This is the time for cleaning up...

And so | am. | had been thinking about what | wanted to write for this month’s letter, and then | came across an
old and yellowed piece of paper. A poem transcribed by my father for Mother (his mother, my grandmother).
He was 24 years old, a bit younger than my son is now. But he said what | was thinking. Please read it.
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hank you Dad. | love you and I miss you.
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