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, •.. • , _., .•• to Yugoslavia.

Well, · all of these

them foreigners, all of these foreigners

-foreigners, let's call

IDill

did that, anyone who had

relatives in Yugoslavia, whatever they could send.
~- and ask

And they would write

for things, an alarw clock, ' strainers, X tea kettles, a rain- coat.

My uncle wa~ a mail 'man
and wanted a raincoat
wear on his route.

, thi's one that my mother sent to, arid he wrote

beoause when it rained he didn't have anything to

Oh, I know they sent hundreds and hundreds of dollars,

oatmeal, augar •••••
"
Q. When
was that?

During the second world war.

Boxes a.fld boxes ~f .cereals and dried fruit,
everybody
anything, you know , so it wastit only she, MfilUeyMJf~ who had relatives
there did this.

Q.

How could they afmord to do that, though?

rationed?
Yes, it ~

When all that stuff was

\

\but they went without, themselves, because they needed it

worse than we did, se~.

' I !j:r:10w
.
Arid
that it was

hundreds and hundreds of

\

dollars. that she sent over there, and everybody else.
cities, you know, they had what

'And in these larger

they call houses, they'll have

a

Croatian House, or a Swedish House or whatever, you know, and all these people
would , join toge1ther .:IDra during the war, and during the depression, too, they
did this,' and cook, •.• my mother used to tell me of the gall?ns and gallons
of soup that they cooked, dhring the depressid~, and t~ey tried to buy the
cheapest meat that they could buy, and it still wasn ''t

cheap enough, so they

'
6IDIK

deicded to buycher th~ir own, an1d they'd even butcher their own 1 a lot

of lamb, now why lamb · and mutton, I don't know. /-

Q. Where was that?
In Cleveland, Ohio.

And kettles and kettles of , gallons, of soup, and

all of these people would come along with their bowl and their spoon and they
L

fed them that way.
you know,

And I all these houses did that, not only the Croatians,

Q. Today is "Wednesday, July 27th,

and I 1m at the home of Mrs. Blanche

re

Casanova in Morris, and we 're going ~o

Calking about some

things that

Cass remembers, espedially about· the depression and the world wars .
I'd like some biographical information.

Where were you

First

born?

Well, I ,w as born in Minneapolis.

Q.

6h, you were?

Yeah. Didn't you know that?

Q. Hm-mhh.
Oh, yes, I was born in Minneapolis

Then

, of course, after I was

adopted, I moved to South Dakota, that~ when I was adopted into the Schulack
family.

But . first my dad come over here all alone, he was heTe, oh, about

two ' ears, I imagine, before my mother came.

Q.

And he

rs.from .••.. ?

:f'(~,t'.X-2._b.\,\O-,,
He w a s ~ ~ • they were both from Zagriv, yeah, Zagriv , and

then he

homeseteaded down by Austin, and then had my mother come out.

Q. Do you know when that was?
Well, I was born in 1912 and , 1910 I've always assumed it would be because
she had one baby , before ~he had me, that died, a little girl,

and I thought

it would be about 1909, 1910 because she • • ..••

Q. When your mother came over?
Yes, and my dad was here before that, and he homesteaded down by Ausint,

,

and this is where all the trouble started, see,
become an orphan.

this is how I happened to _

My mother didn't like it out in the country , you see,

it was out in God;s country and she

was used to libing right on the

street, you might say, in Zagriv with all the relatives, and next to
them, and with them and around
couldn't stand it.
her into

them ,

So she got so lonesome whe

And my godmother, from Minneapolis} came out , and talked

coming back to Minneapolks for

a visit, and it would kind \

of cure some of her loneliness and all this sort of thing . . So , by this

\
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she had .my brother, too,see , she had two of us, my brother and I,
So she went back to Minneapolis with my godmother, and , after she got
there, theb she wasn't going to go back, and they thought, well, if

/

she wouldn I t I go

back, well, my dad would have to

come to Minneapihlis·.

Well, he evidently was ornery, like my brother, and knowing my brother
I can understand how ornery he could b e , ~
and when he got there

and he c~e to Minneaplis,

there was nobody there, except the

and someone staying with us.
Q.Your father did?

Kl{

we two children

So he just picked us up and left.

I

Took you back?

Took us back, no I don't know, wherehter he took us back to Austin or
whether he f had someon~

I know he had someone take care of us, and he

was disgusted with the woman because she didn't keep us clean enough, and
that's when he put us in the orphanage. Now maybe he

went back to

Austih and had her take cnre of us , because eventually he came back to Minneapolis a11;d came to work on the railroad .

