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She wae aware that' she was'not really 

thinking at  all. Not yet. "Well, sit down, 

please," she said. 
- He waited until she was seated, and then 

he drew up a chair, facing her. He was so 

strangely, so dreadfully indierent. A block-

moiler, she thought. This is blackmil .  


h "My daughter -" she said. "There's 

k hing in her letters -" 

't Would you like to see one? " 


He took a pigskin wallet out of an inside 

d pocket, drew out a sheaf of folded papers, 


selected one and handed it to her. 

It 

Ted: I just wasn't alive until I met you. But 
you came like a freah wind blowing through a't stuffy room. I don't know if I can make up my 

Ie mind to do what you asked yesterday. But just v. the fact that you did ask, and that you thought 
le 	 I had the courage to take such a chance, makes 

me feel proud. _ ,.,.,. . Ted, I'm thinking 
about it. I'm not aenti- 

s in the evolution of mental; you know that. 
by opinion would be But just the eathe, it k 
wlllof rhemajorlty hard to break entirely 
re to become cucer- with the oaet. and no 




