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Down Memory Lane. . .

By Bernice Jensen

We have no “Down Memory Lane” from Bernice this month. She is having
some health issues but is still up and around. She would love to hear from our
readers. If you would like to send her a card her address is:
Bernice Jensen, 806 Herrick St. , Apt. 2, Gary, SD 57237

A Poet’s Thoughts...

Marietta Thomas
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My Life---Herbert Norman Meyer
THE FIRST

80 YEARS OF MY LIFE

The flight to Los Angeles was in daylight. There was a short stop in L.A. while passengers deplaned. Since the
plane was four hours late, not many got on. We had a very light load and I think we were given special treatment. We also
lost time in flight due to a strong headwind. The ride was smooth but I could see the static electric rods quiver at the outer
ends of the wings. Occasionally our speed was about 350 miles/hour.
We arrived in Honolulu about 11:00 p.m. If you ever go to Hawaii, don’t forget to take in a Luau, a Hawaiian meal
with exotic dancers, etc. They may even take you on stage to dance with them. We toured Pearl Harbor and saw the
sunken ships, the Missouri and others that were destroyed by the Japanese attack.
While relaxing at Julane’s, a phone call came asking for me! Who in the world would know I was in Hawaii? It was
my neighbors and friends, no other than the “tour masters,” Wilton and Madeline Gustafson. Wilton had talked to my son
Richard and knew we were there. They had two seats open on a Bud tour of the University of Hawaii and asked if we
would like to join them. The next morning we did the tour. They took us to where experimental crops of corn and grain were
grown in the farming area which was mostly in the valleys. The higher ground, on plateaus where the University was located, had many different kinds of fruit trees. Many of the trees had ripe fruit that was picked for the group to sample. It
was very good and tasty.
Banana trees were being developed to withstand more wind since some of the higher ground gets strong winds.
We were given large tree ripened bananas which are much better than what you can buy at the local market or store. This
tour was a day very well spent thanks to Wilton and Madeline.
My cousin Roy and his wife Gen came to Hawaii for two weeks. Roy was
recuperating from a heart operation. So together we rented a car and toured the
Island. I drove, Roy read the maps. We toured through the sugar cane fields. The
stalks contain the sugar, so the leaves are burnt off. The stalks are from 8-10 feet
tall. They are taken to the factory for processing. We toured one factory which was
one of the first factories. It had been restored just for tourists with guides to show
and tell how the sugar cane is processed into syrup and sugar.
We saw the large machines that harvest pineapple, about 10 rows at once.
The workers sit over a row and cut the pineapple from the plant. A conveyer belt
takes them to the bin. By the aroma of the field you could tell a field was ripe. We
picked one to eat while sitting under the shade tree. It was very good.
We also Island hopped by jet plane to Maui, a fifteen minute flight. We did not go the tourist route. Instead, we
rented a car and got a map to pick out our own routes of what we wanted to see. We chose an old winery. On the way we
saw an old volcano crater, the farming areas, some horses and cattle. There were very nice, small homes. It was almost
like being back in Minnesota. The higher areas were beautiful with its rugged ocean shore line. The winery was old and
not in use except for tourists to sample the wine; which we did. We purchased a bottle to take home.
We stayed at an old hotel. It was very clean, having just been purchased by a young couple. The rates were very
reasonable. It had a Chinese restaurant. The patio was lighted by flames on posts at night. The meals were served with
chopsticks and no silverware. After the waitress saw we weren’t doing too well, she brought us some silverware. She got a
little extra tip for that.
Since we didn’t go the tourist route, we planned our own places to see and how much time we would spend there.
It was very enjoyable and relaxing. Our next flight was to the Big Island of Hawaii. We landed in Hilo and drove 30 miles to
where we had reservations at a seaside hotel. Seeing the uniformed bus boys taking in luggage, we were sure such service would warrant a twenty dollar tip. Since it was mid afternoon, we scouted the city for other motels or hotels. We
stayed at a motel complex with a swimming pool and eating areas. One of the eating areas took reservations only. It only
cost $7.00 per person buffet style. They served between 6.00 pm and 8:00 pm. We started with appetizers and
hor’devores. Each cart had much to choose from. After 2 hours and four courses, we were very full. This was the best
meal ever. We did not tour the whole Island because of minor medical reasons. We did not get to visit the burial site of
Charles Lindberg, the first person to fly the ocean from the U.S. to Paris, France. We did see some of the lava from recent
eruptions and also still active volcanoes.
An interesting thing was picking up a fallen coconut in the shell from the palm trees. They were very close to the
road so you could take your pick. The next thing was to figure out how to get it open. We decided to use our tire wrench. I
think we worked on it for half an hour. We finally got it open and tasted the coconut. It was very tasty.
You can travel light in Hawaii. The temperature is quite constant from 72 degrees to a high of 77 degrees. There
are many things to do and see. We did not spend much time in the city to shop or take in the night life. We spent time on
our tours to see how the native Hawaiians lived and worked. Some of the natives do not like the Americans very well, so
we avoided those areas at night. To us it was interesting to see the pineapple fields and how they are grown. Now that all
good things come to an end, so did our trip!

