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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 Sunday, January 18, 2:00 pm @ Fire Hall
Gary Community Club meets the fourth Thursday, 7:30 p.m., Fire Hall meeting room
Gate City Economic Development meets third Thursday, Fire Hall, 7:00p.m.

The Former School for the Blind is in the news again.
The following appeared in an email sent out to several people in the community:

Former Blind School Project moves forward
December 12th, 2008 by Mike Knutson
If the residents of Gary, SD had succumbed to the
psychological effects often associated with “Broken Window
Theory“, I doubt anyone would have showed up for the
Dessert and Design meeting at the former South Dakota
School for the Blind in Gary last night.
But signs of helplessness and community despair were far
from present as approximately 140 Gary residents gathered to
hear about future plans for former School for the Blind
campus. Quite a turnout for a community with a population of 250.
The community meeting, which was held in the south dormitory auditorium, began with a
presentation by Joe Kolbach, who recently acquired the property. He shared his aggressive
vision for restoring the buildings and filling them with productive uses. He and Briana
Hoffman, Deuel County economic development coordinator, then asked the community for their
input into future activities that could tie into the facility. The community eagerly shared their
ideas, and it was wonderful to see the entire auditorium filled with energy and excitement.
Joe has identified office space, lodging, and an auditorium/events center as purposes for two of
the campus’ three main buildings. Plans are still pending (hence the need for ideas) for the
former administrative building. (check out Joe’s presentation here)

Restoration of the buildings and reestablishment of Lake Elsie will undoubtedly enhance Gary’s
existing charm and make it a unique and special community in the upper Great Plains. But work
of this nature in a rural community doesn’t get done based solely on one person’s vision and
commitment. To be truly successful, it takes the support of the entire community.
And that was the message offered by Randy Parry, who spoke briefly during the meeting. Parry,
the President of the Rural Learning Center in Howard, recounted how easy it is for negativity
and skepticism to cripple community development efforts. It’s easy to feel bursts of excitement
now, but the community will undoubtedly experience barriers that it will have to fight through.
That’s when support becomes vital.
As I reflect back on the meeting, it’s that message that I hope struck home with attendees. The
campus’ redevelopment is an amazing opportunity for Gary. But its greatest impact will only be
reached by the community working together to determine how to take full advantage of and build
upon this incredible opportunity.
Update: Briana Hoffman asked me to make one correction. While 140 people attended the
meeting, not all were Gary residents. Attendees came from throughout Deuel County, as well as
neighboring Canby, MN. It’s great to see regional interest.
http://reimaginerural.com/former-blind-school-project-moves-forward/
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Talking Waters
There’s a gulch out west of Gary, a spot of beauty grand,
Where there’s birds in many numbers, and the oaks so stately stand.
A little creek that ripples ever, between the banks of clay,
Where the trout swim in numbers, and where the frogs in hiding stay.
The squirrels chatter in the branches, as they leap from tree to tree,
In the glow of early twilight, there’s much beauty there to see.
The rabbits scurry from their shelter, and startle many pheasants there,
And the crickets keep so silent, where they’re left in natures care.
The wild deer is so frightened, and bounds away on stiffened legs,
And the brown thrush ever timid, deserts her nest with speckled eggs.
This belongs to South Dakota, a refuge for all our game,
And it’s known as Talking Waters, a good old Indian name.
There’s no words to tell its beauty, in this gulch of trees and flowers,
And we should be so very happy, that we can really call it ours.
---Mrs. Marietta Thomas

The five winners of the calendar drawing are:
Penny Tolrud, Stuart Storlein, Ann Olsen, George Lohr, Sara Bonderson

