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The Mailman and His Ford Comes Through 
(Dedicated to the Mailman) by Editor D. E. Finsand, Toronto, SD 

 
Did you stand at the window with a laugh and a frown 
   When your mailman  
Was struck and snowbound? 
   Where a shovel and a pail of sand could of helped  
       Uncle Sam,  
But there are some who will never understand. 
 
He goes on his route  
   With his Ford every morn,  
And knows most will not shout  
   When a lot of roads are up torn.  
 
You wonderful box holders help make a path,  
   So that expected letter  
Will make it back;  
   As then you loved ones faces in Vietnam will glitter, 
When they receive that most loved letter. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Most all patrons are helpful and true 
Who are glad to tell him, 
Mr. Mailman, you won‟t get through! 
I will take the mail for  neighbor Jim, 
As I know it is important to him. 
 
The help on these snow drifted miles save your  
   mailman 
   From that dreadful trip; 
Even if there might be one be one  
   Who just don‟t give a rip. 
 
His life isn‟t pleasant, 
     Delivering mail in those stormy days, 
  We all still like the mailman and his many kind way, 
     As you know the mailmen in times drives in fog and  
  haze 
 
 

     Knowing it would put many of us in a daze. 
     

  There are times people do gripe 
     Being packages didn‟t get there, 
  When contents were too ripe, 
    Only to find out there was no such address here. 
 
  The many snow drifts 
     His Ford did hit, 
  Sprung the radiator and hose 
     Which steered him in the ditch. 
 
  The water squirted everywhere, 
     The could of made him swear — 
  Oh thanks to the assistant with that helping hand 
     Who got him out the rutted land. 
 
  The snow banks are so high 
     Some wonder if they will touch the sky — 
  Your mailman with his Ford tries to plow snow in   
high, 
     Even if his transmission goes out at his try. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  Those early days mailmen recall — 
     Henry‟s Model “T”, “A”, and “V/8”, 
  Very seldom did stall, 
     Which shows mailmen liked the “Fords” best of all. 
 
  Come spring, their routes will be rough, 
      But no more “Tin Lizzies” on the road, 
  Which could of made it through rutted roads and    
bluffs. 
  More power, luck and success to these mailmen who 
      Continue to carry this load. 

[reprinted from Historical Collections Deuel Cty Vol. 2] 

  



Birk Funeral Home  

Nora Elizabeth Grabow  
(June 19, 1939 - January 14, 2012)  
     Nora Grabow, age 72, of Canby, 

 passed away Saturday, January 14, 

 2012 at her home after a courageous 

 battle with cancer.  

     Mass of Christian Burial will be 1:00pm on Thurs-

day, January 19, 2012 at St. Peter‟ s Catholic Church 

in Gary, SD with Father Kenneth Koster as the Cele-

brant. Visitation will be from 5-8 pm on Wednesday 

at St. Peter‟s Catholic Church with a prayer service at 

6 pm and the Rosary at 8 pm. Visitation will continue 

from 12-1pm on Thursday at the church. Memorials 

are preferred to St. Peter‟s Catholic Church Altar So-

ciety.       

     Nora Elizabeth Grabow was born June 19, 1939, 

the sixth child of John & Margaret (Talty) Dailey on 

a farm in Manfred Township, Lac qui Parle County, 

MN. The family later moved to a homestead near 

Tunnerville, South Dakota. She graduated from Clear 

Lake High School, Clear Lake, SD on May 26, 1957. 

Nora married Don Grabow on June 22, 1957. They 

lived on acreage near Altamont, SD for 12 years and 

had six children. In 1970, they moved to a farm near 

Gary, SD. She was an active member of St. Peter‟s 

Catholic Church and Altar Society. Her interests in-

cluded fishing, hunting, gardening, knitting, crochet-

ing, time at the lake cabin, and spending time with 

family and friends.      

