
Esther A. Miller
October 31, 1919 - March 31, 2015

No obituary found for this tribute.
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Paul D Fahs - April 06, 2015 at 12:00 AM

I worked with Esther at the Niagara Co. Infirmary, it seems like a
century ago, (while I was going to college). She was a kind and
good person with a good sense of humor. We were close and
worked together like a family. Those were great times. I have have
wonderful memories of those years and Esther was a part of them.
My condolences to her family. She had a good life, and it will
continue

HONDU - April 06, 2015 at 12:00 AM

WE TOOK A ROAD TRIP TO TEXAS AND MA HUNG IN THERE
LIKE A TROOPER. WE SHARED JOKES, HUGS, AND SNIDE
COMMENTS THAT NO ONE ELSE HEARD. THOUGH SHE WILL
BE GREATLY MISSED, SHE WILL NEVER BE ALONE WHERE
SHE IS GOING. LOVE YA MA ....HONDU



HB

Heather Lynn Buskirk - April 03, 2015 at 12:00 AM

Memories In The Heart - Unknown 
  

Feel no guilt in laughter, she knows how much you care 
 Feel no sorrow in a smile that she's not here to share 

 You cannot grieve forever, she would not want you to 
 She'd hope that you can carry on, the way you always do 

 So talk about the good times and the ways you showed you cared 
 The days you spent together, all the happiness you shared 

 Let memories surround you. 
 A word someone may say 

 Will suddenly recapture a time, an hour, a day 
 That brings her back as clearly as though she were still here 

 And fills you with the feelings that she is always near 
 For if you keep these moments, you will never be apart 

 And she will live forever locked safe within your heart



MW

Melanie West - April 01, 2015 at 12:00 AM

Thousand Winds 
  

Do not stand at my grave and weep. 
 I am not there. I do not sleep. 

 I am a thousand winds that blow. 
 I am the diamond glints on snow. 
 I am the sunlight on ripened grain. 

 I am the gentle autumn rain. 
 When you awaken in the morningÃ¢â‚¬â„¢s hush 

 I am the swift uplifting rush 
 Of quiet birds in circled flight. 

 I am the soft stars that shine at night. 
 Do not stand at my grave and cry; 

 I am not there. I did not die. 
  

Mary Elizabeth Frye


