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  Danny Gilbert, 66 of  Lisbon, North  
Dakota passed away peacefully on 
Wednesday, May 27, 2020 at his home. 

  Daniel Joseph Gilbert was born on July 
14, 1953, the son of  John “Buzzy” and 
Roselyn (Ries) Gilbert in Lisbon, North 
Dakota. He was raised and educated in 
Lisbon. As a young man he started to 
custom combine in the south for several 
years. Danny was united in marriage to 
Connie Halvorson on November 16, 1974 
in Gwinner, North Dakota. He worked as 
a  m e c h a n i c  f o r  Ra n s o m  C o u n ty            

Implement and later started Gilbert Repair with his brother, 
Greg. Danny also worked at Berube’s before taking over the 
family farm. 

  Farming was Danny’s true love, he also enjoyed time in his 
shop at the farm visiting with family and friends. He restored 
tractors and was able to fix anything his sons would break. 
Danny will be missed by his family and many friends. 

  Danny is survived by 
his wife, Connie; three 
sons, Paul (Kirsten); 
Chad (Becky);  Scott 
(Leah) all of  Lisbon, 
ND; five grandchildren, 
Ethan, Owen, Ryker, 
Trivette and Lennox; 
brother, Greg (Joanne) 
Gilbert of  Waubun, 
MN; mother- in-law, 
Vivian Halvorson of  Milnor, ND; numerous nieces and   
nephews. 

  Danny was preceded in death by his parents, father-in-law, 
Lloyd Halvorson, brothers-in-law, Jeff  Froemke, Jim Lukes 
and Lonnie Halvorson. 



DANIEL JOSEPH GILBERT 

BORN 
July 14,1953 

Lisbon, North Dakota 
 

DIED 
May 27, 2020 

Lisbon, North Dakota 
 

FUNERAL SERVICE 
Trinity Lutheran Church 

Lisbon, North Dakota 
Saturday, May 30, 2020 - 10:30 a.m. 

 

 CLERGY 
Pastor Norm Anderson 

 

PALLBEARERS 
Neil Gilbert   Shane Gilbert   Dusty Lukes 

Brian Lukes   Randy Lukes   Darcy Sad 
 

HONORARY PALLBEARERS 
Danny’s Grandchildren 

Ethan Gilbert   Owen Gilbert   Ryker Gilbert 
Trivette Gilbert   Lennox Gilbert 

 

INTERMENT 
Oakwood Cemetery 

Lisbon, North Dakota 

 

                       My Farm 

My farm to me is not just land 

Where bare unpainted buildings stand- 

To me, my farm is nothing less 

Than all created loveliness. 
 

My farm is not where I must soil 

My hands in endless dreary toil 

But where, through seed and swelling pod 

I’ve learned to walk, and talk to God. 
 

My farm, to me, is not a place 

Outmoded by the modern race 

For here, I think, I just see less 

Of  evil, greed, and selfishness. 
 

My farm’s a haven- here dwells rest, 

Security and happiness- 

Whate’er befalls the world outside 

Here faith and hope and love abide. 
 

And so my farm is not just land 

Where bare unpainted buildings stand- 

To me, my farm is nothing less 

Than all God’s hoarded loveliness. 


