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Established Sept. 6, 1878; the only newspaper in the world solely interested in the welfare of Gary, SD and vicinity. 

Gary Historical Association 
A monthly newspaper with news of the past and present.   

www.experiencegarysd.com 
"The opinions in this paper do not necessarily reflect the views of the Gary Historical Association.” 

This paper printed for you by  

DNB NATIONAL BANK  

Gary and Clear Lake   SD 

We want to thank them for this service! 

 

Libraries aren’t just  

for reading~~~~ 

 

     On the evening of March 15th,  Randy Meyer 

held a class on painting with Acrylics at the Gary 

Library with 18 lovely ladies in attendance.  They 

produced their master pieces on 11x17 canvas. 

Randy had 2 paintings showing visual perspec-

tives.  Several of the artists had never painted before 

and others had done some painting. An enjoyable 

evening with 18 varied paintings going home. After 

the painting class, snacks were served.   
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  Robert Flicek 
April 6, 1925-April 1, 2016 
 

Robert “Bob” Joseph Flicek, 90, 

of Gary, SD passed away peace-

fully on Friday, April 1, 2016, at 

Prince of Peace nursing home in 

Sioux Falls, SD. 

     Robert Joseph Flicek was 

born April 6, 1925, in New Pra-

gue, MN. After graduating high 

school, he joined the Navy in 

1946 and, as a Shop Keeper 3rd Class shipped off on the 

destroyer Escort USS Marsh (DE-699) for Pearl Harbor. 

Upon leaving the Navy, he returned to Minnesota and ob-

tained his mechanical engineering degree from the Univer-

sity of Minnesota in 1951. That same year, he married Vir-

ginia (Boler) Flicek and started working as an engineer at 

John Morrell’s & Co. in Sioux Falls and, upon retirement, 

moved to Gary, SD, on Lake Cochrane in Deuel County. 

Bob will always be remembered for his amazing humor 

and his unyielding positive outlook on life. He was a won-

derful father, grandfather, brother, uncle and friend. 

     He is survived by his seven children: Joe Flick (Robert 

and James), Mike (Marci) Flicek (Matthew and Meghan), 

Tom Flicek (Cole), Colleen (Wayne) Peterson (Katie and 

Krisite), Jim Flicek (DJ., Nick and Stephen), Dave (June 

Nusz) Flicek (Grant) and Theresa (Rob Teigen) Flicek, 11 

grandchildren, four great grandchildren, one great grand-

child on the way, and his sister-in-law, Dorthy Flicek. 

     He is preceded in death by his wife, Virginia (Boler) 

Flicek; his daughter-in-law, Melinda (Joe Flicek) Camber 

Porter, his parents, Frank Flicek and Theresa (Borak) 

Flicek; and his brothers, Dan and George (Elizabeth) 

Flicek. 

     In lieu of flowers, please make donations to The Vir-

ginia Flicek and Melinda Camber Porter Multiple Mye-

loma and Ovarian Cancer Endowment Avera Founda-

tion, Plaza 4  1325 S. Cliff, Sioux Falls, SD 57117...605-

322-8900 

     Mass of Christian burial was Saturday at St. Peter’s 

Catholic Church in Gary, SD. 

Blessed be his memory. 

While de-sprouting potatoes from last summer Albert 

Bekaert came across this potato. It had split open and 

sprouted from the inside, propagating babies.  In all 

his years of gardening he has never came across any-

thing like this. Thank you Albert for sharing this in-

teresting information with us! If anyone else has a 

story of interest, we would love to share it with our 

readers. 
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     Every year as March rolls around I look forward  

to another planning season. Janice and I don’t plant 

as much as we once did, but a year without fresh 

vegetables and a summer without the old canner put-

ting off a few quarts of green beans, beets, and pick-

les would be like winter without Christmas—time 

would go on, but without the joy and peace simple 

things bring to our lives. 

     I come from a long line of planters, hoers and 

weeders. Grandma 

and Grandpa Tate 

had a garden until 

the last few years of 

their lives. When 

they no longer could 

garden, Daddy and 

his siblings made 

sure they were 

stocked with more 

produce than they 

could handle. 

