"To those who ask how I can write so many things that sound as if I were happy as a boy, please say that there is in the neighboring town a pear tree, planted by Governor Endicott 299years ago, and it still bears fruit not to be distinguished from that of a young tree in flavor.  I suppose the tree makes new wood every year, so that some parts of it are always young.  Perhaps this is the way with some men (and women--my addition) when they grow old.  I hope it is so with me."  Henry Wadsworth Longfellow.

