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Family, Faith, and Future: The Life Stones of
Harry and LaVerna Kittelson of Corson County

EDITED BY ANNETTA M. SANOW SUTTON

My parents, Harry and LaVema Kittelson, were the parents of seven children related by blood and marriage, as well as countless others linked by fortune and circumstance. They spent the better part of their lives in Corson
County in north-central South Dakota, where their own parents had settled
in the years after the Great Sioux Reservation was opened to non-Indians
in igog. Sparsely populated by most standards, Corson County today is
wide-open farming and ranching country and shares the Standing Rock Indian Reservation with Sioux County in North Dakota. Harry and LaVema Kittelson lived in Corson County as young people, left for a time, and
returned to raise their blended family and serve ihe wider community as
law-enforcement agents and examples of compassion and perseverance.
Harry I. Kittelson was bom to Clarence and ¡da Strom Kittelson on 22
July lgij at Wilmot, South Dakota. The oldest of four children and the
only boy, he attended school in Summit through the sixth grade. When he
was twelve years old, his family moved to a farm near Thunder Hawk,
where he graduated from high school in lg^j. Following service with the
Civilian Conservation Corps. Harry worked in farming, ranching, and
with the railroad. In 1949, he began employment with the Corson County
Highway Department, followed by a long career beginning in 1956 as sheriff of Corson County. A long-time bachelor, he married LaVerna Braun
Sanow on 2j July 3953 and became a father to her four children.
LaVema K. Braun, the daughter of Ferdinand and Elizabeth Tracy
Braun, was bom 22 May igig at Pretty Rock, North Dakota. She received
her elementary education at Saint Mary's School in Lemmon, South
Dakota. Following the deaths of her parents within months of each other
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when she was fifieen years old, she assumed responsibility for her three
younger brothers. She moved to Uve with an aunt in Sioux City, Iowa,
where she worked and attended high school. Returning to South Dakota,
LaVema enrolled in cosmetology school in Aberdeen and worked in a café
while caring for her brothers. In 1939, she married Al Sanow and opened a
beauty salon in Montrose. The couple had five children: Wally. Karren, August Russell (who died in infancy), Annetta. and LaVone ("Vonnie"). In
April 0/1951, Al Sanow died suddenly of a heart attack. LaVema and her
children remained in Montrose where she continued her salon business in
her home. Following her marriage to Harry Kíttelson in 1953, the family
moved to Mclntosh, South Dakota. Together, the couple had three more
children: Mary, Joseph, and Cecelia. LaVema continued her beauty salon
business until iç}6}, when she and Harry purchased the Dakota Hotel.
Along with managing the hotel, LaVema served alongside her husband as a
deputy sheriff of Corson County. In addition to caring for their family of
seven children, she and Harry opened their home and dispensed compassion and advice to numerous needy children and adults. A wom^n ofin-

LaVerna and Harry Kittelson
posed for this portrait around
the time of their twenty-fifth
wedding anniversary.
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tense faith, conservative values, and liberal politics. LaVerna also taught religious education and served as chair of the Corson County Democratic
Party.
In 1^78, South Dakota Attorney General William j . janklow named
Harry and LaVema Kittelson honorary assistant attorneys general for the
state. In 1^82, they retired from the sheriff's office but continued their public service as security agents for the United States Army Corps of Engineers
at Mobridge for eight years. They eventually moved to Watertown to live
with their youngest daughter. Harry Kittelson died 21 October 1998 at the
age of eighty-one, and LaVerna Kittelson died 26 May 2001 at the age of
eighty-two. They are buried in Greenhill Cemetery in Lemmon.
Harry and LaVema wrote their life stories at the request of their children, although at different times. Harry wrote his following a newspaper interview in 1^78, the year of the couple's twenty-fifih wedding anniversary
and his twenty-second year in law enforcement. LaVema wrote hers several
years later. In preparing the memoirs for publication, they were edited
lightly for grammar, spelling, and style.

