Soldier Of The Leaf

SOLDIER OF THE LEAF
body on the flight out of San Francisco. When finally her obligations were met, she.Two more uniformed officers had entered the kitchen, fresh
from their search of the apartment. They were amused..In San Francisco, Seraphim Aethionema White lies beyond all hope of resuscitation. So
beautiful and only sixteen..Then the boy put new and puzzling shadings on his meaning when he said, "Daddy died here, but he didn't die every
place I am.".Junior didn't make the mistake of thinking that Magusson's new conciliatory attitude meant they were friends, that confidences could
be shared or truths exchanged. The money-grubbing toad's only real friend would always be the one he saw in a mirror. If he discovered that Junior
was having a great time post-Naomi, Magusson would store the information until he found a way to use it to his advantage..Maria stood at the
bedside, leaning with her forearms against the railing. A silver-and-onyx rosary tightly wrapped her small brown hands, although she was not
counting the beads or murmuring Hail Marys. I Her prayer was for Agnes's baby..She looked down at her clutched hands. Made for work, these
hands, and always ready to take on any task. Strong, nimble, reliable hands, but useless to her now, unable to perform the one miracle she needed.
"Barty's birthday is in eight days. I was hoping. . .".Victoria Bressler lay on the floor of the small foyer, left arm extended past her head, palm
revealed, as though she were waving at the ceiling, right arm across her body in such a way that her hand cupped her left breast. One leg was
extended straight, the other knee drawn up almost demurely. If she had been nude, lying against a backdrop of rumpled sheets or autumn leaves, or
meadow grass, she would have had the perfect posture for a Playboy centerfold..Celestina stared out for a moment, and then turned her head to look
at Tom, with both the shade of the night and the sparkle of the metropolis still captured in her eyes. "What was that all about?".Instead, trying not
to let Barty see the depth of her concern, she told him to get his jacket from the front closet, and she got hers, and leaving the buttermilk-raisin pies
unfinished, she drove him to the doctor's office, because he was her reason to breathe, the engine of her heart, her hope and joy, her everlasting
bond to her lost husband. Dr. Joshua Nunn was only forty-eight, but he had appeared grandfatherly since Agnes had first gone to him as a patient
after the death of her father, more than ten years ago. His hair turned pure white before he was thirty. Every day off, he either worked assiduously
on his twenty-foot sportfisher, Hippocratic Boat, which he scraped and painted and polished and repaired with his own hands, or puttered around
Bright Bay in it, fishing as though the fate of his soul depended on the size of his catch; consequently, he spent so much time in the salt air and sun
that his perpetually tan face was well-wizened at the corners of his eyes and as appealingly creased as that of the best of grandfathers. Joshua
applied the same diligence to the preservation of a round belly and a second chin that he brought to the maintenance of his boat, and considering his
wire-rimmed eyeglasses and bow tie and suspenders and the elbow patches on his jacket, he seemed to have intentionally sculpted his physical
appearance to put his patients at ease, as surely as he had selected his wardrobe for the same purpose.."We want the scary one, 'specially if it has
spiders, Pixie Lee said squeakily but defiantly..Already, he was up two hours past his bedtime. In recent months, he'd exhibited the more erratic
sleeping habits of older children. Some nights, he seemed to possess the circadian rhythms of owls and bats; after being sluggish all day, he
suddenly became alert and energetic at dusk wanting to read long past midnight..His silent tears accomplished what his words could not: Nork,
Knacker, and Hisscus retreated, urging him to speak to his attorney, promising to return, once more expressing their deepest condolences, perhaps
as abashed as attorneys and political appointees could get, but certainly confused and unsure how to proceed when dealing with a man so
untouched by greed, so free of anger, so forgiving as the widower Cain..Clutching the purse as though determined to resist robbery even in death,
the guy dropped, sprawled, shuddered, and lay still. He'd gone down with no shout of alarm, with no cry of mortal pain, with so little noise that
Junior wanted to kiss him, except that he didn't kiss men, alive or dead, although a man dressed as a woman had once tricked him, and though a
dead pianist had once given him a lick in the dark.."What wound? Junior wanted to ask, but he recognized bait when he heard it, and he did not
bite..If this insurance payoff was not mere coincidence, if it was the wealth that had been foretold, then how far behind the fortune did the knave
travel? Years? Months? Days?.Agnes Lampion would enthrall them, for hers was a life of clear significance. That they seemed equally interested in
Paul's story, however, surprised him. Perhaps they were merely being kind, and yet with apparent fascination, they drew out of him so many details
of his long walks, of the places he had been and the reasons why, of his life with Perri..Antihypertensive drugs were administered intravenously,
and Phimie was confined to bed, attached to a heart monitor..Since discovering the quarter in his cheeseburger, Junior had been half convinced that
the maniac cop survived the bludgeoning. In spite of his grievous wounds, perhaps Vanadium had swum up through a hundred feet of murky water,
barely avoiding being drowned..In the kitchen were a radio, a toaster, a coffeepot, two place settings of cheap flatware, a small mismatched
collection of thrift-shop plates and bowls and mugs, and a freezer full of TV dinners and English muffins..No time for horror, disgust. Every
second mattered now, and every minute might cost another life..And like John Kennedy's death, Zedd's passing was cloaked in mystery, inspiring
widespread suspicion of conspiracy. Only a few believed that he had committed suicide, and Junior was certainly not one of those gullible fools.
