
In Memory Of
Frieda Clara

Holzworth
January 18, 1927

February 22, 2017

Frieda Holzworth passed away on 
Wednesday morning, February 22, 2017, at 
the Glendive Extended Care where she has 
been a resident for the past eight years. 
Frieda enjoyed playing Bingo and the bus 
trips that were provided by the acƟviƟes 
department.

Frieda was born on January 18, 
1927, to Jacob and Emma (Miller) Wagner.  
She was one of 11 children. Fried was 
united in marriage to Ruben Holzworth in 
1948 and they had three children, Judy, 
Linda, and Thomas.

Frieda is survived by: her 
daughters, Judy (Dan) Kuntz, Laurel, MT 
and Linda (Tom) Kuntz of Arizona; her son, 
Thomas Holzworth of Arizona; her 7 
grandchildren, Lynn, Keri, Kelly, Dawn, 
Luanne, Debbie, and Corey; her 6 great 
grandchildren, Kent, Travis, Megan, MaƩ, 
Maya, and Brianne.

Frieda was preceded in death by: 
her parents, her husband-Ruben, her 
grandson-Brandon, and all of her siblings.



Frieda Clara Holzworth
Born

January 18, 1927
Sidney, Montana

Died
February 22, 2017
Glendive, Montana

Memorial Services
11:00 AM

Saturday, March 11, 2017
Fulkerson-Stevenson Memorial Chapel

Sidney,  Montana
Officiating

Pastor Paul Turek
Faith Alliance Church

Music
“Old Rugged Cross”

Honorary Casketbeares
All of Frieda’s many friends and family

Inurnment
Sidney Cemetery
Sidney, Montana

Coffee and cookies will be served at the 
funeral home following graveside services

You may share your remembrances, condolences, and pictures 
with the family at the Fulkerson-Stevenson Funeral Home

Website: www.fulkersons.com

Miss Me

Miss me .... But let me go,
When I come to the end of the road

And the sun has set for me,
I want no rites in a gloom-filled room;

Why cry for a soul set free!

Miss me a little .... but not too long,
And not with your heads bowed low;

Remember the love that we once share,
Miss me .... But let me go.

For this is a journey we all must take,
And each must go alone;

It’s all part of the Master’s plan,
A stop on the way to home.

When you are lonely and sick of heart,
Go to the friends we know,

And bury your sorrow in doing good deeds;
Miss me ....But let me go!


