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Dream Comes True For Local Boy
Young Gary Boy had his wish
granted by the rodeo community.
Ten year old Lane McLain, named after the late greatbull-rider Lane Frost, has faced several difficult
challenges in his young life, but thanks to a little help
from his friends, he spent a dream weekend in
Las Vegas.
From a few behavioral disorders,
to PKU, Juvenile Rheumatoid
Arthritis and Ehlers Danlos
Syndrome, life has been a struggle
for Lane and his family, traveling
between the Shriner’s Hospital in
Mpls., MN. And Sanford Children’s
Hospital and Clinic in Sioux Falls.
Due to a lifetime of severe pain
Lane had trouble making friends,
had run-ins with bullies at school,
forcing Sherry to home school him.
One day, in a effort to make some friends, Lane
asked for a Facebook account.
Sherry obliged, and even hooked
him up with some people she knew
involved in rodeo. One of these
friends, put out a message on the
social network regarding his new
account.
And by golly, he put a post out that
he had this young man from Gary,
SD who had several disabilities and
was in need of some good friends.
The first night there were 175
friend requests.
That was at Christmas time,
now He’s got around 500.Christian
Cowboys and Cowgirls, Bull Riders, Bull Fighters, Clowns, Cowboy and Cowgirl Poets & Musicians, Ranchers and
Stock Contractors.
Lane’s wish was to go to the PBR Last Cowboy
Standing. Which was held in Las Vegas Nevada on
April 16, 2011. Lane and his mother flew out of Sioux
Falls on the 15 at 6 am. Due to the weather they were
able to spend the night at the Ramada Inn. They heard
about the story and donated a room.
This was Lane’s first time flying, he was so scared.
The flight crew and pilots were so good with him. He
got to go sit in the cock pit of the Airbus A320 and sit
behind the controls, even talk on the mic and ask the
tower if they were ready for take off.

He was told not until he went to his seat! After getting his flight wings we were on our way. Lane slept
most of the way there.
Friday night we were treated to a show, Viva Elvis
at the Aria. Lane loved it. We had supper with Collin
Hughes and his wife Jean Marie who made this wish
possible with their program Wings of Western
Wishes.
Sat morning we were off on a whirl wind day, up at
8 am and off to the strip. Visiting the Shark Reef at
Mandalay Bay, The Lion Habitat at the MGM
Grand, then on to Siegfried & Roy’s Secret Garden
and Dolphin Habitat at the Mirage. Taking in all the
sights along the way.
Then it was off to the PBR Last Cowboy Standing,
Wow what an event. Lane was able to go behind the
chutes and see the bulls and meet the clowns and
Cowboys. Lane met Cody Lambert, The late Lane
Frost’s traveling partner and friend. Lane kept asking
if he was dreaming or if this was really happening.
Lane has also received a specially designed trike
from Rodeo Radio. Clown and Announcer Joey
Dumis started this Christian based show. Lane was
their first recipient for their assistance program. Along
with several other Facebook
friends we were able to raise
the funds to get his trike.
Then came Indian Outlaw, a
Boarder Collie puppy that
Lane received from a friend in
Oregon. I wondered how’d we
get this pup home? The pup
traveled from Oregon to Montana for a couple weeks then to
Faith SD, once again Lane’s
Facebook friends stepped up to
help by paying for a motel
room and gas. We traveled to
Faith and made a lot new
friends on the way.
Lane received a special
gift for Christmas last year
from a family
in Kansas, a
saddle, bridle
and blanket for
his horse another family
sent a halter
with a nameplate on it

engraved Flash Dancer, the name of Lane’s horse.
Lane also received a very special gift from the Frost Family, A Cowboy
Bible, with a letter from Clyde and Elsie Frost, Lane Frost parents.
The overwhelming outpouring of friends and gifts , have meant so much to
us. Lane’s outlook has changed thanks to his new friends.
We are looking forward to the summer, Lane will be getting to go meet
some of these special friends. Lane is the son of Pat McLain and Sherry Smith,
Grandson of Eddie Smith, Betty Johnson and the Late Joe and Zita McLain.
Great Great Nephew of Pete Hults.
Story submitted by Sherry Smith.

