I Sit, as a Fisherman, With a Tight Line on Memory

I sit, as a fisherman, with a tight line on memory.
The voice of my father

Clearly laughtng up and hard within

And almost unable to q{aae.

God what a distance frbm nowe.
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I remember the room &f many padd chairs

{6 seizg Tare\moments of comedy when they come






