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

Joyce Olson-Baer, Editor 
This paper printed for you by  

DNB NATIONAL BANK  
Gary and Clear Lake   SD 

We want to thank them for this service! 

By Marietta Thomas 

 

 

 

Poets have written about the snow in all the many years gone by 

About its beauty in mystic white as it descends from out the sky. 

 

Covers the landscape in its robe just as far as the eye can see 

Drifts pile high in the moaning wind and scurry past each bush and tree. 

 

The dead blossoms in the flower beds, their heads above the frozen crust, 

Like a sentinel watching o’er all and seem to have no one to trust. 

 

The rabbits leave their well formed tracks as they curry in the fading light, 

Like the ever changing patterns show in the glow of the Northern Lights. 

 

The children love the fluffy stuff to slide and roll and scamper in 

But when it comes to roads and streets is when the trouble then begins. 

 

What would winter be if not the snow for if the land were bare and brown? 

T’would seem the wrong season of the year and Nature’s freaks had let us down. 

 

We cannot boss the weather man and answer to our beck and call 

So let the snow storms come and go and silent from the heavens fall. 

 

(Nature has her way and timing, but we know that Spring will come eventually and bring the green 
grass, leaves, brightly colored flowers, hot humid sticky days and nights, bugs & mosquitoes. . .pollen 
for the asthma suffers. My point is, there is good and bad in all seasons, so enjoy the good and suffer 

through the bad, nothing lasts forever, except eternity!) job 
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  LOCAL ITEMS Gary Interstate March 19, 1953 

     Mrs. S. Van Voorhis came home Saturday 
from the Deuel County Memorial Hospital 
where she had been a patient for almost two 
weeks. 

     The weather has been quite spring-like this 
week, after a weekend of real foggy weather. 
Yesterday afternoon the wind was blowing dust 
about and a snow flurry was had. Today it is 
nice and sunny. 

     Mr. & Mrs. Carl Thorson and Mr. & Mrs. Ad-
olph Sanden were guests Sunday at the home of 
Mr. & Mrs. Stanley Thorson at Montevideo, 
Minnesota. 

     The first fire alarm in Gary for several 
months was sounded at 3:15 o’clock Saturday 
afternoon when a chimney fire was noticed in 
the cottage next door to the fire hall. The Albert 
Jepp family owns and occupies this cottage. 

     Vocal solos by Samuel Hoy, and Miss Betty 
Ann Severson, members of the faculty of the 
School for the Blind in Gary, were enjoyed by 
the people in attendance at the concert given 
Tuesday evening by the Canby school band at 
the Canby auditorium. A number of Gary folks 
attended. 

     Miss Ruth Peden returned Wednesday via 
bus to Minneapolis to her studies at Iowa State 
Teachers college, where she is a sophomore. 
She had been home between quarters for a visit 
since Friday. She visited her sisters who live in 
Minneapolis a day before leaving for college. 

     Lawrence “Bud” Reinhardt is making his 
third stay at the Deuel County Memorial hospi-
tal within a month’s time, having entered on 
Sunday. He is reported as feeling much better 
but expect to remain in the hospital most of this 
week. He hasn’t been well since a bad spell of 
flu. 

     Donovan Laabs of Burr is one of the six men 
from the west end of Yellow Medicine County in 
the group of men who have been called to leave 
today, Thursday, March 19, for induction into 
the armed forces. The other five are Arthur 
Anderson, John Bliss, and Daniel Fairchild of 
Canby, Harold Fier and James Benson of Por-
ter. 

Number 333 proved to be lucky number at the 
annual St. Patrick’s Day dance staged as a bene-
fit of the Gary volunteer fire  department, and 
Miss Sylvia Engebritson, of near Marietta, was 
the winner of the $25 defense bond prize. The 
crowd was as large as ever, the hall being filed to 
capacity. 

