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thiHQ I've ^'ot. And I shall hold titrht on to you

till Mr. Kii^ht ronics alon^. You'll know him

when yf)U set- him, missy, because of this nasty

little exi)erience with Mr. Wrong."

He stroked her hair, caressed her cli.(k,

touching her lovingly with the tips of his fmi;. rs.

Posy lookfd up.

"You do love me, don't you ?"

" \\\' Ciod," he aiiswi-red. "
I do."

THE END
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