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meters—creating the illusion that the glass is 
moving up and down far more than it actually 
is. “Whether you move 
the glass sideways or 
in displacement, most 
people perceive it as 
displacement because 
that’s what they’re expecting,” says Mike Levin, 
vice president of Immersion’s industrial con-
trol group. “The brain is tricked into believing 
that it’s a press motion.”

Giving the sense of touch its due could 
have many advantages. In cars, haptic 
touch screens could tell drivers which 
dashboard instrument they have adjusted with-
out requiring them to take their eyes off the 
road, preventing accidents by reducing “glance 
time.” In hospitals, touch screens would be eas-
ier to sanitize than keyboards. And as with many 
successful technologies, learning to use haptic 
touch screens is intuitive. “There’s an instant 
‘Aha!”’ Levin says. “It just feels right.”

If the British consultant Simon Anholt had his 
way, sitting at the cabinet table with the sec-
retary of defense and the attorney general 
would be a secretary of branding. Indeed, he 
foresees a day when the most important part 
of foreign policy isn’t defense or trade but 
image—and when countries would protect 
and promote their images through coordi-
nated branding departments. “I’ve visited 
a great many countries where they have min-
isters for things that are far less important,” 
he says.

This year, Anholt, a prolific speaker, adviser 
to numerous governments and editor of the 
journal Place Branding, published “Brand 
America: The Mother of All Brands,” in which 
he predicted that the days when countries will 
essentially open their own in-house marketing 
shops are right around the corner. “Govern-
ments understand this very well, and most of 
them are now trying or have tried in the past to 
achieve some kind of control over their imag-
es,” Anholt writes. He may be on to something, 
since governments are quickly realizing that 
image maintenance isn’t just about reeling in 
tourists—witness Karen Hughes’s high-profile 
public-diplomacy efforts or Tony Blair’s Public 
Diplomacy Strategy Board, an outgrowth of 
Britain’s “Cool Britannia” campaign. Late last 
year, the Persian Gulf state Oman hired Landor 
Associates, a brand consulting outfit, to devel-
op and promote “Brand Oman.”

Public boosterism campaigns are nothing 
new. But true nation branding, Anholt says, in-
volves close coordination of the often disparate 
factors that go into a country’s international 
image: tourism promotion, trade, even foreign 
policy. Just as companies have learned to “live 
the brand,” countries should consider their rep-
utations carefully—because, he says, in the in-
terconnected world, that’s what statecraft is all 
about. “Today’s community of nations is open, 
transparent and substantially democratic—in 
many ways, like a marketplace,” he writes in 

“Brand America.” “The state’s reputation is 
therefore of critical importance.” Given how dif-
ficult it is for an unpopular America to make its 
way in the world, maybe Anholt isn’t as crazy as 
he sounds.

this size could have a palliative effect upon 
the “unified field” of consciousness that con-
nects all human beings and thereby bring 
about the conditions for world peace.

This fall, Lynch toured 13 schools across 
the United States to promote his plans. 
Skeptics might wonder how a filmmaker re-
nowned for his dark visions could devote 
so much energy to the cultivation of happi-
ness. Lynch, however, sees no contradiction. 

“You don’t have to suffer yourself to portray 
suffering,” he says.

2005 The Year in Ideas

Accredited Bliss  by Charles Wilson

The director of “Mulholland 
Drive” hopes to finance seven 

“universities of peace,” with en-
dowments of $1 billion each, where students 
would practice Transcendental Meditation. 
Developed by Maharishi Mahesh Yogi in the 
late 1950’s, T.M. is a technique whereby indi-
viduals repeat a mantra to themselves during 
two 20-minute sessions per day. Lynch began 
practicing it 32 years ago as a student. T.M. rid 
him him of his deep anger, he says, and en-
livened his creative process. “When you dive 
within,” Lynch says, “you experience an un-
bounded ocean of bliss consciousness.”

Lynch says he believes that undergraduates 
today—3 of 10 of whom say they suffer from 

depression or an anxiety disorder—need to 

f you think financing a motion picture is difficult, consider for a moment the fund-
raising bench mark that the filmmaker David Lynch set this year for his new David 

Lynch Foundation for Consciousness-Based Education and World Peace: $7 billion.
find that unbounded ocean even more than 
he did in 1973. To that end, he has recently 
offered to help underwrite for-credit “peace 
studies” classes, which would include T.M. in-
struction, at a number of universities. Pending 
approval, American University will offer one of 
these classes next year. Researchers there will 

also begin studying the technique’s effects on 
student grades, I.Q.’s and mental health. 

Drawing on the work of John Hagelin, 
a quantum physicist and T.M. practitioner, Lynch 
harbors broader hopes that the seven universi-
ties of peace could enable the square root of 1 
percent of the world’s population—about 8,000 
people—to simultaneously do an advanced ver-
sion of the T.M. technique called “yogic flying.” 
Lynch and Hagelin say that a mass meditation of 

I

Branding Nations  by Clay Risen

Genetic Theory of Harry Potter  by Stephen Mihm
This summer, the journal Nature published 
“Harry Potter and the Recessive Allele,” a let-
ter that argued that J. K. Rowling’s tales of the 
young wizard Harry Potter offer an opportu-
nity to educate children in modern theories 
of heredity. 

As almost everyone above the age of 3 
knows, the Harry Potter novels depict a world 
divided into people who possess magical pow-
ers (wizards and witches) and those who do 
not (Muggles). Not everyone can be a wizard; 
indeed, after careful review of the evidence, 
the authors of the Nature letter concluded that 
wizards evidently inherit their gifts from their 
parents as predicted by the theories of the 
19th-century geneticist Gregor Mendel.

Apparently, wizardry (or the lack thereof) 
is determined by a linked pair of genes, or al-
leles, that you inherit from your parents, one 
allele from each parent. The researchers hy-
pothesized that wizardry is a recessive trait, 
like blue eyes, meaning that an individual who 
inherits from his parents one wizard allele and 
one Muggle allele (wM or Mw) will not display 

Touch Screens That Touch Back  by Catherine Price
Americans are familiar with the touch 
screens on A.T.M.’s, casino games and 
flight check-in kiosks. Curiously, though, 
none of these technologies actually take 
advantage of a user’s sense of touch. De-
spite our skin’s enormous ability to give us 
feedback about our surroundings, our eyes 
dominate our other senses.

