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This paper printed for you by  

DNB NATIONAL BANK  

Gary and Clear Lake   SD 

We want to thank them for this service! 

   Receiving a generous donation from DNB National 

Bank are Roger Baer and Ron Stangeland of the Gary His-

torical Assoc.  Robert and Gerry Law of DNB National 

Bank of Gary and Clear Lake SD presented the donation.   

 The new museum building is now up with finishing 

touches left to do. We are just $8,000 short of our goal and 

have a restroom and fire delay room left to construct inside. 

Also, some electrical left to do. Donations are still accepted  for the building fund and we would like to fill our 

donor tree. Thanks to everyone who are helping us with this project. 



Richard Engeseth 
 

 Gary—Richard Erick Engeseth, 

67, Gary, formerly of Ham Lake, MN, 

died Monday, May 21, 2012. 

 He was preceded in death by 

his parents Erick and Lorraine (Pelky) 

Engeseth, his sister Lucy and his 

brother Harold. 

 Survivors include his ex-wife 

Dorothy; his children Michele (Dean 

Jackson) and Erica (Brian Henz); his 

sisters Lilly, Doris, Deloris, Edith; his 

brothers Darwin and Bob; and grand-

children Maria and Melissa Jackson. 

Obituaries for the Badker family 

have been updated on the 

www.experiencegarysd.com web 

site.  On any of our listings under 

Grandview, if there is an * after the 

name and dates, you can then click on 

the name and it will take you to the 

obit. 

Gary Historical Association presents a DVD 

slide show with music of the annual KAMRATH 

CATTLE DRIVE through Gary, SD. A collabora-

tion of photos through the years.  This DVD was 

produced by Joyce Meyer of Joyce Meyer Pho-

tography - RJMeyerart.  $10 Gary Historical do-

nation plus $2.50 for postage.  You can send your 

check to Gary Historical Assoc., P.O. Box 83, 

Gary, SD  57237 

The Cattle have been sold, but. . . Here’s your change 

to relive the “Rawhide” life style with your children and 

grandchildren. . . 

Would you like some 

special 

 recognition?  
See the bottom of 

page  9. . . 

http://www.experiencegarysd.com/
https://www.facebook.com/pages/Joyce-Meyer-Photography-RJMeyerart/130448353652731
https://www.facebook.com/pages/Joyce-Meyer-Photography-RJMeyerart/130448353652731


     The Modocs had spent an entire winter outside, living in uncomfortable lodgings, exposed 

to rain, snow, and cold, uncertain of where food, water and firewood would come from. The 

stress, and the way the Modocs leadership worked, led to split in the ranks. A faction led by 

John Schonchin, soon began to undermine Captain Jack’s authority. Schonchin and his fol-

lowers believed if they killed the peace commissioners, the army would leave the area, and 

leave them alone forever. Because negotiations had stalled, Schonchin’s faction was con-

vinced that Captain Jack acted weakly. At a council meeting, Schonchin John and his follow-

ers dressed Jack in women’s clothes, shaming him in the process, saying, “You’re a woman, 

a fish-hearted woman. You are not a Modoc. We disown you.” Jack resisted, until the schism 

reached a point where he had to choose between killing the peace commissioners or losing 

his position as chief. “Why do you want to force me to do a coward’s act?” Jack asked his 

antagonists. “I will kill Canby, although I know it will cost me my life and all the lives of my 

people….” 

     An April 11 meeting was planned to bring all the major players for the Modocs and the government together. 

The peace commission consisted of Meacham, General Canby, Reverend Eleazar Thomas, a California minister 

the Modocs called the Sunday Doctor, and L. S. Dyer, an Indian agent. Winema, Captain Jack’s cousin, and her 

husband Frank Riddle were acting as interpreters. 

     In the days leading up to the meeting, a Modoc warrior called Weium, or William Faithfull, warned Winema 

that Captain Jack and the other Modocs planned on murder. Winema told Reverend Thomas, who foolishly didn’t 

believe her and confronted the Modocs. “Why do you want to kill us?” he asked Bogus Charley and Boston Char-

ley, not believing they would dare attack. As might be expected, the two Charleys denied wanting to kill anyone, 

and when Canby heard of the threats, he also seemed unconcerned, saying that his troops commanded the situa-

tion. “The little handful of Modocs dare not do that—kill us in the presence of a thousand men. They cannot do 

it.” Frank Riddle, Winema’s husband, saw things differently: “Gentlemen, I have known these Modocs for a long 

time…. If you men go tomorrow to meet them Modocs you will never see the sun rise again in this world.” Con-

fident of their positions, the peace commission walked to the peace tent the next day. 