 

    For many centuries, as everyone knows, English 
monarchs tried to impose their will on Ireland. 
Queen Elizabeth I, eager to extend the influence of 
her government, sent a deputy to Cormac MacDer-
mot MacCarthy who was Lord of Blarney and de-
manded that Cormac take the tenure of his lands 
from the Crown. Cormac set out to visit the Queen 
and plead for his traditional right to his land, but he 
despaired of success for he was not fluent of speech.     
Shortly after starting his journey, he met an old 
woman who asked him why he looked so forlorn. He 
told her his story and she said  "Cormac, when Blar-
ney Castle was built, one stone was put into place by 
a man who predicted no one would ever be able to 
touch it again. If you can kiss that stone, the gift of 
eloquence will be conferred upon you. Cormac suc-
ceeded in kissing the Blarney Stone and was able to 
address the Queen with speech so soft and words so 
fair that as long as he lived he never had to renounce 
his right to his land. Today kissing the stone endows 
the kisser with the gift of the gab. In 1446 the Blar-
ney stone was set into a tower of the castle. The cas-
tle is a popular tourist site in Ireland, attracting visi-
tors from all over the world to kiss the Stone and 
tour the castle and the gar-
dens. Shop for Irish Gifts from 
Irish Blessings!" 

"Irish Blessings - Legend of the 
Blarney Stone".  

The Legend of the Blarney Stone 

http://www.irishindeed.com/page.htm?pg=BLARNEY%20STONE
http://www.irishindeed.com/page.htm?pg=BLARNEY%20STONE


3 

I was born a short distance from our family 
farm in 1905. It was in south central Illinois near the 
small town of Kinmundy, the only town in the 
Unites States by that 
name. I believe there is a 
settlement or village in 
Scotland by the same 
name. We used to say, 
“We can’t do it today, 
but we Kinmundy” (can 
Monday). 

     My parents bought the 
farm in 1906 and lived 
there all their lives. I can 
recall many pleasant ex-
periences here as a farm 
boy growing up in the 
country: going out 
through the fields and 
woods with my yellow 
shepherd dog, climbing 
the tallest trees, and in 
wintertime hunting rab-
bits and quail. I was the 
oldest of three children, 
having two sisters two 
and four years younger. 

     My father was a farmer who also operated a 
country store and gristmill at the farm. He hired a 
man to help with farm work year-round as the store 
took most of his time. The store was a typical store, 
with cracker barrel, candy in wooden pails or tubs, 
plug tobacco cut with the long-handled tobacco 
knife (which I still have), the wood heating stove in 
the center of the store, a cash drawer which pulled 
out from under the counter, etc. 

     The gristmill operated with a 10-horsepower 
gasoline engine that sat outside the building on a 
large concrete foundation. The engine had two fly-
wheels about 5 feet in diameter and to start it we had 
to spin the wheels by hand until it kicked off. This 
mill had a set of French burrs on which cornmeal, 
wheat and buckwheat flour were ground. 

     During World War I there was no rationing of 
food items, but Uncle Sam made a plea for all to be 
conservative so that the doughboys would have the 
best. One item to conserve was flour. In those days 
people wanted to be patriotic, so those who had 
wheat would bring it to my father’s mill. He ground 
it and had bolter to take the bran out, thereby making 
a fairly white flour. My mother used this home-
ground  flour to make biscuits each morning… 

 

 

 

By Max M. Keller 

 

Like most farm boys, I had chores to do as well as 
take a hand in farming. Most of the farming imple-
ments were walking tools. The most pleasant job was 
during haying—mowing or cutting the hay down. I 
did like to ride the horse-drawn mower and watch the 
red-top hay fall behind the sickle. This particular kind 
of hay was profitable because of the red-top seed 
which, when threshed out, had a good market. The 
most disliked job, which fell to my lot was operating 
the sweep rake, sometimes called the bull rake. It was 
so wide, with a horse on one side and another horse 
on the other side, that it was hard to drive them and 
keep the rake going forward evenly. 

     In 1916 my father bought his first car—a Model-T 
Ford with a brass radiator. What a thrill it was to go 
places in an automobile! In winter, though, we had to 
revert back to the buggy or wagon, because in those 
days there were no improved roads in the country. 

     I think back to the good home I was reared in, with 
a father and mother who loved us children and 
showed it as long as they lived. 
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   I am over 60 and the Armed Forces thinks I'm too old to 

track down terrorists.  You can't be older than 42 to join the 

military.  They've got the whole thing bass-ackwards 

   Instead of sending 18-year olds off to fight, they ought to 

take us old guys.  You shouldn't be able to join a military unit 

until you're at least 55.  

   For starters, researchers say 18-year-olds think about sex 

every 10 seconds.  Old guys only think about sex a couple of 

times a month, leaving us more than 280,000 additional sec-

onds per day to concentrate on the enemy.  

