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Hugh Watt drives his 1940 1/2 tone Ford truck with the original
paint job, in the parade. His passenger is Alyce Knopp.
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Monday’s In The Park
The Canby Arts Council sponsored by the City
of Canby, announces the series of six musical events
that will be held in Canby’s Central Park this summer. Performances will commence at 7 pm. In case
of inclement weather the programs will move to the
Community Center at City Hall, however, if it is the
June 9th performance, that would be moved to CHS
in the old gym.
The performances are free to the public, however
a free will donation would be welcome. The Food
Service will begin at 6 pm. After covering the cost
of the musical programs, all proceeds will be donated to the Canby Theater renovation fund.
Monday, July 7:
Larry Olsen Polka Band. This popular polka
band is from the Lake Benton area. Pulled pork
sandwiches from Moberg’s Meats will be served.
Monday, July 21:
Charlie Roth & Jerry Ostensoe. This is a rare opportunity to have both area musicians on the same stage
this summer. Charlie will have just returned from a
tour in Scotland. Jerry has just produced a new CD.
They will feature blues and folk music. Moberg
Meats brats will be served.
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Gary Historical Association Page
Gary Interstates Digitized
The Historical Association has scanned the Gary Interstate films and all of the available copies are now
stored as PDF (Adobe) files. This format makes them easier to search and they are available on the computers at
the GHA Museum and the Gary Library. You can search copies back to the late 1800s during open hours of the
museum and library. The GHA is not only preserving Gary history, but is also making it readily accessible for
anyone interested in Gary's past.
Throwback to the Past
75 Years Ago (Editor-Owner: J M Mortensen) May 25, 1939
The Gary school term closes with the issuance of report cards and diplomas tomorrow. The week has been
one of class picnics and similar activities. For the high school seniors it has been a big week. Baccalaureate exercises and Commencement were held on Sunday and Wednesday evening respectively. This year the seniors
wore the conventional caps and gowns for the exercises. The students graduating at this time are: Mildred Almos, Norella Almos, Beth Cole, Olive Dunn, Dorothy Eikamp, Martin Fitzpatrick, Carrol Hutching, Ruth Jesme,
Irene Larsen, Rosetta Norton, Dorothy Rule, Stella Sweeter, Sylvia Thompson, Stanley Udesen.
This Thursday evening at the assembly room in the Gary public school, the graduation exercises for a class
of twelve eighth grade students will be held. Those who will be able to enter high school next fall are: Clifford
Carlson, Donald Eng, Wilma Gordon, La Verne Johnson, Kenneth Hinsvark, Mary McLain, Jewyll Mortensen,
Wendell Peden, Kenneth Potthoff, Ruth Sanden, Melvin Simonton.
Editors note: Two years later, WWII started and the lives of the above classes were unexpectedly changed.
They became part of the "Greatest Generation" as described by Tom Brokaw, another South Dakotan.
50 Years Ago (Editor-Owner: R R Miottel) May 28, 1964
1964 Graduation Class
Gary High School
James Cole, Robert Engeseth, Robert Gage, Sandra Hook
(Valedictorian, deceased), Eugene Hults, David Hunt, Paul
Kelly, Victor Kennedy, Marilyn J. Koeppen
Carol Lantgen, Carol Lorenzen, Shirley Lorenzen, Lois Mason
(deceased), Carol McCormick (Salutatorian), Delores Pedersen,
Roger Pedersen, Paul Schulte (deceased), Dale Shackelford,
Larry Thompson, and Barry Ullmann
Editors Note: This class will celebrate 50 years at the July All
School Reunion. This is a chance to visit with them.
Machine Shed Fund Drive
The Gary Historical Association plans to build a roof to protect the restored farm equipment and fire truck
from the weather (similar to the example on the right). Walls will also be added as
money becomes available. Donated funds to purchase the material and volunteer
labor to erect the structure are urgently needed before next winter. If you would
like to donate money or work on this worthy project, please contact Ron Stangeland (605-692-9288) or Ellen Schulte (605-272-5295). You can also donate by
using the PayPal Donation Button on the GHA website
www.experiencegarysd.com
or mail a check to:
Gary Historical Association, PO Box 83, Gary SD 57237.
Please help to preserve the artifacts and history of the early Gary residents.
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Talk Given by George Lohr
At 100th Anniversary Ceremony
Gary Public School
May 25, 1980
Teachers, fellow alumni, friends of the Gary public school:
It is always a pleasure to return to Gary as I have done many times since graduating from Gary High School. It is especially enjoyable to be here today to participate with you in commemorating the 100th anniversary of the Gary public
school. This gathering and the effort of many to bring it about reflect the importance of the Gary public school to the persons who have been associated with it as teachers and pupils over the years.
I have fond memories of growing up in Gary, and many of those memories center around the school. Although my
