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Be informed of what is going on in your town!
Gary City Council is the first Monday of the month @ 7:30 p.m.
Gary Historical Association Mtg. Sunday, February 7, 1:30 pm @ Fire Hall
Gary Community Club meets the fourth Thursday, 7:30 p.m., Fire Hall meeting room
Gate City Economic meets third Thursday, Fire Hall, 7:00p.m.

Watch for the March issue of the Gary Inter State for information about the
Gold Strike in Gary
DetectiveWork by WashingtonWomen Provides Much Joy in Norway
By Marlene Lien
Sandy Mock of Bellingham, WA is the detective in this saga. Her husband found a Cannon
camera in the parking lot of the Golden Corral in Maysville, WA. He returned to the restaurant
and asked around but no one claimed the camera.
Upon bringing the camera home, his wife, Sandy started looking through the photos to determine
whose camera it might be. The clues were a Ford car with a SD license plate, people signing a
guest book and a group of people standing in front the Gary Historical Association Information
center.
The date on the photo was 7/24/2009. Putting all the information together, Sandy e-mailed the
city of Gary, SD. After the city of Gary,
contacted us, we confirmed that we had
company in Gary that day. Hanard’s brother
and his wife from Texas and his cousin’s wife,
Kari and her sister Helene from Norway. Kari
had already e-mailed us from Norway that she
had lost her camera and wondered if we could
get pictures for her.
After a couple more e-mails, telephone calls
and exchanges of addresses, Kari received her
camera and photos. Sandy took a couple photos
of the Washington area as well of herself and
her husband. Those pictured from left to right
are Paul Lien, Kari Holen, myself, Kari's sister, Helene and Hanard Lien. The Gary Historical
Information Center as well as the South Dakota License plate were keys in finding the owner of
the lost camera.

Upcoming events at Buffalo Ridge Resort
February 7 Super Bowl Party
February 20-21 2010 Coyote Challenge Predator Tournament
February 28 Bridal Fair 12-5 at the Goss Opera House in Watertown
Contact 605-272-7777 for details

Isn’t it fun to see your home town grow!
Check out the web site at www.experiencegarysd.com

Would you like to be one of the first to receive the Gary Interstate?
Just get your email address to us. Those are the first to go out. This
is a free service!
Down Memory Lane
By Bernice Jensen

Bernice will have another memory for you in the March issue.

And here is a memory from Muriel Eng Nicholls:
With the many problems facing children and teenagers growing up in today’s world, my
thoughts go back to the first eighteen years of my life that were spent in Gary. It would take a
book to write about the good and not so good of those years so I decided to reminisce about the
recreational activities available to the children and young people of Gary during the l920's and
1930's.
The population there was a little larger then than it is now. The school taught classes for
the first grade through the twelfth and I made my way through all twelve years participating in
things that were a big part of our lives - basketball games played in the old gymnasium, plays put
on by High School classes in the auditorium upstairs in the school, orchestra and chorus
performances, class picnics, Senior Skip days. For many years I attended Church and Sunday
School and a Sunday night young peoples group, sang in the church choir and even taught a preschool Sunday School class. The State School for the Blind had many programs that we all
attended. There was a movie theater of sorts, upstairs in a building that no longer stands. I
remember seeing a road show performance of "Uncle Tom's Cabin" there before the start of the
movies in Gary. As children, we went to the Saturday afternoon movie which cost a nickel.
There was always a chapter of a serial which always ended in a cliff-hanging situation. It was life
threatening or perilous and so exciting that we couldn't wait for the next installment.
These were things to do that were offered by the community which we enjoyed and took for
granted.
If nothing organized was scheduled we could always find something fun to do on our