We’ll catch up with Herbert’s next adventure in May...
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The Gary City Library goes back to the 1920's, and even earlier
in an informal fashion, by books being on loan in a home and
different business places. The Study Club, a group of ladies operated the library. Through the years the responsibility stayed
within the hands of a few far sighted individuals. With their
deaths and the dissolution of the Study Club, and the loss of the
help of the American Legion Auxiliary, the operation of the library
fell wholly on the city.
In 1923, one of the urgent community needs presented
was the necessity for more reading material for both young and
old. A community library and school library were obtained from
the Free Commission at Pierre for public use during the winter
months. The two libraries, found at the home of Mrs. Humbert,
loaned books to anyone wishing to use them. There also was a
table of magazines where patrons could bring their periodicals
for exchange.
In the later 1920's the library was in the front part of Youman's Lumber Co. The city paid the librarian, Youman's furnished the building and the Legion Auxiliary sponsored the library. It was located there until Youman's needed the space.
Next the library was at the Nelson Bakery, owned by Mr. and Mrs. Pete Nelson. Again a
Study Club sponsored the library and Mrs. Nelson was hired as the librarian. Members of the Study
Club assisted her to be able to keep the library open on Wednesday and Saturday nights.
In 1945, a 22’x 45’ cement block building, later known as the Golden Nugget was built and the
library was moved into it. The city furnished shelves and $100 was gave each year by the city to
purchase new books. Mrs. Rose Kunow was the first librarian in the new community building. Marietta Thomas and Mrs. Pete Hentges were librarians in the 60’s.
On April 11, 1974, the Gary City Library closed. All books and publications were transferred to
the Independent School District #1 of Gary to be operated with the school library. Many concerned
citizens did not approve of the move. With the able help of Irene Mews Heaton, then the Deuel
County Extension Agent, a campaign was started to return the library downtown. A petition was
circulated with favorable results and in the election, November 1974, the vote was 81 to 55 in favor
of returning the library to main street. The Mason's Lodge Building was rejuvenated by their organization with the help of the Green Thumb program. Edna Hinsvark, working under the Green
Thumb program, became the new librarian in 1976 when the library re-opened.
In 1981, the library again made a move. All materials were moved to the new city building. The Library moved again in 2003 to it's present location next to the city hall.
In going over past history it is noted that in 1976 the library had 4998 volumes owned with a
circulation of 791 books. In 2010 the library owns 13,166 volumes with a circulation of 3023.
It was also noted that between the years 1976 and 2010 the hours open to the public ranged
between 32 hours per week to 6 hours per week. Presently the library is open 12 hours per week.
Librarians following Edna Hinsvark were Donna Ochsendorf, Ellen Schulte, Gertrude Baer,
and the present librarian since 2004, Vera Meyer.
The library is part of a consortium that rotates large print books. The library owns many large
print books for anyone that enjoys reading large print. There are also many shelves of religious fiction books, these are especially popular with the readers.
The library had a library board until about 2000, at the present time a new board is being
formed. Free access to the internet is available at the library. All area readers are welcome and en
couraged to use the library, your patronage is appreciated.