My Life Story | by Harry Kittelson
I attended my first six years of elementary school at Summit, South
Dakota. During the summer of 1929, our family moved to Thunder
Hawk and was engaged in farming. I graduated from high school at
Thunder Hawk with my class of nine in 1937.
Times were tough and work was scarce, so that fall I joined the
Civilian Conservation Corps, begun by President Franklin Roosevelt,
and spent six months at a camp known as Tigerville near Hill City in
the beautiful Black Hills. In April, I came back to Thunder Hawk to
help with the farming. Again, it looked like the crops would never survive the heat. On 5 July 1938,1 went to Montana and spent the next six
months on an "extra" gang raising and lining the tracks for the Milwaukee Railroad, arriving home the day before Christmas. The winter
was cold and long, and no work was to be found, so I spent my time
taking care of our few cattle and working around the house. When
spring came, the crops had to be planted again.
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Harry Kittelson graduated from high school in Thunder Hawk with eight classmates. He appears second from the left in the second row.

On 13 April 1939, our mother, Ida Strom Kittelson, died. She was a
young woman, and we soon realized the bitter fact that a home is not
a home without a mother. This time was difficult for our family, and
we never really talked about it much. We just kept going.
As soon as the crops were planted, the task of finding a job became
important. Having a job and a buck or two on the hip at least made living a little easier. In June 1939, Howard Quay, a man from Pennsylvania, was looking for a farm hand to look after a place he intended to
develop into a ranch. I was hired and spent the rest ofthat year taking
care of a cow and about a half dozen ponies, fencing two sections of
land to be used as pasture, and seeding all the fields to crested wheatgrass for the cattle to range on.
During the following winter, Mr. Quay corresponded with me
weekly from Pennsylvania making plans to build the following summer. When he arrived, we hired fifteen men at three dollars a day and
board. In the fall, there was the Q Bar Ranch, as big as you please. We
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worked very hard, and today the ranch is the Harold Dean place west
of Keldron, South Dakota. The balance often years was spent in raising some of the finest Hereford cattle in the country.
In the spring of 1949,1 looked for greener pastures. I took a job operating a patrol grader with the Corson County Highway Department
and maintained the six hundred miles of country roads for eight
years, five of them spent living in a cook shack along the roadside. I
was the only single employee, and the other guys preferred to be
home with their families. I took my home uith me wherever I went—
it was a little trailer that I pulled behind the grader.
After a while, I thought, "enough is enough" and 1 began to have
thoughts of a home and family. On i January 1953, I found myself in
Sioux Falls. Mike and Lena Braun, my boss and his wife, invited me to
go with them and see a niece of Uncle Mike's who was living in Montrose. She was the former Miss LaVerna Braun, the girl I had seen
many times during the "Dirty Thirties" being held so closely by her
admirers on the dance floors in Lemmon.
The next couple of months of my spare time were spent talking
over the old days around Lemmon and Thunder Hawk. We did not
know each other well, but we had a lot in common. She had been mar-

I.

,

Harry Kittelson stands atop the road grader he used to maintain Corson County's
roads for eight years.
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In this comical picture, Harry prepares to take his bride to Saint Patrick's
Church in Montrose for their wedding in July 1953.

