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By Marietta Thomas
The trees have started to give bud
And the lawns have a tinge of green,
The farmers are busy in the fields
And many song birds have been seen.

The little calves are in the pasture
Following behind the mother cow,
And the piglets are all asquesling
As they tag the mother sow.

Some birds have started to build nests
In the trees that still are bare.
But soon will be all robbed in foliage
And the homes be hidden there.

The little lambs they run and frolic
In the sunlight, bright and clear,
And seem to enjoy living
When the mother sheep is near.

Folks are busy in their gardens
Aplanting all the tiny seeds,
Which will sprout and soon be growing
Along with all the many different
weeds.

All the world seems to awaken
When the springtime comes around
We will watch for each new flower
Which on our prairies can be found.

The little chix are in their houses
Which some busy person tends
But was different in past ages
When they run with mother hens.

After all the cold and snowfalls
Which we had thru winter time,
We so welcome another springtime
In this land of yours and mine.

Remember Beautiful Lake Elsie???
Lake Elsie was a WPA project of the 1930’s. This one acre WPA project in the City of Gary is named for
Elsie Rule, by J. D. Woodbury, Engineer at the School for the Blind. In 1919 a large artificial pond was
made and a dam constructed. In 1938, improvements were made in the park, and Lake Elsie’s shores were rip
rapped and two rustic bridges constructed. A lake was made by constructing a dam on Lac Qui Parle creek
just north of the State School for the Blind. A man made island was constructed and it shore as well as all the
lake shore were ripped rapped with rock. A small channel connected the lake to a shallower area of the
lake. A log bridge crossed this narrow channel. A bridge also crossed over the lake to the island. A bath
house located on the north side near the dam where the water was 8 feet deep
served as a place to change into swimming trunks in the summer and served as a
warming house in the winter when the interest turned to ice skating. Near the
lake was a picnic area which served as a gathering place for many families on
Sunday afternoons.
This project was the result of Supt. Otis
Rule's efforts to secure federal aid in our area. It was
started as a PWA project on February 15,1934
and created work for 25 men. Lake Elsie was named
for Elsie Rule the wife of Supt. Otis Rule by Joel D.
Woodbury, the Engineer of the school for the Blind. Lake Elsie Bridge
A dam was originally built in the spring of 1920 on the Lac Qui Parle Creek
that runs through Gary. The dam washed out twice. The last time it washed out
Lake Elsie
was during a downpour on July 4, 1920. This dam would back up the water into
a small artificial pond.
In 1934 the lake was enlarged to several times its former size, an island was built in the middle and a driveway along three sides. The island was named Goss Island for Mr. Goss. Silt was removed and trees cleared. After
excavation the excess dirt was placed on the ball diamond northeast of the lake. Some of the dirt was also used to
build the road around the lake. After the dam was put into place is took 108 hours to fill the lake up.
The southern edge of the lake was the shallow end being reserved for the youngsters and north of the island,
by the dam, the water was eight feet deep. Steps were constructed along the water's edge for better access to the
lake.
Two picnic grounds were placed along the shore. The band and speaker stand was moved from the south
campus of the School for the Blind and placed in the corner of the main picnic grounds. New benches and tables
were also constructed.
It was filled in time for the 4th of July celebration that was held at the park with a ball game, parade, fireworks, boxing, and water stunt show on the lake.
A changing house was built in 1935, which was also used for a warming house in the winter when the interest would turn to ice skating. Lifeguards were hired in 1935 under the PWA project.
In July of 1937 Lake Elsie was drained and silt was removed by volunteer help. The dirt removed from the
lake was used to widen the road around the lake.
Supt. Linn of the School for the Blind proposed another PWA project for Lake Elsie in 1938. Rip rapping
was done on the shore lines and a bridge was built to the island.
In the late winter before the spring thaw, the dam would be removed to allow for the spring run off. The
boards would then be put back in to let the lake fill back up.
People from all over the country would come to the lake and park for picnics, meetings, school outings, and
celebrations.
The area was under the City's control by an easement agreement, that stated the City of Gary had control of
the lake as long as they maintained it. After a drowning accident, the City pulled the planks and temporarily drained
the lake. The lake was pushed in, without the City's authorization. Due to this act, the city lost its control on the
property and the land reverted back to whoever retained the ownership of the Blind School property.

