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DOWN MEMORY LANE. . .
By Bernice Jensen
I recently moved to a new apartment in Gary and in the 3 times that I moved in the
last 30 years, I found a box that had been moved from one closet shelf to another. This spring
I pulled the box down from the shelf and opened it and found a dress I loved that I wore to
my son‟s wedding. Along with the dress was a pair of seamed nylon stockings and an old fashioned girdle.
I remembered back 70 years ago when I was a teenager and my mother came from the mailbox with a
big smile on her face. “I have a big surprise for you; you will love it!” She gave me a good talk about molding
a good shape. She and her sisters wore corsets that were laced up tightly and had steel staves in them. When
they were new they needed to be adjusted by lacing them up in the back to fit very tightly on your body. They
always reminded me of the canvas on the grain binder.
I always referred to mother as mother, mom or ma but when she confused me, I called her Clara, her
name. She opened the box and out came a long and narrow thing that looked like a long stocking cap. My
mother said, “now you will wear this every day to mold a good figure.” With no disrespect to my mother, I
didn‟t say anything, but I thought, “Oh, Clara what are you thinking?” I think I knew, as I was gaining weight
and she thought this would discourage overeating.
Getting it on was really something! I thought, “do I pull it over my head or step into it?” Mother said,
“you step into it,” and she pulled on the back while I pulled up the front. Finally, it was on. I was so miserable.
A great day had turned into a nightmare. I knew I would never be comfortable or happy again! It had garters as
there was no panty hose in the late 30s and 40s. It took about a month before I realized I was okay. Then she

pulled a bra out of a pink box and I thought, “Oh, Clara what is this?” I thought it must be to protect my
shoulder blades which were really sharp, so I put it on backwards. She got a little impatient with me then and
said not to be funny! I wasn‟t trying to be funny! With the introduction of the seamed silk stockings, one had to
be sure that the seams were perfectly straight before venturing out of the house. During the sixties mesh hose
were sold. They did not run, but if you caught a string they would unravel and come apart. A few years‟ later
panty hose became fashionable and were advertised as one size fits all. That was not a true statement.
I bought my first pair of one size fits all panty hose and was getting ready for a wedding. I was so
excited to wear my new hose and when I put them on, the crotch hung to my knees. I pulled them up a bit
farther but they still weren‟t very comfortable. I think the manufacturer got some complaints because they soon
came out in different size ranges. Knee highs also were a good hose to wear with long dresses and slacks.
Several years later, Playtex introduced the all rubber girdle with no lining. I purchased one in the spring. I
lived in Pipestone, Minnesota on a farm. All the young ladies wanted this fashionable under garment. It was
expensive when my regular girdle sold for 2.98. I saved money from my egg checks until I had the $15.00 to
purchase the girdle. The girdles were sold in department and dress shops. They were packaged in a tube with a
small container of talcum powder. They were so hot when the temperatures got into the 90s in the summer
time. In this heat, the girdles smelled like a tire.
One summer we were having a picnic and all the women were wearing their Playtex rubber girdles or
body shapers as they were also called. I looked at my friend, Jean and asked, “do you think that these inner
tubes would ever explode?” After visiting and watching the children play, the ladies decided to have a snack.
We got out all the goodies, watermelon, and drinks. I bent over to open an ice chest and guess what? My girdle
exploded! I carefully walked to the outdoor bathroom and that was the end of my Playtex girdle. I told the
ladies and we all laughed over it. It was only worn for Sunday best. I decided that the old girdle was more
comfortable and much more sensible. It was a little more comfortable but the fad quickly passed. The lined
girdle was better but still difficult to wear as if you were warm, it would roll. I attended my uncles funeral in
Monroe, SD where the family service was held at the home and then at the church for the funeral service. The
ladies all went to the bathroom which was very small. I was the last one, and that girdle started to roll and
became tight like a tourniquet. It really hurt and I didn‟t know what I was going to do. The ladies were
honking the horn of the car, and finally my sister came to see if I was alright. “No I am not”, I said and she said
that I sure was in a pickle. She said, “I will pull in the back and you pull in the front and jump a little”. We
finally got it back up and the rest of the family wondered what was wrong, but I will never tell!
Later, I was employed in a ladies shop called My Ladies in Pipestone. This was really great and had the
latest fashions. I loved to see the orders come in and one day a salesman came to the shop. He introduced the
Merry Widow. It was new and advertised as a great shaper for the waist line. The younger ladies all had to have
it and you didn‟t just buy it; it had to be fitted to your measurements. I got a discount at the shop but it was still
expensive. I got a black one as I wore a lot of dark colors for dress up. It didn‟t last very long as a fashion
statement. As time went on, I think most of the ladies went back to the old girdles which were much more
comfortable.
In the 70s, I gave up the girdle. It was a change. I thought of my mother‟s words that it would be a part
of my life. Our young ladies are much more sensible. I watch television and see all the bikini dresses and low
cut tops. They are so much freer. I wonder what they would look like in an inner tube!

