
 

Debra Ann Reynolds 
Debra Ann Feaks was born June 11, 1957, in 
Staples, Minnesota, to William and Marjorie 
(Kasper) Feakes, the oldest of their eight 
children.  Debra attended many different high 
schools, and graduated in 1975 from Glyndon-
Felton High School in Minnesota. 
 
Debbie married Keith Anderson in 1977, and 
they welcomed their son Chris.  She then later 
married Thomas Reynolds in 1984, and they 
welcomed two more children, Kip and Sara.  
 
There are many things in life that brought Debbie great joy, including 
camping, cooking, gardening, eating at IHOP, and watching Barney 
with her grandchildren.  Her children and grandchildren were the light 
of her life.  She particularly loved teaching her grandchildren how to 
cook and passing on her recipes.  There were also many lessons taught 
in the garden, while watching the birds. 

 
Debbie is survived by her children, 
Chris (S.M) and children of 
Bottineau, ND, Kip (Barbie) of 
Wendell, MN, Sara (Bob) Seelye of 
Tioga, ND; grandchildren, Shayla, 
Marloe, Declan, Bexley, Waylon, 
and Cora; mother, Marjorie; and 
seven siblings. 

 

Debra Ann Reynolds 
1957 - 2022 



In Loving Memory of 
 

Debra Ann Reynolds 
 

 

Born 
June 11, 1957 - Staples, Minnesota 

 
Passed Away 

November 18, 2022 - Wahpeton, North Dakota 

 
Age 

65 Years     5 Months    7  Days 

 
Funeral Service 

2:00 PM - Saturday, November 26, 2022 
Vertin-Munson Funeral Home 

Wahpeton, North Dakota 

 
Officiant   

René Hasbargen 

 
Music 

“Amazing Grace” 
“Lead Me Home” 

“When I get Where I’m Going” 

 
Honorary Pallbearers 

All of Debra’s Grandchildren 
 
 
 

Vertin-Munson Funeral Home - Wahpeton, ND 
Funeral Directors:   Dustin Turner, Whitney  Demarais and Shanna Grumbles | www.vertinmunson.com 

When great trees fall, 
rocks on distant hills shudder, 

lions hunker down 
in tall grasses, 

and even elephants 
lumber after safety. 

When great trees fall 
in forests, 

small things recoil into silence, 
their senses 

eroded beyond fear. 
When great souls die, 

the air around us becomes 
light, rare, sterile. 

We breathe, briefly. 
Our eyes, briefly, 

see with 
a hurtful clarity. 

Our memory,  
suddenly sharpened, 

examines, 
gnaws on kind words 

unsaid, 
promised walks 

never taken. 
Great souls die and 

our reality, bound to 
them, takes leave of us. 

When Great Trees Fall 
 By Maya Angelou 

 
Our souls, 

dependent upon their 
nurture, 

now shrink, wizened. 
Our minds, formed 

and informed by their 
radiance, fall away. 

We are not so much maddened 
as reduced to the  

unutterable ignorance of  
dark, cold 

caves. 
And when great souls die, 

after a period peace blooms, 
slowly and always 

irregularly. Spaces fill 
with a kind of 

soothing electric vibration. 
Our senses, restored, never 

to be the same, whisper to us. 
They existed. They existed. 

We can be. Be and be 
better. For they existed. 