And then he put us in the
~Yt.,

orphanage and he paid for our room and ID€ lx>ard ~while he worked ,and that's
how he died. He was, well, poor, you know, and he walked all the way
from Minneapolis ~ ~ over to St. Paul to the orphanage.
I

Q,

Di~ he visit a lot?

To visit, yes,

And, you know • . I can still see, as old as I am

1,

~

how these things stay in pur memory, ,1 cam still see him coming
a p~per sack in each arm
, and he,
with two -~
IQOOil{ sacks
d have oranges and bananas, you know, and we'd sit out in t h e ~
I
yard in the liX orphanage and eat, and then my memory leaves me
From there mn I cam't remember him leaving or anything about him,
except when he came to visit.

That mu's t have made an impreszsion on my mind ,

Q.The orphanage was in St . Paul?
Yes.
Q, Do y,ou remember who ran it?
It was run by nuns.

It was a Catholic orphanage. And I couldn ; 't speak

t
any Englsih.
Q~ Really~

And when I left the orphaanage I spIDk~ German, - and I can't remember
any~hing of the German I leanrned.

It was a German Catholic orphanage.

So when I came there I suppose ' I talked Servinian, M: ah, Croatian, and they
talked German, so I was taught German, and the only thing I can rememeber
of the German is "Helige Maria".
Q-. Holy Hary?

Holy Mary.

And then, I don't know whether this would be German or
I

Yugoslavian, but I pronounced my

11

G' s II Hard, like han-ger- chief and ger ..-

o-sens instead of kerosene .
J

Q.

How long were you in the orphanage, until you were 16, is that right?

No, no , I was only in there about six months
\

Q. Oh, so you didn't go to . school there.
Oh, no.

11

My father .died , of course, he droppped dead at the orphanage doo

r of a heart attack.
in the summer.

·Because he had a walked in all h

th-at heat,-• i~ was

So they had no record of who we were, He had told them

our mother was dead.

So they had no record of who we were, so they put

adsin th4 paper, byt they put them in English-speaking papers , and

of

course my mother couldn't read English,you know, so nobody ever saw the
ads. · So eventually this lady •••.• the lady that adopted me,

Mros.

I

Schulack, ,would have taken my m brother, too, ·expcept he was ill at the time.
So she was coming vack for him, eventually.
Dakota to Minneapolis was quite a trip in
the time she got back

But

from Clara City

South

those days , you know , and by t

within a year, he was go~e.

Q. He was adopted?
He was adopted. And he was adopted by a Fr.ench family
in Osseo,

And I was adopted by this family in Dakota.

Q. Where did you grow up, and go to school?
• ,,

~

,....

1

-

.L.

~

Just · out of Minneapolis,

s
I

Q. Clara City?

Yea, Clara City.

Little

J

tiny town, north of Sisseton about . fourteen miles

\

north of Sisseton.

Q. And what do you remember about school?
Oh, well, of ·c our 9 e , the town_ that I moved into was the same age as
I was.

The twon had become incoprporated as a tovm in 1912 and I came _theew

in 1914, I was aboµt four years old.

So it was a booming town, a beautiful

little town, but there were no trees.

Everybody~ had to plant their

own trees, I can still see my dad, those little, scrawnyi trees, and carry
'

I

•

ing water by the pailful around those trees, you know.
there to visit andit 's so overgrown that c you
that I lived in.

Now ·1 1 ve gone over

can't ,e.;.en see the house

But it was a booming totm and I have to. give the people

of the town er-edit because

one of the first things they did is build

a beautiful brkck scho~lhouse, ~eauti~ul for that time.

Four rooms down

\

and four rooms upstairs, and of course we thought it was a mansion.
t

So I

'

had a good ediucation, I wasn't too brilliant, b u t ~.,M-~
I was given the chance to have a good ·e ducation.

Q., How bi~ was the •••• how many students, approximately?·
Oh, gos,h, finally they put in two years of high school , when I was
ready to go toready to go to, · no , yes" freshman and sophomore year of
high school.

I can't remember how long . it was after I left ei5hth grade,

but but it must have been there when I went into eighth grade.

My dad

was on the school board, my foster father, and I can still hear he and my

0vboi.k

mother arguing~whether they could afford a high school

I

I

TAPE TWO

INTERVIEW WITH MS. BLANCHE CASANOVA
BY SUSAN STUMM
JULY 27, 1977
AT THE CASANOVA RESIDENCE IN MORRIS
Q:

Did she do a lot of that kind of thing?

Oh awfully she was the only...
Q:

The doctor wasn't available?

