Ode & my Sisfens

Pfeﬂegnah Silencieux

Hello my dear, anoying, loving sisters, one young, one old. Both sweot
and weoter, we fought like a pack of wolves over evefg(bing. Yes,
those were e goo%l ol’ dé\gS. Sereaming, rutning around the houge:

spankings, gfumbling to ourselves, ges, these times were nice,

Now all we think about are snatching ‘old” items, scatering tem
around the house, sending evergone on a freo-for-all Scavenger hunt,
Yelling, tackling; wrestling; grounded. These dags are--- eventful,

T the future, we will grow. [ the future, we will grow old, tor'old to
fight, torold to wrestle, but not tor’old to love. we will alwags find a
way to love, After evergithing has gone, our love will still be here.
F10wing like ﬁe wind, ffom my houge to gouss, ffom gour house to
hers.

Anytime, Angwhefe.
T love my Sisters.