This History of Deuel County
was graciously provided by Diane Doyle
In 1833 Fremont and Nicollet were exploring eastern South Dakota, including parts of Deuel County. In
1840 the Reverend Stephen R. Riggs visited and
found the Indians who lived in the area preparing for a
buffalo hunt. By 1870 there were only eight families
composed of 37 residents in the county. The last
known buffalo hunt near Deuel County took place in
1879, one year after the organization of the
county. The buffalo vanished by 1883.
But in 1887 Deuel County was bustling with
activity, advertised as a "rich agricultural region
bounded by the State of Minnesota on the east,
Grant County on the north, Codington and Hamlin
Counties on the west, and Brookings on the
south". The railroads had cut their paths through
Deuel County and the towns of Gary (1872), Altamont
(1880), Goodwin (1880), Toronto (1884), Clear Lake
(1884) and Bemis-Palme (1886) were well established.
A Norwegian colony started at Fish Lake in
1873 . The population of the county grew more rapidly
in 79-80-81 and leveled off after that. The land was
rocky, rolling hills, but settlers won over rocks,
brought up their families and left a legacy of family
history. Deuel County was affected by the Depression
and drought in the 1930s. In 1933 and 1934, the bed
of Fish Lake was dry enough to raise a crop. Irrigation
improved the reliability of farming. Clear Lake became
the county seat, and with a population of 1,157 in
1980, the largest town in the county. More next
month, including pictures.

Handy
Hints

The Gary Historical Ass’n is putting
together a recipe book to sell as a fund
raiser for our museum replacement
building fund. How about sharing
some of those wonderful old or new
family favorites with us? We will include your name or the name of the
person that you want to immortalize on
the recipe. We would appreciate it if
the recipe is sent as an email or a
word document if possible.
Also, any old remedies or handy
hints, as these are always interesting. We also plan on including Gary
historic pictures in this recipe book.
This is to be a friends and community effort, near and far, so your contributions are very much appreciated.
Thanks for your participation,
Roger

