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 A dark room with only a candle for light,
I thought someone was holding my hand tight,
As I looked left to right, I saw memories drifting like ghosts, 

I opened a magical door and saw…
Families having picknicks sitting in the sun,
Oh, in her hand is a hot crust bun,
There is a crying baby, he wasn’t having much fun,

I opened the magical door and saw…
A girl playing with her dog, 
My sister she was,
I was there still in the push chair yes crying I was,

I opened a magical door and saw, 
My older brother climbing a tree,
He was there, now there I see,
It was hard to tell but I think I can see the blue sea, 

I opened a magical door and saw,
Memories of my father,
He was saying goodbye to go to war, 
He came back he survived hurray,

I opened a magic door and saw, 
My mother getting the milk from the man at the front door,
She said bye and stepped inside where we were al waiting for cereal, 
Now my father was off again but mother cried and cried,
I opened a magical door but saw…
Father not coming back,
Mother was sick and we were then poor,
It was hard for us as they both pasted away,

I opened the magical door to see many memories you see… 






