
Donald was born January 30, 1937, the son of Franklin 
and Erma (Barton) Thurston, in Kewanee.  He 
graduated from Wyoming High School.  He proudly 
served in the National Guard.  On August 16, 1959, he 
married Joyce K. Goembel at Calvary Church, 
Hooppole.  Donald farmed in rural Wyoming and 
Hooppole for many years, then was a truck driver with 
Star Transport for many years, from which he retired.  
He loved fishing, enjoyed camping, playing Bocce 
Ball, and playing Aggravation board game at family 
events.

Those left to cherish his memory include his wife, 
Joyce; children, LuAnn (Dan) DeGrave, Atkinson, Deb 
(Vern) Carlson, Annawan, Frank (Colleen) Thurston, 
Mineral, Jennifer (Chuck) Miller, Hooppole; ten 
grandchildren; fourteen great-grandchildren. 

He was preceded in death by his parents, Franklin and 
Erma, and special brother, Ernest “Porky” Blakey.

Donald F. Thurston
January 30, 1937~ October 31, 2019
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Funeral Service To Celebrate His Life
Monday, November 4, 2019  10:30 a.m.

Zion United Methodist Church
Hooppole, IL

Officiant
Pastor Peggy Emmert

Music
Barb Graham

Casket Bearers
Adam Thurston, Tyler Thurston
Tanner Carlson, Brad DeGrave
Luke DeGrave, Austin Jackson

Kyle Hankins, Alex Sanchez

Honorary Casket Bearers
Vern Carlson, Chuck Miller

Dan DeGrave, Frank Thurston

The family would like to invite friends and loved ones to join them for a 
luncheon, in memory of Donald, following the service.

God Made A Farmer
And on the 8th day, God looked down on his planned paradise and said, I 

need a caretaker.

So God Made a Farmer.

God said, I need somebody strong enough to clear trees and heave bales, 
yet gentle enough to tame lambs and wean pigs and tend the pink combed 
pullets, who will stop his mower for an hour to splint the broken leg of a 

Meadow Lark.

So God Made a Farmer.

It had to be somebody who'd plow deep and straight and not cut corners, 
somebody to seed and weed, feed and breed, rake and disc, plow and plant, 
tied the fleece and strain the milk. Somebody who'd bale a family together 
with the soft, strong bonds of sharing, who'd laugh and then sigh, and then 
reply with smiling eyes when his son says he wants to spend his life doing 

what Dad does.

So God Made a Farmer.
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