Caesar Zedd, author of You Have a Right to Be Happy, would never have blown his brains out with a shotgun, as the authorities preferred the
public to believe..Until Nolly, Kathleen's life had been as short on romance as a saltless saltine is short on flavor. Her childhood and even her
adolescence were so colorless that she'd settled on dentistry as a career because it seemed, by comparison to what she knew, to be an exotic and
exciting profession. She'd dated a few men, but all were boring and none was kind. Ballroom-dancing lessons-and ultimately
competitions-promised the romance that dentistry and dating hadn't provided, but even dancing was somewhat a disappointment until her instructor
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introduced Kathleen to this balding, bull-necked, lumpy, utterly wonderful Romeo..Meanwhile, he became an accomplished meditator. Guided by
Bob Chicane, Junior progressed from concentrative meditation with seed the mental image of a bowling pin-to meditation without seed. This
advanced form is far more difficult, because nothing is visualized, and the purpose is to concentrate on making the mind utterly blank..Through the
door came the sound of running water splashing in a sink. Neddy washing his hands..Beseechingly, with no intention of intimacy, he took
Celestina's hands in his. "For years, as an obstetrician, I brought life into the world, but I didn't know what life was, didn't grasp the meaning of it,
that it even had meaning. Before Rowena, Harry, and Danny went down in that airplane, I was already ... empty. After losing them, I was worse
than empty. Celestina, I was dead inside. Phimie gave me hope. I can't repay her, but I can do something for her daughter and for you, if you'll let
me."."And in some of them, maybe I died the night you were born, and you live alone with your dad.".In November, Edom asked Maria Gonzalez
to dinner and a movie. Although he was only six years older than Maria, both agreed that this was a date between friends, not really a boy-girl
thing..Edom removed two of the pies from the table and put them on the counter near the ovens..Harrison and Grace had welcomed him in spite of
the fact that a friend and parishioner had died on Thursday, leaving them both bereft and with church obligations..Her strength was the strength of
stones only in the sense that she felt as immovable as rock, yet she found the resources to raise one arm, to place her left hand over Maria's
bead-tangled fingers. "But the baby's dead.".The nurse raised her eyes from Agnes to this other person. "Yes a chip of ice would be all right.".He
was a man of medicine and science, who had been served well by hard logic and by an unwavering commitment to reason. He wasn't prepared
easily to accept the notion that logic and reason, while essential tools to anyone hoping to lead a full and happy life, were nevertheless sufficient to
describe either the physical world or the human experience.."Even in an infinite number of worlds," Wally objected, "there's no place I was that
stupid.".demons: hypodermoclysis ... intravenous oxytocin ... maintain perfect asepsis, and I mean perfect, at all times ... a few oral preparations of
ergot as soon as it's safe to give her anything by mouth.She whispered then: "You are my little lampion, Barty. You light the way for me.".Startled,
the pianist turned to face him-and backed off a step, as though his personal space had been too deeply invaded. "Oh, well, thank you, that's kind. I
love my work, you know, it's so much fun it hardly qualifies as work at all. I've been playing the piano since I was six, and I was never one of those
children who whined about having to take lessons. I simply couldn't get enough.".Although she already knew that the answer could not be cheerily
optimistic, Celestina wondered, "Is the baby likely to be . . . normal?".He had assumed that the dinner guest was Victoria's lover, but suddenly he
realized that this might not be the case. The man might be nothing more than a friend. Her father or a brother. In which case the invitation to
romance-posed by the coquettishly arranged wine and rose-would be so wildly inappropriate that the visitor would know at."When we pull away,
people are waving across the street at the UPS truck, and the driver, he sees them, and he stands there, kind of confused, and then he waves
back.".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..FOR JUNIOR CAIN, the Year of the Horse (1966) and the Year of the Sheep (1967) offered many
opportunities for personal growth and self-improvement. Even if by Christmas Eve, '67, Junior would not be able to take a dry walk in the rain, this
nevertheless was a period of great achievement and much pleasure for him..With the second shot, the dead woman tumbled out of her chair, and the
