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"The .ift to God your streami eyes; none e.se ear raure the

saerifiee, .ove is forever and the sun sha.l rize.”

"Tnere iz a certain joy deeper thar a.l our srief, something
that ea.ls for the trummets in our souLs, 2nd we are sure that a.l

the trumpets sounded for her on the other side."

Eisle Coney wiii never die out of our 1ives, but the memory of

her .ife wl.l sett.e deeper into them and there remalin a rado.ess

gl
snLendDrj,l*nﬂirﬂ:inn, and a cha.lengre,




