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Gary Bar Superhero 5k Run/Walk was held
on Saturday, September 9th at 6 pm. Proceeds
went to Jack Weir and Randy Pederson.
The 5k lasts around an hour, followed by a
light lunch and Outlaw Entertainment DJ/
Karaoke to complete the festivities.

Approximately 60 people participated, with
many supporters cheering them on! It is so
amazing seeing our small community come
together for these events. This was the 5th
year of the 5k, and was another huge success.
Thanks to the sponsors, vendors, participants,
supporters and volunteers who make this all
possible.
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TIPS-N-HINTS FROM GRANDMA’S KITCHEN

Troublesome Ants
A heavy chalk mark laid a finger's distance from your sugar box
and all around (there must be no space not covered) will surely
prevent ants from troubling.
To Keep Flies Off Items
Boil three or four onions in a pint of water and apply with a soft
brush, let dry.
To Prevent Lost Children
Label children's hats, scarves, etc., with the name and place of
residence so that, if lost, they may be easily restored.
To Soften Hard Water
Hard water becomes nearly soft by boiling.
Coal Ashes for Walking On
Make excellent garden walks with coal ashes. They become very
hard by use, and no weeds or grass will grow through them.
To Start a Fire in Damp, Still Weather
Light a few bits of shavings or paper placed upon the top of grate;
thus by the heated air's forcing itself into the chimney and establishing there an upward current, the room is kept free from the gas
and smoke which is so apt to fill it, and the fire can then be lighted
from below with good success.
To Preserve Old Books
Bindings may be preserved from mildew by brushing them over
with spirits of wine. A few drops of perfumed oil will secure libraries
from the consuming effects of mold and damp. The Romans used
oil of cedar to preserve valuable manuscripts.
To Care for Books
If water is spilled on the leaf of a book, put the leaf between to blotting papers and iron first on one site, then on the other. The leaf
will not then crinkle.
To Hang Pictures
The cheapest and best material with which to hang pictures is copper wire, of a size proportioned to the weight of the pictures. When
hung the wire is scarcely visible, and its strength and durability is
wonderful.
To Remove a Rusty Screw
Apply a red hot iron to the head for a short time, the screwdriver
being applied immediately while the screw is hot.
To Soften Corks
When corks are too large to go into a bottle, throw them into hot
water a few moments, and they will soften.
To Banish Rats or Mice
Sprinkling cayenne pepper in their holes will banish them.
Cure for Hiccoughs
Sit erect and inflate the lungs fully. Then, retaining the breath,
bend forward slowly until the chest meets the knees. After slowly
rising again to the erect position, slowly exhale the breath.
Repeat this process a second time, and the nerves will be found to
have received an excess of energy that will enable them to perform their natural functions.

NEWS AND VIEWS FROM
THE GARY LIBRARY
Thanks to a visit from the SD
State Library our Ancestry.com is up
and running again without having to
enter a user name or password. This
is a FREE service to library patrons.
It is set up on all three computers.
The Library has received a donation of about 190 DVD movies. They
are available at the library to be
checked out.
Also several religious fiction
books were recently donated. These
donations are appreciated.
Library hours are: Tuesday, 10:30
AM and Fridays, 2 PM to 6:30 PM.
Your patronage is appreciated.
Thank you,
Vera Meyer, Librarian

Sunday,
October 22
at the First
Lutheran Church
in Gary.
The family is welcome
to join together for the
church service at 10:30
the service lunch will be served.

am and following

from 1-3 pm for friends and family!

To Drive Off Fleas
Sprinkle about area a few drops of oil of lavender.

Try at your own risk!

