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Autumn Offering
I shall be Autumn
this Halloween,
with leaf draped skirt,
and folds of
boysenberry velvet wine
flowing to the ground.
Brown stained face,
eyes rimmed in gold,
nails dripping sunset,
a crown of twigs
to cover my head.
You may gather from me
the spring of my youth,
my summer of maturity,
and hold onto with me,
the solace of these days
of remembering
before the frost.
— Judith A. Lawrence, editor/
publisher of River Poets Journal
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(Kari) Keimig, Lori (Jeff) Ferris, Mari Jo (Jon) Estabrooks, Darin “Curby” (Paula) Keimig; grandchildren, Nicole (Dan) Draine, Katie (Dusty) Olynyk,
Tamara (Shannon) Morsching, Candice (James) Penfield, Matthew Ferris, MacKenzie (Kara) Ferris,
MeLinda (Jose Luis) Herrera, Grace Estabrooks, Heather
(Sean) Jenks, Erica Keimig; great-grandchildren, Lucia,
Anne, Clare, J.P., Cameron, Rylie, Austin, Kian, Niah,
Izabelle, Zachery, Tessa, Madison; siblings, Marie
Simonton, Robert (Joyce) Keimig, Jerry (Karen) Keimig,
Tom Keimig, Jim (Karen) Keimig, Frances Grimlie,
Patty Boettcher, Sarah Wynn, Dolly (Roger) Pederson,
Marvin (Karen) Keimig; sister-in-laws, Cathy Keimig;
other relatives and friends.

John L. Keimig
May 9, 1937 - September, 7, 2019

John L. Keimig, age 82 of Prior
Lake, entered eternal life on Saturday, September, 7, 2019. Mass
of Christian Burial will be held
on Friday, September 13, 2019
at 11AM with a visitation beginning at 9AM, all at St. Michael
Catholic Church, Prior Lake. John will be laid to rest at
St. Michael Catholic Cemetery in Prior Lake. Father
Tom Walker will preside and John’s grandchildren will
act as pallbearers.
On May 9, 1937 in Gary, SD, parents Joseph and
Armetha (Miller) Keimig celebrated the birth of their
son, John. He was the fourth of fourteen children to be
raised near Burr and Hendricks, MN. During his youth,
John spent his days helping on the family farm. This
instilled a deep appreciation for family and working
hard.
During high school, John met younger schoolmate
Claretta Kontz on the school bus. After several attempts
of charming her, John finally won Claretta over. At the
Church of St. Peter in Gary, SD, the young couple exchanged wedding vows on April 10, 1956. This union
was blessed with 63 years of marriage and a loving family.
Following his graduation from Canby High School,
John began working as a heavy machine operator for a
road crew. In 1960, John’s job brought the family to the
Prior Lake area. Soon after, he started excavating for
Lawrence Schweich and Cy Schweich Construction. In
his later years, John ran a pallet recycling business with
his son Jeff.
When he wasn’t working, John enjoyed camping,
fishing in Canada, and hunting in the Black Hills near
Hill City, SD. With all six children in tow, the family
often visited relatives in Canby and went up north to
Farm Island. The family’s house was always a hub of
activity! John made everyone—family, friends, and
neighbors—feel welcome. A true family man, John was
especially proud to be a grandpa and great-grandpa. He
loved them deeply and supported them in any way possible.
John lived his life with strength, dignity, and faith despite many health setbacks and the devasting death of
his grandson John Patrick Keimig. During the good
times and bad, John relied on his faith in Jesus to carry
him.
After praying the Divine Mercy Chaplet, John went
home to Heaven. He was greeted by his grandson, John
Patrick Keimig; parents, Joseph and Armetha; siblings,
Joseph Keimig, Elizabeth Smith, Donny Keimig.
John is loved and missed by his wife, Claretta; children, Jeff (Terri) Keimig, Steve (Wendy) Keimig, Ed

T
A Few of my favorite Things
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By Andrew Livingston

I was lying there drowsily looking up at the stars and
dreaming of when the harvest would be over and I could
go home to my bride. I heard footsteps running around
the stack, and the next minute I could see a bunch of
men outlined against the sky. Someone said in a low
voice, “Is this him?” And somebody else said “It’s him
all right.”