   Young guys haven't lived long enough to be cranky, and a 

cranky soldier is a dangerous soldier.  'My back hurts!  I 

can't sleep, I'm tired and hungry.' We are bad-tempered and 

impatient, and maybe letting us kill some terrorist that des-

perately deserves it will make us feel better and shut us up 

for a while.  

   An 18-year-old doesn't even like to get up before 10 

am.  Old guys always get up early to go potty, so what the 

heck.  Besides, like I said, I'm tired and can't sleep and since 

I'm already up, I may as well be up killing some fanatical opponent.  

   If captured, we couldn't spill the beans because we'd forget where we put them.  In fact, name, 

rank, and serial number would be a real brainteaser.  

   Boot camp would be easier for old guys.  We're used to getting screamed and yelled at and we're 

used to soft food.  We've also developed an appreciation for guns.  We've been using them for 

years as an excuse to get out of the house, away from the screaming and yelling.  

   They could lighten up on the obstacle course however...  I've been in combat and never saw a sin-

gle 20-foot wall with rope hanging over the side, nor did I ever do any pushups after completing 

basic training.  

   Actually, the running part is kind of a waste of energy, too...  I've never seen anyone outrun a bul-

let. 

   An 18-year-old has the whole world ahead of him.  He's still learning to shave, to start a conversa-

tion with a pretty girl.  He still hasn't figured out that a baseball cap has a brim to shade his eyes, 

not the back of his head.  

   These are all the great reasons to keep our kids at home to learn a little more about life before 

sending them into Harm's way 

   Let us old guys track down those terrorists.  The last thing an enemy would want to see is a couple 

million angry old codgers with bad attitudes and automatic weapons who know that their best years 

are already behind them. 

   HEY!!  How about recruiting Women over 50...in menopause!!!   

You think MEN have attitudes??  

  Ohhhhhhhhhhhh my gosh!!! 

   If nothing else, put them on border patrol.   

They'll have it secured the first night!  
 Share this with all of your senior friends...it's in big type so they can read it. 

 

[Received from a friend. We made a few changes to comply with Gary Interstate rules. Not sure to whom to 

give credit]. Ed. 

Guys Over 60  
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Providing 

Propane, Fuel, Seed and Fertilizer 

 

Contact a Gary fireman or place of busi-

ness to purchase tickets on a chance to 

win a four wheeler or a cash prize. Need 

not to be present to win. 

Support the Gary fire department  

And have a  

                                                  Good time 

Entertainment by 

Gary’s Annual   
Fireman's Dance  
March 16, 2019  
9:00 pm-1:00 am  
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Fairchild Farmgirl 
      I’m Just One Cow Pie From a Full Spreader 

Wow, March… 
some will look at you and say, “great, the snowiest month.” 
 I say, “you’re one month closer to softball, picnics, bonfire and hot weather. PS, I promise not to complain about the hot 

weather. This winter has been a doozy.   My sheep will apparently start lambing this month…they were 
supposed to start last month, but my fault, we must have missed a cycle. It shall be this month. We have 
such cute goat kids though. All done kidding goat nannies.  

     Yippee!  
     With all this cold weather and snow, we’ve been kind of stuck inside a lot. We do the chores and hustle 
in, save the brave ones who play outside for a while, coming in with bright red faces and numb wet fingers. 
We’ve been watching a lot of TV. A lot. 
      Last Christmas, we bought a smart TV for Ron. Now the kids watch You tube videos and Amazon 
Prime. I have to say, we have enjoyed watching all the seasons of Chips, Dukes of Hazzard and Beverly 

Hillbillys. The kids love these shows. Ron and I hate the stupid You tube junk though. But…I have a confession to make. 
Last month when I got home from the stock show, I told Ron about a new show on Netflix™ that I had seen out there. It was 
called The Ranch and it was so funny! I mean, how can you go wrong with Sam Elliot, right? So the kids went to bed the night 
I got back, and I went on Netflix™ on the TV thinking, “I wonder what it would take to get it, you know, just to watch this new 
show I was totally hooked on.” Well would you believe, I clicked on it and it worked!?!  