If you are unable to attend, you may send a card to:
Erwin Baer, 414 2nd Ave. St., Apt. 106, Canby, MN
56220
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The Depression was pretty much over in the late
‘30’s, but prosperity hadn’t yet found its way to our
small Ohio farm. My father worked hard to make
ends meet, however skimpily, in those days. If
he wasn’t working the fields with our two sturdy
Morgan horses. Kate and Liz, he’d be milking
our eight cows, tending to the hogs or feeding
the chickens which laid the eggs he sold in
Barberton for a scant 10 cents a dozen.
I was the baby of the family (how I hated to
hear myself called that), the fourth child and only
girl. Mama is fond of recalling how she cried when
learned I was on the way. After three strapping boys, all
she could envision was another pair of overalls on that
already-sagging clothesline. I guess she was sorry clear
up to the minute I was born there in our farmhouse. But
when the doctor slapped me, looked at Mama and beamingly exclaimed, “It’s a girl!” the sorrow disappeared and
all she could do was murmur over and over, “Isn’t she
sweet! Isn’t she sweet!” “I couldn’t even see you because
my eyes were closed,” she would tell me in later years,
“but I knew you couldn’t be anything but sweet.”
Many hilarious and other not-so-hilarious incidents
float to the surface of my mind in recalling those years on
the farm, but an event which looms large in my memory
is that one particular Halloween night in 1939.
Living on a farm before these noisy days of television
meant that we had to create our own fun, and create we
did.
We were too far from other farms for neighborhood
parties, we had our own special Halloween ritual. Early in
the day we four scoured the pumpkin patch for exactly
the right ones we needed. Then armed with pencils for
marking lines, knives for cutting and lots of old paper for
the mess we were making, we turned out some pretty fair
pumpkin faces. Being only 4, I, of course, had help with
mine, but I can still remember that particular scary face.
The day seemed terribly long since nothing much happens on Halloween before dark.
Bob, the eldest, had the privilege of lighting the silent
waiting faces. One by one, the terrible scowling jack-olanterns came alive, and we stood entranced.
I slowly turned around hoping to see nothing more
that a dark empty yard; but there, creeping stealthily
around the side of the house and heading straight for us,
was a huge black thing—arms outstretched—with just a
big black lump for a face and covered with a limp old hat.
I wanted to scream! I wanted to run. My usually active
mouth was frozen shut. Bob, Theo and David were mumbling incantations and staring at the jack-o-lanterns while
all I could do was stand, transfixed.
“Aargh.” growled the thing as it came closer and
started to grab for Theo, who took off like a bolt of lightening when he quickly glanced around. Bob and David
started yelling and running with that thing first chasing
one, then the other, then the other.

By: Judith Rogers
I regained control of my legs and tore to the safety of
the house. There on the porch I stood, beside an unusually calm mother—Mama, who screams the slightest
provocation.
“Are you Wally Beichler?” She cried.
“No-o-o,” came back a
slow reply.
The boys disappeared,
hollering all the way down to
the peep house with that thing
steadily plodding on behind
them. It was now threatening
in a low, slow monotone as it
ran “I’m, gonna git you, I’m
gonna git you.”
With this, the boys would
spread out and the thing
would again chase one, then
the other, while they tried
desperately to lose their pursuer.
“Mama, where’s Daddy?”
I suddenly asked.
“Oh, he’s probably in the front room reading or listening to the radio.”
Strange he hadn’t heard all the commotion, I thought,
and ran in to tell him what was going on. He wasn’t
there. He wasn’t anywhere I looked!
Back to the porch I ran, where the chase was still going on.
“Are you Ben Steiner?” Mama persisted as the thing
came thudding by again.
“No-o-o,” it panted.
“Mama, is that Daddy out there?” I asked, revelation
finally beginning to dawn.
“Why? Isn’t he in the front room?”
“No, I looked everywhere. That is Daddy, isn’t it?”
“Well,” she smiled, “it just might be.”
The chase was noticeably slowing down as three
frightened boys and one tired, warmly overdressed father
were quickly wearing out. Finally they all dropped to the
3

(continue from page 3)

ground by the porch step when It called to my mother, “Frieda, come out here and help me out of this durned outfit,” Then,
huffing and puffing as a 225-pound man with some unexpected excessive exercise would, he looked the boys and laughed.
“Well, I had you all fooled, didn’t I?”
“No, you didn’t,” Bob retorted. “I knew you all the time!”
“Why did you run so hard then?” roared Daddy.
“I knew it was you when you almost got me at the chicken house,” Theo remembered. “I recognized your voice!”
“I knew it was you all the time, too.” fibbed David.
“I knew it was you, too, Daddy,” I piped in—still from the safety of the porch. “You weren’t in your chair.”
And then we laughed—oh, how we laughed. Pumpkin faces and Halloween rituals forgotten we all lived and relived that
chase over cookies and cider till bedtime. Who had more fun? A hardworking father who still had enough energy and imagination to turn an average Halloween into
memorable one, or we four, still slightly
weak children, who claim to this day that
we knew it was him all the time?
Psychologists today would no doubt
blame all sorts of frustrations on parents
creating a frantic madcap chase scene as
that one was. I only know that my three
well-adjusted brothers and I fondly recall
that horror-filled night 30 odd years ago
with belly-aching laughter, and we all
agree that it was, indeed, one unforgettable Halloween!

