
 

 
 
 

 

  

          

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

Peter  E. Lundin 
 

1956 ~ 2026 

 

 

 

Sandy, 

Pete was a man who always had his sights and longings toward Heaven. 

Always ready to go. Not that he didn’t embrace today … I know 

Pete cherished you as such an incredible treasure… but he knew 

Heaven was real and he lived to meet his Maker. 

I keep envisioning Pete’s reunions but in particular with his little sister 

who gets to hug him tight and say “Welcome!”   - Karin E. 



In Loving Memory of 
 

Peter Eugene Lundin 
 

Born 
June 19, 1956     Wakefield, Nebraska 

 
Passed Away 

February 24, 2026    Robbinsdale, Minnesota 
 

Survived by 
his wife of 37 years, Sandy; 

2 sisters, Suzanne (Lundin) Elliott, of Cottage Grove, MN; 

and Mary Jo (Lundin) Becker, of Conifer, CO;  

many cousins, nieces and nephews. 

 

Preceded in Death by 
his father, mother and one sister.  

 
 
 
 

 
 

Friday, February 27    
Visitation 6:30 – 7:30 PM  

Stories and Memories: beginning at  7:30 PM   
Way of the Lord Church  

Blaine, Minnesota 
 

Saturday, February 28   
Visitation 1:00 – 2:00 

Funeral Service 2:00 PM  
Way of the Lord Church  

Blaine, Minnesota 
 

Monday, March 2   
Visitation 5:30 – 7:00 PM 

Stories and Memories: beginning at 7:00 PM 
Munderloh Smith Funeral Home  

Wakefield, Nebraska 
 

Private Interment 
Wakefield Cemetery   ~  Wakefield, Nebraska 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
Peter Lundin, boots to fill 

 
To me he seemed larger than life.  The cowboy teacher who        

represented a generation I did not grow up in but could experience 

when he told the tales of generations past. I could listen to him tell 

those stories all day. In no way was he perfect, still I admired his 

drive to always be moving forward. Blazing the trail of his own   

story and encouraging others to fight for a greater purpose in                                         

their own.  
 

Sunset for this cowboy seemed to have come too soon. I can’t help 

but want more time with him on this side of heaven. There is an  

image I keep getting that brings me peace. As Peter walks towards 

his Heavenly Father and is welcomed in His embrace, he feels      

another set of arms wrap around his legs and squeeze “I’ve been 

waiting for you big brother”. What a sweet reunion it is.  
 

It would be easy for me to think that his boots are too big to fill.   

But I know that he would challenge me to see it differently. He 

would tell me to look at the trail and see who we are really        

modeling our lives after. That man wore sandals. He was, is, and 

always will be the way, truth, and life.  
 

“One generation shall commend your works to another and shall 

declare your mighty acts.” Psalm 145:4 
 

While I won’t be able to sit with Peter and listen to his stories       

anymore. The relationship we did have has left a lifelong impact   

on me. His boots aren’t to be filled. I believe his encouragement 

would be to take the boots God has given you and wear them       

until the soles give out.  

 
                                                           Andy Miller 
 

 

And he said to them “Follow me,  
 

and I will make you fishers of men.”  
 

                                   Matthew 4:19.   