Pictured above are the Board President of I.T.C. of Clear
Lake Warren Brandlee, Jeanie Pederson, Lynn Pederson, Shar Baer, Ron Stangeland, and Roger Baer receiving the check for the Gary Historical Assoc. and Dale
Overby of I.T.C. presenting the check. Not pictured are
Kathy Limberg and Ray Eng of the Gary Historical
Assoc.

Gary Historical Assoc. ground breaking ceremony and receiving a very generous donation from the
City of Gary.
Pictured below from the left are Darwyn
Engesser and Clark Dessler of the Gary City Council,
Jeff Engesser, Mayor, City of Gary, Ron Stangeland
and Lynn Pederson of the Gary Historical Assoc., Albert Bekaert of the Gary City Council, Kathy Limberg, Jeanie Pederson of the Gary Historical and
Roger Baer, President of Gary Historical Assoc. Not
able to attend were Sharlotte Baer and Ray Eng of the
Gary Historical; Robert Engeseth and Mary Peterson of the Gary City Council.
Progress on our new museum continues as
Mike Nosbush, the contractor, moves ahead with the
ground work.
Our goal is to be open and operating by the July
4th celebration. Everything is on schedule thanks to all
who have contributed and helped us reach our goal!

Gary Historical Association has been busy the past two years
raising funds to put up a new museum building. The original
museum was lost when the roof collapsed under a heavy snow
load, however 95% of the contents were saved and are in
storage.
The ground breaking has begun.

The Gary Historical Ass’n still has a number
of these wonderful cookbooks with those mouth
-watering recipes like Grandma used to
make...
Available at: Jim’s Market-Canby; Gate
City Store & DNB Nat’l Bank of Gary
Or from any of the
Per book Gary Historical Ass’n members

Gary Historical Assoc.
The Gary Historical Assoc. continues to receive donations for their museum building fund. Pictured
shows a generous donation from DJO of Clear Lake.
In the picture are Shar Baer, Ron Stangeland and
Barb Giese of the Gary Historical Assoc. receiving
the donation from Ellen Schmahl of DJO and Jeanie
Pederson of the Gary Historical Assoc. Not pictured
are Lynn Pederson, Ray Eng, Kathy Limberg and
Roger Baer of the Gary Historical Assoc. The Gary
Historical Assoc. is thankful for the generous donations they are receiving for their building project.
THRIFTY TIP:
Give a dead battery a jolt.
Storing your batteries in the fridge can
make them last up to 90 percent longer, and
popping a dead battery in the freezer overnight can temporarily revive it. Even laptop
batteries. Just put them in a sealed bag to
protect them from moisture.
Get markers flowing again.
If a washable marker has run dry, dip the
tip into a cup of water. Hold it there until
you see ink start to flow again, then recap it
for 15 minutes. The moisture from the water rejuvenates the marker's pigments. Got a
dry permanent marker? Repeat the same
process using rubbing alcohol!
Boost your bar soap's shelf life.
It may sound strange, but simply storing
your bar soap unwrapped will give you
more suds. The reason? Exposure to air
dries out the soap, so it doesn't dissolve as
quickly when it comes into contact with
water. To get the benefit, unwrap any bars
and let them dry out for at least a week.

Gary Historical Assoc
The Gary Historical Assoc. has received another nice
corporate donation from Midwest Performance Converter/ Troy and Rachel Vande Brake. The Gary Historical continues with the progress of its new museum.
Ground work continues and the fill is in place. Concrete
is planned for latter this week.

I was at a deck party awhile back,
and the bugs were having a ball biting
everyone. A man at the party sprayed the
lawn and deck floor with Listerine, and
the little demons disappeared. The next year
I filled A 4-ounce spray bottle and used it
around my seat whenever I saw mosquitoes.
And voila! That worked As well..It worked
at a picnic where we sprayed the area around
the food table, the children's swing Area, and
the standing water nearby. During the summer, I don't leave home without it.
Jean R.