That may be about to change. Develop-
ments in haptic technology—that is, tech-
nology that simulates the sense of touch—
suggest that our machines are about to start 
touching back. Immersion, a company in San 
Jose, Calif., has developed new systems that 
enable touch screens to give tactile feedback: 
when you press the buttons on a screen, you 
actually feel them click, as if they were but-
tons on a touch-tone phone—even though the 
screen is not actually being depressed. 

This is achieved, counterintuitively, by mov-
ing the glass of the touch-screen display quick-
ly from side to side by about 0.2 to 0.3 milli-
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our machines are about to 
start touching back

wizarding powers. Only individuals with two 
wizard alleles (ww) will display magical powers. 
Such individuals—like Harry and his nemesis, 
Draco Malfoy—are more likely to be born to 
parents who possess ww genes.

But children born of mixed marriages need 
not necessarily live a life of Mugglehood: those 
with a pure-blood wizard father (ww) and 
a part-Muggle mother (Mw) can inherit the pre-
cious ww genes. Children can also inherit the 
trait when neither parent is a wizard but both 
carry the wizard gene (Mw). Here the research-
ers cited Harry’s friend Hermione Granger, the 
child of two Muggle dentists, as an example of 
the recessive allele surfacing against the odds.

Case closed? Not a chance: no sooner had 
the letter appeared than a group of plant sci-
entists at Cambridge fired off a rebuttal: “Harry 
Potter and the Prisoner of Presumption,” 
in which they claimed that the recessive-allele hy-
pothesis was “deterministic and unsupported by 
available evidence.”

Given Rowling’s penchant for plot twists, de-
tails may yet surface that prove once and for all 

that wizarding is indeed a 
recessive trait. Until then, 
Rowling, whom religious 
fundamentalists have 
pilloried for glamoriz-
ing witchcraft, may well 
be preaching a far more 
subversive message, one 
that leads young readers 
to pursue the study of 
heredity, genes and—in-
evitably—evolution.
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The golden era of North America, in the eyes of 
today’s North Americans, was about 200 years 
ago, when bison roamed the Great Plains by 
the millions. But even that is a watered-down 
memory. Thirteen thousand years ago, truly 
mega fauna, including lions, cheetahs, camels 
and five kinds of elephant, also walked the 
land—and still would today, had humans not 
come along to speed their extinction.

Why not bring ‘em back? In August, in a pa-
per titled “Re-Wilding North America,” a team 
of naturalists led by Josh Donlan, a Cornell Uni-
versity graduate student, proposed to do ex-
actly that. Many of these large vertebrates now 
face extinction in Africa and Asia, the authors 
note; meanwhile, the Great Plains area is slowly 
emptying of its people. No time like the present 
to restore the Pleistocene-era wilderness. Eco-
tourists and dollars would flock to the region. 
More important, the plan would aid the global 
conservation effort and simultaneously serve 
as an antidote to “the ‘pests and weeds’ (rats 
and dandelions) that will otherwise come to 
dominate the landscape,” the authors wrote.

Of course, the reintroduced beasts wouldn’t 
be the exact same species as the originals, 
merely their closest living kin. And key logisti-

cal details need to be ironed out. For instance, 
would the predators be fenced-in or freely 
roaming? Mostly the former, the naturalists 
propose—although that sounds more like 
Busch Gardens than the Serengeti bush. On 
the other hand, prides of free-roaming lions 
would present a certain…liability. (In Tan-
zania, lion attacks on people have risen 300 
percent in the past 15 years.) Ours is a na-
tion that can barely stand to shoot the deer 
overrunning our lawns. Pity the first wild-
life manager seen shooting a renegade lion 
on network television.

Still, it’s a delicious idea, and the moment 
seems ripe. After two centuries of slaughter-
ing large mammals, we have come to miss 
them, and are now seeing their slow revival. 
Grizzlies in Yellowstone are no longer en-
dangered. Wolves are back in the park too. 
Coyotes live in downtown Chicago. Black 
bears are rife in suburban New Jersey (or is 
it the other way around?). A Pleistocene Park 
would press us to put our money where our 
mouth is: You want wild nature? You got it, 
right next door. No doubt the creatures of 
the Pleistocene would love a second crack at 
humankind. Are we game?

Pleistocene Rewilding  by Alan Burdick

Dolphin Culture  by Aaron Retica
Sometimes, when a dolphin in Shark 
Bay, off the coast of Western Austra-
lia, prepares to forage, she drops to the 
sea floor, rips a fat conical chunk of sea 
sponge out of it, covers her beak with 
the sponge cone and sets to work. After 
she finds the fish she wants, she drops 
the sponge. “Sponging,” as the scientists 
at the Shark Bay Dolphin Research Project 

call this behavior, is an 
unusual instance of an 
animal using another 
animal as a tool, but 
that is not what makes 
the sponging interest-

ing to biologists. It’s that dolphins learn 
to use the sponges—to probe deeply for 
food while protecting their beaks—from 
their mothers.

In “Cultural Transmission of Tool Use in 
Bottlenose Dolphins,” a paper published this 
spring in the Proceedings of the National 
Academy of Sciences, Michael Krützen, Janet 
Mann and several other researchers argue 
that they have demonstrated “the first case of 
an existing material culture in a marine mam-
mal species.” Genetic explanations for the 
behavior, they write, are “extremely unlikely.” 
And there are dolphins in Shark Bay that don’t 
use the sponges but forage in the same deep-

water channels as those that do—so sponging 
can’t be only habitat-driven either.

The sponging dolphins “see what Mom 
does and do it,” Mann says. One-tenth of the 
mothers sponge. Many of their offspring have 
been seen sponging, too, and there is at least 
one documented case of sponging by a grand-
mother, a mother and a granddaughter. Nearly 
all of the mature spongers are female. Quite 
a few juvenile males try sponging, but they 
don’t keep it up. Krützen and his colleagues 
speculate that the solitary nature of sponging 
may be incompatible with the intense social 
requirements that characterize mature male 
dolphin life. 

All but one of the genetically-tested spong-
ing dolphins share “recent co-ancestry” with 
an animal the researchers call a “Sponging 
Eve,” the first dolphin to discover the tech-
nique and pass it on. In other words, they’re 
related to one another. “It’s a little sponge 
club,” Mann explains. But the genetic mark-
ers they share don’t seem to correspond to 
anything that has to do with their ability 
to sponge.

To discover dolphins, with their incredibly ef-
ficient bodies, using tools is startling because 

“they’re streamlined not to use tools,” Mann says. 
“That’s why the mechanism of how they do it is 
very interesting.”

