
pencil, but it was not primarily this girl at all. He knew that
Sadie Whiteside probably had long ceased to be hurt by the
memory of the incident and had even forgotten the name of
Mark Davis. But for him, the memory and shame could come
back so vividly that even now his hand trembled as he marked
Ann Lupesko's name from the list.

Death, or Return Me
Jack Harris Monninger

Hold my hane! firmly
Ank] guide me through the snow,
Then let the sun beat down
Concealing where I go.

And when I reach the depths
Of man-made destiny
Close the gates softly
Or set me free.
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