Hey everybody.
I'm tired.
Do you know why I'm tired? Not because of pregnancy, cattle, pigs, sheep, kids, impending garden/vineyard/orchard issues, but...
Because I (we) are caught in a love triangle.
I'm sure you guys are like "what? Last we knew you were happily married. What's going
on pray tell?"
I guess it's better to say that we are party to watching a love triangle. Well, since the
flashlight battery was almost dead, I suppose it's more like we were party to listening to a
love triangle, if you have to get technical about it.
I know, I know, how come we were listening in on it? Are we disgusting people that are
into that kind of thing?
No certainly not. Let me tell you about this "middle of the night escapade".
It all started this way:
Three AM. Maggie came into our room crying about falling off the couch while sleeping. For the second time.
So I put her in bed with Big D and I went to try to get some shut eye on the couch.
It's safe to say that last night, our living room looked like a frat house on a Friday night. Kids sleeping everywhere. 'Did I feed you something weird tonight or did I let you watch a bad show, what's going on? Why is no one
in their beds?' I wondered as I positioned kids elsewhere so I could have the big couch to myself.
Then I fell asleep. It took me about 3.5 seconds. Suddenly, I'm awaken by snarling and caterwauling (I know,
had to be serious to caterwaul, especially since I don't know what that means but sounded good anyway). Grace
sat straight up on the recliner, "mom! what is that?" It could've raised the dead for Pete sake.
Just then, Ron comes flying out of the bedroom. "Where's a light? There's some raccoons fighting in the
grove."
Now, I don't know about you, but I never see any raccoons around.
Ever.
Oh, I know there here, but they're sneaky. Every spring when the air is nice, there maybe a breeze, before the
feedlot stinks to high Heaven, we will have the windows open at night in our bedroom. Our bedroom backs up to
the grove. Which is apparently equal to a happening raccoon make out spot. AND
you hear it...raccoons...for like a week. Every night. Seriously.
As they screeched, screamed and snarled for a good 10 minutes, I imagined two
big males out there on a limb of an old dead cotton wood and a female sitting there
trying to look beautiful. I don't know, maybe even secretly thinking what idiots
these guys were?
When Ron came back in the bedroom with the flashlight, he pushed the button
only to have it go dim right away.
"Darn batteries!"
By that time Fluff had come by our bedroom window and Ron told her, "go get
them girl!" She responded by laying down, as if to say, "no, it's kind of fun to listen to', or she was saying "it's 3
AM and you don't have a decent light, AND I'm not going out there by myself."
Or maybe just Fluff and I need some more sleep!
Sincerely,
Your very tired Farmgirl

Man’s Inhumanity to Man Or. . .
Scalping is the act of removing another person's scalp or a portion of their scalp, either from a dead body or from
a living person. The initial purpose of scalping was to provide a trophy of battle or portable proof of a combatant's
prowess in war. Eventually, the act became motivated primarily for financial reasons; people received payment
per scalp they acquired. Scalping is often associated with frontier warfare in North America, and was practiced by
Native Americans, colonists, and frontiersmen across centuries of violent conflict. Some Mexican (e.g., Sonora
and Chihuahua) and American territories (e.g., Arizona) paid bounties for enemy Native American scalps. Contrary to popular belief, scalping was far from universal amongst Native Americans.

Scythia
Scalping was practiced by the ancient Scythians of Eurasia. Herodotus, the Greek historian, wrote of the
Scythians in 440 BC:
The Scythian soldier scrapes the scalp clean of flesh and softening it by rubbing between their hands, uses it
thenceforth as a napkin. The Scyth is proud of these scalps and hangs them
from his bridle rein; the greater the number of such napkins that a man can
show, the more highly is he esteemed among them. Many make themselves
cloaks by sewing a quantity of these scalps together.

Levant
The second book of the Maccabees (ca. 67-37 BC) describes the practice of
scalping of living captives in Palestine.

North America
Certain tribes of Native Americans practiced scalping, in some instances up
until the end of the 19th century. According to Haines and Steckel (2000),
"Probably the most dramatic skeletal example of prehistoric violence in North
America comes from the Crow Creek site in central South Dakota. Archaeological excavations revealed about 486 skeletons within a fortification ditch on
the periphery of the habitation area. The site represents the Initial Coalescent
period and dates to about 1325 A.D. P. Willey's analysis revealed that 90% of
the individuals had cut marks characteristic of scalping."
In the 1710s and 1720s, New France engaged in frontier warfare with the
Natchez people and the Meskwaki people. While scalping was used in the Pequot War, scalping did not appear in the laws of the American colonies until
the mid-1760s.