MY LIFE---HERBERT NORMAN MEYER
THE FIRST 80 YEARS OF MY LIFE

I am writing this mostly for my grandchildren when they asked Grandpa, “what was it like when you were
growing up, where did you go and what did you do”?
~Part five continued…
One other thing that got my attention was a long line of quite large machine lathes. The color seemed
familiar so I took a closer look. Sure enough, I found the name tag: manufactured in Chicago, Illinois, U.S.A.
Seeing that didn‟t make me feel good.
The shortest tunnel was the assembly line for both the V-1 and the V-2. They were almost complete and ready
to launch.
About ½ mile down the road was a three story cement and brick building which we called the “baby
factory”. This slave labor camp was next to the buzz bomb factory. Like all camps, it had a fenced in group of
buildings with armed guards. These were in reality a prison housing all men and women. There was no privacy
and being humans with feelings, some women became pregnant. At the time of birth they were taken to this
baby factory to give birth. If it was a strong baby boy it would be taken to be raised by the rules of Hitler to
become an SS trooper. If it was a baby girl, it would be killed and its mother sent back to work at the factory
and camps just beyond the village.
We also liberated a concentration camp. In the camps were people of all nationalities; German, French,
Dutch, English, Russian, Norwegian, Swede and more. Following are the words I wrote home in April of 1945:
Manfred Soldier writes of German cruelties as written in the Madison paper.
Corporal Herbert N. Meyer with the 414 Infantry, 104th Division in a letter to his parents Mr. & Mrs. William
C. Meyer under the date of April 20th. He tells of meeting with his brother Frederick and his witnessing with
his own eyes the effects of the mistreatment of concentration camps by the Germans.
Dear folks; I guess it’s about time to drop you a line. Have been pretty busy lately and didn’t get much
time to write as usually too tired. I have been getting mail pretty regularly. Got a V.Mail tonight. Got a chance
to see Freddie about a week ago. He is just fine, he lost weight though and looks as old as I feel and that’s
about fifty! Anyway, it was sure good to see him. Maybe I’ll get to see him again and perhaps not until we get
home. I have had an opportunity to see quite a bit of Germany so far. You have heard a lot about the
concentration camps and also read about them. Well, I got to see one shortly after it had been captured by us.
The Dora Mittelbau near Nordhousen, where the V-1 and V-2 bombs were built. Also in the area were labor
camps and also what we call “baby factories”. I maybe can’t write just how it was but will tell what I saw as I
went. The camp was close to a railroad and had been bombed some. The buildings were badly damaged.
People of every kind were coming from the camp of all nationalities. They were dressed very poorly; most of
them wore striped suits. They looked very poor, weak, and sickly. As I came to the center of the camp they had
some of the civilians of town carrying out the dead and some were cleaning out the rubble off the street to lay
them side by side. They had carried out about 200 that lay in front of me. I could see the scars on some where
they had been beaten. Most of the bodies were just skin and bones. Some were green and black and the odor
from a mass of bodies like that is not very pleasant. I asked a few questions about the camp and learned that
the Germans had 3,500 in there and that about 3,000 were dead. I went to the torture chamber. They had in
there these things to tie people on tables etc. and in one corner was a stack of old clothes while in another
under a staircase they had stacked a bunch of nude bodies. The Hospital was just another building with
wooden bunks, dirty old mattresses and the odor in there was just like that from the bodies that laid out there
in the street-rotten. Of the few persons that were still alive, some were so weak they could hardly move.
I also saw one of Hitler’s underground buzz bomb factories. The picture enclosed was taken a month
ago in Belgium. Herby
Our letters home were censored. There were many things we could not write about like where we were
or how many, our strength, our weapons, our movement; anything if gotten into the enemy hands that would
help them. If captured, there were only two things you could tell them, your name and your serial number.
That was it, no more.
Adding to my letter…the table in the torture building was large with chains from each corner attached to
winches. The person would be chained to each corner, chained to the table like an X with the winches. They