chair clattered onto its side..The white Buick glided through the tides of fog like a ghost ship plying a ghost sea..Celestina circled him, half carrying
but also half dragging the chair, either because her nerves were still ringing and her arms were weak--or because she was faking weakness in the
hope of luring him to a reckless response. Junior circled her while she rounded oil him frantically trying to deal with the pistol without taking his
eyes off his adversary..Gradually, she perceived that Lipscomb was more troubled than he should have been, considering that his patient had died
through no fault of his own..He hit Celestina with the big question, the huge question, just as she paused in her babbling to suck in a deep breath,
the better to spout even more nonsense, whereupon this panicky inhalation caught in her breast, caught so stubbornly that she was certain she
would need the attention of paramedics to start breathing again, but then Wally popped open the box, revealing a lovely engagement ring, the sight
of which made the trapped breath explode from her, and then she was breathing fine, although snuffling and crying and just generally a mess. "I
love you, Wally.".His request felt like an assault. Agnes almost rocked backward as though struck.."It's just ... the last time I saw him, he trapped
me in a corner and told this god awful story, far more than I wanted to know, about some British murderer back in the forties, this monstrous man
who beat people to death with a hammer, drank their blood, then disposed of their bodies in a vat of acid in his workroom." He shuddered..Flanking
the wheelchair, Edom and Jacob spent less time watching the graveside service than studying the sky. Both brothers frowned at that cloudless blue,
as though seeing thunderheads..To become a physical therapist, Junior had taken more than massage classes, so he knew what hematemesis meant.
Hematemesis: vomiting of blood.."Imagine me thinking you'd be gone," she said to Barty. "Your old mum is losing it. I never made a deal with
Rumpelstiltskin, so there's nothing for him to collect.".She didn't have an appetite, anyway. Joey was too much on her mind. The safe birth of a
healthy child was a blessing, but it wasn't compensation for her loss. Although by nature resistant to depression, she now had a darkness in her
heart that would not relent before a thousand dawns or ten thousand. If a mere nurse had insisted that she eat, Agnes would not have been
persuaded, but she couldn't hold out against the insistent importuning of one special seamstress..He stopped for lunch at a restaurant with a
spectacular view of the Pacific, framed by massive pines..Serving a formal dinner was Agnes's way of declaring-to herself more than to anyone else
in attendance-that the time had come for her to get on with life for Bartholomew's sake, but also for her own..When Junior complained of severe
thirst, Victoria explained that he was to have nothing by mouth until morning. He would be put on a liquid diet for breakfast and lunch. Soft foods
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might be allowable by dinnertime tomorrow.."Be quiet, sugarpie," she said, crossing the bedroom to the door, which stood only slightly ajar..He
visited the bank in which he maintained a safe-deposit box under the John Pinchbeck identity. He withdrew the twenty thousand in cash and
retrieved all the forged documents from the box..The cord wasn't long enough to allow Celestina to take the telephone handset with her, so she put
it down on the nightstand, beside the lamp..and proceeded to turn it across his knuckles as swiftly and smoothly as be bad with his right hand..Her
awful sense of weightlessness became something much better: buoyancy, an exhilarating lightness of spirit. Fear remained with her-fear for Barty,
fear of the future and of the strange complexity of Creation that she'd just glimpsed-but wonder and wild hope now tempered it.."Seems like,"
Vanadium agreed. "So a man like Cain obsesses on one thing after another-sex, money, food, power, drugs, alcohol, anything that seems to give
meaning to his days, but that requires no real self-discovery or self-sacrifice. Briefly, he feels complete. However, there's no substance to what he's
filled himself with, so it soon evaporates, and then he's empty again.".People like Enoch Cain, of course, never choose between the right and the
wrong thing, but between two evils. For themselves, they create world after world of despair. For others, they make worlds of pain.."No. It's,
stopped. The thing now is to prevent a recurrence of the emesis, which could trigger more bleeding. He's getting antinausea medication and
replacement electrolytes intravenously, and we've applied ice bags to his midsection to reduce the chance of further abdominal-muscle spasms and
