
Use This QR Code to view obituary page 

and to leave condolences to the family 

“If people concentrated on the really important things in life,  
there’d be a shortage of fishing poles.”  

      - Doug Larson 

In Loving Memory 

Terry Robert Dunn 
May 4, 1943  ~ September 14, 2025 



In Loving Memory 

Rev. Terry Robert Dunn 
May 4, 1943  ~ September 14, 2025 

 

Graveside Service 
Saturday, October 11, 2025  

One O’clock PM  
Choteau Cemetery 
Choteau, Montana  

Officiant……………………………………………Pastor Alyssa Nantt  
 Bagpipes…………..……………………………………. Jesse Callender 
 

 
Celebration Of Life 

Saturday, October 11, 2025  
Two O’clock PM  

Choteau United Methodist Church 
Choteau, Montana  

 
Prelude ………………………….………………………..Dawn Hashley 
Bagpipes……………………………….. “Goin’ Home”  Jesse Callender 
Welcome and Prayer……………………………… Rev. Kaitlin Elmore 
Words…………………………….…………………. Rev. Karen McRae 
Scripture and Reflection ………….…………….. Rev Sami Pack-Toner 
Eulogy ………………………….…………………….. Dr. Taylor Dunn  
Poem……………….……… ‘The Broken Chain”  Rev.. Kama Hamilton  
Music ……………….……….…“Amazing Grace” Rev. Kama Hamilton  
Duck Poem and Reflection ….………….………….. Rev. Zach Bechtold 
Eulogy ………………………………….…………… Kelly DeBruycker 
Poem ………………………….... “Keep Your Fork” Rev Kaitlin Elmore 
Music ………………………………….…“Goin’ Home” Brian Beerman 
Accompanist…………………….……………………… Lorran Depner 
Closing Prayer………………….………………….. Rev Kaitlin Elmore 

 
Pallbearers 

Dr. Taylor Dunn 
 

Ushers 
Steve Mellinger 

JP Flood 
Perri Lindgren 

 
Reception 

In Honor of Terry’s proclivity for “Snacking and Roaming,” 
We would like to invite you to “graze” and share memories. 

Three Tame Ducks 
By Kenneth Kaufman 

 
There are tame ducks in our back yard  

Dabbling in mud and trying hard 
To get their share and maybe more 
Of the overflowing barnyard store, 

Satisfied with the task they’re at 
Of eating and sleeping and getting fat. 
But whenever the free wild ducks go by 
In a long line streaming down the sky, 

They cock a quizzical puzzled eye 
And flap their wings and try to fly. 

 
I think my soul is a tame old duck 

Dabbling around in barnyard muck, 
Fat and lazy with useless wings, 

But sometimes when the north wind sings 
And the wild ones hurtle overhead, 

It remembers something lost and dead, 
And cocks a wary, bewildered eye 
And makes a feeble attempt to fly. 

It’s fairly content with the state it’s in,  
But it isn’t the duck it might have been. 

“I’ve learned that people will forget what you said,  
People will forget what you did,  

but people will never forget how you made them feel.”  
       ~ Maya Anglou 


