
 
Twenty lovesick maidens we 

 

 
ΨTis but a fleeting fancy 

       I cannot tell what this love may be 

 

 
There is a transcendentality of delirium 

 



 
 

 
The enemy of one., the enemy of all is 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

Toffee in moderation is a capital thing 

 



 

 
Yes, we die for love of thee 

 

 
I will read it if you bid me 

 

 
Red and yellow.  Primary colours! 


