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“Memory Gems”
Clear Lake is the direct descendent of a little store and post office which stood
directly across the road from the Atyeo farm east of Clear Lake. All that marks it now are
a few of the stone foundations which are still there. In 1878, P. J. Umbright homesteaded
here and built a store and post office about 1880. He called the place Deuel Center. It
was directly on the stage route from Gary, which went to Deuel Center, and then to
Arnold & Eldeen Baer
Togstad Post Office in the Hidewood and then south to Brookings. (Clear Lake Courier,
75th ed. 1959, complied by N. A. Dobie).
An Astorian expedition passed through present day South Dakota, in 1811. (South Dakota Names, Cities, and
Towns, 1973).
Astoria, named for Astoria, Oregon, which in turn was named in honor of John Jacob Astor of New York,
whose Astorian Expedition in 1811 passed through the present South Dakota. (South Dakota Geo. N. 1973).
Various tribes in this area, were nomadic, lived in tents and moved about from place to place. Remains of
early campground are evident in Herrick and Glenwood Townships. They liked to travel from one body of water
to another so they could get fish and game for themselves and their horses and dogs. Often followed along
ridges, to keep an eye out for games as well as other parties of Indians. Indian Lookout, west of Gary, was often
used for this purpose. The Sisseton Indians often camped in the Gary Woods, enroute to Pipestone, Minnesota.
In 1934 when Clear Lake and Round Lake, near the town of Clear Lake were dry, two boys, the sons of John
Weber, were doing some exploring in the dry Round Lake basin, they came across a large boulder and thought
they saw on its surface, some kind of markings. The message stated, “Trapper Jim, Lake dry, 1854”. Folks still
living in Deuel County recall that the Lake was dry again 40 years later, in 1894, and again in 1934. Was it coincidence that the drought periods came exactly 40 years apart? If those who believe in cycles are right, and we
hope they are, Round Lake and Clear Lake won‟t be dry again until 1974.” (D. Parker, Clear Lake Courier,
1959).

William “Bill” Wiest Obituary
William “Bill” Wiest, age 86, of Canby passed
away on Tuesday, Feb. 15, 2011, at Sanford Hospital
in Sioux Falls, SD. Mass of Christian Burial was Saturday, Feb. 19, 2011, at St. Peter‟s Catholic Church in
Canby with Father Craig Timmerman as celebrant.
Internment will be in St. Peter‟s Catholic Cemetery,
rural Canby.
Bill was born to Emil “Rip” Wiest and Clara
(Peterson) Wiest on May 23, 1924, in Canby. He was
baptized and confirmed in St. Stephen Lutheran
Church. He had a daily and Sunday paper route for the
Minneapolis Tribune with about 200 customers. He
graduated from Canby High School in 1942. After
graduation he went to work at Candy Produce for his
dad and Herb Sherlin.
Bill and LaMorne Benner were married at St. Peter‟s Catholic Church in Gary, SD, on Sept. 19, 1949.
They made their home in Canby, except for the two
years Bill severed his country in the Korean Conflict.
After an honorable discharge, he and LaMorne returned to Canby and he resumed his position at Canby
Produce. In 1960, he and George Eilers brought a service station from Jack Nichols. Later he took over sole
ownership of the station located at 2nd Street and

St. Olaf in Canby until he retired in 1998.
Bill was a member of St. Peter‟s Catholic Church in
Canby and its Men‟s Club during its existence. He
was also a member of the Canby Men‟s Chorus, a
Shriner, American Legion in Canby and St. Leo. He
loved music and was a member of a Barber Shop
quartet [The Note Quotes]. Canby Community Choir
in the 1990‟s. Even in the later years of his life in the
nursing home he would spontaneously break into a
tune for the residents and staff.
One of Bill‟s expressions was, “My name is William, but call me Bill or I‟ll think you are mad at me.”
His nickname was “Mr. Pickles” because of his fondness for pickles!
He loved spending time with his granddaughters
and family and was involved in various community
activities and worked diligently to improve the community in which he lived.
He is survived by his wife, LaMorne, daughters,
Laurie (Terry) Yackley; and Joni Wiest and her freind , Jack Painter; granddaughters Jennifer and
Melanie Yackley; a sister Lorraine (Len) Wornesch
and several nieces and nephews.
He was preceded in death by his parents; brother,
James Wiest; and sister-in-law, Phyllis Wiest.
Blessed be his memory.
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A Poet‟s Thoughts...
When one is tired and wants to rest
And turn on the TV set
And hope to hear a song or two
But are not surprised at what you get.

