
 

AFRAID OF THE DARK 
 

A Dramatic Reading 

 

by 

William E. Callahan 

 
    

    

    

    

    

    

    
    

    

    

        
    

    

    

    

    

Wetmore Declamation Bureau  
 

Box 2695 

Sioux City, IA 51106 
 

www.wetmoredeclamation.com 

Email: speeches@wetmoredeclamation.com 
 

 

CAUTION: Wetmore Declamation Bureau material is protected by United States copyright law and conventions. None of our material may be 

reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means-electronic, mechanical, photocopy, recording, or any 

other-without prior permission. No trademark, copyright or other notice may be removed or changed. All rights reserved. Violators will be 

prosecuted to the full extent of the law. 

 



AFRAID OF THE DARK 

A Dramatic Reading 

 

William E. Callahan 

 

Exclusive permission to copy as a reading granted to the WETMORE DECLAMATION BUREAU, Sioux 

City, Iowa.  ISBN  1-60045-112-8 

Please note that this edition of “Afraid of the Dark” is dedicated solely to the purpose of private or public 

reading, and must not be used by a cast for actual dramatization.  When used as a play, arrangements must 

be made with the copyright owner, Row, Peterson and Co., 1911 Ridge Avenue, Evanston, Illinois. 

 

 The scene is the Death Row in a penitentiary.  Willie, a moronic thug; Juan, a young Mexican; and 

the Captain, are the occupants of the cells.  Willie’s voice is heard in complaint. 

WILLIE:  Say, Greaser, cut out de noise!  Dere’s people round here what wants tuh sleep. 

JUAN:  My Lord in thee heaven.  O Lord, have thee mercy upon me. 

W.: Yuh greasy snipe, stop dat noise, or I’m goin’ tuh come over an’ beat the lights outuh yuh, see? 

J.: Padre de Christo, help me! 

W.: Cut it out, Greaser! 

CAPTAIN:  Willie, would you mind keeping quiet?. 

W.: Who?  Me?  Geez, it ain’t me what’s makin’ de noise. 

J.: Senor Capitan, help me.  Please help me to leave from thees place. 

C.: I’m afraid I—can’t do that, Juan.  The only way we’ll ever go out is—(nods toward green door)  

  through that door. 

J.: (Pleadingly) But, Senor Capitan, me—I ’ave do notheeng. 

W.: Naw, we’re in here ’cause we’re all a bunch of good boys.  Haw! 

 

--- END OF FREE PREVIEW --- 
 


