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20 THE MONKEY'S PAW [So. II

V ^

"

ble^'^^""'' ^* ^*« t^e storm, I expect. How it

Mr. White. I didn't hear it. I was asleep andnot asleep, if you know what I mean.
Mrs. White. And all that rubbish about itsmaking you unhappy if your wish ««« granted

!

FSerT ^""^""^ '^''''^ ^""* y°"' «h'

Mr White. Might drop on my head in a lump.Don t see any other way. And I'd try to bear that.Though mind you, Morris said it would all happen so

^ d^!d^ed ^""^ '"'^''* ^^^ '* ^°' ^ coincidence, if

Mrs. White. Well-it hasn't happened. That's
all I know And it isn't going to. (!i Utter is seen

andTiratu't-:^-^ ^"^ '^^ ^^^ «^* *^-

{There is a sharp postrmn's knock ; she jumps to her
feet.)

What's that T

JlR. White. Postman, o' course.

«W ^^"^^ ^'^'^^ '''" leUerfrom a^distance ; in anawed whisper). He's brought a let?er. John'

bri^v'^?oTj^c^^f?^-
"^^^ ""^ ^°" ^^^"^ ^^'^

Mrs. White. John-! John-! Suppose^ ?Mr. White. Suppose what ?
Mrs. White. Suppose it was two hundred pounds 'MR WHITE {suppressing his excitement). Eh '—

Here! Don
t talk nonsense. Why don't you fetch

box). It 8 thick, John~{she feels t'O—and-and it'sgot something crisp inside it.

(-Sf^c toA^ </te better to White, b.c.)

Mr. White. Who—who's it for ?
Mrs. White. You.
Me. White. Hand it over, then. (Feeling and


