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Down Memory Lane. . .
By Bernice Jensen

I would like to wish you a

Merry Christmas and a

Happy New Year.

FROM

CANBY~

I have given Uncle Bert Christmas off, however we will pick up his adventures
in the New Year!
In the meantime, I‟d like to invite you to share in the many activities going on just
across the border in Canby. Many of the businesses [Canby Credit Union 16th, First Security Bank 17th, &
State Farm Ins. 21st]are holding Open Houses with refreshments.
On Saturday, December 11 at 2 pm “Lassie” is playing at the theater, and Santa Claus is coming on the
18th during the movie “Kung Fu Panda” to provide treats.
The children can also call the jolly man‟s helpers on the 17th from 6:30-8:00 pm
by calling 507-223-1120.
Our churches are also sharing the love and riches of the Gift of the
Season...Emmanuel...God With Us...Jesus Christ! Jesus is the gift that
Keeps on giving! He lasts forever and is the way to the Father. Do you
have a relationship with Him? He removes all doubt and fear and gives
us a reason to know that “everything is gonna be alright!” He is in control!
Embrace the Man who gave His all to give you eternal life [John 3:16] and
this will be the best Christmas and New Year of your life!
Until next time,
Joyce Baer
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My Life---Herbert Norman Meyer
THE FIRST

80 YEARS OF MY LIFE

On a quiet night, standing outside, the land level and quiet, I could see the red color on the haze in the sky
from burning buildings in the villages from 3 to 10 miles apart. This night I could see fire and hear the fast German machine guns in the distance and the shower of American machine guns a little closer. This is something
you will never forget. Most of my missions were at night, having something to do on the front line. Some nights
were quite dark. I drove looking up at the tree tops. Many roads were lined with trees. This one night the rifle
boys were up front next to a small river. They could hear tank movement and called for anti-tank mines to be
laid. I was given the job with one helper. We loaded as many mines as we could on my jeep. About half way to
the front, driving at night, driving mostly by tree tops, we hit a medic‟s jeep leaving the line! Our speed was
maybe 18 mi/hr, we hit head on. I flew out of the jeep along with some of the mines. I got back on my feet,
loaded the mines back up; my jeep was running OK although I could hear the fan rubbing the radiator. Can you
believe the driver wanted to fill out an accident report? I said sorry, we were going up front to lay a mine field, so
I just backed away and left.
On the rest of the way I could feel something tickle on my face and occasionally rubbed my face. On arriving at our contact point in a basement which was closed in so they had some light, they took one look at me
and said “what the hell happened to you?” The tickle I felt was blood from a cut I got on my nose. I must have
looked awful. I had rubbed it all over my face. I immediately was sent to the field medics. They took one look
and since I was able to walk and talk, I was sent to the field hospital. The wounded came first; here I heard the
moans and cries of the badly wounded. It was hard to take. I felt out of place since I wasn‟t hurt that badly, but I
had no choice. From here they took us by truck and ambulance to be put on the hospital train. We rode for two
days to a hospital in Paris, France arriving about 11:00 pm. I didn‟t see much. The hospital was very large. I
was taken to my cot (no bed) with many more in the large room. I was told where the dining room was. The
serving was help yourself. With my meal I took a mug of heavy milk like stuff that was very tasty. So after my
meal I went back for a refill. I thought I could taste a little cognac in it. I was staggering a “little” as I got back to
my cot.
The next morning after being examined by a doctor, I was given orders to go back to my unit. I was taken
back to a staging area and from there back to my division. The trip was by rail, a box car with boards missing
from the walls and also the floor. You could see the rail go by and watch the scenery go by through the holes
from the missing boards. It took a lot longer to get back to my unit because of all the stops. Your unit had to be
located, where were they and how to get you there. It took two weeks for me to get back. Later, the officer that I
drove for asked for a transfer to a rifle company and got one. He told me that he felt he could be more useful up
front with the riflemen. He was a leader, like one of the guys said, “I would rather lose my right arm than lose
him.”

A Poet’s Thought . . .
…Marietta Thomas

Volumes have been said and written about the joy of Christmas time,
About the bells and trees and stockings, poets have put them in their
rhyme.
About Santa and his reindeer skimming over the frozen snow,
And his journey down the chimney and his jolly ho, ho, ho.
All the tinsel and the glitter, and all the eats and gifts galore,
And the many pretty presents in the windows of each store.
Of the many Carol singers, waft their voices in the night,
And the sparkle on the snow drift, as the moon sheds its softest light.
Of the many family gatherings, with the loved ones all around,
Of the turkey and the dressing and all the sweets that do abound.
But do not forget the meaning on this Merry Christmas morn,
For it is a time for worship, on this day that Christ was born.
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Looking Back. . .
Red, coral or pink lipstick
suited to your skin tone.

