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For unto us a child is born, unto us a son is
given: and the government shall be upon his
shoulder: and his name shall be called Wonderful, Counsellor, The mighty God, The everlasting Father, The Prince of Peace.
Isaiah 9:6 (KJV)
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Richard "Dick" Lovaas

Gary American Legion’s Post 109
Armistice Day Flag
Disposal Ceremony.

January 18, 1933 - November 6, 2015

Richard Dale “Dick” Lovaas,
age 82, beloved husband, father, grandfather, and brother
died Friday, Nov 6, 2015 in
Sioux Falls under the care of
Avera McKennan Hospice and
Luther Manor Nursing Home.
Memorial service 11 am Saturday, Nov 14, 2015 at First Presbyterian Church, 2300
S. West Ave., Sioux Falls, SD, 57105, with Rev. Pat
Hammond officiating. Light lunch following. Memorial donations can be directed to First Presbyterian
Church or Good Samaritan Luther Manor, 2900 S
Lake Ave, Sioux Falls, SD 57105.
Richard was born Jan 18, 1933 in Toronto, SD, to
Christian and Myrtle (Leaf) Lovaas. He spent most of
his childhood in Gary, SD, where he was covaledictorian of the Gary High School class of 1951.
He received his pharmacy degree from South Dakota
State College (now University) in Brookings, and was
commissioned a Second Lieutenant in the U.S. Army
Reserves in 1955. He married Shirley Cox, Aug 19,
1956, in Madison, SD.
In the early years of his pharmacy career, Dick
worked in Yankton, Mitchell, and Watertown, SD and
Rochester, MN, but lived and worked in Sioux Falls
from 1966 until his retirement. For most of those
years he was one of two pharmacists at Walgreens,
first downtown and later at the Western Mall.
Dick was a member of First Presbyterian church,
Sons of Norway, and the Elks Club. He enjoyed wood
working, chip carving, stained glass, playing cards,
photography, OLLI Classes, travel, genealogy, golf,
and time at the lake. He volunteered with Habitat for
Humanity during the first years of his retirement.
He is survived by his wife, Shirley Lovaas of Sioux
Falls; son, Todd (Karen) Lovaas of Shoreview, MN;
daughters, Kristi (Howard) Gebhart of Fort Collins,
CO and Karen (Steven) Waterfield of Maple Grove,
MN; sister, Ruth (Ordean) Nelson of Howard Lake,
MN; grandchildren, Erin, David, and Lucas Gebhart,
Paul and Nora Lovaas, and Martha Waterfield; nieces,
nephews, cousins.
He was preceded in death by his parents; brother,
Allan Lovaas; and grandson, Alexander Gebhart.
Blessed be his memory.

Back row L to R: Grant Gubrud, Lane Collins and
Commander Carey Holt
Front row L to R: Weston Collins, Kaitlyn Gubrud,
Nolan Gubrud, Beau Collins.
Representatives of the Gary Ridgers 4-H Club and
Deuel County Shooting Sports attended the Post 109
Armistice Day Flag Disposal Ceremony. Following
an enjoyable potluck supper Commander Carey Holt
and Jim Stone instructed them how to properly fold
an American flag. Our 4-H club wanted to extend a
'thank you' to all our American veterans.

Holiday Light Recycling Program:
"Recycle your Holidays"
Please bring your used, unwanted holiday
lights to recycle to:
Canby's Cenex, DAC or Prairie Five
Acceptable Items:
Electric cords, holiday lights, battery packs,
telephone cords and appliance cords.
Canby Developmental Achievement Center
110 Fairgrounds St E,
Canby, MN 56220-2064.
(507) 223-7900.
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Buggy Information
It belonged to Grandpa (Arthur Sherburne) and Harley together and it was used for the farming operations. Shirley thinks
Grandpa and Harley purchased it together and then Dad (Curt) dug it out of the trees probably 30 or more years ago. He
worked to have it refurbished in the 70‘s and 80‘s. Our dad was very interested in family history and in buggy’s. He refurbished a total of five buggies, all belonging to either our dad’s or our mom’s families. Since Shirley’s family was born and
raised in and around Gary, we (her five children) all agreed that she and dad would have loved to see that buggy go to a museum in Gary and be displayed there. Our dad, especially, would be so proud to see that. But Mom agreed
this was the right thing to do as well and loved the idea.
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Continued on page 4.

