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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 Tuesday, May 19, 7:00 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.

In an effort to keep you updated on the former School for the Blind:

Check out the new web site at www.experiencegarysd.com

Making reading for new windows.

New roads for the campground going in.

Lots of sheet rocking going on.

And what do they do with this?

www.experiencegarysd.com

Down Memory Lane
By
Bernice Jensen
Gary is doing great. While other small towns are withering, Gary is
growing and looking good. Today I am thinking of the days when I was
very small. Coming to Gary was always so exciting. These are the
businesses that are no longer standing.
Let’s start at the end of Main Street at the north end. The large square home
on the corner (Mike and Barb Miller home) at 1201 Coteau Street was at one
time a hospital where Dr. Fonger, Dr. Martin and Dr. Holmberg had their
medical practice. Dr. Holmberg later moved to Canby and practiced there till 1958. Further up
the street there was a funeral parlor and Gil Brainard was the undertaker. As a small child my
brother, Henry and I would play on the open frame building wooden porch while our parents
shopped in the butcher shop next door. When we were told not to play on the porch, my parents
said that is where dead people rest until their funeral or they are taken to the family home for
visitation. We never looked in those windows again.

Next door was Benners meat market, a small frame building owned and operated by Art and Eva
Benner. Art’s father, Ben Benner, was the founder of the business. The slaughter house was on
the property where the apartment house stands now where I live. They also had a few groceries.
Later the building was purchased by Dr. Gross and his dentist office brought many people to
Gary. Dr. and Effie Gross were good to our community. After Doc’s Barney Ladwig purchased
it as a storage place. Later this property was owned by the late Gertie Baer. Farther up the street
was a vacant lot that was once a two story house that was the Huffman hardware store. This is
the first business that I remember there. Later it was purchased by Otis and Elsie Rule and there
Ed and Loretta Weidenbach purchased and operated a busy café her, which featured great food.
Other owner operators were Arnold and Elenora Moeller, and Fanny Harkins. Then it was taken
down. The café was always friendly and served great food.
Morris Kunas had a barber shop in the building on the south side, and later it was an electric
shop and the post office was housed there. The next building was the building where Robs Meat
Market is now. It was the First National Bank and it closed in the 30’s. It was also the Bartels
grocery and dry goods department store. It was fully stocked and I like to remember the grocery
side. A large bunch of bananas was lifted up and hung on a big hook and sold off the bunch.
Cookies were sold in the bulk in boxes with Isenglass doors. A sack of candy with every grocery
order was the normal thing.
The vacant lot next door was once the Gangers Harness shop, Barney Hunt operated the Gambles
store, and later Mary Prusa’s beauty shop which was a very pretty little shop. Mary was a pretty
younger gal and when her husband returned from the World War II, she and her husband left for
Sioux Falls. It then became a café and then a cream and egg buying station and was then torn
down.
The empty building on the corner was the grocery store operated by Lou Huffman. After the
Huffmans moved their store to their home across from the Bed and Breakfast that Will Stones
own, and sold out their inventory from their home. Mr. and Mrs. Huffman were the parents of
Frankie Huffman, a young man who enjoyed ham radio. Later the Jack Spratt Store was
operated by Hinsvarks who also managed the Burr Elevator. After Mr. Hinsvark passed away
the business changed owners many times, the Cuffs, Steinleys, and Barney and Barbara Ries.
How many of us remember when we kids would walk on the edge of the building on the south
side. We wondered how far we could walk before we fell down off the ledge. The ledge became
narrower as you walked to the right.
Another building that is no longer standing is the building where Sylvia’s café stood. It was
originally a funeral parlor. This was told to me by Mrs. Harley Cole. She said that when a
tornado went through the area, the funerals were held outside of the funeral parlor since their
family home was destroyed. Very early it was owned by Mrs. Baxter. She had a son Orville,
who was just 7 years old. Mrs. Florence Baxter operated a home style café. Orville lost his life
in the gravel pit that is where the dump grounds are now. Florence was broken hearted and left
to make her home in California. The next business was a black smith shop operated by
Reinhardt Stillmaker. He was a large man with a deep voice and always looked so tired. It was
later operated by Maude Helmberger and Sylvia Cole. The building is no longer standing.
At 415 West where Jack Nielson and Warner Volks home stands was the site of the first School
House. On Herrick St. West was the first Liquor Store. My parents purchased it from the
Lenertz Estate.