     Likewise, Mama 

and Daddy contin-

ued to garden well 

into their 70s. But as 

the years passed, I 

watched as the old 

garden spot dwin-

dled with each de-

parting child. Finally it was a small rectangle of rich 

soil about 15 by 20 feet in size—about the size of my 

garden spot today. Mama and Daddy used Dan and 

Jibe, Grandma Stamps’ work horses, to plow with. I 

learned to handle the pair when they were old 

enough—and tired enough—not to give a youngster 

a lot of trouble. 

     Janice and I, in later years, were fortunate enough 

to have a tractor to break our huge garden. That was 

when the kids were growing up—and eating like it. 

But, like both our sets of parents, out needs dimin-

ished and so did the size of the ground we panted. 

Now all we need is a good tiller. 

 

     One need, however, never has diminished, and I 

hope it never does as long as I draw breath. That is 

the need for me to see things grow. It is like the re-

newal of a miracle every year as the seeds we plant 

sprout, break to the surface, spread verdant leaves to 

the sun and sky, then provide a fresh crop of delica-

cies to sustain us—and give us pleasure. 

     It reminds me of every kitten or puppy I held as a 

child. Of every calf I helped deliver as a young man. 

Of every child Janice and I brought into life, culti-

vated in the ways of the 

world, then prayerfully 

and tearfully watched as 

they took root and bore 

fruit. Life, like a good gar-

den, can be a tough row to 

hoe—but when you are 

able to enjoy the fruit of 

your labor, it isn’t that 

bad. 

     This year I’ll probably 

plant too much again. I’ll 

put too many potatoes in 

the ground. After the last 

frost, a little later in the 

spring. I’ll plant too many 

tomatoes (my favorite). 

My row of beans will be 

too long and there will be 

too many beets and rad-

ishes and too much lettuce. Janice will have to hear 

me complain about the size of the garden again—but 

she will know I don’t really mean it. 

     Like all born planters, hoers and weeders, I’ll just 

get another tube of Ben-Gay® for my back, grab my 

garden tools and go find me a long row to hoe. It’s 

just one of those habits and pleasures—left over from 

spring on the farm in the Good Old Days. 

~Ken Tate 

S pring 
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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 

Freedom Is Not Free - Kelly Strong 

I watched the flag pass by one day. 
It fluttered in the breeze. 
A young Marine saluted it, 
and then he stood at ease. 
I looked at him in uniform 
So young, so tall, so proud, 
He'd stand out in any crowd. 
I thought how many men like him 
Had fallen through the years. 
How many died on foreign soil? 
How many mothers' tears? 
How many pilots' planes shot down? 
How many died at sea? 
How many foxholes were soldiers' graves? 
No, freedom isn't free. 
 
I heard the sound of  TAPS one night, 
When everything was still 
I listened to the bugler play 
And felt a sudden chill. 
I wondered just how many times 
That TAPS had meant "Amen," 
When a flag had draped a coffin 
Of  a brother or a friend. 
I thought of  all the children, 
Of  the mothers and the wives, 
Of  fathers, sons and husbands 
With interrupted lives. 
I thought about a graveyard 
At the bottom of  the sea 
Of  unmarked graves in Arlington. 
No, freedom isn't free. 
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More Advertisements  
from a by-gone era... 

I can still remember the smell and taste of these! 

Didn’t get them very often, but when Mother enter-

tained the jewelry salesmen and their wives, these 

would be on the table after supper. [I found a busi-

ness in Vermont that still sells these! job] 
Such an endearing statement...NOT! 

These made my day!!!  

So if you can’t wash the 

fat away  you just swal-

low tapeworm eggs and 

walla perhaps if you don’t 

die, you’ll just get so ill 

you won’t be able to eat 

and you will shed some 

extra weight anyway! ugh 

Whoever designed this 

advertisement sure 

showed bad taste, but 

then this was back in the 

day, when apparently 

anything was ok. Thank-

fully we have truth in ad-

vertising now...Why 

would anyone use a sweet 

baby to sell cigarettes?  
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I’m Just One Cow Pie From a Full Spreader 

Fairchild Farmgirl 
Suzanne Fairchild 

The Love Peddler  
    Well, its dried up some around here, thankfully. Calving has come to a weird halt, I only 
have one more goat to kid as of noon today and one more sheep. I’m making goat yogurt, 
ice cream and feeding critters with goat milk and as long as Waddles the Saanen keeps 

up, I will have uses for it.  
    But the real story here isn’t goats milk peeps…although it may include goats however, read on.  