The
Jolly
‘ol elf
is coming
to town!
Sunday
December 6
At the Gary legion hall

Looking for a
Timeless Treasure
for that “hard to
buy for person?”
It has come to our attention
that Bill Stone’s historical
book can be reproduced for
a nominal fee by the Canby
Print Shop. At this time we
are looking into how many
would be interested in buy
ing a copy. The more people interested in purchasing the book the lower the cost will be.
The Comp charges have already been paid, which is a
huge savings!
These would make terrific gifts for:
Gary alumni
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Free will lunch starting at 12:00 pm
followed by children's activities, bingo &
a visit from Santa!

Contact Ellen Schutte-ellena@itctel.com or Robert/Joyce Keimig
-rkeimig@itctel.com and let them know how many books you’d be
interested in purchasing.

Sponsored by the Gary Community Club & Gary Historical Association.
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Eldon George Sherburne Family:
Eldon George Sherburne and Ella May Richards were
married in 1891 in DeSmet, SD. They had four children...Arthur, 1892, Harold, 1893, Dorothy, 1900, Gladys,
1902. They moved, in 1902 to Gary, SD to “find a place
where there was more rainfall.” They bought the NW 1/4 of
section 32 in Antelope Valley Township in Duel Co. The
children attended School district No. 13.
John Wilbur Lytle and Patricia Beving were married in
Awaiting the new arrival!
1898 in Armstrong, IA. Moved to Gary, SD in 1898. They
had nine children...Lillian, George, Pattie, Margie, John,
Russell, Laura, Lyndon, and Joyce.
Arthur Clifford Sherburne and Lillian Gladys Lytle were married in November 1922 in Gary, SD, at the John Lytle
home. They moved to a rented farm place, about 1/4 mile east of Arthur’s parents farm, in Antelope Valley Township. They
eventually bought that place in 1923 but lost it during the depression. They continued renting the farm place until Arthur’s
brother, Harold bought it in 1944 and the Sherburne’s continued living there until Arthur’s death in 1971. Lillian spent a
few more summers there and then moved first to Clear Lake, SD and then to Sioux Falls, SD They had four children, a baby
girl in 1924 that died, Virginia in
1926, Shirley in 1930 and a baby boy
in 1938 that also died. Virginia and
Shirley were both born in the Watertown, SD hospital.
Shirley Ann Sherburne married
Curtis Haywood Alberty, June 30,
1951 and they resided first in Texas,
then Sioux Falls, SD and in 1974
bought the Alberty family farm. Curt
died in 2006 and Shirley continued to
live there until June, of this year
(2015). They had five children, a son,
Craig in 1952, Kim and Kent (twin
boys) in 1954, a daughter, Lynne in
1956 and a daughter, Beth in 1969.
Virgina Sherburne married Richard (Dick) Mongrain. They had
three children, a daughter Anne and
Carolynn Webber (curator) Beth Hussman, Gracie, Ellen Schulte (curator), two son’s Rick (Richard) and Rob
Gavin & Joel Hussman shown in the new Museum with the donated Buggy.
(Robert). But Richard was killed in a
plane crash near Sioux Falls in 1958.
Virginia remarried Stan VanOsdol and they resided in Denver, Colo. Virginia died in 1994, at the Alberty family farm. Arthur Sherburne died in December 1971 in Sioux Falls, SD Lillian Sherburne died in April 1995 in Sioux Falls, SD Virginia
VanOsdol died in 1994 in Sioux Falls, SD Lillian Sherburne wrote the church history and the history of the United Methodist Women for the Gary United Methodist Church Centennial Anniversary booklet. Arthur and Lillian were members of that
church as were John and Patty Lytle. Both Shirley and Virginia were baptized there and Virginia was married to Richard
Mongrain in that church. All three of Virginia’s children (Anne, Rick and Rob) were baptized in that church as well as
Shirley’s oldest son, Craig.

