
 

 

 

In Loving Memory 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Donna Jensen 
1961 ~ 2024 

 



 
In Loving Memory 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Donna Irene Littlefield Jensen 
DATE OF BIRTH 

August 2, 1961 ~ Pocatello, Idaho 

PARENTS 
Raymond & Hazel Canfield Littlefield 

MARRIED 
Brian Kirk Jensen ~ November 24, 1978 

DATE OF DEATH 
January 16, 2024 ~ Rupert, Idaho 



VISITATION SERVICE 

3:00 p.m. Friday January 19. 2024 

MEMORIAL SERVICE 
4:00 p.m. Friday January 19. 2024 

Davis-Rose Mortuary ~ American Falls, Idaho 

Officiating ................................. Pastor Lew Phelps 

Invocation .............................................. Don Potter 

Musical Number ..............................Ron Littlefield 

“How Great Thou Art” 

Life Sketch ...................................... Jane Simonson 

Recorded Music ............................ Casting Crowns 

“Scars in Heavan” 

Memories ................................. Friends and Family 

Closing Memories ............................... Dalia Potter 

Recorded Music ............................ Casting Crowns 

“Nobody” 

Message .................................... Pastor Lew Phelps 

Recorded Music ............................ Casting Crowns 

“Glorious Day” 

Benediction ............................... Pastor Lew Phelps 

HONORARY URN BEARERS 
Brian Jensen  Ron Littlefield 

Jane Simonson  Jay Simonson 

All Nieces & Nephews 

INTERMENT 
Will be at a later date. 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Appreciation 

On behalf of the family, we express their gratitude for your many kindnesses  

 evidenced in thought, deed, and attendance at the service.  

Davis-Rose Mortuary & Monuments, American Falls, Idaho 

Gone From My Sight 

I am standing upon the seashore. A ship, at my side, 

spreads her white sails to the moving breeze and starts for 

the blue ocean. She is an object of beauty and strength. 

I stand and watch her until, at length, she hangs like a 

speck of white cloud just where the sea and sky come to 

mingle with each other. 

Then, someone at my side says, "There, she is gone" 

Gone where? 

Gone from my sight.  That is all.  She is just as large in 

mast, hull and spar as she was when she left my side.  

And, she is just as able to bear her load of living freight 

to her destined port. 

Her diminished size is in me -- not in her. 

And, just at the moment when someone says, "There, she 

is gone," there are other eyes watching her coming, and 

other voices ready to take up the glad shout, "Here she 

comes!" 

And that is dying... 

Death comes in its own time, in its own way. 

Death is as unique as the individual experiencing it. 

~ Henry Van Dyke  ~ 


