The Autism War A Novel

THE AUTISM WAR A NOVEL
The paramedic, fingers pressed to the radial artery in Junior's right wrist, must have felt a rocket-quick acceleration in his pulse rate..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..After the detective returned the box to the nightstand, the coin began to turn again..From the phone, Barty proceeded
directly to the refrigerator. He opened the door, got a can of orange soda, and returned without hesitation to his chair at the table..ice bags. I almost
laughed at his tendency to morbidness and self dramatization. The living dead had not come to get him: just some rubber ice bags..She wouldn't
answer him, but he was as convinced by her silence as he would have been by a blurted confession--or by a denial, for that matter. Her wild eyes
convinced him, too, and her trembling mouth. Naomi had come back to be with him, and it could be argued that Seraphim had returned in a sense,
too, for this girl was the flesh of Seraphim's flesh, born out of her death..Even at this post midnight hour, the lounge would sometimes be as
crowded with worried loved ones as at any other time of the day. This morning, however, the only life under the threat of the scythe appeared to be
Wally's; the sole vigil being kept was for him..The afternoon was winding down, and the lowering sky seemed to be drawn steadily toward the
earth by threads of gray light that reeled westward, ever faster, over the horizon's spool. The air smelled like rain waiting to happen..Bartholomew
was an uncommon name, however, and logic suggested that if the baby was now called Bartholomew, he'd been named for his adoptive dad.
Therefore, a search of the listings might be fruitful..On the other hand, one needed to believe in something. Junior didn't clutter his mind with
superstitious nonsense or allow himself to be constrained by the views of bourgeois society or by its smug concepts of right and wrong, good and
evil. From Zedd, he'd learned that he was the sole master of his universe. Self-realization through self-esteem was his doctrine; total freedom and
guiltless pleasure were the rewards of faithful adherence to his principles. What he believed in-the only thing he believed in-was Junior Cain, and
in this he was a fiercely passionate believer, devout unto himself Consequently, as Caesar Zedd explained, when any man was clearheaded enough
to cast off all the false.Junior got in the car once more, slammed the door, and said, "Panfaced, double-chinned, half-bald, puke-collecting
creep.".With a bark of pain, chest to chest with defeat, the killer was borne downward by the fragrant weight, in a clink and clatter of brass
handles..Having gotten the new roof for them at cost, Agnes subsequently put together donations from a dozen individuals and one church group to
cover all but two hundred dollars of the outlay..From a distance and through a scattering of trees, Junior wasn't able to discern much about the other
funeral, but he was pretty sure many if not most of that crowd were Negroes. He surmised, therefore, that the person being buried was a Negro,
too..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..She was a duplicitous bitch, too. After coming on to him, after teasing a reaction out of him, she had
run off and gossiped about him as though he had instigated the seduction. Worse, to make herself feel important, she had told the police her skewed
version, surely with much colorful embellishment..After a while, a voice broke the vacuum-perfect silence. Bob Chicane. His instructor..a scene
out of a movie about Robin Hood: a battle with cudgels on a slippery log bridge over a river. "Yes. I ... I'm still soaked with sweat.".No hesitation
preceded Grace's response. "That's very generous of you, Paul. And I, for one, accept. Is this the house where you lived with your Perri?".After just
twenty-one days, the boy's adaptation to blindness was amazing but clearly the gathered audience stood in anticipation of something more
remarkable than his unhalting progress and unerring sense of direction..As he headed toward the door, the detective said, "Don't forget your apple
juice. Got to build some strength for the trial.".. So he calls it the King. If you find him his King, he'll treat you well. He's often here. Come on, I'll