Marietta Thomas

TV
ADS
They start to advertise a pill
Which will cure all aches and pains,
Will cure all sinus trouble
Whether sunny or if it rains.
It shows you when your nerves on edge
And your head will throb in pain
Just take this one and only pill
And you‟ll be back to work again.

And then they say each brand of soap
Is far better than the rest
And then they show how true it is
When they demonstrate their test.
They smear on grease and mud and tar
Till it‟s a revolting sight
And place it in a washer there
And it comes out snowy white.
Each cigarette is best there is
And so is each brand of cheer
And never realize how fine each is
Till you this demonstration hear.
TV is nice and ads are too,
With their songs and little rhymes
But they become so monotonous
When you hear them ten thousand times.
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My Life---Herbert Norman Meyer
THE FIRST

80 YEARS OF MY LIFE

During this leave I married Eleanor Kansas on the 8th day of August, 1945. After my
leave I reported to San Luis Obispo, California. Here we were given more training, shots,
etc. for combat in the Pacific theater of the war against the Japanese. So now there were
two of us worried if I would survive the war against the Japs. We were very close to leaving
for Japan when the first atomic bomb was dropped and then the second one. The mass
destruction of these bombs caused the leaders of Japan to surrender. Orders soon followed
that the 104th Infantry Division would not be needed in the pacific. That was good news.
Next came the long process of deployment for the 14,000 Timberwolves, the 104 th
Infantry Division. The men were from just about every state of the Union. I was sent with a group from the
Midwest to Camp Grant, Illinois. My date of separation was the 20 th of November, 1945. I was given my discharge at Camp McCoy, Wisconsin and from there I took the bus home.
Next came the long process of deployment for the 14,000 Timberwolves, the 104 th Infantry Division. The
men were from just about every state of the Union. I was sent with a group from the Midwest to Camp Grant,
Illinois. My date of separation was the 20th of November, 1945. I was given my discharge at Camp McCoy, Wisconsin and from there I took the bus home.
Now it was Eleanor and I. Where and what should we do? We both came from farming communities so
our first thought was to farm, but we didn’t have much money or anything to farm with. So that was put on
hold. We first stayed with Eleanor’s sister Stella and her husband, Herb Zarn. I worked at Swift & Co. packing in
Watertown, SD. The following year together with Eleanor’s sister and husband we went to Madelia, MN to run
a Skelly service station and did some custom corn shelling. It was here that our
son Richard was born. The venture wasn’t too good so we purchased a station
at Gary, SD. Times were still not that good; the income was not enough for two
families, so Eleanor and I dropped our partnership and worked for Eleanor’s
brother for one year.
Then one of my uncles, Uncle Rudy, rented his farm to us which was
southeast of Madison, MN. We stayed on this farm for 5 years then moved to
another farm south of Madison. This was where we were blessed with two girls, Joanne and Julane. On this
farm we were share cropping and then went to a 50-50 operation. But times were changing and costs were rising. We had to furnish all the labor and equipment to feed the livestock and operate the land, so that left us
with little and no profit for ourselves. We asked the owner to change the contract but he would not. We had a
sale and left the farm and farming.
I was approached by the regional manager of Great Plains Lumber Company and asked if I would take a
job as assistant manager. Since I hadn’t done anything like this, I wasn’t sure if I could. The supervisor said to
try it for two weeks, if I didn’t like it I could quit. I was guaranteed 55 hours per week at $1.40/hour. This was
in 1965. I had never made that much money. Eleanor got a job at the Madison Lutheran Home at .70 cents/
hour. In 1970 my son returned home after serving 4 years in the navy. We decided we should go into carpentry
so I quit my job and went into carpentry and construction. At this time I also purchased our home in Madison in
which we still live. We remodeled and added on to the original house, using lumber from an old barn we tore
down.
I retired at the age of 65 to do things we liked to do with friends and family. My favorite was being at a
lake with the boat in tow and water skies and fishing rods.
One of our very enjoyable trips was 30 days in Hawaii. We stayed with our daughter and her husband
who was in the navy. They lived in naval housing near Peal Harbor. We were to leave Minneapolis at 7:15 a.m.
and had to be there an hour before departure. The passengers began to board. We had just settled in our seats
when the stewardess told all passengers to go back into the airport due to an engine problem. I watched the
crews work on changing one engine for a new one. I thought we would soon be on our way. No such thing!
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The airplane was taken away. I soon learned the AAA would not allow the plane to leave without running the new engine for one half hour to make sure it was running right. So four hours later it was back at the
loading dock. Many passengers were upset. Some had taken different flights, but not me. I was glad to know
we had four good engines and didn’t mind losing a few hours.
The flight to Los Angeles was in daylight. There was a short stop in L.A. while passengers deplaned.
Since the plane was four hours late, not many got on. We had a very light load and I think we were given special
treatment. We also lost time in flight due to a strong headwind. The ride was smooth but I could see the static
electric rods quiver at the outer ends of the wings. Occasionally our speed was about 350
miles/hour.
We’ll catch up with Herbert again next month...

