The piano of memorieg

Aq [ git at my old dusty well-uged piano, my fingers presg the keyg to make a beautiful melody. Out
of the corner of my eyeg, [ can see my wonderful wife Angela kisging me on the cheek ever go
gently .The room filled with love and memorieg. [ love my wife ¢till to thie day ghe ig the kindest
person [ have ever met.

Ag my wife fades away, my head started to epin.