memories necessarily involve those years from 1937 to 1949 and the people who went to school and taught during that
time, perhaps they are not so different from your own recollections of your experiences in years before and since. I can
think of nothing more fitting on this occasion than to share some of my memories with you.
During the 1930s our family lived just east of the school in the house that the Millers now call home. Gary was a town
of more than 500 persons, situated on the edge of the great plains of North America, a land that had not been settled for
even 75 years. The country was in the throes of the great depression which had reached out to touch even this remote area.
The drought brought crop failures, two banks failed in this town, and unemployment was common. As a part of the efforts
of the national administration to relieve unemployment and to cope with this great national disaster, Lake Elsie was built.
And although the financial hardships of those times indelibly marked the lives of our parents, we very young children
knew none of this. My own world was limited to our house, the back yard with its garden, apple trees, and tire swing and
the small town in which we lived. And far from remembering those times as bleak, my own memories are all happy ones
relating to the mundane details of small town life. These are the things I remember:
The freight trains thundering into town and clanging to a stop by the water tower down by the elevators. The
clouds of steam that the engines would send up the hill as they started out again. The engineer who would wave at a small
boy sitting on the prairie grass along the railroad right-of-way to watch the train arrive. The flowers which grew on the
railroad embankment - the mayflowers, wild roses and honeysuckle, the poison ivy and the thick pink medicine that Dr.
Pinard would prescribe for those who encountered it. Dr. Pinard - all of you remember him. That gruff bear of a man who
brought so many of us into this world and who ministered to all the ailments of an entire community in days when access
to hospitals and specialized medical services outside the community was difficult and unaffordable.
Compassionate concern concealed beneath a tough exterior -- he is an unforgettable figure. I remember the group of
about 15 children sent to the first grade in 1937 by our parents in the hope that Miss Anfinson could make some progress
toward taming and civilizing us. And she could, too. For Miss Anfinson was an outstanding teacher and she ran a tight
ship. There were the Dick and Jane readers, the phonics classes, the rhythm band, the coat room full of winter coats, hats,
mittens and overshoes which somehow were sorted out and placed on the right parts of the right anatomies at the end of
each day. Spit wad fights when teacher's back was turned. I remember being one of the most enthusiastic, if not the most
accurate, participants in spit wad competition. Miss Anfinson's prescribed punishment for that activity was time after
school during which the offender was given the opportunity to chew spit wads for an hour and deposit them in the wastebasket. She wanted to be sure that we had plenty of after—school time to engage in this activity for we seemed to enjoy it
so much. There was a play area in the back of the room, complete with paste pot for art projects. There were the paste
junkies among us, but I never developed a taste for it and can't remember now the discipline used to keep paste
consumption within the limits of the school budget.
I remember learning that phonics, though useful, is not the complete answer for the beginning reader. For the entire
class was stumped in trying to pronounce "c—i—t—y" until Al Lovaas found the key by abandoning the efforts to sound
it out with a hard "c". He was the hero of the moment and his triumph lives on in my memory. No, Asher, that was our
first grade year, not our senior year.
We also learned that all is not fair in this world for, while some of us were able to master the spelling of such unchallenging surnames as Benner, Mount, Eng and Case, Miss Anfinson was driven to offer a ten-cent reward to Donald
Sueverkruepp if he could spell his name by the end of the grading period.
I remember the Rand McNally pull-down maps, time spent dusting erasers on the school steps or on the back of a classmate, the flag which was raised and lowered on the flagpole in front of the school each day. Recess, with games of I-send
and pom pom pull away, played on the front lawn of the school. I recall that Iona Mae Olson was the acknowledged I-send
champion. The spelling lists, the arithmetic flash-cards, the poetry we memorized - I remember some of it even now.
I remember leaving the school in the spring, its hallways, walls and floors bearing the marks of nine months of hard
use, and returning in the fall to a spotless and freshly painted building rejuvenated by the hard summer's efforts of Ted Potthoff. And I remember him watching over the gradual destruction of his handiwork, apparently undismayed and unfailingly kind to us children.
We will continue this in the August issue of the Interstate.
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Fairchild Farmgirl
I'm Just One Cow Pie From a Full Spreader

