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By VIRGIL FINLAY

l IST that crecps en the valley floor {‘i

Fingers the windows. tries the door,
Crawls on my threshold, gropes about—
And strong, stone walls won't keep it out!
It quiets all the forest things
And covers them with ghostly wings:
Dancing a shroud-like saraband
It makes a moon-path on the land.

Thick, in chimney and water spout.

It chokes the roaring hearth fire out:

The candles flicker and grow dark—
White fingers snuff the last faint spark.
Mist, on my face, is a skull-like grin

As the fire goes out and the Moon comes in!
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