
FOREWORD

Here»g a pretty tale to tell

An about the beastly boch»—
•How the Bolsheriki fell

Out of grace and in the irashf
—How all vaUant lovew love^
How all TiUains go to hell.

Started thither by a shove
From the youth who loved so weD,
Virtue mirrored in the ^ass
Held by his beloved last.

Often Mdet an aching hearts
Sadnett, sometimet worUOjf^wiu,
Dresiet for a motley part-
Cap, and heUe to cheat the ean,
Chdtk and paint to hide the teare
Lett the world, divimng pain,
Twm to gape and etare again.
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