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  Joyce Ardell Sather joined the Lord Friday, April 17, 2020, in Grand Forks, 
North Dakota.  

  She was born on the Eftefield Farm near Stephen, MN, and was the eldest of 
nine children of Albert & Marie (Martinson) Eftefield. She graduated from 
Crookston AC in 1951. She worked at Woolworths in Grand Forks. She mar-
ried Ernie Solberg and moved to Jacksonville, NC, where Jean was born April 
9, 1953. Richard Elliot was born on June 21, 1954 in Warren, MN. 

  Later, Joyce met the love of her life, Clarence, when she was a “housekeeper” 
for the Sather brothers’ farm. In short order, Clarence realized that Joyce was 
the woman of his dreams. They were married November 8, 1958 at First Lu-
theran in Stephen, MN and honeymooned in Tennessee. All the men had ques-
tioned Clarence’s judgment by agreeing to marriage during hunting season. 
Friends and neighbors welcomed them back with an old fashioned Chivaree at 
the Bigwoods farm. They all excitedly welcomed Michael Leroy to complete 
their family on Jan 7, 1960. 

  Joyce and Clarence enjoyed their life on the farm for over 40 years. From 
spring planting to fall harvest, snowstorms, and spring floods in every season, 
Joyce was the quintessential farmers wife. She delighted in everything God cre-
ated. Joyce loved farm life, spending time with family, taking photos, painting, 
playing cards, crafting, crocheting, attending reunions, sharing her signature 
goodies (lemon pie, caramel rolls, and over-the-top banana splits), and you nev-
er had to ask her twice if she wanted to dance. Joyce was proud (and rightfully 
so) of being 100% Norwegian: this made her lefse taste even better. Her sunny, 
playful sense of humor made light of the dark or ridiculous & gave you a feel-
ing that nothing could ever be so bad. Joyce’s excitement for life kept her ahead 
of her time and younger than her years.  

  She is survived by her three children Jean Weivoda, Richard (Moira) Solberg, 
& Michael (Lori) Sather; five grandchildren, Natalie (Kelvin) Drake, Mark 
(Laura) Satek, Lauren (Patrick) Weivoda, Kristen (Brandon) Steckler, and Erica 
Solberg; five great-grandchildren, Alexander, Logan, Thor, Theodore, & Ava; 
siblings: Larry (Juanita) Eftefield, Wallace Eftefield, Marlys (Jim) Kelly, 
Yvonne Coder, Gordy (Rose) Eftefield, Lynn Morson, Doreen (Bob) Arland-
son; and many beloved nieces & nephews. 

  She was preceded in death by her parents; husband, Clarence Sather; sister, 
Judy Murray; son-in-law, Harold Weivoda; and brothers-in-law, Mark Morson 
& Lee Coder. 

  The family has such gratitude to the gals in the Card Club, her friends in Big-
woods Birthday club, the Ladies Aid, and the Oslo Senior Center; thank you for 
making Joyce’s later years a great time for her. 

  Thank you, Mom, for leaving a legacy of faith, love, loyalty, and of helping 
others. Thank you for the enormous collection of family pictures, we are so 
happy you took them, for they remind us of your constant love. We will cherish 
your inviting and kind spirit as you always took time for people. God bless you 
mom! 



Memories of Joyce 
Michael Sather, Son 
I always looked forward to mom bringing out dinner during harvest time, grain and sug-
ar beet, the food was so good, and it usually was a surprise what she was going to 
bring.  Dad and Norman and I would sit on the ground with the crickets and grass hop-
pers in the hot weather in the shade and enjoy the meal during grain harvest , and de-
sert was always an extra bonus to top it all off.  
Mike 
 
Marlys Eftefield Kelley, Sister 
Although I left Minnesota over 60 years ago, 
Joyce and I had been in contact weekly over the 
years by telephone and mail. I always looked 
forward to her calls and letters and it kept us 
close. Back in the day, Joyce and Clarence were 
welcome guests whenever they were able to 
visit. We were lucky enough to have them join 
us in Nantucket for some fun, sunny days and at 
our old house in Royalston with a memorable visit to the historic Fitzwilliam Inn where 
they made quite an impression on the locals. A few years ago, Jean and Joyce bright-
ened one of our summers by visiting us in Nantucket. 

