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The Dark Things

By DOROTHY QUICK

« THE dark things, the dark thinzs  They slither through the sea spume
Come crying in the night. And hasten on the wind

4 The dark things, the dark things They scurry through the righteous
Which cannot bear the light. To find those who have sinned.
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%4 They whisper in the tree tops, The dark things, the dark things,
4 They slough along the road, That haven’t any name,

They ride upon the night shade, They fold into the silence
And on the back of toad. Yet still retain their shame,
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