911 St. Olaf Avenue North
P.O. Box 148
Canby, Minnesota
507-223-5505
www.jims-market.com

YOU CAN COUNT ON US FOR

 Quality Service  Freshness

k
4

A Fresh Look at Lakota History

By Katie Hunhoff

"Yes, I can write a short sketch of my life, but there would not be very much, just a
continual chain of duties day in and day out, always on a ranch, lonely and far from
other habitations... Took care of ten children that came to me. I studied history of our
own people to keep my mind occupied."
Josephine Waggoner wrote those words in 1932 to Frank Herriott, a professor who
was trying to help her publish her writings of Native American history and life. Despite the work, the “chain of duties” she endured, she never stopped collecting the
stories of her people. She wrote at night after her family members were asleep, and
the cabin on the Standing Rock Reservation was quiet.
She began writing in the 1920s because she worried the history and culture of the
Lakota were being lost as elders passed away without handing down their knowledge
in the traditional way. She also wanted to correct untruths written by white journalists
and scholars. Waggoner started to interview chiefs, elders, tribal historians and, unlike
other white or Indian writers, she also interviewed women.
Although she never saw her work printed during her lifetime, it was finally pubJosephine Waggoner began collecting
lished in 2013 thanks to Emily Levine, an independent scholar, author and editor in
Indian stories in the late 1800s.
Lincoln, Neb., who took on the messy job of compiling Waggoner’s writings into one
book, Witness: A Hunkpapa Historian’s Strong-Heart Song of the Lakotas.
Waggoner was born in 1871 at Grand River Agency, at the confluence of the Grand and Lakota rivers. Her father,
Charles McCarthy, owned a trading store on the east side of the Missouri. When she was 10, Waggoner volunteered to be a
part of a group of Indian children who went east to finish their education. She attended Hampton Normal and Agricultural
Institute in Virginia. She returned home after her schooling to work at St. Elizabeth Mission at Wakpala. Waggoner met her
husband while working at another mission a mile south of Fort Yates. She married Frank Waggoner on Thanksgiving Day
in 1889. Her husband was in the Army, stationed at Fort Yates. It was during her
time at Fort Yates that Waggoner began to document what was happening around
her, as well as conducting interviews and recording tribal stories.
Levine organized the documents into two parts. The first part contains stories of
Lakota/Dakota history and culture and Josephine’s own story. The second part contains 60 biographies of chiefs and other Indians. The book starts with the oldest of
the Sioux legends. “The oldest stories refer back to the stars; then stories of kingdoms; then next in line come stories of the ocean, water, animals, and tropical animals.”
She writes that the North American Indians once lived in Central America, before Aztecs. The Aztecs came from the north and conquered the people in the
south. “Stories are told of tropical animals that never existed here in North America. The work with feathers and quills, the pottery and basket weaving were arts
that were first learned in the south country, where civilization once reached a high
standard,” she wrote. “Whether our people are of Mayan or Toltec descent can still
be found out someday, perhaps, by someone who can make a deeper study of customs and languages. In the meantime, every true Indian that dies believes that his
spirit will journey to the land of his forefathers by the same route that brought them
north, the starry pathway called the Spirit Trail. The Milky Way is called the Spirit
Road. The Sioux believe that that trail will take them back to where they came
from.”
Unfortunately, she never had a chance to understand her contribution to preserving her people's history. She once wrote to an editor, George Will: “You know Mr.
Will I didn’t do much for my race after receiving an education at their expense. I
got married and lived on isolated ranches living only for myself and family.” If
only she could see Witness, a new, fresh look at the history of Native Americans
during the tumultuous early 1920s and long before.
Witness (824 pp, hardcover) was published by the University of Nebraska Press in Lincoln. To order
call (800) 848-6224.
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Fairchild Farmgirl
I’m Just One Cow Pie From a Full Spreader

Suzanne Fairchild

Calves Gone Wild
You all know how much I love this life by now don’t you?
Well, sometimes I think we come into the house and just need a giggle.
Here I am, raising my hand. Yes, you can laugh at my expense. I’ll take one for the team. Not sure if I’m the only wife
that experiences this, but why is it that every time something is out, its mine? I’m still trying to figure that one out.
For example; I can imagine us all at a zoo on a family outing.
Picture it if you will. . . I will be wearing my uniform, jeans, Ariats, a sweatshirt that doubles as a diaper bag. (“No I’m
not pregnant, that’s just a sippy cup, a small pack of wet wipes, a couple diapers and small bag of cookies for when everybody is hungry, in the front pocket of my sweatshirt.”I know it looks like a baby bump, but no).
So there I am, at the hypothetical zoo, with Ron and the kids, the big ones are complaining that they want to go to the
Running’s store, the middle kids want to throw food to animals, perhaps the bag of cookies I’m packing? The little kids are
hungry and Tedd just pooped his pants and Jess has to go to the bathroom. With that said, I waddle my sweatshirt mess and
the little’s to the bathroom. On my way back to meet the others, I get a call from Ron, “Hey. Yeah, your flamingo’s out

