






























He also had his own gentle ways of showing affection. Being his “little girl” never changed, no matter how much I 
grew, and there was something so comforting in that. I will miss hearing him call me that more than words can 
express. I will also miss his stories - so many built up over a lifetime, shared in his own way, each one carrying a piece 
of who he was. Whether they made me laugh, think, or simply listen, they are memories I will hold onto forever.

Losing him has left a space in my life that can never be filled. But even in that loss, I find myself returning to the 
memories. Though my heart aches in his absence, I hold onto a lifetime of moments that will never fade. They bring 
both tears and comfort—pain because he is no longer here, but also a quiet warmth that stays with me and gives 
me strength to keep going. His voice, his lessons, and his values will always live on in me, and I carry his influence in 
everything I do. I hope to make him proud in the way I live my life.

Daddy, I love you. Thank you for everything - for your guidance, your sacrifices, and your love.
Love always,

Your “Little Girl”
 Jennifer 









be sure what they meant. They replied, “Grandpa in London - ask him when he will come; he promised 
us last September.” In tears, I told them grandpa Adzedu was very sick. Kwadwo said, “I hope the 
doctors are taking very good care of him.” I replied, “Yes,” knowing all too well we had lost you forever - 
Bro Adzedu, Uncle Adzedu, Grandpa Adzedu.

Grief is like the ocean; sometimes it is peaceful, sometimes it is wild and rough. Though I am 
heartbroken, I take consolation in the faith that you’ve gone to a better place - a place where there is 
only joy, peace, and love; a place where you’ll no longer experience sorrow, anxiety, pain, stress, or 
disappointment. To the immediate family, especially Mama Charity and Jennifer, I sign off with these 
words: 

 
PH 644 - 3rd Stanza

Rest well Uncle Adzedu 
With much love 

Cynthia!!






