I shall never forget the night I
was dragged by the crew of the threshing machine I was
working on. I didn’t know why they did it until the next
morning, and I was pretty angry about it. I chuckle when
I think of it now, but at the time it wasn’t a bit funny to
me.

Before I could move or yell, they grabbed my blankets at the foot and started hauling me out across the
stubble. I kept still until I could see what was going to
happen next.

It was one of those nights when the harvest moon
hung in the sky like a great lantern. The air was hushed
and all around me the rolling wheat country was bathed
in soft, silvery light.

We reached the tracks where the wagons had been
coming into the thresher when an oncoming car swung
its headlights toward us. The men dropped the ends of
the blankets and ran back. I jumped to my feet and ,
gathering up my blankets in my arms, I started to get out
of the way of that car, but he veered off and circled me.

I heard once, somewhere, if you slept in the
moonlight you would get moon madness. I’m not superstitious, but I chose a spot around the big straw stack that
was in shadow.
I raked out a place in the loose straw and spread my
bed. Then, pulling off my shoes, I rolled up in my blankets.

When I got back to the straw stack, all was quiet.
Every man was rolled in his blankets, and some were
even snoring. I knew they weren’t asleep, but I decided
to wait until morning. I was pretty mad about the whole
thing.

We who worked on the machine traveled with it and
lived with it as we moved from farm to farm. We had a
cook wagon where we ate out meals and where Mrs.
Robinson and Mrs. Hartung did the cooking. At night,
we slept around the straw stacks.

The next morning when I went to the cook wagon, I
was purposely a little late. There were big grins on the
faces of everyone there except the women.

Half-drowsy, I could hear the other fellows in the
crew down by the big tractor or steam engine. Usually
they all rolled in when I did, but tonight I suspected there
was some mischief afoot. But I didn’t dream it involved
me.

It was Fred Wilson who let the cat out of the bag.
“I see you got stubble-dragged last night,” he said
with a chuckle. “That happens to all new married men.
You sure got out of the road when you thought I was
going to run over you.”

I was 20 years old and I had been married only a
week when Fred Wilson asked me if I’d come to work
for him. My father-in-law loaned me one of his teams
and I was all set to make a nice chunk of money for us to
start housekeeping on.

At that, everyone roared and the two women who had
been looking mystified, joined in.
So that was my initiation. At first I was hot with embarrassment; then I began to get angry, but looking at the
faces of those men I couldn’t stay that way. They were
my friends.

I made $6 a day just to make one trip a day to town
with the team and wagon to get a load of coal for the engine. The field pitchers earned $3.50 a day and the other
men $4, so that made me sort of an aristocrat around the
rig.

“Just you wait,” I said threateningly, “until one of
you gets married.” I joined in the roar that followed.
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A Tuneful Treat
By Lewis A. Kocher

