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Independence Day of the United States, also referred
to as the Fourth of July or July Fourth in the U.S., is
a federal holiday commemorating the adoption of
the Declaration of Independence on July 4, 1776, by the
Continental Congress declaring that the thirteen American colonies regarded themselves as a new nation, the United States of America, and no longer part of
the British Empire. Independence Day is commonly associated
with fireworks, parades,barbecues, carnivals, fairs, picnics, concerts, baseball games, family reunions, and political speeches and ceremonies, in addition to various other public and private events celebrating the history, government, and traditions of the United States. Independence Day is the National Day of the United States.
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Cowboy Corn Bread
---------------------------------1 lb hamburger
1 sm. can cream-style corn
1 onion, chopped
1 cup. grated yellow cheese
1 green bell pepper, chopped
corn bread mix
Heat oven to 350. Prepare corn bread mix
according to package, do not bake yet.
Brown hamburger meat with onion and pepper; drain.
Add meat mixture to the cornbread mix.
Pour into greased pan; bake according to
cornbread package time.
Ann from Texas
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4th Season
of

July 11—Dennis Warner, Acoustic, Original and Folk
Grilled Hamburgers [Jim’s Market] ($7)
July 25—Larry Donmer, Acoustic, Show, City Folk &
Rock
Pulled Pork Sandwiches [Moberg’s] ($7)
Food will be available each program. Serving will begin
at 6 pm. The stated meal price includes chips and beverage.
After covering the costs of the musical programs, all proceeds will be donated to the Canby Theater Renovation
Project for the second theater projection system.
Join together to celebrate music and community while
enjoying the fourth season of Music on Mondays!
Bring your lawn chair, sit back and relax...or if you like
to dance get up and take a whirl!!!

ENJOY
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A case of being in the
right place at the wrong
time!
Canby Lancers traveled to
Milroy to take on Adrian. The
winner of that game would advance to the finals.

Canby won! 4-1

Michael Baer, of Canby, congratulates Jamison Hunt on a job well done, probably also
offered some sage advise from his years of experience!

Then Canby played KerkhovenMurdock-Sunburg and won by
a score of 4-2.
Michael Baer was so excited
that he didn’t realized he was
imposing on a family gathering
photo-op!
Canby lost to Adrian in the
championship game 5-3 and
6-1.

Next year Lancers!

Take me out to the ball
game
Take me out to the crowd
Buy me some peanuts and
crackerjack
I don't care if I never get
back
Let me root, root, root for
the home team
If they don't win it's a
shame
For it's one, two, three
strikes
You're out at the old
ballgame

Pictured L to R—Ellen Schutte, Wendy Bossuyt, Jamison Hunt and Michael Baer.

Providing
Propane, Fuel, Seed and Fertilizer

507-223-7241
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Still More Ads. . .

Have you taken your opium today?
And they say we have drug problem now???

REALLY????? Who knew!!!
It’s all the caffeine in the coke.
If you tried to stop
taking your coke
you would get a
headache, because
your body depends
on the caffeine.
Back in the day,
women must have
been more adventurous. To leave all they
knew and trek off to
some place alone to
be with strangers. I’m
not sure I am that
strong. I applaud
them and give them
credit, because without their spirit we
wouldn’t be where
we are today.

I want to scream
get up and stand
up for your man,
but don’t crower
like a wounded
pup.
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Teacher giving wife new kidney with financial help from students
Tom Griffith

May 26, 2016

Rapid City Journal

RAPID CITY, SD (AP)—St. Thomas more social
studies teacher and head wrestling coach Nick Durham isn’t the kind of guy to ask for help, and certainly
isn’t one to cry.
But when the 250 students at his private Catholic
school recently banded together and raised big bucks
to help the Durham family with expenses tied to his
wife’s pending kidney transplant, he says their selfless
act hit him right in the heart.
“We’re not people to take a lot of help,” Durham
said. “We like to work through things on our own.”
Even so, Durham decided to go with the flow when
students at his school elected to make his family beneficiaries of Spirit Day– the one day each year when
classmates can pay a buck to forego their uniforms
and don blue jeans and a St. Thomas More T-shirt.
“We expected a couple of hundred bucks,” Durham said. “But I went down to the office at the end of
the day and our manager said ‘Here’s your receipt,’
which showed donations of $1,600.
“This money came from high schoolers, who generally get a bad rap for being self-centered,” the 40
year old teacher told the Rapid City Journal. “I’m not
a person to well up and have tears come out, but just
hit me in the heart right there. I didn’t want folks to
see me, so I went off and the tears just came.
Understandably, it’s been an emotional time for the
Durhams.
Eight years ago, Jennifer, who works as the accountant for the Rapid City Rush, was diagnosed with
anti-GBM, a rare disease that causes antibodies to attack the kidneys. If left untreated, it can cause death.
“Luckily, we caught it in time,” Durham said.
“Doctors don’t know a lot about it, and we were pretty
fortunate it only got to the kidneys and hadn’t spread
to the lungs.”
Treated at the Mayo Clinic, Jennifer received a
new kidney donated by her older brother, Chris Stone.
The operation was a success and the Durham household returned to some semblance of normalcy following the transplant.
But, Durham said 38 year old wife’s disease recently returned, necessitating another kidney transplant. And he was first to volunteer.
“For how much she has done for me during our life
together, I had not one second of hesitation,” Durham
said.

