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There is a knock on the Workhouse.doctr WIDOW CORNEy rises and opesn it.THE MATRON is standing there with OLD SALLq.

WIDOWCORNEY:
What's the matter?

MATRON:
It's old Sally. ma'am. She says she,s gor something to tell you lhal musl beheard. She's not gor long and she,I #r.i Ji. qri.i iii'r",jii.,.,i,',nrtrn
WIDOWCORNEY:
You better come in.

They enter

Well what is it?

S ALLY (indicati p MATRON)
Turn her away.

MATRON:
But Sal... it's your old friend.

WIDOWCORNEytnMATRON)
Uo on. ger our of itl

MATRON tries to protesr but WTDOW CORNEr pushes here oJf into theshodow.s.

SALLY
Now listen to me. In this verv workhouse... I once nursed a pre(tv voungcrearure rhar I brough in from rhe cold *irr, n.i'i..i.ri""ri i'., irii *i,t,
XrXIllt 

she gave birth to a boy...and died. L"i;; flri;k: ir,'ui"rou, tt 
" 

y"u,

WIDOWCORNET
Never mind the yeat what about her?

SALLY: lsilirg upfiercely with wild eyes)
I robbed her! I robbed hei so I did! TIie Jnly ting she had of,any worth, ir wasround her neck and it was gold.

WIDOW CORNEy (tlntwing closer)
Cold? Co on. go on - yes. Whar of it?

S,{LLY
This i-s it! The locket! She charsed me to keep it safe, and husted me. It,s myheliet-,he came from a rich l.amiiy.
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