ried and was blessed with a boy and three girls, but fate does some
cruel things, and she had been widowed by the sudden passing of her
husband a couple of years earlier. She had been caring for her little
family and operating a beauty shop in her home in Montrose. I told
LaVerna that I did not have anything, but that maybe, if we pooled our
interests, a home and family could be established. She did not seem to
disagree, so I went back to work in Corson County. After a short
courtship, the wedding date was set for 23 July 1953. We were joined
in the bonds of matrimony at Saint Patrick's in Montrose, and now we
were six. The same day, after tearful goodbyes to all our friends in
Montrose, we headed for Mclntosh with our little family to make our
home.
Eor three more years I continued to work on the county highways.
Life was difterent now; I had a family to go home to when the day's
work was done, and I wanted to be home with them, not out on some
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godforsaken county road listening to the coyotes. Things went well; in
1954 on Friday, 13 November, Mary Katherine was born. We were ecstatic. Time marched on, and my family's care and love were ever present in my mind.
In the spring of 1956, Fred Blow and George Seiler, Sr., asked me if
I would be interested in being a candidate for Corson County sheriff.
Filling this office seemed impossible because I knew nothing about
the profession. After much consideration, and with the blessing of the
board of the county commissioners, I agreed to run. There was no opposition in the primary. The night of the general election, I was
elected by a considerable margin as sheriff of Corson County. On 6
January 1957, I took over the responsibilities of protecting life and
property in the county. With the patient instruction of William Tschetter, state's attorney, I gradually grew comfortable in my new role. I became a one-man department for an area of nearly four thousand
square miles, a population of about five thousand people, and an
American Indian reservation with no jurisdiction on the trust lands,
which represented about 40 percent of the area.
One day along in May, I noticed by the looks of my wife that she
was about due to have another baby. This event came to pass on 8
June 1957, when Doctor Torkildson came forward for the second time
and congratulated me on being the father of a son. When I looked at
Joseph Clarence Kitteison in the nursery, I could not believe my eyes,
for there, pinned to the little guy's blanket, was a big star that said,
"Deputy Sheriff." Mother and little sheriff came home, and again we
settled into the routine of family life. Now, we were a family of eight.
Being sheriff is probably much different from most professions;
nearly every person you meet is having some type of trouble. There
are those in trouble with the law. Other cases are civil matters where
parties agree to disagree. It often takes court action to remedy the situation. Some have imaginary or real troubles and want to visit with
the sheriff about it. You must be a good Ustener and a problem solver.
Compassion is one of the most important qualities. The most difficult
situation for me is to be the bearer of bad news. Notification of the
next kin after the death of a loved one is difficult. As a sheriff, you
must be fiexible enough to cope with every situation regardless of an
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SherifFHarry Kittelson, pictured here at his office desk, spent more than twenty-five
years ¡n law enforcement in Corson County.

