


In Loving Memory of
Thomas H. Kenny.

Fly high angel,
may the road rise to meet you.












On
Saturday....
We ate breakfast at Martha’s

diner with his granddaughter
Julie.




On Sunday.... I ¢ I

We played the
banjo with his
string band friends.



On Monday....

We took his
grandson Zachary
to ‘Ride the
Swans’ together.




On Tuesday....




On Wednesday....

We painted pictures.
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Thomas and I have many
memories together.

I will always remember
Thomas... and he will always

remember me.


