Celebrate Library month -visit your library and read a book!!
Submitted by Vera Meyer
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GREETING FROM CANBY~
In 1996 while I still operated “Under-a-Hundred” and a dear
friend of mine was employed at The Canby Print Shop, together, we decided to
do something for the Gary Library and the precious lady who was in charge,
Mrs. Gertrude Baer. Whom it turned out was to become my Aunt-in-law! These
bookmarks were designed by Under-a-Hundred and printed by The Canby Print
Shop. I remember the day, as though it were yesterday, when we delivered them. We
had been invited to Mrs. Baer’s lovely home. We enjoyed a cup of coffee while discussing our favorite books and authors and how she planned on distributing the bookmarkers. A sweeter and more pleasant women I have yet to meet than Mrs.
Gertie Baer!
April is Public Library Month, so I couldn’t allow the opportunity to
go by without making our readers aware what a wealth of adventure is awaiting them under the cover of the books in the libraries. Whether you are into
True Life Mysteries, Biographies, Romance, Westerns, How-To-Do, Christian books, etc, your library either has them or can get them for you on loan
from one of the larger libraries in the area. We, in Canby, are very fortunate
to have a great library staff who is willing to help you find what you are looking for and order what they don’t have on hand.
Perhaps you are saying, “I don’t like to read.” There are audio-books
available that you can listen to. The point I am trying to make is, to keep your
mind growing and expanding by reading. I believe that one should be selective as to what one puts in his/her mind. There is so many wonderful books, why would anyone
what to read junk?!!! Just my opinion! So many books, so little time!
There are so many adventures just waiting for you at your local
library, whether the building is large or small, has a large assortment of
books and magazines or only a few, when you step over the threshold
My mother and my father were illityou enter a new world of your choosing, meeting new “friends” or
erate immigrants from Russia.
keeping up with those you have become familiar with from previous
When I was a child they were conbooks.
stantly amazed that I could go to a
If you don’t think reading is important, ask someone who is
building and take a book on any
illiterate.
Now that Spring is coming, grab a book, take a walk to the park subject. They couldn't believe this
access to knowledge we have here
explore the world around you and also the one in the book you are
in America. They couldn't believe
reading! Wanta take a trip? No money to travel? Read a book!
that it was free. ~ Kirk Douglas
Until next time,

Handy Hints
How many of you lift the lid to check
on what's cooking in your slow cooker?
Stop peeking! Each peek or stir allows heat
to escape and adds about 20 minutes to the
cooking time.
Source-Reynolds Wrap

Christ is Risen, Indeed!