A smart flower hair ornament or a snood was popular then.

A Zoot Suit, with a wide brim hat
and a pocket chain of exaggerated
length.

Seamed stockings will complete
any '40s look perfectly.

You will need slips or
petticoats for some '40s
style dresses. Most
1940s fashions were
designed to be worn
with foundation garments (e.g., girdles).
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Obituary
Alice Brevik

November 23, 1925 - October 20, 2010

Alice Brevik, 84, of Salina, died Wednesday, Oct. 20, 2010, at home.
She was born Nov. 23, 1925, in Pemberton, Lancashire, England, the daughter of John and Edith Green. She
married Ssgt. Harold G. Brevik on Oct. 5, 1953, in Wigan, Lancashire, England, and moved to the United States
on Sept. 18, 1954. She was a naturalized citizen for 51 years. She and her husband served 20 years in the United
States Air Force.
She was a homemaker. She was a member of Smoky Valley Genealogical Society, Friends of the Salina
Public Library, Gary Historical Society and supported many veteran organizations.
Alice is survived by one daughter, Cloie E. Brevik, of Salina; one son, John A. Brevik (Debbie), of
Derby; one granddaughter, Cindy L. Shugart (Scott W.), of Castle Rock, Colo.; two grandsons, Tyler D. Brevik,
of Lawrence, and Matthew L. Brevik, of Derby; three great-granddaughters, Cassidy A., Elizabeth C. and Emma
G. Shugart, of Castle Rock; and nephews, Ron Hall, of England, and Robert Hall, of Wales, Todd Brevik, David
Brevik, Dr. Alan Brevik, Keith Brevik, and nieces, Lenore Brevik, Jeanie Pederson,
Margo Denison, Janelle Denekamp and Diane Doyle, all of the United States.Her husband: parents: two sisters,
Mildred E. Hall and Ellen L. Bithell: and one brother, William Green, preceded her in death.
There was no visitation. Her cremains will be buried at Grandview Cemetery, Gary, S.D., at a later date.
A memorial service was held at 11 a.m. Saturday at St. John's Lutheran Church, 302 S. Seventh, Salina,
Kan., the Rev. Edward Foster, officiating.
Memorials are designated to the Disabled American Veterans or St. John's Lutheran Church, Salina

The Gary Community
Christmas potluck and Santa day
on
Sunday December 5.
Santa will be there with goodies for the kids.
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SOMEONE’S DREAM
SOMEONE’S DREAM IS FADING FAST
THE OLD BUILDINGS CANNOT LAST
THEY THOUGHT THEY WOULD COME
AND BUILD AND BECOME STRONG

BUT THEY SHOULD HAVE KNOWN
IT WOULDN’T LAST LONG

BAD YEARS LED TO DISASTER
THEY TOOK AWAY THEIR DREAM
NOW THE HOME OF THE BIRDS
NOW WHEN I TAKE A WALK
PAST THIS PLACE
I SEE NO TRACE
OF THE PEOPLE THAT ONCE LIVED HERE
A CREAKING DOOR
A GROANING OLD BARN
IS ALL THAT’S LEFT
A NEW OWNER
EAGER TO START HIS DREAM
WANTS TO TEAR
THE BUILDINGS DOWN

THE SUMMERS WERE DRY
CROPS WERE SMALL
THE WINTERS WERE COLD
THE SNOW BECAME TALL
THINGS WILL GET BETTER
THEY ALWAYS DO
IF ONLY THEY COULD BELIEVE
THAT THAT WAS TRUE
THEY WORKED DAY AND NIGHT
NEVER GETTING PAY
WHILE FACTORY WORKERS WENT ON STRIKE
ALMOST EVERY DAY
THEIR ONLY CHILD DIED AT BIRTH
PART OF THEIR DREAM
WAS LAID TO REST IN THE EARTH

I FEEL THE BUILDINGS
CALLING OUT
HOPING TO WIN
THE BATTLE OF
HARDSHIP AND LOSS
BUT IT SEEMS
THE WINDS OF CHANGE ARE HERE TO STAY
HERE LIES THE BEGINNING
AND THE END OF
SOMEONE’S DREAM