     We. had. Netflix™.  
     What the heck! I jumped up and down. Literally and you know, it has to be pretty darn exciting for that to happen. I waited 
for Ron to get out of the shower to show him this “miracle”. “Ron! Oh my gosh! We somehow have Netflix™!” in all my naive-
ness, I somehow thought that the good Lord or the tv gods had put pity on my soul and given me this gem. “Kim!!!” I 
typed on facebook, “I don’t know how I have Netflix™ but I do!” and I took a picture of the great Sam on my big 
screen and posted it. Not a half hour later, I got a Private message on facebook 
from my daughter Ashlyn, with a screenshot of my post. “mom, ‘giggle emoji’ I think 
you are watching Netflix™ on my dad’s account (my ex husband). I used it there at 
Christmas, I probably never logged out. But whatever, I won’t tell.” Now…I have to ad-
mit…I struggled with this. I really wanted to watch the rest of the series. I reasoned with 
myself that he was a pain to be married to and somehow I deserved this. Then, my 
conscience (his name is Ron) said, why don’t we just get an account ourselves. It's 
cheap.” So we did it. Just to see Sam Elliot in all his glory.  

    Is it worth it? 

 Yes.  

  Yes, it is.  
     Since then we’ve been binge watching everything for our date hour (after the kids go to bed and before we pass out from 
being tired.) And by the way, we haven’t told our kids yet. They have enough TV choices.  
Until next time,  
Fairchild “come on, if the kids knew, they’d never leave the couch.” Farmgirl. 
 
 

Sam Elliot  
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911 St. Olaf Avenue North  

P.O. Box 148 

Canby, Minnesota 

YOU CAN COUNT ON US FOR 

  Quality   Service    Freshness 

Missing Gary High School Annuals 

 The following yearbooks (annuals) of the 
Gary High School are not available in the Gary 
Historical Museum collection.  We would like 
to complete the set so we can digitize them and 
have them available on the museum computer 
for access by visitors.  If you have a copy of one 
of those that are missing, would you work with 
us to complete our collection? 

 If you have a copy of one of the missing 
annuals and would like to donate it, please do.  
If you or your family wants to keep your copy, 
could you scan the pages including the covers 
for us?  If you don’t have a scanner, would you 
mind loaning it to us so that we can copy it?  
Also, if you know anyone who might be able to 
help us, please share this message with them. 

 To donate a yearbook, please mail it to 

The Gary Historical Association, PO Box 83, 

Gary, SD 57237.  Scanned copies can be 
emailed to eng_10@msn.com.  If you have any 
questions concerning this project, also use the 
email above. 

 We thank you in advance for any contri-
butions you can make toward the success of our 
efforts to build the best museum interested in 
the history of Gary. 

Gary Historical Association Board 

Missing Annuals  

Need anything before 1939, except 1919. 

 Missing 1942 through 1947. 

 Missing 1950, 1952, 1953, and 1955. 

 Missing 1960. 

 Missing 1974. 

You can use 
It Couldn’t Be Done 

Somebody said that it couldn’t be done 

But he with a chuckle replied 

That “maybe it couldn’t,” but he would be one 

Who wouldn’t say so till he tried. 

So he buckled right in with the trace of a grin 

On his face. If he worried he hid it. 

He started to sing as he tackled the thing 

That couldn’t be done, and he did it! 

 

Somebody scoffed; “Oh, you’ll never do that; 

At least no one ever has done it,” 

But he took off his coat and he took off his hat 

And the first thing we knew he’d begun it, 

With a lift of his chin and a bit of a grin, 

Without any doubting or quiddit, 

He started to sing as he tackled the thing 

That couldn’t be done, and he did it. 

 

There are thousands to tell you it cannot be done, 

There are thousands to prophesy failure, 

There are thousands to point out to you one by one, 

The dangers that wait to assail you. 

But just buckle in with a bit of a grin, 

Just take off you coat and go to it; 

Just start in to sing as you tackle the thing 

That “cannot be done,” and you’ll do it. 

~Edgar Albert Guest (1881-1959) 

As a young child, whenever I’d start to complain that I 
couldn’t do something, my Dad would begin to recite 
this poem to me. If I asked him how to spell a word he 
sent me to the Dictionary. At the time it angered me, 
but now I see his logic and I thank him for teaching 
me to search and learn. job 

mailto:eng_10@msn.com
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SITTING BULL AS A  
LABORER 

Sept. 8, 1883, Trib-
une, Bismark, ND - 

Captain Belk, of the 
steamer Josephine, 
says that as a 
worker Sitting Bull 
is hard to beat. On 
a trip recently to 
Standing Rock, the 
Captain was minus 
the necessary num-
ber of laborers, and 
on his arrival at 
that point he ap-
plied to an inter-
preter to arrange 
with Sitting Bull for 

help in the work of unloading over a hundred 
tons of freight. 