The Gary American Legion's
Annual Poultry Party
Saturday, October 21 at 8:00 pm
at the Gary Legion Hall
n Bingo or spin the wheel for hams or turkeys.
n Hourly drawings for a turkey.
n Drawing for the makings of a
thanksgiving dinner.
n Penny toss for the children.
n Lunch available.

Providing
Propane, Fuel, Seed and Fertilizer

507-223-7241
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Welcome to the October 2017 Edition of the Gary Inter State
First, here is some brief history of Gary, SD.
In 1872 the first permanent railroad entry into Dakota Territory through first land grant in Dakota. By
1873 the first locomotive and train reached Gary. In 1874 the first mail route came into Deuel County
but it wasn’t until 1878 that Deuel County was organized. 138 years ago in the year of 1879 the Gary
Interstate started printing their first newspaper making it the first newspaper in the County and becoming the oldest newspaper in the state. Also Gary had the first school district in the County. 1879
was a busy year for Gary as they built a Court House, however, the county seat was later
moved to Clear Lake, SD. (Deuel County is named for Jacob S Deuel, who was an early
settler and owner of a sawmill. Created: April 5, 1862 County Seat: Gary 1862 – 1890
Yesteryear
Today Clear Lake 1890 – present)
This month let’s check out the Friday, May 21, 1897 issue of the Gary Interstate published
by Editor N.P. Wood. Mr. Wood devoted the paper for the Development of Gary and the surrounding County. Subscription price was
$1.50 per year.
~Headlines were about the battle of Real Money versus Promises to Pay. It was noted that while the silver dollar is real money, its power
to exchange for other things is more than doubled by another. We all know money is debatable every year in the country.
~A noted stock buyer once said that “when hogs were high, he never could find any to buy”. Now this will soon be the condition here in
regard to cattle.
~As herders say that it is difficult to get a respectable herd together now. The wise ones are gathering up the calves as carefully as possible to replete diminished herds.
~The Turkey and Greece war was heating up at this time.
~Back then it was not certain that the amended Tariff bill would be taken up. Sound familiar?
~In the medical world at this time, many had the notion that a ruptured appendicitis was caused by a grape seed, orange seed, or some
other foreign substance, but doctor’s have ruled that out and even say that your appendicitis isn’t even needed today, if problems arise,
just take it out.
~French doctor’s recommend that to cure colds, just apply ice to the spine. Sore throat is cured by sucking on ice and keeping the patient
in a low temperature.
Some businesses on Gary’s main street then were: H.H. Herrick-Real Estate and Railroad agent. W.F. Gordon was the Notary Public, J.C. Eakins-Attorney at Law Dr. W.S Bentley- Physician and Surgeon. J.R. Fonger-The druggist has drugs for all ailments and constantly keeps a choice of toilet articles and stationary on hand. Go to D.J. Griffings if you want the highest price for your wool, eggs, and
butter. I can save you money on groceries. At the new Lumber Yard F.H. Greene will help you build a new home without money. Ask F.
H. Greene to come out and see your cattle, sheep, and hogs, and he will allow you the highest market price for them and pay you in lumber at a price that defies competition. I wonder how many women got a new house this way? My guess is that lumber went for some outside building instead.
In local news:
 G.R. Cole spent Sunday with his sister, Mrs. A.H. Strain of Marietta.
 B.F. Willis and son’s captured 7 young wolves for which they received $14.00 in State bounty.
 Philip Ahatz dug a cellar and will soon put up a new residence. I wonder if he traded livestock for that lumber?
 Earl Atwood was on the sick list lately.
 Mrs. Lillie Gordon went to Minneapolis for a spell. Bet she took the train.
 The I.O.G.T. will serve ice cream and strawberries in the Odd Fellows Hall.
 N.P. Wood was summoned by telegram to appear as witness in a lawsuit.
 Mr. and Mrs. J. Palmer went to Aberdeen to attend the annual meeting of the Grand Lodge I.O.O.F. and state assembly of Rebekas.
 The I.O.O.F. elected John Collins, Sam’l Bruce and Ann Huffmand delegates to the district lodge.
 Cap. Herrick is improving his hotel by the addition of a nice porch. Let the idea of such improvements spread until this community
shall present quite a prosperous appearance.
 John Collins and son brought the dray line from Humphrey and would appreciate your support.
Be ready with a kindly hand and cheery smile to encourage those you meet on the way through life. It will be worth more to them than
to strew lilies over their graves. The flowers will wither away, but kind words and deeds live on forever.
There was an article about the Domestic Sewing machine, stating that the improved Domestic is the easiest and lightest running sewing
machine made and mechanically so simple to use that a child can understand it. In those day’s women made a lot of clothing for their
family besides everything else they had to do, so this machine was priceless to the little woman.
The hot news was that John Erickson, a farmer from Toronto, came to Gary early one morning in pursuit of a man who had borrowed
some money from him some weeks ago and had moved away without making payment. If John had been 10 minutes later he would have
missed the movers passing through Gary. The man made prompt payment to John’s satisfaction. No gun shots were needed.
Until next month make some of your own history for the future to read.

