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Down Memory Lane. . .
By Bernice Jensen
The Gary Interstate was established in September of 1878 as the only paper in the
world that is interested in the welfare of Gary and its vicinity.
Charlie Cobb is the first early editor that I remember. He was a very jolly man and
very generous. I was told he would give the children paper which was great for their school work. Charlie and
his wife lived in the house that is now Jack and Linda Weirs. It is on Hwy 101.The paper was huge and it had
world news, the weather forecast, market reports, comics, advertising and national news. In the depression days,
stories of hardship and destruction by the dust storms and tornadoes were included. There were ads such as will
do washing and ironing, etc. I remember an advertisement from a local hardware of a washing machine with a
handle on the side that the operator would push and pull back and forth. It was before electricity. I do not
remember if Charles Cobb retired or passed on.
Our next editor I remember was Jim Mortenson called Mort. He was a great person for our town. He
was active taking pictures and was there for the story. He wrote the story with respect to the subject. I remember
the Gary Store ad. Butter was 25 cents a pound, bread a dime a loaf and coffee a nickel a lb. and penny candy.
Hamburger was 18 to 20 cents a pound.
Mr. Mortenson and his family, wife Nora, daughters Jewel and Joan lived in Gary’s south side. They lived in
the house beside Jim Keimig. Jessie Simonton was the last owner of the home that I remember. Mort gave
several Gary local boys an interest in publishing a paper. George Lenard was one of the boys I remember and I
believe has made it his career. Mort trained several young men for the paper business.
The next editor I remember was Reynold Miottel. Rynie and Martha were active people in the Gary
community. Rynie was an honored Veteran of WWII and a prisoner of War. He was active in American Legion
and Martha was active in the Auxiliary. They lived in the home across the alley from Bob and Joyce Keimig.
Nylene Mc Cormick worked at the paper office for several years and Betty Miller was also an office employee.
Joe Tschacker worked there also and there was always something interesting happening.
Phill Trieb printed an interesting paper. He had many strong opinions voiced in his paper and I enjoyed
someone standing up for what they believe in. He had many pictures in the paper that were very much
appreciated, especially for people no longer living in the area.
For a time the interstate was held together by a lady named Jo Westphal. Although she had no formal
education she did a fine job of publishing the paper out of her home which is now the home of the Nothems.
She claimed that there was a resident ghost in the home. Later the paper was taken over by a group and Naomi
Blaskco was the editor. The paper needed a lot of help and Naomi did a really good job of holding it together
until it was sold to another person. The paper was sold to Gregg Archer and Lynda Jensen was the editor. She
had a master’s degree in Journalism. Lynda sold many ads and the paper was circulated to many states. She

took her children to work with her whenever she could. Lynda loved Gary and the centennial edition was an
exciting time. She painted the outside of the Old City Building which was then the paper office. She wanted it
to look good for the celebration which was 13 years ago. She also had a passion for flowers and planted them
outside of the front of the building.
Lynda moved to Dassel, Minnesota when her husband Brian took the job of Chief of police. He later
became a police officer in St. Louis Park. They continued to live in Dassel where Lynda worked at the
newspaper there. Lynda accepted a position of managing editor of the Herald Lake Journal and the Enterprise
Dispatch with an office in Howard Lake with 15 employees.
Lynda passed away on June 15, 2010 at the Hennepin County Medical Center of a brain aneurism.
Lynda wanted her organs to go to someone in need. Her eyes, kidneys, liver and pancreas were donated. Lynda
was the last editor of the Gary Interstate. I wish to dedicate this story to the memory of Lynda Jensen, wife of
Brian and mother to Latrice, Bryce, and BreAnn and my dear daughter-in-law. God Bless the memory of Lynda
Jensen.
~Part four continued…

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”?