The old mill stood where Dar Koerlin’s home now stands. There were livery stables in town
where farmer’s horses were put in stables and fed. One stable was on the Milt Griffin home and
later the Larson home, and then I and my family were there. It is now a vacant lot.
This story is what I remember as a small child, things that I remember the older people talking
about. If anything needs correcting, please let me know.
Next month I will take the east side of Main Street and the east side of Coteau.
These are the people that carved the foundation for Gary. When other small towns are dying, our
town is growing. If the old timers could look down from Heaven, they would be so pleased.

NOTICE
All current and former members of the Methodist Church choir are invited to join in one great
choir anthem on Sunday, July 5 at the church. We will rehearse one hour before services, so
check for the time of services in the newspaper, or call Cochrane's at 605-272-5553. If it works
out and everyone would like, we will also sing a song at the Alumni Banquet.
Thanks
Jim Cochrane
Another Item of Interest: This year the Gary Methodist Church will be 130 years old. It is the
oldest Methodist Church in the State of South Dakota. The bell in the bell tower is the original
bell.
This paper was printed by DNB NATIONAL BANK. We want to thank them for this service!

MEMORIES FROM THE HEART
By Betty Schaefer McCormick
Soon it will be Memorial Day, when we decorate and visit friends’ and family graves. When I
was growing up, My Mother and Dad made a point of putting flowers or wreaths on all graves of
our family and close friends.
I remember picking bouquets and bouquets of lilacs and putting them in quart fruit jars. We
would never have had enough vases for all the bouquets we made up. Then I would walk along
the ditches and pick wild flowers and make them up into bouquets. It was very exciting if the
apple trees were blooming and the Bridal Wreath or Spirea. Sometimes, the Iris would bloom
early and they were usually purple or yellow and we would mix them with the apple blossoms
and Spirea. My Dad would open the trunk and we would fill it up with bouquets and visit the
cemetery usually the night before or very early in the morning of Memorial Day. Back then we
actually celebrated Memorial Day on Memorial Day.
After we decorated the graves, we would walk through the cemetery and Dad would talk about
some of the people buried and the remembrances our family had of them. Mom would always
mention her two friends who perished in the flash flood in Gary. We would reminisce and
remember all the beautiful memories of those who had already passed. Dad would get very
emotional when we came upon a soldier’s grave; especially one killed in action and had died
way too young.
We were instructed how to walk in the cemetery; to be careful and not step on graves. Later in
the morning on Memorial Day, our American Legion would put on a most beautiful ceremony in
our school auditorium to honor our fallen soldiers. The Gary Band would play, the Gold Star
Mothers would be honored and then later at the cemetery the Honor Guard would give the

Salute. My husband, Jim, was honored to play Taps many times. I was so honored to read the
poem, “In Flanders Field”. We both played in the band. We have wonderful memories of
Memorial Day growing up in Gary.
As Jim and I travel, we enjoy visiting cemeteries. We look up family members who have passed
and are buried in SD, Minnesota and Iowa. One time I was looking for one of my Mother’s
relatives and found her gravesite and a few feet away, Jim found one of his family member’s
graves. Not knowing they were buried in the same cemetery in Iowa. We always take our camera
along and shoot photos. This is a living history we can pass onto our children. They will know
where their relatives are buried even though they never met or knew them. They are still family
.We post some photos on our web site for family members.
Visiting Arlington Cemetery in Washington, DC was very memorable and it is something I
wanted our children to experience. It brings them to reality and makes them realize our freedoms
are not free. Many soldiers have given their lives for our freedoms. We have toured much of the
Civil War area and visited graves of soldiers, many of them young boys ages twelve on up, who
gave their life for our country. That may be one reason our children are so interested in the Civil
War. They visited the area at a very young age.
My husband, our family and I do not take our freedoms lightly. We are so blessed to live in this
beautiful country and are so proud of our soldiers and so grateful to our fallen soldiers. May they
rest in peace.
So this Memorial Day fly your flag, attend a ceremony, visit a cemetery, wear a flag pin,
purchase a poppy, and most of all be thankful to be American and live in such a beautiful
country. God Bless the USA.