 

     After a short consultation, Mr. Bull called his 
warriors together and told them that the Great 
father had sent them a boatload of good things 
to eat, but had not sent the adequate number of 
white men to unload it. When the smoke from 
their pipes of consideration had vanished into 
infinitude fifteen stalwart men signified their 
willingness to lay aside their blankets and bare 
their shoulders to the labor of removing the 
freight. 

 

     The affable Mr. Bull acted as mate in charge 
of his bronzed gang. After a few hours labor, 
and just as the sun was sinking to rest, the war-
riors quietly discontinued work and took their 
seat upon the bank. 

 

     The Captain was surprised, and supposing 
that his newly enlisted men had organized a 
genuine white man’s strike, he hastened to in-
quire into the cause of the trouble. His fears 
vanished when he was asked if it was not time 
to eat, and after supplying the aboriginal labors 
with the essentials, work was continued until 
the cargo was all on terra firma. 

 

     Fifteen bright silver dollars were then dis-
tributed among the braves, when Sitting Bull 
came forward and informed the captain that his 
services might be rewarded at the same price. A 
dollar was slipped into the old chief’s hand, for 
which he was profuse with thanks. 

 

     The old man did not come to Dakota solely 
for his physical and spiritual health. 

 

[Article from Chronicle of the Old West, Sept. 2011] 

 

Mr. & Mrs. Sitting Bull 

RUN AND FEATHERS 
How Two female Neighbors  

Engaged in a Fight 

September 14, 1884, The San Antonio Light 

A lively little scrimmage occurred on Houston 
Street last Friday evening about dusk between 
two women, one a wife, the other a widow, who 
have been occupying dwellings adjacent on that 
street, and who previously were on very intimate 
terms with each other, borrowing sugar, flat 
irons, and wearing each others’ clothing. 

     Unfortunately one of the women, the wife, 
has a tongue much given to scandal, and high or 
low acquaintances or strangers, ladies or gentle-
man, few escape the tongue of this woman, 
whose education seems to fit her for nothing 
else, and this was the cause of the trouble with 
her and the widow, who is not altogether a saint, 
but true to human nature, dislikes to hear her 
faults mentioned by others. 

     A squall had been brewing for several days, 
which culminated Friday when the wife re-
claimed by force a hat she had presented the 
widow and which the widow’s little girl was then 
wearing. The indignant mother sought repara-
tion in the apartments of her neighbor by a per-
sonal encounter, and the way in which false 
hair, Mother Hubbard’s, striped hose, furniture 
and choice language flew around was interest-
ing. 

     They settled it between them to their evident 
satisfaction. A serious calamity was averted by 
the interference of neighbors, when both com-
batants came near rolling off the up-stairs bal-
cony into the street 
some 20 feet below. 

     Recourse to the Re-
corder’s court was 
threatened by the as-
saulted woman, and the 
widow said she wished 
she would take it before 
the court, as she would 
then go upon the witness 
stand and give some in-
teresting facts about the 
former life of her en-
emy. 
[Article from Chronicle of the Old West, Sept. 2011] 
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Welcome to the Gary Interstate March for 2019 

I must confess that the last two months of 2019 have been rather challenging, what with the 
weather, traveling, battling cold weather, battling flu and nasty colds, keeping up with cancelled 
events, funerals, and shoveling snow. So thought a little laugh or two might make the sun come out. 
     There was a rural lady who wanted a loan, so the woman to went to town to see if she could get 
a loan to build a bathroom in her house. She had never been in a bank, so she was nervous. She 
got right to the point with the bank president. "I want to borrow a thousand dollars to put a bathroom 
in my house." The president was cautious, as you can imagine, and stated that he didn’t believe 

that he knew her and asked, "where have you done your business before?"  Well the lady 
got right to the point, "oh, out back in the pine thicket" I don’t know if she got the loan, but if 
you are old enough you will remember the little house with the Sear’s catalogue. 
      Facts about South Dakota: 
South Dakota is known as the Sunshine State, with sunshine about 62% of the time be-