Only one

Scale pitch; we kids couldn’t play anyway. We would
just move it rapidly back and forth like a the harmonica players on TV, making a weird and very
likely irritating noise not unlike running your
thumbnail along the teeth of a hard, graduatedlength barber’s comb. Or we would blow two or
three pitches together, which depending on your
mood at the moment, could represent a train, a
ghost or an outer-space sound. To our parents it
represented “annoying” and “take that thing outside
and play!”
When the delicious, sweet, waxy smell taunted us
beyond the breaking point and we could stand it no
longer, we peeled off the cardboard witch label—
being very careful to drag it through our teeth to get
every morsel of the sweet wax—and then bit into
our first pipe. Nobody, and I mean nobody, would
even have thought of just biting into the entire
whistle and chewing. There was a method and it assured that you still play your weird little music
while enjoying the candy one pungent bite at a time.
I always liked to start with the smallest pipe, savoring the sweetness while still leaving plenty to
play on. Sometimes, for variety, I would break the
whistle into separate two-or three-note whistles.
But in the end, there was always one whistle left:
the longest one.
Slowly I would nibble away at the closed end, resealing it with a little chewed wax that had lost its
flavor. With each nibble, the pitch of the single note
got higher until it simply would not make a sound
anymore. And then it, too, was happily chewed
away until it lost its flavor.
At the time wax whistles were being
made, there was a lot of
competition. The one people remember most, probably because it is still around,
is the little “milk carton” of
Nik-L-Nips. But we also had
chewing-wax skulls, monsters, sticks, tongues (!),
skeletons and even pistols. And as fun
as they all were, their flavor was in
their “juice,” and the wax had no flavor at all.
True, wax lips and mustaches had wonderful flavors, but to me, the Wowee Wax Whistles, coming
only once a year as it did, reigned supreme as king
of them all—king of the retro Halloween candies

thing could
change our
childhood
financial
model. The model went like this: If we had less than
a dime to spend, we went to one of the two momand-pop stores on our block. With a dime or more
but less than a quarter, we went a few blocks farther
to Bender’s Grocery, the closest store that sold
comic books. And if it was quarter or more, we
would walk all the way to the “big city” of Wesleyville, almost a whole mile from our home in Erie,
Pa., to go to Catrabone’s Variety Store, where we
could buy anything from Weird-ohs monster bubble
gum card to Aurora monster plastic model kits.
Catrabone’s had plastic monkeys that smoked
when you lit a paper “cigarette,” a massive candy
counter, and things to explore in every corner of the
store. They even had gumball machines that contained “bees”—yellow gumballs with two stripes on
them. If we were lucky to get one, our penny became 5 cents when we presented the gumball to a
cashier and were handed the nickel prize in exchange.
Thus, when we had more money, Catrabone’s
was quite the adventure for us. We thought a mile
was an incredible distance to go; it was a unit of
vast measurement. “He kicked a football a mile
high!” “That snake was a mile long!” “Are you kidding? That’s a mile away!” And on and on. So, a
walk to Catrabone’s didn’t happen unless we were
inspired by some real money like a quarter or more.
Unless it was October in the 1960’s and
Catrabone’s was selling Wowee Wax Whistles.
The Wowee Wax Whistles was a centerpiece of a
kid’s Halloween. It helped to stretch Halloween out
as long as possible. The first appearance of a
Wowee on the shelf meant that the doors to Halloween had been opened. Not that we needed much
encouragement in that direction; to us, all of October was Halloween, and September, loosely translated into kid-speak, meant “ the month before Halloween.”
Many people today might wonder what a Wowee
Wax Whistles is. Words cannot describe this brilliant, iconic confection, but I will try. The distant
cousins of the Wowee Wax Whistles—red wax lips,
wax lips with vampire teeth and the wax mustache—are still with us today. The Wowee, though is
no longer with us, was made of the same sweet, aromatic chewing wax, but it was orange.
And it was a whistle—a panpipe of sorts, except
each opening was a whistle and not just a open hole
to blow into like a panpipe.’
The highest pitch was to the right and the lowest
was to the left. The descending order of the pipes
made the whistle quite short on one side and about
twice as long on the other. Placed over the angled
front was a black, orange and white label with a
witch flying her broom past a large orange moon.
I never knew if the pipes had anything near a