could literally tear the limbs from the body. There were also machine guns placed so that if the people came out
in a large group they could be machine gunned down as soon as possible. Other soldiers or groups moved in to
occupy the area like medics, military police, etc. The Division moved on to its next objective in the war.
I also recall being at and looking into a gas chamber. It was just a concrete building about the size of a
railroad box car, a steel door on each end and a bench on each side. The people were told they were to take a
shower. Men and women had to take off all their clothes then enter the shower at gun point. After all were
inside the doors closed and locked but it wasn‟t water they turned on, it was gas. The bodies were removed by
the back door if a new group was waiting to take their shower. They could not see what was going on.
One day I was given orders by my officer to take a truck and three men, our sergeant and I making a
total of 5 men, on a detail to remove bodies from a wooded area. I didn‟t drive the truck; they followed me in
my jeep. It was cold, some snow and freezing. I easily found the area and bodies. Because of many mines and
booby traps our training took over, probing our way to a body, slipping a wire or rope on the body without
moving it, extending the rope across the road or from behind a large tree and pulling it loose. On one body the
sergeant gave the rope a flip to straighten it, that little move set off a personnel mine. It was the kind that pops
out of the ground about 6 feet high then explodes. When it popped out of the ground, the sergeant hit the dirt.
The mine was a dud as we called them, when they did not explode. Maybe because of the cold and snow or
maybe sabotage by slave workers, either way thank God it didn‟t go off. The sergeant was a pipe smoker and
when he came back up he was spitting out pieces of pipe stem. I think he bit it right off. Luckily he had a
spare.
The bodies were both Americans and Germans. I turned over one German body face up. This soldier
was no more than a 16 year old boy. Every body had a bullet hole right in the middle of the forehead. One
more mine was set off that was also a dud. I saw areas in the forest that must have been beautiful before the
war. Now it was like a corn or bean field after a hard rain storm. Later, in another area, the war seemed to have
quieted down.
While occupying an area, we received orders early in the day that we were to receive a three day rest
and to be taken back to Brussels, Belgium. This was good news until just before noon another order came to
dig in and hold. This meant no rest period. We did not know what was going on but soon learned that the
Germans were making an assault with everything they had to break through our front line and they did, now
known as the bulge. Our unit was at the very north edge. We held our position until the Germans were stopped
and they had to retreat. There were many casualties and prisoners taken on both sides.
~Part six continued next month…

Greetings from Canby~
~ ~ ~ AND U NCLE “B ERT ”
TRAITS AND BEHAVIORS OF RATTLESNAKES
This is continued from a KGFX Pierre, SD radio message Uncle “Bert” gave on March 14, 1946;
“Believing this trait deserved special study I decided to experiment with them. To conduct these experiments, I
first made sure that my legs were amply protected. My first opportunity was with a large male that was lying
partially concealed in the grass and straightened out. I walked past him about ten feet to one side and then
waited a couple of minutes and returned passing within about five feet of him. Then I returned keeping a slow
but steady gait and stepped within two feet to one side and still he made no move. After waiting a little while, I
waked straight toward him and then he quickly took up a defensive position and rattled loudly before I got
dangerously close. A few days later I discovered another one suitable for a further experiment. This time I