of its pen. Oh and I’m watching the bear climb the fence and is eyeing the flamingo. You may want to get over
here and pen’em up.”
Now that wasn’t real but seriously I can be doing 90 things at once and I get a phone call, “Hey. Yeah, your sheep are
out.” Or, “your goats are out of the pen. Hup, now they’re in with the pigs.” “Can you help?” I ask desperately as I take the
frying pan off the stove, set baby gates up and throw a diaper bag, I mean hoodie on. “Not right now, I’m busy in the shop.
They just caught my eye is all.” Tell me you ladies have all been there? Please?
So today I was in the house working on a few projects, I had my tunes cranked and was having a wonderfully peaceful
afternoon. Then the phone rang. “Hey. Yeah your calves are out in the cornfield between us and the slough. You might
want to go get them.” I’ll give him a break this time because he was cleaning out the feedlot pens. So again, I get dressed,
run outside and after I get the dog away from treeing a cat, we were on our way. It was raining all day and the field was kind
of soggy. A few times I just about got stuck, but I bogged ‘er down and managed to stay moving. It wouldn’t have been so
bad, but the field was just combined and plowed. My first dilemma, is that my dog isn’t a cow dog…at all. In fact, she’s just
the opposite. Instead of getting critters back in the gate, she usually goes up on ahead and lays in the gate and pops up like a
black furry jack in the box when they get about 10 feet from the pen.
Frustrating.
So today as I get closer to the calves in the field, which are about 300 pounders, she jumps out of the ATV (it’s a six
seater) and starts running them all over. I’m trying to call her back and it’s not working. The thought crossed my mind of
just running her over but she a big Newfie. I’d probably roll the wheeler and seriously even though she’s an uber pain the
backside, I do love her on occasion. I seriously kid…I wouldn’t run her over, lol! So I finally get her off the pack of juvienlle delinquents and she starts running ahead and wouldn’t you know….the calves start at a trot…following her. Like she’s
the boss cow. Man, she may be good for something after all! I couldn’t answer that until the job was done though. Whoa,
how great was this? I let them follow her around the west side of the farm in the grove. We have a pretty big woods behind
our farm, bigger than most groves and there were quite a few times that they didn’t see her and they’d stop completely or
disband a couple of times. I’d call her back and tell her to get to the house and she’d be off down the trail with her renegades following behind her. I was so excited that this was so easy. But after all this time with livestock should know that
something is going to happen. But I just kept following this parade, happy I wasn’t chasing them between trees and through
brush on foot. Oh yes, the ball was just about to drop. The dog was bringing them back to
the house just perfect, all calves following her when all of the sudden…she took off on a
dead run after a squirrel! I bet that little critter was a little surprised to look
back and have a big black dog and five calves running up his tail! Now that’s
what you call “Fast Food”!
Until next time, Fairchild Farmgirl

Merry Christmas to All !!!
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Nostalgia—
The good ‘ol days?

Robert and Arlene Briggs from Canby, recently donated this priceless Cream Seperator to the Gary museum. We feel so incredibly blessed to have it.
This cream separator was owned and operated by
Ralph and Margaret (Spanton) Briggs. Margaret
Spanton Briggs was the daughter of Edward and Edith
Spanton of Gary. Edward Spanton owned and operated a
livery stable in Gary.

Robert and Arlene Briggs

Joyce Keming and Ellen Schulte
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Remarkable Origins of Common Christmas Traditions