athy’s news
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Fairchild Farmgirl
I’m Just One Cow Pie From a Full Spreader
It’s silent here. There’s no kids running in and out, there’s no fair animals to lead, brush, wash or feed.
Ribbons and projects are tucked away
safely and premium checks are on the fridge. Everyone is in
school, the critters are all in the barn and pasture, more than
likely discussing amongst themselves stories of how fair went
and how my ewe lambs will meet the new boyfriend in December. Okay, so probably not so Wilbur the Pig fantasy
around here but I gotta say, this peacefulness?
It’s pretty nice.
So how you ask, was fair?

Fair was fast paced.

Fair was stressful.

Fair was expensive.

But our county fair was fun. We went on rides, we got in a lot of visiting, we ate expensive cheese curds, (since when
did cheese curds get to be $10? I mean, come on here). What makes my heart smile is after morning chores, my kids can run
wild with all their 4-H buddies, parents get together, we all can lounge at least a little, you can chew the fat with your
neighbors and you get to see all the hard work that your kids have done pay off.
I promised myself long ago that I wasn’t going to be “that mom,” you know, the obnoxious one that is making sure everything is great, giving hints from the stands, but alas I was. I couldn’t help myself when Levi was staring into space or
when Rachel and her lamb were about sleeping during showmanship. OR, when a half an hour before everyone showed cattle, dad and kids decided they were hungry, so they went to lunch and left me with 7 head of cattle to prep. Seriously, my
anger could have levitated me to the 4-H food stand and drug them back by their ear without touching the ground. I even
chewed the kids out after watching them do a less than stellar performance in showmanship for lamb lead. Because I knew
that they could do better. They agreed and they did well after that.
Thinking back, one of my best memories wasn’t even one of my kids, but a friend’s daughter who showed her pig.
Olivia’s first year out of Cloverbuds and she was nervous. You could see her so into her beautiful hog as she was tapping it
around the arena and didn’t even realize that it was only her and another contestant in the ring. Finally her brother Hunter
yells, “Olivia! You won!” Her smile could’ve lit up a room. Then another kid fresh from Cloverbuds as well, really wanted
to get his pig close to the judge. The boy and pig ended up walking over the judges feet. Oh did the crowd giggle. He was just a
little shaver with a big pig, but he could always get it out there in
front of the judge. Neat.
We had 5 pretty light pigs averaging 195 per hog, which was
good, because let me tell you, if I’d have to push anything bigger
into that shower stall to wash it, it might not have happened.
Each kid came in with me and each kid and mom got soaked by
the time we were done. But it was our first year with hogs and
we just wanted to see if we liked it or not. Let’s just say that after
Ron had to load them and take them by himself while I was
checking in cattle, the way he said “no more pigs” is not repeatable.
This year we brought a good number of sheep, I think a little
more than a dozen and they did alright, placing right square in
the middle. I always tell the kids that our sheep aren’t made for
beauty pageants, but for dropping good solid lambs and multiple
births. They might not be the prettiest, but they get the job done
where it counts. The dairy goats did good. My kids get a little competitive. When Rachel looked at her competition, she
mouthed to me, “I’m going to dominate.” LOL she did. In the goat whether class the judge said, “I can count on one hand
when I’ve picked a dairy goat whether over a meat goat, but today I am. That made Ashlyn’s day and she got Rate of Gain
to boot for the second year in a row.
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THE

