
SENTIMENT

I l(tatlit'(l the iiiuiiy iiu'M.suge«,

And iilltMl with my cliuum

;

I halt'd .sitting Ktili in c-hut-i-li

:

Oh. my, I hutetl sums !

But, looking backward thiaugh tht* y<'ars.

It seeniH t" nie tn-day

I must have had a happy life

III those days far away.
Tlicn I was UmKiiig for the time
When I should lie a man.

And now it seems to me I'd like

To be a boy again.

1 think of how on holidays

We left the town behind.

And light of heart, and gay, ami strong,

With naught to fret our mind.
We wandered o'er the country-side.

From early nuirn till late,

In search of birds, or fruits, or tlowtf-s.

Or *' wonns to dig for bait."

Or loitered where the clear, cool stream
Its pebbly banks was laving.

Rotm'uing late with sunburnt backs
Fi'orn surreptitious bathing.

And, oh, the appetites we had—
My thousands eouUI not buy

A morsel with the flavtn- of

My nntther's apple pie.

I often thought my lot was hard
In tliose days, when a kid.

And that I had no fiui ; but now
It seems to me I did.

And looking Viaek, although I know
I suffered (p"i'hap.s with cause).

And wasn't happy all the time,

it seems to me I was.
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