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We want to thank them for this service! 

In 1993 after is military service he worked at 
the Walla Walla 
(WA) State Peni-
tentiary and the 
South Dakota State 
Penitentiary. From 
1995 to 1999 he 
was with the Deuel 
County sheriff’s of-
fice. He then went 
to the Brookings 
County sheriff’s of-
fice and is currently 
employed at the 
Brookings Police 
Department and 
teaches Criminal 
Justice at S.D.S.U. 
Presenting the quilt 
to Joey Collins, left, 
are Rachel Pfaffen-
dorf, Pauline Dela, 
Joyce Keimig and 
Lillie Bekaert from 
the Peden-Cole Le-
gion Auxiliary. 
Collins was joined 

by his daughters, Peggy Sue and Judith and 
his dad, Danny Collins, formerly from Clear 
Lake, for the presentation. 

    Peden-Cole American Legion Auxiliary of 
Gary presented a Quilt of Valor to Joey 
Collins. The Quilt of Valor is stitched with 
love, prayers 
and healing 
thoughts for 
troops who have 
been touched 
by war. One is 
given to a vet-
eran as a tangi-
ble reminder of 
America’s ap-
preciation and 
gratitude for 
their service to 
this country. 
Since 2003, the 
Quilt of Valor 
Foundation has 
become a na-
tional grassroots 
community ef-
fort, connecting 
the home-front 
with our warriors 
and veterans. It 
was within this 
last year that 
the Gary Auxiliary decided to become a part 
of this effort. Collins, a Deuel School gradu-
ate, served from 1989 to 1992 in the 82nd 
Airborne Division. He is a veteran of the Gulf 
War, Desert Storm and Desert Shield.  
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Marietta, Minnesota & Yesterday’s Dreams 
Posted on January 19, 2014 by Randy & Joyce Meyer 

The first time I’d heard reference to Marietta, Minnesota, I was a college student living in a large, North Man-

kato, MN, rental house  – 1976, I believe. (The summer of “Afternoon Delight” to add a music reference)   A 

room was available and in moved a recent high school graduate to the top floor of the old Range Street house. 

Me:  Where are you from? 

Her:  Marietta, Minnesota 

Me:  Hmmm… never heard of it. Where is it? 

Her:  East of Watertown, South Dakota and west of Madison, Minnesota 

Me:  That doesn’t help – haven’t heard of them, either. 

 

    As fate would have it, 7 years later I would find myself living 7 miles west of Marietta, Minnesota and would 

soon learn the geographical locations of villages and towns that could have been part of the wild west. 

By the time I arrived,  Marietta was a quiet little village with very little commerce.  Not always so, according to 

local historians (AKA relatives). 

 
Circa 1967: 

 Why Go Restaurant: (Kids hangout) 
 Hardware store 
 Millie’s Popcorn Stand 
 Johnson’s Chuckwagon Cafe. 
 Nelson’s Jewelry Store 
 Maas Recreation Hall 
 Carl Raetz Marietta Produce 
 Forest Ward Standard Oil 
 Dahle’s Value Mart 
 Bank 
 Orpheum movie theater 
 Red Owl Grocery Store 
 Elevator 
 Coop station 
 Telephone Office 

The first in a series of small town stories of communities who were thriving in the past, but whose population 
have dwindled down to a precious few over the years. Over the next several months we will look  at Toronto, 
Astoria, Altamont, Brandt, Goodwin and Moritz. If anyone has articles, stories, or photos to share let us 
know and we will include them if we can. If you send pictures we will scan them and return them to you. 
Email: biddy4964@gmail.com  

https://rjmeyerart.wordpress.com/2014/01/19/marietta-minnesota-yesterdays-dreams/
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Main Street Marietta, MN 1999 
BW medium format film / processed in darkroom / hand colored 

Bronika ETRSi medium format camera 
scanned as digital file / dirt texture added in Photoshop CS5 

Remember When. . . 
Box Socials...In the early years these were held in Gary for worthy causes. People filled decorated boxes with 

good food to be auctioned off. The buyer are lunch with the person who prepared his box. If a boy thought his 

girlfriend brought a certain box, it went pretty high. Many times he got fooled. An evening program was held be-

fore the auction. 

