Memory 5990
I always have been regretful that I was not able to see my father before he died.  He was very ill and I was supposed to go see him that weekend that he died. I didn’t make it there for some reason – I’m not really one hundred percent sure why.  My mother was supposed to come into town, I think, and she didn’t come, so we never made it there before he passed.  I would have really wanted to say goodbye to him and I wasn’t able to do that.