Soon our division was fully equipped and trained for combat. The orders came the 7th day of October,
1944. The orders were to move to an area in Vilvorde Belgium. Now that we were fully equipped, I had my
jeep. The Infantry moved by rail and all truck units moved by motor route through Paris, so I saw a little of
Paris. Then we were on to Belgium through Brussels. The town did not show much damage. Hundreds of
people were milling around. The street cars were clanging, coffee shops were full, restaurants crowded. We
did make a short stop here and then on to our destination. On the way we saw much more destruction of war.
We met the British and their equipment. Ours was much better.
Here we made our final preparation for combat. We were part of the first Canadian Army, where we
became familiar with the buzz bomb, the V2, which was a small jet plane with a 12 foot wing span, and radio
controlled. It was very noisy, carrying high explosives maybe 100 lbs. They did not fly very high. You could
easily see the fire from its engine. Once they passed overhead you could breathe a little easier. They were sent
mostly after dark. You would watch them go. When the engine flame went out (in about 2-3 seconds) a large
flash lit up the whole sky, then you heard the large boom. On some evenings there was one every 30 minutes
till about 10 or 11 pm. Then came bed check Charlie, a German scouting plane to try and get our location.
Some of the men learned how to smoke a cigarette completely hiding the burning part or lighting it, since night
was a complete blackout.
My first taste of real combat was when we were putting up for the first night in combat. Orders were to
dig fox holes for the night. Mine was dug normal size. Evening meal was ready; some men were going for
food, then it happened; we were being hit by German 88 shells. The shells were going by with a shrill whistle.
I dived for my foxhole (also called a trench)! Looking up it seemed like I had made it too wide, an easy hit
target. Two men jumped in the same trench because they had gone to get their meal and the trenches had been
dug far apart to make for less of a target. One 88 shell did hit these two men. The man on top was our first
casualty. The man on the bottom was O.K. This shelling made us realize this was not practice any more, but
very, very real. Everything changes you in those few moments.
We moved to a new position, moving out of Belgium and into Holland with its flat land, windmills,
dikes and cannels. Here, with the British soldier, I learned what the British soldier did when it came time for
tea. They stopped whatever they were doing and had their tea and cigarette. It didn’t make any difference what
was going on, they had their tea.

In Holland we went through farming areas. Many homes also included the cow barn next to the home’s
kitchen. It was the duty of the ladies and girls to feed, care for, and milk the cows. In a Dutch town, I briefly
visited with two young men about my age. They spoke Low German which I also spoke a little of. I asked why
they were not in the army. They told me they were bakers. Bread and food was a very important item mostly
taken by the German army.
When I took my officer to the front, we would go as close to the front as reasonably safe and then stop
to hide if possible. The officer would go on by foot to carry out his orders or mission. I would not move from
this spot until he came back. One of these hiding places was a manger in a horse barn. These front line
missions were always at night with having to get back to our unit before daylight. Under the manger I felt
pretty safe and caught some much needed sleep. Feeling a hand shake me and a familiar voice saying “Meyer,
come on, let’s go!” Another time I was taking the officer on a mission close to a cluster of buildings. We
stopped along side of a barn-like building. The officer walked from here. Looking over to the barn there was
one side open. There along the wall with some straw sat a German soldier. His left ankle and foot were all
bandaged. I walked over to him and the first thing he asked was “will they shoot me”? I said I didn’t think so.
I asked if they had given him something to drink, which they had. I also learned from him that his family
included a wife and two children around the ages of 2 and 4 years old. He showed me their picture from his
wallet with a few tears in his eyes. He didn’t know if they were alive or dead but for him the war was over and
he was a prisoner.
The heavy fighting continued through Holland, into Germany and the fortified Siegfried line just inside
the German line. It was built with steel and concrete pillars to prevent tanks from crossing. There were also
mines. Only once do I remember driving over arms and legs lying in the road. We went by a German
command car with only the bottom half of two men in it and completely destroyed tanks alongside the road. I
remember thinking; I am glad I am not a tank driver.
Moving further into Germany was the industrial area where there was a lot of hard fighting. Many men
lost their lives on both sides. There were many factories here and coal mining. Not too far from here was a
buzz bomb factory; the V-1 and V-2. The V-2 was the small airplane, the V-1 a very large rocket. Its engine
was about 6 feet in diameter with two large fuel tanks. The nose cone carried 1 ton of explosives used to shoot
over the English Channel. They had a very large arch. When it was out of fuel it would nose down to the city of
London, England with such speed they reached the basement of most buildings before exploding.
This factory was in a mountain area built under a mountain about 2 miles from anything else except for
slave labor camps. There were 2 main tunnels, one was 1 ½ miles long, the other about 1 mile. There were 42
cross tunnels about a city block in length. It was very well equipped with tools and materials. The electricity
was still on so there was light to see where we were going. There were some American rifle soldiers at the
entrance. There was also a man who looked like a civilian and a slave laborer trying to tell them the other man
was a soldier.
Soon an American soldier came that could speak German. Walking to the man, he gave the German
command (ach tong) for attention. The man stiffened up like a steel post and so indeed, he was a soldier that
had changed clothes. Most of the slave laborers by now had left. I was curious and went back into the tunnels
to look some more with my jeep and walked some. I spotted a bin with 3/8 inch drills like new so I took one.
Later, when I tried it to see how it worked in a different village, I plugged it in and the sparks flew along with a
small cloud of smoke. It completely burned out so I left it there. What had happened was the factory had a 32
volt system and the residential area had a 240 volt system. When I plugged the 32 volt into a 240 volt
system…goodbye drill!