One Year Older… Jury’s Still Out On The Wiser Part

Suzanne Fairchild

Well I woke up this morning and there I was...still breathing, laying next to my husband. I poked him to make sure I wasn’t
dreaming and also not dead (aren’t you all worrying that that may happen when you reach the big 4-0?) I heard his familiar
grunt and I knew all was right in the world. It was truly the real deal when my kids came and jumped in our bed to find out
what I was cooking for breakfast.
Just another day I mused as I kicked everybody out to get ready for the day. But not really...I turned 40, I’m alive! I made
it! I also made French toast for breakfast...the kids were happy and sticky with syrup. It was delicious!
As I checked the computer, the Facebook messages poured in wishing me a good day. The calls from friends and family
started. My kids started to sneak around, running for crayons, glue, paper and duct tape. I started opening homemade presents, bookmarks made from said duct tape, brightly colored pictures of pigs (I don’t know why the pigs either, but dang they
were colored so carefully and beautifully!). Today was a great day my friends!
I told my kids that I wanted a chocolate cake with salted caramel frosting. In our house, whatever kind of cake you want,
your wish is granted. You should see what the kids try to stump me with. Grace’s birthday was last week and she wanted a
layered strawberry and chocolate cheesecake. It wasn’t easy but I did it, and it was pretty tasty. Looks aren’t important
right? Well, this afternoon Ron made an excuse that he and Kara had to go to town. They came home with an ice cream
cake from the local Dairy Queen. Good enough. Right now, as I write this, they are making spaghetti with a green salad. You
should hear the groans about the salad...I love it!
Push rewind to about two months ago.
I started thinking really heavily about this day and it loomed in my brain like a dark rain cloud. ‘How could this be happening,
this 40 stuff?’ But there it was and it wasn’t going away. I thought about it and decided that there were two ways to go about
this getting older business. I could feel all mopey and depressed and whine about the inevitable
OR,
I could think about all the things I have accomplished and think about what’s to come...(not just 50, either, lol).
I remember 10 years ago yesterday, like it was yesterday...the eve of my 30th birthday, when I thought I just may spontaneously combust when the clock turned over to 12:01. Maybe driving through a cornfield acting like a kid was the ticket. It
wasn’t...I learned the hard way on that one. So there I was, a single person that threw myself a big party with friends and
family and I had invited this really great guy over. Insert my now husband Ron. I remember, I moped...I thought turning 30
was the most horrible thing ever and I sure was going to shrivel up like an old maid and blow away like beeswings in a bunch
of corn screenings. Now I look back over my 30’s and I cannot believe how blessed I was!! Having my Faith, family and
great friends, not to mention that great hubby of mine made my thirties amazing. In that 10 years, I had gotten married,
adopted 2 great kids to add to my one, had six beautiful babies, gotten my dream job – farmers wife (yes I’m being serious!)
and now I get to write for two papers. So awesome!
When I was making the decision to love or hate my upcoming birthday, a great friend of mine told me something really profound. She enjoyed getting older. Seeing her children grow and having new adventures in her life was something that she
loved. It started to make a lot of sense to me. This evening after all the kids are in bed, I think I may make a list with Ron of
all the things that I want to do in these next ten years. He can give me advice on it...he’s pushing 50!
What pray tell, is in store for my next ten years you ask? Only the good Lord knows. I can tell you this, however...now that
I’m a parent of a teenager, I’m just hoping our son doesn’t drive our pickup through a cornfield to celebrate something. Although, I mentioned it and Mr. Straight laced said, “Why would you wreck corn mom?”
Good answer son.
Until next time and have a great 4th,
Fairchild Farmgirl
rmf@itctel.com
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Fort Peck Tribe
Published on October 18, 2012 by Amy

Fort Peck Tribe

The new Fort Peck Indian Agency was established in 1871 to serve
the Assiniboine and Sioux Indians. The Agency was located within the
old stockade of Fort Peck, purchased from traders Durfee and Peck.
In 1878, the Fort Peck Agency was relocated to its present day location
in Poplar because the original agency was located on a floodplain, suffering floods each spring.
Attempts by the U.S. government to take the Black Hills and bind the
Sioux to agencies along the Missouri in the 1860s resulted in warfare,
reopening the issues that had been central to the Great Sioux War (186668). As part of the Sioux agreed to come in to agencies, part chose to
resist. Army efforts to bring in the other Sioux (characterized as
“hostiles”) led to battles in the Rosebud country, and culminated in the

