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GERMANY 1945 VIEWS OF WAR AND VIOLENCE
"Fifteen fifty-six?" Bill frowned. "Hell, the Chinese probably didn't even have mud back then."."It's a boy," Joey assured her, as though he had
been given a vision. Thick blood sluiced across his lower lip, down his chin, bright arterial blood. "Baby, no," she pleaded..Paul was a dear man,
different from Joey in appearance but so like him at heart. She shocked him by insisting they go at once to his house, to his bedroom. Red-faced as
no pulp hero ever had been, Paul stammered out that he wasn't expecting intimacy of her so soon, and she assured him that he wasn't going to get it
so soon, either.."Angel," Phimie said urgently, and then, with an effort that made a blood vessel swell.Neighbors might not be home. And by the
time he knocked, asked to use the phone, dialed ... Too great a waste of time..Naked, dripping, he roamed the apartment. As on the night of
December 13, the voice seemed to arise from thin air: ahead of him, then behind him, to the right, but now to the left..This momentous day, he
thought, and he shook with sudden terror at the inevitability of new beginnings..He turned the brochure in his hands, to look at the front of it again.
Gradually he began to suspect that the title of the exhibition might be what had brought to mind the reverend's unremembered sermon..When she
discovered she was pregnant, Phimie dealt with this new trauma as other naive fifteen-year-olds had done before her: She sought to avoid the scorn
and the reproach that she imagined would be heaped upon her for having failed to reveal the rape at the time it occurred. With no serious thought to
long-term consequences, focused solely on the looming moment, in a state of denial, she made plans to conceal her condition as long as
possible..Sometimes, just the thought of getting in the car and venturing into the dangerous world was intolerable. Then he settled into his La-ZBoy
and waited for the natural disaster that would soon scrub him off the earth as though he had never existed..This house was similar to the Kleftons'.
Though stucco rather than clapboard, it had gone a long time without fresh paint. A crack in one of the front windows had been sealed with
strapping tape..Yet Agnes feared him, for reasons similar to those that might cause a superstitious primitive to tremble in the presence of a witch
doctor. Although he was a healer, his dark knowledge of the mysteries of cancer seemed to give him godlike power; his judgment carried the force
of fate, and his was the voice of destiny..To the right first. Kick the door open, simultaneously firing two rounds, because maybe this was her
bedroom, where she kept a gun. Mirrors shattered: a tintinnabulation of falling glass on porcelain, glass on ceramic tile, a lot more noise than the
shots themselves..Suddenly and seriously creeped out, Junior wanted to get away from this nut case. Yet he was frozen by morbid
fascination..Dusk had arrived, strangling the day, and the throttled sky hung low, as blue-black as bruises. The streetlights had come on. Gouts of
red light from pulsing emergency beacons alchemized the rain from teardrops into showers of blood..Trying to ignore his phantom toe, which
itched furiously, he searched the apartment. He proceeded carefully, determined not to shoot himself in the foot accidentally this time.."That's
obvious to us, but not always to others. Apparently, this would have been some years ago.".Kathleen savored her martini. "Mmmm ... as cold as a
hit man's heart and as crisp as a hundred-dollar bill from the devil's wallet.".Even Angel, mere wisp of a cherubim, couldn't squeeze through a
seven-inch opening..As though one of the quarters had dropped into his ear and triggered a golden oldie in the jukebox of his mind, Junior heard
Vanadium's voice in the hospital room, in Spruce Hills, on the night of the day when Naomi died: "en you cut Naomi's string, you put an end to the
effects that her music would have on the lives of others and on the shape of the future.....She was forty-three, so young to have left such a mark
upon the world. Yet more than two thousand people attended her funeral service-which was conducted by clergymen of seven denominations-and
the subsequent procession to the cemetery was so lengthy that some people had to park a mile away and walk. The mourners streamed across the
grassy hills and among the headstones for the longest time, but the presiding minister did not begin the graveside service until all had assembled.