~Part five continued next month…

Moo-ving Day…
The 31st Gary, SD annual cattle drive is on Saturday,
October 30th. This event will start at approximately 10 – 11 am, down
the main street of Gary.
The cattle are driven from West of Gary about 7 miles and
into Minnesota about 8 miles. This event is free of charge and open to
the public. Gary Historical Association will host a soup day fund
raiser at noon. A free will offering for the meal will be taken.
This would be a wonderful learning experience for the city
slickers who have never been subject to farm or ranch life. It covers
all the senses, sight, smell, hearing and feeling the vibrations as the herd moves down the
road. It will be an experience you are not likely to forget, and will be recounting the event
over and over. Don’t forget the camera!
Last year we were told that there were about 600 head that went through town.
Yup. just like the rowdy west here at Gary, SD. :)

GREETINGS FROM CANBY~
This month I would like to introduce you 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 during the 1937 session. His crusade was carried on
aggressively until his death of a heart attack, on February 20, 1950 at the age of 70.
[He and Aunt Rosa had just returned from their first family vacation since he had been
commissioned].
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. It would take this whole issue to cover all of the
information, therefore, I will share a little at a time over a period of several months.
TRAITS AND BEHAVIORS OF RATTLESNAKES
This is from a KGFX Pierre, SD radio message Uncle “Bert” gave on March
14, 1946; “Story writers and story tellers are continually telling us, in substance that a
rattlesnake is a gentleman because he rattles before he strikes. It is true they often give such advance warning
but I am sure those of you who are familiar with them will agree there are so many exceptions that such
declarations serve no good purpose.” The piece of information that was interesting to me when I read it, was,
“when their rattles are wet they can’t sound the alarm.” “They also insist that a rattlesnake will try to avoid you
when approached. This is not always the case. Take for example two snakes quite close together: One has a full
stomach and the other is hunting for food. The one with the full stomach will be sluggish and not easily
aroused; whereas, the hunter will be ill-tempered and vicious.” There are also occasions when a snake will
appear to be dead and when touched will “in a split second draw back and strike viciously.” Many people report
having seen them do this and are fooled into believing they are actually dead. “Unquestionably this is an
instinctive way of escaping notice and, as I shall later explain, plays a very important part in their preservation.”
More from Uncle “Bert” next month…

The Subway® is open and by the amount of cars there on a daily basis, is filling the need for the
sandwich lovers in the area! It is a great sight for tourists as well as locals when businesses are thriving on Main
Street.
Canby Inn’s and Suite’s is progressing rapidly. Barring any
unforeseen obstacles, reservations could be coming shortly after the first of
the year! More growth and expansion is in the very near future for our fair
city. Details will be provided when I
have concrete information. I try not to
deal in rumors and innuendos.
I don’t think I am alone when I
say that the indoor swimming pool will
be an added bonus that comes with the
motel. Sanford Medical will use this as a
Sunday, October 3, 2010
source of rehab for their patients as well.
Swimming is a great form of exercise!
Sunday, October 10. 2010
Now I can go to Subway® eat a nutritious meal and follow it up with a
vigorous workout in the pool at Canby Inn…What a life! My goal to make it
to The Creation Museum will soon be a reality!
Until next time,
Joyce Baer

