ontgomery. I conld not carry through my dyty. O Christ, the poor man, I am certain I
killed finm. “Blood everywhere. T was not expecting him to speak—Z ysed ether, you see—byt
speak he did, and Z finally yuderstood. I wish I hadn’t!Oh GGod, T wish Z hadn’*.

L have a ferv moments of lycidsty remaining. Comes and goes. Salking to phosts again.

Montgomery. CLfon must see the body. T do not know where they shall bury poor Calva, byt
you myst see the évody. Wey will try to hide it, so you myst ot seek permission. Wey hide
everything here.

Lfou myst leave a message at the Old SFPowderhouse. CUse the red right hand. Address it to
r. Lovejoy, and indicate yoy have need of “Bishop “Butcher’s ynique services. #s in the
olden days, scholars sych as ys myst make occasional yse of men such as these. I tryst yoy take
my mieaning. It is imperative yoy see the body. I am so sorry.

T woyld write more byt it has become difficylt to see. T know wihat myst be done. Jhe Jalbot
Curse. Jhat is what they ll say—another victim of the Salbot Cyrse.

May Cod have mercy on my soul. ay Fe have Mlercy ypon ys all.



