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MR. WEBB:
Quite a moon! : !
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MR. WEBB: '
All quiet tonight?

CONSTABLE WARREN:
Simon Stimson is rollin’ around a li

out to hunt for him so I lookedthe other way—there he is now.

SIMON STIMSON comes down Main Street from the left, only o
trace of unsteadiness in his walk.

MR. WEBB:

Good evening, Simon .. . Town seems to have settled down
for the night pretty well. . . .

SIMON STIMSON comes up to him and pauses o moment and
staves at him, swaying skightly.

Good evening . . . Yes, most of the town’s settled down for the

night, Simon. . . . I guess we better do the same. Can T walk
-along a ways with you? o

SIMON STIMSON continues on bis way without a word and
disappears at the right.

Good night.

CONSTABLE WARREN:
I don’t know how that’s goin’ to end, Mr. Webb.

MR. WEBB: ,
Well, he’s seen a peck of trouble, one thing after another. . . .
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Oh, Bill . . . if you see my boy smoking cigarettes, just give him
a word, will you? He thinks a ot of you, Bill.

CONSTABLE WARREN:
I don’t think he smokes no cigarettes, Mr. Webb. Leastways,

not more’n two or three a year.

MR. WEBB: 7 ‘
Hm . . . I hope not.—Well, good night, Bill.

CONSTABLE WARREN:

Good night, Mr. Webb. e
Exit.

MR. WEBB:

Who’s that up there? Is that you, Myrtle?

EMILY:

No, it’s me, Papa.

MR, WEBB:

Why aren’t you in bed?

CEMILY:
I don’t know. I just can’t sleep yet, Papa. The moonlight’s so
won-derful. And the smell of Mrs. Gibbs’ heliotrope. Can you

smell it?

MR. WEBB:
Hm ... Yes. Haven’t any troubles on your mind, have you,

Emily?

EMILY:

Troubles, Papa? No.
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