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Boy: But what is my age, sixteen years old; £vo26%5
At the Puck Fair.

OLD MAN: (D And everything was burnt; reccil s
7 Books, library, all were burnt. horTs
I’

-/ Bov: Is what I have heard upon the road the truth, pe¥<s
That you killed him in the burning house?

-+ (3) op man: There's nobody here but our two selves? mv e

Bov: Nobody, Father. nodcy-b

OLD MAN: @ ' i
That knife that cuts my dinner now,
And after that I left him in the fire. 100335
(3@03(__\} They dragged him out, somebody saw
The knife woynd but could not be certain
Because the body was all black and charred.
Then some that were his drunken friends fouols
Swore they would put me upon trial,
Spoke of quarrels, a threat I had made. ¥ ,
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I ran away, worked here and there

No good trade, but good enough wmope3
@ Because I am my father’s son, oot SdS
Because of what I did or may do.

& () Listen to the hoofbeats! Listen, listen! o\ ovrv$

Boy: I cannot hear a sound, <-revweS

OLD MAN: (3) _Beat! Beat!
This night is the anniversary crave>
Of my mother’s wedding night,
o . .
My father is riding from the public house, races
A whiskey bottle under his arm.
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A window is lit showing a young girl.

: ».she. st ere coww is5e S
Llstemng, the servants are all in bed,




