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RECOLLECTIONS

it and ponder, and in retrospect I wander
to scenes of childhood, and the happy days of

. familiar faces, and the well-remembered
emory clearly traces on its brightest page of

n magic letters on its brightest page of gold.

my mother sitting in the rocker with her

‘his pipe and paper in his armchair in the glow
rightly blazing; children round the hearth are

, while whispering ‘'mazing fairy tales of long
ighful stories of the mystic long ago.

the vision changes, and my unleashed fancy
eadows where I roamed beneath the sunny
er sky,

nion with the flowers, or whiled away the

tered orchard bowers, where the little stream

éw;b;’ the idle hours while the stream flowed

this ’chanting picture is more precious, purer,
yolden touch of Midas, or King Croesus’ glitter
r ’

 my heart with pleasure, gives my cup of joy

more prized treasure, than mere riches could
!

f the days now gone in fondest memory
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