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The holidays have passed and the
New Year is upon us bringing what
others call happiness and health.
But for many the loss of a precious
life makes it hard to see happiness
or anything positive. The pain of
having your child die will never go
away. Your feelings toward the
death will change and you will find
a new kind of normal, but the pain
will always be just below the
surface. Your love for this child will
never end, but the fresh raw
feelings of pain will subside.
Bereaved parents often talk about
how the feelings and emotions
appear again when they least
expect it. A smell, a sound, a
touch, a song, a poem, or words
will bring the sorrow bubbling to
the surface. That emotion is a sign
of your undying love. Embrace it.

Rev. Forest V. Strnad from
Faribault recently shared a poem
with us that he had written on
February 16, 1956. The poem was
written to honor Timothy Edward
Guenther who was born February
7, 1956 and died on February 8,
1956. Rev. Strnad a n d
parents have graciously given us
permission to share this wonderful
poem with you. Rev. Strnad would
like to dedicate the poem to the
loving memory of the children
whose funerals he presided over.
Members of the clergy may find
this poem very helpful when
working with parents. Rev. Strnad
has also included suggested
variations to the poem.

| hope you enjoy it as much as |
do.

Written February 16, 1956

6Twas

only a

Born out of time,
To an expectant home
Filled with love sublime.

They sought him,
Planned for him,
Looked forward with glee,
To a bouncing new baby,
To hold on their knee.

A baby is precious,
In any family,
Especially when longed for,
And planned for with Thee.

These parents seek thy help,
O God in their plight,

Whi |l e

this babyéds

Slipped away in the night.

So we trust thee, O God,
For Thy infinite Grace,
As we look to the Light,
That shines out from Thy face.

In memory of:

Ti mot hy 6 spabyAyer ~ April 4, 1951

Timothy Guenther
February 71 8, 1956
(poem written in his honor)

William Max Hoag
December 7-9, 1962

Wendy Dicklick
October 5, 1965
lived only 3-4 hours

Wesley David Clark May
January 3, 1985
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To an expectant home,

bab yS,he was filled with love divine.

For time:

These parents sought Thy help,
O God, in their plight,
While their
Slipped away in the night.

You may have noticed that Rev.
Strnad wrote the poem on Feb.
16" and Timothy died on Feb. 8",
When | spoke to
parents, Betty and Bob, | asked
about the difference in dates. They
said that Timothy was born in TX
whiée @obsvasiinrthie seyvice. Betty
was very ill following delivery and
unable to travel, so Bob sent
precious son home, by train, to his
parents in MN for burial.

Imagine my surprise when the
Guent hero6s said
Strnad had done
but did not know that he had
written a poem for him, or that he
had read it at his burial service.
Thanks to Rev. Strnad, 52 years
later Betty and Bob received a
copy of the poem that was written
for their precious son.

By Timothydés sto
can see that the love for your child
is everlasting and that embracing
those feelings sometime catches
us off guard but can bring great
joy. Imagine how surprised the
Guent her6s where
calll
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