Native American Big Mouth Spring
with decorated scalp lock on right
shoulder. 1910 photograph by Edward
S. Curtis

Supposedly, General Custer (who was known for his hair) was not scalped after the Battle
of the Little Bighorn because he was deemed filthy in the eyes of the Sioux – to lay hands
on him would sully the hands of the warrior. Some scalping incidents even occurred during
the American Civil War; for example, Confederate guerrillas led by Bloody Bill Anderson
were well known for decorating their saddles with the scalps of Union soldiers they had
killed. Archie Clement had the reputation of being Anderson’s “chief scalper”.

Colonial Wars

1890 photograph of Robert
McGee, scalped as a child
by Sioux Chief Little Turtle, in 1864.

There were six colonial wars with New England and the Iroquois Confederacy fighting
New France and the Wabanaki Confederacy over a seventy-four year period, starting with
King William's War in 1689 (See the French and Indian Wars, Father Rale's War and Father Le Loutre's War). Frontier warfare (i.e., scalping) against families was the approach to
warfare used by all parties during these wars.

Massachusettes created a scalp bounty during King William's War in July 1689. During Queen Anne's War, by
1703, the Massachusetts Bay Colony was offering $60 for each native scalp. During Father Rale's War (1722–
1725), on August 8, 1722, Massachusettes put a bounty on native families. Ranger
John Lovewell is known to have conducted scalp-hunting expeditions, the most famous being the Battle of Pequawket in New Hampshire.
During the French and Indian War, in June 12, 1755, Lieutenant Governor Spencer
Phips of Massachusetts Bay colony was offering a bounty of £40 for a male Indian
scalp, and £20 for scalps of females or of children under 12 years old. In 1756,
Pennsylvania Governor Morris, in his Declaration of War against the Lenni Lenape
(Delaware) people, offered "130 Pieces of Eight, for the Scalp of Every Male Indian
Enemy, above the Age of Twelve Years," and "50 Pieces of Eight for the Scalp of
Every Indian Woman, produced as evidence of their being killed."

As you can see scalping was not just something
that the Native Americans
were know for. This practice started before
Indian Warrior with Scalp, Christ (BC) in the Middle
1789, by Barlow.
Eastern countries. As we
were researching this information, we knew
we couldn’t share all we found. But what we
have represented here is located in the
hunter Ralph Morrison was killed
Wikipedia and also the Native America En- Buffalo
and scalped December 7, 1868, near Fort
cyclopedia. So if you desire to learn more Dodge, Kansas, by Cheyenne's. The photo is
by William S. Soule. Officer is Lt Reade of
do the research and learn and grow!
the 3rd Infantry {left} and John O. Austin
Chief of scouts at right.

JOHN STANLEY
Excerpt from an Autobiography of Mr. John Stanley
The following is a contribution from Diane Bartels Doyle. This information was given to her from the grandson of
John Stanley. Mr. Stanley was the editor of the Gary Inter State in the time frame of 1883.