InVitro Meat  by Raizel Robin

Seeing is something that most of us expect 
to do with our eyes. But what if you are born 
blind or lose your sight later in life? Peter Mei-
jer suggests you consider seeing with your 
ears instead.

Meijer, a research scientist in the Nether-
lands, has developed a technology called the 
vOICe, which allows you to represent visual 
information—to “see”—with sounds. The de-
vice is a tiny camera, a laptop and headphones. 
The camera is mounted on your head and the 
laptop takes the video input and converts it 
into auditory information, or soundscapes. 
The scene in front of you is scanned in stereo: 
you hear objects on your left through your left 
ear and objects on your right through your 
right ear. Brightness is translated as volume: 
bright things are louder. Pitch tells you what’s 
up and what’s down. The image refreshes once 
a second.

With practice, Meijer says, you can learn 
to sense instinctively how the features of a 

Seeing With Your Ears by Alison Motluk
soundscape correspond to objects in the physi-
cal world. Pat Fletcher, for instance, a proficient 
user of the vOICe who could see until age 21, 
describes the grayscale images in her head as 

“ghostly” but real. At a meeting of the Cogni-
tive Neuroscience Society in New York in April, 
researchers from Harvard Medical School an-
nounced that when they viewed the activity 
in the brains of two vOICe users (one blind at 
birth, the other who went blind later in 
life), it was in many respects like that of a 
sighted person while seeing.

Not everyone has the inclination to kit 
themselves out with a head-mounted camera 
and a laptop. Fortunately, with the help of an 
enterprising Bulgarian software company, Mei-
jer has rejiggered his setup to work using one 
of the most ubiquitous gadgets of our day: the 
camera phone. Now, after downloading a simpli-
fied version of the software, practically anyone 
can point her camera phone at what she wants 
to see and have a listen to what it looks like.

Here in America, high-speed wireless Internet 
has become a commonplace home amenity, 
and teenagers with Sidekicks can browse the 
Web on a beach. For many people in developing 
nations, however, the mere thought of owning 
a computer remains pure fantasy. But maybe 
not for long. This year, Nicholas Negroponte, 
chairman of the Massachusetts Institute of 
Technology’s Media Lab, unveiled a prototype 
of a $100 laptop. With millions of dollars in 
financing from the likes of Rupert Murdoch’s 
News Corporation and Google, Negroponte 
and his colleagues have designed an extremely 
durable, compact, no-frills laptop, which they’d 
like to see in the hands of millions of children 
worldwide by 2008. 

So how can any worthwhile computer cost 
less than a pair of good headphones? Through 
a series of cost-cutting tricks. The laptops will 
run on free “open source” software, use cheap-

er “flash” memory instead of a hard disk and 
most likely employ new LCD technology to 
drop the monitor’s cost to just $35. Each lap-
top will also come with a hand crank, making it 
usable even in electricity-free rural areas.

Of course, the real computing mother lode is 
the Internet, to which few developing-world us-
ers have access. But the M.I.T. laptops will offer 
wireless peer-to-peer connections that create 
a local network. As long as there’s an Internet 
signal somewhere in the network area—and 
making sure that’s the case, even in rural areas, 
poses a mighty challenge—everyone can get 
online and use a built-in Web browser. Theo-
retically, even children in a small African village 
could have “access to more or less all libraries 
of the world,” Negroponte says. (That’s prob-
ably not very useful to children who can’t read 
or understand foreign languages.) His team is 
already in talks with several foreign govern-

ments, including those of Egypt, Brazil and 
Thailand, about bulk orders.  

Gov. Mitt Romney of Massachusetts has also 
proposed a bill to buy 500,000 of the comput-
ers for his state’s children.

Needless to say, you can imagine poten-
tial “Gods Must Be Crazy” style drawbacks: 
millions of children with little exposure to 
modern civilization will suddenly have access 
to all the commercialism, idiocy, hate-mon-
gering and pornography the Internet has to 
offer. Some critics have also complained that 
wealthy donors should concentrate more on 
less glamorous projects like stamping out 
malaria before trying to give every child an e-
mail address. But Negroponte insists that mass 
connectivity and education are the solution 
to nearly all the world’s ills, “from poverty to 
peace to the environment.” If he’s right, the $100 
laptop could be the little box that saves the world.

The Laptop That Will Save the World  by Michael Crowley

In July, scientists at the University of Mary-
land announced the development of bioen-
gineering techniques that could be used to 
mass-produce a new food for public con-
sumption: meat that is grown in incubators.

The process works by taking stem cells from 
a biopsy of a live animal (or a piece of flesh 
from a slaughtered animal) and putting them 
in a three-dimensional growth medium—a 
sort of scaffolding made of proteins. Bathed 
in a nutritional mix of glucose, amino acids 
and minerals, the stem cells multiply and dif-
ferentiate into muscle cells, which eventually 
form muscle fibers. Those fibers are then har-
vested for a minced-meat product.

Scientists at NASA and at several Dutch 
universities have been developing the tech-
nology since 2001, and in a few years’ time 
there may be a lab-grown meat ready to mar-
ket as sausages or patties. In 20 years, the 
scientists predict, they may be able to grow a 
whole beef or pork loin. A tissue engineer at 
the Medical University of South Carolina has 
even proposed a countertop device similar to 
a bread maker that would produce meat over-
night in your kitchen.

There are still several major hurdles to clear, 
like figuring out a way to get stem cells to 
proliferate cheaply enough that meat could be 
mass-produced. But if in vitro meat becomes 
viable, the environmental and ethical conse-
quences could be profound. The thought of 
beef grown in the lab may turn your stomach, 
but in vitro meat would avoid many of the 
downsides of factory farming, most notably 
pollution: in the United States, livestock pro-
duce 1.4 billion tons of waste each year. What’s 
more, once a meat-cell culture exists, it could 
function the way a yeast or yogurt culture does, 
so that meat growers wouldn’t need to use a 
new animal for each set of starter cells—and 
the meat industry would no longer be depen-
dent on slaughtering animals.

dolphins learn to use the 
sponges—to prob deeply for 

food while protecting their beaks
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 Th e Home Front 

  by George Packer

On

man’s son from Chicago with a flat Midwestern 
accent, had joined the Army reserve in 1969, 
mainly to avoid going to Vietnam. But he 
wasn’t the kind of father to impose his views 
on his children—he never pushed Kurt to share 
his own interest in history and politics—and he 
didn’t try very hard to talk Kurt out of joining 
up. Their relationship was what mattered, and 
his son needed his support. A few weeks later, 
Kurt dropped by his father’s apartment around 
two in the morning, after a night out drinking, 
and said, “I want to be part of something big-
ger than myself.”

