
In Loving Memory of

Judi Gwen Spackman
Born October 7, 1943- Brigham City, Utah

Died September 24, 2024  - Brigham City, Utah

GRAVESIDE SERVICE

Thursday, October 3, 2024 - 11:00 AM

Allen-Hall Mortuary

Allen-Hall Mortuary, Conducting

Remarks. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Family Members

Dedication of Grave . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Chad Kendrick

PALLBEARERS

Cory Miller Branden Alvarez

Young Kwak Chad Kendrick

Justin Ferguson Mike Miller

Jack Horsley Mike Brown

HONORARY PALLBEARERS

Richard Jensen Julien Kwak

Steven Jensen                      Craig Spackman Kerry Belew



When Great Trees Fall
By: Maya Angelou

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 recoll 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.  

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. 

IN LOVING MEMORY   

Judi Gwen Spackman
1943 - 2024