    No, the real story is this:  
     

     
 
 

  About a month ago, I was talking to my sister about our boys, I have 3 she has 4. A little griping, some 
proud moments and a lot of giggling. Then we start talking about our girls. She only has one, I have six. I 

went first telling her about music concerts, school, just basic stuff. Then we get to her daughter and how 
she wants to find someone to date, but keeps coming up with nothing. Or undesirables, as I call them. You 

know the kind, the ones that you’re not even sure their mother loves?  

Those. 
     I saw my nieces post on Facebook about how she loves and misses being out in the country like her mom 
and dad. She had pictures with her and her parents goats. I casually mentioned that she needed to meet a 

farmer. Then she did it. She challenged me. You see, I can have 9 gazillion million things to do, but if 
someone gives me a worthwhile challenge I’m there. I can’t say no, I think it’s in my blood. I don’t know if 

it’s the mom in me, the fact that someone wants help to better themselves with something, or in this 
situation, to find someone that they want to share their life with, I dunno, but you better believe I was 

there to help.  
It's a serious business I tell you.  

I put my thinking cap on.  
I put my chore coat on.  

    The only way I was going to be the date ninja was to think like a girl wanting the country and a boy 
wanting a girl, was to be outside in the element she was desiring.  

Wait did that make sense?  
Anywho, I went outside and sat in the heifer pen with my girls to conspire. We talked about it but I  

couldn’t understand moo…it was a pretty one sided conversation, so I went back to the house after I did 
chores. Yep, there was only one way to do this, it was to go on my most favorite group of gals on facebook, 
a group just for farm and ranchers wives. I was hell bent to find a Colorado boy worthy of this girl, or it 

was going to kill me doing so. Moms, well intentioned friends, sisters, grandmas, etc. came flooding in on my 
post. Ha, this was going to be easier than I thought. I got two really great guys for her but one was 10 

hours away. That was a bummer. He seemed very nice and his sister was a peach. Then BINGO, a guy about 
30 minutes from her was found. Yes! Cute, nice and a hard worker. I think my over zealousness scared him 
off however. You know, I haven’t been in the dating scene for 12 years, I was a little rusty. And it wasn’t 
like I picked out her wedding dress or anything (maybe a ring that I thought was pretty, lol. No I didn’t 

show him, but it would have their brand on it, no biggie, ha ha). They talked a little but that was it. There’s 
a few others I think I may show her. She’s not in any hurry and she I think she knows that I’m having 

more fun with this than she probably is. I tell you what, my niece deserves a gold star for putting up with 
her aunt’s shenanigans.  

    I think I’m part “My Big Fat Greek Wedding” or old Catholic lady – wait middle aged Catholic lady. I 
know, a little over the top I’m sure, but I just want her to find someone as great as she is. Also she hadn’t 
told me to stop, so I’m gonna keep on keepin’ on. We’ll see where it gets us, I mean her. It’s all for her you 

know.  
Well maybe not… I think we all know what the real reason is. I want my sister to be a grandma first. She’s 

older than me.  
Until next month,  

Fairchild “do you have a cute son, perhaps in Colorado?” Farmgirl 
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Imagine that you are a child of Sioux decent at the 

age of four or five, you are taken by force, if neces-

sary, away from the only life you’ve ever known, to 

a far away place you’ve never been and no way of 

understanding how to go home again, or if you even 

have a home to go back too. Where the people speak 

a different language and have a totally different way 

of day to day living. 