Four weeks ago, Durham traveled to Rochester,
Minnesota, where doctors, nurses and social workers
at the Mayo Clinic put him through three days of testing.
When the test results came back, Durham said doctors were astounded at how closely he matched his
wife, meaning he was the perfect candidate to donate
a kidney.
Surgery is now scheduled for Thursday at the
Mayo Clinic. Barring unforeseen complications, the
couple will need to stay in Rochester for a month,
while Jennifer is tested four times a week to monitor
the success of the transplant.
There admittedly will be financial obstacles to surmount, but Durham said their greatest challenge diring the coming ordeal will be trying to ensure that
their three children—Stone. 16; Alexys, 14; and Tyson, 11—have as normal a summer as possible. Fortunately, he said, the family has come to understand just
how many friends we truly have.
“Personally, this has been so inspiring,” Durham
said. “We’ve had so many people, so many friends
and family step up to support us, offer rides, tell us
that our kids can stay at their house, and such.
“I’d be remiss if I didn’t thank the community and
all those who have contributed prayers and donations,” he added. “It’s been so heartwarming and so
amazing.
Story and picture used with permission.

Editor’s note: Jennifer is the daughter of Cricket and John
Luther and the late Paul Stone, also the granddaughter of
Leona Stone of Gary, SD.
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Fairchild Farmgirl
I’m Just One Cow Pie From a Full Spreader

Suzanne Fairchild

The First Lady of Manfred Township
Yesterday started out pretty normal…Ron, the best man in the universe offered to bring the kids into
school so I could catch up on stuff, do chores, feed a bazillion bottle calves and all that jazz. When I got
in the house, I cracked open a pop and answered the phone. It was Randy our sweet neighbor. He
wanted to know how it felt to be married to the most powerful man in the township. I giggled, said it
was great and hung up the phone. Ron had just taken the township chairman position and I’m pretty proud of him. Later on,
Ron left to pick up Grace from school, brought her out to eat, and took her out to Kara’s softball game. Then he brought her
back to the school where I’d meet them both to watch Grace’s band concert.
People, it was going so good. Even for a Monday.
Everybody was getting their homework done, the kids took a break before chores to do some bike riding and I was getting
supper in the oven and then going to go feed.

Then...I...Looked...Out...The...Window.
I wonder if the heifers knew I had stuff to do, you know as they were running like their tails were on fire out of their pen. I
looked at the clock and realized that I literally only had 45 minutes before I had to leave. I quick threw the quiche I made in
the oven and got my shoes on. The heifers were now out of the grapes, I took a picture of the last one as it headed out of the
vineyard and put it on Facebook, with it saying, “Heifers on the run” #Mexicoorcrazy. I know, but this rodeo was social media worthy and you know what? If I couldn’t get a giggle out of it, someone else would. I look up and those gals were
headed to the highway. I started off on foot and I shot an order for Rachel and Levi to take the big 4 wheeler and go around
the feedlot and walk them back up the terrace. With a few hiccups, we finally got them up in the yard, only to learn the
goats were out as well as a few sheep.
And the Fairchild circus started in. I looked at my phone and winced at the fact that I had 20 minutes left, a ton of calves,
lambs and a goat to bottle feed. Then the goats had to be milked. Finally got everybody back to where they should be and
started making bottles. I tell you what, my kids rock. The kids were picking chicken eggs, and feeding everybody. We had a
few calves with swelled up faces, but Jessie sure took control and I tell ya, if there’s another five year old that can get a calf
to drink when absolutely no one else can, I’d like to meet them. Jessica has so much love and patience its incredible. When
I’m like, “get the dang tube,” as I’m wrestling a calf, she’s asking for the bottle and everybody else to leave the barn. It may
take her a while, but she can get the whole bottle down. Awesome girl, that one. Here’s to hoping she’s not just pouring the
milk out for the cats and calling it good. I looked at the clock after feeding the sheep and literally running all over. Seven
minutes. I was wearing an old ratty sweatshirt and leggings. I whined to myself that I’d just like to once look a little less
disheveled when going into town. Grr. Rachel milked goats, while Maggie and I got dinner on the table for the kids and I
quick changed into a presentable pair of jeans and a t shirt. Best I could do. My hair was in a ponytail and I wanted it down
so I got it wet and noticed something, like when a dog that gets sprayed by a skunk gets wet? It smells even worse right?
Same goes for cow manure smell. Let’s face it peeps, I stunk. I smelled heavy on the milk replacer with a dash of cow manure that was very noticeable thanks to my wet head. I was also really sweaty. No time for a shower but found some of the
kids body spray. If a person can count their blessings, it was this, “well, the milk replacer kind of works as a binder for the
body spray”. Sometimes you’ve got to think out of the box, right? I brushed my hair straight and ran out the door with my
quiche on a plate and another can of pop. I knew that without caffeine and sitting still for more than five minutes and soft
music, I was going to be snoring louder than a baritone saxophone. I texted Ron to save me a spot and then I was down the
road. I took a look in the mirror trying to fluff up my hair a little. Then I saw the dirt on my face. Thank goodness my hair
was wet, I used some of the water off it to get rid of some of the manure on my cheeks. Hey, I was desperate. You’d do the
same. If not, try it. It really does work. I turned the heat up to dry my hair after my face was clean only to sweat more. I was
done, this was as good as it was going to get. I made it on time and got to see my sweet girl play her trumpet and watch the
choir musical. The couple behind me said, “Suzanne, it looks like you were busy before you came, I saw it on Facebook.”
People came up to me asking if I got the cows in. I like this, now people know why I look hell in a hand basket thanks to
Facebook and Instagram. But I did get to thinking about all this farming monkey business. You know if I’m married to the
most powerful man in the township, don’t you think I could either get some hired help or some better fences? I mean, it’s
basically like I’m the First Lady of Manfred Township right?
Until next time,
Fairchild “Next stop the White House” Farmgirl
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By Audrey Kilchenman