individual's race, color, or creed. I never enjoyed locking a human being in a jail cell.
Life went on, with around eighty automobile accidents each year
and one hundred fifty people appearing in court, many of them doing
time in the jail across from the courthouse in the city fire hall. The jail
had a capacity of nine, and there were often twice that many in custody; it was musty, dirty, and a deathtrap but it was all I had to work
with. Babies were born in the jail, and I brought food every day from
the grocery store. Those incarcerated cooked their own meals on a hot
plate with the electrical connection hanging from the ceiling.
We purchased the Dakota Hotel in Mclntosh in 1963 and moved
in. While 1 had my hands busy with my office, the family was busy operating the hotel. On 23 April 1964, we were blessed with a new little
wonder, Cecilia Ida. By now, the older children had left home and
married. Wally was in Washington, D.C, attending the FBI Academy,
and Karren had married her high school sweetheart, Dennis Fritz. We
became grandparents—a rare and wonderful joy. We lost Vonnie and
then, a short time later Karren. The losses are too painful to talk
about. Annetta married Jack Sutton. Many changes had happened in
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our family within a short length of time. Along with all of this, I had to
run for office every two years and try to gain the blessing of the majority of voters in the county to be able to continue as sheriff.
In 1967, Corson County was mandated by federal and state law to
hold prisoners in an environment with an attendant present. It was
then that LaVerna was sworn in as deputy sheriff, jailer and matron.
We moved to the jail living quarters, which began a new phase in our
life. After much discussion, I decided to run again and did so until retiring in 1983. Down through the years, there have been many people
involved in my life: first and foremost, my family; other elected officials
in the county; FBI agents like Milt Kuhl and Tom Saunders; Patrolmen
George Samis, A. J. Markuson, Floyd Cleland, Don Ahl, Bob Schutnick, Ivan Ibies, Eldon Russell, and C. H. DeWald, to name a few.
Looking over the years, there have been many events. One very
memorable one was when a young man came to the jail saying his sister's baby was coming. I went with him immediately, and a few moments later I helped to bring a new life into the world. A sheriff experiences many miracles, but this one tops the list.
A Journal of My Life | by LaVerna Kittelson
My children have wanted me to write a journal of my life. I am not
very well versed on writing but will try to do my best. I do not remember the exact dates of a number of events, but with the help of God I
hope I can remember the year and. perhaps, the month. I stand to be
corrected on all dates and places.
My mother and father, Ferdinand Braun and Elizabeth Tracy, were
married in Saint Peter's and Paul's Church south of Hebron, North
Dakota, in 1912. It is a little church made of stone that my grandfather, Joseph Braun, helped to build and is still standing in a farmer's
field.
My father had seven brothers and five sisters, making thirteen children in his family. My father came with his folks from Germany in
1889. Uncle Ambrose, my dad's youngest brother, was born on the
ship on the way over. My dad's brothers and sisters were Fred, Magdalene, Jake, twins Henry and Christine, Cecilia, Elizabeth, twins Mary
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and Carl, Mike, Ambrose and Phillip. Ambrose was the baby, and he
passed away in January 1990.
My mother's father was James Patrick Tracy, and grandma's name
was Anna Elizabeth Bennett Tracy. They came from Ireland about the
same time the Brauns came from Germany via Russia. My mother
had three brothers, Maurice, James, and John Tracy. There were four
girls Anna. Marie, Bessie (my Mom), and Leona.
My mother and father moved to what is now known as Corson
County shortly after they were married. They carried mail by horse
and buggy near Hebron for about three years. It was at that time that
my brothers Lawrence and Carl were born. They lived in a stone house
that was struck by lightning. My dad was burned from his hips down
his legs. My mother saved Carl and Lawrence from the fire, and
shortly afterward they went by wagon with a few staples—a cow tied
behind the wagon, canned chicken, beef, vegetables, and fruit—and
moved into a little log cabin along the banks of the Grand River. There
were no neighbors, no friends, not a car, twenty-five miles to the closest store, and two little children. This was how my parents began their
life in South Dakota.
With the help of mother's brother, they built a little house up on
fiat ground and set up housekeeping, farming, and ranching. Dad had
sheep the first five years, and as time went on he was able to find machinery and broke up the land and planted wheat. When mother became pregnant with me she wanted to be with her mother. Grandmother Anna in Pretty Rock, North Dakota. So Dad took her and the
two little boys by buggy to Pretty Rock, approximately forty miles from
where we lived. After my birth on 22 May 1919. we returned home.
Mother and Dad had three more children, all boys. Jim was born 8
March 1921, Ferdinand in 1923, and Wally on 19 October T925.
Mother told many stories of how afraid and lonely she was on the
prairie. We had no bathrooms or running water. The lights were
kerosene lamps. Mother cooked on wood stoves, and our toilet was a
little house built over a hole. We used old catalogs for toilet tissue.
When mother had crates of peaches, we would use the tissue from the
peaches for toilet tissue—that was a treat. Mother ironed our clothes
with fiatirons heated on the cookstove. One of our chores was to pick
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up the corn cobs after the pigs had eaten the corn and bring them to
the house for mother to use in the cookstove. They made a hot fire for
cooking and heating the flatiron. In the winter. Mom would use coal
for our heat and cooking.
More people took up claims, and then we had neighbors. A school
was built about a mile and a half from our place. Mother would tie us
onto the horse and send us to school. The teacher would take us off
when we arrived. A little barn for the horses was filled with hay by our
dad and the neighbor men. At home each of us had a special cow, and
we always had to milk the cows before we went to school. We would
bring the milk in, and mother would separate it using a machine called
a separator that we kept in the corner of the kitchen. We gave the skim
milk to the calves or pigs. We would have cream or whole milk that we
used on our oatmeal and other cereal. Every Saturday, we would chum
our own butter We had a wooden churn on a stand and would turn the
handle until we had butter The fresh buttermilk was used for drinking
or making pancakes. Since we lived close to the Grand River, we went
swimming in the summertime. In the winter, we went skating, sledding, or coasting. We had many good times together
Mom and Dad did all their own butchering. In the fall. Dad would
kill a cow, two pigs, and two sheep. Mother would can the meat. She
also canned vegetables and fruit. We would buy peaches and pears by
the crate and pick wild berries for jellies. We all went to Saint Mary's
School in Lemmon. Dad would take us to the dormitory on Sunday
night and come after us on Eriday. I am not sure how long we did this.
I was in the fifth grade when the school closed.
We were all baptized at Saint Mary's, and when we were on the
farm. Dad insisted we all go to church. Mom and Dad were raised in
strong Catholic families. He would take us twenty-five miles to Lemmon on Saturday by buggy. We would stay with Grandma Tracy because by this time Grandma and Grandpa Tracy had moved to Lemmon. We would all go to confession on Saturday afternoon and Mass
on Sunday morning. Then we went back to the farm on Sunday afternoon. Mother and Dad kept us very close to Jesus and the Blessed
Mother.
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LaVerna Braun (center), age four, is pictured here with her parents
Elizabeth and Ferdinand and younger brothers Jim and Ferdinand.

