
 

Ken Kixmoeller delivered by Rev. Tom Forster-Smith of House of 
Hope Presbyterian Church, July 13, 2004 
 
 We've come today to give thanks to God for the life of 
Kenneth Kixmoeller, whose family and friends all knew him as 
"Kix."  Not having had the privilege to have known Kix personally, 
I 'll leave the personal aspects of eulogizing up to those members 
of his family who will share their reflections with you in a few 
moments. But by way of a biographical sketch, let me say that Kix 
was born Kenneth Kixmoeller on November 1, 1916, one of four 
children, whose mother died at a young age.  Childhood and 
adolesence were not easy years for Kix, who came to maturity in 
the Depression era.  Yet he had a strong determination to succeed 
in life, which served him well throughout his life. 
 
 From an early age, Kix loved sports, and literally used to 
watch the Minneapolis Millers baseball games at Nicollet Park 
through a knot-hole in the outfield fence.  Later, he graduated to 
working as an usher at Nicollet Park, where his views of the games 
were now unobstructed.  He loved all kinds of sports, and later in 
life was an avid fan of Twin Cities teams, holding season tickets to 
both the Gophers and the Vikings.  Golf was his own personal 
game, and perhaps one of his greatest moments of personal 
triumph came the day in 1996 when he scored a hole in one at the 
Town and Country Club in St. Paul, at the age of 79!  Kix worked 
hard and persevered, at sports and in his career, and he never gave 
up.  His pronounced work ethic and dogged determination to 
succeed were two hallmarks of his whole life. 
 
 Aspiring to become a sports writer in his youth, Kix pursued 
a degree in journalism at the University of Minnesota.  He worked 
his way through his college career as a payroll clerk in his father's 
business.  Then World War II broke out, and he enlisted in the 
Navy, becoming an ensign on destroyer escorts, first in the Atlantic 
theater and then in the Pacific.  It was during the war years that 

 



 

Kix and Betty got married and started having their kids.  Katie was 
born first, then Todd, Buffy and finally Ken, Jr.  Kix was called up 
to active duty from the naval reserves again when the Korean War 
broke out in 1950, and he served his country long and well. 
 
 It may have been from his early job during college that Kix 
got involved in what would ultimately become his long-term career 
path, the field of labor relations.  A wise, seasoned and tough 
negotiator, Kix worked in industrial relations for several different 
companies, both here and in Michigan.  Starting with Bemis Bag in 
Minneapolis, he advanced to Vice President for Industrial 
Relations of American Hoist & Derrick here in the Twin Cities, 
and then became President of the "Hoist's" "Industrial Brown 
Hoist" subsidiary in Bay City, Michigan, where they produced 
some of the world's biggest hoists and cranes for barges and oil 
rigs 
 
 A Kiwanian in the Twin Cities, Kix became a Rotarian in Bay 
City, and he and Betty became some of its leading citizens.  Those 
Bay City years were perhaps the zenith of Kix's career.  He won 
awards for his good employee practices with "The Hoist" there, 
practices which reflected his belief that the relationship between 
employer, union and employee didn't need to be adversarial, but 
rather should be based on mutual respect, fairness, and the 
willingness to engage together in productive work He was an early 
advocate for the hiring of minorities, and felt it his calling to help 
give people the opportunity to advance themselves through their 
own efforts and hard work, just as he had done in his life.  Kix 
indeed was the "self-made man" of American lore, and as such 
played a role in creating the 20th Century's "American dream." 
 
 Of course, as with every dream, there are shadow sides to the 
reality, and the celebrated image was not the whole story.  There 
were aspects of who Kix was that were not easy for his family and 
friends to live with.  Those who were closest to him know the sides 

 



 

of his personality that proved problematic and at times even 
hurtful.  He was, in a way, a driven man, perhaps, with insecurities 
stemming from his difficult childhood years.  Yet we all are "mixed 
bags," if you will, and have our own baggage to carry throughout 
life, sometimes dealing well with it, and other times not so well.  
 
 In the end, Kix will be remembered as a man who ordered his 
life by his deeply held principles. He was a self-made man, who 
made his own way in this world, and believed that others should 
have the opportunity to do so as well.  He was determined, and 
principled, and devoted in all his commitments.  And there was no 
commitment he took more seriously than the one he made to his 
wife, Betty, and to his children, from whom you now shall hear.    

 