show you. Dog can't track till he's had the scent."."You should call San Francisco police, have them put your place under surveillance and nail him
if he turns up."."This card to mean also is family love, and is love from many friends, not just to be kissy-kissy love," Maria elucidated..As he
edged closer, to better hear the conversation, he became aware of someone staring at him. He looked up into anthracite eyes, into a gaze as sharp as
that of any bird, set in the lean face of a thirty something man thinner than a winter-starved crow.."With this money, you won't have to cut back on
the number of pies you give away--and all of that.".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..He felt remarkably well when he
arrived home: calm, proud of his quick thinking and stalwart action, pleasantly tired. He hadn't chosen to kill again; this obligation had been thrust
on him by fate. Yet he had proven that the boldness he'd shown on the fire tower, rather than being a transient strength, was a deeply rooted
quality..When his search of the desk drawers was only half completed, the telephone rang-not the usual strident bell, but a modulated electronic
brrrrr. He had no intention of answering it..Ichabod passed Bartholomew through the open door to Celestina in the passenger's seat, went around
the Buick, put the tote bag in the back, and climbed behind the wheel once more..Sometimes Angel seemed troubled by what she'd been told about
her grandfather, and at those moments she appeared downcast, somber. But she was just three, after all, too young to grasp the permanence of
death. She would probably not have been surprised if Harrison White had walked through the door in a little while, during The Man from
U.N.C.L.E. or The Lucy Show..He raised the lower sash of the tall double-hung window and slipped quietly into the dark kitchen. Because the
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window served also as an emergency exit, it wasn't set above a counter, and ingress was easy..He usually ate lunch alone in his office. The room
was the size of an elevator, but of course didn't go up or down. It went sideways, however, in the sense that herein Paul was transported into
wondrous lands of adventure..Although Celestina felt a little paranoid, being so security-minded in this safe neighborhood, nevertheless she
searched, out the master control button and engaged the power locks..Finally, he said, "What I did was grab the shovel, dig a hole really fast, and
bury Muffin in it up to her neck-just until she calmed down.".One of the paramedics had stooped beside him to press a cool hand against the nape
of his neck. Now this man said urgently, "Kenny!.The detective shrugged. "The girl might've had her baby at a third rate hospital, one with poor
control of patients' records and a less professional staff. Or the kid might have been placed for adoption through some baby brokerage in it strictly
for the money. Then there would've been opportunities to learn something. But as soon as I discovered it was St. Mary's, I knew we were
screwed.".Regardless of her other successes or failures as a parent, Agnes intended to make certain that Barty never lacked hope, that meaning and
purpose flowed through the boy as constantly as blood..Considering the protection that it would afford him in a world full of warmongers, Junior
considered the loss of the toe, while tragic, to be a necessary disfigurement. To his doctors and nurses, he made jokes about dismemberment, and in
general he put on a brave face, for which he knew he was much admired..Finding nothing more of interest in the study, he considered searching the
rest of the house..From San Francisco south to Orange County Airport on a crowded commuter flight, then farther south along the coast by rental
car, Paul Damascus brought Grace, Celestina, and Angel to the Lampion house. "Before we go to my place, there's someone I very much want you
to meet. She's not expecting us, but I'm sure it'll be okay."."Even when I was a young boy," Tom continued, "the world felt a lot different to me
from the way it looked to other people. I don't mean I was smarter. I've got maybe a little better than average IQ, but nothing I could brag about.