FYI
Wax is made from petroleum distillates. In other words, crude oil. But
someone once came up with the idea
of impregnating flavor and food dye
into the foul substance, and molding it
into objects like gargantuan lips, containers of sweet liquids, and the ultimate: the Wowee Whistle. And you
know what? We kids of the Boomer
years just couldn’t get enough of
them.
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GHA Annual Meeting
The 2019 Gary Historical
Association Annual Meeting will
be held on Tuesday, October 15th.
The meeting will be held at the Gary Fire Hall. It
will be called to order at 7 PM local time. The
election of new board members will be held, followed by the selection of the officers for the coming year and then the first meeting of the new
board. It is important to have a strong and active
board since the preplanning for Gary’s 150th Anniversary in 2022 will be starting soon.
The GHA, along with the Gary Community
Club and Buffalo Ridge Resort, is responsible for
many activities in our community. The GHA operates an exceptional museum complex, continues to publish the Gary Interstate on a monthly
basis, and maintains an historical web page along
with a Facebook Page on the internet. They also
contribute to the success of the Annual 3rd of July
Celebration. Participating in the GHA not only
promotes Gary, but can enrich your life. Please
donate your talents to continue to make Gary a
wonderful place to live and an interesting place
for past residents & non-residents to visit.
There is one seat on the board open and there
are four positions up for reelection. The city of
Gary is a vibrant community with a very interesting historical past in a state where there are already too many small vanishing towns. Please
attend this important meeting so as to continue
the excellent work that has been done by so many
creative residents in the past.

Providing
Propane, Fuel, Seed and Fertilizer
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High School Annuals Digitized

You can use

Progress Report
The 1950 to 1987 Gary High School annuals in
our possession have been digitized and are available in
searchable PDF documents on the computer in the museum. The Oklahoma Correctional Industries scanned
them for us to make them available on a compact disk in
their Digital Imaging System. For more details on this
free program for non-profit organizations, go to
www.ocisales.com.
We are still missing any annuals before 1939
(except 1919), 1942 through 1947, 1952, 1953, 1956,
1974, and 1985. If you have any of these available,
please contact Ellen Schulte (ellena@itctel.com) or Ray
Eng (eng_10@msn.com) to discuss arrangements to complete our digital collection.
The scanned annuals will also be uploaded to the
GHA website as they become available to us.

Bundle up! While we're still reveling in the last few weeks of summer, temperatures will soon drop drastically and we'll all be reaching for
our coziest parkas. The Farmers' Almanac released their predictions for
winter 2020, and we're getting goose bumps just reading about it. They
forecast that "the worst of the bitterly cold winter conditions will affect
areas east of the Rockies all the way to the Appalachians." They even
went so far as to nickname this coming winter a "polar coaster" due to the
fluctuating dramatic temperatures.
Folks in the Northeast can expect a cold, "wintry mix" and the midAtlantic coast will be "frosty, wet, and white." Southeast residents will be
living through a "brisk and wet" climate. The Great Plains will be frigid
and snowy, according to the Almanac, and their neighbors in the Great
Lakes, plus West Virginia and Kentucky, will experience a frozen, snowy
season. The Pacific Northwest and Southwest should see near-normal
precipitation, compared to the eastern third of the country which will have
above-normal winter precipitation.
The Farmers' Almanac predicts that we won't see any hard-hitting precipitation until January, which could include "copious amounts of snow,
rain, sleet, and ice" depending on where you live. A large storm could
produce "hefty snows" for the Great Plains in the third week of January,
resulting in plummeting temperatures "[dragging] the coldest Arctic
air across the rest of the country into the beginning of February."
And there's no end in sight—The Farmers' Almanac predicts that the
frigid temperatures and wet snow could last until April in certain parts of
the country.
With this knowledge, we still have time to prepare for the snow and
cold. Have your car maintenance checked to assure reliable travel. Put
blankets and pillows in the vehicle, (at least one per person); cell phone
charger; well-supplied first-aid kit; container for melting snow; matches,
or other form of fire starter; candles; paper-towels; snacks that will boost
your energy and plenty of water; kitty litter or old rugs for traction; flares
or a flag to let
the rescuers
find your location. STAY IN
YOUR VEHICLE . . .

