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If you are reading this, then I am gone. If you knew me, doubtless you would
not be surprised to learn I wrote it. I've always been one to appreciate the
humor in any given situation. 

 I've loved my years in Montana. I was not born or raised here, but certainly
should have been. I didn't come from California to change Montana into the
place I left or to find things "wrong" with this state. I embraced Montana and
appreciated being able to live here. 

 My life has included lots of friends and a number of lively experiences,
animals I have known and loved, relatives who have enriched my days. My
thanks go to a special 

 sister-and-brother-"in-love", a sister, a number of nieces and nephews,
followed by a second and third generation of grand nieces and nephews. My
husband of nearly 50 years, Dan Stout, predeceased me by more than six
years. 

 My religion was Nature itself, my church was the great outdoors, anywhere
outdoors. The 

 plants, animals, skies and mountains were my fellow worshipers and I soaked
up Montana's natural gifts to my last days. 

 If you chose to remember my time here, add a native plant to your yard, show



kindness to an animal in need, adopt a shelter pet if you are able; support
those shelters if adoption is not in your future. Take a walk or a hike and soak
up what Montana and Nature have to offer. Give a stranger a big smile. Show
up for a friend in need. That gesture goes farther than "call me if you need
anything". Never stop being amazed by what each day can bring. Wake up
each morning grateful you have the gift of a new day. 

 Now if you will excuse me, I have a number of friends waiting for me at the
Rainbow Bridge. 

 

"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 a diamond glint on snow. 

 I am the sunlight on ripened grain" 
 I am the gentle autumn rain. 

 

When you wake in the morning hush; 
 I am the swift uplifting rush 

 Of quiet birds in circling flight. 
 I am the soft starlight at night. 
 

Do not stand at my grave and cry. 
 I am not there; I did not die." 

 (attributed to Clare Harner and/or Mary Elizabeth Frye
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Buffy Graunitz - February 05, 2024 at 03:36 PM

Aunt Susan, I'm so confused and sadness is not the exact word...
for I did not know you. Was that because you were not interested, I'll
never know. Wish you could have met my son, he's the most
beautiful thing in this world. Actually he shares that title w his cousin
Emily and cousin Kelsee. I'm glad you got to meet the beautiful
precious Emily, she makes everything more beautiful. Which is why
I don't understand, but it's your path not mine. Rest in Peace. Tell
my father hello for me if you could... 