A Poets Thoughts . . .
Golden Corn
Something about a crib of corn, that’s pleasing to the farmer’s eye,
For it is like a message sent, again the autumn days are nigh.
The dry husks rustle in the wind, ad the machines pick row on row,
From early morn till late at night, the picking crew are on the go.
Elevators devour the corn, like monsters on a hungry spree,
For the golden corn in autumn sun, is a beautiful sight to see.
It is not like the days gone by, when they stripped off each ear by hand,
The days were long and work was hard, a tedious task to clear the land.
In the early morn when dew was on, and the air was so crisp and clear,
Could hear the thump of bang boards high, the sound coming from far and near.
In early days of long ago, when Sioux Indians tilled the land,
They placed a fish in each hill of corn, and cultivated all by hand.
But now, they fertilize the land, ad spray and pulverize the soil,
And do it all by tractor power, and minimize the work and toil.

An autumn scene is not complete without the piles of golden corn,
A gift of God we cherish high, to fill to brim our Plenty Horn.
…Marietta Thomas

Bullfighter joins Tibbs ring
FORT PIERRE — Memories and friendships.
By Emily Wickstrom emily.wickstrom@capjournal.com
Published/Last Modified on Tuesday, Sep 28, 2010 - 06:08:45 am CDT
That’s what Jerry Norton, 42, of Mitchell, said he’s taking away from his
rodeo career.
Norton, a world champion bullfighter, was honored Sunday by being
inducted into the Casey Tibbs South Dakota Rodeo Hall of Champions.
“To be inducted into the Casey Tibbs Hall of Champions is just amazing,
humbling,” Norton said. “It sure brings back a lot of experiences, memories,
fun times and relationships.
“The relationships are the biggest part of it. When the money is all gone
and I am old and gray, I will always have the memories and friendships. The
friendships are pretty pure and awesome.”
Norton joined 19 other South Dakotans in the Hall of Champions.
Approximately 80 people shared the occasion with Norton.
To be inducted into the Hall of Champions, Janice
Bartels, Director of Casey Tibbs South Dakota Rodeo
Center, said inductees must be noted as a world
champion by the Professional Rodeo Cowboy
Association. It also is designated by earnings and
competing in Las Vegas.
Hall of Champions inductees have memorabilia
displayed in wagon wheels at the rodeo center and a
short two-minute video.
This is the first time an individual has been inducted
into the Hall of Champions.
Last year, 19 inductees were brought in as a group.
Bartels said she hopes more South Dakotans will be
Emily Wickstrom | Capital Journal
inducted.
Jerry Norton, 42, of Mitchell, looks over his
Steve Mowry, a Wrangler bullfighter, watched Norton’s
memorabilia at the Casey Tibbs South Dakota
career blossom after Norton attended bullfighting school.
Rodeo Center on Sunday. Norton is a world
“He has had a lot of ups and downs and struggled through
champion bullfighter inducted into the Casey
so much. He has been to the national finals twice where
Tibbs South Dakota Rodeo Hall of Champions
on Sunday. He joins 19 other South Dakotans in
he didn’t even collect a check,” Mowry said. “It just a
the Hall of Champions.
great honor to watch a guy that went through my school
be inducted today.”
Norton first started rodeo at age 15 in 4-H, where he was involved in riding bareback, saddle bronc and a
little steer wrestling.

