


Someone Passed By 
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Whoever she was  
Did not stop by 
Walked quickly as if dictated by the wind 
There was strange speed in her feet 
Visible only to the most alert 

Whoever she was  
She did puzzle me  
For as she passed by suddenly the sky turned green 
And maple leaves utterly crimson 

And then yellow... 

 
 

www.the-criterion.com
The Criterion 

An International Journal in English ISSN 0976-8165

Vol. IV. Issue IV 
August 2013

1 Editor-In-Chief 
Dr. Vishwanath Bite