Kurt watched the invasion of Iraq on TV, 
looking, according to his sister, more serious 
than she had ever seen him. He had an option 
to get out of serving, but he left home on April 
16th for basic training at Fort Knox, Kentucky. 
In June, the family drove down to see him on 
Family Day, and Chris was stunned by the trans-
formation: his son stood at perfect attention 
on Pershing Field for forty-five minutes in his 
dress uniform. It was the same in August, when 
they attended graduation: Private Frosheiser, 
marching, singing with his classmates, “Pick up 
your wounded, pick up your dead.” Chris found 
the words chilling, but the music, the sharp-
ness of the formation, the bearing of his son, 
filled him with pride. After the ceremony, Kurt 
told his father, “You weren’t hard-core enough 
for me.” Chris always lingered in the gray areas, 
asking questions; Kurt wanted the clear light of 
an oath and an order. 

They all drove back to Des Moines for their 
last two weeks together before Kurt would 
join the First Armored Division, based in Baum-

November 6th, e-mail to his sister:
Our secter that we patrol is a good one we don’t 
get shot at that much nor do we find IEDs (impro-
vised explosive devices) thats their main way of at-
tacking us. They usually put them in bags but now 
their putting them in dead animals or in concrete 
blocks to hide them better. It’s kinda scary knowing 
their out there but like I said our secter is pretty secure 
so Ill be allright.

An e-mail to his father about his first mission:

I found myself thinking that Im in a country where 
a lot of soldiers lost their lives but where we at it 
was so quiet except all friggin dogs barking the 
Iraqis hate dogs so they’re all wild probubly never 
had a bath their whole lives this country is a shit 
hole they dont have plumbing so they dig little canels 
and let all the shit and piss run into the streets . . . 
theyre places that smell so bad you almost throw 
up. from what I see its goin to take alot longer then 
Rumsfeld and G.W are saying to get this shit hole 
up and running. 

Kurt was able to send a couple e-mails to his familyholder, Germany. He partied every night, but 
the departure hung over everyone, and on the 
last night, when Erin dropped him off at one 
final party and turned to look at him, he said, 

“I know,” and ran off.
Late that night, Kurt told his father, “Well, 

old man, I’m probably not going to see you 
for two years.” They both started to cry, and 
Chris ran his hand through his son’s crew cut. 

“I know I’m going to be in some deep shit,” Kurt 
said. “But you know me, I’m a survivor.” Chris 
knew that the words were meant only to com-
fort him. His son said, “Live your life, old man.”

In Germany, Kurt was bored and eager to 
join the rest of the division, which was already 
in Iraq. Once, on the phone with his father, he 
noted that weapons of mass destruction might 
not be found. “We’re fucked, aren’t we?” he 
said. His father responded that there might be 
other reasons for the war, such as democracy 
in the Middle East. (Condoleezza Rice, the na-
tional-security adviser, had offered this ratio-
nale in a speech that Chris, a devoted viewer 
of C-span, had seen.) Chris told him that the 
W.M.D. threat might just have been the easiest 
rationale to sell to the public. Kurt wasn’t really 
interested in the politics of the war anyway. He 
was more concerned about confronting guer-
rilla warfare. His officers at Baumholder had 
warned the soldiers not to pick up trash bags, 
and not to take packages that kids would rush 
up to give them. 

Suddenly, Kurt was on a transport plane 
to Kuwait, where he awaited deployment for 
a few days. By the end of October, he was 
in Baghdad. 

November 8, 2003, at around 7:40 p.m., a convoy 
of two Humvees drove out of the front gate of 

the American base at Al Rashid Military Camp, in southeast 
Baghdad. The mission was to pick up a sergeant who was 
attending a meeting at the combat-support hospital inside 
the Green Zone, the secure area where the American led 
occupation authority was situated. The convoy belonged to 
the scout plattoon of Headquarters Company, 2-6 Infantry, 
First Armored Division. In the rear left seat of the lead vehicle 
sata twenty-two-year-old private named Kurt Frosheiser. 

 A soldier’s father wrestles with the ambiguities of Iraq

Frosheiser was from Des Moines, Iowa. The son 
of divorced parents, he had a twin brother, Joel, 
and a married older sister, Erin. During high 
school, he had been a rebellious, indifferent 
student, and by the age of twenty-one he had 
become a community-college dropout, living 
with his sister and her family, delivering pizza, 
and partying heavily. He had a brash, boyish 
smile and his father’s full mouth and thick-lid-
ded eyes; he liked Lynyrd Skynyrd and the Chi-
cago Cubs; and one day in January, 2003, he 
flew through the door with the news that he 
had just enlisted in the Army. 

His father, Chris, who also lived in Des Moines, 
wasn’t thrilled to hear it. The Frosheisers were 
not a military family; Chris, fifty-eight, a sales-
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stood at attention: “I regret to inform you that 
your son Kurt was killed as a result of action 
in Baghdad.”

On November 11th, Veterans Day, Kurt’s 
battalion gathered in formation at the base 
in southeast Baghdad for a memorial service. 
A captain, Robert Swope, later wrote an account 
of the ceremony:

At 14:30 the ceremony is supposed to begin, 
but it doesn’t start until 14:48 because we have 
to wait for a couple generals to arrive. The me-
morial ceremony begins with an invocation by 
the chaplain, and then the battalion command-
er and the company commander both speak. 
Two privates who knew the soldier follow them. 
One of the privates chokes and starts tearing 
up while giving his tribute. I look around me 
out into a sea of sad faces and in the very back 
of the battalion formation I see that one of the 
female soldiers attached to our unit is crying. 

A bagpiper plays a crappy version of “Amaz-
ing Grace” and halfway through it doesn’t even 
sound much like the song anymore…The chap-
lain reads a few verses from the Bible, and then 

gives a memorial message and prayer. It’s fol-
lowed by a moment of silence. 

Then, the acting First Sergeant for the com-
pany does roll call, yelling out the names of 
various soldiers in the unit. They all answer, 
one after another, that they are present. When 
he comes to the private who died, everything 
is quiet. 