to help control inflammation.".A sudden strange weakness, a formless dread, dropped Agnes out of her crouch and onto her knees beside the
boy..Bolting up from the couch-"Mom, are you there?"--she turned to Tom, her face collapsing in a ghastly expression..Nolly was, as usual,
"Nolly" to everyone, but here Kathleen was "Mrs. Wulfstan.".glasses off the table. He seized one of the pewter candlesticks, as well, knocking the
candle out of it..Agnes had believed that through this ordeal, she'd largely spared her child from an awareness of the awful depth of her misery. In
this, however, as in so many other instances, the boy proved to be more perceptive and more mature than she'd realized. Now she felt that she had
failed him, and this failure ached like a wound..Applying enough pain, he could have gotten cooperation even from Vanadium. The detective had
said he'd heard Junior fearfully repeat Bartholomew in his sleep, which Junior believed to be true, because the name did resonate with him;
however, he wasn't sure he believed the cop's claim to be ignorant of the identity of this nemesis..Wally's help, not just with the apartment, but with
his time and love, had made an incalculable difference.."It's there even when you read to me now. The sad feeling, I mean. It changes the story,
makes it not as good, because I can't pretend I don't hear how sad you are.".Angel raised her attention from the salt shaker to Tom's face, studied
his scars for a moment, and said, "No.".Everyone confronted Agnes with expressions of puzzlement and expectation, and she looked from one to
another. Paul. Maria. Francesca. Bonita. Grace. Edom. Jacob. Finally Celestina..The boy never mentioned what he'd done, and his mother ceased
worrying about him falling out of bed..Agnes's suspicion that Barty would be a child prodigy had grown from seed to full fruit on the morning of
the boy's first birthday, when he'd sat in his highchair, counting green-grape-and-apple pies. Through the following two years, ample proof of high
intelligence and wondrous talents ripened Agnes's suspicion into conviction..Because Harrison, with the best of intentions, had not wanted to open
wounds, Cain could walk up to Celestina anywhere, anytime, and she wouldn't know that he might have been her sister's rapist. To her, his face
was that of any stranger..He couldn't much longer take advantage of Paul Damascus's hospitality. Since bringing Wally to town, Tom had been
staying in Paul's guest bedroom. He knew that he was welcome indefinitely, and the sense of family that he'd found with these people had only
grown since January, but he nevertheless felt that he was imposing..He shook so badly that he couldn't remove the cap from the bottle. He was
proud to be more sensitive than most people, to be so full of feeling, but sometimes sensitivity was a curse..Junior realized that killing Renee this
very night would be an unthinkable waste. Instead, he could marry her first, enjoy her for a while, and eventually arrange an accident or suicide that
left him with all-or at least a significant portion of her assets..AFTER THE ENCOUNTER with the quarter-spitting vending machines, Junior
wanted to kill another Bartholomew, any Bartholomew, even if he had to drive to some far suburb like Terra Linda to do it, even if he had to drive
farther and stay overnight in a Holiday ay Inn an eat steam-table food off a buffet crawling with other diners' cold germs and garnished with their
loose hairs..A new quarry, operated by the same company, lay a mile farther north. This was the old one, abandoned after decades of
cutting..During the first months, the journeys were eight or ten miles: along the shoreline north and south of Bright Beach, and inland to the desert
beyond the hills. He left home and returned the same day..Some listings didn't include first names, only initials. Every time he came across the
initial B, he put a red heck mark beside it with a fine point felt-tip pen..Thus armored, he at last arrived in the city of Sacramento, an hour before
dawn. Sacramento, which means "sacrament" in Italian and in Spanish, calls itself the Camellia Capital of the World, and holds a ten-day camellia
festival in early March-already advertised on billboards now in mid-January. The camellia, shrub and flower, is named for G. J. Camellus, a Jesuit
missionary who brought it from Asia to Europe in the eighteenth century..Round one hit Ichabod in the left thigh, because Junior fired while
bringing the weapon up from his side, but the next two were solid torso scores. This was not bad for an amateur, even if the distance to target was
nearly short enough to define their encounter as hand-to-hand combat, and Junior decided that if the deformation of his left foot hadn't prevented
him from fighting in Vietnam, he would have acquitted himself exceptionally well in the war.."I mean it. You have a lot of responsibilities here.