 

Boys introduced to trousers...Remember the time when adolescent boys were first introduced to long trousers; 

when professional sports on Sunday were taboo in many states; when respectable ladies always wore hats in 

church; when barbershops were exclusive male domains, when flappers rolled their hose below their knees; when 

the first ladies slacks had a band below the knee and were called knickers. 

 

Gary’s Blind School...The SD School for the Blind in Gary operated for more than 60 years and served as the 

state’s rehabilitation facility for blind children. It was a beautiful place at the time. (However, after sitting in ruins 

and disrepair for many years, someone with an eye to the future came forward and created its beauty once more! 

The people in Gary now have a wonderful investment into the future for many generations to come!) 

 

  Silvernale’s Drug Store & soda Fountain 
 Don Russell’s Barber Shop 
 Roth’s Cafe 
 Post office 
 International dealer 
 Bud’s Station 
 Kanthak’s Auto Service 
 Idle Hour: bar/pool hall 
 Lily Mills Thread Store 
 American Legion 
 Les Hoium’s Butcher Shop 
 Creamery 
 Hotel 
 A 2nd grocery store? 
 Laundromat 
 Pool Hall 
 Red Owl Store 
 Shackelford's Lumber Yard 
 K-12 High School 
 Three churches 

     

 

 

Imagine my surprise as they reeled off such an extensive list  of establishments that have been part of the history 

of Marietta, Minnesota during the years of love, peace and the Vietnam War ~ the1960’s. 

What happened? 
    The talented Charlie Roth featured Marietta, Minnesota in his music video, Broken Ground, and tells the story 

well.  https://youtu.be/1XwU69zLgOk 

 

Can this town be saved?   

    Technology and the work ethics of its people may be the ticket to help this town and other typical rural com-

munities.  Living in a slower paced, small  town or rural location may be a lifestyle dream someday for those tired 

of the traffic and rush that urban living requires. 

As Mr. Rogers said so well:  Won’t you  be my neighbor?  
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Native American Uses For White Granite    by Amy 

 

 

     White granite is plentiful in the Americas. Prior to the 16th century, it 
was used by the Native Americans for various purposes. Bowls, grinding 
platforms, effigies and statues are just a few of the things that this natural 
stone was used for. It was soft enough to be shaped easily and hard enough 
to withstand constant use. 
Bowls 
     The natives of the Americas were crafty when it came to creating mate-
rials for cooking and containing food and water. White granite was used by 
those Indians to create bowls. It could be scraped and chipped into small 
chunks and then hewed out to form a concave center. The granite was 
dense enough to hold water and other foods and could be placed over an 
open flame for cooking. This made white granite a valuable resource and 
was a far cry from pottery, which could not be placed over an open flame 
without breaking. 

Grinding Stones 
     Large white granite rocks were used as grinding platforms for maize and other grains. The natives placed dried grain and 
maize on a flat slab of white granite and smashed it with a smaller granite stone that was held in the palm of the hand. because 
the granite surface is somewhat soft, the maize and grain did not bounce and remained in place during processing. The grain and 
maize powder could then be brushed from the granite and into a storage container for later use. 

Effigies ~  [definition, a representation or image, especially sculptured, as on a monument.]  
     Various effigies made from white granite have been found all over the Americas by archaeologists. These effigies are small, 
usually no larger than 3 to 4 inches in length and width, and resemble corn gods, thunder, birds, bears and wolves. These delicate 
carvings were created by rubbing hard stones, such as quartz, against white granite, which is softer. The granite remained intact 
during the carving and did not crumble, which is why the natives chose this material. 
Headstones 
     Some time after the 16th century, Native Americans began using white granite to mark the graves of their dead. These granite 
headstones did not resemble modern-day headstones, which are rounded and well shaped. Some of the stones were merely 
chunks of white granite placed at the head of the grave, and others were crudely chipped into thick, square monuments with 
small marks placed in the face to resemble animals of places. 
Source: ehow 
NativeAmericanEncyclopedia.com Unabridged 
Based on the collective work of NativeAmericanEncyclopedia.com, © 2014 Native American Encyclopedia. 
Cite This Source | Link To Native American Uses for White Granite 

  

From my point of view ~job 
 

 The Native culture used everything, letting nothing go to waste. They were great stewards of the land, air and water. 
They killed the animals for:  
food  
 clothing 
  utensils  
   shelter  
    Weapons. . . for thousands of years… 