My Life---Herbert Norman Meyer
THE FIRST

80 YEARS OF MY LIFE

Some years later my son-in-law and daughter said to me, “how would you like to go to Alaska?”
They were going to visit his brother and wife. My answer was “when are we leaving?” We decided
to go by van. Information on the highway said to bring extra tires and headlights because of flying
gravel stones that would knock them out. Not having traveled the Alaskan highway, we found them
in good condition. They were mostly blacktop. Most of the highway has been rebuilt from the original. We did not need the extra stuff. Our route began through North Dakota at the Peace Gardens
along the border of North Dakota and Canada. There were beautiful arrangements of many different
varieties of flowers. One half of the garden is on the U.S. side and the other half on the Canada
side.
We traveled further into Canada before heading west from the providence of Manitoba, then Saskatchewan and
Alberta. Much of these providences are agricultural, growing mostly wheat, including British Columbia. The providences
are very scenic with mountains. We traveled through the Yukon Territory and finally into Alaska. We went through Anchorage then south to Solatna where my son-in-law’s brother lived. It is like a large peninsula, not far from where the Veldez oil
spill was. In Seward we took a boat tour to see the ice bergs, whales, and much more. In Homer, Alaska you can get on a
fishing boat to catch flounder, some of which are 100 pounds.
I saw large piles of logs about 30 feet high and hundreds of feet long. They were harvested by Japanese and sold
to them by our U.S. Forest Department. I heard it was sold very cheap.
In the area of Kenai you can observe oil wells out in the bay. I counted six on land. There is also an oil refinery and
much of that is sold to the Japanese. I was told the Japanese also take what the U.S. calls waste and reprocesses it into
fuel that burns as clean as natural gas.
An Alaskan trip is not complete unless you try your luck at Salmon fishing. I went with some of the local boys. They
know were the salmon are in what streams. They are a very strong fish. I also had the opportunity to be taken on a fishing
trip with a guide in a drift boat, no motor. He guides it with oars. I caught my limit of three and a couple for the other guys in
the boat. They were not very good at hooking them. The large one I caught was sixteen pounds. These were pink salmon;
the large King salmon come in early in the spring. This trip was in August. On our return trip we stopped at Palmer, Alaska
where the state fair was going on. We spent one day there. Much of the area here inland is farm land, with dairy and some
beef cattle.
Our next stop was Denali National park. We camped there for the night. The ground was hard and rocky. It was
also cold and drizzling rain. We took the bus tour into the park, an eight hour tour. This was the only way you could go, no
vehicles allowed. You could only get off the bus at rest stops and at the observation buildings to view Mt. McKinley, the
highest point being 20,320 feet. The bus traveled slow and stopped to view wild life so we could
take pictures.
Our next travel stop was at Fairbanks, Alaska. We stopped here for the night and did
some sight seeing. The next day the main item was to see the Alaskan pipeline, touch it, and have
your picture taken by it. This pipe is four feet in diameter and 800 miles long. It carries crude oil
from Purdue Bay to Valdez, all the way across Alaska. There are many things of interest in
Alaska. We didn’t have time for any more. Our return trip was through British Columbia, Canada.
If you like mountain scenery, here is some of the best.
We crossed the state of Washington close to the coast through the city of Seattle. At an
intersection where we were on the top road I counted four roads below us, going every direction.
We continued south through the Redwood Forest. We passed many trucks hauling redwood logs.
Where the forest is protected, there are still many big trees. Where the trees were harvested, the
land was left a mess. Much of it bare and has gullies washed by the rains. Our next stop was to
see the tall Redwoods in northern California along the coast. They are giant trees, maybe the tallest in the world. I sure
hope they never cut them down for lumber. The largest diameter redwoods are in the Sierra National Forest in east central
California. We did not visit this area, but continued on our way home through the salt flats and Salt Lake City, Utah. This
sums up the interesting things of this trip.
Another trip we took was to the East coast. We went through Chicago and visited a friend I was with in World War
II. He took us on a tour of the area where the large coal mining was done. This was surface mining and we saw how they
restored the land back to its natural state. The coal was used in the smelting furnaces and the iron ore was shipped through
the Great Lakes to Johnstown where the factory is. Most of the iron now comes from other countries which is also a loss to
the Minnesota Iron range.
We then went to Massachusetts to visit with the lieutenant of our company in WW II. He lived 30 miles NW of Boston. This area used to be farming and dairy. Now the Midwest is producing most of that. The land is now mostly trees. We
went through Boston, a very crowded large city. The traffic is bumper to bumper. If you needed to change lanes, the other
drivers would give you room to change. We went to Plymouth to see the Mayflower, a replica of the ship the Pilgrims came
to America on. We also saw Plymouth Rock, the first step by the Pilgrims on American soil. It is now fenced in but you can
throw money coins at it for good luck. We also got our hands wet in the Atlantic Ocean. Our return trip was through the
State of New York, which is far different from the City of New York. Many guys who were in the service with me were from