     She is survived by her husband, Don of 54 years; 

four children, Marty (Mary Anne) Grabow of Canby, 

Neal (Joni) Grabow of Silver City, IA, Norilee 

(Tony) Schmidt of Sioux Falls, SD and Jay Grabow 

of Gary, SD; two daughters-in-law; 17 grandchildren 

and five great grandchildren.      Nora was preceded 

in death by two sons, David and Patrick; her parents, 

John & Margaret Dailey; one brother, Tom Dailey 

and one sister, Kay Kallhoff.  

Blessed be her memory.  

 

 

Birk Funeral Home  

Robert Schaefer  
Robert Schaefer, age 51, of Canby, passed away 

peacefully at his home on Saturday, Jan. 28, 2012. 

Funeral services will be 1 pm on Saturday Feb. 2, at 

Birk Funeral Home in Canby with Pastor Jeff Cooper 

officiating. Visitation will be one hour prior to the 

service. Burial will be in Grandview Cemetery, Gary, 

SD. 

Blessed be his memory. 

 

By Mrs. Irene Ekern Ferguson 

 

     These are some of the things I re-

member from the late 1920‟s and early 

1930‟s. 

 

     At one time there were 40 pupils in 

our one-room schoolhouse. So we sat 

three in a double desk. 

 

     We had 1 3/4 miles to walk facing 

the cold north winds to school. When 

the weather was real bad, Dad would 

take us in the horse and sleigh, 

wagon, or buggy. The township roads 

were dirt roads at 

that time. The schoolroom would be 

so cold when we got there especially 

when the temperature would go to -

20 or -30 degrees below zero. We 

would sit with our coats, caps, and 

overshoes on around the stove. 

 

     During the dry years of the 30‟s, 

we couldn‟t see the sun for weeks on 

end, and had to wear scarves over our mouths and 

noses. Our eyes felt like they had sand in them. The 

fence lines were full of tumble weeds. 

 

    At first we carried out drinking water in half-gallon 

pails. Later the parents brought us water in cream 

cans. Everyone drank from the same dipper. 

(Imagine that? And they lived! Will wonders never 

cease!) 

 

     It was a treat to bring potatoes to bake on top of 

the stove. We also baked potatoes in the ashes. 

 

     Maria Hollen was Superintendent of Schools and 

we looked forward to her visits. She was a nice jolly 

lady. 

 

     Our annual Christmas programs were exciting 

times of years for us. Basket socials were 

held at least once a year. When the 

girls would prepare a box meal of 

fruit, sandwiches, cakes and cook-

ies, and would decorate it. Then 

they would hope that the right fel-

low would be the highest bidder. 

 

http://www.birkfuneralhome.com/fh/www.birkfuneralhome.com
http://www.birkfuneralhome.com/fh/www.birkfuneralhome.com
http://www.birkfuneralhome.com/fh/www.birkfuneralhome.com


My Valentine 

I found it in my attic dark, while looking thru my souvenirs, 
The ones which bring fond memories back, and so many unshed 

tears. 
 

It lay among the many things, which one keeps thru childhood days, 
The time grows quickly into years, but the memory always stay. 

 
Cards and letters once a prize, from folks so long ago, 

Some long have been in Jesus’ care, where others are I do not know. 
 

Way in the bottom of the box lay this heart of reddish shade, 
It was truly not a work of art, but was one my son had made. 

 
 The paste had oozed far out the edge, which held  

all letters there, 
 The heart was cut in crooked shape, but the  

words were placed with care. 
 

  “All my love Mom” it said, on this  
Special Valentine, 

               I’ll keep it thru the years to  
               come, this message  

              from that son  
             of mine. 