waked past the snake twice
two feet of him I
this

as in the precious experiment and the third time when I stepped within
came to an easy stop and stood perfectly still. The instant I stopped
snake showed signs of nervousness by flattening his body and in a
few seconds began thrusting out his tongue. The suddenly he drew
his tail forward, his head back and struck and rattled at the same
time. I might add, this one left a fang of his in my boot top. I have
conducted many experiments like these and find that in most
cases you can pass very close to a rattlesnake and it will neither
rattle nor make a move, but if you stop close by it may strike at once or
may hesitate a few seconds. On the other hand if you happen to be walking straight
toward one, he will rattle before you get to close. After all it is common knowledge that many
wild animals will permit you to pass quite close to them but not so when you walk straight toward them, and the
rattler is no exception to this rule.”
Another visit with Uncle “Bert” next month…
For those of you who come to Canby occasionally I‟m sure you have seen the progress being made on
Canby Inns and Suites. The walls are starting to rise as the construction crew is making good use of the
beautiful weather we have been blessed with! The road crews are also putting in many long days to get the
streets done before winter settles in. Our Creator has provided an outstanding Fall for which we should be
thankful.
The parking lot for Outland Renewable Energy is complete enough so that parking is available.
Getting rid of the unsightly homes along Highway 68 has made a vast improvement to the block and provided a
much needed service as well! There is still more “remodeling” to be done in that area, with two more houses to
tear down and new buildings going up. The late shoemaker‟s business/home is going to be gutted and a new
business will be moving in. More on that in a later edition.
The Canby Chamber of Commerce along with the Jaycee‟s and Canby businesses are gearing up for the
Holiday events. Beginning on Sunday, November 21, A New Leaf will have an Open House from 11 am – 3
pm and Canby Drug and Gifts will also have their Open House from 11 am – 4 pm. Many wonderful treasures
can be found and purchased for your Christmas gift giving!
On Thursday, November 25, Thanksgiving Day, the First Presbyterian Church, at 311 St. Olaf Avenue
North, will be hosting a Free Will Offering Dinner. All the favorites will be served, so don‟t be alone, come and
join your friends and neighbors in giving thanks and praise to Almighty God for the bounty He has provided.
The Christmas Preview starts on the 26th with many of the businesses staying open until 8 pm. Santa Claus
will be arriving at The Connection Youth Center at 6:30 – 8 pm. Don‟t forget to bring your camera!
Refreshments will be served while you wait to talk to the jolly „ol elf!
Another gift buying event for the young readers on your list will be on the 29 & 30th of November at the
Canby Elementary Book Fair. On Monday, the 29th the door open at 6 pm for those in Pre-K – Grade 1. Then
on Tuesday, the 30th, the same hours apply for grades 2 -6. Books for bingo start at 6:30 both evenings and
many great prizes are given. A fun-filled way to spend a family evening and work on that Christmas giving list
at the same time!
Until next time,
Joyce Baer

A POET’S THOUGHT . . .

The days are getting shorter now
Since the autumn days are here,
The sun sinks in the west
And winter time is near.

The fleecy clouds all hover there
To catch the sun‟s last rays
As if to paint the beauty scene
Of the last of autumn‟s days.
So many hues of brightest red
Blended in the shades of brown
Which makes a glorious thing to see
As a background to our town.
The blue sky is the canvas there
There nature applies her skill
And shows the nakedness of the trees
With their branches so very still.
I wish I had the power to paint
This beauty in the west
So I could keep and not to lose
The sunset at its best.
There are fleecy clouds of many shapes
And our sky with beauty fills
Which all adds to an autumn sunset
As the sun sinks behind the hills.
…Marietta Thomas
Photo by Kris Karloski
used with her permission

LOOKING BACK. . .

Surrounded by trees, in the midst of a grove,
Is a little log cabin, once someone’s home.
Carefully built, by loving hands,
To preserve and protect, the existence of man.
Through the windows and cracks, the warm
embers glowed bright,
While the family all, turned-in for the night.
Cradling a family, inside from the cold.
What wonderful memories, the walls
surely hold.
Time has passed by, now vacant and old;
The little log cabin is now a story of its own.
Photo & poem submitted by Kris Karloski 11/14/10