New York. They referred to themselves as from “upstate” New York.
We also made a stop in New Jersey to visit with a friend of my daughter Julane’s. New York State is a large state
with a lot of farming communities. I also learned that there are a lot of grapes grown in this state and that a lot of wine is
produced here.
Our next stop was at Niagara Falls, New York, to view Niagara Falls, which is between Lake Erie and Lake Ontario.
It is also between the State of New York and the Providence of Ontario, Canada. If you ever get close, stop and take a look
at it. Another thing that was different from Minnesota was the tow road at which you had to stop and pay before they let you
through. The rest of the trip home was pleasant, but tiring.
Our next little journey was a plane trip (given to us from our children for our 50 th wedding anniversary) to Arkansas
to visit a cousin, Fred Meyer. We landed in Memphis, Tennessee and went by car to Mountain Home, AK which is in north
central Arkansas, close to Missouri. Something I saw here that I had not seen before was cotton fields and some tobacco.
There were also some corn and grains. The level land and irrigation systems were different than here. Our cousin took us
to other places such as the under ground caves and to see the large dams used for power to generate electricity, and for
recreation, boating and fishing. We saw some of the old beautiful bridges that span the rivers and a park where an underground river flows to the surface. The river was about 15 to 20 feet wide.
We also went on the trip to Branson, Missouri to see the star singer’s theaters and enjoy the shows. They also
have a Bass Pro store at Springfield where fishermen or hunters can buy anything they want while traveling in the mountain
areas. If you watch closely you may spot a hillbilly shack. If you take a closer look you may see a shotgun or two by the
front door. They don’t like visitors getting too close to their stakes back in the woods. You could end up with some buckshot in your butt. A visit to Arkansas is not complete without trying their catfish dinners. They are good.
There were other trips to visit our relatives. Many are in Iowa, one in Los Angeles, California. I remember going
through Death Valley, a very hot desert. It was 117° but it doesn’t feel that hot. You do dehydrate more than you think. We
did not have air conditioning. At one stop a man with air stopped and got out. He just about passed out. He had to hang on
to his car door for a few minutes. This was in 1961 or 1962.
Our latest trip was with our son & daughter-in-law when they wanted to see the southwest part of Colorado. This
state has a little of everything. It has farm land, the Rocky Mountains, and some desert. I’ve been to Pike’s Peak, and have
now seen Vale, where President Ford went to ski. At the four corners, you can place your hand on four states at one time;
Colorado, New Mexico, Arizona and Utah.
The Indians have their concession stands there, ready to sell you all kinds of trinkets. We toured what was the home of
Indian cliff dwellers; a steam engine train ride through the mountains to Silverton, the silver mining area, now mostly a tourist attraction for a fee. You can have a ride on a small rail car into the 100 year old mine. The mine is about a mile into the
mountain with guides, helmets, and a rain jacket. Whatever state you decide to visit, check out all the points of interest.
Plan your trip well in advance and don’t hurry! Enjoy it!
I hope you enjoyed reading this.
Dad, Grandpa & Grandma, Friends & Family
Herbert N. Meyer
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The Gary saloons are again closed. It is
said that of the prohibition bill, the line
is drawn so fine that it will be unlawful
to use or have about the premises, vinegar which shall have the slightest trace
of apple juice.

GREETINGS FROM CANBY~
This issue brought some finality, in that we have concluded Mr. Meyer’s and Chief
Little Crow’s stories. Since some of us may never have the opportunity to travel to the places that
Mr. Meyer visited, we saw it “through his words” and with that interest I took the time to search
for more on the internet. Thank you, Herbert, for allowing us to be entertained by your life and to
see the world the way it was “back then.”
There is a great deal more information on Chief Little Crow that I would like to share but there was not
space enough for it all in this issue. I would recommend, if you are interested in learning more, go to your local
library and ask for any information they may have, or do a search on the internet by typing Chief Little Crow in
the search box. Little Crow was an interesting man, but lived a sad and painful life. May he rest in peace. We will
bring you more interesting history in future issues, and meet a few of his friends!
History is exciting when you look at it from a personal point of view. For example, were you aware that in
the small town of Gary all of this important history happened? Have you ever stopped to consider where you
might be today if the people who came before you had taken a different course in life? Look around you. . . Who
may have walked on the very soil you are standing on, before you? Could Lewis and Clark have camped here on
their trip West? How many wagon trains came through? Were the buffalo plentiful?
When you happen to see one of the Gary Historical Association members be sure to thank them for caring
enough about the past to keep records so that future generations will have the resources to answer the questions
about the “olden days.”
On the Canby home front:
The Dollar & Sew is open as of April 13, 2011 in the old Dueber’s building. Come on in and look
around! According to Sue Alley, one of the owners, “if you don’t find what you are looking for, let us know and
we will see if we can get it.”
The Tower Motel has been sold, so at this time Canby is without any accommodations until the Canby
Inns & Suites is completed, which by the look of things, shouldn’t be long now! The local number to call for information on Canby Inns & Suites is 507-223-6868. The Tower has been purchased by Matt & Kari Wagner for
Student housing. [For those attending MNWest Canby]. According to Kari each unit will have a microwave and a
frig and the commons will have a full size kitchen and an area where the students can gather to study or relax.
This is an ideal location as they are directly across from Jim’s Market. Pooling rides will be a very good thing,
thus saving gas! This was a much needed service in Canby. Thank you Matt & Kari!
There is a rumor going around Canby that the Canby Home Bakery has been sold. According to the Jeff
and Sherri Grengs, the owners, this is not true. They would like to sell the business, but it hasn’t happened yet. So
you are still able to purchase those wonderfully fresh home made baked goods. With Graduation coming up, now
is the time to order those cakes and buns!
Moberg’s Meat Center is nearly finished with the renovations on the front of the shop and will ready to
open the front door around the first week in May. Stop in and check out Chuck’s mouth-watering meat specials.
Lloyd and Wendy Shrunk have taken over True Value. We wish them a great success in their new endeavors. We extend “best wishes” to Paul & Norma Sieverson
The annual Hat Daze over Father’s day weekend. [June 17-19]. Watch for the posters with all the
details in the stores in the later part of May.
Until next time,
Joyce Baer

