
Alice  worked  as  a  telephone  
operator  at  Northwestern  Bell 
from  1942  until  1956.  It  was 
there that she met her husband, 
Dick.  They  were  married  on 
October  5th,  1952.  She  spoke 
often of her career there and was 
quite proud that she was able to 
support  herself  and  live 
independently.

Farm life proved to be a terrific training ground for her 
life as a wife and mother. She was an avid vegetable 
and flower gardener and was able to feed her family of 
five  from  the  huge  vegetable  garden  she  and  her 
husband  tended  in  Trent,  SD.  Canning  all  the 
vegetables needed to feed her loved ones was a chore 
she thoroughly enjoyed.

She will be remembered for her sense of humor and her 
great  home-style  cooking!  She  made  the  best  fried 
chicken  and  it  was  always  a  favorite  at  family 
gatherings.  The cooks in her family have all  tried to 
recreate her potato salad but it is never quite the same 
as when she made it.

Alice was preceded in death by her husband Richard 
(Dick) and son Michael (Mike). She is survived by her 
daughters  Kathleen  Kennedy  and  Kimberlee  Olson 
(Mark). Alice was the grandmother of eight, the great-
grandmother of thirteen and a half, as well as the great 
great-grandmother of two.

In Memory of

Alice A. Dibbern
Born - August 24, 1925  ~  Died - March 9, 2022

Funeral Service
Kahler-Brende Funeral Home Chapel

Dell Rapids, South Dakota
Friday, March 18, 2022 ~ 2:00 p.m.

Clergy
Pastor JoAnn Lemme

Honorary Casketbearers
Joshua Larson                         Chad Hasvold
Caleb Dibbern                       Tanner Dibbern
Nathan Olson                                Levi Olson
Nyah Foth                          MacKenna Olson

Inurnment at a later date
Riverview Cemetery
Trent, South Dakota 

Funeral Arrangements by Kahler Funeral Home
Dell Rapids, South Dakota



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…

-Henry Van Dyke