Before sweeping your floors, spray a little
furniture polish on the bottom of your brooms
bristles. It'll make it easier to sweep stuff up,
and dirt, pet hair and other gunk won't as easily
accumulate on the bottom!
Jill, IL
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“Memory Gems”
Gary of 1872, written by B. J. Cochrane, in 1939
About the middle of August, having the work nearly completed to Marshall,
Minnesota, railroad headquarters were moved to what is now Gary. A store was built
Arnold & Eldeen Baer
about where Dr. Pinard’s residence is. Near the store, was built a stone house for feed,
and about where the School for the Blind is, were stables for Company horses, also a slaughter house. Cattle
were brought in and slaughtered to feed the workers. A house for the engineers was built at the location of the
bridge west of the present depot and two residences were constructed for officers quarters.
After completion of the railroad, all building, except section and roundhouse were removed. Most of the
bridges on the railroad from Marshall to Kampeska, were destroyed by prairie fire, the fall of 1873, and no trains
passed over the road, until repairs were made in 1877-1878.
In the fall of 1977, the pioneer store was built at Gary, by Gust Carlson, located where the Odd Fellows
block now stands. It served many years as a store, degenerated into a bank, was moved northeast corner of the
block, and used as Huffman Hardware, until he decided to build a brick building, moving the wooden structure to
the opposite corner. (This was the building which the Historical Ass’n purchased, for the Museum).
The spring of 1878, settlers came by the hundreds, and Gary had a
real building boom. About the first construction, was Hotel Herrick, and Herrick Livery Stable, where Henry Dumke later resided. One of the first businesses to be established on the town site, was the lumber yard, by Laird Norton Company of Winona, Minnesota, operated by Art Nelson. Two other
yards were established shortly after; one where Eng does business today
(1939) FOR Cummings Merril, and a Youmans Yard, across the street west
of the present Nelson yard.
The pioneer druggist was J.R. Fonger, located first door east of the
y present post office. J.V. Wells built a double store, hotel and livery, east of
k Liver
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e
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the drug store. A brick building, east of Wells’ Hotel, was built, and used as
nd
errick a round.
H
l
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o
g
H
a meat market. A large double Dry Good store and large frame building for
in fore
Hardware were also newly built. Between the brick Meat Market building and double
store a frame building was occupied by Will Enor, who ran a hardware store. West of the Carlson store
on 1st Street, were built other store buildings, including a Drug Store, operated by Ruggies Brothers, one of who
was a lawyer, a Land Office by W.W. Donaldsons, a Print Shop and Post Office where the Interstate was issued
in the fall of 1878.
When repotting
Handy Hints To determine your debt burden, add up all of your monthly conplants, place
sumer debt obligations and minimum required payments (not counta coffee filter in the pot
ing your mortgage). Include car loans, college loans and credit cards.
before filling it with soil.
If the total consumes 15 to 20 percent or more of your paycheck, you need to
The filter stops the soil
take measures to reduce your debt, say financial planners. Also, look for
from leaking out of the bottom
other signs of a high debt burden, such as borrowing to pay for necessities,
of the pot and making a mess in
missing payments or making late payments, being turned down for credit or
the saucer. It also helps keep
neglecting to save for retirement or other financial goals.
your soil moist.

PONDER THIS:
If people from Poland are called
Poles, why aren’t people from
Holland called Holes?
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Raymond C. Wiese Obituary

(October 3, 1925 - March 5, 2011)
Funeral services for Raymond C. Wiese, age 85, of Gary, SD were held at 2:00
pm on Thursday, March 10, 2011 in the First Evangelical Lutheran Church in Gary, SD
with Rev. Bruce Mueller officiating. Visitation was from 4 - 6 pm on Wednesday, March
9, 2011 in the Houseman Funeral Home in Clear Lake, SD and resumed again on
Thursday one hour prior to the service at the church.
Burial was in the Grandview Cemetery, Gary, SD. Pallbearers were: Aldon Almos, Gary Gabrielson, Hanard Lien, Randy Pederson, Randy Meyer, Lynn Pederson,
James Moeller, Richard Fuoss and Roger Willis. Music was provided by Maita Mueller,