None here showed impatience at the delay. Indeed, when the final prayer was said and the casket lowered, the crowd hesitated to depart, lingering
in the most unusual way, until Barty realized that like he himself, they half expected a miraculous resurrection and ascension, for among them had
so recently walked this one who was without stain..Nevertheless, his sense of violation grew as he paced these now songless rooms, mystified and
frustrated. On April 19, the unmanned Surveyor 3, after landing on the lunar surface, began transmitting photos to Earth, and when Junior stepped
out of his morning shower, he again heard the eerie singing, which seemed to arise from a place more distant, more alien, than the moon..Junior
had hoped not to be recognized by anyone at this affair. He regretted that he hadn't stuck to his original plan, maintaining surveillance of the gallery
from his parked car..This brilliant mouthful was not nature's work alone. With what Nolly must have spent to obtain this smile, some fortunate
dentist had kept a mistress in jewelry through her most nubile years..Thanksgiving dinner was a fine affair, and Christmas was even better. On New
Year's Eve, Wally downed one drink too many and more than once offered to perform surgery on any member of the family, free of charge "right
here, right now," as long as the procedure was within his area of expertise..He didn't wonder about his sanity, either, as a less self-improved man
might have done. No madman strives to enhance his vocabulary or to deepen his appreciation for culture..He nodded. "The effect not only comes
before a cause in this case, but completely without a cause. The effect is staying dry in the rain, but the cause-supposedly walking in a dryer
world-never occurs. Only the idea of it.".In the face of his kindness, however, she couldn't refuse his request. She nodded..As kinky and thrilling as
it had been to make love to the girl while playing the recorded rough draft of a new sermon that she had been transcribing for her father, Junior
could now recall nothing of what the reverend had said, only the tone and the timbre of his voice. Whether instinct, nervous irritation, or merely the
sherry should be blamed, he was troubled by the thought that there was something significant about the content of that tape..Among themselves, the
authorities spoke more often than not in murmurs. Or perhaps Junior was too distracted to hear them clearly..She cupped his face in both of her
germany-1945-views-of-war-and-violence.pdf
Page 1/7

Germany 1945 Views Of War And Violence

hands and was barely able to lift his head, for fear of what she would see.."AND I DRINK CHAMPAGNE ALL DAY," said Miss Cheese,
pronouncing it "cham-pay-non.".Junior was tempted to experiment with the controls. Maybe other messages were recorded on the machine.
Listening to them would be delicious-even if every one of them turned out to be as meaningless to him as Max's--a little like browsing through a
stranger's diary..He was uncomfortable, achy, thirsty, but he remained utterly still and observant. After a while, he realized that the sense of
oppression with which he'd awakened was not entirely a psychological symptom: Something heavy lay across his abdomen. And it was cold-so
cold, in fact, that it had numbed his middle to the extent that he hadn't immediately felt the chill of it. Shivers coursed through him. He clenched his
jaws to prevent his teeth from chattering and thereby alerting the man in the chair. Although he never took his eyes off the comer, Junior became
preoccupied with trying to puzzle out what was draped across his midsection. The mysterious observer made him sufficiently nervous that he
couldn't order his thoughts as well as usual, and the effort to prevent the shivers from shaking a sound out of him only further interfered with his
ability to reason. The longer that he was unable to identify the frigid object, the more alarmed he became. He almost cried out when into his mind
oozed an image of Naomi's dead body, now past the whitest shade of pale, as gray as the faint light at the window and turning pale green in a few
places, and cold, all the heat of life gone from her flesh, which was not yet simmering with any of the heat of decomposition that would soon
enliven it again..Maria, puzzled but cooperative, left the room as instructed, and Barty removed the correct book from the stack on the table,
without anyone's guidance. He sat in the armchair at his mother's side and began to read:.One manly woman. Several womanly men. But no blocky
figure that could have been the crazed cop even in disguise..Barty, didn't watch much television. He'd been up late enough to see Red Skelton only
a few times, but that comedian always drew gales of laughter from him..In Cain's bedroom, Tom Vanadium's hooded flashlight revealed a
six-foot-high bookcase that held approximately a hundred volumes. The top shelf was empty, as was most of the second..In the kitchen, Barty sat at
the table, and Paul's heart pinched at the sight of the boy in padded eyepatches..Two staff members were at the front desk, when last he'd seen
them, out of sight now and too far away to hear the crooning. Junior had been waiting at the doors when the library opened, and thus far he'd
encountered no other patrons.."Fifty died in London, in '57, when two trains crashed. And a hundred twelve were crushed, torn, mangled, in '52,
also England."."He's an attorney, and this grieving husband comes to him with a big liability case. There's money to be made.".Paul realized that
