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Summary: This novel is written from the point of view of an injured infantryman in 

World War I. His name is Joe Bonham.

He is dreaming. Dreaming about his work at the bakery and what an awful headache he had. When he got that phone call from his mother saying that he has to come home because his father was dead. He dreams about how he arrives at home and his crying mother coming towards him. 

Then he wakes up and starts to gasp, as he can't get air. He feels nothing but pain, mostly in his spine. But suddenly the pain disappears and he just lay calm on the bed, exhausted. He is lying there and feels that he's wrapped up in bandages. Then he discovers that he can't hear, he can't open his eyes, he can't smell, he can't open his mouth and he can't move either his arms or legs. He breathes whit a machine and are fed through a tube. He is confused. He can't figure it out, how is it possible? It takes time, a lot of time, before he realises what's wrong. He tries to feel his way. He is not just a little deaf, he is stone deaf, and he can't hear just one little tiny thing. As he couldn't either see, smell or open his mouth he believes that his face is like a hole from ear to ear. And the arms and legs, he can feel himself lying on a bed in a hospital with his arms and legs amputated. 

Now he's all alone in his own dark, soundless world. Nobody to talk to anymore, whiteout himself in his mind.

He tries to think about what happened, where he is, and if his family knows that he is alive.

He knows that the answers of some of those questions are as good as impossible to know. But he is almost sure that it was a shell, which made him a half-man. 

As time goes he begins to wonder how long he has been at the hospital. He can feel the vibrations of persons who enters the room. So he starts to count the visits of the nurse. The nurse comes regularly and he starts counting the seconds between her visits. But it's hard, real hard. Not only counting, calculate and remember the time, it's also hard to stay awake. That's his biggest problem and he fears to fall asleep. He keeps on with his work, but it's in vain. It's impossible for him, he tries every time the nurse enters the room. But it's no good, he will never manage to count the correct time. He tries to think of two blackboards, with the minutes written on the left and the hours on the right. After an hour or two it's all mixed up anyway, so the problem remains. One day he gets an idea. If he only could feel the sunrise and the sunset, and stay awake for 24 hours, then the only thing to do is counting how many times the nurse comes into the room. He stiffens his body and starts concentrating, he must use every inch of his body to have a chance to feel the very small oscillations of the temperature. 

A long time passes, maybe months before he gets it properly and when he's done he gets an overwhelming feeling of satisfaction. He's pleased. The nurse comes 6 times every 24-hour, he gets his bath every 12:th visit and new sheets at the same time. Each time he feels the vibrations of the nurses' feet against the floor, he gets excited. He wants company. 

The nurse comes and leaves every day, time flies and the year passes. 

He´s thinking off his former life. How he and his family used to live in their house in 

Shale City. With the most famous little garden in town, where they had it all, vegetables, fruit, splendid vines and extraordinary bantams almost completely providing themselves.  

Ones in a while he thinks of death and how relieved he would be if he only could die, kill himself. In one way he is already dead. But he can't even fall out of his bed and drive his feeding tube through his stomach. He can't do anything, hardly roll a bit from side to side, but never so much that he could roll over.

When four years had passed he went desperately to communicate with the world outside. He started using the Morse code, which he clearly could remember from his childhood. He began to tap with his head against the bed. He tapped all day and all night. From that moment he was awake to the time he fell asleep. Nothing really happened in the beginning and the only response he got from the doctors was a needle-stick in his stump to arm and dope so he would calm down and stop tapping. But he was totally convinced that someone someday should see his "scream" for help.  

One day it happened something marvellous. The nurse came in to his room and he could tell by the vibrations that it's not the usual nurse, who he believes is quite big and middle-aged.

When this "new" woman touches him he feels that she is much younger, smoother and not at all as big as the regular nurses. She bathes him and change his sheets just as normal. But when all is set and it's time for her to leave, she takes a stool and puts it right beside his bed. She opens his night-shirt and begins to move her fingertips over his chest. It's the same move over and over again, with small pauses in between to see if he had understood what she was doing. 

After a while he recognised the movement. It was the letter M and when the pause came he nodded as much as he could. He understood. When he knew what she was up to, it went a lot faster to get the right letters. It came thirteen more letters and when she was ready, he could read MERRY CHRISTMAS.

Now he had accomplished the most impossible thing to do, she understood him and he understood her. He was happy. The first time in years he felt that way. 

(Read the end of the book for yourself) 

