
 

March  2021 
Important notice:  Due to the difficult times during the pandemic and a computer problem, we are scrambling 

to publish the monthly Gary Interstates.  We apologize for the missing issues in January and February of 2021.  

I am temporarily substituting for the Editor and hope that you will bear with us.  Gary has survived some 

difficult times in its past history (close to 150 years), and we can do it another time.  Ray Eng 

New Businesses in Gary in 2020 
In addition to the businesses already thriving in Gary, four new ones have started in spite of the pandemic. 

 

Gary Gallery & Gifts, 221  1st Ave 

Tammy Odette build a new 

building and opened in Feb.  They 

specialize in hand-crafted gifts 

and landscape photography. Their 

passion is to strengthen rural 

communities, to create art from 

everyday objects, and to capture 

the beauty of a single moment in 

America’s Heartland. 

 Nosbush Plumbing & 

Heating, 1110 Coteau St 

They also built a building, 

where the creamery was 

located.  Dennis Nosbush is 

the proprietor and they provide service to Gary, 

Lake Cochrane, Clear Lake, Brandt, Canby and 

surrounding areas.  Opened for business in 

March. 

Auto Repairs West, 216 1st Ave 

Brad Fairchild is the proprietor 

and they offer oil changes, tire 

repair, new tires, batteries and 

small engine repair.  They are 

located in the previous Cenex 

building and opened in April. 

 

  

East River Tower, 129 Main Ave 

This company may be small 

now, but they plan to grow rapidly!  Their team has 

over 40 years of experience in the wireless 

industry. They offer a vast array of services, from 

new installations including civil construction and 

tower stacks, to maintenance and repair.  Their 

quality teams have the knowledge and confidence 

to complete your job safely, efficiently, on-time 

and within budget.  Joe Pejsa is the proprietor. 



What’s up friends? Can you feel it?  Spring!  It’s in the air! What have you been working on? Plans 

for the garden, or plans for the landscape, house painting, vacationing?  What? I thought I’d share 

a smidge of what’s going on here at the ranchero. You know, as I dream of a vacation. 

 Currently, the weather’s beautiful out.  I was just outside.  50 degrees, the sun is out, the snow is 

melting into a big mud hole…I can feel it in my bones, really, spring is almost here.  Man for the last 

few months it’s been crazy busy here, we’ve been running on hyper drive since about 

November.  With South Dakota shows, online sales, Black hills Stock Show, and lambing, it’s like, 

“Wow, is it the end of February already?  Eeks!   

 I love that it’s been busy here. The soaps have been going so well.  Right now, I’m busy in the 

kitchen making more.  This time, it’s all about floral and summer scents.  Lilacs, lavenders, peony, 

honeysuckle and more.  I even made a batch of Orange Spearmint that is to die for!  It will be ready 

in a few weeks! 

 Between making soaps and filling my show schedule, we’ve been lambing like crazy. Thanks 

goodness that’s coming to an end…I love it, but it gets harder every year getting up with 

babies.  But wow, they’re so cute!  I love them and the little goat kids that are springing and 

“sproinging” around. 

 Were also getting ready for the camping season.  We’ve got three campsites on our land that 

people can rent through a website named hipcamp.com We’re hoping to have the outhouses done 

in the next couple weeks.  I also ordered an amazing hammock that I may or may not have to sneak 

over there and use when no one is looking. 

Until next time my friends! 

Fairchild “I may never come back to civilization if a hammock comes into my life” Farmgirl 

***** 

Upcoming Events 

 

Gary Historical Association Meeting 

 March 16, 2021 

Gary 150th Anniversary 

 2022 
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HISTORY OF GARY FROM THE PAGES OF PAST INTERSTATES  

Back in January 1989, while Dick Koerlin and Darold Hunt  were at the sale 

barn in Watertown, and Dar was in Canby when their barn  caught on fire.  

Employees of East Electric  were in the area and called the fire dept. They 

lost the barn and some calves. Dick and Dar had lived on their farm for 35 

years.  Nathan and Karen Oellien had a baby boy born December 1989, 

Grandparents are Dick and Dar of Gary.  

In the 1980s, the Gary  School  board had meetings  with the schools of 

Grant-Deuel  and Astoria about school reorganization. The Gary and Clear Lake school boards adopt a plan 

for the 1989-1990 School year and pick a new name.  Now known as Deuel School District # 19-2.  To close 

a school is hard to do, but the time had come for the Gary School to do something.  Some years later the 

Grant-Deuel school also had to close their School.  Today, in 2021,  many  businesses are also no longer 

open.  telling  us that if we don’t support our own small town  stores their doors may also close.  

Jennifer DEBOER was named Hugh Brian Scholar at Grant- Deuel-School. Her parents are George and 

Margaret DEOER. Jennifer was picked for her leadership.  

In January 1984, the Gary STATE BANK had an open house to tour their new bank. . Aloyius Miller was the 

bank cashier.  Gary Mayor Walt Miller died in a tree cutting accident this same year. 