 ~Marietta Thomas 



 

 Last Thursday evening the wheels of the Gary Home-
coming began to turn for the twelfth time. The Jamboree be-
gan with the coronation of the King and Queen followed by a 
bonfire, pep fest, and snake dance. After the snake dance 
lunch was served to all members of the High School. All 
classes had floats as did many of the local businessmen. The 
honor of building the best float was bestowed upon the Jun-
ior class with the fifth and sixth grades winning in the lower 
classes. Caryl Cosgrove was the winner among the business-
men floats. All in all the parade was a great success as was 
the compete homecoming and it promises to be better than 
ever next year. Let‟s all be there. 
    ~Thursday, October 9, 1952 

The 



& 
                  The Old Crystal Palace Dance Hall 

       

        Wagon Shop 

     The building with ramp running up the 

front was built by E. J. Gorton in 1878 for 

a store. He sold it the same year and W. H. 

Donaldson ran a dance hall here until 1883. 

Peachey Bros. bought the building in 1887 

and used it for a wagon shop. Peachey  

built the ramp leading to the upper story  

where they did the wagon painting. The  

picture was taken about 1906.  

     E. J. Gorton built this building in early 1878 and opened a general store. Due to lack of business he sold his 

stock and building and took a homestead up north in Antelope Valley. 

     It was in this building, which became known as the Crystal Palace, that W. H. Donaldson ran a dance hall in 

those first years. Jimmie Donaldson Jr. stated when he was a very small boy that he used to sit outside with his 

mother and listen to the music coming from the dance hall. Their house was located straight south of the Crystal 

Palace, just on the south side of the railroad track. 

     Later there was a feed store located here and after this Peachey Bros. opened a wagon shop. The upper story 

was used for living quarters as was also the upper stories in the building on lots 4 and 5. 

          The first one shows it in the corner or end of the block and the second one shows the actual building 

            The Crystal Palace was in the lower level and the Odd  

       Fellows were in the upper. Crystal Palace leaves and the  

       blacksmith moves in (Stellmacher). Odd fellows build  new  

                  building up on corner at the other end of the block and is s 

       till still there today. The Odd Fellows leave, and a wagon     

         painter moves in upstairs. They built a ramp going up to the 

       second story to do that business.  



Growing Up in Canby  
 

       Bill Wiest was born in Canby, May 23, 1924 to Emil (Rip) and Clara Wiest.  He has a sister, Lorraine, and a 

brother, James.  Among his childhood memories were playing in the park and running through the sprinklers all 

summer long.  Alex Knutson managed the park.  Bill remembers the big checkerboard built into the ground there 

and the large checkers --double for kings and singles for queens --with wire handles.  These were stored at the 

park [now Central Park] in a small building [same location as shelter location now] and the kids could use them 

any time.  The checkers were always there.  At that time there were no vandalism problems.  The checkerboard 

was covered over when the current shelter was built.  

     Uptown Canby had a lot more stores at 

the time he was growing up.  Many cafes 

and grocery stores.  Chris Olson had a large 

double front store where the bank parking 

lot is today.  Also for a short time there were 

two newspapers --the Canby News and the 

Canby Press.  Stores were open both 

Wednesday and Saturday nights and the 

streets were full of people.  There was a big 

watering place for the horses in the area 

which is now our main intersection.  A little 

to the East of the intersection was a hitching 

post for the horses.  

      Bill's dad [Emil (Rip) Wiest] worked at 

the roller mill until it burned down.  [The 

roller mill was located where Doug's Marine 

is today: 122 E 1st ST]   He then went to work for Pelstring-Erickson Creamery located where the recently de-

molished creamery building [located across the street from High School gymnasiums] stood.  Later he went into 

business with Herb Sherlin, creating Canby Produce.  Rip's sons, Bill and Jim Wiest, worked with them running a 

country route, bringing eggs and cream in.  At certain times of the year, they went out to the farm places to catch 

chickens that farmers wanted to sell.  

