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Act ll, Scene iii

Ma:

The silent one<louded heavens drifted on to the sea. Now we were
snow-blind travelers lost on the north hills, and vast dew-lapped dogs, with flasks

round their necks, ambled and shambled up to us, baying "Excelsior'. We
returned home through the poor streets where only a few children fumbled with
bare red fingers in the wheel-rutted snow and cat<alled after us, their voices
fading away as we trudged up hill, into the cries of the dock birds and the hooting
of ships out in the whirling bay.
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Act l!, Scene vl

Ma:

Ghosts whooed like owls in the long nights when I dared not look
over my shoulder: animals lurked in the cubbyhole under the stairs where the gas

meter ticked. And I remember that we went singing carols once, when there
wasn't the shaving of a moon to light the flying street. At the end of a long road
was a drive that led to a large house, and we stumbled up the darkness of the
drive, each one of us afraid, each one holding a stone in his hand, in case, and all
of us too brave to say a word. The wind through the trees made noises as of old
and unpleasant and maybe web-footed men wheezing in caves. We reached the
black bulk of the house

Dylan:

give them? Hark The Herald?

Jim:

No. Good King
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