organist.
Raymond Calvin Wiese was born on October 3, 1925 in the Gary, SD to George and Minnie
(Langfeldt) Wiese. He was raised on a farm near Gary where he attended country school. Following his
education, he remained on the family farm. On December 1, 1968, Raymond was united in marriage to
Marie (Musch) Winrow in Gary, SD. Following their marriage, they lived on Raymond’s family farm
where he continued to farm and raise and clean grain seed until his retirement. On August 25, 2001 they
moved into Gary, SD. On January 13, 2006 Marie passed away. Ray passed away on Saturday, March 5,
2011 in the Hendricks Hospital, Hendricks, MN at the age of 85 years, 5 months and 2 days. He was a
member of the First Evangelical Lutheran Church in Gary where he served on numerous boards and
served as the Synod Convention delegate in 1969 and 1997. He was also a member of the Farmers Union
where he served as District Chairman for 6 years. He was also a 4-H leader for several years. He enjoyed volunteering at GSI Thrift Store in Watertown and served on the Gary Historical Society. Ray
also spent many hours helping build the new church. He enjoyed bowling, playing pool, hunting and
gardening. Ray was preceded in death by his wife Marie; parents; four brothers: John, Harold, Fred
and Carl Wiese and three sisters: Marguretha Kelly, Mildred Gubrud and Mabel Wiese. He is survived
by a sister-in-law Mable Hunt and many nieces and nephews.
Information obtained from Houseman Family Funeral Home, Clear Lake, SD

We inadvertently left Muriel Eng Nicholls’ name off the little red school
house article in the March issue of the Gary Interstate and for this we are
deeply sorry. We want to thank her for the wonderful information she provided.
The Interstate staff.
From the Gary Interstate February 1935: BOOKS ARE DONATED TO THE LIBRARY
Continued interest in the library sponsored by the Women’s Study Club of Gary, and conducted at the Rest
Rooms by Mrs. Wm. Stoltenburg, has resulted in additional books being contributed to the collection available
for the reading public.
Among the list of books on hand that have not yet been published in the Interstate are the following that
have been contributed by Mr. and Mrs. Chas. E. Cobb, Mrs. Wm. Shepherd, Miss Alexander, Mrs. N. P. Nelson,
and Mrs. E. B. Huffman.
Dantes Inferno, Arlington edition; Under Two Flags, by Ondia; Wild Goose Chase, by Edwin Baliner;
The Thirty-Nine Steps, by Harold Buchan; Kit Musgrave’s Luck, by Harold Blindloss; Held For Orders, by
Frank H. Spearman; The Short Stop, by Zane Grey; The Place Beyond the Winds, by Harriet F. Comstock;
The City of Marks, by Geo. Barr McCutcheon; Dombay & Son, Dickens; The Great Hunter, Johan Bojer; and
The Store, by T.S. Stribbling
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FACTS about this decade.
Population: 123,188,000
in 48 states
Life Expectancy: Male,
58.1; Female, 61.6
Average salary: $1,368
Unemployment rises to
25%
Huey Long proposes a
guaranteed annual income
of $2,500
Car Sales: 2,787,400
Food Prices: Milk, 14
cents a qt.; Bread, 9 cents a
loaf; Round Steak, 42 cents
a pound
Lynchings: 21
Great Depression Franklin Delano
Roosevelt occupied the
White House.
The Supreme Court declares the
National Labor Relations Board
to be unconstitutional.
Roosevelt seeks to enlarge and
therefore liberalize the Supreme
Court. This attempt not only fails,
but outrages the public.

Books that were being read: The Grapes
of Wrath, by John Steinbeck; Tobacco
Road, by Erskine Caldwell; A trilogy,
Studs Lonigan, by James T. Farrell; Native Son, by Richard Wright and the all
popular Dr. Seuss

Top Row: Madeline Paulson, Myrtle Hendirckson, Leo Donaldson, Phaye Golly, Emma
Stangeland
2nd Row: Bernarde Beaudry, Evelyn Keimig, Virginia Schuttler, Viola Carlson
3rd Row: Katherine Harkins, H. Margaret Hinsvark, Carl Rood, Deloris Merrill, Jolenta Keimig
4th Row: George Hornstein Jr., Iona Miller, Lillian Limberg, Gerald Huffman
5th Row: Esther Thompson, Harry Schulte, Eva Bailey, Berwin Thomas, Mildred Rowland