He calls out again his name, and still there is 
no answer. He does it a final time, using his full 
name and rank: 

“Private First Class Kurt Russell Frosheiser!” 
Silence. 
And then the mournful melody of “Taps” be-

gins. Midway through the bugler begins slowly 
walking away, letting the music softly fade out 
in the distance. Seven soldiers with seven rifles 
fire off three series of blanks, giving Private 
Frosheiser a twenty-one-gun salute. 

When they’re finished the battalion com-
mander walks up to the memorial, which is an 
M-16 with a bayonet attached and driven into a 
wooden stand. Resting on top of the butt stock 
is a helmet and hanging down are a pair of dog 
tags with Kurt’s name, social security number, 
blood type, and religion on them. Directly 
in front of the M-16 and in the center of the 
memorial stand sit a pair of tan combat boots. 
To the left and to the right are a bronze star 
and purple heart ensconced in their silk and 
velvet cases. 

This is the second time I’ve had to go to a cer-

He spoke to his father once, briefly, on the 
phone. “I.E.D.s, old man, I.E.D.s,” he said.

On the evening of November 8th, Kurt was 
sitting on his bunk, sorting and counting his 
ammunition, when word came of a mission to 
the combat-support hospital. He was training 
for his license as a Humvee driver, and he was 
eager to experience driving through Baghdad 
by night.

In his short time with the battalion, he had 
earned a reputation as a hard worker who was 
quick to volunteer. He and his best friend in 
the unit, Private Matt Plumley, a Tennesseean, 
raced each other to the vehicle. Because the 
right rear door was hard to open, they both 
headed for the left. Kurt got there first.

The convoy left the base and began cruis-
ing north, toward downtown Baghdad. Five 
minutes later, on the left shoulder of the dark 
highway, thirty feet ahead of the convoy, two 
130-mm. artillery shells packed with Russian C-
4 explosives detonated, in a flash of light, black 
smoke, flying dirt. Hot chunks of shrapnel tore 
through the legs of the lead Humvee’s driver, 

Private First Class Matt Van Buren, but he accel-
erated a few hundred yards along the highway, 
thinking that he would try to make it to the hos-
pital. Then Staff Sergeant Darrell Clay, who was 
sitting next to him, told him to stop. 

In the back of the Humvee, Kurt was slumped 
in his seat. Plumley checked Kurt’s pulse, and 
found none. Kurt had been looking out the win-
dow, which had no glass. His head was turned 
to the left, and a small piece of metal had pen-
etrated the right side of his skull just below his 
Kevlar helmet, breaching his brain. Private Kurt 
Frosheiser was taken by helicopter to the com-
batsupport hospital in the Green Zone, where 
he was pronounced dead, at 8:17 p.m.

At six-thirty the next morning, a Sunday, 
the phone rang in Chris Frosheiser’s cramped 
apartment, where he had been living since his 
divorce. The caller was a lieutenant colonel in 
the Iowa National Guard; he was two blocks 
away and trying to find the address. “I have a 
message from the Army,” he said tersely. The 
previous week, Chris Frosheiser had asked an 
officer what to expect if something happened 
to Kurt; the officer had said that he would re-
ceive a phone call if Kurt was wounded, a visit if 
he had been killed. Frosheiser met the lieuten-
ant colonel outside the building and invited him 
in, hoping it was all a mistake, and they briefly 
made small talk in the living room. Frosheiser 
went to the kitchen for a cup of coffee. When 
he returned, the lieutenant colonel suddenly 

campaign invited us as Kurt’s family to be there. 
Joel and I talked about it and Erin too. And we will 
attend. It is a tribute to Kurt, I think. It may or may 
not be construed as support for Bush. But, you know, 
I will put my Democratic loyalty up against anyone’s. 
As a tribute to Kurt I am entitled to shake hands 
with the President. Besides, it is still a bit odd I think 
that very little was said to me, a loyal Democrat, 
by leading Democrats, about Kurt’s service. I know 
a guy who was the state party chair and who was 
an early Edwards supporter. I had expressed an 
interest in talking to Edwards about Kurt’s service. 
It was never arranged. I thought someone like 
Edwards should speak to someone who lost a child in 
combat. Is there a larger issue exposed here? About 
Democrats and the soldiers? Some times it feels like 
I don’t have a party. John Kerry did send a card to 
both Jeanie and me, but I really think there is an ill-
at-ease sense among activist Democrats about the 

“warriors” because of opposition to the war.
September 5, 2004: In follow-up to my previous 

e-mail about meeting Dubya, it didn’t happen. Out 
of a sense of obligation to honor Kurt, to receive 
his Commander in Chief ’s offer of tribute and 
condolences I went. We were just part of the crowd…
We did get to hear the “stump speech,” a longer 
version of which he gave to the Convention. He 
speaks of the “war against terror” as if it includes 
Iraq, no distinguishing between them…I will be 
happy when the election is over. I can’t take much 
more of the hyperbolic bullshit! 

Kurt’s battalion. Frosheiser was looking for 
some way to comprehend Kurt’s short life and 
his death in Iraq. After I got back from Iraq, we 
began a correspondence by e-mail. Frosheiser’s 
letters were full of the restless questions, the 
constant return to the same inconclusive 
themes, of a man who has suffered a trauma 
and is determined to feel every contour of it: 

April 1, 2004: Democrats need a foreign policy 
and a national security strategy to back it up…
Now, I have gone on too long and not answered 
your questions very well. It shows my ambivalence 
and the difficulty in talking beyond the personal. 
Sorry. May I write more later? I can’t go on now…
I have reread Truman’s “Truman Doctrine” speech 
and Marshall’s Harvard Commencement speech 
of June 1947. I admired them and those policies. 
I must avoid bitterness. In honor of Kurt and the 
other soldiers, bitterness seems inappropriate. 

May 15, 2004: Sometimes I think about Kurt be-
ing in Baghdad, Iraq, as part of something called 

“Operation Iraqi Freedom.” Kurt said he wanted to 
be a part of something larger than himself. He was 
in the middle of something so huge it nearly de-
fies understanding. There is more to be said about 
this, I just don’t know what it is. My son died for 
something. And there is honor in simply enlisting, 
let alone serving in Iraq. 

August 28, 2004: Next Tuesday, George Bush 
will be campaigning near Des Moines, in a farm 
community called Alleman, Iowa. Apparently, the 

emony like this so far this year, and I don’t feel 
comfortable doing it. I walk up to the memorial 
the way I did last April for the other soldier in 
my company. I don’t lower my head and pray or 
whisper anything, as so many others do before 
me. I don’t lean over and touch the tip of his 
boots like the sergeant major ahead of me just 
did. I just salute and then turn and walk away. 