Battle of the Little Bighorn in 1876.
As the victors dispersed, Sitting Bull led followers north into the Red Water country, where contact with the Sioux of
Fort Peck Agency kept the Hunkpapas and assorted Tetons supplied. When military pressure increased, Sitting Bull led
most of his followers into Canada in 1877. The military presence increased in an effort to induce Sitting Bull to surrender.
Camp Poplar (located at Fort Peck Agency) was established in 1880. Finally, without supplies and barely tolerated by
Indians in the area of present day southern Saskatchewan, Sitting Bull came in to surrender at Fort Buford on July 19, 1881.
Some of his Hunkpapas intermarried with others at Fort Peck and resided in the Chelsea community.
The early 1880s brought many changes and much suffering. By 1881, all the buffalo were gone from the region. By
1883/84, over 300 Assiniboines died of starvation at the Wolf Point sub-agency when medical attention and food were in
short supply. Rations were not sufficient for needs, and suffering reservation-wide was exacerbated by particularly severe
winters. The early reservation traumas were complicated by frequent changes in agents, few improvements in services, and
a difficult existence for the agency’s tribes. Negotiations the winter of 1886-87 and ratified in the Act of May 1, 1888, established modern boundaries.
Also in 1887, Congress passed the *Dawes Act, which provided the general legislation for dividing the hitherto triballyowned Indian reservations into parcels of land to be given to individuals. During the turn of the century, as the non-Indian
proceeded to inhabit the boundary areas of the Reservation, the prime grazing and farmland areas situated within the Reservation drew their attention. As more and more homesteaders moved into the surrounding area, pressure was placed on Congress to open up the Fort Peck Reservation to homesteading.
Finally, the Congressional Act of May 30, 1908, commonly known as the Fort Peck Allotment Act, was passed. The
Act called for the survey and allotment of lands now embraced by the Fort Peck Indian Reservation and the sale and dispersal of all the surplus lands after allotment. Each eligible Indian was to receive 320 acres of grazing land in addition to some
timber and irrigable land. Parcels of land were also withheld for Agency, school and church use. Also, land was reserved for
use by the Great Northern (Burlington Northern) Railroad. All lands not allotted or reserved were declared surplus and were
ready to be disposed of under the general provisions of the homestead, desert land, mineral and town site laws.
In 1913, approximately 1,348,408 acres of un-allotted or tribal unreserved lands were available for settlement by the non
-Indian homesteaders. Although provisions were
made to sell the remaining land not disposed of in
the first five years, it was never completed. Several
additional allotments were made before the 1930s.
Educational history on the Reservation includes
a government boarding school program which was
begun in 1877 and finally discontinued in the
1920s. Missionary schools were run periodically by
the Mormons and Presbyterians in the first decades of the 20th century, but with minimal success.
The Fort Peck Reservation is served by five public
school districts, which are responsible for elementary and secondary education. In addition, an independent post-secondary institution is located on the
Reservation: Fort Peck Community College, which
offers nine associate of arts, six associate of science, and ten associate of applied science degrees.
The Presbyterian Mission School 1895-1027
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Fort Peck Reservation is home to two separate Indian nations, each composed of
numerous bands and divisions. The Sioux divisions of Sisseton/Wahpetons, the
Yanktonais, and the Teton Hunkpapa are all represented. The Assiniboine bands
of Canoe Paddler and Red Bottom are represented. The Reservation is located in
the extreme northeast corner of Montana, on the north side of the Missouri River.
The Reservation is 110 miles long and 40 miles wide, encompassing 2,093,31
acres (approximately 3,200 square miles). Of this, approximately 378,000 acres
are tribally owned and 548,000 acres are individually allotted Indian lands. The
total of Indian owned lands is about 926,000 acres. There are an estimated 10,000
enrolled tribal members, of whom approximately 6,000 reside on or near the ResThe Presbyterian Mission School 1895-1027 ervation. The population density is greatest along the southern border of the ResFront view of the church
ervation near the Missouri River and the major transportation routes, U.S. Highway 2 and the Amtrak routing on the tracks of the Burlington Northern Railroad.
The Fort Peck Tribes adopted their first written constitution in 1927. The Tribes voted to reject a new constitution under
the Indian Reorganization Act in 1934. The original constitution was amended in 1952, and completely rewritten and
adopted in 1960. The present constitution remains one of the few modern tribal constitutions that still includes provisions for
general councils, the traditional tribal type of government. The official governing body of the Fort Peck Tribes is the
Tribal Executive Board, composed of twelve voting members, plus a chairman, vice-chairman, secretary-accountant, and
sergeant-at-arms. All members of the governing body, except the secretary-accountant are elected at large every two years.

Mission children...Notice how Americanized they are…

All photos used for this article are courtesy of David Arndt and Wolf Point
Memories.

