




It's been done, Myra. I don't see the point in my getting a hernia. 

Myra looks at him and after a moment rises and comes 
over. The lights begin dimming as Sidney lifts Clifford's rug­
wrapped shoulders. Myra lifts his feet. They heft him up 
between them and carry him toward the French doors, 
Sidney going backwards. 

Thank God he wasn't the fat one. 

The lights fade to darkness. 
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