Leaned out, leaning, hushing the room enclosed. Footsteps shuffled on the stair.

Under the firelight, under the brush, her hair Spread out in fiery points My n e rve S are bq d to

Glowed into words, then would be sawvagely still.

My nerwes are bad to night. Yes, bad. Stay with me. Speak to me. X/hy do you
newver speak. Speak. \X/hat are YOIl thinking of. \X/hat thinking. \X/hat I newver i ht Yes b q d Stq
know ~what you are thinking. Think. n g ) ) ° y

I think we are in rats alley 15 \X/here the dead With n']EO spea“‘ to me'

Wit 15 that netne. Yhy do you newer
The wind under the door.
A B C E F 6 H I J ¥/hat Q th:t noise now. What is the wind doing SPEGK- SPGGK- tht are
Do 2 cain nething YOIl thinking of. X/hat
oo Nothaey 0 vou ses netbing: Bever - thinking. N/hat I qewver
RLMNOPQR“‘"‘*’ I hat you
T:w.ose are p:;rlihthd v:}e:e h.is eyes.hAr; you now a4 ple yo are
GL;VE, or NnO S ere NO Il'\g )] yOIJI“ ed thinkin . Think.
50t 0 0 that Shakespeherian Rag . g .
Its so elegant I th"’]k ww/e dre in r‘Gts
oo mielioen , alley 115 \X/here the dead
Leaned out, leaning, loct thei
L uching the roo men lost their bones.
n3 m X/hat is that noise.
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Nothing again nothinga.




