket ships were fiction in the Land That  
Made Me, Me. 
Buicks came with portholes, and side shows came with freaks, And bathing suits came big enough to cover both 
 your cheeks. And Coke came just in bottles, and skirts below the knee, And Castro came to power near the Land  
That Made Me, Me. We had no Crest with Fluoride, we had no Hill Street Blues, We had no patterned pantyhose 
 or Lipton herbal tea Or prime-time ads for condoms in the Land That Made Me, Me. 
There were no golden arches, no Perrier to chill, And fish were not called Wanda, and cats were not called Bill. 
And middle-aged was 35 and old was forty-three, And ancient were our parents in the Land That Made Me, Me. 
But all things have a season, or so we've heard them say, And now instead of Maybelline we swear by Retin-A. 
They send us invitations to join AARP, We've come a long way, baby, from the Land That Made Me, Me. 
So now we face a brave new world in slightly larger jeans, And wonder why they're using smaller print in 
magazines. 
And we tell our children's children of the way it used to be,  
Long ago and far away in the Land That Made Me, Me. 
Author: Unknown 
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Popular Culture in 1951 
The term Rock N Roll is coined by Cleveland Disc 
Jockey Alan Freed 

The Dennis the Menace comic strip appears in 
newspapers across the U.S. for the first time. 

Popular Films 

An American in Paris      The African Queen 

A Streetcar Named Desire      

The Day the Earth Stood Still 
Popular Music 

Perry Como      Mario Lanza        Nat King Cole      
Tony Bennett 

Popular TV 

I Love Lucy         What's My Line? debuts on BBC 
Television. 

1951 Unemployment dipped to 3.3% in the US and new roads were built to take the ever increasing num-
bers of cars including the New Jersey Turnpike. Children were given more than any other time in previous 
history with guitar lessons and sets of Encyclopedias to improve their minds . The average family income 
was $3,700 per year and people had money to spend so cars became more luxurious and had more power-
ful engines with options for two tone paint, during this time things like turn signals were still an extra and 
most drivers still used hand signals to tell other drivers which way they were turning. Television continued 
to grow with popular programs like "I Love Lucy" and the first tests for Color Television Pictures were 
broadcast from Empire State Building.  Europe continued to export many cars to the US including Volks-
wagen's and Austin's.  

Cost of Living 1951 

How Much things cost in 1951 

Yearly Inflation Rate USA 7.88%  

Yearly Inflation Rate UK 9.5%  

Average Cost of new house $9.000.00  

Average wages per year $3,510.00  

Cost of a gallon of Gas 19 cents  

Average Cost of a new car $1,500.00  

Loaf of Bread 16 cents  

LB of Hamburger Meat 50 cents  

Bacon per LB 52 cents  

Eggs per dozen 24 cents  
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When Life was Simpler. . .  

Did you ever have to slop the 

hogs?  Loren Budahl  did and 

says they used mostly ground 

oats or barley soaked  in the 

skim milk after the cream had 

been separated from it. Let it 

sit till it ferments a little bit. 

Hogs loves it,  

The Old Farm House 
  

     The old farm house set on a hill, where it had been many years; 

     I seem to see it set there still, through my eyes are dim with tears. 

  

     I knew and loved the people there, before it was moved away, 

     Now it is gone, I know not where, but there my fond thoughts still stray. 

  

 It was there I saw their children play, heard their walls with laughter ring, 

There when a dear one passed away, to see what comfort I might bring. 

  

As trees their leaves in autumn shed, some houses are useless now: 

Big farms absorb the land instead, with huge tractor, drill and plow. 

  

Some are vacant, some moved away, but planted trees are still there, 

The branches in the wind still sway, and birds thrill their music rare. 

  

The farmsteads pass to long ago, and I loved those old times well, 

The old must pass, it must be so, if it be best, who can tell? 
  

                                                     …….Hattie Washburn 

Special Notices: 
 

 The Gary Historical Association is still in need of donations for putting markers on the un-

marked graves at the cemetery.  Please help us remember those that were here before us.  Some 

may be your relatives!   Thanks. 

 

 Donations to The Gary Historical Association are still being accepted to replace the mu-

seum building that fell under  the heavy snow load last year.  Your donations are so much appreci-

ated.  Thank you. 
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Looking Back. . . 

wha  th 

hail wath I  

thinin?  

Fuss up!  

Does this look familiar? I 

“double-dog” dare you to tell 

the truth! 

 

©Kris Karloski 


