IT WAS THE ROAD TO THE
WEST WHERE BEGAN THE
UNREST \WHERF BEGAN
THE B “SSION. THE
PLACI </ LAST WENT. THE
MOTHE " S’ LAST THOUGHT:
PLERSE : *ARE MY CHILD.
HER RED DiESS NOW
HANGS WITH ALL OF THE
REST. THE REST OF THE
STORY, TO WHATEVER END,
DEPENDS ON THE MESSAGE
JMANITY SENDS.
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