I always loved to return every year to Minnesota to see how the family has grown and 
changed. Unfortunately, this year I can’t make it, but my thoughts and prayers are with 
Joyce and her family. We were blessed to have her while she was here, and I will always 
remember her fondly. 
With love, 
Marlys 
 
Janeece Murray Cornejo Rosales, Niece 
I remember the, “Oh, for fun”.   Mom told me that Joyce had to make lefse by punching 
the rolling pin into the dough to roll it out.  And the whole time you were rolling it out.  I 
also remember Clarence on the farm.  Oh, and the wire rolls that we got to sit on that 
were 3 to 4 feet high! 
 

Jill Nance, Niece 
Going to Joyce’s house she always had fresh caramel rolls and cooking food she always 
had a smile on her face and her response was always “oh for cute”, ”oh for fun”, and 
“uffdah”. 
I remember going to Joyce’s and bumping into the horse fence and getting a great 
shock, playing and sleeping in the play house. 
We had a great name on the four wheeler’s taking them out to visit with abandoned 
farmhouse is there so we thought they were abandoned 
I remember that when we went up north it was always fun to go down Joyce’s house we 
always had great meals & lots of fun stuff to do 
And every time you visited Andrew before you left you got to go into the basement and 
pick your treasure to take home 
 

 



Larry Eftefield, Brother 
My memory of Joyce’s (10 yr old) horse driving skills. 
    In 1943 Joyce “drove” a 1/4 horse “All Season” Cart” 
that Dad built, to transport Joyce, Marlys and Wally to 
“RUD” School located in The SW corner of Our Section. 
     This Fork Township school had a horse shed that was 
designed to shelter, Feed and water horses.  Harvey 
RUD, 8th grader, lived across the street from the school, 
would unhook the horse from the Cart, Unharness the 
horse etc. before the start of school in the morning and 
prepared the Rig after school ended for the Day.  Joyce 
“Drove” Marlys and Wally back Home. 
     One day Upon returning from school, stopping at our 
house, Joyce, Marlys and Wally jumped out of the Cart, 
The horse spies one of the 2 doors open at our barn, 
bolts for the opening. 
   The Cart was too wide to make it through the open door!  I can image the impact of 
the “Crash” of a galloping horse, stopped by his harness?  The damage to the cart and 
door/ Frame etc.  
    I don’t believe That Joyce lost her “Horse” driving license??? 
Joyce (Graduates @ 12 years) to drive 1934 Ford 4door ! 
     The Ford had a shift stick attached directly to the 3 speed Forward and 1 speed Re-
verse Transmission. 
     The Shift pattern was First (lowest) gear up and to your Right. Second down and to 
your left. Third gear down and to your right. 
Review was up and requires force against a spring to pull the lever to your left to shift. 
     One day, in the spring, when road ditches were full of water, I was a passenger as 
Joyce drove the 1934 Ford to our Aunt’s Alpha Swanson’s farm ( 1 3/4 mile dis-
tant).  Our cousin’s Carol was Joyce’s age, Robert and John bracketed my age.  A fun 
time when all went well. 
     Joyce made the left turn, stopped to down shift into First gear — inadvertently shift-
ed onto Reverse????  Revved the engine, let out the clutch, and we quickly found our-
selves in the East full of water ditch. 
     We crawled out of the half submerged 1934 Ford okay.  Dad had to come over with 
his team of horses to pull the 1934 Ford out of the ditch. 
     Our visit was shortened.  Joyce learned to shift more carefully and the 1934 dried 
out okay.  I do not remember her driving Dad’s 1939 Dodge farm truck???   
 
Gordon Eftefield, Brother 
Joyce 1, root beer floats, long as I can remember, tall glass lots of ice cream, whole can 
of pop and with a straw. 
Joyce 2, getting mail, family news and update letters with pictures, wonderful. 
Joyce 3, back runs, mom Joyce and I loved them.  
Joyce 4, She wanted to go to movies, she loved to get out. We didn’t go enough times. 
Joyce 5, She went all out with collectables; lunch pails, door knobs, egg beaters, hats, 
milk glass glassware. Wonderful yard art, Clarence would cut out the shapes, 
and Joyce painted and gave them away 
Joyce 6, as an election judge ,she always took pride in participating  
Joyce 7, Joyce showed me how to, “she loves me she loves me not”, using a paper 
straw. 

Lynn (Eftefield) Morson, Sister 

Joyce was a wonderful sister and it always amazed me that no matter what was going 
on or what she had planned for the day, she always made sure she had her jewelry on. 
During these last few years, I greatly enjoyed spending time talking with her over the 
phone, but some of my best memories of her were from years ago. The two that come 
to mind both involve my love life.  