Sometimes we think we have it tough but I assure you we don’t come close to knowing about real hard 

times. For that reason I would like to share a story from the depression years. 

During the waning years of the depression in a small southeastern Idaho community, I used to stop 

by Miller’s  roadside stand for farm-fresh produce  as the season made it available.  Food and 

money was extremely scarce and bartering was used extensively.  One particular day Mr. Miller was 

bagging some early potatoes for me. I noticed a small boy, delicate of bone and feature, ragged but 

clean, hungrily apprising a basket of freshly picked green peas. I paid for my potatoes but was also 

drawn to the display of fresh green peas. I am a pushover for creamed peas and new potatoes.  

Pondering the peas, I couldn’t help overhearing the conversation between Mr. Miller and the 

ragged boy next to me. 

“Hello Barry, how are you today?.” Hello Mr. Miller. Fine, thank ya.  Jus’ admiring them peas…sure 

look good. “   “They are good, Barry. How’s your ma?”     

“ Fine.  Gittin stronger alla time”. 

“Good. Anything I can help you with?” 

“No, sir. Jus admirin’ them peas.”  

“Would you like to take some home?” 

“No, sir. Got nuthin, to pay for ‘em with.” 

“Well, what have you to trade me for some of those peas?” 

“All I got ’s my prize marble here.” 

“Is that right. 

“Here ‘tis .” she’ s a dandy .“      (Continued on next page)   
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“Ican see that, only thing is this one is blue and I sort of go for red.  Do you have a red one like this 

at home?” 

“Not zackley but almost.” 

“Tell you what, take this sack of peas home with you and next  trip  this way let me look at that red 

marble.”  

 

“Sure will. Thanks, Mr. Miller.”  

Mrs. Miller, who had been  standing  nearby, came over to help me. With a smile she said, “There  

are two  other boys like him in him in our community, all three are in very poor circumstances. Jim 

just  loves to bargain with them for peas, apples, tomatoes or whatever. When they  come back 

with their red  marbles, and they always do, he decides he doesn’t like red after all  and sends them 

home with a bag of produce for a green or an orange one, perhaps.”I left the stand , smiling to 

myself, impressed  with this man. A short time later I moved but I never forgot the story of this 

man,the boys and  their bartering. 

Several years went by each more rapid than the previous one. 

A few years later  I had occasion to visit some old friends in that community and while I was there 

learned that Mr. Miller had died. They  were having his viewing that evening  and knowing my 

friends wanted to go, I agreed to accompany them. 

Upon our arrival  at the mortuary  we fell into line to meet the relatives of the  deceased to offer 

whatever words of comfort we could. Ahead of us in line were three young men. One was in an 

army uniform and the other two wore nice haircuts, dark suits and white shirts … very professional  

looking. They  approached Mrs. Miller, standing smiling and composed, by her husband’s casket. 

Each of the young men hugged her ,kissed her on the cheek, spoke briefly with her and moved to 

the casket. 

Her misty light blue eyes followed them as, one by one, each young man stopped briefly  and 

placed. his own warm hand  over the cold  pale hand in the casket. Each left the mortuary , 

awkwardly  wiping his eyes. 

Our turn came to meet Mrs. Miller. I told her who I was and mentioned the story she had told me 

about the marbles. 

Eyes glistening she took my hand and led me to casket. Those three men, who just, were the boys I 

told you about . They just told me how they appreciated the  things Jim “traded” them. Now , at last 

,when Jim could not change his mind about color or size …. They came to pay their debt. “We’ve 

never had a great deal of wealth of this  world,” she confided, “but,  right now  Jim would consider 

himself  the richest man on earth.” 

With loving  gentleness she lifted the lifeless fingers to her lips. 

We will not be remembered  by our words, but by our kind deeds. Life is not measured by the 

breaths we take, but by the moments that take our breath. 
 

Until next month, I leave you with this Ben Franklin quote:  

“TELL ME AND I FORGET, TEACH ME AND I MAY REMEMBER, INVOLVE ME AND I’LL UNDERSTAND.’’  
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Valentine’s Day      
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Jr Auxiliary continues to decorate Gary as in 

the past.  The picture above is the front door of 

the Gary City Store.  It was done in February for 

Valentine Day. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The proud artists: 

(Left to right) Lauryn Peterreins (The pink hat), 

Harper Hoffmann and Bethanney Hoffmann 

One of Gary’s Earliest Businesses    

“Old Crystal Palace Dance 

Hall” 

 

 

Built at the corner of 1st Ave & Lac Qui Parle St by E J Gordon in 1878 for a store.  Sold the same 

year to W H Donaldson, who ran a dance hall in it until 1883.  Peachey Bros bought the building 

in 1887 and used it for a wagon shop.  They built the ramp to the 2nd floor for wagon painting. 

Picture (right) taken about  1906.  (Did not exist in the 1930s based on my memory.  RAE)
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