
Celebration of Life for 
Jon Hans Sorensen 

 
April 5, 1947 – July 30, 2018 

 

 
 

 
Friday, August 17, 2018 

Two O’clock in the Afternoon 
Overlooking the Rocky Mountains 

Louisville Colorado Cemetery 
Louisville, CO 



Celebrant 
Prescott Knock 

 
Entrance Music 

Jamie Smith & Julietta Laurita-Smith 
 

Greeting ◇ Eulogy ◇ Prayer 
Prescott Knock 

 
Stories to Honor Jon 

Annalise Sorensen 
Pamela Miller* 

Sonja Sorensen Craig & Kirsten Sorensen 
 

Guardian Bell Ceremony 
Richard Lehman  

“Hollywood” 
 

Walking Procession with Roses 
Music by Jamie & Julietta 

Led by Annalise 
 

Fare Thee Well 
Poem “We Remember” 

Urn Placement 
Psalm 23 

 
 
 
 
 



 
We Remember 

 
We Remember Jon 

In the rising sun and in its going down, 
 

We remember Jon 
In the blowing of the wind and in the chill 

of winter, 
 

We remember Jon 
In the opening of buds and in the rebirth 

of spring, 
 

We remember Jon 
In the blueness of the sky and in the 

warmth of summer, 
 

We remember Jon 
In the beginning of the year and when it 

ends, 
 

We remember Jon 
When we are weary and in need of 

strength, 
 

We remember Jon. 
When we are lost and sick at heart, 

 

We remember Jon 
When we have joys we yearn to share, 

 

We remember Jon, 
So long as we live, Jon too shall live, 

For Jon is now a part of us, 
As we remember him. 



	
PSALM 23 

	
The LORD is my shepherd, I lack nothing.	
He makes me lie down in green pastures.	

He leads me beside still waters.	
He refreshes my soul.	

He guides me along the right paths,	
for his name’s sake.	

	
Even though I walk through the darkest valley,	

I will fear no evil,	
for you are with me.	

Your rod and your staff,	they comfort me.	
	

You prepare a table before me	in the presence of 
my enemies.	

You anoint my head with oil.	
My cup overflows.	

	
Surely your goodness and love will follow me	

all the days of my life,	
and I will dwell in the house of the LORD	forever.	

 
 
 

*Corinthians 13:13 
 

And now these three things remain:  
faith, hope, and love.  

But the greatest of these is love. 
 
 



 
 

Thank You 
 

With deep gratitude we would like to thank 
all of our family and friends for their 

profound support during this time.  
 

In lieu of flowers, please consider donating to 
the Boulder County Audubon Society in honor 

of Jon’s love of birds and wildlife conservation. 
https://www.boulderaudubon.org/ 

 
 

Following the memorial service please join us at 
acreage at stem Ciders from 4 to 7 p.m. 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

	



 
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 recoil 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. 

	