“The first buckle I won, I was using someone else’s horses. Now, that buckle is on display in the wheel in
the Casey Tibbs Center, which is really neat to me,” Norton said.
Norton won the bullfighting world championship in 1998. During bullfighting a riderless bull is turned out.
These bulls are known for fighting, chasing people and being territorial.
Nothing is done to the bull to make them mad, it is just how they are.
The bullfighter also is judged on the difficulty and number of moves they do. Two judges score the
bullfighters and the one with the most points at the end is declared the winner.
“If the bull is in control, we are running from him and we don’t get scored as much,” Norton said. “If we are
in control and dictate where that animal is in the arena, what he is doing and going to do, that is what you get
scored on.”
Norton hasn’t always had it easy. The first time he competed at the world champion, he walked out without
winning a dime.
“I was pretty depressed and down. I came back after three or four years and competed again and I did OK. I
didn’t win the world, but knew that I would someday.
“Something I’ve always had is perseverance,” Norton said. “I make my mind up that I am going to do it, I
don’t know how, but I just know that I will. There is a time things are tough for you, that’s when you find and
learn what you are made of.”
Norton has been a bullfighter for 25 years, but has semi-retired from the freestyle bullfights. He is still
involved in being a rodeo clown.
“I’ve got a bunch of different clown acts and I am out there saying something goofy or funny, doing
something goofy or funny or making fun of myself. I really enjoy that,” Norton said. “Rodeo has been awfully
good to me. Hopefully, I’ve represented South Dakota well.
“I’ve always been proud to be from South Dakota and take pride to bring national attention to South
Dakota.”
In the afternoon, the Casey Tibbs South Dakota Rodeo Center held a branding party.
Participants could ensure their legacy at the rodeo center by branding the walkway timbers with a cattle or
horse brand.
Approximately 45 brands were added to the walkway timbers.
These 45 additional brands join 100 that were branded in June as well as 250 brands of lifetime members in
the theatre.
Bartels said the branding event will be held annually and she is hoping to have the center consist of more
than 1,000 brands.
“It is wonderful that the new people are putting brands on the walkway timbers and we hope to continue to
do that,” Bartels said. “This is really exciting because it is something that is truly a South Dakota feat.”
***This article on Jerry Norton was submitted by Julene Kaiser. After getting permission from Ms. Emily
Wickstrom from the Capitol Journal in Pierre we were happy to share this story with you.

Looking Back. . .
Gary Interstate, Thursday, October 4, 1990 by Buck Asher
In the early history of Gary a very popular center of entertainment and recreation was Herrick House.
This elegant hotel was known throughout the entire area east of Watertown and as far east as the Twin Cites for
its fine food, excellent service, and spotlessly clean rooms. This establishment was owned and operated by
“Captain” H. H. Herrick, an early settler of Gary.

Originally the building was located in the glen where David Denekamp now lives. In 1894 the building
was moved from there to the lots where the American Legion 109 Hall now occupies.
At its new location Herrick House was given extensive improvements to make it the most modern hotel
in the entire area. The Gary Interstate of December 1894 tells us that Captain Herrick has opened the new
Herrick Hotel and is doing business there. The new hotel is larger and more spacious than the old one. It is
elegantly styled and furnished in grand style. The painting and wall papering are most artistic. The floors are of
Georgia pine, they look rich and substantial. Rooms are well ventilated and
heated with stoves and registers.
The grand opening of the new Herrick House was a marvelous
success; it was held Friday evening December 14, 1894. The evening was
perfect in weather, the attendance large, the people in fine spirits, the music
excellent, the dancing exhilarating. The banquet was superb. Not one event
arose to mar the pleasure of the occasion from first to last.
The new building was 40 feet wide on the front and 62 feet long. On
the first floor were the office, parlor, huge dining room, kitchen, store rooms,
plus living quarters for the land lord. The second story consisted of 12 rooms
double or single. The largest room being 10x16 feet, the smaller rooms were
10x10 feet. Through the years reservations at the hotel were in great demand. Salesmen and others made their
headquarters here. The food was excellent and varied. The Captain was known far and wide for his prairie
chicken and other game dinners. Suppers, served on dance nights, were always sold out far in advance.
With the decline of dependence for travel on the railroad and faster and better means of travel and
communication the need for hotels lessened. Other owners operated Hotel Herrick and its fame and popularity
came to an end. Other businesses were housed in the proud old building. Finally in the 1930’s Deuel County
obtained the building. It was used then as a home for needy families during the bleak years of drought and
depression. Later it fell into disuse and was dismantled. Today it is maybe part of some farmer’s barn or other
building. What exicting and interesting tales it could recall. [The story as I know it is that it was moved from
west of the creek up to where the Legion dance hall is on main street today. In the late 20's going into the late
30's the hotel was mostly used by transients, homeless and folks with very little money. As the economy got
better in the late 30's it was moved down the hill to the north...toward Buffalo Ridge and was made into a livery
stable. There are pictures to verify this. :) Roger Baer]