      THEN...the white man came.  
 White men didn’t have the same ethics as the natives, they weren’t good stewards, they killed for sport, took only what 
they wanted and left the rest to rot and spoil out on the vast prairie. Took the land and all that the natives held scared, using it 
without any thought of preservation for future generations. Made treaties, breaking ALL of them. 
 Having grown up on an Indian Reservation, I can attest to the depression and mental illness these people have because 
they have been denied the ability to be who they were created to be. Because of this they turn to alcohol, drugs and other mind 
numbing agents to get through one day at a time...The little children watch this, lose hope and the cycle begins all over again. 
 In my opinion, Caucasians have all but destroyed a beautiful and proud people. Thankfully, the generations are com-
ing back stronger and re-taking their heritage back for their children. We could learn a great deal about preserving the 

land, air and water if we would but listen to the elders and pray it isn’t to late to clean up the pollution we have caused in striving 
to “get ahead.”  
https://youtu.be/51xG8_dffgQ 

Grinding Stones 

https://plus.google.com/109423755338224548765
http://www.ehow.com/info_8487873_native-american-uses-white-granite.html
http://nativeamericanencyclopedia.com/native-american-uses-for-white-granite/
http://nativeamericanencyclopedia.com/native-american-uses-for-white-granite/
http://cdn.nativeamericanencyclopedia.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/09/Grinding-Stones.jpg
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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 

My Valentine 
 

I found it in my attic dark, while looking through my 

souvenirs, 

The ones which bring fond memories back, and so many 

unshed tears. 

 

It lay among the many things,which ones keeps through 

childhood days, 

The times grows quickly into years, but the memory al-

ways stays. 

 

Cards an letters once a prize,from folks so long ago, 

Some long have been in Jesus’ care, where others are I 

do not know. 

 

Way in the bottom of the box lay this heart of reddish 

shade, 

It was truly not a work of art, but was one my son had 

made. 

 

The paste had oozed far out of the edge, which held all 

letters there, 

The heart was cut in crooked shape, but the words were 

placed with care. 

 

“All my love to Mom”  
 

it said, on this special valentine, 

I’ll keep it thru the years to come, this message from 

that son of mine. 

 
Marietta Thomas  
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I’m Just One Cow Pie From a Full Spreader 

Fairchild Farmgirl 
A Make Over Of Sorts. 
Has this happened to any of you women, moms, general farm laborers OR women 

that are mothers that farm? You hide behind coveralls, dirty jeans (or if no one is 

coming over running pants, lol) a beat up sweatshirt, your hair in a ratty pony tail, no makeup? You 

know the look, right (I hope I’m not the only one)? 

    Well, I feel like I capitalized the look. This is me, from 6 am to sometimes midnight, more often 10 pm when I hop 

in the shower and then fall asleep while drooling on my pillow. Lately its gotten worse when I have midnight and 4 am 

checks on pregnant ewes. Did you know that I couldn’t even get my lazy dog up to come with me in the early hours 

this morning. I literally had to pry her up into standing position from the porch floor. When I let go, her 130 pound 

body flopped back down to the ground, she yawned, curled up, gave me the one eye open stink eye and was back to 

snoring by the time I got my barn boots on. I mean, what if there was something lurking out there to get me? I’d be 

toast. 

    So, I’ve been feeling rather blah lately, you know as I’m going through the motions with my farm attire and pony 

tail. I told Ron and the kids all excitedly a few days ago that I had made a decision. I was going to go in for my 3 

times a year haircut and color.  

“Really? I kind of like the gray.” Ron said.  

“Ugh don’t get your hair cut short mom, you’ll look like a boy.” Was Grace’s input. 

    What people?? Ron is only liking the gray because he’s eight years older than me, and I may start to look his age if 

I let it go. He asked me if I’d let it grow long and gray. Again, what? No! Just last week I got called Tedd’s grandma 

in the grocery store. This is what’s happening…I’m 41, I don’t sleep a whole lot, work long hours, have 9 kids, keep a 

house, work on a farm and run a business. Of course I look like I’m older than I am. Frankly I look like I have been 

ran over by a bus. It ain’t pretty peeps. 