911 St. Olaf Avenue North
P.O. Box 148

YOU CAN COUNT ON US FOR

 Quality Service  Freshness

Canby, Minnesota
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Fairchild Farmgirl
I’m Just One Cow Pie From a Full Spreader
Okay, so I have a food beautification problem.
I like my food pretty. I know, right?
I’m a full fledged weirdo. It’s okay. Isn’t the first step admitting the problem?
It all started innocently enough. I run a produce business…I can’t lay a pile full of dirty potatoes
on the counter and say “for sale!” and have anyone in their right mind want to purchase anything I
have, right? So, at first, I was posting my so cute kids (albeit a little hot and sweaty from produce
picking) next to a cattle lick tub full of cucumbers or summer squash-you know, because who doesn’t want to purchase a hundred pounds of summer squash? My obsession with making my produce
look nice was just starting at that point. I’d have buckets of carrots and five-gallon pails of celery
stocks, rounding that out would be 50 pounds of purple eggplant (because you gotta put eggplant
in the best light possible…after all, nobody wants eggplant, lol!). Pretty soon, I’d have 300 pounds
of all kinds of produce picked, we’d wash it all and set it up on the cement patio and make it look
like Macy’s came and designed it. I was pretty proud of our work. So, when I started bagging and
selling produce for individuals to buy, I’d set up boxes in the house and photograph them. “Don’t
run around my arrangement, it’ll fall!” I’d say sternly to the kids, as I was trying to set up the sage
next to the pumpkin amongst the purple head of cabbage.
Fast forward to now.
Today, as I was on Facebook, putting up pictures of cut up tomatoes, green peppers, big chunky
cloves of garlic, onion and fresh from the garden basil in a big stock pot to make spaghetti sauce
and it hit me. I’m one of those people aren’t I?
A foodie, I think they’re called.
1. Waking up
I mean, there’s worse things to be called, but still. I love how
2. Breakfast of your choice
beautifully arranged food can make a plain meal special. It
3. Setting goals with food as a redawned on me too, that I’m always looking on Pinterest at recipes
ward
and commenting on how things look. Justifiably so, I wouldn’t want
4. Feeling cranky till you get your
desired meal
to make something that isn’t shown in it’s best light. It also made
5. And then you get your favorite
me realize why my kids eat all the produce
meal.
they do…not because I grow boatloads of it,
6. Always craving for more
but because I’ve put time into it, it looks
7. Every activity has food to play a
kind of fancy and I make it into something
role in it
8. Thinking of food while going to delicious! I want you to do something for
me.
bed
Next time your in the grocery store, go to
9. Always open to try new things
So, you tell me, are you a
the produce isle. Pick out something you
foodie?
have never eaten and something that you
think, “wow, this would never grace my
plate in a million years.” Bring it home and look on Pinterest. There’s so
many ways to fix a vegetable, it blows my mind. For instance, you know what
is really good?
Roasted Radishes!
Roasted Radishes!
Get out!
A cooked radish?

Yes sir! Happy cooking my friends, support your farmers markets, and local produce. It’ll keep you
healthy and happy. I’m a mom, so I can say that.
Until next time,
Fairchild “save the radish tops for your salad!”Farmgirl
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Quotes, Tips, & Facts from the Engagement Calendar:
• It was once customary for new brides in France to
break an egg on the doorstep of their new home for
good luck.
• “Never wait for a heavy snowstorm before buying a
sled.” –The Old Farmer’s Almanac, 1900
• Get the compost off to a good start: Add some wood
ashes from the fireplace now.
• If you’re prone to migraines, avoid chocolate, onions,
raisins, raspberries, and aged cheese.
• Cats with their tails and fur up indicate approaching
wind—or a dog.
• A passionate kiss uses a total of 34 facial muscles.
• “Canada is a country whose main exports are hockey
players and cold fronts.” –Pierre Trudeau, Canadian
prime minister (1919–2000)
• Once every 180 years, a meteorite might strike someone on Earth.
• A dash of salt makes cream or egg whites whip
more rapidly.
• Soak toothbrushes in baking soda and warm water
overnight to clean bristles.
• “Knowledge is madness if good sense does not direct
it.” –Spanish proverb
• To deodorize a refrigerator, leave a cotton ball soaked
in vanilla extract in it overnight.
• Routinely pinch back basil plants to keep them bushy.
• A gift of wooden spoons brings good luck to the bride.
If you enjoyed these, you’ll find even more in The Old
Farmer’s Almanac 2015 Engagement Calendar. Make
sure to check it out so you’ll always be entertained while
organizing your schedule!