I was a sophomore in high school, and I invited a boy I liked to a homecoming dance. We 
had a magical time at this high school dance, in the lunchroom with the record player. 
He gave me a kiss goodnight on the lips, and it was the most exciting first kiss ever. 
When I got inside, Judy asked me if I had kissed him, in a teasing way. I ran into the 
bathroom, washed my mouth, and brushed my teeth. Judy must have told my mom and 
Joyce, because the next morning they teased me for my kiss and told me I could get 
hoof and mouth disease from kissing boys. Being the naive tenth grader I was, I became 
very concerned about catching such an awful disease and distraught over my first kiss.  

One of my favorite memories of my sister Joyce was the first time she met my husband 
Mark. I had been dating Mark for about two years, so I brought him up north for Christ-
mas. Mark had never met Joyce before, his first time to the farm. The evening was going 
well, but Joyce had realized that she had not gotten Mark anything for Christmas, so she 
improvised. We were opening gifts after dinner and it was Mark's turn to open his. Mark 
gets his nicely wrapped gift, in Christmas paper and a bow on top. He unwrapped his 
Christmas gift and he sat confused for a moment while the rest of us started laughing, 
because we knew. Mark, being curious, asked what this was, as he stared at the red and 
white crocheted item, with a little bow tie at the bottom. I stopped laughing long 
enough to explain that his newly acquired gift, was in fact, a nut cozy and I don't mean 
for cashews. Mark thought it was hilarious and everyone got a good laugh. 

That was a great first Christmas we had, out of many. Joyce really knew how to break 
the ice and she loved jokes.  
 
Anita (Eftefield) Lankowicz, Niece 

Joyce was my Godmother &  Loving Aunt, she has been an important part of my life -my 
whole life!   She never forgot to send a Birthday card & would always write you back-
even when I was stationed in South Korea & Germany.  She always made you feel so 
special ❤️ 
She truly was the Lady of the House-yet she wasn’t afraid to get her hands dirty!  She 
always got out there to get the job done-always with a laugh & a smile on her face!  
Although I miss her so much-I know she is at peace. 
Lovingly submitted,      Anita 



Richard Solberg, Son 
Memories, how can one put into words a lifetime of memories of one’s Moth-
er.    Joyce taught us everything, how to play, how to live, how to forgive, to live and let 
live.  More than anything Joyce taught us to accept that all is not perfect in life, but 
Mom could always find the positive.  Mom was a hard worker, never one to step back 
and avoid doing what needed to be done.  Mom was fearless; Painting the barn, the 
house, granaries – no matter how tall the building she would climb the ladder to paint 
the highest peak.  
Whether painting, cooking, gardening, crafts, knitting and everything else, Mom loved 
making what she had better than what it was, and making life easier for everyone 
else.      
During spring planting, summer fallow or fall harvest, seeing Mom driving out to the 
field was a highlight of the day.  She made full course hot meals for us.  She did it all 
without a complaint. 
All of us sitting together in a wheat field during harvest eating a great lunch, and later 
depending on the day, if harvesting late in the evening Mom would do it all again, serv-
ing a full course meal under lights. Memories of love and devotion is what I remember 
most of all, something that I will never forget, and wish that we could all do it over 
again just one more time… Love you Mom and Dad. 
 
Jean (Murray) Kinghorn, Niece 
The best memory I recall of Aunt Joyce is when I was younger, we arrived at her house 
later in the evening and she welcomed us with SO many hugs and compliments. I think 
I got five hugs in the first half hour of being there.  She settled us into a room and made 
us feel super comfortable.  Then we sat around the dinner table enjoying a wonderful 
dessert.  Talking and laughing for hours.  And we would giggle because she would say 
"Oh for cute" and "Oh for fun".  I can still hear her say that and it makes me smile now! 
 
Jean Weivoda, Daughter 
I remember driving with Grandpa and Grandma Eftefield, my aunt Doreen, and Mom, 
as my Mom was interviewing for the “housekeeping” position at the Sather Brothers 
Farm in Bigwoods. When aunt Doreen and I saw Clarence, walking to the car from the 
barn, I told Doreen that he was going to be my new Dad! This was before I knew Joyce 
had even taken the job, before I knew she even liked him. Clarence was so kind, had a 
smiley face, a cowboy gait, and a dog named “Brownie”. He couldn’t lose! 
She loved the Ferris Wheel, Tilt a Whirl, and the Merry Go Round at the Warren County 
Fair. “Little Dick” sundaes at the Dairy store, going to garage sales for a “find” she 
couldn’t live without! 
Walking the ¼ mile to get the mail, Mom, Rick and I, would put a blade of grass be-
tween our fingers and blow like a duck. The winds blew us to the mailbox and back. 
 