     The morning of April 11 dawned brisk but clear when the two parties met. Canby told Jack the government 

would not be able to meet any of his demands, and 

the atmosphere in the meeting turned dark. With the 

command “Ut wvih kutt” (let’s do it), the Modocs 

turned hidden weapons on the peace commissioners. 

Jack pulled a pistol and aimed it at Canby and 

pulled the trigger. The first shot misfired with an 

ominous click, but the second bullet hit Canby under 

the right eye, wounding but not killing him. Canby 

started to run when he either tripped or fell down 

and Bogus Charley slit his throat. 

     Boston Charley shot and killed Reverend Tho-

mas, and Schonchin John shot Meacham in the head 

about the same instant as Canby and Thomas were 

shot, wounding but not killing him. When Jack’s 

pistol misfired, Dyer and Frank Riddle started run-

ning in opposite directions. Both managed to escape. Meanwhile, Winema, jumped in front of Meacham, con-

vincing Schonchin John and Shacknasty Jim that he was already dead, saving his life. Boston Charley tried to 

scalp Meacham, which was difficult, as Meacham would later share, because it’s hard to scalp a bald man, espe-

cially with a dull knife. 

     “Soldiers! Soldiers!” Winema shouted, further distracting the Modocs away from Meacham. In the aftermath, 

the Modocs stripped the clothing and uniforms from the dead (and unconscious) commissioners. Capt. Jack took  

Captain Jack 

The Warrior and the General: Captain Jack and General Canby      Story by E.C. Jones 

Continued from June 2012 
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Canby’s uniform and the others divided the rest of the clothing. “I know I will be killed,” Jack said to Winema, 

“but when I fall there will be soldiers under me.” With these words, Jack and the Modocs returned to the strong-

hold and waited for the soldiers to leave. And they waited in vain. 

     The Army attacked the Modoc stronghold in the Lava Beds a second time on April 15, four days after the 

murders, an attack the natives easily withstood. A couple weeks later, The Modocs ambushed a reconnaissance 

patrol at Sand Butte, killing eighteen and wounding twenty, causing Canby’s replacement at the Department of 

the Columbia, General Jeff C. Davis, to relieve Colonel Gillem and take command of the troops himself. 

     Luck would turn on the Modocs when, in early May, they attacked an encampment at Dry Lake. Ellen’s Man 

and four other warriors died, and the deaths caused the remaining Modocs to part ways. Bogus Charley, Boston 

Charley, Curley Headed Doctor, Shacknasty Jim, Hooker Jim and others went west, hoping to surrender. Captain 

Jack, John Schonchin, and a few others moved to the east. 

     In an ironic twist, after they surrendered, Scarface Charley, Hooker Jim, and Bogus Charley—men who Cap-

tain Jack protected—were given immunity by the army if they agreed to work as scouts, which they accepted, and 

they eagerly pursued Captain Jack into Langell’s Valley in upper stretches of the Lost River. Captain Jack even-

tually surrendered on June 1st, 1873. “Jack’s legs gave out,” he said, still wearing the tattered remains of Canby’s 

uniform and sitting down. 

     Captain Jack, John Schonchin, Boston Charley, and three others were tried in a military court at Fort Klamath 

for the murders of General Canby and Reverend Thomas, and for the murdered settlers killed in Lost River. Four, 

including Captain Jack, were convicted and hung for their roles in the murders; two others were sent to Alcatraz 

for life. The government relocated the rest of the Modocs who participated in the war to Quapaw, Indian Terri-

tory, Oklahoma. They wouldn’t be allowed to return until 1909. 

     The actions and personalities of the two leaders in the Modoc War gave a preview of things to happen. Three 

years after Jack surrendered, another celebrated Civil War officer led his cavalry troopers into a force of Chey-

enne and Lakota warriors many times greater in number and in firepower. George Armstrong Custer, whose per-

manent rank was Lieutenant Colonel, like Canby, didn’t believe a group 

of undisciplined “savages” would attack his well-disciplined soldiers. 