     Bill remembered the Commercial Hotel which was located on the corner where the Sioux Valley Canby Clinic 

and Hospital [Sanford] is today.  His aunt, Kate Horner, (who was his dad's sister), ran the hotel and employed 

many women to cook and serve many meals and clean the rooms each day.  The  hotel was a half block away 

from The Depot and many trains came through Canby every day.  Many salesmen would get off the train and stay 

overnight at the hotel.   They would play cards and smoke cigars, making the air very smoky.  Sheriff Snortum 

would stop in to make sure everything stayed peaceful.  A man name Clair Thomas would meet the trains and put 

the salesmen baggage on a large cart and bring it over to the sample house located behind the hotel.  The sales-

men would spread their samples out for the local businessmen to look over and place their orders.  Kate Horner 

sold the hotel to Otto Peterson.  The last owner was Hilda Erickson.  Then the hotel was 

torn down to make room for Senior Haven.  

      Most kids didn't have any spending money.  Bill had a daily and Sunday paper route 

for the Minneapolis Tribune and he had about 200 customers.  The Snortum kids, 

Millard kids, and Qualley kids also had paper routes for various other papers.  The pa-

pers were delivered to the post office which was located where the current bank is 

now.  The kids would fill their bike baskets with papers, deliver them, and return for 

more.  

     When Bill went to school, there was a normal training school and the students would 

come over to the high school for teaching experience.  He recalled one Latin teacher who 

probably didn't know more about the subject than the students.  

     Bill also remembered Robert Wadlow, considered a giant in size.  When this man visited Canby, Ed Maertens, 

a very tall person, couldn't reach Mr. Wadlow's head.  When Mr. Wadlow held a glass of pop in his giant hand, it 

looked like a miniature.  
      
 

There was a big 

watering place for 

the horses in the 

area which is now 

our main 

intersection.   

2nd & St. Olaf Avenue North 

Does anyone know approximately the date of this picture?  Notice 

the clock , the streetlights and the pavement!  

How well kept and tidy it appears! 



At that time the American Legion owned the Fairgrounds property.  Dances and roller-skating were both held in 

the Argonne Pavilion in nice weather.  This building was used for many years for [YMC] county fair exhib-

its.  [The original building was torn down & replaced with a new building.]  

    Bill went into the Cities Service station in 1961 and stayed there until he retired in 1998.  Previous to going 

into [business at] the station, he had been in the Army.  Having went in when the 47th Division was activated 

during the Korean Conflict.  He was part of Service Battery, 175 Field Artillery Battalion, a National Guard unit 

in Dawson, MN.  Bill married LaMorne Benner from Gary in 1949, and they have spent most of their married life 

in Canby.  

©William Wiest 2009 

It would be interesting to share more of these “Growing Up in Canby” stories.  If you have some fond 

memories or interesting details of Canby, please call Joyce @ 507.223.5380 or email  

joyce52549@hotmail.com   Pictures would be an added bonus. The pictures will be returned. 

Will You Be My Farmer? 
  

     Isn't everyday Valentines Day if you're with the one you love? 

I know that's a bigger load of poop than Big D could find in the feedlot. He also has never 

told me this, but rather I think I may have said it once or twice to him… 

 

     I know, I know...are you disappointed that I'm not a sentimental lovey-dovey sap? 

I think when you reach a certain age, it should be celebrated but it just isn't. It's not that it isn't important, but life 

gets in the way of things, you get busy. For example, I have a hard time justifying just Big D and I going out for 

supper on a holiday and not taking the kids with us.  

 

     BUT if we go for a romantic dinner, I don't want to bring the kids. 

Does that make any sense? 

            When Ron's uncle Ted was alive he would call us and  

       wish us "Happy Anniversary" we both forget so it was  

       funny at first. One of us would hang up the phone and act  

       like we knew all along, wish it to the other person only for  

       them to say,  

 

       "Ted called didn't he?" 

 

       This year, we hadn't gone out for supper since November  

       and lo and behold we went out two weekends ago and it just 

       happened to be on our anniversary. We didn't realize it until 

       today when we went to a 50 wedding anniversary. 

 

        

 

        



911 St. Olaf Avenue North  

P.O. Box 148 

Canby, Minnesota 

507-223-5505 

www.jims-market.com 

YOU CAN COUNT ON US FOR 

  Quality   Service    Freshness 

SEE...we did do something! 
 