tween sunrise and sunset year around. Rainfall is the most crucial factor for agriculture, South Dakota's most important 
industry.  
Great variation exists from year to year from one area of the state to another. The Northwest corner is the driest averaging only 13 inches 
of precipitation, while the southeastern corner receives about 25 inches. Most rainfall comes from the Gulf of Mexico. Snowfall is 25 to 45 
inches for most of the state. 
The land of S. D. has been full of migrations, and people looking for land to build a farm. The size of South Dakota is 77,615 square 
miles, 16th among all the states. It was the year 1862 that Deuel county got its name. It was in honor of Jacob S. Deuel, who was a mem-
ber of the Territorial Council. The first marriage in Deuel County was Agnes S. Herrick and Byron Cochrane which was performed in Gary 
on October 17, 1877.  
1872 First permanent railroad entry into Dakota Territory through first land grant in Dakota 
1873 First locomotive and train reached Gary 
1874 First mail route in Deuel County 
1877 Gary officially chartered 
1878 Deuel County organized 
1879 Gary Interstate, first newspaper in County, First school district in County Court House built in Gary 
1882 Presbyterian Church organized 
!883 Presbyterian Church erected, Birds Eye View map of Gary 
1886 First Annual Fair of Deuel County 
1887 M.E. Church Bell, first bell in County 
1889 First gold strike in eastern South Dakota 
1890 Court House records moved to Clear Lake 
1897 Presbyterian church bell installed 700# 
1898 Odd Fellow Building erected 
1899 Construction of School for the Blind begins. Over 30 cars of Immigrants arrived in Gary 
1900 South Dakota School for Blind opens (1900-1959) 
1900 Greene Block built, solid brick building from local product, Presbyterian Church moved to present location 
1903 New public school built on hill 
1907 Railroad bridge built of Dakota stone to replace wooden trestle 
1910 Girls Dormitory built at School for Blind. First graduation class at School for Blind 
1912 Town Hall (old jail) built of local product, Rowland’s Drug Store built 
1913 New bell for Town Hall 1200 # 
1916 First graduating class of Gary Public School 
1917 National  Bank built (Rob’s Locker) 
1925 Boys Dormitory erected at School for Blind 
1932 Gate City Golf Club organized 
1934 Lake Elsie developed 
1965 Depot torn down 
1966 Shady Rest Lodge opens in former School for Blind until 1977, Gary Go Getters 4 H club organized 
1967  Gary Historical Association organized 
1970 Hinsvark’s donate land in park area to Gary Historical Association 
1972 Gary Rodeo organized, First of four housing units constructed 
1973 Gary designated Historic City 
1976 Railroad marker dedication for the Bicentennial 
1980 Rails removed east of Gary.  Until this time Gary was still served by rail service 

     Two liars got to bragging and one said he’d been ocean fishing and caught a 500 pound fish. The second one said he too, 
had been fishing. He thought he had caught a fish , but it turned out to be a lantern from the Titanic and he said it was still lit! 
The first one pondered this story for a minute and said, “I’ll take 200 pounds off that fish if you blow out the lantern. 
I leave you a quote from Mark Twain: “The human race has one really effective weapon, and that is Laughter”. 
Kathy Limberberg is the sponsor  of the paper that The Gary Inter State is printed on.   

Yesteryear          Today 

            athy’s news 
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Great Food    Great Libations    Great Service 

Phone: 605-272-2200 

ATTENTION  GHA MEMBERS 

Just a Friendly reminder to let you  

know we will MEET on the 

3rd Tuesday in March, 7 pm  
Weather permitting 

Gary Community Center!  

Gary Historical Ass’n 

Officers –2017-2018 

President - Ron Stangeland 

Vice president- Albert Bekaert 

Secretary - Ellen Schulte 

Treasurer - Barb Stangeland 

Photographer’s 

Joyce Keming 

Ellen Schulte 

Roger Baer 

Suzanne Fairchild 

Other submitted 

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 

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 
The Gary Historical Association 

Museum Membership 

 

  

Name:  

 

Address:  

 

City, State, Zip:  

 

E-mail Address:  

 

Amount:  $___________________________ 

 

Comments:  

 

http://www.experiencegarysd.com/
http://experiencegarysd.com/billstonebook.cfm
http://experiencegarysd.com/garyschoolorangebook.cfm
http://experiencegarysd.com/garyschoolorangebook.cfm
https://www.paypal.com/us