GREETINGS FROM CANBY~
As I am writing this March addition and trying to wrap my thoughts around Spring, I am quickly brought
back to reality by glancing out the window to the blizzard and the white out conditions forcing me to view the
truth! Growing up in Montana back in the 60‟s I can remember many blizzards and sub-zero weather for days
and weeks on end. When the weather bureau made announcements to stay put and not venture out in hazardous
conditions, they meant that 1) the weather could rapidly change for the worse; 2) snow plows were not going
out; 3) emergency personnel would NOT be coming to rescue you if you were foolish enough not to heed their
warnings, because they didn‟t want anyone else's lives to be at risk. 4) However, when the storm had run its
course, they would be out to look for you and you should have taken plenty of blankets, winter survival kits,
food and water and stay put in your vehicle until help arrived.
Remember...before you take risks with your life, STOP and think about the other folks that are going to
have to risk their lives to rescue you. Accidents happen, yes, but some of them can be prevented by just using a
bit of common sense. Be safe, your life is important.
Another update on the Canby Country Inns and Suites. The new number to call for information is:
605.886.3698. The roof is nearly finished on the motel, so I assume it won‟t be long now and the motel will be
ready for occupy!
In March we return to Daylight Saving Time, so remember to turn your clocks
ahead on Saturday, March 12, before you go to bed so you will be on time for your Sunday activities.
I have good news about Dollar & Sew coming to Canby in the very near future, in the old Dueber‟s
building. [This will consist of crafts, sewing supplies, and dollar store items]. The owners are looking at April
for an opening date. I was also informed that “Delightful Treasures” will be moving from their present location and will be housed in the building as well. [Right now it is located next to the new motel].
Until next time,

Handy Hints
Reducing Static Cling: Pin a small safety pin
to the seam of your slip and you will not have a clingy
skirt. Same thing
works with slacks that cling when wearing panty hose.
Place pin in the seam of slacks and...ta da!...static is
gone. Ann Crane
Pancake Tip: Substitute the water in your
pancake mix for club soda and they will be extra
fluffy! Susie Q
Deodorize your mattress with carpet deodorizing powder and vacuum off after 10 minutes. It leaves
you with a beautifully perfumed mattress. (Not recommended for those with breathing problems).

Toss a few old bath towels in the washing machine
when you wash your shower curtains. The towels will
rub back and forth against the curtain, which helps remove all traces of dirt and soap scum. Hang shower curtains back up right out of the washing machine. They
will dry quickly and the wrinkles will fall right out.
Most have at least some plastic on them that can melt in
the dryer.
If you have a smell from cooking in your kitchen,
place a lemon covered with water in a baking dish in
your oven. on a medium heat for 20 minutes. It will
make your kitchen smell nice and the oven will be easy
to wipe out. You can use this idea in the microwave as
well.
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Letters of Interest . . .

This month we would like to introduce, or re-acquaint you with Miss Jenny. Perhaps you
will be as surprised to know that Jenny wasn’t just the figment of some wild imagination
or the stories that are conjured up at Halloween. . .The following is a letter we received
from former Gary School for the Blind student Dorothy Fiala on Miss Jenny...