Dad sold the farm in 1930, and we moved to Lemmon, where Dad
bought a café. The depression years were just starting, and the bottom
fell out for everyone. In just two years Dad sold the café in Lemmon
and bought one in McLaughlin. There was no money in the country.
Dad sold the café, and we moved back to Lemmon.
In 1935, shortly after we moved back to Lemmon from McLaughlin,
my mother died due to childbirth complicated by an infection. Four
months later, my Dad was killed in a freak accident. Several tanks
blew up near the railroad tracks in Lemmon. The entire town was at
the fire, in the midst of the chaos, a train came through. My dad was
standing by the railroad track; Bill Stoick came running to save him.
Both were hit. My dad died a few hours later, and Bill lost both his legs
but survived. Six kids were left orphaned. My oldest brother, Lawrence, was, nineteen, married, and living in Keystone, South Dakota,
working in the Civilian Conservation Camp. Carl was seventeen; I was
fifteen; Jim, twelve; Ferd, eight; and Wally, six. Yes, times were very
hard. No money. No crops. No feed for the animals. Everyone was in
the same fix, but added to all ofthat was the fact that we had no parents to care for us. We all moved into a little house in Lemmon that
Grandma Tracy had given our mother before she died.
We decided we were all going to stay together, so with the help of
God we all managed that first year. I got a job in a café. Lawrence and
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A photographer captured the moment in July 1935 when Ferdinand Braun's
friend (right) dashed to save him from an approaching train. Braun is at left,
watching the gasoline tanks burn.

Carl worked in a store. We survived the winter and another year of
school. The next three years were very rough. As I remember, we went
to live with Aunt Anna in Sioux City, Iowa. Carl and I worked to help
support our three younger brothers while we went to school. Our dad
had left an insurance policy, and my share was one hundred fifty
dollars. I took ninety dollars and paid tuition to study cosmetology
at a beauty school in Aberdeen, South Dakota. 1 took Wally and Ferd,
the two little ones, with me. I worked at a café to pay our board
and room. The boys had a paper route. We managed until I finished
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beauty school. Ferd went back to Lemmon and stayed with Carl, who
had married Dorothy Riese and worked as a meat cutter at the Colden
Rule store. My brother Jim was living with our Uncle Jim on a farm
north of Lemmon. Lawrence and Edna, his wife, went to Arizona and
worked in a mine. Wally and I went to Sioux Falls, where I went to
work in a beauty shop. Wally was a junior in high school.
I met, fell in love with, and married Al Sanow in 1939. In 1940, the
war broke out and all my brothers went into the service, jim joined the
Army; Carl the Coast Guard; Ferd the Marines; and Lawrence, the
Merchant Marines. Al, Wally, and 1 moved to Montrose. Wally was a
senior in high school and wanted to go into the service, too. We signed
papers, and he enlisted at seventeen years old in the Navy, where he
finished his schooling. I ran a beauty shop in Montrose, and Al was in
insurance and real estate. We lived in Montrose for nine years, and
then I bought my own beauty shop in Canistota and ran it for two
years.