WHEN LIFE WAS SIMPLER. . .
We Gather Together
WE GATHER TOGETHER TO ASK THE LORD'S BLESSING;
HE CHASTENS AND HASTENS HIS WILL TO MAKE KNOWN ;
THE WICKED OPPRESSING NOW CEASE FROM DISTRESSING ,
SING PRAISES TO HIS NAME: HE FORGETS NOT HIS OWN.
BESIDE US TO GUIDE US , OUR GOD WITH US JOINING ,
ORDAINING, MAINTAINING HIS KINGDOM DIVINE;
SO FROM THE BEGINNING THE FIGHT WE WERE WINNING;
THOU, LORD, WAST AT OUR SIDE , ALL GLORY BE THINE !
WE ALL DO EXTOL THEE , THOU LEADER TRIUMPHANT,
AND PRAY THAT THOU STILL OUR DEFENDER WILT BE .
LET THY CONGREGATION ESCAPE TRIBULATION ;
THY NAME BE EVER PRAISED! O LORD, MAKE US FREE !
AMEN

--Traditional Thanksgiving Hymn
(A translation by Theodore Baker: 1851-1934)

History of Thanksgiving in America
According to most historians, the pilgrims never observed an annual Thanksgiving feast in autumn. In the year
1621, they did celebrate a feast near Plymouth, Massachusetts, following their first harvest. But this feast most
people refer to as the first Thanksgiving was never repeated.
Oddly enough, most devoutly religious pilgrims observed a day of thanksgiving with prayer and fasting, not
feasting. Yet even though this harvest feast was never called Thanksgiving by the pilgrims of 1621, it has
become the model for the traditional Thanksgiving celebrations in the United States. Firsthand accounts of this
feast, by Edward Winslow and William Bradford, can be found on Pilgrim Hall Museum.

T OP T EN H ISTORICAL T HANKSGIVING F ACTS
1. Thanksgiving Day is celebrated on the fourth Thursday in November in the USA.
2. Thanksgiving Day is celebrated on the second Monday in October in Canada.
3. The Plymouth Pilgrims were the first to celebrate the Thanksgiving.
4. They celebrated the first Thanksgiving Day in the fall of 1621.
5. The Wampanoag Indians were the people who taught the Pilgrims how to cultivate the land.
6. The Pilgrim leader, Governor William Bradford, had organized the first Thanksgiving feast in the
year 1621 and invited the neighboring Wampanoag Indians also to the feast.
7. The state of New York officially made Thanksgiving Day an annual custom in 1817.
8. The annual Macy's Thanksgiving Day Parade tradition began in the 1920's.
9. Californians are the largest consumers of turkey in the USA.
10. By the fall of 1621 only half of the pilgrims, who had sailed on the Mayflower, survived. The
survivors, thankful to be alive, decided to hold a thanksgiving feast.

F ROM THE I NTER S TATE F ILES …
Interstate, Thursday, November 8, 1990… “Dances with Wolves” to Premiere
Word is out that Kevin Costner has a hit on his hands with “Dances With Wolves,” the upcoming $18
million dollar film shot on location entirely in south Dakota during 1989.
“It‟s a wonderful picture and South Dakotans are going to be terribly proud, according to an Honored
Guest of the upcoming statewide premiere of the film. Sharon Costner also
happens to be the actor/director‟s mother, who together with husband Bill,
are planning to attend the November 18th premiere in Rapid City as guests
of the South Dakota Department of Tourism. The senior Costners
vacationed here during the filming of the three hour epic/adventure film,
near Pierre and Rapid City.
Dwindling numbers of tickets are still available at Gallery 306 in
Sioux Falls, the Pierre Chamber of Commerce in Pierre, Dahl Fine Arts
Center in Rapid City and the Michael Henry Youth Center in St. Francis.
The film will be shown from 2 pm to 5 pm at the Rushmore Cinema
3 Theatres. Proceeds of the benefit premiere will be utilized to assist “Youth
At Risk” at two target sites in St. Francis and Rapid City, South Dakota.
From Wikipedia

Dances with Wolves is a 1990 American epic western film
based on the book of the same name which tells the story of a Civil War-era
United States Army lieutenant who travels to the American frontier to find a
military post, and his dealings with a group of Lakota.
Developed by director/star Kevin Costner over five years, with a
budget of only $22 million, the film has high production values[1] and won 7 Academy Awards including Best
Picture and the Golden Globe Award for Best Motion Picture - Drama.[2] Much of the dialogue is in the Lakota
language with English subtitles. It was shot in South Dakota and Wyoming.
It is considered one of the best films of the 1990s and is credited as a leading influence for the
revitalization of the Western genre of filmmaking in Hollywood.