The massacre that followed at Little Big Horn set the Indian Wars into 

full swing. Custer’s overconfidence is eerily reminiscent of Canby’s mis-

guided faith in numbers at the Lava Beds. 

     Other native leaders would meet tragic ends. Like Captain Jack, Crazy 

Horse, then Sitting Bull would be betrayed and murdered by their own 

people, reminding one of Hooker Jim’s betrayal of Captain Jack. After 

much bloodshed, the Indian Wars would finally came to a close in 1890 

when a young Lakota warrior, like Scarfaced Charley, didn’t want to give 

up his rifle, a rifle he had legally bought and paid for. A skirmish broke 

out at a place called Wounded Knee, leading to a horrific massacre and a 

defeated people. While the Indian wars didn’t start at the white cross 

planted next to the Lava Beds, Canby’s Cross stands as a bitter monu-

ment to the two great men who became casualties in the war, and to all—

Indian or white, who died in any of these battles. 

     This is the story behind our town’s namesake. I hope you have enjoyed 

reading it. Joyce Baer 
General Canby 



JOHN STANLEY 
Excerpt from an Autobiography of Mr. John Stanley 
The following is a contribution from Diane Bartels Doyle. This information was given to her from the grandson of 
John Stanley. Mr. Stanley was the editor of the Gary Inter State in the time frame of 1883. [Continuation from 
May issue]. 
 

Pioneering Along Railroad 
 
     Incidentally, Mr. Bowman had been pioneering along the railroad as it built westward-locating set-
tlers, dealing in real estate, etc. The next year he moved on ahead of the railroad to the Jim river valley, 
to what developed into Spink county, where he established the town of Ashton. Later when the railroad 
reached the Jim river valley it missed Ashton and started the town of Redfield several miles away. A 
contest of course was on at once for the location of the county seat. The railroad won and Ashton re-
mained just an ordinary prairie town without a railroad. But Sam Bowman was not a man to be downed, 
even though sometimes he did not win. He later became state commissioner of school and public 
lands, and for several years, both before and after his election to that office, he was connected with it in 
an official capacity and selected a large portion of the school and state lands west of the Missouri river, 
including thousands of acres in Fall River county, (to which we had moved), that came into the hands 
of that department as a grant from the government. 
     Our train moved on west from Canby and about ten o’clock that night reached Gary. Never were 
there two happier boys-greeted at the station as we were by all of the family. After a quiet night's rest in 
a real bed, Will and I were up with the sun, delighted to see such a pretty valley through which flowed 
Lac Qui Parle creek bordered by a considerable growth of elm, oak and cottonwood trees whose 
leaves were being beautifully tinted by autumn frost. We had not expected to see much of a town, and 
were not disappointed, but it was growing, a new schoolhouse being built, and a spirit of hope and en-
thusiasm was prevalent. My elder sister was chosen as one of the teachers and all of us children of 
school age attended-for the time being in the upper part of a store building, there being only two de-
partments. It seemed very much like a demotion for us youngsters coming from the fine schools for 
which Wisconsin was always famous. 
 