BY VICKI LIMBERG DEJONG FROM HIGH SCHOOL
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When Life was Simpler. . .
Remember back to a time when

life wasn‟t so fast paced and hectic. When neighbors took time to stop
and visit a few minutes over the backyard fence or even stop in for a cup of coffee and chat about this or that?
You could leave your car running in the cold weather while you did a few errands, or leave your house unlocked
at night while you slept! People were kind to each other as a habit, not as a rule, everyone just had big hearts,
“like the state of Texas.” If you had extra, or something you no longer used or needed you shared it with your
neighbor, without charging and arm and a leg for it...it was just the thing to do. That was the way I was raised. I
can honestly tell you that I watched my father give his winter coat to a man laying in a snow bank who didn‟t
have a coat, put him in our car and take him to one of the motels and pay for his lodging. I‟m not aware if that
man ever thanked my Dad, but that wouldn‟t have mattered, Dad would have done it again and again, because
that is how he was raised. My Mother was the same way. I don‟t ever recall anyone ever saying a bad thing
about either of my parents. They are both gone now, but their legacy lives on and I hope I have instilled the
same attitude in my children and they will play it forward. It all started with the story found in Luke chapter 2
which was read to me as a small child and one I performed in a Christmas play at church as a teenager.

The Birth of Jesus
1

In those days Caesar Augustus issued a decree that a census should be taken
of
[a]
the entire Roman world. 2 (This
was
the
first
census
that
took
place
while
Quirinius
was governor of Syria.) 3 And everyone went to their own town to register.
4
So Joseph also went up from the town of Nazareth in Galilee to Judea, to Bethlehem the town of David, because he belonged to the house and line of David. 5
He went there to register
with Mary, who was pledged to be married to him and
6
was expecting
a
child.
While
they were there, the time came for the baby to
be born, 7 and she gave birth to her firstborn, a son. She wrapped him in cloths
and placed him in a manger, because there was no guest room available for
them. 8 And9 there were shepherds living out in the fields nearby, keeping watch
over their flocks at night. An angel of the Lord appeared to them, and the glory of the Lord
shone around them, and they were terrified. 10 But the angel said to them,
“Do not be afraid. I bring you good news that will cause great joy for all the people.
11
12
13

Today in the town of David a Savior has been born to you; he is the Messiah, the Lord.

This will be a sign to you: You will find a baby wrapped in cloths and lying in a manger.”

Suddenly a great company of the heavenly host appeared with the angel, praising God and saying,
14

“Glory to God in the highest heaven,

and on earth peace to those on whom his favor rests.”
15

When the angels had left them and gone into heaven, the shepherds said to one another, “Let‟s go to Bethlehem and see this thing that has happened, which the Lord has told us about.” 16 So they hurried off and found
Mary and Joseph, and the baby, who was lying in the manger. 17 When they had seen him, they spread the word
concerning what had been told them about this child, 18 and all who heard it were amazed at what the shepherds
said to them. 19 But Mary treasured up all these things and pondered them in her heart. 20 The shepherds returned,
glorifying and praising God for all the things they had heard and seen, which were just as they had been told.
Luke 2 (NIV)
6