In 2007, Dances with Wolves was selected for preservation in the United States National Film Registry
by the Library of Congress as being "culturally, historically, or aesthetically significant."[3]

From all of us at The Gary
Interstate we would like to
extend our best wishes to you
and yours for a bountiful
Thanksgiving.

As we express our gratitude, we must never forget that the highest appreciation is not to utter words, but to live by them.
John Fitzgerald Kennedy

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.

May your stuffing be tasty
May your turkey plump,
May your potatoes and gravy
Have nary a lump.
May your yams be delicious
And your pies take the prize,
And may your Thanksgiving dinner
Stay off your thighs!
Author Unknown

A BRAHAM L INCOLN ' S T HANKSGIVING P ROCLAMATION
(1863)
The year that is drawing towards its close, has been filled with the blessings of fruitful fields and
healthful skies. To these bounties, which are so constantly enjoyed that we are prone to forget the source
from which they come, others have been added, which are of so extraordinary a nature, that they cannot
fail to penetrate and soften even the heart which is habitually insensible to the ever watchful providence
of Almighty God. In the midst of a civil war of unequalled magnitude and severity, which has
sometimes seemed to foreign States to invite and to provoke their aggression, peace has been preserved
with all nations, order has been maintained, the laws have been respected and obeyed, and harmony has
prevailed everywhere except in the theatre of military conflict; while that theatre has been greatly
contracted by the advancing armies and navies of the Union. Needful diversions of wealth and of
strength from the fields of peaceful industry to the national defence, have not arrested the plough, the
shuttle, or the ship; the axe had enlarged the borders of our settlements, and the mines, as well of iron
and coal as of the precious metals, have yielded even more abundantly than heretofore. Population has
steadily increased, notwithstanding the waste that has been made in the camp, the siege and the battlefield; and the country, rejoicing in the consciousness of augmented strength and vigor, is permitted to
expect continuance of years, with large increase of freedom.
No human counsel hath devised nor hath any mortal hand worked out these great things. They are the
gracious gifts of the Most High God, who, while dealing with us in anger for our sins, hath nevertheless
remembered mercy.
It has seemed to me fit and proper that they should be solemnly, reverently and gratefully acknowledged
as with one heart and voice by the whole American people. I do therefore invite my fellow citizens in
every part of the United States, and also those who are at sea and those who are sojourning in foreign
lands, to set apart and observe the last Thursday of November next, as a day of Thanksgiving and Praise
to our beneficent Father who dwelleth in the Heavens. And I recommend to them that while offering up
the ascriptions justly due to Him for such singular deliverances and blessings, they do also, with humble
penitence for our national perverseness and disobedience, commend to his tender care all those who
have become widows, orphans, mourners or sufferers in the lamentable civil strife in which we are
unavoidably engaged, and fervently implore the interposition of the Almighty Hand to heal the wounds
of the nation and to restore it as soon as may be consistent with the Divine purposes to the full
enjoyment of peace, harmony, tranquillity and Union.
In testimony whereof, I have hereunto set my hand, and caused the seal of the United States to be
affixed.
Done at the city of Washington, this third day of October, in the year of our Lord one thousand eight
hundred and sixty-three, and of the independence of the United States the eighty-eighth.
By The President: Abraham Lincoln
William H. Seward, Secretary of State

We are inviting our readers to share your most memorable Christmas stories. These can be humorous,
serious, embarrassing, etc. just keep in mind that this is a family newsletter and we reserve the right to reject
any that use foul language or in any way use ethnic slurs. Pictures may be used too, they will be returned to you
in your provided SASE
…Of Christmas Programs in Church where we paid homage to baby Jesus whose birthday we celebrate
on December 25, and school plays and programs where we had to learn our lines so we would make our
families proud and not embarrass ourselves!
Bringing back those wonderful memories of days gone by when the “visions of Sugar Plums danced in
our heads”, we could hear the hooves on the roof, and Christmas morning couldn’t come soon enough!
Get your ideas written down, or email them. Just make sure you make the deadline of December 10!
Mail them to: “INTERSTATE” 214 2nd Street East, Canby, MN 56220
or email: joyce52549@hotmail.com