Miss Jenny

Instead of writing a quick note, I DECIDED TO DO A LITTLE RESEARACH. I contacted a few former schoolmates and asked them what they
remembered about the skeleton. One remembered nothing. One recalled studying the bones as part of their science class. Another said that, Miss Schuster had
the skeleton hanging in the front of the classroom and used it for studying the
skeletal system. Miss Schuster taught the 6-7 & 8th graders, and her classroom
was in the boys dorm, where the Lobby is now located. One former student said
she remembered studying it, but, more so, remembered when someone took it
out of its closet and sat it on the secretary‟s chair with the hands placed on the
typewriter keys. A Halloween trick. The secretary almost had a heart attack
when she came to work the morning after Halloween.
The skeleton closet was located in the large classroom in the administration building. It was a female skeleton in her early 20‟s and was named Jenny.
I contacted Dawn LaMee to ask if the skeleton in Gary was at the Aberdeen school. She stated that the skeleton was in the
Biology class room and she is sure that it is the
same one. She said she would
take a picture of it and send it to
you.
I told her it was a true
skeleton with the bones secured
with wire.
One of my school mates
also agrees with me that the
closet for the skeleton, was to the
right as you went into the large
class room.
Dorothy Fiala

Mr. Dean North painted the different bones in her face

and used her for his eye class.

Miss Jenny

PONDER THIS:

Ever wonder about those people who
spend $2.00 a piece on those little bottles of Evian water? Evian spelled
backwards is NAÏVE!
Why isn‟t the number 11 pronounced
onety one?
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The two story brick school house was kittycorner across the street from our house and I attended school there from first grade thru High
School graduation from 1929 until 1941.
There were five classrooms on the first
floor. Elementary grades one thru eight occupies
four of the rooms, two grades and one teacher in
each room. The fifth room was the sewing room for
high school Home Economics. Halfway up the
stairs to the second floor was the office of the
school superintendent. On second floor the auditorium took up half of the space with a stage at one
end. At the front end was a room with typewriters
for typing class that doubled as back stage for any
performances held in the auditorium. On the other
side were three classrooms with multiple uses for
each one. A few steps up at the back and above the
superintendents office was the library. Down the
center were coat racks that were quite crowded during the cold winter days in that South Dakota
school.
The basement housed the furnace room, rest
rooms, and the gymnasium, with the manual training room at a level midway between first floor and
basement. The building was square and made of
bricks and looked like many schools built in that
era.
I remember my teachers in those first two
grades – a Miss Musser and Miss Kenyon. I was
happy to be in school and eager to learn. Before the
end of the second grade, I had read and reported on
all the books that were available to that grade
level. One incident stands out in my memory. We
all had small jars for paste which were filled from a
large jar. Two of us were sent to the girl‟s rest
room to wash the paste jars prior to refilling. We
were busy cleaning the little jars when we heard the
back school door rattling as though someone was
trying to enter. There were gypsies camped outside
of town and Frances and I were sure that they were
rattling the door to get in. We were terrified, having
heard many stories about gypsies taking small children - not true in our area for sure - so we went into
a toilet stall, locked the door and were still crying
when a high school girl rescued us and explained
that the wind was rattling the back door.
Mrs. Boadwine was my teacher for third and
fourth grades. She was devoted teacher who was a
widow
with two daughters. When I was ten and in
the 4th grade, I started taking violin lessons, using a
quarter size instrument that had been used by an
older brother. Our small school was lucky to always have good music teachers. The State School
for the Blind was in our town and the two schools
shared the music teacher. The two salaries brought

us better teachers than either school could have
paid for individually. The HS orchestra was made
up of HS and grammar school students and was a
claim to fame for our little town. When I graduated from HS, the orchestra had placed first in our
class at the regional music contest for 17 consecutive years. Anyone who had an instrument could
start music lessons provided by the school music
teacher at no cost.
In the fifth and sixth grades, I had the same
teacher who was Miss Barthorpe for one year and
Mrs. Bader after her marriage. I continued to get
good grades but I think I must have had an attitude
because I got into trouble that year. I got the
only “F” in my school life –in deportment. The
teacher must not have liked me. My dad was
President of the school board and he wasn‟t very
happy with me. I had a boyfriend that year and we
roller skated together after supper until the curfew
rang and we all had to go home. One night he
skated with someone else and I wouldn‟t talk to
him. The next day he tore a heart out of tablet paper, tore it in half and put it on my desk. I still
think of it as a very romantic gesture.
When I was in the sixth grade I made the
orchestra in the fourth violin section. My older
brother had joined the orchestra when he was in
the fifth grade and at the music contest when the
trophy was awarded, the music teacher had it presented to him. He was small for his age and the
story was written up in newspaper with a picture
of him holding the trophy which “was almost as
big as he was”. That was five years earlier so
when the trophy was brought to the conductor and
he had them present it to me, I was shocked and
embarrassed and had no idea what to do with it. I
think I blushed and put it on the floor beside my
chair.
In the seventh and eight grades we were the
big kids of the grammar school. We had a men
teachers, Mr. Pearson for seventh and Mr. DeHope
for the eighth. I was valedictorian at eighth grade
graduation and played a violin solo but not very
well. My Dad presented our diplomas. Looking
back, I don‟t think we were treated any differently
because of his being on the school board, but I
know that because of his involvement, he expected
more of us.
From the highest level in grade school, we
went upstairs and to became the lowest grade in
High School. Besides the curriculum was more
structured and required a different kind of effort,
there were many extra things to do that were fun
and kept one busy.
The four years of HS blended together to
become an active, happy time filled with lots
of activity and many new and interesting areas of
learning. I participated in orchestra for four years,
girls chorus for four years, a girls trio for three
years, declam for four years, the Jr. and Sr. class
plays, and in my Sr. year was editor of the school
paper, business manager of the year book, cheerleader and concert mistress of the orchestra. Our
grades were totaled for all four years to determine
class ranking and I was valedictorian.
We were a small school and there were only
15 in my Sr. class, and about 100 in the HS. Our
curriculum was limited when compared to present
day offerings in High schools but we had close
relationships with all of our teachers and as much
6