PONDER THIS:
I was thinking about how
people seem to read the
Bible a whole lot more as
they get older; then it
dawned on me...they’re
cramming for their
final exam.
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Indian Compass stones

WARRIOR’S GUIDE

Oh so many years ago
Near where Gary sets today,
On top of Indian Lookout
Where you can see for miles away.
Placed on the ground atop this hill
The directions for all to see,
To aid the traveling tribes
In getting where they wanted to be.
This Native American compass
Guided so many braves along their way,
From the northern Dakotas
To where Pipestone sets today.
It directed oh so many
When our country was very young
Keeping them safe on their path
Until their travels were done.
Now atop Indian Lookout
The compass you still see,
Embedded in the soil
A lasting part of History
©Kris Karloski

Sacred Indian burial grounds

Chief Little Crow [Ta-o-ya-te-duta]

Wikipedia

Taoyateduta, known as Little Crow
ca. 1810
Born Kaposia (now in South St.
Paul, Minnesota)
July 3, 1863(1863-07-03)
Died
Minnesota
Chief of the Mdewakanton
Dakota or Sioux
twenty wives, thirty-six children

In a letter
written to Eldeen Baer on May 1, 1972 from Alice L.
Woolworth of Clear Lake, SD comes this series of
articles from the Sunday Magazine of the St. Paul
Pioneer Press and Dispatch on November 7, 1971 on
Chief Little Crow. We would like to share it here
with you in it’s entirety beginning with the Chief’s
speech. . .
You call Little Crow a coward. Little Crow is
not a coward and he is not a fool. When did he run
away from his enemies? When did he leave his braves
in battle and turn back to his teepee?
When you retreated from your enemies, he
walked behind you facing the enemy, covering your
backs as a she bear covers her cubs. Is Little Crow
Without scalps? Look at his war feathers, behold the
scalp locks of his enemies hanging from his lodge
pole. Do they call him a coward?
Little Crow is not a coward and he is not a

fool. Braves, you are like little children. You know not
what you are doing. You are full of the white man’s
devil water whiskey. You are like dogs in the hot moon
when they go mad and snap at their own shadows. We
are only little heads of buffalo left scattered. The great
herds the once covered the prairies are no more. The
white men are like the locusts when they fly so thick
the whole sky is a snowstorm. You may kill one, two,
ten, yes as many as the leaves on the forest yonder
and their brothers will not miss them. Kill one or two
and ten times ten will come to kill you. Count your
fingers all day long and the white men with guns in
their hands will come faster than you can count.
Yes, they may fight among themselves way off.
Do you hear the thunder of their big guns. It would
take you two moons to run down to where they are
fighting and all the way your path would be among
white soldiers as thick as the tamaracks among the
swamps of the Chippewa.
Yes, they fight among themselves but you strike
one of them and they will all turn on you and devour
you and your women and your little children just as
the locusts fall on the trees and devour all of the
leaves in one day.
You are fools and you will die like rabbits
when the hungry wolves hunt them in the hard moon
of January. Little Crow is no coward. He will die with
you.
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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.
On a bright autumn day this year the Sioux
buried a chief here. One hundred and nine years after
his death. Little Crow, famed leader of the Minnesota
Dacotah was back among his people.
It was the end of a strange odyssey that had its
beginning in Hutchinson in 1863 and its ending here
on a wind-swept hill above the Big Sioux River. Under the browning Burr Oak trees in the Presbyterian
cemetery Ta-o-ya-te-duta, as the Indians knew him,
was laid to final rest in sanctified ground beside the
graves of his family who, though they had followed
him in death, preceded him in burial.
The Rev. Lloyd Hemminger,
a descendent of the famous Dacotah
Chief, preached a brief funeral sermon at the graveside, and a small
copper lined boxed containing the
bones of Little Crow was lowered
into ground. In time a small plaque
will mark the final resting place of
the man many historians rank as one of the top Indian
leaders west of the Mississippi River.
Only relatives were on hand when the box of
bones was delivered to Flandreau by Alan Woolworth
of the MN Historical Society staff. In a local mortuary
the box was opened and its contents verified by Rev.
Hemminger, representing the family, and the box was
re-sealed for burial.
There had been no publicity, at the wish of the
family, and few other than relatives even knew of the
burial services. There are many
Indians alive today who can trace
their blood lines back to this
Dacotah chief, for in his brief
span of years, he was 43 when he
died-he had fathered 22 children
with six wives. Twelve of these
survived [Wikipedia gives a
higher number] though these
closet now are the Wakeman family of Flandreau. Jesse Wakeman,
sharp and agile at 88 years of age,
is the grandson of Little Crow. [Thomas Wakeman is
Little Crow’s son and Jesse’s father]. “We didn’t want
any publicity on the burial,” said Jesse. “It was not so
much that the whites had killed Grandfather but more
what they did to his body and remains that rankles
with me and our people. We decided Ta-o-ya-te-duta
would be buried among his own and with only his
own on hand.”
Mrs. Ida Allen, a step-sister of Mr. Wakeman,
said they feared the grave might me disturbed if too
much publicity was given the affair.
“The body of Sitting Bull was dug up by
whites seven times,” she said, “until the Indians hid it
in a secret burial place. Nobody today knows where
the true grave of Sitting Bull is.” (Crazy Horse is also
buried in a secret grave).
The comparatively small number of hand for
Little Crow’s burial was in sharp contrast to the late
summer of 1862 when the proud chief led some 3000
warriors in an effort that almost succeeded in in wrestling back from the whites territory that had once belonged to the Indian. Territory, which incidently, the
Dacotah of today are still waiting to be paid for.

