Leaned out, leaning, hushing the room enclosed. Footsteps shuffled on the starr. °
Under the Firelight, under the brush, her hair Spread out in fFiery points Yes de . S to W-l th m e.
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 speak.

Speak. What are YOIl thinking of. What thinking. What I never know whalt you are thinking. S k t Wh d
Spo peak to me. Yy Q0 you

I think we are 1n rats alley 115 Where the dead men lost never Sper. SPer. WhQ:

their bones. .o
w:;rt :E:;t noise. are YOI thmkmg of. What

The wind under the door. .o

tht\’:;r;h:tnn;rse :OV\SOV\;th is the wind doing thmkmg. What I never know
Nothi in nothing. .o

Do o what you are thinking.

You know nothing. Do you see nothing. Do you Th'ink

remember. Nothing.
I remember

Those are pearls that were his eyes. Are you alive, or I th-in k we are -in erS Ql Iey

oL 1 there rothing in your heac 115 Where the dead men lost
ftsos(l Oe ll:eh;:nsthakespeherion Rag l:heir bones.

o mielhgent | What is that noise.

Leom.ed out, leaning, The wind under the door.

hushing the room enclosed. What s Fhat noise Row.

—ootsteps shuffled on the What

= 15 the wind doing

Nothing again nothing.

staar.

Under the Firehght, under
he brush, her hair Spread Do

out 1n Fiery points You know

Glowed 1nto words, then .
would be savagely stil. ~ hothing. Do you
My nerves are bad to-might.




