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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 wonôt 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 donôt give a rip. 
 
His life isnôt 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 didnôt 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 ð 
  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 ð 
  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 ð 
     Henryôs Model ñTò, ñAò, and ñV/8ò, 
  Very seldom did stall, 
     Which shows mailmen liked the ñFordsò best of all. 
 
  Come spring, their routes will be rough, 
      But no more ñTin Lizziesò 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. Peterô 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. Peterôs 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. Peterôs 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. Peterôs 

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 1920ôs and early 

1930ôs. 

 

     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 30ôs, 

we couldnôt 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 Jesus½ 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.  
 

  ºAll my love Mom» it said, on this  
Special Valentine,  

               I½ll 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. Letôs all be there. 
    ~Thursday, October 9, 1952 

The 
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                  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.  


