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«• THE MONKEY'S PAW [So. in

to^'iu""'
^'^"''^'^ f'^ ^ P^^)- I daren't

He^" W^ ^^"^^^ *' •'* *" *«^>- H«'«

'

Me. Whitb (trembling). Jenny

!

(£rerfrojMiifM«7Aacry. The candle goes <mt. There
ta utter darkness. He sinks into a <^r CsWbotb Aume, to ^Ae wnnAni; and rfmu« the blindback. She stands in the moonlight. A pause.)
Mes. Whitb (drearily). Nothing.
Me. WtaTB. Thank God! Thank God!

1 ^' ^T"- Nothing at all. Along the wholeength of the road not a living thing.* (She c^t
^^':tL.'^''

"°*^«' ^°**^^«' notl§ng\efti^^

me'^orier'^"-
^^''^' ^*^*^ °*^^'' Jenny-and

W^'t^^H ^T*"^
*^*

f^^2/
to <Ae fireplace).Were too old We were only alive in him Wecan't begin again. We can't feel anything now John

alZ^f^"^
'"^ '"^^"- ^'^ -^^toTn

thartolT?or;jj;*o.'°' ^^"*' ^^-^^- ^-'«
Mbs. White. Every minute's long, now.Mb. White (rtstng). I can't bear the darkness

»

Mes. Whitb. It's dreary-dreary
"^'^^^ss •

ca^e r^e^nT^ "2 2? '^'^*^^^- there's thecanoie r (f^e finds %t and brtngs it to the table ) AnHthe matches ? Where are the matches? We mustn't
sit m the dark. 'Tisn't wholesom?. (^ Sr «n^tch; the other can^tick is dose to Am) Xre(Turning mth the lighted match towards Mrs W^e'wh^ts rocking and rnoaning.) Don't take on so, MoZr'Mbs. White. I'm a mother no longer


