
Robert “Bob” Dahl was born 
in Union Township, SD, on September 14, 
1933, to John and Arda (Mork) Dahl. He 
grew up and attended school in Harding 
County, eventually moving to Baker, MT, 
where he graduated from Baker High School 
in 1952. Bob joined the U.S. Air Force and 
was stationed at Smokey Hill Air Force Base 
in Salina, KS. He married Doris Molstad and, 
while in the service, they started their family 
with the births of Douglas and Roberta Sue. 
In 1958 Bob was honorably discharged, and 
he and Doris moved their family to the ranch 
in Camp Crook, SD, where they expanded 
their family to include Larry and Marvin. 
Bob began driving truck in Belle Fourche, 
SD, and later moved to Baker, MT. After 
many years driving for others, Bob purchased 
his own truck from Hayden Trucking, 
started Dahl Trucking, and continued his 
life driving down the road for more than 30 
years. After retiring, he and Doris continued 
to make Baker their home. His greatest love 
was for his family, and he so enjoyed his 
grandchildren and great-grandchildren. Bob 
will be missed dearly by his wife of 67 years, 
Doris Dahl; brothers, M.J. (Dee) Dahl, Roy 
(Terry) Dahl; sister, Marge (Jarvis) Crawford; 
son, Douglas (Vicky) Dahl, daughter, Sue 
(John) Travis, sons, Larry (Eileen) Dahl, and 
Marvin (Kimberly) Dahl; six grandchildren 
and seven great-grandchildren. Bob was 
preceded in death by his parents, John and 
Arda. 



Bob Dahl
FAMILY RECEIVING FRIENDS:

Monday, January 3, 2022
4:00 - 6:00 pm

Stevenson Funeral Home
Baker, Montana

PALLBEARERS:
All of Bob’s Grandchildren

INURNMENT:
At a Later Date

Bonnievale Cemetery
Baker, Montana

ARRANGEMENTS BY:
Stevenson Funeral Home

Baker, Montana 

Soul of a Trucker - Annette Keller 
The ever present sound of a diesel 

Going through its gears 
Is the steady beat and constant rhythm 

He’s known for many a year 
And it’s the lullaby that late at night 

His mind still longs to hear 
He still can see those highways 

With his inner eye 
He can’t forget the visions 
Of those unpolluted skies 
He still can feel the wind 
And hear its tender sighs 

Those memories stay inside and linger 
And will until he dies 

They’re part of what he’s made of 
They’re forged into his soul 

They come from years of truckin’ 
And they’re what have made him whole


