A Special Cribute to (Dy Sisters
Conjia . . . . Pamela . . . . Oeborah . . . . Cwaya

['rom the very odeginning
each op you (oved me in & very special way
As the oldest, you loved me as your dig Orocther
As the only doy, you loved me as the dady doy
No maccer what, you were always proud of me
and honored me; you made me peel so good,
as only a Orother could.

As the dig Obrother, | was the strong one;
as che dady doy, 1 was “O" so special o each of you
As the big Orother and even as the dady doy
in your eyes, 1 could never do any wrony
and i 1 did, individually and collectively
gou would “fix” it for me; Jou always procecred me.
When 1 was sick, you were here wich me
by my side, day and nighc

Co you, my sisters, my love for you
has always been as fpercile as the pour head wacers
plowing chrough the Garden op Cden, and as rich
and rare as the sparkling dust op (Dother Narure
grounded in the Cradle op Civilizacion
1 know that you will cry; dbut ic's not good-bye
just know that God will soothe each tear inco
special sweer memories Of
your Big Brocher, your Bady Boy Oear.