      “One date night in particular makes me laugh. It wasn't Valentines but around the end of March/early April. I 

got a call from Ron and this is how it went... 

 

     “Hi honey, how does date night sound tonight?" 

 

     "Wonderful.”  

 

    “ I've been busy all day and I'm shot.”  

 

     “We could call the sitter and maybe still get her and I'll throw a couple pizzas in for the kids.”  

 

     “Shady Beach, here we come." 

 

     “They have the best fish after all.” 

 

     "Not quite what I had in mind. Lets eat a quick supper at home, get the kids to bed and we can park the ma-

nure spreader under the yard light and we can share a pop while cutting twine string off the beaters with a couple 

sawsalls.  It'll be fun." 

 

     Sadly enough it was.  

 

     Maybe I'm just a country girl with nothing better to do or a cheap date, but it was a good time, even with the 

occasional wet manure splatters in our faces. 

Happy Valentines Day, 
The Semi-Romantic Fairchild Farmgirl  

I live in a semi rural area. 

We recently had a new neighbor call the local 

township administrative office 

To request the removal of the DEER CROSING 

sign on our road. 

The reason: „To many deer are being hit by cars 

out here! 

I don‟t think this is a good place for them to be 

crossing anymore.‟ 

2012 Dues are Due 
               GHA collects a nominal annual dues to help 

cover the operating expenses and the publishing of the 

Gary InterState.  The amount is $10 ($25 for a mailed 

printed copy of the Gary InterState).  A life time dues is 

available for $50.  The GHA participates in many activi-

ties in Gary during the year.  Some of them are: 4th of 

July Celebration, the All-School Reunion, Santa Visit 

at Christmas and other occasions that benefit Gary.  If 

you haven't paid your dues this year, please mail it to 

Gary Historical Association, P O Box 83, Gary, SD 



 

 

 

 

Birthday card greetings may be sent to Eldeen at: 

 108 Orlano Ave. N. 

Canby, MN 56220 

Eldeen Baer 
February 12 

85th85th  

YES, I'M A SENIOR CITIZEN!  
 

I'm the life of the party...even if it lasts until 

 8 p.m. 

I'm very good at opening childproof

 caps...   with a hammer.  

I'm usually interested in going home before I 

 get to where I am going.  

I'm awake many hours before my body allows 

 me to get up.  

I'm smiling all the time because I can't hear a 

 thing you're saying.  

I'm very good at telling stories; over and over 

 and over and over...  

I'm aware that other people's grandchildren 

 are not nearly as cute as mine.  

I'm so cared for --- long term care, eye care, 

 private care, dental care.  

I'm not really grouchy, I just don't like  

 traffic, waiting, crowds, lawyers, loud 

 music, unruly kids, Jenny Craig and Toy

 ota commercials,  barking dogs, politi

 cians and a few other things I can't 

 seem to remember right now.  

I'm sure everything I can't find is in a safe 

 secure place,  somewhere.  

I'm wrinkled, saggy, lumpy, and that's just my 

 left leg.  

I'm having trouble remembering simple words 

 like.......  

I'm beginning to realize that aging is not for 

 wimps.  

I'm sure they are making adults much younger 

 these days, and when did they let kids 

 become policemen?  

I'm wondering, if you're only as old as you 

 feel, how could I be alive at 150?  

And, how can my kids be older than I feel 

 sometimes?  

I'm a walking storeroom of facts.....  I've just 

 lost the key to the storeroom door.  

Yes, I'm a SENIOR CITIZEN and I think I 

 am having the time of my life!  
(sent via email) 

From the Tuesday Edition of  The Clear Lake  

Courier  comes this news item: 
 

Dennis Daugaard, the governor of SD has declared 

January 31, as Mike Ahlers Day in SD. Mike has 

worked for the city of Clear Lake for 35 years and 

tomorrow is his last day. He‟s joining the retirees 

and going to start enjoying life! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Happy Retirement Mike! 