Flunked geography twice and history once. No one would ever confuse me and Einstein. It's just, I felt ... such complexity and mystery that other
people didn't appreciate, such layered beauty, layers upon layers like phyllo pastry, each new layer more amazing than the last. I can't explain it to
you without sounding like a holy fool, but even as a boy, I wanted to serve the God who had created so much wonder, regardless of how strange
and perhaps even beyond all understanding He might be.".They were as gracious as any people he had ever met, but they also seemed genuinely
interested in his story. He wasn't surprised that."Will do. Check out those paintings he collects. People pay real money for them, even people
who've never been in a looney bin.".He was a patriotic guy, and he preferred American rock to the British brand. He had nothing against the
English, no prejudices against people of any nationality. Nevertheless, he believed that the American Top 40 ought to feature American music
exclusively.."Couldn't carry these three ladies," he said. "Svelte as they are, they still weigh more than a backpack."."No member of the society
ever violates a secret confidence," Agnes assured him..She was in Paul's arms again, as though by magic, and he ran as fire broke through the
cedar-shake shingles and as the roof shuddered under them. Airborne through billowing smoke. Across flames that briefly caressed the soles of his
shoes..Maria turned sideways in her chair and dealt from the top of the four-deck stack, onto the table in front of Barty..2000, the Year of the
Dragon, gives way without a roar to the Year of the Snake, and after the Snake comes the Horse. Day by day the work is done, in memory of those
who have gone before us, and embarked upon work of her own, young Mary is out there among you. For now, only her family knows how very
special she is. On one momentous day, that will change..He left by the back door, to avoid the aftermath seeping across the foyer floor. Fog
enveloped him, cool and refreshing..Slow deep breathing forgotten, gasping like a drowning swimmer, a sudden sweat dripping from his brow,
Junior used one foot to prod the fallen man..Crossing Spruce Hills with John, Paul, George, Ringo, and dead Thomas, Junior headed back toward
Victoria's place, where Sinatra was no longer singing..His daughter, his affliction, his millstone, granddaughter of the boil-giving voodoo Baptist
....IMPLODE To burst inward under pressure. Like the hull of a submarine at too great a depth..Junior closed his weary eyes and gratefully
submitted as the paramedic wiped his greasy face and his crusted lips with a cool, damp cloth..With his ringleted yellow hair, coiled mustache, and
haughty right file, this was a jack that looked as if he might be a knave in the worst sense of the word.."How's something so delicious come from a
fat, smelly, dirty, snorting old pig?".I know what you're thinking," her mother said, reaching across the table and placing one hand over Celestina's.
"I know how useless you feel, how helpless, how small, but you must remember this . . ..The possibility that he'd left a clear fingerprint on the
watch crystal had to be judged remote. And the band had been too textured to take a print useful to the police..In a state of wonderment that was
laced with dread rather than delight, he looked up from the quarter, seeking an explanation from Vanadium, expecting to see that anaconda
smile..Recognizing the danger of saying the wrong thing, the potential for self-incrimination, Junior clenched his jaws and waited..Junior
vigorously scrubbed his corpse-licked cheek with one hand. Then he scrubbed his hand against the musician's raincoat..Clearly, the musician
recognized him, which seemed unlikely, even extraordinary, considering that they'd never spoken to each other, and considering that Junior must
be only one of thousands of customers who had passed through that lounge in the past three years.."But I had greater facility with cards than most
magicians. I trained with Moses Moon, greatest card mechanic of his generation.".Junior didn't care which explanation was correct. Only one thing
mattered: The Bartholomew hunt was at last nearing an end. On Wednesday, December 27, Junior met Google, the document forger, in a theater,
during a matinee of Bonnie and Clyde..He had met her in a university adult-extension course tided "Increasing Self-Esteem Through Controlled
Screaming." Participants were taught to identify harmful repressed emotions and dissipate them through the authentic vocal imitations of a variety
of animals..Junior had come to the gumshoe four days ago, with business that might have made a reputable investigator uncomfortable. He needed
to discover whether Seraphim White had given birth at a San Francisco hospital earlier this month and where the baby might be found. Since he
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wasn't prepared to reveal any relationship to Seraphim, and since he resisted devising a cover story on the assumption that a competent private
detective would at once see through it, his interest in this baby inevitably seemed sinister..Agnes was able to respond, Paul sprang up and moved
away. Other friends knelt and crouched and bent to her, and she lost sight of the pharmacist as he moved off through the dispersing crowd..Now,
the hateful music unnerved him. He became convinced that if he went home alone, the phantom chanteuse-whether Victoria Bressler's vengeful
ghost or something else-would croon to him once more. He wanted company and distraction, after all..Celestina hardly knew Paul, and although
he'd saved her mother's life, his offer raised a look of doubt from her..He had never expressed opposition to starting a family. She'd had no reason
to fear telling him that she was carrying their child.."In a way, he does," Vanadium said. "When you're as hollow as Enoch Cain, the emptiness
aches. He's desperate to fill it, but he doesn't have the patience or the commitment to fill it with anything worthwhile. Love, charity, faith,
wisdom-those virtues and others are hard won, with commitment and patience, and we acquire them one spoonful at a time. Cain wants to be filled
quickly. He wants the emptiness inside poured full, in quick great gushes, and right now. ".Indeed, she found it difficult to talk with her son in their
usual easy way. She heard a stiffness in her voice that she knew would sooner or later be apparent to him..WHILE THE SLATS of ash-gray light
slowly lost their meager luster, and sable shadows metastasized in sinister profusion, the sentinel silence remained unbroken between Junior Cain
and the birthmarked man..The boy's silvery giggles rang as merrily as sleigh bells, his Christmas spirit undampened. "Not between, Mommy.