Chris Frosheiser initially wanted to escort his 
son’s body back from Baghdad, or at least meet 
it at Dover Air Force Base, in Delaware. In the 
end, it was enough to receive the coffin at the 
Des Moines airport with thirty family members 
and friends and see Kurt’s face one more time. 
At the wake, Frosheiser tried to say that his son’s 
courage filled him with awe, but he wasn’t able 
to express himself well. Kurt received a military 
funeral after a Catholic service, and was buried 
nearby, in Glendale Cemetery. 

A few days before the funeral, Kurt’s mother, 
Jeanie Hudson, had told the local paper, “He 
loved this land and its principles. He loved Iowa. 
It’s an honor to give my son to preserve our way 
of life.” She had become an evangelical Chris-

tian, and she said that Kurt had volunteered to 
fight the forces of evil. For Chris Frosheiser, this 
was too apocalyptic, suggesting some kind of 
religious war; he was a Catholic, but he thought 
that mixing politics and religion—whether Is-
lam or Christianity—was dangerous. Anyway, 
Kurt had not spoken of the war this way. On the 
night after Kurt’s death, Iowa’s governor, Tom 
Vilsack, had called to offer condolences and 
said that he hoped the country’s policies were 
as good as its people. Frosheiser was troubled 
by the thought that it might not be so. In Janu-
ary, 2004, one of Kurt’s friends from Fort Knox 
wrote him in an e-mail, “I don’t suppose he was 
in an up-armored HMMV, was he? Probably not, 
Uncle Sam wouldn’t give us Joe’s the good stuff.” 
Frosheiser didn’t know the answer, but thinking 
about it only deepened his grief. 

Frosheiser dreamed that he was in the Army 
with Kurt. It was unclear whether they were 
father and son or friends; both of them were 
sitting on the right side of the Humvee and, 
when the explosion came, they fell out togeth-
er and everything was O.K. He was nagged by 
the thought that he hadn’t had time to send 
Kurt a book he had requested, Tolkien’s “The 
Return of the King.” On his wrist he wore 
Kurt’s watch, still set to Baghdad time, with an 
alarm that went off at 6:30 a.m.—9:30 p.m. in 
Des Moines…

Not long after Kurt’s death, Chris Frosheiser 
read a piece I wrote for this magazine about 

September 11, 2004: Grandson Colin spent the 
night last night. We ate popcorn, visited Borders, 
watched Star Wars, and this morning took a dip 
in the pool (a bit cool). Life goes on, ready or not. 
I have to say that Kurt is never out of my thoughts. 
Ever. That may not be healthy but it is the way it is. 
I am 57 years old, George, I may never fully recover 
from this. And maybe I shouldn’t.

October 4, 2004: A better Iraq? Is it possible? Why 
did we go into Iraq? What justifies our remaining? 
American lives have been lost, precious lives, for 
what? Can something be achieved that is worthy of 
the sacrifice? Are there things not known to anyone 
other than the President and his advisers? No one in 
the Senate or any of the “attentive” and “informed” 
organizations? That would justify the sacrifice? 
And how much more sacrifice can be justified? For 
us to turn Iraq over to civil war would be hard to 
take. I don’t have the right to advocate continued 
involvement because of my sacrifice—that would 
lead to more, many more. What is best for America 
and Iraq? What is reality on the ground in Iraq? 
What is possible to achieve? Can Kerry and a team 
of his choosing do it? It is a great leap of faith. And 
most of the time none of this matters to me. I want 
my son. My son…

Mr. and Mrs. Frosheiser receive an American flag, 
a Purple Heart, and a Bronze Star in memory of 
their son, Kurt.

Letters from Chris Frosheiser to Geroge Packer

The casket of Pvt. Kurt Frosheiser is brought out of 
All Saints Catholic Church in Saylorville Township 
after services for the fallen soldier. At left, in a 
gray suit, is the soldier’s twin, Joel.

“I regret to inform you that your son Kurt was killed   as a result of action in Baghdad.”
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Iraq posed an unanswered question 
about his son and his country.

When a transport helicopter was shot down 
near Falluja in November, 2003, killing fifteen 
soldiers who were flying out on leave, the pub-
lic waited for the President to make a statement 
about the single worst combat incident of the 
war. Bush said nothing for two days, until, when 
pressed by reporters while he was touring wild-
fire damage in California, he put his hand over 
his heart and said, “I am saddened any time that 
there’s a loss of life. I’m saddened. Because I 
know a family hurts. And there’s a deep pain in 
somebody’s heart. But I do want to remind the 
loved ones that their sons and daughters—or 
the sons, in this case—died for a cause greater 
than themselves, and a noble cause, which is 
the security of the United States.” The Presi-
dent seemed not to know that two of the sol-
diers in the helicopter were women. Ronald 
Reagan or Bill Clinton would never have missed 
such a detail. It wasn’t indifference on Bush’s 
part. It was a deliberate strategy of not being 
told too much, not getting bogged down in the 
day-to-day problems of the war, not waiting up 
past midnight for the casualty figures to come 
in, like Lyndon Johnson in the Situation Room. 
Not knowing kept the President from appear-
ing distracted and discouraged. And, politically, 
it worked. Bush never seemed to be a President 
under siege. 

To downplay the mounting death count in 
Iraq, the Administration enforced a ban on the 
filming or photographing of coffins arriving at 
Dover Air Force Base. 
The decision achieved 
a political success by 
keeping the death toll 
an unreality for those 
Americans who were 
not personally linked 
to a soldier. It played 
its part in making Iraq a remote war.

I asked Chris Frosheiser what he thought 
about the policy. He said, “We need to see the 
coffins, the flag-draped coffins. The hawks need 
to see it. They need to know there’s a big price 
to pay. If they don’t have skin in the game, they 
need to see it. And the doves need to see the 
dignity of the sacrifice. They don’t always see 
that.” He wanted to collect Kurt’s posthumous 
medals, his folded funeral flag, his autopsy 
report, and a photo of the head wound, and 
take them on the road, making fifteen-minute 
presentations around the country. He would 
tell those who supported the war, “Suit up 
and show up.” He would tell war opponents 

about the nobility of a soldier’s duty. Or he 
wouldn’t say anything at all. He simply wanted 
people to see.