the kitchen had fallen silent, that the women had turned to the two children and now stood as motionless as figures in a waxworks tableau..In the
car again, a block from home, Barty said, "Maybe you could just not tell Uncle Edom and Uncle Jacob until Sunday night. They won't handle it real
well. You know?".Eleven days had passed since Wally stopped three bullets. He still had a little residual weakness in his arms, grew tired more
easily than before he'd wound up on the wrong end of a pistol, complained of stiffness in his muscles, and used a cane to keep his full weight off
his wounded leg. The rest of the medical care he required, as well as physical rehabilitation, could be had in Bright Beach as well as in San
Francisco. By March, he should be back to normal, assuming that the definition of normal included massive scars and an internal hollow space
where once his spleen had been..He carried the mug to the sink, poured the brew down the drain and saw the cooler standing in the corner. He
hadn't noticed it before. A medium-size, molded-plastic, Styrofoam-lined ice chest, of the type you filled with beer and took on picnics..If magic
explained the jacks on Friday evening, maybe it was the dark variety of magic. Maybe he shouldn't be endeavoring to summon, once more,
whatever spirit was responsible for the four knaves..As long as Junior continued to fake sleep, the cop couldn't be absolutely sure that any
deception was taking place..Putting an arm around Paul's shoulders, Dr. Salk walked with him along a street lined with eucalyptuses and Torrey
pines, to a nearby pocket park. They sat on a bench in the sunshine and watched duck waddle on the shore of a man-made pond..Perhaps he would
not have leaped along this chain of conclusions if he'd not been an admirer of Caesar Zedd, for Zedd teaches that too often society encourages us to
dismiss certain insights as illogical, even when in fact these insights arise from animal instinct and are the closest thing to unalloyed truth we will
ever know..same," Agnes admonished. "Who's been raising you, sugarpie, if you don't know that? Are you going to pretend you've been brought up
by wolves for nine years?"."Nature has no maternal instincts," Edom said quietly but with conviction. "To think otherwise is sheer sentimentality at
its worst. Nature is our enemy. She's a vicious killer.".Weatherworkers used to carry a leather sack in which they said they kept the winds, untying
it to let a fair wind loose or to capture a contrary one. Maybe it was only for show, but every weatherworker had a bag, a great long sack or a little
pouch..Sunday evening, here he was, cracking open four new decks, as if fresh cards might enable the magic to repeat..Down the stairs, through the
ground floor, quickly, soundlessly, breath held at times, listening for the other's breathing, listening for the softest squeak of rubber-soled shoes,
although the hard clack of cloven hoofs and a whiff of sulfur would not have been surprising. At last he went to the kitchen, full circle from the
shiny quarter on the breakfast table to the quarter again. No Cain..An alley opened on Junior's left. He stepped out of the crowd, into this narrow
service way shaded by tall buildings, and walked even more briskly, still not quite running because he continued to believe that he possessed the
unshakable calm and self-control of a highly self improved man..For a moment, none of them spoke. The silence was as flawless as the
preternatural hush reputed to precede the biggest quakes..Sapphires and emeralds, dazzling gems set in clearest white, ebony pupils at the center.
Beautiful mysteries, these eyes, but no different now than they had ever been, as far as she could tell..SHORTLY BEFORE one o'clock, the
Hackachaks descended in a fury, eyes full of bloody intent, teeth bared, voices shrill..She loosened her hair and brushed it out, and Nolly took her
to dinner at their favorite place, which had the decor of a classy saloon and a bay view suitable for God's table. They came here often enough that
the maitre d' greeted them by name, as did their waiter..He found it difficult to make a painful personal revelation sound sincere when delivered in
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a shout, but he managed well enough to bring a shine of tears to her eyes: "Part of my left foot was shot off in this upcountry sweep we
did.".Barty's release from Hoag Presbyterian had been delayed by an infection, and thereafter he had spent three days in a Newport-area
rehabilitation hospital. Rehab consisted largely of orientation to his new dark world, since his lost function could not be recovered by either diligent
exercise or therapy..and half rotten. She tore it. With the small scissors, she opened the shoulder seam from the inside..For a moment, Junior was
mystified. Vanadium's movements had the quality of ritual, vaguely reminiscent of a priest raising high the Eucharist..ready to hear me. However
long you need. But something ... something extraordinary happened here before you arrived.".During the walk home: slow and deep, breathing
slow and deep, moving not at a brisk clip, but strolling, trying to let the tension slide away, striving to focus on good things like his full exemption
from military service and his purchase of the Sklent painting..greatest fright of his life. He jumped inside his skin, and his heart knocked, knocked,
and he half expected to hear his bones rattle one against another, like those of a dangling skeleton in a funhouse..A speeding truck passed, stirring
the fog, and the white broth churned past the car windows, a disorienting swirl..He was a virile young man, desired by many, and life was short.