PONDER THIS:
If a pig loses its voice, does that
mean it is disgruntled?
Why do croutons come in airtight
packages? Aren’t they just stale
bread to begin with?

THE ST. PAUL PIONEER PRESS AND DISPATCH SUNDAY MAGAZINE
Nov. 7, 1971
Little Crow Dacotah Chief finds peace at last.
By Don Spavin, Flandreau, So. Dak.
Story continues from the April 2011 addition. . .
“As Jesse Wakeman was the closet living descendent of Little Crow, we went to Flandreau to ask his
permission for interring the bones of the famous chief
in our grounds,” said St. Clair. At that time Wakeman
agreed and we also talked of moving the bones of Little Crow’s son, Wo-wi-nape, better known as Thomas
Wakeman to our cem
etery. We felt it would be fitting
he be buried in his homeland for
No matter where the Dacotah go
They still think of Minnesota as
The homeland.
It was winter when the
Morton group talked to Wakeman
And he requested they wait until
Warmer weather so that he might
Also attend the burial of his grandfather. In the interim, he decided against moving the bones to Morton.
“I think I’ll leave them father in his grave at Redwood Falls,” Wakeman said.” It would cost more
money than I’ve got to rebury him.”
But it was the interest of the Morton group that
aroused as interest in Wakeman in getting the bones of
his grandfather from the MN Historical Society. He
had known they were there since 1908 when his sister,
Mrs. Allen first saw them.
“We were visiting in St. Paul in that year,” she said,
“and one day went to the Historical Society building.
In the entrance lobby, handing in a case were the
bones of Little Crow. It disturbed me t see such a sight
and I told my brother about it.”
Yet it was not until the middle of 1920 that Wakeman saw the exhibit. Money for travel was not plentiful nor was there money to pay if court battles should
ensue. The years passed and the Sioux chief remained
as an exhibit in St. Paul.
“In 1924, I think it was, I was in St. Paul,” Wakeman said,” and went to the Historical Society. There I
saw the skeleton of my grandfather displayed in a
case. I told the man that it was the bones of my grandfather hung up on display. I’m getting a lawyer and
I’ll be back tomorrow. The bones better be down and
out of that case.” When I returned the next morning
the bones had been put in a small closed box and
taken to a room in the basement of the building.
There they apparently rested undisturbed through
decade after decade until the recent move by the Morton community brought the matter to a head. Cost of
burial and for a plaque has been borne by the Historical Society, Wakeman said. “It will be simple
marker,” he added, “but at least it will recognize that
Ta-o-ya-te-duta is finally at rest.”
Little Crow’s life, from his birth at
Kapesia to his death at Hutchinson
to his burial at Flandreau, a century
later, is a story of Man’s inhumanity
to man, of pioneer Nuremberg trials,
and of a misunderstood man who
had real cause to curse the fates
that plagued him.
The third chief to bear the white
man’s
name of Little Crow, Ta-o-yaLittle Crow in “civilized clothing”,
1862

