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I bent to collect them, but froze when |

saw what they were.

These were photographs ol Bennett and
Sharlene from their college years.

The letters were their old love notes,
exchanged during that time.

The photos and letters had yellowed
slightly with age, yel their edges remained
perfectly smooth.

ITe had kept them meticulously intact.
Compared Lo this careful preservation,
Bennett's everyday kindness toward me

was nothing worth mentioning.

The way he treated me differed little from
how he might treat any patient.

Suppressing the ache in my chest, I put
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