Gary Legion Auxiliary

at the

Gary legion hall

October 31-7:00 pm
Costume judging at about 7:10 pm
Ages 0 thru 10
games & lunch

You deserve a night out with
friends and neighbors!

W

When black cats prowl

We will all end up in a cemetery somewhere and
some care is needed to preserve that gravestone that is
placed in the burial site of our loved ones.
Do not try to clean the stones with chemicals, including
bleach as most will damage the marble. Do not try to
keep stones from falling over by placing them in concrete as concrete is harder than stone so if something
falls on the stone it will break. Do not try to coat gravestones with a coating or sealant. Water will wick up
from the ground and will become contained and can
blow the stone apart during a freeze/thaw cycle. Remove
vines and other plants to keep stones dry and minimize
the growth of lichens, moss or mildew. Do not use herbicides or fertilizers near the stone. Do not use wirebristled brushes or other abrasive pads to clean as they
will scratch. Keep the cemetery fenced to protect from
animals. After looking at a gravestone, do not grab onto
the stone to help yourself up. Old stones are fragile and
can break under pressure. Respect the resting place of
others and others will respect your resting place.
This information from New Holland Agriculture and
Construction. (part of Kathy’s story.)

And Pumpkins gleam
May luck be yours on

Halloween

Breast Cancer Awareness month is in October
and is represented by the
Pink Awareness Ribbon.
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Welcome to the October 2019 Edition of the Gary Interstate
The information for this month came from the October paper of 1967
Remember the famous Buffalo Supper’s in Gary, S.D.? Do you remember how it started?
It was a two- fold purpose as the Gary Historical Association took the lead for a greater
Gary Community by sponsoring a Buffalo Supper. This event was to raise money for the
Gary Historical restoration projects and second to create a community spirit for the Gary
Centennial in 1972. The Buffalo Supper was held on Sunday, October 29,1972 starting at
4:00 PM at the Gary Legion Hall. Perry Heaton, Sr. was the general chairman of the
event. As a large attendance was expected for the supper, lots of volunteers were
needed. Anyone interested in helping in anyway were to contact Mrs. Pearl Peden.
The food committee were concerned about electric roasters and asked who in the
Yesteryear
Today community had some available for them to use. Contact Mrs. Eldon Stone. What a
great undertaking that was and people did come.
The first general freeze of the season over the state occurred on the 27th according to the South Dakota Crop and Livestock reporting service. Weekly temperatures averaged from 4 degrees below normal in the east and to 7 degrees above in
the west. Crop Report on the average for beans was 17 bushels per acre. Corn yields varied from 80 to 30-40 per bushel.
Showing a difference in who got rain and who didn’t.
Deuel County ASC named to serve as agriculture and conservation board were Chairman : Raymond Sherman of
Goodwin, Vice Chair: Douglas Toben of Altamont, Regular member: Arlie H. Asmussen of Clear Lake. Alternates: were
Wallace Nelson of Brandt and Lloyd Kruse of Marietta. Father John Mulkern was the Pastor at St. Peter’s Catholic
Church in Gary which announced that the Church would have their annual Ham Dinner and bazaar on Oct. 8th. Oh yes,
there was square dancing events like the one held on Oct. 5. All members were asked to bring lunch. A through H. bring
sandwiches, I through Z bring sweets.
Funeral Services were held for Henry D. (Pat) Patterson 72 yrs old, he was buried at Mount Hope Cemetery in Watertown. He was born Jan. 9, 1895 near Gary, son of Henry David and Sadie Elizabeth Cole Patterson.
