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after my father had his stroke
we never spoke again

but that didn’t stop us

from reading each other’s faces

recognizing the punctuated pauses
periods and question marks
etched in eyes, sighs and sad smiles

It took both hands to hold one of his
that first day in the hospital

as my eyes whispered how much I cared
and his smile replied, Thank you

but before I left his side that night
our sighs acknowledged

the painful truth

that despite how well

we finally understood each other

it was regrettably apparent

how little time we had left to talk
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