te-duta (His Scarlet People) was 25 years old when he assumed the leadership of the Kapesia band of Mdewahkonton Sioux when his father died of an accidental gunshot
wound.
Trouble haunted him from the start. Two brothers disputed his right the lead the tribe and in a quarrel shot him
the bullet passing through his wrists. The Army surgeon at
Ft. Snelling advised amputation but Little Crow turned to his
medicine men for help and in time his wounds healed. He
was left with deformed wrists but hands and wrists he could
use.
Like his father, he was friendly to the whites and signed
the Peace Treaty of 1851 for his band. He also signed the
Treaty of 1858 which ceded the north side of the Minnesota
River reservation to the whites and it was this signing that
brought him into disfavor
among many of his own
people. It was this plus his
part in the uprising of 1862
that made him an unpopular here to many of his
people right up to modern
times.
For Little Crow was not
the most influential leader
of the Dacotah in the summer of 1862. Many thought
he had betrayed them with
the Treaty of 1858. When it
came time to elect a leader
of all the bands which had
settled on a reservation at
that time stretching from
New Ulm to Ortonville
along the south bank of the
Minnesota River-Little
Crow was passed over in
favor of Traveling Hail. Defeat rankled within the breast of this intelligent leader who
believed that to survive the Indian must adapt to the white
Man’s way.
When hot bloods among the young warriors, disgruntled
over many wrong doings by white men and the white government spoke of war, Little Crow violently opposed them
as did such chiefs as Wa-pa-sha and old Shakopee. They
managed to keep the young warriors quiet for a time and it
appeared that peace would continue. But when Shakopee,
died, his son also called Shakopee, took over and he hated
the whites. Little Leaf and Medicine Bottle joined him in a
desire for war.
While Wa-pa-sha held out for peace and Little Crow
stood too, against war. He had been to Washington on two
separate trips. He knew the hopelessness of the Indian
cause, but when he was taunted with being a coward hiding
in his teepee, his anger flared and in a memorable speech
he accepted the challenge and the leadership even though
he knew it was a lost cause. (The speech was printed in the
April 2011 issue).
He reminded the braves that nothing but disaster lay
ahead and told then they could die in battle with the whites.
He closed by saying, “Little Crow will die with you.”
He led the Sioux and with them he died, not the noble
death of a warrior in the field as should have been his right
but as a tired old man who had come down from hiding to
steal horses to carry his family to safety. While he led the
Sioux, his warriors turned the Minnesota frontier into a horror land of burning and killing, yet those who wrote of that
time and who were captives of the Sioux maintained that
the chief himself did no killing and treated captives fairly
and decently. The crimes that were committed were done
by bands of renegade braves over whom the chief

had lost control.
There is historical record to show that Little Crow in September of 1862 about a month after the uprising started, attempted to meet with Col. H. H. Sibley and to negotiate for
release of prisoners and an end to
the war. He was
turned down and
about the same
time, Wa-pa-sha,
who had never forgiven Little Crow
for agreeing to lead
the warriors, conducted his own negotiations with
Sibley and arranged to turn over
prisoners at Camp
Release near Montevideo.
The Indian
cause was lost not
many weeks after
Sioux Warriors
the uprising began
and by 1863 Little Crow and many of the Warring chiefs,
braves and families had fled to Canada or into North Dakota,
seeking escape from Sibley’s slow but relentless pursuit.
Behind then they left a frontier devastated by fire and pillage. Behind them they left more dead than had ever been
killed in the history of Indian-white warfare. Behind then they
left a hatred of the Sioux that was not to die for many generations.
In the North, in the summer of 1863 Little Crow was becoming desperate. There were some 16 members of the
family to care for. He was a hunted man. In an interview after his capture, Wo-win-ape, his son, said, “Father decided
to come back to our country and attempt to steal some
horses for his family. He said once this was done he would
go far off. He asked me to go with him to carry his bundles
as he was getting old.
Wo-win-ape said he and his father were picking berries on
the north edge of Hutchinson when they were surprised by a
farmer and his son. The farmer, a man by the name of Lamson, shot at Little Crow, hitting him in the side. “Both of our
guns were lying on the ground,” Wo-win-ape said, “and father picked up his and fired and then as he prepared to fire
mine, the farmer shot again. The slug hit the stock of the
gun and glanced off and went into father’s side near the
shoulder. It was that shot that killed him. He knew he was
dying and asked me for water. I gave him some and he
died.”
Wo-win-ape, who had hidden in the tall grass, made his
way eventually to Devil’s Lake, N.D., where he was captured
and sent to prison at Davenport, Iowa. He was 16 years old
at the time and at first was sentenced to be hung. President
Lincoln saved his life. In prison he was converted to Christianity and took the name of Thomas Wakeman. He became
a traveling secretary for the YMCA a post his son, Jesse
was to assume when he became a man.
When, as an old man, he became ill, Thomas asked to be
returned to his homeland at Morton and it was there he died
and was buried at Redwood Falls in an unmarked grave.
Little Crow died in the early evening of July 3, 1863. Indentified by the deformed wrists and by a double set of teeth
-an abnormality that accounted for his having a jaw out of
proportion to his face-his body became the center of attraction at a July 4th celebration in Hutchinson. There may have
reason to celebrate his death. His warriors left a bloody trail
through the frontier. They had even unsuccessfully attempted to take the stockade at Hutchinson. They had