When Life was Simpler. . .
We found this team at the thrashing bee west of Clear Lake this fall. They belong to Curtis Peterson of
Astoria, SD. Congratulations on a really great looking team Curt. We dug up a little information on the breed.
The Fjord horse is one of the world's oldest and purest breeds. The
horses were known to exist in Norway at the end of the last ice age. It is
believed that the ancestors of the modern Fjord horse migrated to Norway
and were domesticated over 4,000 years ago. Archaeological excavations
at Viking burial sites indicate that the Fjord horse type has been
selectively bred for at least 2,000 years. The Fjord horse and its ancestors
have been used for hundreds of years as farm animals in western Norway.
Even as late as World War II, they were useful for work in mountainous
terrain. The Fjord horse also has a long recorded history of pure breeding
without crossbreeding from other sources.
The Fjord horse has a distinct appearance. The breed's conformation differs from many
other breeds in that it is a blend of draft horse muscling and bone, with smaller size and greater agility. It has a strong, arched neck,
sturdy legs and good feet, and a compact, muscular body. The head is medium sized and well defined with a broad, flat forehead and a

straight or slightly dished face, with small ears and large eyes. Despite its small size, the breed is fully capable of carrying an adult
human and pulling heavy loads. The hair coat becomes particularly heavy and thick in the winter.
The natural mane is long, thick, and heavy, but is usually clipped in a distinctive crescent shape to between five to ten centimeters
(two to four inches) so that it stands straight up and emphasizes the shape of the neck.[1] This roached mane is thought to make for
easier grooming. It also accentuates the horse's strong neck and full-length dorsal stripe. There is some feathering on the lower legs;
however, the breed standard discourages profuse feathering. [2]

The Fjord horse is strong enough for heavy work, such as plowing fields or pulling timber, yet light and
agile enough to be a good riding and driving horse. They are also surefooted in the mountains. Today, the Fjord
horse is a favorite at Norwegian riding and therapeutic schools, as its generally mild temperament and small
size make it suitable for children and disabled individuals. They are considered very good driving horses, and
are commonly used in everything from competitions to tourist transport in Norway. They are also used as a
sport horse, particularly in combined driving.
From Wikipedia, the free encyclopedia
Submitted by: Roger Baer

Make your voice heard,
It is a privilege, it does count, and if you
don’t stand up for something…you will
fall for anything.
Remember to vote on November 2…

We would like to thank our readers for the encouraging responses to the
Gary Interstate’s “face-lift”. We are taking all of your ideas under advisement and
you may see more changes in the future. We enjoy hearing from you! We hope you
will continue to share your views with us.