Poor Naomi, her lovely face and her look of shock still fresh in his memory, was a constant reminder of how suddenly the end could come. No one
was guaranteed tomorrow. Seize the day..This show was hopeless, disastrous, stupid, foolish, painful, lovely, wonderful, glorious, sweet..Not
understanding, thinking that he was inexplicably asking if she loved him, she said, "Yes, of course, you silly bear, you stupid man, of course, I love
you.".He opened his mouth but stood mute. Raised his right hand from his side. Worked his fingers in the air, as though the needed words could be
strummed from the ether. He felt stupid, foolish..Perched on a chair with two plump bed pillows to boost her, Angel extracted one crisp strip from
her club sandwich and asked Tom, "Where's bacon come from?".Such behavior as hers was unlikely to lead to self-discovery, self improvement,
and fulfillment. We make our own misery in this life. For better or worse, we create our own futures..He liked her face, too. She wore no makeup,
and pulled her brown hair back in a bun. Some might say she was mousy, but the only things mousy that Nolly saw about her were a piquant tilt to
her nose and a certain cuteness..This time, he vowed never to kill again, except in self-defense, regardless of the provocation. This tougher
condition pleased him. No one achieved significant self-improvement by setting low standards for himself.He prepared his knives and guns. Blades
and bullets. Fortune favors the bold, the self-improved, the self-evolved, the focused.."I don't ... don't understand." Blinking sleepily, pretending to
be still thickheaded from tranquilizers and whatever other drugs they were dripping into his veins, Junior was pleased by the note of perplexity in
his hoarse voice, although he knew that even an Oscar-caliber performance would not win over this critic.."Yes, I was." She didn't tell him that her
fear had not been allayed by his assurances or by his second walk in the rain..He didn't pause to lock the house behind them. Bright Beach, in 1965,
was as free of criminals as it was untroubled by lumbering brontosaurs..Thrusting the red rose at her again, insistently pressing it against her hand
to distract her, Junior swung the Merlot, and just as Sinatra sang the word sugar with a bounce, the bottle smacked Victoria in the center of her
forehead..In the Suburban with Wally and Grace, as they waited to hit the trail, Celestina said, "He took her to a movie again, Tuesday
night.".Alone, Junior sat in the breakfast nook with a pot of coffee and an entire Sara Lee chocolate fudge cake..Returning from his tests, he'd
gotten into bed without stripping off the thin, hospital-issue robe. He was still wearing it over his pajamas..On the nightstand stood a stainless-steel
carafe beaded with condensation. Maria took the cap off the water carafe, and with a longhandled spoon, she scooped out a chip of ice. Cupping her
left hand.The expectation with which Tom had been greeted on his arrival was as thin as the air at Himalayan heights compared to the rich stew of
anticipation now aboil..The quarter, silvery. Under the patriot's neck, the date: 1965. Coincidentally, the year that Naomi had been killed. The year
that Tom had first met Cain. The year that all this had begun..'A energy fighting over jurisdiction. We cooperate. The sheriff can de not to put a lot
of his limited resources into this, and no one will blame him. He can call it an accident and close the case, and he won't.hooves. This was no demon
child. Its father's evil was'nt visibly reflected in its small.More good American music. The Supremes were Negroes, sure, but Junior was not a
bigot. Indeed, he had once made passionate love to a Negro girl..Draped across his midsection, the terrible cold weight had chilled his flesh; but
now his bone marrow prickled with ice at the thought of the birthmarked detective sitting silently in the dark, watching. Junior would have
preferred dealing with Naomi, dead and risen and seriously pissed, rather than with this dangerously patient man..For Junior, 1968-the Chinese
Year of the Monkey--would be the Year of the Plastic Surgeon. He would require extensive dermabrasion to restore the smoothness and tone to his
skin, to be as irresistibly kissable as he had been before. While at it, he would need surgery to make subtle changes in his features. Tricky. He didn't
want to trade perfection for anonymity. He must take care to ensure that his postsurgery look, when he let his hair grow in and perhaps dyed it,
would be as devastating to women as his previous appearance..The moon shimmered, and the stars blurred-but only briefly, for her devotion to this
boy was a fiery furnace that tempered the steel of her spine and brought a drying heat to her eyes. Without Franklin Chan's full approval but with
his complete understanding, Agnes took Barty home. On Monday, they would return to Hoag Hospital, where Barty would receive surgery on
Tuesday..Darkness, the one source of childhood fear that most adults never quite outgrow, held no terror for Barty. Although for a while his
bedroom featured a Mickey Mouse night-light, the miniature lamp was there not to soothe the boy, but to quiet his mother's nerves, because she
worried about him waking alone, in blackness..On the afternoon of November ninth, when Paul and Barty were with her, reminiscing, and Angel