Growing the Gary Community
Growth and expansion have again come to Gary. Gate City Development Association is purchasing a 48
acre tract of land along the Minnesota-South Dakota border at the southeast edge of town. The property has been
platted into eight new residential lots, averaging one acre in size. The balance of the acreage has been developed
into six large lots, averaging five acres each, for business, industrial or residential development.
"The unique features of this property lend itself well to this type of development," according to Will
Stone, president of Gate City Development Association.
"The rolling hills, trees and waterway provide a natural, ready-made buffer between the residential and
business development areas of this project," according to Mary Nosbush, secretary of the association.
In June of this year, a purchase agreement was signed to eventually convey the land to the development
association, according to Stone. After that, the development association worked with Rod DeJong of Aason Engineering to lay out a plan for the site. Several options were considered, Stone said, in order to make the best use
of the lay of the land, and to preserve natural waterways and trees.
"One obstacle in surveying the land was to find the exact location of the Minnesota-South Dakota border," according to DeJong. He said a granite monument was located about a quarter of a mile south of the property, confirming the state line location.
Members of the Gary development board working on this project include: Will Stone, president; Stuart
Almos, vice president; Mary Nosbush, secretary; Angel Oeltjenbruns, treasurer; Lynda Rol, Marion Denekamp
and Kellie Lewis, all of Gary.
Development board members believe the new sites will be very desirable for residential development for
the following reasons: trees and waterway will be protected to provide a natural barrier between business and
residential development; lots are large enough to allow ample space for attractive homes, storage, gardens, orchards, ponds, etc.; rolling terrain provides the option for a walkout basement, a full width street will provide excellent access to all lots; all typical city services of electricity, phone, water, sewer, street maintenance and trash
pickup will be available.
The five-acre sites suited for industrial development have been annexed into the city limits of Gary. They
are in the south half of the property. They will also be developed to include city services. The lots are large
enough to allow for many options in business development. The terrain is also somewhat sloped and some of the
lots contain wetlands. The option of walking trails and public access areas exist in these lots, depending upon
how they are developed and the needs of the purchaser. Another option for some of the five-acre lots is to subdivide them into smaller housing units.
See attached plat map on page 8.
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The spirit of Christmas’s past. . .
In 1954 I knew who Santa Claus was! He was a friend of my father‟s, but his name wasn‟t Kris
Kringle. I called him, like so many others, by his given name
of Ivan Landstrom. If
that name sounds like the name that goes along with Black
Hills
Gold Jewelry, it is. Ivan was the jolliest and most giving
man I‟ve ever known. The Christmas of „54 I was a precocious five year old, full of wonder and a lover of words
even
though I hadn‟t learned to read the book I am holding in the
pictures. We had just returned from the Christmas program at First Lutheran Church. My dress was red with white lace and those white long
cotton stocking that needed to have a garter belt to hold up! How I hated
them! The black shoes must have been in style, but Mom
had to lace and tie them for me! This gift was one of many that I received
from Ivan until the tragic plane crash of his new plane in 1968 which took the lives of
his
wife Mary, their daughter, Shirley [one of the Rapid City cheerleaders for whom the Spirit of
Six Award was named] the other 5 cheerleaders, their advisor and himself. The only cheerleader that survived was Rachel Oakland, because at the last minute she changed her mind
and rode back to Rapid City with friends. (Rachel Oakland‟s father had, at one time been the
minister of First Lutheran Church in Wolf Point, Montana before they moved to Rapid City.)
That bible story book was a special treasure of mine until it was lost many years later in a
house fire. “Things” get lost or stolen, but memories remain as long as the mind stays clear
and the Christmas of „54 will forever live on as one of my “favorite things.”
By: Joyce (Jackley) Baer
SHARON

I remember a Christmas when I had to have been
four or five years old. Mom took me upstairs to see Santa on the
roof. She kept saying, "Can you hear him...see there he goes!
Listen!" I remember looking out that window and I couldn't see
anything. Then we went downstairs, dad was sitting in a rocking chair reading the
paper. I remember the grin on his face and there were presents under the tree!! I
asked him if he saw Santa and he said, "Yes!" I remember feeling so amazed! Submitted by Sharon Baer.
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Letters of Interest . . .
You wrote: My mother tells of a times that her family and friends picnicked in Lake
Cochrane during the dry years. Stating that the lake was dry. Is this true? If so should the
dry years be included in the lakes history?
I have never heard of such a thing and have never read that. Lake Cochrane
is a spring fed lake and is 22 feet deep. Lake Oliver which is just next door certainly could
have dried up though and also the slews to the east and south. I have seen those dry and they
are quite large. If I hear different, I will let you know. You now have me curious.  We put
out a monthly newspaper, the Gary Interstate, and I will present the question in there also.
Thanks for your question.
Roger Baer

Here is an answer from Marlene Lien, a historian and writer from Lake Cochrane.
Here is the quote that I read yesterday. It is from an oral history that Inez Lesher recorded; Inez, married to
Harry was a daugther-in-law of Maud Lesher who homesteaded at Lake Cochrane. Inez and Harry were married in 1929 when they started their lives together at Lake Cochrane.
" We noticed that it (the lake) was drying up awfully bad because there was so much land between us and the
water. But one Sunday, I noticed a small pickup had got out in the middle of the lake and there were some
men out there pulling out great big fish. I suppose they were the big ones that hadn't succumbed the heat,
lack of oxygen and everything else and they threw them in their truck and drove off the lake and that was the
last I saw of the fishers on the lake."
Marlene
Thanks Marlene, we appreciate this!
Roger
We would like to thank our readers for the encouraging responses to the Gary Interstate. We
enjoy hearing from you! We hope you will continue to share your views and stories with us.

10