Nobody could do that. I just ran where the rain wasn't.".Three and a half days had passed since he'd pushed his wife off the tower, and in that time
he'd had no real fun. He was gregarious by nature, never one to turn down a party invitation. He liked to laugh, to love, to live, but he couldn't
enjoy life when he must remember at all times to appear bereft and to keep sorrow in his voice..Remember the beauty of rage. Channel the anger
and be a winner. Act now, think later..The words of Robert Louis Stevenson, well read, poured another time and place into the room as smoothly as
lemonade pouring from pitcher into glass..In time, his hand tightened feebly on hers. And a while after that hopeful sign, his eyelids fluttered,
opened.."I'm really not sad, Mom. I'm not. I don't like it this way, being blind. It's ... hard." His small voice, musical as are the voices of most
children, touching in its innocence, spun a fragile thread of melody in the dark, and seemed too sweet to be speaking of these bitter things. "Real
hard. But being sad won't help. Being sad won't make me see again.".HAVING COMPLETED HER English lesson, Maria Elena Gonzalez went
home with a plastic shopping bag full of precisely damaged clothes and a smaller, paper bag containing cherry muffins for her two girls..sky grew
sullen in the early twilight, and the city once more arrayed itself in the red gesso and gold leaf that had indirectly illuminated Celestina's apartment
ceiling the previous night..This humble house wasn't where you expected to hear an elaborate custom doorbell-or even any doorbell at all, since
knuckles on wood were the cheapest announcement of a visitor..Still relishing her little pretense of rejection, Victoria did not touch the rose. "What
kind of woman do you think I am?"."Simon's a good man. Now that he pretty much knows Cain pushed the wife, he doesn't feel better about
representing him just because the payoff was big. And in the current case, he's not Cain's lawyer, so there's no conflict of interest, no ethics
problem, so he's got a chance to set things right a little.".Of course, Seraphim's child would not have a telephone. He was just a baby, dangerous to
Junior in a way that was not clear, but a baby nonetheless..The city was less than seven miles on a side, only forty-six square miles, but Junior was
nevertheless faced with a daunting task. Hundreds of thousands of people resided within the city limits.."I hope it was all right I let him in, Mr.
Cain." Sparky had a capuchin's overbite, too. "He told me it was an emergency.".At the stream Serrenen, where it runs within the north wall of the
city, the midwife gave Otter his true name, by which he is remembered in islands far from Havnor..Junior stepped back and squeezed off two shots,
aiming for the lock. One round tore a chunk out of the jamb, but the other cracked through the door, shattering more than wood, and the brass knob
wobbled and almost fell out..He closed his eyes again and seemed asleep, but then as she clicked off the lamp, he murmured, "You have your halo
again.".After a silent moment of surprise, Nork or Knacker, or Hisscus, said, "Your sentiment is understandable, Mr. Cain, but it's customary in
these matters--".According to Helen, more than half the paintings had been sold by the close of the reception, a record for the gallery. With the
exhibition scheduled to run two fall weeks, she was confident that they would enjoy a sellout or the next thing to it..Drawn one after the other, two
knaves of spades didn't signify two deadly enemies, but meant that the enemy already predicted by the first would be unusually powerful,
exceptionally dangerous..The chest respirator, which Joshua had evidently applied, lay discarded on the bedclothes beside her. She seldom required
this apparatus to assist her breathing, and then only at night.."Can't pay us as well as Losen does. But we could live," Otter argued.."Oil and
natural-gas pipelines will fracture, explode. A sea of fire will wash cities, killing hundreds of thousands more.".Returning his attention to his own
shoes, Jacob said, "So ... what am I supposed to do about this?"."Better hold on tight to her," Wally warned Celestina, braking to a halt at the
intersection. "She'll float up and away, then we'll have to call the fire department to get her down.".Junior had almost fumbled his fork when he
recognized the tune. His heart raced. His hands were suddenly clammy..The infant's smile was so captivating and his puzzlement so comically
earnest that both expressions worked on Agnes's misery as surely as yeast leavens dough. Her bitter tears turned sweet.."The doctors," he
continued, "needed to repair damage to the left frontal sinus, the sphenoidal sinus, and the sinus cavernous, which had all been partially crushed by
that pewter candlestick. Frontal, malar, ethmoid, maxillary, sphenoid, and palatine bones had to be rebuilt to properly contain my right eye, because