The Gary Historical Association is refurbishing the old Post office building in
the museum park. There is always a need for fixing things up and keeping them
preserved for the future. At this time the scraping is about half done.
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My Fathers Drug Store
Although Mayme Jackson, telephone operator had attained the distinction of being nearly
indispensible in the town, no one, it seemed to me played a more important role in the vicinity
than my father. Everyone in our town of Gary, South Dakota and for miles around held him in
the highest regard. A handsome man of high intellect and integrity and with an amiable nature,
Walter Rowland was the Town Druggist, Clerk of the School Board, treasurer of the Town
Board and eventually Grand Master of the Odd Fellow Lodge. The latter was a position he
devoutly cherished.
He gave willing counsel to anyone needing assistance and was executor of innumerable widow’s
affairs. Of all the headaches he encountered, he never refused a request to assist the elderly or
the infirm and to my knowledge never accepted a penny of compensation for his time and
trouble.
He worked incredibly long hours at the store, weekdays and until midnight on Farmers nights
which were Wednesdays and Saturdays in the spring, Summer and Fall. And he worked half a
day on Sundays. Often too he was called in the middle of the night, regardless of the weather, to
put up emergency medicines for persons who were ill and many times for those who proved to
be poor pay as well.
My mother, my brother Charles, two years older than me, and I, all of us adored him. His
decisions on major matters were just and the final word, though in everyday catastrophes Mother
had the say.
It wasn’t until Charles was in the Fifth Grade that he began clerking in the drugstore. But much
earlier than that we felt an affinity to the place. What splendid items there were there. We were
proud to have a father who was the proprietor of such a grand establishment.
Inside the big plate glass door to the left was the voluminous magazine rack, colorful and
exciting with pictures and stories about current best sellers on sale. There was a veneered walnut
cabinet containing 78 rpm records of the latest hits and a wind up phonograph to try them out on.
And Dad sold Fada Radios. He was the first to put up radios for sale in town.
There were birthday and other greeting cards of delicate hues and sentimental verse, boxes of
them. There was the tobacco showcase dazzling in its array of boxed cigars, Rio Tan and White
Owl and many others. There were intriguing styles of pipes and fragrant tobaccos in boxes and
tins. The showcase beside it displayed exotically scented toiletries and notions, sachet, oils,
always the latest in Evening in Paris and Coty concoctions. Behind all this splendid display were
shelves the entire length of the store with bottles of patent medicines of every conceivable
variety and purpose. There was even a cherry medicine for treating bronchial disorders in
horses, patented in Dad’s name.
Atop a huge black safe were his trusty pestle and mortar and sensitive scales; vital instruments in
measuring and preparing prescriptions. Inside the safe were stacked his business documents.
At the back of the store were more medicines, his office and prescriptions desk. On the other
side of the store situated discreetly to the rear, in heavy oak drawers were the more intimate
articles of personal hygiene, protection and comfort.
There was another display counter, one of boxed stationery, a galaxy of color and texture. Some
were smooth, some embossed and some sheer of delicate quality, in frosty pinks and peach,
dainty shades of yellow and blue and Nile green. There were packs of typing paper and of
colored construction paper, mats of tissue and crepe paper in rainbows colors.
Also towards the back of the store there were three hulking sample wallpaper books offering the
most modern patterns, which Dad ordered for customers according to their individual