killed settlers in that area.
Residents of Hutchinson dragged the body of the fallen
chief down the main street at the end of a rope. When Godfearing settlers objected to the brutality, the body was
thrown on a refuse heap, and it was not for some weeks
after that the bones were recovered and turned over the
Historical Society.
Thus lived and died Ta-o-ya-te-duta, Sioux chief here
whose restless journey over a century has ended here in a
simple grave on a hill overlooking a valley where buffalo
once fed by the thousands.
Mrs. Woolworth includes the following newspaper article:
Flandreau, SD, Feb. 9, 1972 JESS M. WAKEMAN
Funeral services will be held at the Skroch Funeral
Home Saturday at 11 am for Jess M. Wakeman, 89,
the last remaining grandson of Chief Little Crow, who
died at his home Wednesday morning.
Mr. Wakeman was born near Milbank on Dec.
23, 1882. He moved to Flandreau when he was a child
and attended grade school there. He spent two years at
the Haskell Institute, Lawrence, Kan., and four years
at the Carlyle Indian School, Carlyle, PA. He worked
at YMCA’s in North and South Dakota and in Iowa
until 1926 when he moved to Moody county where
had made his home since.
Mr. Wakeman was married to Bessie Pernnell
in 1913 in North Carolina. She died in 1920. Survivors include a son, Thurman Wakeman, and a sister,
Mrs. Ida Allen, both of Flandreau.
Little Crow is notable in for his role in the negotiation of the Treaties of Traverse des Sioux and Mendota of 1851, in which he agreed to the movement of
his band of the Dakota to a reservation near the Minnesota River in exchange for goods and certain other
rights. However, the government reneged on its
promises to provide food and annuities to the tribe,
and Little Crow was forced to support the decision of
a Dakota war council in 1862 to pursue war to drive
out the whites from Minnesota. Little Crow participated in the Dakota War of 1862, but retreated in
September 1862 before the war's conclusion in December 1862. Little Crow was killed on July 3, 1863
by a settler who wished to
collect the bounty given to
any person who killed a Dakota in Minnesota.
Wikipedia