For one brief, flaming moment in history the
name of Little Crow evoked feelings of hate and fear
in the whites; loyalty and
love in the hearts of the
Dacotah as he led them in
what historians how term
“the death convulsions of the
Indian Nation.” Fighting a
war he didn’t want, Little
Crow met his death as the
result of it, just as he had predicted he would, and in his
death became a martyr to
many Sioux; a fool to others,
but above all else one of the
true heroes of the Dacotah
people.
Strange as it may seem, it has been known for
almost a century that this chief had never been buried
but instead had been displayed as an exhibit. But for a
growing awareness by the Indians of the value of their
own culture and history, the bones of Little Crow
might yet rest in a museum and not on sacred soil.
Credit for bringing about the return of the
bones from the MN Historical Society must go in part
to members of the
Dacotah community
of Morton, MN. It
was to Morton that
Little Crow brought
band from Kapesia
(now South St. Paul)
after the treaty of
1851 opened up the
area west of the Mississippi River reservation. It was at
Morton he built his village; it was there that he made
an honest effort to adapt to the white man’s ways, and
it was there on a fateful night on August 18,1862, that
he reluctantly took over as a general of an “army without hope.”
At Morton, more than any other Dacotah community in Minnesota, there has been a new awakening
to the heritage of the Sioux built in this nation. When
the Indian school was closed and integrated with the
Morton public school, the superintendent, Cecil Halliday instituted a program of Indian studies to help
bring a closer understanding between white and Indian
students. The transition has been remarkably smooth.
Others, white and Indian, at the Indian community also have worked to restore pride in an ancient
culture, to revive old crafts, to make youngsters proud
of the Indian blood in their veins. Returning Little
Crow to the land of his people was a natural and last
year first efforts were made toward this end.
Reuben St. Clair, a member of the council, and
others of the community had searched out the grave of
Little Crow’s son, the one who was with him when he
died at Hutchinson. They found it. Unmarked, in the
Redwood Falls Cemetery and made plans to move that
grave and to bury the father and son in plots at the Indian community cemetery.
There is much more of this story. We will pick up
where we left off next month.
Have a Happy Easter—

Christ is Risen! Christ is Risen Indeed
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