RUTH LUKKARI, is the sister of Corporal Tim Robinson, killed in Vietnam, April 19, 1968

THE POWER OF GRIEF
I am amazed at how Iraq is becoming a mirror image of Vietnam. I
guess our government does not learn from it's mistakes. Back in
the days of Vietnam, our boys were ready to go fight for Mom, Apple Pie and the good old USA. I now wonder how the same age
boys feel about it. Ruth
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IN MEMORIAM
Timothy George Robinson
Born, September 20, 1945
Killed in action, April 19, 1968 in Vietnam
Machine Gunner

Do not stand at my grave and weep.
I am not there. I do not sleep.
I am a thousand winds that blow.
I am the diamond glints on snow.
I am the sunlight on ripened grain.
I am the gentle autumn rain.
When you awaken in the morning
hush,
I am the swift upflighting of quiet
birds in circling flight.
I am the soft star that shines at night.
Do not stand at my grave and cry. I
am not there. I did not die.
author unknown

