
Memorial Service 
 

Saturday, April 19, 2025 ~ 11:00 am 
Orem Stake Center 

80 South 280 East, Orem Utah 
 

Conducting……..……………………………………………………President Ron Bergener 

Organist……………………………………………………………..….Dean Rollins (Nephew) 

Chorister…………………………………………….…….Alexis  Arias (Granddaughter) 

Opening Hymn…………………………………..………………………………………………….#294 

“Love At Home” 

Invocation……………………………………….Terry Owen Whitaker (Son-in-law)  

Life Sketch……………………………………...…………………………………….Gary Bae (Son) 

Vocal Duet………………Kristin Evans and Erika Bestor (Granddaughters) 

“A Child’s Prayer” 

Accompanist: Melodie Reece (Daughter) 

Memories of Dad……………………………………….…Melodie Reece (Daughter),                                    

Janine Whitaker (Daughter),  Cheryl Flake (Daughter),                 

Gary Bae (Son) 

Piano Solo…………………………………………………..……Melodie Reece (Daughter) 

“Clair de Lune” by Claude Debussy 

Closing Remarks……………………………………………......President Ron Bergener 

Closing Hymn…………………………………………………………………………………..…...#152 

“God Be With You Till We Meet Again” 

Benediction…………………………………………………………....Jeff Flake (Son-in-law) 

 

Please join us immediately following the service in the cultural hall 

for a special musical number as requested by Owen. Luncheon will 

be served and an open mic will be ongoing. 

 

OWEN'S POSTERITY 

 Daughters: 

Melodie and Bryce Reece 

    Kristin and Bill Evans 

   William, Kayla, Sarah Evan 

Erika Bestor 

 

    Janine and Terry Whitaker 

                  Bradley and Carol Whitaker 

   Zoey Whitaker 

   Brayden Whitaker 

            Bryson Whitaker 

 

Cheryl and Jeff Flake 

 Ryan and Sara Flake 

           Aiden Flake 

 Bennett Flake 

 Alexis and Jason Arias 

         Wells Arias 

           Colette Arias 

           Bridget Arias 

  Chipman Arias 

Austin Flake 

Tanner Flake 

Dallin Flake 

  Son: 

Gary and Margarita Bae 

 Jhon Olivas Bravo 

 Luis Olivas Bravo 

     Glenda Olivas Bravo 

 Joen Olivas Bravo 



Owen Richard Bae 
September 4, 1933 ~ April 5, 2025  

GONE FROM MY SIGHT 

By Henry Van Dyke 
 

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..... 