Last summer, at the American base out-
side Mahmudiya, an insurgent stronghold in 
an area south of Baghdad which soldiers had 
nicknamed the Triangle of Death, I talked with 
several of Kurt Frosheiser’s platoon buddies, 
including Matt Plumley, who had been next to 
him in the Humvee the night he was killed. We 
sat in a stifling trailer. They were privates, all 
but one of them in their early twenties, and 

they expressed a tender and fatalistic affection 
for the young man they called Fro.

“That incident woke me up,” Marcus Murphy, 
a blond, soft-spoken Indianan, said. “These 
people are trying to kill us.”

“It’s amazing,” Plumley said. “We’re here try-
ing to help.”

Latrael Brigham, a black soldier from Texas, 
took Kurt’s death as a failure of leadership. 

“I was pissed off, because we’re riding around 
here with messed-up equipment. If you send 
men to war, you have to prepare them and 
equip them so they can fight. And have a vision 
of the aftermath of the war, have a plan about 
how you’re going to finish it. And not just 

sic training, out of shape, and beating him by 
two minutes in the two-mile run. But Kurt had 
worked hard to become  a soldier.

“I never seen him in a bad mood,” Plumley said. 
“I think about Fro every day,” Brigham said. 
Plumley was smiling, remembering his friend. 

He had been the speaker at the Veterans Day 
memorial who couldn’t hold back his tears, and 
for the first few days he had felt depressed. 

“Then I thought, How would Fro want me to be 
if he could see me? Every time I don’t want to 
do something or think it’s stupid, I say to myself, 
‘Would Fro think that? No.’ So he gives me a lot 
of drive.”

They were all quiet. Then they asked how 
Kurt’s family was doing.

For Chris Frosheiser, Iraq posed an unan-
swered question about his son and his country. 
He didn’t need to be proved right; he needed to 
find out what was right, in order to honor Kurt 
and the other soldiers who had died in Iraq. The 
war that had taken his son became an essential 
connection to his son, and he wanted to feel 
a connection, also, to the soldiers with whom 
Kurt had served and to the country where he 
had died. Nothing irritated Frosheiser more 
than when someone urged him to get on with 
his life. He searched obsessively, even frantically, 
through poems, song fragments, magazines (he 
read not just the New Republic but the left-wing 
In These Times and the right-wing American 
Enterprise), Army documents, e-mails, the First 
Armored Division Web site, American history 
books, tomes on the theory of a just war, Kurt’s 
belongings, and his own memories. “What was 
my son involved in? Was it right?” he asked. 

“I’m looking for an account of it that can sit well 
in my mind and in my heart. I’m proud of Kurt’s 
service. But the whole thing—were these guys 
misused? And for what?” He never made it easy 
for himself.

Frosheiser wrote to me not just as a father 
but as a citizen as well. Our e-mail exchange, 
however, didn’t prepare me for the raw grief I 
encountered when I went to see him last year 
in Des Moines, over Memorial Day weekend. 
Within minutes of picking me up at the airport, 
Frosheiser was in tears; he was in tears when I 
left his apartment, two days later. His narrow 
blue eyes were always red-rimmed behind glass-
es, his fair skin raw with faint lines etched into 
his cheeks, his nose stuffed up. His sentences 
were often interrupted by a nervous laugh that 
broke into a sob before he regained control.

The Sunday before Memorial Day, we drove a 

few miles northeast of Des Moines to the new 
development of Altoona, where Erin, his daugh-
ter, lives. Neighbors were having a cookout in 
their driveway. (They had continued bringing 
over food and taking out Erin’s trash months 
after Kurt’s funeral.) Erin smiled kindly at her 
father when she saw that he was upset. “Not 
already, Dad.” After dinner, we went to Erin’s 
house and sat around the dining-room table, 
where, spread out, were photos of Kurt in his 
youth; his graduation portrait from Fort Knox, 
in which he was standing in front of a Bradley 
armored fighting vehicle; his combat patches; 
his “Killed in Action” banner, framed in red; his 
Purple Heart and Bronze Star; and his tricor-
nered funeral flag, in a wooden frame. 

Erin, a woman in her early thirties with a 
direct gaze, was having difficulty explaining 
things to her small children. Her five-year-old 
son, Colin, kept asking, “Why didn’t he shoot 
them? Why are they there?” Her three-year-old, 
Madelyn, wouldn’t remember Kurt when she 
grew up.

Erin had been trying hard to picture Iraq: the 
lives of Iraqi mothers, the dangers they lived 
with. “I have trouble imagining anyone’s life 
but mine,” she said. “Does that sound selfish? 
Sometimes I fear it’s going to keep going until 
we blow up the world. And I wish we had a bet-
ter plan.” When she first saw the photos from 
Abu Ghraib, she said, “I thought, They blew up 
my brother—more power to them. Then more 
rational thoughts came up: We’re trying to win 
them over, and this humiliation isn’t helping 
our cause.” She supported the war, but on a bad 
day in April, 2004, when twelve Americans were 
killed, she said to herself, “We’ve got to get out. 
I don’t want other families to go through what 
we went through. But what do you accomplish? 
Because we lost Kurt for nothing, then.” 

For her father, the great challenge was sim-
ply to keep going. “This one-day-at-a-time thing 
works for me,” he said. “I get in trouble when 
I start thinking, How am I going to get through 
these days and weeks and seasons?” 

“Most days, I just pretend like it didn’t hap-
pen,” Erin said.

“Me, too. Sometimes I think it didn’t happen—
just for a minute. Then I know it did.” 

The alarm on Kurt’s watch went off. 
Frosheiser and I drove back to Des Moines. 

His apartment felt smaller than it was, because 
it lacked natural light and had become the clut-
tered repository for many of Kurt’s things—his 
clothes and sports gear, his CDs stacked next to 

his father’s old records and books, his memo-
rial spurs, plaques, medals, flags. Frosheiser had 
been sleeping on the living-room couch, as if 
keeping a vigil, since the day Kurt left for basic 
training. I slept in Kurt’s room. A dust-covered 
black U.S. Army shaving kit was on the toilet 
tank; in the closet, desert and jungle fatigues 
hung above desert combat boots, winter-weath-
er boots, and a guitar. It was a long time before 
I fell asleep.

