
The piano of memories  

As I sit at my old dusty well-used piano, my fingers press the keys to make a beautiful melody. Out 
of the corner of my eyes, I can see my wonderful wife Angela kissing me on the cheek ever so 
gently .The room filled with love and memories. I love my wife still to this day she is the kindest 
person I have ever met.  

As my wife fades away, my head started to spin.