During the hot, sweltering summer days of the Depression years, my father walked behind a team of draft
horses as he plowed the Rocky Stony Patch. We all
toiled with him, planting, hoeing, shocking corn or making hay. As a matter of fact, we did all the things we
thought a boy should do; only we had no brothers, so in
our family the work was shared by us girls. Perhaps that
is why I always remember the music—the music my father taught us to live by—that made the intolerable tolerable.
He taught us to listen to the peepers along the creek
in early spring, to the whippoorwill singing in the pear
tree at dusk, and to the call of the wild geese honking
their good-bye as they headed south in autumn. We
heard the song of the bees in the rose bushes and the
welcome rhythm of the raindrops on the hot tin barn
roof at the end of a scorching day. Sp day by day, with
his help, we found the world alive with music and
leaned that each of God’s creatures plays a part in life’s
symphony.
He taught us, too, the joys of sharing music with
others, and often, when the day’s work was ended,
neighbors would gather beneath the stars to sing some
old songs or learn a new one.
But the best of all memories was when we lived
around the piano on holidays. Those special days always
found Dad seated beside the pianist, surrounded by his
children and eventually many grandchildren. He turned
the pages and we all sang hymns, carols, some country
tunes, then back to hymns again. When we finished
singing one of this favorite numbers, he invariably said
the same thing: “Let’s all sing it with special fervor, and
for a little while our world was filled with peace and
plenty.
Yes, my Christian father gave us the priceless gift of
music to cherish forever. Now when we walk in the
fields and forests with our own children we remember
and try to pass the gift along. Once in awhile, as we rest

911 St. Olaf Avenue North
P.O. Box 148
Canby, Minnesota
507-223-5505
www.jims-market.com
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on a hilltop and watch a golden sunset we can almost
hear angels singing beautiful music. They must be. It
wouldn’t be heaven for Dad without it.

Fairchild Farmgirl
I’m Just One Cow Pie From a Full Spreader

Suzanne Fairchild

Sheep – It’s An Education
Have you ever heard the saying, “They’re scattered from hell to breakfast”?
A rancher friend of mine said that was a term her dad used. I’m here to tell you, I’ve wanted to use
that saying ever since. And, no, not as ‘I feel that way’. So this morning I was on my way home from dropping the kids off
at school when I saw them. Five of our upcoming heifers running amuck. There’s my chance to use my saying. I wanted to
call Ron, but after a little thought, that talk is for wide open spaces, lots of cattle and rounding up on horseback or helicopter. That would never work here. It was just me, the four wheeler, the dog that nurses an adult cat and five heifers that need
more exercise, less grain. I gave up and gave in. They followed me with the pail of sweet feed and I led them into their pen
and the dog went to find her er, ah, pupcat to feed.
So, on with the sheep education. A month ago, the second grade teachers at our local school wanted me to come in for
talk on wool. They had just read a book about Navajo weaving, and let’s face it, if I can get kids even a little interested in
ag, well I’m all over that. I got to school right after they were done with lunch. There must have been a huge weather front
coming in because they were wound as tight as fiddle strings (another favorite saying I use). Then as they walked in, I noticed that I was going to be speaking to a big group…45 kids. Now remember, I’m talking 7-8 year olds. I promised candy
if they all sat down and paid attention. Suprisingly it worked…for a little while anyway. I brought in a dirty fleece and as it
was still somewhat intact, I spread it out on a sheet. They thought it was cool until the smell of poop permeated the room. I
asked this question. “What does it smell like?” The obvious answer that I got by about 30 anxious kids was poop. About
five kids that were farm kids in the community said,

