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By DOROTHY QUICK

THE fog comes in from the sca

And the wind blows over the
marsh,

While the scent of hay on the lea

Is noisome, cold and harsh.

The moon is under a cloud

The shadows are dark and grim,
All land is wrapt in a shroud

At somc mysterious whim,

This night is full of a sound
That no other night could hold.
While man is horror-bound

And strangely, strangely cold.

Whence does the terror come?
Why should dark fear remain?
Man, with his senses numb
Prays to be sane, again,



