
The Magic Box 
Nancy L. Ingram-Boone, author 

 

I opened up the magic box and took a peek inside. 

It was full of precious treasures as I looked at it wide-eyed. 

Each piece was something special—a story or memory 

That my mother recalled fondly as she recounted them to me. 

“These were the earrings that I wore with my best dress 

When I was a young woman 

Here are the pearls your father gave me— 

Why don’t you try them on? 

Look!  Here’s the pin my mother wore—now it’s an antique. 

Be careful as you put it on—my, how you look so sweet!” 

My favorite was the matching set of necklace and earrings 

They reminded me of daisies—so many pretty things! 

The magic box is now with me, its wonder still intact, 

But gathers dust as life goes on in each day’s hurried acts. 

From time to time I dust it off and take a peek inside 

And think about the years gone by, recalling things to mind. 

The magic box is still the same 

Its treasures still do shine. 

Now and then I wear a piece  

And wander back in time. 