outside of class help that we needed. I will always
have fond memories of that little school.
Eventually the high school students were
bussed to a consolidated district and grammer
school students followed a few years later. The
building sat empty for many years and was in
pretty bad shape when the land was sold and the
old school was torn down. It was a sad day for
many of us to see pictures of the demolition in a
local paper.
A post script. I was one of twelve children
in my family. I one day counted the number of
attendance years of my family and came to a total
number over 130.

PONDER THIS:
What hair color do they
put on the driver
license‟s of bald men?

Frosty has been here long
enough!!
We need Spring!
7

‘64

POPULAR CULTURE
Sidney Poitier becomes the first black actor to win
the "best actor" Oscar
"Hello Dolly," "Funny Girl," and "Fiddler on the
Roof" premier on Broadway in New York.
The Rolling Stones release debut album, "The Rolling
Stones"
The Beatles make their first appearances on the Ed
Sullivan Show.
The Beatles have 13 singles Billboard's Hot 100 at the
same time
The Beatles hold the top five positions in the Billboard Top 40 singles in America
Bob Dylan releases "The Times They Are a-Changin"
Pablo Picasso painted his fourth Head of a Bearded
Man
Hasbro launch G.I. Joe an action figure for boys to
join the Barbie Doll For Girls.
Buffalo Wings ( deep fried chicken wings coated with
hot sauce ) are made at the Anchor Bar in Buffalo,
New York
Popular Films
The Carpetbaggers
It's a Mad, Mad, Mad, Mad World
The Unsinkable Molly Brown
My Fair Lady
Mary Poppins

COST OF LIVING 1964
Lava Lamps
Bean Bag Chairs
Macramé Plant
Hangers
The Twist
The Pony
The Frug
Mash Potato
Hully Gully
The Swim
Mexican Jumping
Beans
Gum Wrapper
Chains
Mr. Magoo
Bullwinkle & Rocky
H. R. Puffinstuff

YEARLY INFLATION RATE USA
1.28%
YEARLY INFLATION RATE UK
3.5%
YEAR END CLOSE DOW JONES
INDUSTRIAL AVERAGE 874
AVERAGE COST OF NEW HOUSE
$13,050.00
AVERAGE INCOME PER YEAR
$6,000.00
GAS PER GALLON 30 CENTS
AVERAGE COST OF A NEW CAR
$3,500.00
LOAF OF BREAD 21 CENTS
UNITED STATES POSTAGE STAMP
5 CENTS

AVERAGE MONTHLY RENT
$115.00
TICKET TO THE MOVIES $1.25
AVERAGE HOUSE PRICE 3,360

PONDER THIS:
At Income Tax time, did
you ever notice: When you
put the two words „The‟ and
„IRS‟ together it spells…
THEIRS
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The book, REFLECTIONS: A Tapestry of Lake Cochrane Memories is now available. The author, Marlene
Lien, has done extensive research and conducted many interviews of present and former residents of Lake
Cochrane and its surrounding area.
A major portion of the book first appeared in the BEST OF TIMES, monthly publication. The book is
divided into four sections. The first section is about the Cochrane family, the second is the areas around the
lake, activities of the lake is the third section and the last section is about friends and neighbors.
In Canby, copies of the book are available at the Antique Emporium and Canby Drug and Gifts.
They may also be obtained from the author by calling 605-272-5694. See the advertisement for price and
if mailing is desired.
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