…
Halloween is an annual celebration, but just what is it actually a celebration of? And how did this peculiar
custom originate? Is it, as some claim, a kind of demon worship? Or is it just a harmless vestige of some ancient
pagan ritual?
The word itself, "Halloween," actually has its origins in the Catholic Church. It comes from a contracted
corruption of All Hallows Eve. November 1, "All Hollows Day" (or "All Saints Day"), is a Catholic day of
observance in honor of saints. But, in the 5th century BC, in Celtic Ireland, summer officially ended on October
31. The holiday was called Samhain (sow-en), the Celtic New year.
One story says that, on that day, the disembodied spirits of all those who had died throughout the preceding
year would come back in search of living bodies to possess for the next year. It was believed to be their only
hope for the afterlife. The Celts believed all laws of space and time were suspended during this time, allowing
the spirit world to intermingle with the living.
Naturally, the still-living did not want to be possessed. So on the night of October 31, villagers would
extinguish the fires in their homes, to make them cold and undesirable. They would then dress up in all manner
of ghoulish costumes and noisily paraded around the neighborhood, being as destructive as possible in order to
frighten away spirits looking for bodies to possess.
Probably a better explanation of why the Celts extinguished their fires was not to discourage spirit
possession, but so that all the Celtic tribes could relight their fires from a common source, the Druidic fire that
was kept burning in the Middle of Ireland, at Usinach.
Some accounts tell of how the Celts would burn someone at the stake who was thought to have already been
possessed, as sort of a lesson to the spirits. Other accounts of Celtic history debunk these stories as myth.
The Romans adopted the Celtic practices as their own. But in the first century AD, Samhain was assimilated
into celebrations of some of the other Roman traditions that took place in October, such as their day to honor
Pomona, the Roman goddess of fruit and trees. The symbol of Pomona is the apple, which might explain the
origin of our modern tradition of bobbing for apples on Halloween.
The thrust of the practices also changed over time to become more ritualized. As belief in spirit possession
waned, the practice of dressing up like hobgoblins, ghosts, and witches took on a more ceremonial role.
The custom of Halloween was brought to America in the 1840's by Irish immigrants fleeing their country's
potato famine. At that time, the favorite pranks in New England included tipping over outhouses and unhinging
fence gates.
The custom of trick-or-treating is thought to have originated not with the Irish Celts, but with a ninth-century
European custom called souling. On November 2, All Souls Day, early Christians would walk from village to
village begging for "soul cakes," made out of square pieces of bread with currants. The more soul cakes the
beggars would receive, the more prayers they would promise to say on behalf of the dead relatives of the
donors. At the time, it was believed that the dead remained in limbo for a time after death, and that prayer, even
by strangers, could expedite a soul's passage to heaven.
The Jack-o-lantern custom probably comes from Irish folklore. As the tale is told, a man named Jack, who
was notorious as a drunkard and trickster, tricked Satan into climbing a tree. Jack then carved an image of a
cross in the tree's trunk, trapping the devil up the tree. Jack made a deal with the devil that, if he would never
tempt him again, he would promise to let him down the tree.
According to the folk tale, after Jack died, he was denied entrance to Heaven because of his evil ways, but he
was also denied access to Hell because he had tricked the devil. Instead, the devil gave him a single ember to
light his way through the frigid darkness. The ember was placed inside a hollowed-out turnip to keep it glowing
longer.

The Irish used turnips as their "Jack's lanterns" originally. But when the immigrants came to America, they
found that pumpkins were far more plentiful than turnips. So the Jack-O-Lantern in America was a hollowedout pumpkin, lit with an ember.
So, although some cults may have adopted Halloween as their favorite "holiday," the day itself did not grow out
of evil practices. It grew out of the rituals of Celts celebrating a new year, and out of Medieval prayer rituals of
Europeans. And today, even many churches have Halloween parties or pumpkin carving events for the kids.
After all, the day itself is only as evil as one cares to make it.
© 1995-2002 by Jerry Wilson; References: Charles Panati, Extraordinary Origins of Everyday Things, 1987; and Dr. Joseph Gahagan, University of
Wisconsin-Milwaukee, Personal letter, 1997

Family Night
HALLOWEEN PARTY
October 30, 2010
Early Evening

Enjoy beverage/& food specials
Music…
Halloween costume judging begins @ 10 pm with
1st, 2nd and 3rd place winners!
at
Buffalo Ridge Resort!

Lady Autumn
By: Deirdre Akins

"Lady Autumn, Queen of the Harvest,
I have seen You in the setting Sun
with Your long auburn tresses
blowing in the cool air that surrounds You.
Your crown of golden leaves is jeweled
with amber, amethyst, and rubies.
Your long, flowing purple robe stretches across
the horizon.
In Your hands You hold the ripened fruits.
At Your feet the squirrels gather acorns.
Black crows perch on Your outstretched arms.
All around You the leaves are falling.
You sit upon Your throne and watch
the dying fires of the setting Sun
shine forth its final colors in the sky.
The purple and orange lingers
and glows like burning embers.
Then all colors fade into the twilight.
Lady Autumn, You are here at last.
We thank You for Your rewards.
We have worked hard for these gifts.
Lady Autumn, now grant us peace and rest."