“Money!”
Yep! Because if you’re not smelling manure, it means you don’t have any livestock to make money with. Next a cute
little girl asked why we shear them anyway. “Good question! We shear them so they want to stay close or in the barn so
they will have their babies in there. “ I just pulled the trigger on a backlash of questions. A question from the back of the
room: “How do you know that they are going to have a baby?”
Hmmm… I had to think about this one. “Well, they are really chubby looking and their udder gets big.” Next question?
“What’s an udder?” Well, that’s where milk is stored in their body to feed their baby. Then I started to sweat a little. The
teacher giggled, but motioned me to answer the next question. I’ll make sure she gets ornery Teddy when he gets to the second grade for sure for what she was making me go through. “How does a baby get into the sheep’s stomach? Like
who puts it there?” It grows there and God puts it there. Many giggles from the crowd. Hands shot up like fire crackers.

“How long is a baby in the
sheep’s stomach?” More sheep
breeding, birthing and feeding milk
from their udder questions ensued,
but I told them to all ask their parents
when they got home. I was done, and
tired, they sure wore me out. Quite
frankly I was surprised that my son
Levi didn’t stand up and give them all
a lesson on breeding livestock. Or
maybe that was why he had a pocket
full of quarters when he got home. I
kid. He wouldn’t do that. Now Grace
or Rachel, hmmm. Wouldn’t put it
past’em. All in all it was a great time.
Hopefully they learned a little bit. I
know I did, stay away from breeding,
birthing and udder questions!
Until next week,
Fairchild Farmgirl.
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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

Please join us for

Ardell Bren’s

80th Birthday Party
Open House
Saturday,
July 2
Gary Fire Hall

July 4, 2016
Gary Fire Hall
Registration 11 am
Meal 12:00 Noon
Cost $12.00

Birthday Cake
and ice cream
.

RSVP appreciated.
Please send payment to:
Gary Historical Association
P.O. Box 83
Gary, SD 57237
Accomodations 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

Red Cross Blood Mobile will be at the Gary Legion Hall on
Wednesday, July 13, Noon-6 pm. Eat foods rich in
iron and drink plenty of fluids. For an appt. call
Dede Burlingame @
605-272-5894.
Please give so others can live.
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!

[If you haven’t already made your reservations,
it is not to early to do so!]

Phone: 605-272-2200

Great Food

Great Libations

Great Service
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The Gary Historical Association Museum
Gary Historical Association Membership
The GHA Board of Directors voted to
make the membership term run from July 1st to
July 1st of the following year. We feel this will
help the members know when they need to renew
by coinciding with the Annual Gary Celebration
and it will make the record keeping simpler for the
GHA. This means that if you have already sent
your membership dues this calendar year, we will
extend your yearly term for the extra months until
July of 2017. If you havest
n’t renewed yet, please send your membership dues by the 1 of July or bring it to Gary
when you attend the celebration this year.
The GHA dues will remain at $10 per year (a bargain) and $50 for a lifetime membership (even a greater bargain). Please renew, or join if not already a member, so the
Gary Historical Association can continue to preserve the history of Gary, and also contribute to the vitality of the future of Gary.
Payment for GHA membership can be mailed to Gary Historical Association, PO
Box 83, Gary SD 57237 (for convenience you can use the form below) or sent via PayPal
where we are registered as a non-profit recipient for donations. Please renew or join so that
the GHA can continue to maintain the marvelous museum, publish the Gary Interstate, and contribute to the fun
celebration in July. Gary is recognized statewide as a vigorous small town in South Dakota and we would like to
continue to help maintain that reputation.

Donation Needs
In addition to the on-going operational expenses, we currently have a couple projects that could use your financial
assistance. The Post Office building needs painting, and we could use volunteers to do the painting and donations
for the paint. Also, the Whistle House is in dire need of repairs. It is estimated that it will cost approximately
$2000. Donations to accomplish these jobs would be greatly appreciated. We thank you in advance for whatever
you can donate to complete this work. No donation is too small, and of course, we accept larger ones also.

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