Down Memory Lane
By
Bernice Jensen
Dear Friends,
This Christmas 2008, our family gathering was held at the Senior Citizen
Center. It is a wonderful spacious kitchen and dining room and I enjoyed a
great meal and visiting with children, spouses, grandchildren and great
grandchildren. All too soon it was time for those that came a long distance
to depart for their homes. Craig and Pam gave me a ride through Gary and
drove me around the State School for the Blind campus. My family was so
pleased to see the progress there. They carried my gifts up the steps to my
apartment, had a little coffee, and then it was time for everyone to leave.
I am 81 years old, and many people my age have enjoyed Christmas gatherings and it’s so lonely
and quiet when everyone leaves. I pushed the button on my lift chair, leaned and relaxed ,
shutting my eyes and went back into the archives of my 81 years, and getting in touch with the
best Christmas times I remember. That Christmas I was about 3 to 4 years old. The house
smelled so good with an unfamiliar smell which I soon realized was the Christmas tree. We had
a real Christmas tree and the decoration was so beautiful. Mother opened a box and laid back the
tissue paper and she took out a beautiful wine colored dress, velvet with bolero and white pongee
blouse with a little lace. Then she put a beautiful necklace around my neck and I stood in front
of the full length mirror on the closet door with my white long stockings and patent leather
shoes. I looked very pretty, I thought. Mother showed Henry his new outfit for the holidays, but
he was not impressed and went on playing with his truck and wagon.
Then I remember the Christmas at Uncle Joe and Aunt Ida’s. It was a Norwegian meal and my
father’s family was German. He thought the table had some strange looking food. The potatoes
looked like rice. Lutefisk and lefsa was on the table too, and poor Dad didn’t know how to
handle this food. He watched Jake Jorgenson, a big man with big hands, and Dad kept watching
him, as he was a well seasoned Norwegian, and he picked up a lefsa. It was rolled up and dad
thought they were napkins rolled up and stacked high on a plate. Watching Jake he realized it
was not napkins, but after watching Jake take a roll in his left hand and spread butter on it, he
figured out that was how to handle it and everything else fell into place. Then came the lutefisk
and when the ladies brought it in the wall paper slide off the wall, my dad’s brother Freddie
commented. Another substitute was provided for those that didn’t have a taste for the fish.
Then there was the Christmas in the drought and money was scarce. That Christmas eve after
supper, the tree looked like Santa ran out of gifts. Mother gave Henry and I a small box wrapped
in colorful paper. Mother had tears in her eyes. Henry received a very small cater pillar tractor
and dominos and I received two small animal figures painted gold and they were very sweet. I
had them for many years.
A few years later Jackie and Viny joined our family. The relatives were there for Christmas Eve
supper and gifts would be opened when the dishes were done. Jackie’s tricycle and Viny’s doll
buggy was hid in the bedroom. They asked to be excused from the table and a short time later,
they came in the dining room, with Jack on his tricycle making a noise like a motor. Viny
followed pushing her doll buggy with her doll. She was all smiles and Mother said with a

shocked look on her face, where did you find those? Oh, they were back in the closet and there’s
more, but we liked these real well. Everyone laughed. What a beautiful memory!
In the 50’s, my husband Richard and I had our first Christmas with our little son Craig. He was
8 months old and the joy of our life and of both grandparents. There were 3 more children born,
Reid, Paula, and Christal and 8 more Christmas’s with both the Bindert and the Schaefer family.
In August of 1958 our life changed as we knew it as we lost Daddy Richard and Christal. The
Grandparents, family and friends helped us through.
Later three little men joined our family. My name is now Jensen and Jim, Joe and Brian and I
moved to Montevideo. Oh what beautiful memories. The Pamida store was a great shopping
center. There is one memory I must share with you. In the 40’s I was cleaning up stairs. I
opened Mothers trunk and there were gifts for everyone, mixed nuts, and candy. I went
downstairs and told Mother I found all the good stuff. What do you mean? We came up stairs
and she looked with in the trunk with a worried look on her face. That looks like Jackie’s work.
When he came in he was put on the hot seat. He was about ten years old, and he had purchased a
defense stamp and when you filled a book it was worth 27.50, I believe. Jackie looked so pitiful
with tears in his eyes. He looked at Mother and said, what would you rather have, 27 dollars or
good memories. The next Christmas brother Henry was not with us. He passed away the
October before. When we opened out gifts, it was quiet. Mother turned to Jackie and said, Jack,
you were right, memories are better than money. Remember how pleased Henry was over his
gift. You gave him a new billfold. That’s enough of digging up old bones. Cherish your
beautiful memories and forget the bad ones.
I wish everyone a Happy New Year and especially good health.
This paper was printed by DNB NATIONAL BANK. We want to thank them for this
service!

Do you recognize anyone in this picture? If you do, please let us know by email at
rstbaer@itctel.com
Or send us a note at 705 Lac Qui Parle St., Gary, SD 57237

In Retrospect
By Buck Asher
From the files of the Gary Interstate
Gary was founded as a work camp by the Winona and St. Peter Railroad Company early in the
1870’s when extending their railroad line from Marshall westward in Dakota Territory as far as
Lake Kampeska.
The wooded area offered an ideal spot with an ample supply of water and protection from the
severe weather of the winter months. Following the completion of the railroad line settlers came
by rail as far as Gary and from here they spread farther westward to claim the cheap land that
was made available by the Homestead Act.
Because of its location at the entrance point for Dakota Territory the town was known as “Gate
City to the Dakota’s.” This fact accounts for the names of several of the businesses and
establishments in our city, Gate City Ag, Gate City Graphics, Gate City Recycling, Gate City
Senior Citizens, and Gate City Golf Course are reminders of that era.
Gary continued to be a busy railroad shipping center for many years. Many of the early settlers
turned to livestock as the best source of income and raised large numbers of cattle and sheep.
The cattle cars were parked near the old stock yards waiting to be loaded from the pens. Herds
of cattle and flocks of sheep were driven from many distant places to be shipped to the eastern
markets, from Gary. The cars were loaded from the loading chutes. At one time there was a
“round house” in which the locomotive could be turned in the opposite direction in later years a
turn table was used.
The railroad performed a vital part in the livers of the earlier settlers. Today other means of
transportation have largely taken over and railroading has disappeared. To travel by train is
nearly impossible. In 1952 the railroad west from Gary to Watertown was abandoned and later
torn up. Later in the 1960”s the line eastward was abandoned and dismantled.
**CORRECTION**
In the article featuring the former School for the Blind, Clara Christopher was Mrs. Rules
maid. It was mistyped to read the Mrs. Rule was the maid there. Sorry for the error.

