Leaned aut, leaning, hushing the raam enclosed. Faatsteps shuffled an the stair.

Under the firelight, under the brush, her hair Spread out in fiery points | t me@ W -]y y M neve F

Glowed into words, then would be savagely still.
My nerves are bad to-night. Yes, bad. Stay with me. Speak to me. Why do you never <peak. Spea

What are YOLL thinking of. What thinking. What I never know what you are thinking. Think. }i’ % eO@ g @eo@ W hOt O Fe Y
Tthink ue are n rats alley 115 Where the dead men o<t thinking of. What thinking.

their bones.
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What - that noice. What I never know what you
-~ _ The wind under the door . . .
What 15 that noise now. What i the wind doing
A H ” E F @ H I Wt - that e are thinking. Think.
I I oo ] think we are In rats alley
You know nothing. Do you see nothing. Do you remember-.
7 > Nothing. 15 Where the dead men lost
H% Those are pearls that were his eyes. Are you dlive, or not t _]eiF ne%
J O]

1< there nothing in your head

St Yhat 1= that noise.

0 00U that Shakespeherian Rag

Its <o elegant The LUin MI’]SF the F@

So intelligent

Leaned out, leaning, hushing  What 15 that noise now. What

the room enclosed. Footsteps 5 th? winc 'in |
shuffled on the stair. Nothing again nothing.

Uncer the firelight, under
the brush, her har Spread .
You know nothing.
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aut in fiery paints

Glowed into words, then Do Vil See nthin@
woule be savagely still.
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“ 2 @ & My nerves are bad to-night. j \VYOU Fememeﬁ
° & VYes, bad. Stay with me. Speak Nthln