The grave was a patch of dark earth and 
green grass, surrounded by the graves of vet-
erans of earlier wars; little Memorial Day flags 
were planted in each of them and fluttered in 
the breeze of a beautiful Midwestern spring 
morning. Frosheiser, in nylon blue sweats, sa-
luted. “Hey, buddy,” he said, kneeling to run 
his hand over the stone marker, which was en-
graved with a cross and the words:

Kurt Russell Frosheiser 
PV2 US Army 
Iraq 
Jul 10 1981 Nov 8 2003 
Purple Heart

“It was hard to keep the snow off it because it 
kind of built up all winter,” he said. “When the 
dirt was soft, you could press it and leave your 
handprints. That was a good thing.” He was 
talking to the grave now. “It’s less painful trying 
to forget it, but you have to keep remembering. 
Random thing, just a random thing. Kurt said, 
‘Live your life, old man,’ and that could mean I’d 
be a bitter son of a gun, and I don’t want that. 
That could very easily happen.” He was adjust-
ing the long-life candle under blue glass. “We 
know that people live on in our hearts, but do 
they live on in another way? We just don’t know 
the answer to that.” He slowly got to his feet, 
and we walked back to the car. “What does it 
all mean? It means nothing. How we respond is 
what it means.”

A Memorial Day ceremony was taking place 
in a park next to the state capitol, and was at-
tended by a small crowd, including a number of 
old men in veterans’ caps. A woman from the 
committee that had organized the event recog-
nized Frosheiser and escorted him over to a row 
of folding chairs, where he exchanged awkward 
greetings with his ex-wife. Jeanie was wearing 
a jacket bearing an image of the American flag 
and the words “These Colors Don’t Run,” but 
her face was crumpled with grief. A politician 
gave a short speech, and then the names of the 
Iowans who had been killed in Iraq—fourteen 
of them—were read. Frosheiser stood in line 

jump into it. And not put the whole burden on 
us Americans.

“We got ourselves into something,” Brigham 
went on. “I wish I could have some real an-
swers to why we’re here, but I don’t think I’ll 
ever have them. Not any time soon.”

Plumley, Kurt’s best friend in the unit, had 
a shy manner, and his voice had a Southern 
twang. He was less ready than Brigham to write 
the whole thing off. “If everyone here hated us, 
there’d be I.E.D.s every five inches,” he said.

Brigham said, “I don’t see us changing hun-
dreds of years of religion, and I don’t see us 
bringing democracy to the region. We might be 
here ten years—depends on the casualties, the 
body bags coming home.”

Murphy said, “What this country needs is 
a big civil war. There’s so many religions—we 
need to leave and let them work it out themselves.”

“I think we might have did it too fast,”  Plum-
ley said.

“I love our democracy, but we can’t impose it,” 
Brigham said.

“I would hate if we did pull out,” Plumley told 
him. “That would be very selfish for our coun-
try. We done messed it up.”

Brigham said, “I don’t think we’re going to 
be here long enough. The insurgency’s going 
to get worse. We can’t stop it. There’s always 
going to be more of them.”

I asked the soldiers about the meaning of 
Kurt’s death. Plumley said that there was a rea-
son that he was alive instead of Kurt, but he 
didn’t know what it was.

Brigham remembered Kurt arriving at ba-

Joel Frosheiser, above, twin brother of Pvt. Kurt 
Frosheiser, pays his last respects to his brother 
Wednesday before the fallen soldier was buried at 
Glendale Cemetery in Des Moines.

I’m looking for an account of it 
that can sit well in my mind 
and in my heart.
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“I want my son. My son…”
Private First Class Kurt Russell Frosheiser
June 20th , 1981–November 8th, 2003

to place a rose beneath an M-16 that had been 
stuck, bayonet first, into the ground with a hel-
met perched on top, as had been done at the 
service in Baghdad.

After the ceremony, we drove across the 
state, toward the Illinois border, to the high-
school graduation party of his ex-wife’s niece. 
(Frosheiser wanted to keep family relation-
ships as strong as possible, especially now.) We 
passed grain silos, seed factories, and fields 
of early corn and baled hay speckled with the 
shadows of fleecy white clouds racing across 
a blue sky. The pleasures of the road seemed 
to free Frosheiser’s thoughts from the morn-
ing’s burdens. “I wonder what Bush in private 
thinks about being against nation-building and 
now being waist-deep in it,” he said. “What is 
that—paradox, or irony?” Since America was 
extending itself so deeply into other countries, 
Frosheiser said, the country needed to create a 
whole cadre of citizens who had been educated 
in the humanities and were capable of working 
overseas. “I was thinking of that song the other 
day, ‘Ain’t Gonna Study War No More.’ Maybe 
we should study it. Otherwise, we’re going to 
screw it up. Because it’s going to be our kids 
and grandkids doing it.” He had heard the new 
Bush foreign policy described as Wilsonian, an 
inspiring term. “There’s this phrase, ‘America 
the great and the just.’ Reagan used to talk 
about ‘the city on the hill.’ The first time I heard 
Condi Rice talking about democracy in Iraq, I 
got chills up my back. But then you ask, ‘How 
do you do it? Is it necessary?’ ” Frosheiser drove 
in silence for a while, and when he spoke again 
his voice was quieter. “That’s where I kind of 

run up against a wall with regard to Kurt.”
I asked him what he meant.

“Kurt’s life—was he worth that? I’d say no. He 
was more important than that. So I pull back.” 

That night, back at his apartment in Des 
Moines, we were watching CNN—thirteen Me-
morial Day-weekend deaths in Iraq—when the 
phone rang. It was Matt Van Buren, the driver of 
Kurt’s Humvee, calling from Germany, where he 
was still recovering from his shrapnel wounds. 
Frosheiser muted the sound and sat up in his 
rocking chair. The stress of the day had left him 
with a headache. “I’m not sure what I can ask 
you,” he said to Van Buren. “Let me know if I 
go too far.” On the other end, Van Buren was 
describing that night. Frosheiser said, “He got 
whacked on the head pretty good. He never had 
much of a chance—I understand that. He got 
hit in the wrong place.” 

I was watching the muted television: terror 
attacks in Saudi Arabia, gun battles outside 
Najaf, Special Forces operations in Afghanistan, 
Memorial Day ceremonies in America. Without 
sound, these felt like scenes from a war that had 
already receded into history.

“He wasn’t able to talk after he was hit, was 
he?” Frosheiser asked. Listening, he broke into 
a sob. “But he was trying? Yeah, that sounds like 
him. I believe it. Yeah, I believe it.”
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