
 
Danny Stang was buried today. 
 
Shannon went to his funeral. 
He was 63 years old. 
That reminds me of the time he stole my pickup. 
It was mid-May, I was planting corn, two miles south. 
We planted over 500 acres at that time. 
I had 200 acres to plant at that location. 
That normally 
took about 
three days. 
To plant I used 
two tractors 
and my pick-
up truck. 
The six-row 
planter was 
pulled by the 
big tractor. 
A smaller 
tractor 
powered the 
fertilizer 
wagon. 
The fertilizer wagon held eight tons and had an unloading auger. 
The planter held a ton of fertilizer and had a cross auger to fit all four boxes. 
The pick-up was needed to haul fuel and seed, and make trips to the fields 
I was on my second day in that location, and everything was going well. 
About midday I noticed that my truck was gone. 
Stolen I assumed. 
I needed some things from home, so I unhitched the wagon and drove the smaller tractor. 
While at the farmstead I called the sheriff, and reported my brown, 68 Chevrolet truck was missing. 
I could get by without the truck for the rest of the day, so I went back to planting corn. 
A couple of hours later, my pickup was back in the field driveway. 
A Sherburne County Deputy came to visit me in the field. 
He said he had located my truck at the store in Orrock. 
Orrock was three miles away, southeast from the fields I was planting. 
The perpetrator was a fifteen-year-old kid. 
He set out walking to Orrock for a soft drink and snacks. 
His home was eight miles northwest of Orrock. 
It was quite hot for May.  
The kid came across my pickup, with keys in it, and couldn’t resist. 
The fields were big with many parcels, hills, and tree lines. 
I was likely out-of-sight at the time. 
The deputy said he was a good kid and asked me not to file a charge. 
I did not. 
As far as I know the deputy was right. 
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