Making New Home and Farm 
 
     The winter passed quickly, and to our surprise was a very mild, pleasant one. As spring approached 
I became uneasy to get out and do something on our homestead. Father had been planning that the 
first thing needed was a well, for it was two miles to the nearest water. Finally along in March he said 
he had arranged with an experienced well digger to do the job. I was delighted, but father thought I 
should continue at school. After several days discussion I prevailed upon him to let me help. After a 
hole had been dug as deep as a man could throw the dirt out, I was as signed the job of handling the 
windlass. The well was to be four feet square and to be curbed with lumber all the way down. We had 
two good-sized buckets and while the well digger was filling one at the bottom I was engaged in pulling 
another up to dump. That process went on day after day, hauling out dirt, bucket after bucket, fre-
quently sending it down loaded with curbing. We soon found out that winter was not over and the tem-
perature some days got down below zero, which with an occasional thirty or forty mile breeze over the 
prairie was not very inviting for the boy on the surface. We drove out from town two miles to the work 
every morning, took our dinner and kept it from freezing solid by tying our dinner pail to a rope and let-
ting it part way into the well. After several days, when the well had reached a depth of twenty or twenty-
five feet we began to hope that we might strike water, as others had done in some localities-but no well 
had yet been dug with in several miles of this place and we had nothing to base our hopes upon ex-
cepting the wisdom of this professed "water witch", who was doing the digging. He had not given much 
encouragement under forty feet, but, like old prospectors for precious minerals, he was sure he was on 
the right lead and would make the hoped-for "strike" soon. Every time he sank his shovel I hoped for a 
streak of water to gurgle up. After carrying on for a couple of weeks or more the man at the bottom 
gave his first real encouraging out-burst, declaring “that shovel-full looks more like it”. I noticed that he 
then seemed to be digging just a fair-sized posthole, moving faster. Suddenly as he sank his shovel 
again I could see from my elevation of about fifty feet a silvery spot while at that moment the old well 
digger yelled out, “Eureka." We had hit the vein. Within a few days we completed a well of fine water, 
curbed all the way down and were ready for carrying out the plans for the buildings-the first farm home 
within a radius of three or four miles in the region south of the town of Gary. Many others in that newly 
settling region had been anxiously waiting the outcome of a well on the Stanley homestead. 

First Family on Prairie, 1879 
 
I had hauled a small load of lumber from town daily while digging the well. A 16x24 house, two stories 
high, with a kitchen addition, was built, besides a small stable and the Stanley's established their 
homestead residence in Dakota Territory in April, 1879-the first family to settle on the prairie between  



Gary and Cobb's creek, which was four miles south of town. Moving expenses, with a large family, had 
reduced our cash on hand and plastering the house was postponed until after harvest, hoping for a 
good yield and a good price for wheat, which was being planted on sod broken the year before. There 
had not been very severe windstorms thus far, although they were naturally expected on the prairie at 
that season of the year. However, it was not long before the wind came, on a memorable Sunday 
morning the latter part of April 40 to 50 mile gale hit the plains, at first only slightly shaking the house.  
As the day progressed so did the wind, until about two o’clock in the afternoon, when it was decided 
best to vacate the house. The situation seemed ominous; not much conversation was indulged in-the 
whole family looking serious. Father and we two boys went out and among some lumber found a few 
2x4's and 4x4's which were placed as braces from the ground against the side of the house. We had 
observed that the yet unused house was swaying two or three inches with every strong gust of 'wind, 
but our braces seemed to steady the building-and our nerves. But the manner in which the house con-
tinued to creak and shake finally drove us all out. Mother had gathered a roll of blankets and some can-
vas, prepared a lunch, and we went for a "picnic"-as we children felt. Like a parade of Indians with their 
belongings on their backs, the family proceeded with difficulty, to a nearby ravine. There we remained 
for three or four hours, with a hurricane wind howling furiously all the while, we not knowing whether 
our home and belongings were being scattered or not. Toward evening the wind began to subside, and 
finally its angry blasts ceased and we were permitted to go home, where, somewhat to our surprise, 
everything was intact, unharmed. 
 

Planting Groves on the Prairies 
 
     It was an unforgettable day, a lesson that impressed the settlers with the importance of planting 
trees, and why the government had enacted what was called the "tree-claim act"-which permitted all 
citizens to acquire 160 acres of government land by planting ten acres of trees, cultivating and properly 
caring for them for a period of five years. They had to be planted in rows four feet apart. Within a few 
years (and those were favorable seasons, with plenty of moisture) that broad expanse of Dakota prairie 
was dotted with groves four and five feet high-although there were many poorly planted and badly 
cared for-like the crops planted by many at that time. 
     On father's tree claim, the second year after the sod had been broken, we planted one-year-old 
seedling trees from our own nursery, consisting of walnut, butternut, elm and ash. They were tiny 
things, but healthy, six or eight inches high, and were planted by sticking a sharp pointed rod of iron 
about one inch in diameter into the ground, making a hole into which the roots of the little trees were 
sunk a few inches, pressing the soil about them with the foot. Thus our ten acres were carefully 
planted, a tedious job for we children in our teens. Between each row of trees a row of corn was 
planted and the lot was faithfully cultivated one way, growing a good crop of corn, the trees also grow-
ing marvelously, reaching a height of two feet the first year, nearly every tree living. 
     Those trees continued to thrive for the five years, when "final proof" was made and the government 
gave its deed to the 160 acres. The Stanley tree claim, before I left the place after living there eight 
years, was rather a conspicuous spot in that prairie region. During that first year (1879) on the 
(homestead) farm additional acres of native sod were turned over and planted to crops, wheat, oats, 
barley, corn and flax, most of which proved profitable. However, in those early days of cultivating the 
native soil corn did not do very well-the pioneers concluding that "way out there" it was too cold for suc-
cessfully growing corn. However, that notion was wrong, for later it proved to be a profitable crop to 
raise. 
 

