Fear
By Wadlter delaMare

| know where lurk
The eyes of Fear;

[, 1 done,

Where shadowy-clear,
Watching for me,
Lurks Fear.

"Tisever 4ill

And dark, despite
All snging and

All candidight,
"Tisever cold,
And night.

He touches me;
Saysquigtly,

“Stir not, nor whisper,
| annigh;

Walk noisdess on,

| am by!”

He drives me
Asadog asheep;
Like acold stone
| cannot weep.
Heliftsme

Hot from deep

In marble hands
Towhereon high
The jewdled horror
Of hiseye

Dares meto sruggle
Or cry.

No breast wherein
To chase awvay

That watchful shape!
Van, vain to say
“Haunt not with night
The Day!”



