
The Lost Road
clasped hands. At their approach squirrels raced
for shelter, woodcock and partridge shot deeper

the chck of the steel as the ponies tossed their

silence"

"""^ whispers, alone disturbed the

"It is an enchanted road," said the girl: "ormaybe we are enchanted."
"Not I," cried the young man loyally. "Iwas never so sane, never so sure, never so happy

in knowing just what I wanted! If only you
could be'as sure!" j jruu

One day she came to him in high excitement
w^th a book of verse. "He has written a poem,"

rlT'i • '^?"?"' ^"^ ^°^^^' «»>°« o"r lostrwd! Listen!" she commanded, and she read to

*"Thcy shut the road through the woods
Seventy years ago.

Weather and rain have undone it again.
And now you would never know

mere was once a road through the woods
before they planted the trees.

It IS underneath the coppice and heath.
And the thin anemones.
Only the keeper sees

That, where the ringdove broods.
And the badgers roll at ease.
There was once a road through the woods.
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