 

Mom, you made me stronger, nicer and wiser (still working on all of the above), than I 
would have been without you. God bless you, my precious Mother! 
 
Wallace Eftefield, Brother 
I remember Joyce as a driver of "Horse", "Tractor," "Truck" and "Car"!  Albite some-
times the Horse was in control, looking over her shoulder didn’t always happen and 
one time the grain shed door didn’t move out of the way for the truck.I don't remem-
ber Dad ever let the girls take the car on the road! The good old day's! What a wonder-
ful life!  

Natalie Drake, Granddaughter 

Grandma would invite the Bigwoods neighbor girls over that were my age and she 
would let us dress up in her old fancy clothes to put on plays for her and Grandpa. 
Grandma would play her 8 tracks of “La bamba” and “Calendar Girl” while we danced 
around and sang in the garage at the farm. 

I remember picking peas with Grandma Joyce and Mom and they both would eat them 
as fast as they’d pick them. I being trained in pea picking, of course I waited until we got 
inside to have our “Pea Party” where we would sit around the table enjoying the peas 
and talking. 

I remember being shocked when I saw her pulling the head off of a grasshopper- she 
hated those buggers she said. She loved decking out my playhouse with small treasures. 
She taught us and probably every child who visited the farm her favorite card game, 4 
Kings Corner. 

Grandma Joyce tried to teach us to love one another no matter what the circumstances- 
She always loved; she didn’t make you feel bad if it had been a while since you last 
called or saw her. She was thrilled to see you now. She never made you feel bad about 
anything. 

Grandpa and Grandma are the only ones who called me Nattels and I will forever miss 
their love. 
 
Diana (Eftefield) Roe, Niece 

My memories of Joyce are many. In a lot of ways she was another Grandmother figure 
for me. (She may not like that reference being that she was actually young and not a 
Grandmother at that point). To explain, Joyce’s house always had warm baked goodies, 
good snacks and toys lying about, none of which were ever off limits. I really believed 
when I was young that my Uncle Clarence was in some way associated with the North 
Pole and thought it magical that he could be in two places at once during the Christmas 
season. Their house was cozy and inviting and I always enjoyed our visits there. 
I also remember Joyce lighting up when in the company of her sisters and brothers. 
Joyce made things fun and everything was “oh for cute!” Joyce seemed like she was 
always the calm in the storm. I am sure she was not always calm and composed but if 
not, she was really good at faking it. Which I consider a wonderful gift. Joyce will be 
missed by many but she is always the person that will make people smile at her 
memory. That is the real testament to her life. 
 
Jessica (Morson) Leon, Niece 

I spent a lot of time with my aunt Joyce during the summers at the farm. She was always 
a busy, hard working, creative, and energetic woman. Though I think the energy might 
have come from all the sugar. One thing she always made time for was desert. I remem-
ber helping her make cakes, cookies, brownies, you name it. Fancy frosted cupcakes for 
birthdays, sugar cookies because I was bored and she'd always let me lick the spoon. 
One thing we definitely had in common was our sweet tooth. The other was art. I re-
member going out and looking for nice flat rocks, then we'd paint them and turn them 
into little ladybugs. She would be painting a woman's fanny bent over on a board. That 
the boys would later use as target practice. She always had something up her creative 
sleeve and the most intricately painted gardening tools and broom handles you'd ever 
seen.  



Jill  Nance, Niece 
Going to Joyce’s house she always had fresh caramel rolls and cooking food she always 
had a smile on her face and her response was always “oh for cute”, ”oh for fun”, and 
“uffdah”. 
I remember going to Joyce’s and bumping into the horse fence and getting a great 
shock, playing and sleeping in the play house. 
We had a great name on the four wheeler’s taking them out to visit with abandoned 
farmhouse is there so we thought they were abandoned 
I remember that when we went up north it was always fun to go down Joyce’s house we 
always had great meals & lots of fun stuff to do 
And every time you visited Andrew before you left you got to go into the basement and 
pick your treasure to take home 
 
Yvonne (Eftefield) Coder, Sister 
I remember my sister, Joyce always, for my entire life, Joyce has always been 
there.   Maybe we lived miles apart, I would be homesick, I could always call Joyce.  I am 
hoping I gave her some comfort and I know we loved each other.  We both enjoyed nee-
dlework, and she did a terrific job at that.  Goodbye, Joyce, love you. I cannot say 
enough how much Joyce meant to everyone, cannot imagine life without her...But I am 
so grateful to her family. Taking good care of her to the end. I know she was grateful 
and loved it.  Love each of you! 
 
