
In Loving Memory of

Eileen Thorpe
Mitton Burbank

Born December 12, 1942 - Logan, Utah
Died August 8, 2023 - Wellsville, Utah

Pallbearers
Jarom Hansen Gordon Baker Derrik Hennick
Kyle Thompson Blake Baker Brett Burbank
Jesse Caton Jared Baker Rett Burbank
Travis Burbank Colby Wilcox

Funeral Service

Monday August 14, 2023 - 11:00 AM

Wellsville 7th Ward Chapel

Bishop Kerry Heiner Conducting

Family Prayer. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Monte Williams, Son-in-Law

Organist. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Geneil Smart, Family Friend

Chorister . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Katie Jaggi, Family Friend

Opening Song . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Hymn #293

“Each Life that Touches Ours for Good”

Invocation . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Daryl Hansen, Son-in-Law

Musical Selection . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Linda Nessen (Niece) &
Danielle Burgess

“Goin’ Home”
Accompanied by - Katie Burtenshaw

Speaker . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Bret Peterson, Son

Speaker . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Stephanie Peterson Williams, Daughter

Speaker . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Julianne Peterson Hansen, Daughter

Remarks. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Bishop Kerry Heiner

Musical Reading . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Eileen Burbank

Beautiful Zion

Benediction . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Bradley Burbank, Son

Interment

Logan City Cemetery

Dedication of the Grave . . . . . . . . . Jeff Burbank, Brother-in-Law



BRIGHT TOMORROW

By Eileen Burbank

I remember being told it is not easy to climb up the hill.

But I didn’t know the pebbles 

would cut into my feet so sharply…

Nor did I realize the steepness of the climb.

It is only your constant urging upward that makes it 

easier to bend in the wind of theapproaching storm.

As rain begins to fall from darkened skies,

 I lose ground and stumble back a foot or two.

It is now that I sustain the hardest fall.

 My troubled heart contains the sobs no longer.

Through the heaving of my aching breast,

 I feel a gentle touch upon my shoulder.

Stillness overcomes me… You are there.

Struggling to my feet amid the downpour, I quickly press on.

At length, the creeping sun winks from behind a cloud.

Its dazzling beauty leads me to the top. 

There is hope of a bright tomorrow.

IN LOVING MEMORY   

Eileen Burbank
1942 - 2023