was in the kitchen, getting drinks for them, his mother gasped and stiffened. Breathless, she paled past chalk, and when she could breathe and speak
again, she said, "Get Angel now. No time to bring the others.".Soon he dispensed with picture books and progressed to short novels for more
accomplished readers, and then rapidly to books meant for young adults. Tom Swift adventures and Nancy Drew mysteries captivated him through
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the summer and early autumn..Nolly shrugged. "He can't know for sure. And anyway, he didn't get the pushed idea until he'd already taken the
case."."You don't get the heebie-jeebies," Max said. "You give 'em. Tell me what's wrong.".When Frieda finished retching and passed out in a
heap, Junior left her on the floor and immediately set out to explore her rooms..Although first-rate, the surgical team wasn't able to reattach the
badly torn extremity. Tissue damage was too extensive to permit delicate bone, nerve, and blood-vessel repair..The coin stopped turning across his
knuckles and, as though with volition of its own, it slipped into the tight curve of his curled forefinger. With a snap of his thumb, he flipped the
quarter into the air..Junior must have shouted shut up more than he realized, because the neighbors began to pound on the wall to silence
him..Grace dropped the phone. Harrison let the frosting knife slip out of his fingers..The three of them, gathered around her in the quick, held fast
to her, as if Death couldn't take what they refused to release.."Whatever you're paying here, that's what you'll pay for the new place," Lipscomb
said..Extracting documents from his valise, Vinnie said, "Well, I've no right to talk. Food is my obsession. Look at me, so fat you'd think I'd been
raised from birth for sacrifice.".Having risen higher in the sky during the past couple hours, the gold-coin moon reminted itself as silver, and in the
black lake, its reflection rolled across the knuckles of the quiet wavelets..Neddy's face didn't appear to be as pale as it had been earlier. An
undertone of gray, possibly blue, darkened the skin.."So where he threw the quarter," Barty said, as Angel listened intently and nodded her head,
"wasn't really into Gunsmoke, 'cause that's not a place, it's just a show. See, maybe he threw it into a place where I'm not blind, or into a place
where he doesn't have that messed-up face, or a place where for some reason you never came here today. There's more places than anybody could
ever count, even me, and I can count pretty good. That's what you feel, right-all the ways things are?".By lunch, he had turned the final page, and
he was so full of the tale that he seemed to have no room for food. While his mother kept reminding him to eat, he regaled her with the details of
John Thomas Stuart's great adventures with Lummox, as though every word that Heinlein had written were not science fiction, but truth.."If you're
a dowser, better dowse," said Licky, coming up alongside him and looking sidelong into his face. "And if you're not, you'd better dowse all the
same. That way you'll stay above ground longer.".The next thing he knew, he was at the kitchen sink, turning off the water, which he couldn't
remember having turned on. He appeared to have washed the bloody candlestick-it was clean-but he had no recollection of this bit of
housekeeping..interminably against the ignition plate before, at last, he was able to insert it. "Should be a boy, because then you'll always have a
man around the house.".This was a test of Junior's gullibility, and he would not give Vanadium the satisfaction of searching his robe for the
coin..Eventually, Junior remembered the quarter. He reached into the right pocket of the thin cotton bathrobe, but the coin wasn't there, as it should
have been. The left pocket also was empty..Her first year at college, she had hoped only to be able one day to earn a living as an illustrator for
magazines or on the staff of an advertising agency. A career in the fine arts, of course, was every painter's fantasy, the full freedom to explore her
talent; but she would have been grateful for the realization of a much humbler dream. Now, she was just twenty-three, and the world hung before
her like a ripe plum, and she seemed able to reach high enough to pluck it off the branch.."This card to mean also is family love, and is love from
many friends, not just to be kissy-kissy love," Maria elucidated..Angel didn't join the grieving women, but sat on the floor in front of the television,
switching back and forth between Gunsmoke and The Monkees. Too young to be genuinely involved in either show, nevertheless she occasionally
made gunfire sounds when Marshal Dillon went into battle or invented her own lyrics to sing along with the Monkees..No. Ridiculous. Naomi
wasn't slumped across him. He wasn't sharing his bed with a corpse. That was E.C. Comics stuff, something from a yellowed issue of Tales from
the Crypt..His waitress was a cutie. She flirted with him, and he knew he could have her if he wanted..Later, as Bonita and Francesca proudly
served their mother's individually molded Christmas-tree-shaped servings of flan, which they themselves had plated, Barty leaned close to his
mother and, pointing to the table in front of them, said softly but excitedly, "Look at the rainbows!".For an instant, she appeared to be frowning.