A young Sioux Falls couple lost their four children in a flash fire in their home minutes before the couple’s Wedding
Anniversary. The devastating story was that Charles J. Kelly, 27 , a truck driver was home with the children while his wife
Carole worked in a nursing home. Kelly was awakened by smoke and flames. Kelly ran shoeless to a neighbor’s home but
that neighbor had no phone. Then that neighbor rushed to another home to summons fire equipment, while Kelly dashes
back to his home. He tried to reenter the house but it was engulfed by flames. He was restrained in his rescue attempt by
spectators. Kelly was hospitalized for shock and burns about the face and hands.
Funeral services for the four children were held at the Boom Funeral Home in Sioux Falls at 11:00 AM and the St.
John’s Lutheran Church in Marietta, MN. The Kelly’s were from Western MN. Their oldest daughter was born in Madison ,MN. while Kelly was in the armed services. After moving around many times until 1966 when they then settled in
Sioux Falls. Two children were upstairs and two downstairs . Investigating officials said the fire started in the living room.
The house was gutted all that was left standing were the outside walls. The four children were great grandchildren of
Charles Kelly and Mrs. Minnie Wiese of Gary, SD. I share this story because this is the time of the year when we need to
check fire detectors in our homes.
Paul Riekens, 70, a long time resident passed away from a sudden heart attack at the Harkins
Café. Funeral services were held in the First Lutheran Church in Gary.
Wendell Peden of the Milbank Veterinary was elected secretary –treasurer of S.D. Veterinary
Ass.
Marriage vows were exchanged by Randy Lois Dunaway and Thomas Albert Krause , Sept 9, 1967.
Parents of the couple are Mr. & Mrs. Thomas Dunaway and Mr. & Mrs. Albert Krause of Altamont.
King Candidates for the 1967 Gary Homecoming festivities were Keith Gilbertson, Lyle Norton and Craig Bindert. Queen
candidates were Janet Cornell, Barb Pieper and Janelle Brevik with Mary Ann Knopp Mistress of ceremonies for coronation.
Mr. & Mrs. Harry R. Olsen and other relatives and friends helped move Mr. & Mrs. Arnold
Baer and Family to move from Gary to Madison , MN. where they have purchased the former
Stub’s Supper Club.
Some interesting notes about Gary. The first train came to Gary in 1881 and in Sept. 1965 the
Gary Dept was torn down.
On October 1, 1889 voters in S.D. approved the State Seal design as well as the S.D. State
Constitution.
October 4, 1927 Gutzon Borglum begins carving on Mont Rushmore and continued carving
for 14 years with the Mount Rushmore being dedicated October 31, 1941.

athy’s news
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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

WANT A TOUR?
PLEASE CONTACT:

Ellen Schulte
605-272-5295
Carolynn Webber
605-272-5777
Joyce Keimig
605-272-5558

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 Ass’n Officers –2017-19
President - Ron Stangeland
Vice president- Albert Bekaert

Name:

Secretary - Ellen Schulte

Address:

Treasurer - Barb Stangeland

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

City, State, Zip:

ATTENTION GHA MEMBERS
Just a Friendly reminder to let you
know we will MEET on the
3rd Tuesday in October @ 7 pm
Gary Community Center!

E-mail Address:
Amount: $___________________________
Comments:

Knock knock. Who’s there? Lettuce. Lettuce
who? Lettuce in it’s cold out here.

Knock knock.
Who’s there?
Tank.
Tank who?
You’re welcome.

Knock knock. Who’s there? A
little old lady. A little old lady
who? Dang! All this time, I had
no idea you could yodel.

Phone: 605-272-2200

Great Food

Great Libations Great Service
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Knock knock. Who’s there? Robin. Robin
who? Robin you, now hand over the cash!
Knock knock. Who’s there? Mikey! Mikey
who? Mikey doesn’t fit in the keyhole!