Oh never, she was the only help that these people...I don't know
if I told you or not, but one time a little girl, her mother had
died and left her father with she and three brothers, this girl
did all the housework and she spilled a whole pan of boiling water
down the front of her.
She didn't know enough to take her dress
off or her stockings or anything. By the time they called my mother
and she came and took her clothes off all the skin came off where
she had scaulded herself. Here again this wonderful woman who
wasn't espceially good mother to me. Tut this wonderful woman
brought this girl into our home, put her in her bed, in the only
bed downstairs. We had no upstairs just an attic. Put her in
her bed and this girl was with us for many weeks and every day,
I don't know how many times a day that woman would go in there.
Shee had a whole stack of white pieces of sheeting, I would imagine,
white cloth stacked and pan of soda water. She'd dip these and
cloths in there and lay these over these burns that this girl had.
Well, of course, as soon as that dried, before it dried, it had
to come off and new ones had to be put back on. Well, if your
body's hot that dries in a short time. That woman spent day
after day of putting those cloths on this girl.
Q:

But a burn like that can really get infected easily.

That's right, but she didn't she healed up and...
Q: Do you remember any other home remedies or herbal remedies
that she used.
No, I don't remember ever...by that time there weren't that many
herbal remedies. It had already concentrated in to traveling
salve salesmen selling salve.
Q:

Do you remember any of those?

The only one I remember was, I can't even think of the name of it,
but it was black. It came in a round can like this. The only
reason I remember that is because my mother was diabetic as I told
you and she went to Rochester to doctor. While she was gone what
I had I don't know, but I had blisters from my knees down to my
ankles on my legs. It was some kind of infection I think that I
got. Either from stockings or long underwear or whatever, you
know, but it was just like blisters except it wasn't thin like a
blister it was more a thick skin with pus inside of it. I was
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only about ... I suppose ten years old, eleven years old and all alone.
I had nobody to ask about it, my mother was gone, my grandpa and dad
were there. I was washing my brother ...(my brother went to St. Thomas
academy in St. Paul) and he'd send his clothes home to be washed. I'd
wash his clothes and my dad's and grandpa's, this was in the winter, my
dad's and grandpa's long underwear. I washed all those clothes and ironed
them and fixed the box to ship back to my brother. I don't know what
this was but I wore my brother's old long stockings to school, you know,
and you wore some of their old long legged underwear. So now, whether it
was some kind of a mold or whatever I'd got, both of my legs were just
covered. So at night before I'd go to bed, I knew enough to sterilize
a needle, I'd sterilize the needle and I'd open each one of these and I
don't know how many I had on my legs,and let that pus run out. I'd wipe
it off the best I could, then smear it with that black salve, whatever
that black salve was, and then I'd wrap my legs with, my mother always had
bandages you know, rolls of bandages. I'd wrap my legs before I'd go to
bed at night and the next day I'd get up and go to school and leave the
bandages on all day and that night pulled my long stockings on over them.
At night I'd come home and get supper and do what ever I had to do, go to
bed and take all those bandages and do it all over again until I had those
legs healed up all by myself. What kid today would do that? They'd run
to the doctor, you know.
Q:

Did your mother get paid when she did that doctoring?

Yes, in butter, in chunks of meat,
(50-5 min.)
if she got any at all, eggs, lard, you know. Very rarely, if she got
money it was maybe $3.00 at the most, if it was a five dollar bill that
was a lot of money, you know. No she didn't.
Q: What about the wealthy people they must have had access to medical
doctors and so on?
Well, there weren't that many, we had a banker and a store keeper and the
hotel people. They had a big new hotel there at that time and I imagine
all those people could get to doctors. The country people were mostly
where she was called because they didn't have that kind of money, you know.
They just never expected to go to a doctor. There was always someone, you
know, years ago, in the neighborhood some woman that was a good midwife
and practical nurse and, you know, all that sort of thing. So they just
never expected to get to a doctor and...
Q:

Were there other midwives around or was your mother ...

?

I never knew of any others, no, maybe there were. I imagine there were but
I never knew, heard of any. She was so busy that I just assumed that she
was the only one...just like this little girl I told you about that swallowed
the lye. They took her to the doctor and he sent them home. He said "If
you can find someone to put this rubber tube down her throat every day, you
know, you can take her home and have this done," otherwise they'd have to
drive to Ledger with thirty some miles every day to have this tube put down
this child's throat. So they said yes, my mother was their next door
neighbor. Every morning at eleven o'clock my mother would walk over there
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and you could hear this little girl start to scream before she ever got
anywhere near the house and every morning for many, many weeks.
Q:

To pump her stomach?

No, she'd put this tube down, just put this tube down, to keep that esophagus
open. So it didn't heal shut.
Q:

Would they leave it in there?