Dakota's Mild Winters 
 
     The following winter, like the previous one, (our first in Dakota) was, fortunately, also mild and open, 
with very little snow, four of us children drove from the farm into Gary each morning to attend school, 
being accompanied by father, who had an office for his medical practice. We were conveyed in a horse
-drawn lumber wagon, the box filled with straw, with plenty of robes and blankets. It proved to be rather 
a hard grind day after day to do the chores, get the team ready, drive two miles to reach school by nine 
o'clock, care for the stock, do the milking and other chores. Such was the routine until spring work 
(1880) demanded attention of myself as well as the team, "Prince and Charley." 
More in the September issue]. 

 
 
 
 

 

 
 



WHEN THE JIG IS UP . . . 
Remember when you were a kid and if you lived on a 

farm like these three (mine) you had imaginations and you 

could make a great toy out of just about anything?   

 

Well sometimes you get in trouble with that attitude.   

 

Each night I bathe these three and there is actual grit/sand/

corn screenings/mud or whatever else you can imagine in 

the bottom of the tub. 

 

In this particular picture they snuck down in the bunk and 

got into corn screenings.  At first I thought this was some 

pig feed, but Ron filled the big feeder so... 

 

this.kind.of.thing.wouldn't.happen. 
 

As you can see, they're all white, Maggie on the left is laughing because that's what she does when she gets in 

trouble (yikes), Levi is crying because he's full of drama (yikes again), and Jessica well, she was just along for 

the heck of it (see Farmgirl's hair turn gray). 

 

My favorite dirty memory as a kid? Having to screen the cat poop out of our gravel pile with old window screens 

each morning before my brother and I could play in it.  

 

Looking back at the house that I grew up in with five siblings, looked like ones that I paint. 

 

 Abandoned and scary looking. 

 

I also think back at how my parents didn't have running water and when we had to take a bath it sure the heck 

wasn't every night and water had to be hauled in and boiled (and I recall being this dirty a lot!).   

 

I know...I AM only 38.    Those were some hard times back in the 80's when they farmed.  My but 

my grandparents lived in Minneapolis and were very wealthy, so going there was such a treat!  I remember tak-

ing long baths every night and because of this, I still love the smell of yellow Dial soap. 

 

Okay, I went down memory lane and missed the road sign that said "you can stop now". 

 

Back to these three.  They were at it again tonight, except they were playing 

"garden" in the huge clay pile and walking through duck poop with bare feet. 

 

"Mom!  Get your kids in the tub!"  As Ron hauls them in one by one with-

out letting them touch the floor and straight to the waiting bath.   

 

Then as I took Jessica's diaper off it was full..................of clay.  

 

Come on, she's a farm kid! 

 

Fairchild Farmgirl 



CANTON -  A branch of the Odd Fellows 

Lodge   

      I, Joyce Keimig, went to the Lodge Hall 

and found the charter for both the Canton 

and LAPM. The Canton Charter is dated 

6/11/1902 with the following as charter 

members. 

      W.F. Gordon, Jidizzs Palznner, W.S. 

Bently, S.J. Forbes, A.M. Wintwort, M.A. 

Kenyon, A.W. Kenyon, A.F. Yonngs, G.C. 

Robinnson, F.E. HarKins, W.I. Noble, A. 