Barty. Pie Lady Services. People who depend on you. Friends who love you. When you came on board with me, mister, you bought into a whole
lot more than you can walk away from.".Jacob grunted, but probably not because he'd heard what had been said about him, more likely because
he'd just turned the page to find a photo of dead cattle piled up like driftwood against the American Legion Hall in some flood-ravaged town in
Arkansas..impress the hell out of the hoity-toity types, take their money, and get famous.".He did not answer Hound's question..Because of his
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blindness and his intellectual gifts, Barty was home schooled; besides, no teacher was a match for his autodidactic skills, nor could anyone possibly
inspire in him a greater thirst for knowledge than the one with which he had been born. Angel went to this same informal classroom, and her sole
fellow student was also her teacher. They aced the periodic equivalency tests that the law required. Their constant companionship seemed to be all
play, yet was filled with constant learning, too..find the detective's unlikely theory and persistent questioning to be tedious. "I seriously doubt that a
dose of ipecac would produce such a violent response as in this case-not pharyngeal hemorrhage, for God's.With remarkably little splash, the sedan
eased into the water. Briefly it floated, bobbling near shore, tipped forward by the weight of the engine. As the lake flooded in through the floor
vents, the vehicle settled steadily-then sank rapidly when water reached the two partially open windows..A sense of mystery overcame Agnes,
unnerving but not entirely or even primarily unpleasant..Abruptly alert, sitting up on the edge of the bed, Celestina knew the caller could not be the
comatose old woman, so she said angrily, "Who the hell is this?".On Tuesday, January 2, Junior met with the drug dealer who had introduced him
to Google, the document forger, and he arranged to purchase a 9-mm handgun with custom-machined silencer..At the next comer, instead of
continuing south, Junior angled aggressively in front of oncoming pedestrians, stepped off the curb, and headed east, traversing the, intersection
against the advice of a Don't Walk sign. Horns blared, a city bus nearly flattened him, but he made.Even though he now knew what a hateful person
the nurse was, he remained strongly attracted to her. He was not the kind of man, however, who would take advantage of an unconscious
woman..The dining room again, but this time he remembered how he had gotten here: by way of the living room.."Honey," Angel said to her
daughter, "show us that game you were just playing with Koko. Show us, honey. Come on. Show us. Show us.".If the angular mass was Neddy, the
vaguely warm, damp something must be the strangled man's protruding tongue..Unsupervised meditation without seed, in sessions longer than an
hour, entails risk. To his horror, Junior would discover some of the dangers in September..Another machine beside the first, stocked with copies of
a sexually explicit publication for gays, fired a quarter that hit Junior's forehead. The next snapped against the bridge of his
nose.."Shape-taking?".On the drive home, Junior dropped the knife down a storm drain in Larkspur. He tossed the gloves in a Dumpster in Corte
Madera..BASEBALL CAP IN HAND, he stood on Agnes's front porch this Sunday evening, a big man with the demeanor of a shy boy..Eleven
years later, a few months after marrying Agnes, Joey mysteriously invited Edom to accompany him on "a little drive," and took his bewildered
brother-in-law to a nursery. They returned home with fifty pound bags of special mulch, jars of plant food, and an array of new tools. Together,
they stripped the sod from the side yard, turned the soil, and prepared the ground for the rich variety of hybrid starter plants that were delivered the
following week..Ordinarily, she would have returned to the first of the candles and offered a second fragment to Saint Peter. In this case, however,
she entrusted it to the least known of the apostles, because she was sure that he must have special significance in this matter..Unbuttoning her
blouse, Celestina said, "Traditionally, puppies don't have a role in weddings.".He wasn't a marksman, anyway. He couldn't handle anything more
than close-up work..Nicholas Deed was not the knave. He had already brought all the ruin into their lives that he was going to bring..She pushed
her chair back from the table and got to her feet, and everyone followed her example..She asked him how many fingers she was holding up, and he
said four, and four it was. Then two fingers. Then seven. Her hands so pale, the palms both bruised..Hope was the handmaid to Agnes's faith. She
always held fast to the belief that the future would be bright, but right now she was hesitant to test that optimism even with a harmless card reading.