Congratulations! 
 



 

 

 

 

 

By Jack Nichols of Canby, MN 

 

 My favorite story of Gary has been when the lion escaped from the Orten Brothers Circus. I had a „ring 

side‟ seat as I was standing on the bank corner (now Heaton‟s Store) until Mother dragged me into Uncle Wal-

ter‟s drug store. Art Benner skinned out the lion for the circus as they wanted to keep the hide. 

 I remember when they brought in two car loads of wild horses from western SD. I had a ringside seat 

there, too, as I was sitting on the stock yard fence, until my Dad dragged me to safer area. That really was a wild 

west rodeo that lasted for two or three days with wild horses running all over town. 

 Glen Dawson used to fly Santa Claus over Gary in his open cockpit bi-plane and Santa would throw 

candy to the kids. The next year, in order to save money, the Gary Booster Club thought it better to use my twin 

billy goats to pull a makeshift Santa sled that my Dad had made, to pass out candy to the kids. My Dad, Tom 

Nichols, was Santa Claus, Carl Joe Pinard was Mrs. Santa and I was little Santa. One of the kids said, “ how 

come Mrs. Santa and little Santa have beards?” My Dad was quick on the trigger and he said, “it was cold at the 

North Pole that everyone had to wear a beard.” 

 I remember when they drove a lot of starving cattle three miles north of Gary and the county commis-

sioner shot them and they were buried in Hans Ness‟s gravel pit. The better ones were butchered and the meat 

was given to the needy people of Gary. 

 During hunting season I would come home from school at noon hour and grab my .410 and take my po-

lice dog, Gat, and go behind my grandparents house (now Elizabeth Pederson‟s home) and hunt in the willow 

trees (now the park and museum area). One noon we flushed out over a hundred pheasants. They were flying in 

every direction. Hans Hinsvark, who lived across the street, cane out with his gun and dropped two pheasants in 

his back yard without getting off his back steps. Every 4th of July morning at 5 am, Hans would set off a very 

loud explosion that would rock the whole north end of town. 

 One day Sparky Asher and I were playing outside and my Mother started giving us heck for breaking her 

window. She said glass was all over the dining room. Just then Florence Gage came to our rescue and said a bird 

did it. My Mother still thought we did it. Later that day when Mother was taking her Saturday bath, she put on her 

bath robe and came tearing outside saying, “Come quickly —there is a noise coming from behind the bathtub!” 

Sparky and I armed ourselves with a broom. We were able to chase out a pheasant. After chasing it up and down 

the bathroom wall, with feathers flying all over place, we finally caught it, so we had pheasant for Sunday dinner. 

 One night my Grandmother, Lulu Stevens heard a noise on her back porch, but was unable to see any-

thing. The next morning she found a dead horse laying half way up her back steps. It was just skin and bones. 

Lula said the poor thing was hungry and was looking for food on her back porch. 

 I remember when my Mother played the piano for the silent movies in the Garden Theatre (upstairs). 

When Paul Bartels put in talkies, Sparky and I delivered show bills for him in return for free admission to the 

shows. 

 I remember when Bill Lundquist moved the Hoy house from down by the pump house out three miles 

north. He pulled the house with his big Twin Cities gas tractor and is Case Steam engine. 

Just Wonderin’? 
Can you cry under water? 
How important does a person  have to be before they are considered assassinated instead of just murdered? 
Why do have to ‘put your 2 cents in’, but it’s only a ‘penny for your thoughts’? Where is that extra penny going? 
If Jimmy cracks corn and no one cares, why is there a stupid song about him? 
In the professor on Gilligan’s Island can make a radio out of a coconut, why can’t he fix a hole in the boat? 
Why don’t you ever hear father-in-law jokes? 



