Ernie Myhre was a farmer, but certainly not just a farmer.  He loved sports and music, especially Vaughn Monroe, Nat King Cole and of course the Lawrence Welk show—though some think Grandpa was taken in as much by the pretty girls as he was the singing by the Champaign music man.
Grandpa Ernie was most definitely a Norwegian, stoic, quiet, and self-deprecating kind of a guy.   Though not an overly expressive man, he often had poignant things to say and had quite a dry sense of humor.  He kept up on the issues of the day and talked about them with us young people. He followed the workings of Congress via the television, and was proud to call himself a democrat.  He loved what he called ‘heritage’ and was quite well read on World War II and many prominent political figures, especially Jimmy Carter. He loved to think about a farmer in the White House!
He planted crops and waited for the rain to come.  He raised cows and birthed calves.  Like most farmers, he rose early and sounded the alarm from the bottom of the stairs—“Boys- Boys!”   While his sons were not always prompt in their response, they knew it was chore time.  Lots had to be done before the school bus arrived.

Grandpa Ernie instilled a strong work ethic in his children. He always worked hard himself and respected an honest day’s work. There were no excuses, no dilly dallying. Just get with it.  Grandpa knew the real meaning behind the popular phrase, “Get ‘er done!”
My Aunt Ellen remembers her Dad as tall, lean, and muscular.  He seemed to be able to lift and toss hay bales with ease, and hoist milk cans out of the cooling tank effortlessly.  She experienced his strength, some times limited patience, and his dedication to work one summer when Larry and Dennis got summer jobs off the farm as she became her Dad’s helper with chores. She learned to rake hay, drive the baler, run the milkers, load the hay wagon, and just be a helper.  She wondered how many times she put him in danger as she learned the workings of a tractor clutch while farming the hills in the Town of Hale that summer.   

He applied that same strength and drive to his love of sports.  Ernie particularly loved baseball.  He played ball in high school and enjoyed his days on the Osseo City League.  Later, when he had sons, he practiced with them after chores and coached from the side lines. Grandpa was a somewhat quiet man except for when it came to sports or farming. Despite his great love for us grandkids, when the ballgame was on, it was time to be quiet and quit goofing around!
Grandpa Ernie was the consummate American. A devoted husband and father, he provided for his family while laying the foundation for generations of Myhre’s to come. He never once questioned his duties and often dished out treatments along the way. Our cousin Ryan remembers these treatments as lessons learned, and he credits Grandpa with helping him pass 6th grade math and learn his multiplication tables- where would he be without those!

Even into his later years, Kyle & Tyler remember still remember him going out the farm and raking hay, when they didn’t want to do it. They remember he was a strong man- even in his eighties he was hauling batteries down for Craig’s semi. He enjoyed keeping up with the farming industry and the markets, and when Craig missed the info, Grandpa Ernie would fill him in on how things were going.

In these last months, weeks, and days, Grandpa Ernie mellowed and took great joy in his 11 grandkids who he loved so much.  He couldn’t believe that his genes had help to spawn such a talented bunch—nearly all with college degrees, some with advanced degrees.  Whether it was golf, baseball, softball, basketball, football, or riding horse- Grandpa delighted in hearing about his grand children and their achievements. Most of us grandkids remember fishing, watching fireworks, or ice skating with Grandpa Ernie, whether he was with us or watching from the porch. Through out all our activities, ceremonies, weddings- whatever was going on, he was there. If he couldn’t be there, he often watched us on the local cable channel.
In these last few months when Grandpas health began to decline, he and our whole family had a special blessing.  When he fell and broke his hip in December, we were all in the emergency room with him.  The doctor asked him who took care of his medication.  Grandpa said, “My daughter does, she is a nurse.” The doctor replied “Mr. Myhre, you are a lucky man. You not only have a daughter but she is an RN too.” And a special thanks to Ellen, my aunt, from the whole family, for taking such good care of him. We also send a thank you out to grandma, who gave up so much of her time and energy to do her duty as a wife, mother, and grandmother. She held all of us together with grandpa, and managed to keep feeding us too.
We will remember Grandpa Ernie for being many things- a farmer, a dad, a grandpa, a Norwegian, a baseball fan, an honest, hard-working man, a historian, a friend, and a very good man. He laid a solid foundation for all of his children and grandchildren to live on and make the world a better place.