Yet, as with the fifth place setting, she was reluctant to object..In his head, without apparent effort, Barty kept a running total of the number of
seconds that he had been alive, and of the number of words in every book that he read. Agnes never checked his word totals for an entire volume;
however, when she cited any page in a book that he'd just finished, he knew the number of words it contained..He ardently wished that he hadn't
killed her with such merciful swiftness. If he'd tortured her first, he would now have the memory of her suffering from which to take
consolation..Perhaps Dr. Parkhurst, too, was disturbed by this fascistic and fanatical spew sampling, because he became brusque. "I have a few
appointments to keep. By the time I make evening rounds, I expect Mr. Cain to.Maria looked stricken when she answered the doorbell, for she
intuited that a visit, instead of a call, meant the worst..The odds against this phenomenal eleven-card draw must be millions to one, which seemed
to give the predictions validity..Off with the cap. Yellow capsules in the bottle, also blue. He managed to shake one of each color into the palm of
his left hand without spilling the rest on the floor..lawn before they knew that the prodigy's invisible cloak wouldn't accommodate him as it did the
girl. Cool, drenching rain pounded Tom at once, and he scooped Barty off the steps as Grace had gathered up.Although he ate more meals in
restaurants than not, he hadn't ordered a burger in twenty-two months, since finding the quarter embedded in the half-melted slice of cheddar, in
December of '65. Indeed, since then, he'd never risked a sandwich of any kind in a restaurant, limiting his selections to foods that were served open
on the plate..He knew the titles that he wanted: "Tunnel in the Sky, Between Planets, Starman Jones. ".Smiling in the fearless dark, she listened to
the rhythmic breathing of a sleeping boy..He went upstairs to change out of his dark blue suit and badly scuffed black shoes..He had been walking
ever since, two and a half years, with brief respites in Bright Beach..Four blocks from his office, on a street more upscale than his own, Nolly came
to the Tollman Building. Built in the 1930s, it had an Art Deco flair. The public areas featured travertine floors, and a WPA-ers mural extolling the
machine age brightened a lobby wall..With a shiver, Kathleen said, "We'd like to know more about why we did the things we did for you. Why the
quarters? Why the song?".A quick review of these book spines revealed that the treasured Zedd collection wasn't here..Smiling again, speaking in a
voice hardly louder than a whisper, he said, "Got a wedding date to keep.".Between Isleton and Locke, Junior first became aware of several points
of soreness on his face. He could feel no swelling, no cuts or scrapes, and the rearview mirror revealed only the fine features that had caused more
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women's hearts to race than all the amphetamines ever manufactured..For forty-eight hours, he pumped himself full of prescription antihistamines,
immersed himself in bathtubs brimming with numbingly cold water, and lathered himself with soothing lotions. In misery, gripped by self-pity, he
dared not think about the 9-mm pistol that he had stolen from Frieda Bliss..Paul recalled the letter he had written to Reverend Harrison White a
couple weeks after the death of Joey Lampion. He'd carried it home from the pharmacy on the day that Perri died, to ask for her opinion of it. The
letter had never been mailed.."I get peed off, and I miss some things terrible. But I'm not sad. And you've got to not be sad, either, 'cause it spoils
everything."."Maria brought that from Mexico," Barty said. "She thought it was pretty funny. So do I. It's a hoot. Mom says it isn't really
blasphemous, because it wasn't meant to be by the people who made it, and because Jesus would want you to have cookies, and, besides, it reminds
us to be thankful for all the good things we get.".Breath held, Celestina confirmed what she had suspected about the child since the quick glimpse
she'd had in the surgery. Its skin was cafe au lait with a warming touch of caramel..Grinning but with an odd edge of concern in his expression that
Celestina could see even through her tears, Wally said, "Does that mean you ... you will?".In his light backpack, he carried one change of clothes,
spare socks, candy bars, bottled water. He planned his journeys to be in a town every nightfall, where he washed one set of clothes and donned the
other.
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