LaVernaand Al Sanow posed with their first son, Wally, for this photograph taken in
the mid-i94os.
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LaVerna stands in
front of one of several
beauty shops she operated over the years
to support her family.

Al had a heart attack and passed away on 13 April 1951. Our four
children were very young. Wally, seven, had been born 16 November
1944; Karren, five, was bom 17 November 1946; Annetta, two, was
bom 19 February 1949; and LaVone, almost one, was born on 30 April
1950. We had lost August Russell at birth in 1947. The children and I
remained in Montrose. a little Irish hamlet not far from Sioux Falls. I
loved Montrose. I moved my beauty shop to my home and kept my little family right with me. Wally was always a big help with the little
ones. We had good times and rough times. The entire community of
Montrose pitched in to help me raise my four little children.
On 7 February 1955, Uncle Mike and Aunt Lena Braun came to visit
and brought Harry Kittlelson with them. We had a lovely dinner.
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When they left, Harry said he was going to be working in Sioux Ealls
and would like to come visit again if we wanted him to. We had known
each other as kids. Harry had lived in Thunder Hawk and I in Lemmon. He came to visit the next week. The children liked him, and he
liked the children. The whole Montrose community took Harry in after a few visits.
One friend said, "LaVerna, why don't you get married.^" I told them
I was not picking a husband but a father for my children. I prayed
about it. I went to Eather O'Connell and talked to him about it. Eather
O'Connell said he would like to visit with Harry. Afterwards, Eather
told me Harry would make a fine father for my children and a loving
husband for me. So, on 23 July 1953, Harry and I were married by Eather O'Gonnell. Eather had a Mass for us in Saint Patrick's Church,
and we went over to his house and were married in the front room, as
Harry was not yet Catholic and we could not be married in the church
at that time, ike and Corrine Evens stood up for us. Dorothy McDonald

