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Gsteemed Interns; Clerts; and Sditors;

.
Whateoer niglts of discomfort and days of distress, youw may lhave endured
wup to- tﬁts'}/)oifw care rnow; z%aﬂ%/(é// and mer¢iully; be, ﬁ&zceqf/?/wz/(/ ir, your

past.

yow fave an operning and I, ﬂg%//?/z@ wormern: and mer g"ﬁ&s’ﬁecmé/@
emplacement; am,your person. It would be belligerent, violent every of me to-

claim to- contain within myself @ capability of adhering to.your lpfty
standards; unless I was so overwhelmingly copfident of my steagfast
comumitment to-said standards that I would rather dash. My, young brains
out on a table corners like a ship on the rocks; than drsappoint your potential
trust in me; this potential trust beginning today; this morning, this minute; orn
this paper of this letter

et me speak like mountain water I am she. I am what, youw seek. Jyow
need sharpness; I will stab. Jfyow need dead men; T amv @ murderer. JJ°

yowneed (e, I am a midfe. Fyou need saving, I am; youw knrow- who
T yow wish to-see my references; the place to start és in your mothers

landslake. A trastworthy impression of my clharacter las beern: made across:
the clouds ire, yotur frometowsrn.

wus be 4 and serdowus. Youw kbrow- it's me.
et ¢ fran.
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