JON PERRY AND OTHERS

It’s the Christmas season again, and before we get sick of the eggnog, fruitcake, and Christmas music played ad nauseum, we get to enjoy it for a
couple weeks. But have you ever wondered where some of our weird Christmas traditions come from? I mean, we tell our kids that a fat man is coming into our house at night; we bring in trees in to shed all over the carpet; and we kiss under parasitic plants – all in the holiday spirit. How are these
even related to Jesus, whose birthday we’re supposed to be celebrating?
Well, sit back, pull in some eggnog and gingerbread, and take a ride on the Listverse sleigh!
Christmas
Christmas, as most of us know, is the Christian tradition honoring the birth of Christ – though it is not celebrated solely as such in our modern society. To us, Christmas represents a time of joy, gift-giving, and family. Christmas as we know it evolved out of the Roman tradition of Saturnalia, a festival honoring their god of agriculture, Saturn, on the winter solstice.
Due to the already-rampant celebration taking place on the date and the revering of light and the sun, it was a natural development to celebrate the
birth of Christ on the same date. Many Roman writers give references to the date of December 25th and Christianity between the 2nd and 3rd centuries, and it is believed that the holiday was widely celebrated by Christians by the turn of the 4th century. Though Christmas is celebrated as the birth
of Jesus Christ, we don’t know the exact date, or even the year of his birth.
Wreaths
Since classical antiquity, the wreath has been used as a symbol of power and strength. In Rome and Greece, kings and emperors often wore laurel
wreathes as crowns – a practice they themselves borrowed from the Etruscans, who predated them. The Greeks and the Romans connected the laurel wreath to their sun god, Apollo, and considered the crown to embody his values.
Harvest wreathes – the predecessors to our modern decorations – were used in rituals for good harvests, and predate even written history. Ancient
European animists often used evergreen in their wreathes to symbolize strength and fortitude, as an evergreen will live through even the harshest of
winters. As for the connection to Christianity, since wreathes symbolized tenacity and everlasting life, they were often used in funerals of important
people, specifically in the burials of saints and martyrs.
Christmas Tree
The modern Christmas tree differs greatly from its roots; today, we decorate an everlasting, artificial construct with bright lights and dazzling ornaments, while traditionally, the tree was of course, real and more importantly, decorated with edibles such as apples and nuts. The tradition, as with that
of the wreath, started with the elements symbolized by evergreens in pre-Christian winter festivals: immortality and fortitude.
The evergreen was also known to have represented the same values to a variety of cultures, including the Egyptians, Chinese, and Hebrews. The
worship of trees was also very common in European druidism and paganism. In Christian tradition, trees were often put up in December to serve the
dual purpose of warding off the devil and allowing a perch for whatever birds still remained. Evergreen trees decorated with apples and wafers were
also used in Christmas Eve plays during the Middle Ages to represent the tree from which Adam and Eve at the forbidden fruit. As for decoration, the
first evidence for decorated Christmas trees comes from German craftsman guilds during the Renaissance. After the Protestant Reformation, trees
enjoyed a surge of popularity among Protestant households as counterparts to the Catholic nativity scene.
Caroling
Christmas carols grew out of the first Christmas hymns, which developed in 4th century Rome. While these Latin hymns were sung in church for
generations, the first true carols developed in France, Germany, and Italy in the 13th century. These carols, written in the vernacular language of the
area they were composed, were enthusiastically sung at community events and festivals. They were not composed specifically as Christmas carols,
but rather as conglomerate holiday songs that were sung at many separate festivals and celebrations.
Later on, the songs would become associated primarily with Christmas and sung in numerous churches. Carols in Protestant churches were much
more numerous, since the Protestant movement encouraged the arts, especially music. The modern practice of going door-to-door caroling likely has
something to do with the root word for carol, “carole” or “carula” which both mean a circular dance. The practice may have developed out of the public
ceremonies that created the first carols.
Boxing Day
Boxing Day is, as opposed to the rest of this list, an instance where a secular holiday grew out of a religious one. In most English speaking countries, Boxing Day is traditionally the day following Christmas in which people receive gifts from their bosses or employers.
Today, Boxing Day is known as a shopping day similar to Black Friday. Many important sporting events are also commonly held on the holiday.
Boxing day grew out of St. Stephen’s day, a Christian holiday that commemorates the eponymous St. Stephen, the first Christian martyr. St. Stephen
was a deacon in an early church in Jerusalem. After an argument with members of the synagogue, he was accused of blasphemy. While waiting for
his trial, he said he had seen God the Father and Son, though this wasn’t enough to save him – he was stoned anyway.
The Christmas Pickle
This has got to be one of the strangest modern Christmas customs in that no one is quite sure why it exists at all!
In the 1880s Woolworth stores started selling glass ornaments imported from Germany and some were in the shape of various fruit and vegetables. It
seems that pickles must have been among the selection!
Around the same time it was claimed that the Christmas Pickle was a very old German tradition and that the pickle was the last ornament hung on
the Christmas tree and then the first child to find the pickle got an extra present. However, this seems to be a total myth! Not many people in Germany
have even heard of the Christmas Pickle! (Similarly in Russia virtually no one knows the supposedly Russian story of Babushka!)
There are two other rather far-fetched stories linking the pickle to Christmas.
One features a fighter in the American Civil War who was born in Bavaria (an area of what is now Germany). He was a prisoner, and starving, he
begged a guard for one last pickle before he died. The guard took pity on him and gave a pickle to him. The pickle gave him the mental and physical
strength to live on!
The other story is linked to St. Nicholas. It's a medieval tale of two Spanish boys traveling home from a boarding school for the holidays. When they
stopped at an inn for the night, the evil innkeeper, killed the boys and put them in a pickle barrel. That evening, St. Nicholas stopped at the same inn,
and found the boys in the barrel and miraculously bought them back to life!
There is an old legend about St. Nicholas rescuing boys from a barrel but the barrel was originally holding meat for pies - not pickles!
So it's most likely that an ornament salesmen, with a lot of spare pickles to sell, invented the legend of the Christmas Pickle!
The American city of Berrien Springs, MI (also known as the Christmas Pickle Capital of the World) has an annual pickle festival held during the early
part of December.
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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 Ass’n is on FaceBook
Please LIKE us there

