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Barry Boyd Blaha 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Born  
February 26, 1936 
Bertha, Minnesota 

 
Died  

April 23, 2022 
Verndale, Minnesota 

 
Open House Celebration of Life 

Karvonen Funeral Home 
Wadena, Minnesota 

5:00 p.m. to 7:00 p.m. 
 

Survived By 
Children Susan Walsvik, Debra (Tom) Hartley, Bill (Sara), James 
(Jennifer) and Tom; five granddaughters and eleven grandsons; 
22 great grandchildren; his sisters Carla Blaha and Jill Scudder; 

and numerous nieces and nephews 

February 26, 1936 ~ April 23, 2022 Barry Boyd 
Blaha, a resident of Verndale, died Saturday the 
23rd of April at his home in Verndale. 

Barry was born to Donald and Lorraine (Bluhm) 
Blaha on February 26, 1936, in Bertha, MN. Barry 
graduated from Verndale High School in 1954 
and spent a year at the University of Minnesota 
before settling into farming on the four-
generation family farm. He was married to 
Florence Elizabeth (Liz) Benjamin on June 8th, 
1960. Barry worked for the Wadena County Soil 
Conservation service from the mid-1960s until 
the mid-1970s, while working the family farm. 
After that he went on to full time sheep farming 
until they left the family farm in 1999 when they 
moved to First Crow Wing Lake near Menahga. 
Barry left the lake and moved back to Verndale in 
2018. He enjoyed many activities throughout his 
lifetime including wood working, gardening, 
fishing, working with horses and spending time 
with his children and grandchildren. Barry 
attended the Assembly of God church of Menahga 
and was a man of strong faith. 

He was preceded in death by his wife, Liz, who 
passed in 2012. 

Close the Gate 
For this one farmer the worries are over,  

lie down and rest your head, 
Your time has been and struggles enough,  

put the tractor in the shed. 
Years were not easy, many downright hard,  

but your faith in God transcended, 
Put away your tools and sleep in peace.  

The fences have all been mended. 
You raised a fine family, worked the land well 

Under the hot, summer sun, 
Hang up your shovel inside of the barn;  

your work here on earth is done. 
A faith few possess led your journey through life, often a 

jagged and stony way, 
The sun is setting, the cattle are all bedded,  

and here now is the end of your day. 
Your love of God’s soil has passed on to your kin; the 

stories flow like fine wine, 
Wash off your work boots in the puddle left by blessed rain 

one final time. 
You always believed that the good Lord would provide and 

He always had somehow, 
Take off your gloves and put them down,  

no more sweat and worry for you now. 
Your labor is done, your home now is heaven;  

no more must you wait, 
Your legacy lives on, your love of the land,  

and we will close the gate. 
~ written by Nancy Kraayenhof 