Gary Historical Association News 
 

Donors have been recently added to the Museum Building Fund   
 The following families have made it to the donor wall: 

Eng, Grabow, Lohr, Peden, Van Steenberg, Limberg, Brevik, and Baer 

To make a donation and place your family name on the Donors Wall, please see below. 

 

Proposed New Historical Museum 

 
     The plan is to build the new museum on the lot owned by GHA 

near the city park (approximately where the previous building was 

located). 

   Our current goal is to build a 40' X 60' building on a concrete 

slab. 

   The objective is to build a structure that will function as a mu-

seum and be an attractive addition to the Gary community. 

   To help us meet these goals, please donate to the Museum  

Building fund. 
 

Donations to GHA Building Fund are tax deductions 

 
 Gifts can be made  to tax-exempt organizations classified as 501(c)(3) charities and shown on your tax 

return as a charitable deduction.  This includes the Gary Historical Association. 

 Disclaimer:  This notification is not intended as tax advice.  Please consult your tax advisor for informa-

tion on your personal tax situation. 
 

 

How to Donate 

 
 We invite you and your family to donate to our museum building fund.  We are a 509(a)(1)  public char-

ity organization, so all donations are deductible under section 170 of the IRS code.  Individuals, families, or-

ganizations and businesses who donate amounts that meet the following guidelines will be recognized on a wall 

of the new museum.  The donation categories are: 

 

 Bronze   $500+ Silver $1000+  Gold $3000+  Diamond $5000+ 

 

 We would appreciate your donation of any amount.  Please use the contribution form below.  Encourage 

your family members, Gary Public School classmates and friends to help the Gary Historical Association 

achieve their goal for a new Historical Museum in Gary. 

---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 

Cut @ dashed line & mail to: Gary Historical Association, PO Box 83, Gary SD 57237 

Museum Donation $____________ 

Name__________________________________________________________________________________ 

Tel #_(            )                -_________  

Address__________________________________________    Email Address__________________________ 

City, State, Zip____________________________________________________________________________ 

Name for Donor board if qualified_____________________________________________________________ 

 

 

Type of Building Planned (not actual new  

museum) 



100% 

0 

26% 
Concrete & Labor 

Building 

Labor for Building 
Some will be volunteer  

Electric & Labor 
Some will be volunteer  

Landscape 

Inside Displays 

Gary All School Reunion will be Sun-

day, July 1, 2012 at the Prairie 
View Golf Club which is located at 

the northeast corner of Lake Coch-

rane.  RSVP if you are planning to 

attend.  The $15 per person brunch 

will be from 11:00 am – 1:00 pm  with 

the meeting at 1:00 p.m.  An after-

noon of visiting in the meeting room 

and on the patio will follow.  There 

may be a golf special offered but 

will follow up on that as plans  

progress. 

Gary Historical Building Fund  

Donor Wall 

$500 Donors: 

 

Jay Grabow 

 

George & Dorothy 

Lohr 

 

Van Steenberg 

Family 

 

R & B Stangeland  

 

R & S Baer 

 

 

 

 

 

$1000 Donors: 

 

 Eng Family 

 

Peden Family 

 

Brevik Family 

 

Lyndon & Kathy 

Limberg 

 

 

     The Gary Historical 
Ass’n still has a number 
of these wonderful 
cookbooks with those 
mouth-watering reci-
pes like Grandma 
used to make... 

Available at:  
Jim’s Market-Canby 
Or from any of the Gary Historical 
Ass’n members 

Per book 

May we have a little time 

to visit with you about a 

donation to the  

Gary Historical  

Building 

 Fund? 

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  

 and the Gary High School Orange Book at http://

experiencegarysd.comgaryschoolorangebook.cfm 

Gary Historical Ass’n is on FaceBook 

Please LIKE us there 

http://www.experiencegarysd.com/
http://experiencegarysd.com/billstonebook.cfm
http://experiencegarysd.com/garyschoolorangebook.cfm
http://experiencegarysd.com/garyschoolorangebook.cfm