 Next you are made to remove all traces of 

who and what you are. You can no longer wear the 

clothing of your culture, boys must have their hair 

cut short to look like the white man that they are be-

ing forced to become. Your language is taken away and you are told that you can only speak English...and are 

beaten or in some way punished for speaking your natural tongue. To add insult to injury your identity is taken 

away too. Tȟašína Lúta Wiŋ (translated as "Red ... becomes Joe. So begins the story of a great many of the at-

tendee’s who made up Carlisle Indian Industrial School. job 

‘Bring Them Home’:  

Rosebud Sioux Seeking Return of Relatives Buried at Carlisle  by Rick Kearns   2/8/16 

 

     The Rosebud Sioux community is trying to bring back their relatives buried in the cemetery at the Carlisle In-

dian Industrial School. This initiative was started by a group of Rosebud youth who asked the question: Why 

aren’t they home? 

On January 19, the Rosebud Sioux Tribal Council of Rosebud, South Dakota, passed a resolution to bring home 

the remains of several Lakota children buried at Carlisle after hearing an impassioned presentation by the mem-

bers of the Defending Childhood Initiative Youth Council, also known as the Rosebud South Dakota Sicangu 

Youth Council, according to the Tribe’s Historic Preservation Officer Russell Eagle Bear. 

     Eagle Bear also explained that the Tribal Council was following the protocol established by the Native Ameri-

can Graves Protection and Repatriation Act and had sent letters seeking the return of the children’s remains to the 

Department of Army, Department of Justice, and to President Barack Obama. 

    The return process started, however, as a result of a visit to the Carlisle grounds by members of the Youth 

Council last year. 

    According to Vikki Eagle Bear, project manager of the Defending Childhood Initiative, which developed the 

Sicanga Youth Council, the students were inspired to take action after the visit. 

    “We went to Carlisle since the youth are learning about historical trauma. When we arrived Historian Barbara 

Landis gave us an overview of the school and we visited the grounds and then the graveyard,” Eagle Bear said. 

The Youth Council members learned, among other things, that the cemetery was moved twice and that the chil-

dren never received a traditional burial ceremony. 

    “With Lakota, it is really important to pay respects to the 

spirits. The young people left candy offerings to the kids bur-

ied there. One child called their names out loud four times to 

make sure the children would come back home with them,” 

Eagle Bear said. 

    “As that happened, fireflies enveloped the area, we were 

overcome with emotions,” she said. “When they came back, 

the youth gave a report to the Tribal Council and asked ‘why 

aren’t we doing something to bring them home?’” 

    The Tribal Council then passed a resolution to begin the  

http://indiancountrytodaymedianetwork.com/advanced/search?fq%5b0%5d=ts_field_full_name%3ARick%20Kearns
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process of trying to bring the Lakota children back to Rosebud. The Tribal Council also sent notices to the de-

scendants of the ten children from Rosebud buried in Carlisle, asking them to attend a meeting to get their bless-

ing for the endeavor. 

    Both the Tribal and Youth Council held special gatherings for the descendants who, according to press state-

ments, supported the effort to bring home the relatives. They also sought and received support from the Great 

Plains Tribal Chairman’s Association and the National Native American Boarding School Healing Coalition.  In 

the process of learning about the children buried at Carlisle, the Youth Council members found out that the 

Northern Arapaho community in Wyoming also tried to have their family members returned from Carlisle in 

2007, but the Army refused the request. 

    A group of Youth Council members traveled to the Northern Arapaho Reservation to learn more about their 

ongoing effort. The Youth Council representatives met with Yufna Soldier Wolf, director of the Northern Arap-

aho Tribal Historic Preservation Office, who explained their situation. 

The Youth Council has stayed in contact with Soldier Wolf who is still fighting for the return of their relatives 

after Army spokesman Thomas Kane, who served as the Installation Legal Officer of Carlisle’s Army War Col-

lege, said that the Army “...has serious concerns related to this proposal. The most obvious is that this cemetery 

has become part of our community and is a historic site.” 

    Last month, Soldier Wolf wrote a letter to LTC Greg W. Ank, Garrison Commander of Carlisle, saying that, 

“Our ancestors should not be a tourist attraction. Our ancestors are no longer considered objects of research; they 

will no longer be considered roadside attractions. These children were people; they were sons, daughters, nieces, 

nephews, future war chiefs, future mothers, grandmothers, grandfathers, and caretakers of this land. For them to 

be taken away and never given back is appalling.” 