Source: wikipedia

*Dawes Act
Published on March 3, 2013 by Amy

General Allotment Act
Dawes Act or General Allotment Act, 1887, passed by the U.S.
Congress to provide for the granting of landholdings ( allotments,
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usually 160 acres/65 hectares) to individual Native Americans, replacing communal tribal holdings. Sponsored by
U.S. Senator H. L. Dawes, the aim of the act was to absorb tribe members into the larger national society. Allotments could be sold after a statutory period (25 years), and “surplus” land not allotted was opened to settlers.
Within decades following the passage of the act the vast majority of what had been tribal land in the West was in
white hands.
The act also established a trust fund to collect and distribute proceeds from oil, mineral, timber, and grazing
leases on Native American lands. The failure of the Bureau of Indian Affairs to manage this trust fund properly
led to legislation and lawsuits in the 1990s and early 2000s to force the government to properly account for the
revenues collected.
Source: infoplease

Itoηagaju – Lakota
Published on January 2, 2013 by Amy

Rain-in-the-Face (also known as Ito-na-gaju or Exa-ma-gozua) was a chief of
the Lakota tribe. He was among the Indian leaders who defeated George Armstrong Custer and the U.S. 7th Cavalry Regiment at the 1876 Battle of Little Big
Horn.
Born in the Dakota Territory near the forks of the Cheyenne River about 1835,
Rain-in-the-Face was from the Hunkpapa band
within the Lakota nation. His name may haven
given to him as a result of a fight with a Cheyenne boy when he was quite young, his face was
splattered like rain with his Cheyenne adversary’s blood. Late in his life, the chief related
that the name was reinforced by an incident
when he was a young man where he was in a
battle in a heavy rainstorm with a band of Gros
Ventres. At the end of the lengthy combat, his
face was streaked with war paint.
He first fought against the whites in the summer
of 1866 when he participated in a raid
Rain in The Face
against Fort Totten in what is now North Dakota. In 1868, he again fought the U.S. Army in the Fetterman massacre near
William Fetterman
Fort Phil Kearny in present-day Montana. He again was on the warpath during
the Black Hills War, leading a raid near the Tongue River in which two white civilians accompanying Custer’s cavalry were killed. He returned to the Standing Rock Reservation,
but was captured by Custer after being betrayed by reservation Indians. He was taken to
Fort Abraham Lincoln and incarcerated. However, he was freed by a sympathetic soldier
and returned to the reservation, then fled to the Powder River. In the spring of 1876, he
joined the hostile Sioux under Sitting Bull and traveled with him to the Little Big Horn
River in early June.
During the subsequent fighting on Custer Hill on June 26, Rain-in-the-Face is alleged to
have cut the heart out of Thomas Custer, a feat that was popularized by American poet
Henry Wadsworth Longfellow in “The Revenge of Rain in the Face.” According to legend, Tom Custer had unjustly imprisoned Rain-in-the-Face. Some contemporary accounts
Tom Custer
also claimed that the chief had personally dispatched George Custer as well, but in the confused fighting, a number of similar claims have been attributed to other warriors.
Rain-in-the-Face died in his home at the Bullhead Station on the Standing Rock Reservation in North Dakota
after a lengthy illness.
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Have you been to our web site?
www.experiencegarysd.com
It is loaded with interesting information, including,
Bill Stone’s book at:
http://experiencegarysd.com/billstonebook.cfm
and the Gary High School Orange Book at http://
experiencegarysd.comgaryschoolorangebook.cfm

Gary Historical
WE WILL OPEN IF YOU CALL
AND REQUEST A TOUR.
PLEASE CONTACT:
ELLEN SCHULTE
– 605-272-5295

Gary Historical Ass’n is on FaceBook
Please LIKE us there

Did you know?
Native Americans invented the Toboggan, Snowshoes, Syringes, Rubber - rubberized clothing, and asphalt.
As of October 2010 there are 565 Federally Recognized Tribes in the
United States.
Freeze dried food is a Native Invention. The Inca of Peru used to preserve potatoes using a freeze-dry process. They would put them on
mountain terraces, and the solar radiation and extremely cold temperatures created a freeze-dried product that lasted indefinitely.

125 Year Celebration of the
Yellow Medicine County Fair
Canby, MN
July 24 –26
www.ymcfair.org
Find us on Facebook
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July 4
Gary Legion Hall
Registration 11 am
Meal 11:30 am—12:30 pm
We would appreciate a RSVP. Please
contact ellena@itctel.com
Or send a letter to :Gary Historical
Association, P.O. Box 83, Gary, SD
Great places to stay for the July celebration in & close to Gary.
Buffalo Ridge Resort - Gary
605-272-7777
Canby Inn and Suites –Canby
507-223-6868
Gate City Lodge – Gary
605-272-5608
Lakewood Inn – Clear Lake
605-874-6279

