T he country of my father's childhood.
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Wanc!cring a1ong deserted country !ancs,

MH fatheried me along bric”cwags, Past hcdgcrows.

The Pinc trees stood mzﬂ'cstica"g in the distance,

The airwas filled with migrating insects.

As the birds scavcngcd a]ong the river banlc,

Thcﬂ swoopcd and 5oarccl, singing a welcome to the land of my fathers goutl-l.

B}j William Buchannan