specifications. On the arrival he trimmed it just so on an intricate-looking machine that stood in
the basement.
Next to the stationery was the confectionery counter with the chocolate kisses wrapped in foil,
the see-through red cardboard boxes of licorice cigarettes, plump penny suckers, lemon drops,
translucent butterscotch discs, sugared horehound lozenges, nickel candy bars, nickel packs of
Black Jack, Juicy Fruit, Teaberry and Spearmint gum. Individual and unwrapped candies were
displayed in covered glass jars and sold by the pound. Wedges of fudge were sometimes stacked
in pyramids on square plates of pressed glass and of handsome design, if a special occasion
warranted such elegance. The other confections were enticingly displayed inside a long glass
showcase.
Most marvelous of all, though, was the gleaming chrome and marble soda fountain backed by a
mirror, the full length. In front of the mirror on the gray and white marble shelf were stacked
glistening pyramids; the heavy swirled-glass soda and malt glasses, the squatty-stemmed ice
cream dishes appealingly reflected in the mirror. The malted milk mixer, solid chrome, stood
splendid, beside them and then there were the individual spigots that gushed out the chocolate
and pure fruit toppings, the cola and root beer syrups and the fizz water that Dad generated in the
basement. The black chrome topped eight-holer freezer stood over at the side. It was packed
with the rich thick fruited strawberry ice cream and cherry, chocolate, vanilla, maple nut; each of
the extraordinary texture and color. There might be butter brickle, orange sherbet or tutu-fruitti,
but the first five flavors were basic.
Towards the center back of the store and easily accessible for the more leisurely soda fountain
crowd, were two polished red mahogany booths and two round oak ice cream tables and chairs
with wooden tops and curved wrought iron legs. The large table was for the adults and small of
the identical design was for the children.
Dad made us feel welcome to get ourselves a treat and one for a friend whenever we felt the
need. We never indiscriminately gorged on the ice cream concoctions or the confections,
probably because we respected our privilege of not being restricted. Each thumb licking cone of
ice cream or rich chocolate malt or whatever it happened to be, never failed to be as special as
the first had been.
By Mildred Rowland Reinhardt

In Retrospect
By Buck Asher
C.J. Ronald, an early editor of the Gary Interstate, has left an exciting and engrossing account of
the years 1886 to 1889 in the then young city of Gary. C.J. was a very talented writer and by
reading the news items in those copies we come to the conclusion that life in early Gary was not
peaceful and serene. The early residents were not all paragons of virtue as often pictured. We
see them as they really were. Editor Ronald spared no one. To him news was news and he wrote
as it actually happened giving us the plain unvarnished truth. During the years he was editor
Gary boasted a lusty population of six hundred. Included in the population were four attorneys,
Monaghan, Westcott, Sturgess and Eakins. There were numerous litigations and disputes to be
settled. Court would be held almost daily and the demand for legal services was endless.
Doctors Wade, Gates, Hyde and Stanley were busily employed keeping the citizens in good
health. Other business offering goods and services were: two undertaking parlors, two hotels,
two banks, one flour mill, one basket factory, four general stores handling groceries, clothing,
boots and shoes, two drug stores, also selling groceries, jewelry and gun repair shop, two meat