it sort of ... well, it dangled. That was just for starters, and there was considerable essential dental work, as well. I elected not to have any cosmetic
surgery.".Rising from his chair and rolling down his shirt-sleeves, Nolly said, "If you'll be our guest for dinner, I suspect we'll all have a fascinating
evenings.".Evidently, her face was knotted with the effort to remember what the child had looked like, for the physician said, "Yes? What's
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wrong?"."There's a valuable lesson in that," Agnes said. "Others can learn from it if you care to share. But if you want to record your life only up to
the card cheating, that's okay, too. Even that far, it's a fascinating journey, a story that shouldn't be lost with you when you pass on. Libraries are
packed with biographies of movie stars and politicians' most of them not capable of as much meaningful self-analysis as you'd get from a toad. We
don't need to know more about celebrities' lives, Obadiah. What might help us, what might even save us, is knowing more about the lives of real
people who've never made it even medium but who know where they came from and why.".Since her conversation with Joshua Nunn the previous
Thursday, she'd had more than four days to armor herself for the worst. She prepared for it as well as any mother could while still holding on to her
sanity..Turning, turning, turning, the mysterious warning in his mind: The spirit of Bartholomew ... will find you ... and mete out the terrible
judgment that you deserve..They were in the rain, the solid-glassy-pounding-roaring rain, every bit as much as Gene Kelly had been when he
danced and sang and capered along a storm-soaked city street in that movie, but whereas the actor had been saturated by the end of the number,
these two children remained dry. Tom's eyes strained to resolve this paradox, even though he knew that all miracles defied resolution..Never would
he pause to reload at this desperate penultimate moment, when success or failure might be decided in mere seconds. That would be the choice of a
man who thought first and acted later, the behavior of a born loser..While you're trying to decide, hand me a knife, and I'll cut your jugular you
brainless medical-school dropout..Junior lifted the pattie with a fork, found no quarter under it, and put the meat on one half of the bun. He
constructed the sandwich from these fixings, added ketchup and mustard, and took a great, delicious, satisfying bite..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..Dinner was available in the lounge. Junior enjoyed a superb
filet mignon with a split of fine Cabernet Sauvignon..So runs the water away, away,.Gradually, Agnes realized that this was not a prayer for the
soul of a deceased infant but for the survival of one still alive..Caesar Zedd teaches that every experience in our lives, unto the smallest moment
and simplest act, is preserved in memory, including every witless conversation we've ever endured with the worst dullards we've met. For this
reason, he wrote a book about why we must never suffer bores and fools and about how we can be rid of them, offering hundreds of strategies for
scouring them from our lives, including homicide, which he claims to favor, though only tongue-in-cheek..In the crisis, the rack holding her oxygen
bottle had been rolled to the bed. The breathing mask lay on the pillow beside her..Two more uniformed officers had entered the kitchen, fresh
from their search of the apartment. They were amused..As though he were home to a species of termites that preferred the taste of men to that of
wood, Vanadium felt a squirming in his marrow..body on the flight out of San Francisco. When finally her obligations were met, she.Joey was
standing just outside, gazing in at her. His blue eyes were seas where sorrow sailed..When Paul practiced the quarter trick, he usually did so on the
sofa or in an armchair, and always in a room with carpeting, because when dropped on a hard surface, the coin rolled and required too much
chasing..If the detective believed that Seraphim had been raped, his natural desire to exact vengeance for his friend's daughter might motivate him
to commit the relentless harassment that Junior had endured now for four days..Carrying the brochure, Vanadium returned to the bathroom and
switched on the overhead light. He stared at the slashed wall, at the name red and ravaged..The moment that the roof of the car vanished beneath
the water, Junior hurried away, retracing on foot the route he had driven. He didn't have to go all the way back to Vanadium's place, only to the
dark house where he'd left Victoria Bressler. He had a date with a dead woman..They knew no one named Bartholomew, and she had never heard
the name from him before, but she knew what he wanted. He was speaking of the son he would never see..To the phone, the police. No dial tone.