    I called my sister Jennifer and told her my dilemma. She told me hers, which was that she got a subscription box 

of makeup each month and had so much stuff that she’d never use. So I sent her some books that I’ve read and she 

sent me some makeup.   A-big-box-of-it.  

    I received it yesterday. I dug through good smelling lotions, I spritzed on some body spray…Ron made a fake chok-

ing sound while watching me unpack my loot.  

“You know, I haven’t seen you in makeup for so long, I don’t even know if I will like you wearing it, it’ll be so 

different, like that time you wore a dress.” Ugh, I will never be able to forget the “dress” incident. The story is 

this: we were supposed to go to a wedding for a very good friend. I found a dress that I bought online for $14! It 

was cute. The only thing was, no one had seen me “not pregnant” or dressed up for that matter in years, (yes, I even 

had makeup on) that people were stopping me telling me how nice I looked, which was great, but made hubs really un-

comfortable. You see, I think I’m like an old sweatshirt for my husband. No frills, but really comfortable. (I wasn’t 

going to say, worn out and out of shape but a keeper none the less). 

    So last night, Rachel and Jessica asked me what came in the box from the mailman. We tiptoed into the bathroom 

and I showed the girls my new things. With goofy grins, laughing and a plan, we were going to show dad just how mom 

and the girls looked with makeup on. We put black eye shadow on; but making cat whiskers and beards with it. We 

made our lips huge with lipstick and went and showed Ron…he wasn’t as impressed as we were. But it did get a gig-

gle from the other kids. 

    About 10 pm Ron and I noticed a funny smell coming into the house, like sewer gas. At midnight we donned our out-

side clothes and as I held the ladder Ron went up to flush some water down the pipe on the roof. He asked me to 

climb the ladder and bring up some more hot water. I only went up half way. I mean, what if I fell and had to be 

brought to the ER with remnants of a circus make up on my face? Ron told me I should wear it out when I check the 

sheep. I’d scare the pants off of anybody who was lurking where they shouldn’t be. 

Until next time,  

Fairchild “take it easy on that mascara” Farmgirl 

Suzanne Fairchild 
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We are fortunate this month to be entertained with two fabulous stories by Suzanne Fairchild... 

 

The Scaredy Cat 

 
    Have you read any good books lately? What do you like to read? Well, I myself, LOVE historical fiction about 

the western states. Like in the Gold Rush or the Indian Wars. Terry C . Johnston, is one of the best writers on 

that subject in my mind. He’s phenomenal…I had no idea about Native American history or culture until I started 

reading his books. He’s passed away now, but I really owe him to opening my eyes to so many cultures and tribes 

and how the wars really were from both sides, not just what a history book BREIFLY touched on during my 

school years. 

    With that said, one of my New Year’s resolutions is I will read each night and actually take Sundays off, where 

I’ll read then too. I’ve been loving it. I have probably twenty or so books of Terry’s left to read and just finished 

his book called Cry of the Hawk (first in a trilogy) Sunday night. It’s about how the Civil War and how the Re-

bels imprisoned by the Yankees, could get out of POW camps to go west and fight the Indians. My gosh, I didn’t 

even realize there was POW camps between the two…and there’s books written about POW camps in Nebraska 

(not by him) . 

 

      So on with MY story.  
 

    With a book like that, he doesn’t leave much to the imagination about the wars and how both sides treated each 

other. With my book being over 400 pages and it was Sunday afternoon, I decided that I was going to marathon 

read that last 130 pages.  

    Yep, I cooked with one hand, I snuggled kids while reading, the kids wanted to play, so naturally I mentioned 

we should play library, and so on and so forth. We put the kids to bed at 8 PM sharp. Now I could read seriously, 

uninterrupted. 

    I was grossly into the book. Then in the book the Mormons started stealing Indian women and ranchers wives 

along the trail back to Utah. I’m telling you, its action packed. But when my favorite character in the book got 

killed by a band of hostiles I was really bummed…he was harmless and sweet.  

 

 Man!  
 

     “up on the tracks in front of us, you could smell the wood smoke and all I could think 

of was those Indians as we pumped that pump car faster and faster checking track, 

hoping to just pass them up. Suddenly I was pummeling through the air when the car hit 

broken track, as an Indian, riding a horse, came at me and hit me in the head with his 

club….” 
 