own. After dinner (and after doing dishes, at our house) most of us had the run of the town, as
long as we headed home when the nine-o-clock curfew rang. It was a carefree kid-life that
probably doesn't exist many places today. Sometimes we roller-skated from the top of the Hill by
the water tower, past the jail, over the railroad tracks, through Town, as we called the business
district, all the way to the Blind School, where the sidewalks were smooth and the skating good.
Other times we rode bikes if we had one to ride (our family had one shared by all of as) and we
could go from one end of town to another many times before time to go home. Run Sheep Run
was a favorite game to play in the evening. It required enough kids to form two teams. Once set
up and started, it was never over before nine-o-clock, but we still went home when the curfew
sounded.
Lake Elsie was an artificial lake constructed by damming the creek that ran through the
town. It was built during the depression and I’m sure it was a WPA project. It was a lovely little
lake with an island that had a log bridge leading to it. It was very shallow everywhere except at
the dam end, so many of us learned to dog paddle on our own before venturing into the deeper
water. There were no dressing rooms so one of us stood on guard, while the others squatted
down below the edge of the band stand to get into our swim suits, and back into our clothes after
our swim. In the winter, a warming hut sat on the ice with a pot bellied stove staving off the cold.
A man, again someone probably paid by the government, kept the fire going and helped us with
our skates. At first, we all had skates that clamped onto our shoes. I guess I was 12 or 13 years
old when I got my first pair of shoe skates by selling three subscriptions to the Saturday Evening
Post. And again, when the curfew rang, we took off our skates and headed for home.
At home, we never missed the daily episode of Jack Armstrong, the “A1l American Boy”
and we waited to hear what popular songs made the Hit Parade on Saturday night. On cold
winter nights we read library books or the National Geographic or played cards, or my brothers
made airplanes from carefully cut balsa wood and I cut out paper dolls from the Sears Roebuck
catalogue. One of my brothers built a short wave radio set-up in the cellar and communicated
with friends near and far.
My mother taught me to sew at an early age, a pastime that I enjoy to this day.
On Sundays, after the noon meal, my Dad often took us for a hike in the gulch. Gary was so
blessed to have that beautiful place to enjoy. The little creek provided a waterway on which to
have boat races – the boats being little pieces of wood or small sticks. We always stopped at the
spring that came out of a hillside, catching the water with our hands for a cool drink. Farther
into the gulch was a large rock which we called Elephant Rock. It seemed very big to small
children when they climbed to the top to survey the domain. Nearby was a plateau, large enough
for a baseball game or a picnic. Sadly, the gulch is not as accessible to today’s children. I
understand that cattle are now allowed to graze as they did when I was young and that there is a
path along the creek.
In the summer, we could always find a stone that would mark out a hop-scotch on the
sidewalk and we would test our skill in that game. Most of us had a small bag of marbles and if
we felt lucky, we might play with someone for “keeps”. Jacks was another pastime and playing
with a yoyo – both requiring practice to become proficient. We made stilts to walk on and tried
many tricks on a trapeze. One of my brothers made skis, which were used by all of us in the
winter, and we had a sled to enjoy on the many hills around town.
I think it was quite unusual for a town the size of Gary to have a golf course. Dad helped
get it started and we all tried our hand at that great game – all using the same set of clubs. The
nine-hole course is still there and still has sand greens that must be swept after each use.

During the years that I lived in Gary, there wasn’t much money for things beyond the
necessities, but we made do with what we had, kept busy and didn’t feel particularly deprived. I
look back on those days with fond memories. I think that the happy, healthy childhood that we
spent in that nice little town was a good basis for the productive, decent lives we live today.

Do you remember back to 1958:

School bus drivers are Harvey Nelson, Emil Van Steenberg and Ted Potthoff

www.experiencegarysd.com

Check out the business cards in the Gary InterState. These
businesses are helping make sure you get the copy your reading.

Spring Dreams
Yesterday when the mailman came, he brought bills and circulars galore
But a certain catalogue he brought, which we flower lovers adore.
It was a catalogue of spring, with many pictures bright and gay,
Which really gets your spirits up, with patience wait that spring time day.
Flowers of every kind you know , and some which are a stranger, too,
There’s red and yellow, green and pink, some purple, lavender and blue.
There’s vegetables which look so nice, so real and good enough to eat,
To raise them like in catalogues would really be a triumph feat.
Why do we love to dream of spring? When everything is brown and bare,
The frost is in the ground so deep, and ice and snow are everywhere.
The trees sway naked in the breeze, the wind from northern landscape blow,
The birds and rabbits gather seeds and leave their tracks within the snow.
It’s joy to have those dreams of spring, and plan of raising flowers once more,
To dig the soil in Mother Earth, and raise our gardens as before.

