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Larry Jay Phillips 
DATE OF BIRTH 

March 22, 1941 ~ American Falls, Idaho 

PARENTS 
Leonard and Bernice Jorgensen Phillips 

MARRIED 
Judi (Shore) Phillips ~ February 13, 1980 

CHILDREN 
Debi O’Neal, John Phillips, Mendi Bradley 

GRANDCHILDREN 
Nadia Saakyan, Michael Permann, Mckinnon 

Pfeifer, Jase Bradley 

DATE OF DEATH 
May 17, 2026 ~ Pocatello, Idaho 

 

GRAVESIDE SERVICE 
11:00 a.m. Saturday May 30, 2026 

Aberdeen Cemetery ~ Aberdeen, Idaho 

Officiating .............................. Bishop Clark Beck 

Family Prayer ............................... Kerry Phillips 

Opening Prayer ............................ Shane Phillips 

Invocation................................Bishop Clark Beck  

Recorded music .................................... Vince Gill 

“Go Rest High on That Mountain” 

Life Sketch .............................. Mckinnon Pfeifer  

Remarks .................................Bishop Clark Beck  

Recorded Music ................................ Brad Paisley 

“When I Get Where I’m Going” 

Dedication of Grave ................. Bishop Clark Beck 

CASKET BEARERS 
John Phillips  Jase Bradley 

Michael Permann  Anthony Pfeifer 

Jace Pfeifer  Ken Phillips 

 

Please join the family for luncheon at  

The Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints 

Aberdeen Chapel following the graveside.  



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

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 
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Larry Jay Phillips 
1941 ~ 2026 

             The Long Straightaway 

To the ones who worked the breaking ground, 
Beneath the sun, through wind and rain, 
Who loved the thunder of the racetrack crowd 
And never feared hard work or strain. 

The tractors now sit quiet still, 
The reins and silks are laid to rest, 
Yet somewhere past the distant hill 
They ride and farm among the blessed. 

Where endless fields stay green and wide, 
And good horses break from every gate, 
With old companions by their side 
Beyond the wire that all men wait. 

The scent of hay, the turned-up earth, 
The pounding hooves at evening’s glow, 
Live on in every cherished memory 
And every seed they helped to sow. 

Though the final race on earth was run, 
Their spirit never leaves this place, 
For somewhere beyond the setting sun 
They’re still chasing one more race. 