Pointless to rattle the disconnect switch. The line had been cut..Finally, only thirty miles south of Spruce Hills, he reluctantly acknowledged that
slow deep breathing, positive thoughts, high self esteem, and firm resolve weren't sufficient to subdue his treacherous bowels. He needed to find
lodging for the night. He didn't care about a swimming pool or a king-size bed, or a free continental breakfast. The only amenity that mattered was
indoor plumbing..Glancing at her in the rearview mirror, the driver said, "Pretty exhilarating, huh? Your first big show?".On the third of June, he
found another useless Bartholomew, and on Saturday, the twenty-fifth, two deeply disturbing events occurred. He switched on his kitchen radio
only to discover that "Paperback Writer," yet another Beatles song, had climbed to the top of the charts, and he received a call from a ea
woman..guarantee against self-incrimination, a slap in the face of justice, a violation of the rights of man..When she looked up from Barty, she saw
the attorney with his hands full of documents. "Surprise? I know what's in Joey's will.".the social worker and her family. Husband, wife, daughter,
son. The little girl smiled shyly through braces. The boy was impish..When he passed by his own lunch plate on the counter and again saw the
quarter gleaming in the cheese, he spat out a curse..In the morning, at breakfast, from this calmer perspective, he looked back at his tantrum in the
middle of the night and wondered if he might be in psychological trouble. He decided not. In November and December, Junior studied arcane texts
on the supernatural, went through new women at a pace prodigious even for him, found three Bartholomews, and finished ten needlepoint
pillows.."--and we're from different worlds, which I respect. I respect you and your wonderful family ... your centeredness, your certainty. I want to
do this only because it's what I owe you.".From his first birthday to his third, Barty made worthless all the child-care and child-development books
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that a first-time mother relied on to know what to expect of her offspring, and when. Barty grew and coped and learned according to his own
clock..Now Barty peered at the card, smacked his lips, smiled, and said, "Ga." With a flatulent squawk of the butt trumpet, he soiled his
diaper,.After moving all of a hundred feet, Celestina and Wally-with Grace fretting that someone would be hurt-had torn down the high stave fence
between properties, for theirs had become one family with many names: Lampion, White, Lipscomb, Isaacson. When backyards were joined and a
connecting walkway poured, Barty's travels from house to house were greatly simplified, and regular visits by the Gonzalez, Damascus, and
Vanadium branches of the clan were also facilitated..Barty set one other rule: "Without dying first ... and you have to be sure you can get
back.".This show was hopeless, disastrous, stupid, foolish, painful, lovely, wonderful, glorious, sweet..Again, he cast his line of memory into
murky waters nearly four years in the past, to the night of passion that he had shared with Seraphim in the parsonage. As before, he could recall
nothing she'd said, only the exquisite look of her, the nubile perfection of her body..To the open casement window, into the men's room. Still
seething with rage. Angrily cranking shut the twin panes while lazy tongues of fog licked through the narrowing gap..She dealt with them equally,
too, favoring neither-except in-the matter of pie delivery. On those rare occasions when she could not make these rounds herself and when she had
no one to turn to but a brother, Agnes always asked for Edom's help..In the name of Zedd, slow deep breaths. Focus not on the past, not on the
present, but only on the future. What has happened is of no importance. All that matters is what will happen next..Barty had awakened able to read.
On the page, lines of type no longer twisted under his gaze.
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