Miss Lillian Miller

MORE VERS LIBRE

Strident cries smote the dank night
air, «

Rusping with the misery of a thou-
and lost souls!

It was Wideous;

It was cruel;

It was weird;

It was awful;

It wad unbearnble

It was hoerid-

It was the Ul

It wis o Tast year's reoond

Puryed with a dull needle,