Then he realized this couldn't be a frown. It must be a smoldering look of desire..Celestina finally zipped shut the satchel. "You better watch out for
the big bad wolf.".Sklent came to mind, perhaps because of the strange drawing on the girl's sketch pad. Sklent at that Christmas Eve party, only a
few months ago but a lifetime away. The theory of spiritual afterlife without a need for God. Prickly-bur spirits. Some hang around, haunting out of
sheer mean stubbornness. Some fade away. Others reincarnate..Needlepoint, meditation, and even sex had not recently provided him with
significant relief of tension. The paintings of Sklent and the works of Zedd were packed in the van, where he couldn't at the moment take solace
from them.."All right," Celestina said, "yes, of course." She could see no harm in humoring Phimie. "Angel. Angel White. Now, you calm down,
you relax, don't stress yourself.".Naomi's beautiful countenance rose in his mind, and she looked beautific for a moment, but then he thought he
saw a certain slyness in her angelic smile, a disturbing glint of calculation in her once loving eyes..To Edom, humanity was obviously not the
greater of these two destructive forces. Men and women were part of nature, not above it, and their evil was, therefore, just one more example of
nature's malignant intent. They had stopped debating this issue years ago, however, neither man conceding any credibility to the other's
dogma..Looking down at Barty, Agnes saw the ghost of Joey in the baby's face, and although she half believed that her husband would be alive
now if he had never tempted fate by putting such a high price on his fife, she couldn't find any anger in her heart for him. She must accept this final
generosity with grace-if also without enthusiasm..Out of respect for his mother, Barty struggled to hold fast to his eyeless second sight, living in the
idea of a world where he still had vision, until she had been accorded the honors she deserved and had been laid to rest beside his father..To the
window. The warm room sucked cooling fog out of the night, and she leaned across the sill into the streaming mist..Angel found this hysterical,
and Agnes said long-sufferingly, "Thank you for the language lesson, Master Lampion.".When she went upstairs at 2:10 in the morning, she found
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the boy fast asleep in the soft lamplight, Tunnel in the Sky at his side.."She's got preeclampsia. It's a condition that occurs in about five percent of
pregnancies, virtually always after the twenty-fourth week, and usually it can be treated successfully. But I'm not going to sugarcoat this, Celestina.
In her case, it's more serious. She hasn't been seeing a doctor, no prenatal care, and here she is in the middle of her thirtyeighth week, about ten
days from delivery."."Thank you, Dr. Lipscomb. I'll keep track of what you're losing every month, and someday I'll pay it back to you.".The past
three years had given Wally much to celebrate, as well. After selling his medical practice and taking an eight-month hiatus from the sixty-hour
work weeks he had endured for so long, he'd been giving twenty-four hours of free service to a pediatric clinic each week, providing care to the
disadvantaged. He'd worked hard all his life, and saved diligently, and now he was able to focus solely on those activities that gave him the greatest
gratification..Maria said nothing, working busily, but Agnes recognized that special silence in which difficult words were sought and laboriously
stitched together..Robert Heinlein saved her. Over hot dogs and chips, she read to Barty from Red Planet, beginning at the top of page 104. He had
previously shared enough of the story with Agnes so that she felt connected to the narrative, and soon she was sufficiently involved with the tale
that she was better able to conceal her anguish.
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