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THE STATION

By Robert J. Hastings
TUCKED AWAY in our subconscious minds is an idyllic vision. We see ourselves
on a long, long trip that almost spans the continent. We're travelling by passenger
train, and out the windows we drink in the passing scene of cars on nearby
highways, of children waving at a crossing, of cattle grazing on a distant hillside, of
smoke pouring from a power plant, of row upon row of corn and wheat, of flatlands
and valleys, of mountains and rolling hillsides, of city skylines and village halls, of
biting winter and blazing summer and cavorting spring and docile fall. But
uppermost in our minds is the final destination. On a certain day at a certain hour
we will pull into the station. There will be bands playing and flags waving. And
once we get there so many wonderful dreams will come true. So many wishes will
be fulfilled and so many pieces of our lives finally will be neatly fitted together like
a completed jigsaw puzzle. How restlessly we pace the aisles, damming the
minutes for loitering, waiting, waiting, waiting for the station. However, sooner or
later we must realize there is no one station, no one place to arrive at once and for
all. The true joy of life is the trip. The station is only a dream. It constantly
outdistances us. When we get to the station that will be it!" we cry. Translated it
means, "When I'm 18 that will be it! When | buy a new 450 SL Mercedes Benz,
that will be it! When | put the last kid through college that will be it! When | have
paid off the mortgage that will be it! When | win a promotion that will be it! When |
reach the age of retirement that will be it! | shall live happily ever after!"
Unfortunately, once we get "it," then "it" disappears. The station somehow hides
itself at the end of an endless track. "Relish the moment" is a good motto,
especially when coupled with Psalm 118:24: "This is the day which the Lord hath
made, we will rejoice and be glad in it." It isn't the burdens of today that drive men
mad. Rather, it is regret over yesterday or fear of tomorrow. Regret and fear are
twin thieves who would rob us of today. So, stop pacing the aisles and counting
the miles. Instead, climb more mountains, eat more ice cream, go barefoot more
often, swim more rivers, watch more sunsets, laugh more and cry less. Life must
be lived as we go along. The station will come soon enough.
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In Loving Memory Of

Cheryl June Amborn

June 22, 1943 ~ May 30, 2025
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Date of Birth Entered Into Rest

June 22, 1943 May 30, 2025
Funeral Services

2:00 PM, June 8, 2025
Bethel Lutheran Church - Herman, Minnesota

Officiating Organist
Rev. Cheryl Berg Olivia Richards
Burial
Lakeside Cemetery - Herman, Minnesota
Urn Bearers

Todd Amborn, Aaron Amborn, Jacob Amborn, Austin Amborn,
Chad Amborn and Blake Amborn
Honorary Urn Bearers
All of Cheryl's Grandchildren & Great-Grandchildren

Cheryl June, 81 of Spring Lake Park, Minnesota passed away peacefully on May 30, 2025 at the
Nelson Care Center in Alexandria, Minnesota. Born June 22, 1943 in Little Rock lowa to
Harold and Louise Christians, the second of five children. Diagnosed with polio at the age of five
years old, Cheryl endured countless surgeries and stints in physical therapy. Cheryl was a surgical
technician for a short time after high school. In 1962 she met the love of her life, Gerald Amborn
and they married in 1963. They had two loving sons, Todd and Aaron. Cheryl worked at the
arsenal in Arden Hills, Minnesota assembling bandoliers for the war effort in Vietnam. She then
went on to work at Morningside Memorial Gardens in Coon Rapids, MN. Then finally onto
Minco Industries in Fridley, MN where she worked for twenty-seven years and retired in 2004.
Cheryl was tenacious and determined, even after her learning that her condition was fatal, she
looked forward to working out in rehab every day. She inspired her family and therapists with her
determination. Cheryl was preceded in death by her father Harold; brother Merle; sister Connie;
mother Louise; brother Leon; and brother Butch. She is survived and deeply missed by her
husband Gerald; and sons: Todd and Aaron. Casual dress is encouraged as Cheryl was a simple
woman and would want all to be comfortable.