    So that’s a little piece of the book. After I finished the book about 10 PM on Sunday, Ron congratulated me 

and said he was happy to have his wife back. He also reminded me that I had to go out and check sheep and I 

should do it a little earlier tonight and get to bed. ‘Sure” I thought to myself as I dressed up warm and started to 

head out the door. I made the dog come with me however…I still had my mind on that amazing book that I had 

finished just minutes earlier, and my favorite character’s death weighed heavy on my mind and how the white 

man was pretty shady with all the dealings they had with Native Americans. 

I’m Just One Cow Pie From a Full Spreader 

Fairchild Farmgirl 
Suzanne Fairchild 
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    As I stepped out the door, the wind hit my face and my dog sighed and puffed as the wind hit hers too. When I 

got out by the shop I noticed the ducks were all in a commotion when they should be sleeping... very odd. The 

dog pricked up her ears and bolted off towards the back of my sheep barn. Coyotes again? I didn’t know, but I 

started to get an eerie feeling about this walk out to the barn. Something was not right. As I walked past the shop, 

I heard something in the grove directly behind it, seriously, branches were crashing. Then as I got right past the 

cabinet trailer…. 

    Something big and black ran at me!  

 

 

   

  Like a huge thing!  
    For a brief second I thought of a hostile Indian leaning off the side of his galloping horse with a club, because 

yes, that would happen in 2016 on a freezing cold windy January night about 10:15 PM. But it was that big, no 

kidding. 

    I almost fell on the ground I was so scared as it passed me in the dim darkness. I screamed as it did, (I think we 

were both scared) then the other four kid’s SHOW HEIFERS darted out of the woods and ran past me too, 

bucking and kicking. 

    Here they were playing with them late afternoon, and pulled the gate closed but didn’t chain it and left the barn 

door open. 

Yes, my kids are grounded forever just in case you are wondering. 

Until next time,  
Fairchild Farmgirl 
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Have you been to our web site?  
www.experiencegarysd.com   

 
It is loaded with interesting information, includ-

ing, 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 

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! 

Thoughts to Ponder: 

 
1. There are at least 6 people in the world who 

look exactly like you. There’s a 9% chance 

that you’ll meet one of them in your lifetime. 

2. According to Albert Einstein, if honey bees were to disappear 

from earth, humans would be dead within 4 years. 

3. A human brain uses the same amount of power as a 10 watt 

light bulb! 

4. A human brain has the capacity to store 5 times as much in-

formation as Wikipedia. 

5. Eat breakfast like a king, lunch like a prince and dinner like a 

college kid with a maxed out charge card. 

6. Life is to short to hate anyone. Forgive them for everything. 

7. Don’t take yourself so seriously. No one else does. 

8. Make peace with your past so it won’t spoil the present. 

9. Don’t compare your life to others. You have no idea what 

their journey is all about. 

10. No one is in charge of your happiness but you. 

11. Frame every so called disaster with these words: “In five 

years, will this really matter?” 

12. Help the needy. Be generous! Be a ‘Giver’ not a ‘Taker’ 

13. However good or bad a situation is, it will change. 

14. Your job won’t take care of you when you are sick. Your fam-

ily & friends will. Stay in touch. 

15. Each night before you go to bed, pray to God and be thankful 

for what you accomplished, today. What if you woke up this 

morning and only had what you prayed God for yesterday? 

Great Food    Great Libations    Great Service 

Phone: 605-272-2200 

https://www.paypal.com/us
http://www.experiencegarysd.com/
http://experiencegarysd.com/billstonebook.cfm
http://experiencegarysd.com/garyschoolorangebook.cfm
http://experiencegarysd.com/garyschoolorangebook.cfm
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 The Gary Historical Association must raise an additional $3,000 to complete the building to house the an-

tique 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 visi-

tors. 

 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 $3,000 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 Do-

nor’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 

 
Name: ___________________________________________________________________________  

  

Address: __________________________________________________________________________ 

  

City, State, Zip: ____________________________________________________________________ 

 

E-mail Address: ____________________________________________________________________  

 

Amount:   $___________________________ 

 

Comments: 

_______________________________________________________________________________________________ 

 

__________________________________________________________________________________ 

 GHA Donation Form 

(Clip & Mail with Check) 

 

The Gary Historical Association Museum 

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


