The Man:

| walk slowly. | am carrying a
small cloth that is made to
hoid all thosa g that tells a

stranger - A medical
card. A dniver's license. Credit
cards. But | only one
piece of i tion. She would
get a lele g call in the
e e Eening AN torher—
evaning habits, A voice at the
o end of the would ask,

| | in that sorl of objective official
mannar, if knew the man

—wiho wrote har oo.a.amal
piece of blee lined paper. K
seams har was writtan
carefully. Iy, because
the latters ere S0 evenly
spaced...s0 ing in any

Mo, she says t3 the voice on the
other end of lefephone, she
can't mabch a rame o a fos,

"Mo, | never meet him after
all’,

| |

The Woman;
“MNa, ng, | can't match a name
o a face,
I ... never did mesat him _._after
all”

of the city at the