Vandawacka, C. Bradley, Elmer Robinson  

and John W. Collin 

     The Cantons are still active and Bruce 

Kenyon (of Redmond, WA) and his son Mark Kenyon are both members. Bruce would be the Great Grandson of 

A W Kenyon Grandson of Earl Kenyon and son of Harold, so there has been at least 5 generations that have be-

longed. But due to the small membership Gary. Canton #1 joined with Watertown # 24 I am sure there were a lot 

of other members too. I think Perry Heaton Sr., Frank Kelsey. possibly Jud Kenyon but I can't seem to locate any 

history.  

The above information contributed by Joyce Kenyon Keimig of Gary, SD 

Julius Paimer, Wilf. F. Gordon, Albert W. Kenyon, Lester Thomas, Andrew 

Vander Walker, Warren M. Kelsey, Chancey Deutcher, Bert Fales, Judson R. Ken-

yon,, Frank E. Kelsey, John W. Collins, William Noble—Renvillo, SD.  

Taken at Brookings, SD       Sign says Canton Gary NO 1 

  Joyce submitted this correction to her article: 
    I was reading the Gary Interstate last night and  in the story about the Cantons it 
is My Brother Bruce Kenyon from Hayti, South Dakota instead of Bruce from 
Washington, although,  Bruce R. Kenyon belongs to lodge out in  Redmond, Wash-
ington. He belongs to the  Odd Fellows branch not sure if  he is a Canton member so 
maybe you could correct this  in next month’s Interstate  with  my brother Bruce in 
the Cantons that would make the 5th generation belonging.  Thank you  for the 
story.   Joyce 

https://www.facebook.com/pages/Gary-

Historical-Association/77244816036 

  

If you are on Facebook and would like to go to 

our page just click the link above. 

Thanks for liking us. 

https://www.facebook.com/pages/Gary-Historical-Association/77244816036
https://www.facebook.com/pages/Gary-Historical-Association/77244816036


     We are looking for an individual or family that would be willing to donate the funds needed to construct the fire 
room.  This room would be used to store all of the old Gary Interstates and other items.  It is a very important part of 
the museum complex.  This room would probably be a poured concrete structure, so would be fire proof, tornado proof 
etc.  The individual or family that would be willing to donate the cost of this room would have their name affixed to the 
structure on the inside and out.  The approximate cost of this room is $2500 to $3000.   
     We would also like to let you know that we are exempt under section 501(C)(3) of the Internal Revenue code.  This 
would be found under FIN  #46-0426214. Furthermore, we would like to let you know that we are also classified as a 
public charity under sections 509(a)(1) and 170(b)(1)(A)(vi) of the Internal Revenue Code.  We are therefore qualified 
to receive tax deductible bequests, devises, transfers or gifts under section 2055, 2106 or 2522 of the Internal Reve-
nue code. 
Thank you for your consideration.  

     Have you had a chance to get your personal HISTORY tour of the former SD School for the Blind located 

at the Buffalo Ridge Resort? The story starts in the 1870's and leads up to the present. Those that have been 

on the tour most always come back to hear updated versions and bring others to hear the story as well. We 

would like to suggest that you call the Herrick Hotel lobby at 605-272-7777 to set up your tour today. There 

is no charge for the tour but tips or gratuities are appreciated. If you would like to eat at the Rock Room while 

you are here, please let them know in advance. It will be an enjoyable and fun time. 
  



TAKE TIME OUT TO LIVE 

 
I went to church the other morn 
On a glorious Sabbath day, 
And listened to the preacher’s prayer 
And what he had to say. 
 
“Take time out to live,” he said 
And offer up a prayer, 
And thank the Lord for all He’s done 
And also for His care. 
 
Thank Him for the birds and bees 
And for the trees and flowers, 
And for the sun and bladed grass 
And for the needed showers. 
 
Thank your banker for his help 
When everything goes wrong, 
And thank the merchant at your store 
When her totes your bills along. 
 
Thank your doctor for the care 
He gives your loved ones dear, 
For he is always willing 
And be glad he lives so near. 
 
Be glad you have a family 
To love and care for you, 
For loneliness is a heartache  
When you have no one so true. 
 
Drive careful on the highway, 
Cut down the excess speed, 
Not be a victim of any accident 
For that there is no need. 
 
So thank your Heavenly Father 
For He has so much to give, 
Love the things around you, 
And take time out to live. 
 

Marietta Thomas 


