
I N  L O V I N G  M E M O R Y  

Dale Owen Fiskum 
 
 
 

Born  
November 21, 1934, ~ Vining, Minnesota 

 
Died  

July 16, 2021 ~ Battle Lake, Minnesota 
 

Service 
Vining Lutheran Church ~ Vining, Minnesota  

Tuesday, July 19, 2021 ~ 11:00 a.m.  
 

Clergy  
Pastor Dawna Hochstein 

 
Music  

Ken Gunderson 
 

Pallbearers 
Eric Peterson ~ Evan Peterson ~ Brian Fiskum  
Steve Fiskum ~ Mark Fiskum ~ Stacy Helget  

 
Survived By 

Wife:  Lois; son: Tim (Tonya) of Wadena; grandchildren: Tyler, Trista and Trevor; 
brother: Jerry (May) Fiskum; many other relatives and a host of friends. 

 
Laid to Rest 

Vining Cemetery ~ Vining, Minnesota 
 

A  L I F E  W E L L  L I V E D  

Dale  Owen Fiskum 
 

N o v e m b e r  2 1 ,  1 9 3 4  ~  J u l y  1 6 ,  2 0 2 1  



Dale Owen Fiskum was born on November 21, 1934, in Vining, 

Minnesota.  His parents were the late Oscar and Ruth (Olson) Fiskum.  

Dale grew up on the Fiskum farm in Folden Township.  He was baptized 

and confirmed at Folden Lutheran Church and attended Country School   

District 209 and Henning High School.   

He was drafted and served honorably in the United States Army from 

January 20, 1958, until January 20, 1960.  He returned to Henning and 

worked for a short time at the Rollie Thiel Feed Mill and then started 

employment with Dieseth Construction, before beginning his career 

with Otter Tail County Highway Maintenance Department.  He plowed 

snow and graded roads for thirty years, retiring in January of 1996.  He 

was a very dedicated employee. 

On April 6, 1963, Dale was united in marriage to Lois Peterson at the 

Vining Lutheran Church.  Their marriage was blessed with a son, Tim.  

Dale and Lois made their home in Henning, Minnesota.   

He took great pride in   keeping his grass mowed and his cars spotless.  

Watching the Vikings, Timberwolves, and Twins were his favorites. 

Preceding Dale in death were his parents:  Oscar and Ruth Fiskum; 

brother: Russell Fiskum; and sisters: Betty Hermanson and Doris Raap. 

 

 
 

God saw he was getting tired 
And a cure was not to be, 

So He put his arms around him 
And whispered “Come with Me.” 

With tearful eyes we watched him suffer, 
And saw him fade away 

Although we loved him dearly, 
We could not make him stay. 

A golden heart stopped beating. 
Hard working hands put to rest, 
God broke our hearts to prove, 

He only takes the best. 