As of press time, the Rosebud community had not heard from the federal agencies or the President regarding 

their request. 
 
 

 

Old cemetery 

Behind the school 

New Cemetery 

In front, next to the highway. 

https://www.facebook.com/Great-Plains-Tribal-Chairmans-Association-132321086869897/
https://www.facebook.com/Great-Plains-Tribal-Chairmans-Association-132321086869897/
http://www.boardingschoolhealing.org/
http://carlislebarracks.carlisle.army.mil/
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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! 

Great Food    Great Libations    Great Service 

Phone: 605-272-2200 

Accommodations in and around Gary: 
Buffalo Ridge Resort—605-272-7777 

Pleasant Valley-cabins-clean—605-272-5614 

Canby Inns & Suites—Canby—507-223-6868 

Gate City Lodge—Gary—605-272-5608 

Lakewood Inn—Clear Lake—605-874-8279 
[If you haven’t already made your reservations,  

it is not to early to do so!] 

July 4, 2016 
Gary Fire Hall 

Registration  11 am 
Meal 12:00 Noon  

Cost $12.00 
RSVP appreciated.  

Please send payment to:  
Gary Historical Association  

P.O. Box 83 
Gary, SD 57237 

How might I repay you for your love 

And all those years of lonely sacrifice? 

Perhaps no homage would sufficient prove; 

Perhaps there are no words that would suffice. 

Yet in my heart there's music I can't sing, 

 

More beauty than my poor voice can express, 

Oceans from which I these few drops wring, 

Tokens of a tearful tenderness. 

How did you bear those years when you alone 

Embraced, supported, guided us, and not 

Reproached your fate, or even in your tone, 

'Mid all that drudgery, resent your lot? 

So might I learn from you the secret of 

 

Desiring what life brings to one through love, 

And so, perhaps, by who I am repay 

Your yearning as I could no other way.  
Copyright by 

Nicholas Gordon 

Edna (Moeller) Jackley 
January 26, 1913-May 2, 1964 

Mother of Joyce Baer 

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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Gary Historical Association  

Museum Update 
 

Thanks to the donations of the City of Gary, Gary 

businesses, Gary citizens, GHA members, Gary School 

Alumni and area residents, the Machine Shed Annex 

has been successfully built and is now protecting the 

valuable farm tools donated over the years.  A roof to 

protect the fire truck and these farm implements has 

been a goal of the Gary Historical Association for several years.  All of your donations have been greatly appreciated and 

this building is a valuable addition to the museum complex.  Thanks to all of you and we invite you to see it in person dur-

ing the Gary July 3rd Celebration. 

 

Now that it is nearly completed (museums are never finished), we would like to mention some ways that you can continue 

to contribute to the success of this Gary attraction. 

 

 

The Whistle House (former jail house) requires some badly needed repairs which will cost nearly 

$2000.  This expense is more than our operating budget can handle, so donations for this restoration 

would be greatly appreciated and will enable the work to be done. 

 

 

Any organization such as the Gary Historical Association also has monthly expenses to keep the mu-

seum available for the enjoyment of the area residents and Gary visitors.  Gary citizens volunteer 

many hours every month to keep it operating, but it also takes some money to pay the utilities and up-

keep. 

 

 

The Gary Historical Association would appreciate your donations.  Please donate to the GHA to keep the museum operat-

ing.  It is an asset to be proud of and to enjoy whenever you have the opportunity to visit. 

 

GHA Board of Directors 

Clip and Mail to GHA, Box 83, Gary SD 57237 
 

 

 

 

Name: ___________________________________________________________________________  

  

Address: __________________________________________________________________________ 

  

City, State, Zip: ____________________________________________________________________ 

 

E-mail Address: ____________________________________________________________________  

 

Amount:   $___________________________ 

 

Comments: 

_______________________________________________________________________________________________ 

 

__________________________________________________________________________________ 

The Gary Historical Association 