Gary Historical
WE WILL OPEN IF YOU CALL
AND REQUEST A TOUR.
PLEASE CONTACT:
Ellen Schulte
605-272-5295
Carolynn Webber
605-272-5777
Joyce Keimig
605-272-5558

Thoughts to Ponder:
1– Always keep your words soft and sweet, in
case you have to eat them. Mum’s the word.
2– Always read stuff that will make you look
good if you die in the middle of it. My cell phone?
3– If you can’t be kind, at least have the decency to be
vague. Oh, pleazzze, just shut up!
4– Never buy a car you can’t push. Do they still make ‘em?
5– Never put both feet in your mouth at the same time,
because then you won’t have a leg to stand on. Big mouth!
6– When everything is coming your way, you’re in the
wrong lane. How’d that happen?
7– Birthday’s are good for you, the more you have, the
longer you live. Brilliant! Did someone help them with that?
8– The early worm gets eaten by the bird, so sleep late.
9– Nobody cares if you can’t dance. Just get up and
dance. Go ahead and make a complete fool of yourself!
10– We could learn a lot from crayons; some are sharp,
some are pretty, some are dull, some have weird names,
and all are different colors, but they all have to learn to
live together in the same box. That depends...
11– Have an awesome day, and know that someone has
thought about you today. Me, & I said a little prayer too!

Phone: 605-272-2200

Great Food

Great Libations

Great Service
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Across the miles or here at home. . .
We wish you a Merry Christmas

&

A Happy New Year!
GHA and The Interstate Staff

ATTENTION GHA MEMBERS
Just a Friendly reminder to mark your
calendars for the 3rd Tuesday of the
month at 7 pm at the Gary
Community Center
See You There!

Machine Shed Up, But Not Finished
GHA needs your donations to complete the building

The Gary Historical Association Museum

The Gary Historical Association must raise an additional $4,000 to complete the building to house the antique farm equipment and the donated fire truck from the Gary Volunteer Fire Department. This Machine Shed is
necessary to protect the machinery from the weather and to have it on display for viewing by the museum visitors.
The City of Gary donated $10,000 (1/2 of the $20,000 required) to get the project started. Our goal is to
raise the other half of the monies from individuals, organizations and businesses and we still have $4,000 to go.
Many of you have donated and we appreciate your generosity. If you haven’t already donated, we are asking for
your help to raise the remaining money. Please fill out the form below, write out a check and mail it to the Gary
Historical Association, PO Box 83, Gary SD 57237.
A family can memorialize their family name on a leaf of the Donor’s Tree in the museum for a donation of $1000 or more. A donor can
have an individual’s name etched on a leaf for $500. This is a way to let
future generations remember our contributions to Gary History.
Please accept this challenge to match the city’s donation so we can
complete the building. Since the GHA is a non-profit organization, your
donation is a tax deduction on next year’s taxes. Please help us meet our
goal.
GHA Board of Directors


------------------------------------------

Donation Form

GHA Donation Form
(Clip & Mail with Check)

---------------------------------------

Name: ___________________________________________________________________________
Address: __________________________________________________________________________
City, State, Zip: ____________________________________________________________________
E-mail Address: ____________________________________________________________________
Amount: $___________________________
Comments:
_______________________________________________________________________________________________
__________________________________________________________________________________
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