
DRUBE, GEORGE F. 

July 27, 1888-October 22, 1922 
 

 One of the most shocking calamities that this paper has ever been called upon to record occurred 

Sunday morning with George F. Drube met a sudden and untimely death in the cold waters of Merrill 

lake, two miles northwest of town.  At the same time, Dr. Paul R. Holtz, of the Wheatland hospital staff, 
narrowly escaped a like fate, his life being saved only by the aid of John Merback. 

 A party consisting of George Drube, Dr. Holtz, John Merback, George Griffin, and S.H. Whitney 

of Sunrise, young Lester Potter and Johnny Merback went to the lake early in the morning to shoot ducks.  
The hunters had met with considerable success and a number of birds were lying on the surface of the 

small lake.  George and the doctor entered a small boat and began paddling around the lake gathering up 

the dead birds and shooting a few live ones.  Dr. Holtz reports that he had been so engrossed he did not 
notice that the boat was filling until about the center of the lake. 

 Drube suddenly raised to his feet and shouted “look out, doctor!”.  As Drube stepped toward the 

bow of the boat, Dr. Holtz, who was not on guard against the sudden motion was thrown over the side 

from his position in the stern.  As he came to the surface, he remembered Drube had said he couldn’t 
swim and called: “You stay with the boat, George, I’ll try to make it to the shore”. He then immediately 

headed for the bank, risking his own life by the act. 

 Drube, it appears, instead of staying in the boat, was either thrown or jumped from the other side, 
and as he went, evidently gave the boat a push with his feet so that when he came up, he was several feet 

distant from it.  Dr. Holtz, thinking his companion was safe, and weighted down with his hip boots and 

heavy hunting togs, was having a hard struggle to make even slight headway toward the shore.  He is not 
a strong swimmer. 

 Fritz Drube, when his brother came to the surface, called out “get to the boat!” and immediately 

took off his shoes and coat and plunged into the water to go to George’s aid, but quickly became almost 

helpless from the ice cold water and with difficulty made his own was back to shore.  After struggling a 
moment, George cried out “Fritz, help!” and sank from sight.  But Fritz was already completely exhausted 

and benumbed and could do no more. 

 Seeing the serious situation of the doctor, John Merback waded from the shore to meet him and 
standing in icy water to his neck, was barely able to reach out and grab the hand of the thoroughly 

exhausted man as he gave up and went under.  Mr. Merback in turn was so chilled that he was unable to 

get his burden to the shore and others of the party helped them both out.  Dr. Holtz was unconscious for 

several minutes, but finally responded to the vigorous work of other hunters and was changed to dry 
clothing before a fire on the shore. 

 Owing to the fact that there had only been the one boat at the lake, it was necessary to make a trip 

to the house at some distance for another one before anything could be done in the way of rescue work or 
securing the body of Drube.  This boat was rushed to the lake and a rough raft was thrown together to 

carry some of the rescuers.  Chains and other grappling tools were used, but these were of no avail, and it 

was only when two garden rakes were wired together that the body was finally located and raised to the 
surface in water 12 to 15 feet deep.  Drube went down at 6:58, as indicated by his watch which stopped at 

that hour, and the body was recovered at 8:15.  In the meantime, Dr. Phifer had been called from the 

hospital and upon recover of the body applied every effort to restore life, but it was all in vain.  A later 

examination had shown that almost no water had been drawn into the lungs, indicating that death 
occurred from the shock of the icy water, probably the result of a weak heart. 

 The death of Mr. Drube is a severe blow to the entire community.  He was widely known as the 

proprietor of the Drube Garage and Iron Works, which business establishment, under his able 
management, has in six years has gained a state wide reputation as one of the best machine shops and 

garages in the entire west.  Mr. Drube himself was a mechanic of unsurpassed ability besides being a very 

capable business man of the highest standing.  Altho only 35 years of age, he had already established 
himself as a notable success in the business world, and a man to be trusted and honored. 



 Geo. F. Drube, son of Mr. and Mrs. Fritz Drube, was born at Madison, Minnesota, July 27, 1888.  

At the age of 17 years, he entered a technical school in Minneapolis to study electrical engineering and 
general mechanics, becoming especially proficient in auto mechanics.  For seven years, he conducted a 

garage at Osceola, Wisc., following his parents to Wheatland in 1916, where he established the successful 

business above mentioned.  Besides his aged father and mother, he leaves two brothers and seven sisters 

to mourn his untimely death. 
 Funeral services will be held at 2:00 p.m. Friday (tomorrow) the time being fixed for this hour to 

permit the arrival of a sister from Alberta, Canada. 