No, I don't think she left it in there. I think she opened it up and I
think there might of been some, maybe some liquid oil or something, that
they put down there. That much I don't know about, but I know she every
day had to go over and open up that little girl's esophagus. Now this has
happened ... right here in town , it happened to a little boy. They have
had more trouble, he swallowed some kind of a caustic cleaner, a drain
cleaner, but it would be about the same thing. They even opened his side
and he had a colostomy and he was fed intraveneously and oh the trouble they
have had with that child and here my mother did this and this little girl,
you know...
Q:

When did you move to Morris?

Is that where you moved after... ?

After we were married, no, I lived ...
Q:

First you were in Minneapolis?

Well, from there then when I went to Minneapolis...after I got on my feet
after I was ill and then Mabel kept writing and saying, "Oh, why don't
you come down here. I can find you a job." Well, the only job she could
find was a waitress in a Greek restaurant. I had to take the night shift
because she was working the day shift so she could be home at night to
serve drinks to the customers or whatever. Dad and I were already going
together at that time, he didn't want me to go and I said,"Well, I'll go
down and see what it's like and I'll work and earn a little money and by
that time maybe I can come back and there'll be something here, you know,
for me." So then he let me go and I went down there and I was there for
I think a month before I ever wrote to him. He was madder than a hatter,
he was all ready to kick me in the rear and tell me to go. The man , Stanley,
that he was working for said to him,"Well,I don't know what you think
about it, but if I know her as well as I think I do , I wouldn't let go
of her, just give her a little time." Eventually I wrote to him and he
wrote back. Then it was that time I told you that I discovered that this
lady was running a house of prostitution or I called it that. It was a
beautiful home. She didn't have girls there all day and they didn't
stay there. She just called girls in and they used her bedrooms upstairs.
Well Mabel and I had one of those bedrooms
(Side 1-100-10 min.)
because we were both rooming there too. Mabel eventually quit her job
and went into full time prostitution. One day she stopped me and asked
if I was interested in doing what Mabel was doing. Of course I didn't
know what Mabel was doing, but I pretended that I did because of something
that she said to me, it registered finally, what Mabel was doing. Of course
I told her no, I said I had no desire ... anything at all. But one after
noon I had gone out and had lunch and I came back. It was so hot and I
opened all the doors and windows in my bedroom and I was lying on the bed
and she came upstairs and she said there was a nice young man down, yes,...
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there was a nice young man downstairs and he just wanted some
company, she wanted to know if could come up and just lie down
and visit with me.
Q:

Just lie down and visit?

Oh, I'll never forget that. I got so mad at her and I said no!
She went out and I shut the door locked it. She never asked me
again but I made a point of not being around the house too much
and not being in bed during the day when I was home. But then
another time...this is why I say...I wonder what it is...I said
somebody always looking out for me, for some reason or other I
was so close to so many things that...you just wonder how did
you not get involved. When I read of some of the things that
happen to girls today, you know, and I think how close I was to
some of that and nothing ever happened. Why didn't it, what was
it. In fact I even had people down...you know you've heard this
old cliche "What's a nice girl like you doing in a place like
this?" I've had that asked to me in this restaurant, I've had men
and girls both. In fact one girl was a prostitute and she told
me she was. She had been a nurse and she'd gotten involved with
some doctor and he threw her over and she got started drinking,
became an alcoholic. She was just a street walker, you know,
and she told me if you have any brains at all you'll turn right
around and go home. I had a man tell me that too. What are you
doing in a place like this? One night I came home from work and
because I was trying to save money I usually walked. It was a
long walk, in fact sometime it was 4 o'clock in the morning and
and it was turning daylight and I was walking home. One morning
this fellow in this convertable came by and said "Hi ya cutie!"
I just went right on and he said, "Well, you're no american
bueaty!" He wizzed on and went by, but anyway, one night I came
home and the house was dark except for a little night light that
was on in the living room. As I came in the house, it was all
carpeted so you could walk without being heard, you know, and as
I walked in I had to cross the living room and turn and go up the
stariway like this, an open stairway. Right below it sat a daven
port and as I walked through there was a man laying on the daven
port and I just assumed it was her husband. He was a barber and
you didn't see much of him. But any way I just assumed if he were
lying on the davenport sleeping that it was his home and I went
up stairs. This was before I knew too much of what was going on
and I just never ever assumed that anyone would bother me so I
never ever locked my door. I was in a home, you know you don't
lock your doors in somebody's home. But this night I don't know
why I locked my door. I've thought of this so many times and we've
talked about it so many times, (p.nd this is why I say somebody was
always looking out for me) I locked the door. The door was here
and my bed set here. I was sitting on the bed facing the door and
what made me look up I don't know, I didn't hear anything, but I
looked up and the door knob was turning like this. Well, about
that time your heart is, you don't know where your heart, is oh!
Oh you're so scared and you know somebody's coming in
(Side one - 150 - 15 minutes)
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but the door is locked, but you know somebody's still coming in.
Q:

Yes real scary.