Doreen Eftefield Arlandson, Sister 
My big sister, she was a big part of my life growing up living close by and playing with 
her I spent a lot of time at the Sather’s farm. She was the one to drive me home when I 
would occasionally ride my bike the 13 miles of gravel road to visit. She would be the 
one to encouraged me to get up in the wee hours of the morning to work with her in 
the potato field telling me it was an excellent opportunity. She was the encouragement 
behind my help with mom and dad’s paint projects. Painting the house with Joyce- My 
dad rigged a scaffold using the scoop on his tractor and put two ladders on the scoop 
resting against the house, one ladder for Joyce and the other for me. Painting the two-
story house with dad sitting in the tractor seat. I think I was 15/16. She was a hard work-
er. I don't recall her ever complaining about all the work she did. 

Summer picnics at Lake Bronson which always included her Marshmallow topped 
brownies with chocolate frosting. 
She helped me become a stronger person and I will miss her. 
 
Kathy Kelley Feerick, Niece 
It wasn’t always easy taking that long drive from Massachusetts to Minnesota when my 
sister and I were kids but Aunt Joyce always made us feel welcome. Her laughter and 
smiles and house filled with cinnamon rolls and chocolate chip cookies made visiting a 
real treat. I am so glad my daughters had a chance to meet 
and spend time with Joyce and all the cousins. 

As the years went by we couldn’t visit as often but when 
we did, Joyce made us feel as if we’d never been away —
and that we sure didn’t want to go home. 

Mark Satek, Grandson 
There was no one who could pack a lunch pail for a day in the fields like 

Grandma Joyce could. Every day when I was in the tractor, I looked forward to opening 
my pail and seeing what goodies she had made for me that day. From her salami sand-
wiches (which I still request to this day) to popcorn balls and plenty of snacks, she al-
ways knew exactly what I needed for a long day in the tractor with Grandpa, Mike, and 
Norman. I feel incredibly lucky to have spent so much time at the farm growing up. It 
really shaped who I am today, in no small part due to all the great memories I have of 
my time with Grandma. Memories like playing cards, taking the walk across the yard 
when I heard her ring the dinner bell, and running up the stairs as she tried to pinch my 
behind. One memory that stands out in particular was from when I was pretty young. I 
am sure I was being difficult and not listening to her when she was yelling at me to get 
ready for church. She yelled for Clarence to help her and all he had to say was “Your 
Grandma wants you to get ready for Church” and I knew that was the end of it. Those 
words made me immediately think "Got it!" 

Working with Grandma started young. We would load up the trailer with the 
lawn mowers, weed whackers, and giant jugs of water and then head out to Grandma 
Marie’s and Cora’s to mow and take care of the yards. Later on, I helped with various 
projects around her house and she was always eager to feed me because she always 
wanted to make sure I was taken care of. The last afternoon I spent with just Grandma 
on our own together was on New Year’s Day. We sat and watched Andy Griffith all 
afternoon together. 

Lots of little things will forever remind me of my Grandma. Memories of how 
she had her special way of saying “Okay” and “Hi Mark” will always bring a smile to my 
face and I will forever hear her voice in my head saying "Peaches" when I take a pic-
ture. Thank you for forever making me smile; I love you Grandma. 
 
John Murray, Brother-in-Law 
I'll always remember the late night Eftefield girls BS sessions when we visited.  I went 
to bed and they stayed up all night.  That and all the good food we had. 
 
Kristen (Solberg) Steckler, Granddaughter 

Every memory I have of Grandma Joyce is just so warm and beautifully happy. 
She had such a cheerful easygoing personality and a serenity about her that couldn't 
help but to rub off on everyone else in a room. Her sunny playful sense of humor made 
light of the dark or ridiculous and gave you a feeling that nothing in this world could 
ever be so bad. She delighted in anything pretty or merry and stepping into her home 
was like being in a beautiful life-sized doll house (complete with a sugar snap peas 
growing next to flowers in the garden and homemade caramel rolls baking away in the 
oven). She loved her family more than anything in the world and was always thrilled to 
have company over. Her excitement for life kept her always ahead of her time but also 
younger than her years. She was a true full-hearted optimist. 
 
Rob Arlandson, Nephew 

I remember just how nice she was. Every time we visited and stayed over at 
her house she was always welcoming and made me feel very comfortable in her house. 
I can still remember eating caramel rolls with Clarence in her kitchen.  
life!  