LaVerna dressed her children in their Easter finery for this photograph
taken in the spring before she married Harry Kittelson. From left are
Wally, LaVone, Annetta, and Karren.
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had a wedding breakfast for all our family and friends. We loaded up
the four kids, a little camper that Harry lived in and pulled behind his
G M pickup truck, and my little blue Chevrolet, and we headed for
Mclntosh, where Harry had a job with Corson County building roads
in the summer and plowing snow in the winter. Harry had a little
land, which he sold, and we bought a home in Mclntosh. We were
happy with our four little children and busy making new friends. I
opened a small beauty shop in our home and took in just a few friends
and family.
My prayers were answered when, in May 1954, Harry joined the
Catholic Church under the instruction of Father Joseph O'Conner at
Saint Bonaventure in Mclntosh. It was a very happy time for all of us,
as I was pregnant. On 13 November 1954, our little Mary Katherine arrived. All the children dearly loved Mary. We lived in a nice home in
Mclntosh. Harry continued to work for the Corson County Highway
Department. I could write a book about the love Mary brought to the
household. Joseph Clarence arrived 8 June 1957. What a thrill to have
two more little ones.
In 1956, Harry was elected county sheriff. When he first took office
the following January, the state radio communication center was in
our home. We were all very busy. In i960, I bought a beauty shop in
McLaughlin and would drive back and forth trying to keep up my
home and family. Irene Erz took care of Mary and Joe while the older
children were in school. Often, they would come to the beauty shop
with me. The commuting back and forth was too difficult, so we sold
the shop. Then we bought the Dakota Hotel in Mclntosh. We had
twenty-seven rooms for guests, four bedrooms for our living quarters,
and a large kitchen. The radio was moved to the hotel. We worked very
hard with Harry's job and the hotel. On 23 April 1964, our little surprise arrived. Cecilia Ida Kittelson was born. She was so loved even before her birth. Her siblings were overjoyed.
When the county built the new jail, I was hired as a deputy sheriff
to serve as matron, jailer, cook, and deputy. I could write many books
about our twenty-seven years in the sheriff's office. Some would be
horror stories and others, love stories. There would be many funny
ones, too.
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I have loved and lost so many in my family. It is hard to say just
who 1 should start with. My parents' deaths just a few months apart
when I was fifteen was devastating. Then, when my brother Ferd
came home from the service, he bought a used car in Hettinger, North
Dakota, and was driving home to Lemmon when a drunk driver killed
him. Lawrence, my oldest brother, came with his wife Edna to visit us
and had a heart attack and died in our home at the age of forty-three.
My brother Wally died of cancer at age forty-three. Jim and Carl both
were given long lives, and I was able to be with them at the time of
their deaths. Losing my first husband and a baby boy was very painful,
as well. But when I lost my daughters, Karren and LaVone, less than
two years apart, a part of me died, too. I also lost a grandchild because
Karren was pregnant. When you lose a child, the pain never leaves
you. If it had not been for my faith, I never would have made it.
LaVone was coming home from a school function, and the seniors
were drinking. A carload of kids came down Main Street just as Vonnie and her classmates were crossing, and a senior hit and killed
her. The pain was unbearable. The only consolation we had was that
she had received Communion before her death. She died two weeks
before her sixteenth birthday. Less than two years later, on 29 January
1968, our dear Karren was taken home. She had two children—
Jimmy was ten months old, and Karmon was two—and a loving and
precious husband, Dennis Fritz. Karren was pregnant. The baby died
first, followed by Karren. I kept asking why. Then 1 received my answer. We gained a precious new daughter, Gwen, when Dennis remarried.
The children all worked with us in the sheriff's office. As each one
left home to go to school, our hearts were heavy. I would have liked to
have had them with me forever, but nothing is forever on this earth.
Only heaven lasts forever. Wally went to Washington, D.C, for school
and work. He married Barb Mauger and they had two children, John
and Jody. Wally and Barb divorced, and Wally married Swannee Gudmonsson, giving us three ready-made grandchildren: Gretar, Cirry,
and Hjordis. Karren LaVone was born to them. I love them all very
much. Karren married Dennis, and their two children are Jim and
Karmon. Dennis later married Gwen Erz and moved to Belle Fourche.
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This photograph taken in the early 1960s includes the entire Kittelson family except
for Cecelia, who was born in 1964. In front, from left, are joe. Harry. LaVerna, and
Mary. Standing in the back are LaVone, Wally, Karren, and Annetta.

Annetta married Jack Sutton and had five children: Amy, Emy, Jenny,
Chet. and Bret. Annetta and Jack divorced when Bret was a baby, and
she raised the children by herself Mary married David Engle and had
three children: Amanda, Adam, and Eric. Little Adam died prematurely. Joe is single and Hves in Minneapolis, Minnesota. Cecelia married Jim Soucy, and they have three children: Joshua. Mariah, and Isaiah. They live in Watertown. [Editor's note: Joe passed away on 16
December 2005 while awaiting an organ transplant, and Cecelia and
Jim had a son, Elijah, after LaVerna's death in 2001].
Harry and I retired in 1982 and travel in our motor home to visit
our children as often as we can.
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