But nothing happened, the door, whoever it was walked, wherever
he was, I don't know. Now it might have been somebody in another
room upstairs for all I know idea, but this is one of the things
that happened see.
Q: Do you think a lot of girls went into prostitution because of
the depression?
Oh yes. Like a lot of them have now. A lot of them still do.
They go into the city and can't find work and some pimp is ready
to pick them up you know.
Q:

Were there a lot of girls from the country that would go...

I was there such a short time and I didn't do anything but go to
work and come back home. I didn't get in, I didn't become acquainted
with any other people. Then when I discovered what was going on
I wrote a letter to Dad at Sisseton and to show you how stupid I
was I didn't even know how to spell "Whore". I spelled it h-o-a-r,
I knew hoarhound you know and that was the only hoar I knew. So I
spelled it h-o-a-r and I wrote Dad a letter and I laid it on her
desk for her to put in the mailbox for me, had it all addressed,
stamped and everything and as I went to work I set the letter there
thinking in the morning she'd drop it in the mailbox. Well in
St. Paul at that time there was a club named Club Casanova and
these fellows were out at her home that night. I suppose they
got drinking and whatever and they saw this letter. I can just
imagine they'd say, "Oh well, somebody's writing me a letter," or
"you know I wonder who that is same name," you know all this kind
of stuff. They opened it and of course in this letter I was telling
him that this is nothing but a whorehouse. I went on to explain
some of the things that had happened, you know. The next morning
when I came home she was waiting for me and she told me to pack my
clothes and I could get out just as fast as I could go. If she
ever heard that I went back home and told any of this what she
wouldn't do to me. I'll tell you she'd ruin my reputation, she
told me all kinds of nasty things that she would do. So, of course,
I wrote Dad and told him that I was coming home and come get me.
I didn't know how to get home, you know, there was no bus that I
knew of at that time that was running or maybe I was so poor. But
anyway he wrote and said that he'd come down Sunday morning on
Mosher's truck. Mosher's was a trucking firm from home and they
brought cattle down, you know, back and forth. He said, I'll come
down," they leave in the morning about 4 o'clock, so he said, I 11
be in the city about 7 or 8 o'clock something like that and have
your clothes all packed and ready to go-. So sure enough Sunday
morning I was all ready to go and about 7:30 somebody knocks at
the front door. This girl friend of my brothers, this Mabel, the
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one that got me down there, she and a traveling salesman were sleeping
in the sunporch right up above the porch downstairs the front door.
Her aunt and another man were in bed in her aunt's bed. To get to
the sun porch you had to go through her aunt's bedroom to get out on
the sun porch. Well, of course, when this somebody knocked Mabel
jumps out of bed and she looks downstairs over the front door and
she sees Ralph. She comes in my bedroom she swore, oh she was mad
she said, "get down there and do something with him don't let him
come up here don't let him come in, it's Ralph." So, of course,
I ran downstairs
(Side 1 - 200 - 20 minutes)
and opened the door and let him in and told him that I'd go up and
dress and I'd get my suitcase and I'd be back down. I said, "don't
come up stairs because you know Mabel's up there,"and you know all
this whole bit. So he and I left, I don't know where we went to...
dozens of places and we ate all day, we drank all day we walked^all
day, we looked all day, cause we had to be ready at 5:30 or 6 o'clock
that night to go back home on the truck. So we went back, caught
a ride and went back home that night on Mosher's truck. That s
how I got into this house of prostitution or whatever it was. She
had quite a thing going, she had a cooler in the basement full of
liquor and beer.
Q:

What part of Mpls was it in?

St. Paul.
Q:

Oh, it was in St. Paul?

I don't even remember, I don't remember the address. I mean this
girl has died in the meantime. She finally married and married ^
a real nice fellow I guess from what the relatives say. She didn't
have any children but he had a daughter and she raised her.
Q:

So this was in the thirties right?

Yes, this was. Dad and I were married in '38 so this all happened
between '31 and '38. We went together for about five years before
he got this job over here so he was making enough money so we could
get married. Then we moved over here so we've been here since thirtyeight which doesn't make us the older people in the community.
Q:

Do you wanna talk about the second World War?

Well, ...let's stop now it's 4 o'clock.
(Side one 226 - The End

Do you remember?

