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by Lionel E. Deimel

‘ V hile I was walking down the road

I met a maiden fair,
With eyes cast down and visage drear,
And tattered ribbons in her hair.

- “What ho, fair lass, is life amiss?

“What hath befallen thee?”
“Methinks I must not tell, good sir.

“Forsooth, I am undone,” said she. KW.
She hurried past but said no more, W
So I my trip resumed | : !
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