My predicament this year was this, and I know we all go
through it as parents: “Jessica, do we really need to take
your calf?” My cloverbud put her hands on her hips and
looked at me with pure disgust and said, “MOM I have

Gary Legion Auxiliary

trained Carmel all summer! She’s ready and I’m taking
her!” I cringed, because it didn’t matter that Carmel had
maybe grown 10 pounds in 3 months. She was a runt, a
dwarf, and looked like a complete dork. Jessica was right. I
took the walk of shame and let her bring her pride and joy to
show her off to the
masses. It was a
pride hurter for me,
but she loves that
calf and really I
needed to be reminded of this one
fact:
County fair is for
the kids.
Jessica feeding Carmel
Not for the parents,
not for who can
spend the most
money and buy the winner position,
but for the kids who train the animals, feed them, have a
sense of responsibility, pride for them and love them.
On the plus side however, Levi brought little Carmel
through the ribbon auction and afterwards came up to me
smiling and said, “Carmel is a chick magnet! All these girls
were like ‘oh she’s so cute and small! Can I pet her?”
Until next time,
Fairchild “okay Casanova, your nine, leave girls alone.”
Farmgirl

at the

Gary legion hall

October 31-7:00 pm
Costume judging at about 7:10 pm
Ages 0 thru 10
games & lunch
Join us for a
fa-Boo –los evening

You deserve a night out with
friends and neighbors!
See you at the Legion !

When black cats prowl
And Pumpkins gleam
May luck be yours on

Halloween
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Definition of prostration. 1
a :the act of assuming a
prostrate position. b :the
state of being in a prostrate position :abasement.
2 a :complete physical or
mental exhaustion :collapse. b :the process of being made powerless or the condition of
powerlessness.

Mom bought these crackers. I still do when I can find
them.

Speaks for itself!!
REALLY? Why didn’t we think to
do that with Hussein?

This
Was
Before
They
Changed
The
Recipe for
Thin Mints.
Can we say uncomfortable???

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
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Glass Milk bottle, water pitcher, cookbook, old icebox...
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Glass juicer, flour and sugar scoops, egg beater, potato masher, Tea
strainer, doughnut cutter, recipe file, slotted spoon, wire Whip, sifters
and spoon for removing items from hot water, or oil.

This Corona typewriter is from Maynard Cochrane. made in New
York, United States in 1917...! The Smith brothers' typewriter business went through some reconfigurations and changes to its name in
the decades that followed, and, in 1926, L. C. Smith & Bros. merged
with the Corona Typewriter Company. The combination of LC Smith's
durable office typewriters and Corona's popular portable machines
made the new firm an industry leader and helped them to remain
profitable even during the Great Depression.
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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

The Gary Historical Association
Museum Membership

Gary Historical
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

Gary Historical Ass’n Officers –2017
President - Ron Stangeland
Vice president- Albert Bekaert
Secretary - Ellen Schulte
Treasurer - Barb Stangeland

The Log cabin needs some outside work. Donations to accomplish this goal would be greatly
appreciated. We thank you in advance for any amount.

Photographer’s
Joyce Keming
Ellen Schulte
Roger Baer
Suzanne Fairchild
Other submitted

ATTENTION GHA MEMBERS
Just a Friendly reminder to let you
know we will be meeting
October, 3rd Tuesday, 7 pm
Gary Community Center!

Name:
Address:
City, State, Zip:

- Notice The Gary Historical Association
will hold it's annual mtg.

E-mail Address:
Amount: $___________________________

Tuesday
October 17, 2017
7 pm

Comments:

at the

Gary Community Center
with the regular meeting to follow.
All are welcome to attend.
Madison (320) 598-7301
Dawson (320) 769-2886
Fax (320) 598-7955
www.klqp.com

Phone: 605-272-2200

Great Food

Great Libations

Kathy Limberg
Sales
klimberg@farmerstel.net
623 W. 3rd Street
P. O. Box 70
Home (605) 678-2478
Madison, MN 56256
Home Fax (605) 678-2470

Great Service
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