Breaking Virgin Dakota Sod
Forthwith a small shanty was built and the required breaking of the sod was done. At the same time
father established himself in town for the practice of his profession. The town was growing, in keeping
with the rapid settlement of the country along the railroad and far out on either side. The railroad was
extending to Watertown, forty miles west, which was the end of the railroad land grant, and which
naturally the railroad would make its chief city for that part of the territory.
Deuel County was established about that time and Gary made the county seat. The town grew rapidly, a news paper, The Inter-State, was founded by Fred J. Bowman, an enterprising young man from
Wisconsin-it being the third or fourth newspaper established in the territory of Dakota. Everything
looked favorable for a prosperous town. Father felt much enthused over the prospects and after
spending a couple of months in Gary, and holding down his homestead, he returned to Wisconsin to
arrange for removing the family to the "final home" as he termed it. It required no further argument
than father's glowing accounts about the new home in the west to enthuse every member of the family
over the proposed move. He quickly planned for the move of the family in September and he returned
to Gary.
Therefore on a September evening in 1878 mother with five daughters, (including the baby Mayme,
added to the family that year), took the west-bound passenger train, while brother Will and I (each in
our teens, but I four years the older), took charge of the immigrant car that our Uncle Dave Aiken had
supervised in loading with our belongings (household goods, some lumber, two horses, a cow, and
various necessities for establishing a home in the western frontier country). The car was packed full,
as we boys realized before completing that three or four days' trip. Our bed, consisted of springs and
mattress with plenty of bedding, had been made on top of some lumber piled near the freight car door.
Here we would have a good view of the country as the train chugged slowly along. Close to the foot of
our bed was a barrel of water for stock; just above the barrel a nail driven into the side of the car held
a lantern. The start was made after darkness had come, the lantern had been lighted, nobody evidently thinking of fastening it so that the bumping of the car might not jar the lantern off its hook. The
result may be anticipated. Will and I were sitting on the bed waiting for the approaching freight train to
which our car was to be attached. The abrupt crash finally came and behold we were in total darkness. The splashed water from the barrel informed us what had happened. I managed to fish the lantern out of the barrel of water, but we had no lighted car that night. Fortunately the water was not contaminated enough to spoil it for the stock. That rather rough start, together with the new experience of
traveling - the rumbling, banging freight train, a thunder and lightning storm giving us an occasional
flash view of the Mississippi river as we passed along close to its banks - all was sufficient to prevent
any drowsiness to come to the two boys who had never been away from home or the care of their parents. Daylight was never more welcome, somewhat west of Winona, Minnesota.
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The conflict between idealism and hard-headed business sense drew Canby along, through fire and plague and
panic, and the thrilling story of that progress is the story of a people who knew what they wanted and were always willing to fight to get it. The only times that Canby has nearly foundered from distress and misery have
been the times when the spirit was low and the leadership was timid. Fortunately, that happened seldom, and
never lasted long enough to be fatal.
From 1870 when a man named Underwood built a little log house just west of Canby Creek and never knew
that he was starting a town, to 1972 when Canby and the county of Yellow Medicine are observing a centennial,
is one good, long, exciting century.

This is Canby’s story…
Since from its beginning Canby was a one-man town, and that one man was John Swenson, it would seem
logical to start Canby’s story with his story.
John Swenson was born in Norway in 1842, and was well educated in the old country, becoming a parochial
school teacher. He immigrated to Rio, Wisconsin in 1868, and worked for a farmer. In the winter he attended
school for two weeks in order to learn English grammar.
In 1872, John and his brother Charles had come to Yellow Medicine County and had taken homesteads in Section 28 of Norman township, close to the banks of the lower branch of the Lac qui Parle. There were earlier settlers in the township, with whom the Swenson’s spent one of the most severe winters in Minnesota history. North
of them, on the west bank of the Canby Creek in Section 4, Mr. Underwood suffered through the same tragic
winter, in which many lives were lost. Discouraged, Underwood relinquished his claim to John Swenson for a
amount of $400. Although he corresponded with Swenson for a time, it is not known now where he went when he
left Canby.
In the spring of 1873 John Swenson became the owner of a mile long quarter in Section 4, the east half of the
northeast quarter and the east half of the southeast quarter. Included in the deal was a small log house, a wagon
and a team of oxen. Swenson sold his claim on the Lac qui Parle to Ole Lokken.
To the talented Swenson, farming was not a very fast moving occupation, and he sought more expeditious
ways of making a living. He looked about him and saw that there were settlers all around, and no town in which
they could buy provisions or have their wheat ground into flour, Thirty miles away to the southeast was Marshall,
with the mill at Camden nearby. To the southwest lay Medary, now merely a marker on the highway south of
Brookings, SD, which had not yet been founded. To the northwest was Kampeska 55 miles away, an outpost in
Dakota Territory. To the northeast lay Lac qui Parle village. To the east were the flour mills of Granite Falls and
Minnesota Falls. In order to reach any of these points, the settlers in his neighborhood would have a long and
hazardous journey.
In the immediate area of his log cabin were several dozen homesteads. He decided to establish a trading post.
If thee was no money to be had from the settlers, they had furs and farm products to give in trade.
Mr. & Mrs. Swenson conducted their store in their log cabin, on the site of the present city of Canby. This
commercial venture probably was the cause of the establishment of the townsite at the spot, when the St. Peter
and Winona Railroad laid its route through from Marshall to Kampeska in 1873. the first inventory of goods cost
Swenson about $50. He made the trip to Marshall for goods often on foot, pulling a wagon or sled down the 28mile right of way.
The railroad had been considering two other sites: One was the Four Mile creek settlement in the southwest
corner of Norman township, since this had been occupied as early as 1870; another was two miles closer to Marshall, where the present railroad right of way crosses the Lac qui Parle, just south of Section11. Section 3 was
chosen and the townsite was platted in 1876.
By this time, John Swenson had had his store established for three years. It was a way stop on the mail route
from Marshall to Kampeska, and in 1874 it was made a post office, with Swenson, naturally, being appointed
postmaster. At his suggestion, the post office was named Canby after General E. R. S. Canby.

