“To everything there is a season, and a time to every purpose under the
heaven...... a time to be born, and a time to die....”

This was the natural order proclaimed by the sages of yore. Tekeste
Mengistu, my brother, you have lived your life to the fullest, but now — no more.
But, you will live forever in the memory of those of us you left behind until
we join you in the everlasting kingdom of God. May god bless your soul.

Here is a tgrNa poem from your sister Selamawit Tikabo Habte. &% 9°t
2108 HEAlk means “We cannot appeal to God to reverse his decision”. 1, Selamawit
Tikabo Habte, am not educated, but, here below is my “poem” (13 H&*VUCt: qPavg,: :
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