markers also handling groceries making nice places to buy foods, two blacksmith shops, two
saloons, harness shop and two hardware stores, carriage and wagon repair, two livery stables,
three lumber yards, several ice houses, several feed stores, millinery stores, carpenters and
masons, one auctioneer, and several real estate offices and at least two draymen and others.
It is interesting to compare the businesses listed then with those of the present day and to note
services that were not even dreamed of in those early days. A livery stable offered rentals of
horses and carriages. They were similar to our present day car rentals. Liveries were thriving
businesses since they provided the only transportation after arriving in Gary. The millinery
shops made ladies hats and did other sewing. Undertaking parlors usually sold furniture. Gas
stations, radio and televisions.
Some excerpts follow:
Lavin Bros. purchased this week the ice house near the pond formerly owned by Manicomb and
Shaw and will fill the building with choice blocks of ice for use the next summer.
Messers McGlashen, Wade and Cashmian bagged thirty eight ducks Monday afternoon.
A very pleasant dance was given at the Herrick Hotel Wednesday eve. The party was given for
no special purpose except for a good time. Excellent music was furnished by G.J. and Cass
Hardy. Refreshments were served at about 12:00 after which dancing was resumed till the usual
early hour.
The hunters of the locality are all on the warpath now and ducks, geese, brant, snipe, curlews and
crane all stand a poor chance for a long life.
The court house fight between Gary and Clear Lake is just now picking up steam.
January 14, 1887 Lone Tree Lake, the famous watering place of Deuel County has now just
frozen over.
Hardy’s String Band of Gary will place for dances in the area.
A disgraceful exhibition of poor whiskey and depraved manhood was witnessed on our streets
last Monday when Phil Hope and others degraded themselves by using foul and obscene
language in trying to get up a fight with Ole Mickelson. Hope claimed Mickelson got ten dollars
then the better of him in a deal and meeting Mickelson, thought he would take ten dollars out of
his hide.
www.experiencegarysd.com
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Our Garden
It’s strange when winters finally gone, and springtime comes around again,
And everything is fresh and green, amidst the gentle rain.
We get so much ambition then, to dig within the soil,
That we sometimes over do it, beneath the sun with heavy toll.
We place the many tiny seeds, whether of garden or of flowers,
And watch the tiny sprouts appear, when they’re kissed by welcome showers.
There is radish, peas and spinach, there are beans and squash and corn
And flowers by the dozens, that open up in early morn.
We await the first red radish, that is large enough to eat,
Or asparagus or the lettuce as each is such a treat.
But what a joy and satisfaction, we get while working in the loam,
But are glad we have a garden, by a house that is a home.
--Marietta Thomas--

Gary Historical Association
Newsletter from the President
WOW!! Another huge celebration is being planned for the July 3,4 and 5th of July. The third
and fourth are chucked full of entertainment for the guests of our community. The fifth will be
the All School Reunion. If you remember the 135th celebration, there was hardly a moment with
nothing to do. It looks as though the 2009 celebration will be the same. There are also some
new activities being planned for your enjoyment. Things such as a watermelon eating contest.
And possibly to go with the soap box derby, a heavy weight group. Wouldn’t it be fun to see
them land in the lake? Did you know that you can see the lake if you stand up by what I call
Harvey’s Station? All in all we hope that you will be able to go back home thinking that you had
a great holiday weekend. We should have the schedule of events ready by mid May. We also
hope to have the Museum open during the celebration.
I have been told that the renovation of the administration will start soon. I have also be told that
there is a business that needs the space. We are a very fortunate town. What other town the size
of Gary can boast of the things that we have going on. And of course, who else has a Joe
Kolback that we can thank.

Invitations for the All School Reunion should be in your hands by now. If it isn’t,
you have changed your address and we do not know about it. The Transition team
is working on the plans for the occasion. We can tell you that it will be held on
July 5, 2009 in the Sundance ballroom, in Woodbury Hall (girl’s dorm).
Registration will start at approximately 10:30 a.m. and the program will go till
about 2:00 p.m. Food will be available from about 11:00a.m. and will be served
until everyone has had a chance to eat. The theme for the program will be “Acres
of Diamonds”. There will be a tour of the complex after the reunion. We also
hope to have the museum complex open for your enjoyment. If you are reading
this issue of the Gary Interstate and we do not have your correct address, please
send it to us along with your email address.
Please continue to watch for updates on the All School Reunion.

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.

Clearing areas for Teepee campground

Digging in phone and power lines to
campground area

www.experiencegarysd.com

Looking for artists!
For the Gary, South Dakota’s
Buffalo Ridge Resort and
the Gary historical Society’s

3rd Annual

“Gate Way to the West”
Fine Arts fest

In Conjunction with Gary “Celebration Days”
Call Suzanne Fairchild for details
507-277-5622

Art, food and fun for everyone!
Friday July 3, 10 - 6
& Saturday July 4th 2009 9 -5
Held at Buffalo Ridge resort
Free to the public!
Featuring some of the best artisans from around the area
Vote for your favorite art piece
And Register to win a free print!