The Warrior and the General: Captain Jack and General Canby
Story by E.C. Jones

Just to the west of Tule Lake and the Lava Beds, a white cross stands on a sagebrush
flat. It marks the spot where, on a clear and crisp morning in early April, 1873, two
great men and their entourages met face to face under the flag of truce. It is a place
where one man died, killed by the other, hoping to protect his people. The murdered
man was General Edward Richard Sprigg Canby—a civil war hero and the only General
to die in the Indian wars—and the murderer was a Modoc Chief called Kintpuash, for
ever remembered as Captain Jack.
The areas west and south of Upper Klamath Lake were the home to two tribes who
General E. R. S. Canby shared a language and much of their culture, but didn’t get along very well. The first, the
Klamath usually kept to the North of the valley near the Sprague and Williamson Rivers.
The second, the Modoc spent their time in areas along the banks of the Lost River, usually in the area north of
Tule Lake. For centuries their lives would remain unchanged. Like the Klamath, the Modoc subsisted on deer,
elk, pronghorn antelope, waterfowl, small game, camas roots and water lily seeds. While not overly aggressive
toward other tribes, the Modoc were known as fierce fighters.
Things would change during the last half of the Nineteenth Century. Trappers, followed by miners, followed
by settlers began to enter the Klamath region. The Applegate Trail, a southern alternative to the Oregon Trail,
now skirted Goose and Tule Lakes bringing thousands of whites through the area. It was near Tule Lake that the
fortunes of the Modocs started to change. In 1852, an immigrant band skirted the shore of one of the lakes. An
unknown group of natives attacked the train and killed many immigrants, and those who survived stumbled into
Yreka. Enraged and terrified citizens raised a militia headed by Captain Jim Crosby, who traveled to the massacre
site to bury the dead.
The next day, Crosby’s men killed fifteen Modoc women and children. The Modocs, who rarely let insult go
unpunished, brought the bands together in council. The chiefs, among them Captain Jack’s father, decided to retaliate. They ambushed a wagon train at Bloody Point, where the Applegate trail skirts the shore of Tule Lake.
Sixty-five white immigrants perished. The response from Yreka this time was to send another militia, this one
headed by a much more competent leader—and a much more ruthless Indian hater—named Ben Wright.
Wright unsuccessfully tried to lure the Modocs into the open by creating a fake wagon train, hiding armed men in
the backs of the wagon. The trick failed when the Modocs could see the men and their rifles in the back and prudently chose not to attack. After other ruses failed, Wright managed to convince the Modoc leaders to negotiate.
He and his men set out a food for the natives, a feast that some say was poisoned. The Modocs came to talk with
the whites, and when concentrated in one area, Wright pulled a pistol and ordered his men saying “Boys, don’t
spare the squaws; get them all!” After the smoke cleared, forty-one Modocs lay dead. One was Captain Jack’s
father.
After the Ben Wright massacre, the Modocs, plagued by disease, had few altercations with whites. Indian wars
to the west and northeast parts of the region diverted attention away from the Modocs, who started more positive
contact with whites. By 1864, government representatives under Klamath Agent A. B. Meacham, a former minister, gathered the Modoc bands in an attempt to persuade them to move to a reservation. Meacham appointed Old
Schonchin as Chief over all Modocs. [We will continue the story in the June issue of the InterState].

