
 

In Loving Memory  



 

     

 
                  Comfort 

 

      In everybody’s garden 
   a little rain must fall 

or life’s sweetest  
fairest flowers, 
wouldn’t grow and  
bloom at all. 
And though the  

clouds hang heavy 
    so heavy.   
         Oh! My Friend. 

  I’m sure that God who  
sends the shower 

will send the rainbow’s end. 
   

 

     

 

 

 

Celebrating the life of 

Barb A l tman  
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