……Marietta Thomas

Start taking pictures!
The Gary Historical Association has decided to add another event to the July celebration this
year. They will be sponsoring a “Photo Competition”. Start taking pictures that you think you
would like to enter. The rules of the competition are listed below.

PHOTO COMPETITION
Photos will be 8” X 10”
Two Divisions: Professional and Amateur
Age groups 14 and under, 15 and older
One entry per person per category,
$5 per entry
Categories:
Landscape, Portrait (which can be children, grandparents, etc)
Animals (which can include pets or wildlife)
Black and White
Journalistic (recording every day activities in journalist fashion)
Ribbons for winner of each division, Ribbon for best of show
Subject to change

Have you checked out the Gary website recently? There are a lot of new entries
there, especially under the local arts tab. Just go to www.experiencegarysd.com
In Retrospect
by Buck Asher (taken from a past issue)
Memories of the “Old Opera House” are not soon forgotten. Looking at the crumbling old
building today it is difficult to conceive what she looked like in her days of glory. I was very
happy to find any old, old photograph made by Humbert Studios of Gary, SD of the building in
her more youthful days. The date of the picture is not verifiable but it was possibly made shortly
after its construction in 1908. Using the details shown, of two horse drawn carriages parked in
front of the building and the lettering on the windows of the bottom story are helpful.

The letter on the awning reads The Garry Telephone Company; Post Office; and “General Store.
A sign on one side advertises a display of ladies hats.
A picture post card of that era shows eleven local people in costume. It was evidently a home
talent entertainment presented by them. The only one recognizable to me is Uncle Art Bartels.
On the card is written “In Kentucky” March 27, 1908, and this performance took place in the old
“Opera House.”
Among my favorite memories of the entertainment offered were silent movies. Later in the early
thirties talking pictures were shown. The first were sound on disc. Records were played on a
separate machine and the film was run on another. It was difficult to keep the two machines in
perfect synchronization. Humorous happenings would occur such as the sound of a gun shot
long after the gun was fired. Later sound on film was invented and perfect timing was achieved.
Yet another great memory from our historic town.
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July 10. 1891 Gary Interstate
Donated by Eldeen Baer
A dreadful accident occurred Saturday during the races, by which a number of persons
were very seriously injured. The grand stand was crowded with persons watching the racing
when suddenly and without warning the floor gave way, precipitating 35 persons to the ground.
As soon as the broken lumber could be cleared away, it was discovered that Capt. A. Harkins,
S.N. Gray, W.H. Rowe and C. Hanson were the persons most seriously hurt.
October 2, 1891: Certificate of Organization. The name of said corporation is “The
Exchange Bank of Gary”. Forming the association are A.L. Houghton, Ashley L Houghton and
Lottie M. Houghton and others.
September 18, 1891: A.D. Ringsrud, Secretary of State. There are immense fields of
peat contiguous to Gary, which have never been developed further than to learn of its superior
quality and vast quantity, and in as much as peat is a cheap fuel, would be important factor in
almost any manufacturing enterprise. Would it not be well to look over the peat fields of Deuel
Co. with a view to opening them up for the manufacture of a cheap fuel?
For the past week over one thousand dollars per day has been paid out for wheat.
April 1892: Died; March 31 – Emma Grace Donaldson, and on April 1st Mrs. Emma
Donaldson, wife of James Donaldson and mother of Emma Grace. In the death of Mrs.
Donaldson and her daughter Emma Grace, is one of the saddest events that has ever happened in
Gary. Grace was a beautiful little girl of five summers, being born Aug. 29, 1884, the only
solace and pride of a devoting mother. It was more than the prior mother could bear to see her
little darling die and not being able to soothe her pains in her dying hour. Mrs. Donaldson was
prostrated on a bed of sickness at the time, and the shock was too much. The next morning after
the death of Grace, upon inquiry as to Mrs. Donaldson’s situation, we were informed that she too
was dead. Mrs. Donaldson was just in the pride of Womanhood, being 28 years old, an
affectionate wife and a devoting mother. She left a husband and one son stricken down in grief
who have the sympathy of the entire community.

We found this beautiful winter poem and thought it might be a comfort to you. It was sent to us
by a good friend and is very well written. I hope you enjoy it too.

"WINTER"
by Abigail Elizabeth McIntyre

Crap It's Cold
The End
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