Gary Historical Association News
Museum Building Fund
To make a donation and place your family name on the Donors Wall, please see below.

Proposed New Historical Museum
The plan is to build the new museum on the lot
owned by GHA near the city park (where the previous building was located).
Our current goal is to build a 40' X 60' building on
a concrete slab.
The objective is to build a structure that will function as a museum and be an attractive addition to the
Gary community.
To help us meet these goals, please donate to the
Museum Building fund as detailed on the following

Type of Building Planned (not actual new museum)

page.

Donations to GHA Building Fund are tax deductions
Gifts can be made to tax-exempt organizations classified as 501(c)(3) charities and shown on your tax return as a charitable deduction. This includes the Gary Historical Association.
Disclaimer: This notification is not intended as tax advice. Please consult your tax advisor for information on your personal tax situation.

How to Donate
We invite you and your family to donate to our museum building fund. We are a 509(a)(1) public charity
organization, so all donations are deductible under section 170 of the IRS code. Individuals, families, organizations and businesses who donate amounts that meet the following guidelines will be recognized on a wall of the
new museum. The donation categories are:
Bronze $500+

Silver $1000+

Gold $3000+

Diamond $5000+

We would appreciate your donation of any amount. Please use the contribution form below. Encourage
your family members, Gary Public School classmates and friends to help the Gary Historical Association achieve
their goal for a new Historical Museum in Gary.
---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------Cut @ dashed line & mail to: Gary Historical Association, PO Box 83, Gary SD 57237
Museum Donation $____________
Name_____________________________________________ Tel #_(
Address_____________________________________

)

-_____________

Email Address______________________

City, State, Zip_________________________________________________________________________
Name for Donor Board (if qualified)________________________________________________________

e-

r-

he
so.

Gary Historical Building Fund
Donor Wall
Corp. Donors:

Gary All School Reunion will be Sunday, July 1, 2012 at the Prairie
View Golf Club which is located at
the NW corner of Lake Cochrane, or
3 mile corner South of Gary, one
mile W on Hwy 22, then South to
the golf course on your right about
2 1/2 miles. RSVP if you are planning to attend. The $15 per person
brunch will be from 11:00 am – 1:00
pm with the meeting at 1:00
p.m. An afternoon of visiting in the
meeting room and on the patio will
follow. There may be a golf special
offered but will follow up on that as
plans progress.

Inside Displays

Landscape
Electric and Labor
Some will be volunteer

Labor for Building
Some will be volunteer

City of Gary
I. T. C.
Otter Tail
Midwest
Perfr. Converter
Kallhoff
Construction/K&K
Art & Design
EMPI
Viessman
Deuel Co.
Lions
Deuel
Enterprises

$1000+ Donors: $500+ Donors:
Families
Families
Eng
Peden
Brevik
Van Steenberg

George Lage
James “Jyp”
Cole
Koerlin
Arthur
Benner
Cochrane
C. F. Wiese

Individuals

Lyndon &
Kathy
Limberg
R & S Baer
George &
Bobbie Lohr
Aldon &
Elaine Almos
Harvey –
Mary Ann
Nelson
Ron & Barb
Stangeland

Individuals
David
Hughes
Charles E.
Buzick
Joe & Dorothy Tschacher
Cletus &
Sharon Kruse
James R.
Miller
Mildred A
Reinhardt
In Mem. of
Pete Hults
Earl Lorenzen, MD
In Mem.
Ray & Marie
Wiese
Jay Grabow
Gordon
Heaton

Building
Concrete and Labor

May we have a little time
to visit with you
about a donation to
the Gary Historical
Building Fund?

Have you been to our web site?
www.experiencegarysd.com
It is loaded with interesting information, including, Bill Stone’s book at:
http://experiencegarysd.com/billstonebook.cfm
and the Gary High School Orange Book at http://
experiencegarysd.comgaryschoolorangebook.cfm
Gary Historical Ass’n is on FaceBook
Please LIKE us there