Statue of Little Crow on
the bank of Crow River in
Hutchinson, Minnesota

MINING FOR MINERALS—California had the 49
Gold Rush, well Gary had a 89, Gold Rush, but
was short lived. Instead of a rush it turned out
to be a very weak push!
Jan. 27, 1888—We have no doubt there are many men
in Gary who would laugh at the assertion that there is
coal here to be found in paying quantities, but we have
faith in the prediction and shall watch developments
with interest.
The surface of our country shows every indication
of containing at no very great depth coal in unlimited
quantities. Several pockets of float coal have already
been discovered in this county by parties who have
been digging wells and in some instances nearly a
wagon full has been taken out. Capt. Herrick took out
100 lbs. from a well he was digging near his hotel.
April 27, 1888—J. E. Smith is down some 70 feet
with his prospecting machine and already has specimens of coal on exhibition. The specimens however
are considered float coal and do not count for much. It
is hoped that at a greater depth the black diamonds
will be found.
Jan. 18, 1889—A meeting of the business men of
Gary was held at the Deuel County Bank last Saturday
evening for the purpose of taking necessary steps to
prospect for coal in this vicinity.
Feb. 1, 1889—Another experiment is to be made here
towards finding natural gas or coal beneath the surface. The first move will be to open the old well at the
Holmes place which was filled up some 10 years ago
on account of the gas which found an outlet through it
to the surface.
May 24, 1889—Gunder Inlagen has several fine specimens of lignite coal. George Westcott is prospecting
for coal in this vicinity. He has brought in several samples of coal of a good quality.
May 31, 1889—Three mining companies are now under organization. Every business man in town has on
exhibition at his place of business specimens of gold
from our mines.
May 31, 1889—The Gary Placer Mining Co. have
perfected their organization. J. V. Wells, Pres.; N. M.
Wade, Sec.; W. J. Moulster, Treas. The God Excitement shows no sign of abating. As mentioned last
week colors of gold are found in every pan full of
gravel washed out on our creek. At the Twitchell property 1/2 mile south of the railroad bridge gold has been
found in the creek bed and hillside. The gold is in the
form of dust and scales, no nuggets of any size have
as yet been found. A dam has been built on the
Twitchell property and sluice boxes are being made
and will be in operation Monday. The washings thus
far have been merely the top gravel and dirt. Charles
Lusk an old time Californian made a rude rocker and
has washed out quite a bit of gold and from his experience in such matters entertains no doubt of reaching
pay dirt. A shaft is being sunk the hillside for the purpose of reaching bed rock and when bed rock is once
reached gold in paying quantities will undoubtedly be

found. Mr. J. Everet of Watertown an
old forty niner examined the superficial
washings last Sat. and decided the present indications to be A-No.1, he is expected from Watertown today to place the sluices in
position and superintend the same. In the meantime the
necessary work is being done at the mines in the way
of finishing the dam and sinking the shaft. Many inquiries are daily received from old miners in all parts
of the country who have heard of the find and we will
have in a short time many additions to our population.
Mining companies are being organized and we realize
that we are in the infancy of a genuine Gold Boom.
June 14,1889— C.W. Twitchell is owner of the land
on the creek on which gold was first discovered and
where the sluice boxes are now in position. He is staying at the Herrick Hotel. The Mining Company is putting down a prospect shaft on the big meadow at the
head of our creek and are now down over 70 feet and
have not reached the bottom of the drift dirt and washings yet. When such a point is reached it is confidently
expected that gold in paying quantities will be found.
A force of men are constantly at work on the shaft.
Jacob Vanavalkenberg, of Watertown, New York,
who has been making investigations in regard to placer
mining in the vicinity left Tuesday for the East where
he will secure proper machinery and as soon as he can
get options on certain lands here will put the machinery in. He is positive that there is gold here in great
quantities.
July 12,1889—Mr. John Carey, who has charge of
Frank Peachey’s farm about 5 miles NW of here
brought to last Tuesday a fine specimen of ore and also
a piece of coal found on the place. Call at the Interstate
office and see specimens of gold, copper and iron ore
found in the Hills around Gary.
Beginning with the June issue we will introduce our
readers to “Klondike” Sam who will relate his adventures while searching for gold in this vicinity.

Annual Gary Alumni
Gary High School Reunion
Sunday, July 3, 2011
Buffalo Ridge Resort
10 AM to 1 PM
This year, due to numerous requests from Alumni, the banquet
meal will be a Sunday Brunch fully catered by The Rock Room
at Buffalo Ridge. Please RSVP by June 18, as we need to give a
count to the Rock Room. The cost will be $12.00 to be paid as we
go through the buffet line. We are also taking a free will donation to
cover the cost of the hall and/or banquet room rental. We will be socializing with music provided from CDs by the Barn Again Gang, a
religious musical group. Please RSVP to Sharlotte Baer or Barbara
Giese. Can also respond by email to: sbaer@itctel.com 605-2722207 or 605-874-8238 Please leave a message if no one is available
to answer the call.