SPECIAL POEM FOR OLDER FOLKS
A row of bottles on my shelf Caused me to analyze myself.
One yellow pill I have to pop Goes to my heart so it won't stop.
A little white one that I take Goes to my hands so they won't shake.
The blue ones that I use a lot Tell me I'm happy when I'm not.
The purple pill goes to my brain And tells me that I have no pain.
The capsules tell me not to wheeze Or cough or choke or even sneeze
The red ones, smallest of them all Go to my blood so I won't fall.
The orange ones, very big and bright Prevent my leg cramps in the night.
Such an array of brilliant pills Helping to cure all kinds of ills.
But what I'd really like to know… Is what tells each one where to go!
There's always a lot to be thankful for if you take time to look for it. For example
I am sitting here thinking how nice it is that wrinkles don't hurt...

Do you recognize anyone in this picture? If you do, please let us know by email at
rstbaer@itctel.com
Or send us a note at 705 Lac Qui Parle St., Gary, SD 57237
This paper printed by DNB NATIONAL BANK. We want to thank them for this service!

Gary Historical Association
Newsletter from the President
Each month that goes by, there are some new things to report about the former School for the
Blind. This is of course good. I was also thinking that there are only about 175 days left before
the celebration. We as a community will need to work hard at getting all of the things done that
need doing before the celebration. We also need to plan ahead for the future. If we do things
right, we can have more people coming to Gary, spending their money on some good family
entertainment. The Gary Historical Association will also be able to show off the things that they
have gathered over the years. We have accomplished a lot over the last three and a half years
and our members should be proud of their membership here. I hope that with their willingness
and others willing to contribute financially, that we can continue to show our ability to do
different things for this town. Getting back to the new things to report that are going on at the
former School for the Blind, here are a few. The asbestos removal is close to done in the two
dorms, and the crew is now working in the tunnels. The State will still need to do an inspection.
The old boiler room has been emptied as well as the laundry mat and new walls are going up in
there. There is also dirt moving in the area to the north for part of the walking path. I am
including some pictures for you. Happy new year to all of you.

English is a crazy language
Let’s face it—English is a crazy language. There is no egg in
eggplant or ham in hamburger; neither apple nor pine in
pineapple. English muffins weren’t invented in England or
French fries in France. Sweetmeats are candies while
sweetbreads, which aren’t sweet, are meat.
We take English for granted. But if we explore its paradoxes,
we find that quicksand can work slowly, boxing rings are
square and a guinea pig is neither from Guinea nor is it a pig.
And why is it that writers write but fingers don’t fing, grocers don’t groce and hammers don’t
ham? If the plural of tooth is teeth, why isn’t the plural of booth beeth? One goose, 2 geese. So
one moose, 2 meese? One index, 2 indices?
Doesn’t it seem crazy that you can make amends but not one amend, that you comb through
annuals of history but not a single annual? If you have a bunch of
odds and ends and get rid of all but one of them, what do you call
it?
If teachers taught, why didn’t preachers praught? If a vegetarian
eats vegetable, what does a humanitarian eat? If you wrote a letter,
perhaps you bote your tongue?
Sometimes I think all the English speakers should be committed to
an asylum for the verbally insane. In what language do people
recite at a play and play at a recital? Ship by truck and send cargo
by ship? Have noses that run and feet that smell? Park on driveways and drive on parkways?
How can a slim chance and a fat chance be the same, while a wise man and a wise buy are
opposites? How can overlook and oversee by opposites, while quite a lot and quite a few are
alike? How can the weather be hot as hell one day and cold as hell another.
Have you noticed that we talk about certain things only when
they are absent?
Have you ever seen a horseful carriage or a strapful gown?
Met a sung hero or experienced requited love? Have you ever
run into someone who was combobulated, gruntled, ruly or
peccable? And where are all those people who are spring
chickens or who actually hurt a fly?
You have to marvel at the unique use of a language in which
your house can burn up as it burns down, in which you fill in a
form by filling it out and in which an alarm clock goes off before going on.
English was invented by people, not computers, and it reflects the creativity of the human race
which of course is not a race at all. That is why, when the stars are out, they are visible, but
when the lights are out, they are invisible. And why I wind up my watch, I start it, but when I
wind up this essay, I end it.
Unknown writer

