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One
A Bad Start
 
The moment Martha Johnson awoke she knew she’d been violated. 
Her problem was she had no memory of it.
The last thing she could recall of the previous twenty-four hours was walking into her crowded and noisy high school gym to attend her Senior Prom and from then till she woke the next day her mind was a blank.
Her mother called up to her as she lay in bed going over events; 
“Are you getting up soon dear, do you want some breakfast?”
Martha feigned sleep. She was afraid she would give something away if she had to face her mother and the shock of what she suspected was already too much for her without the additional torment of her mother’s inquisitions. 
She remembered getting ready for the event. She’d bought a shimmering dark blue satin dress from the Jessica McClintock Collection which was cut just above her knees and which showed off her slender elegant legs to perfection. The sleek material hugged her slight frame at her waist then flared out discreetly and the color set off her rich jet black hair and her flawless white skin in a way she could never have foreseen or hoped for. 
When she first saw the effect she thought it was too audacious for her shy and reclusive nature and she almost changed her mind about wearing it.
She knew it would take all her nerve to attend her prom dressed like that but a growing determination not to be cowed by the class bullies so near to the end of her time at the school persuaded her to go through with it.
The four girls and three boys who made up the gang of misfits and malcontents that taunted and belittled Martha did so mostly because her looks were so striking and also because she was clever but it was the fact she was so shy and unassertive which gave them the confidence she wouldn't report them to anyone in authority.
Martha never knowingly used her appearance to gain points or ingratiate herself with her tutors but it happened that some tutors would favor her anyway, without her compliance, and that drove the malcontents into a rage they had no mechanism to handle so they channeled their fury into despising and belittling Martha.
Her striking appearance when she arrived at her prom that night seemed deliberately designed to bait them and it tipped their already fragile mood into madness for they’d been drinking and taking drugs for several hours before she arrived.
Martha couldn’t hide her beauty no matter how shy she was but as far as her tormentors were concerned she may as well have spat in the face of each and every one of them for even showing up looking the way that she did.
They already had plans for Martha that night and just to make sure they got their message across they’d gotten hold of some date-rape drugs to assist them in handling any behavioral problems she might display if she resisted what they had in store for her.
The group's leader, a cunning and sinister boy with a permanent lip-curling sneer and an abiding need to humiliate Martha ordered the four girls into action as soon as Martha arrived;
“Quick, get over there and give her that drink and bring her to the classroom where our stuff is, we’ll be waiting there for you. If she refuses it or if she gets funny just drag her there, I’m not taking any shit from that bitch tonight. And don’t let her get into the crowd or you won't be able to drag her away without anyone noticing.”
The girls made it before Martha had time to speak to anyone and they surrounded her to block anyone from seeing what they were about to do as they started to ease her in the direction of the exit.
“Martha, good to see you looking so lovely, babe” one of the girls said, “here, we’ve got you a cup of punch. Sorry it’s not very strong but it’s sweet and tasty so I guess someone knew what they were doing when they mixed that one all right.”
“Thank you but I’ve just arrived so I think I’ll get a cup for myself later, but thank you anyway.”
“You’re not refusing our hospitality are you Martha? This is a night for making peace and being sociable. Look, let’s show you to the classroom where we left our stuff and you can leave your stuff there too, then we can all rejoin the party together. Won't that be fun.”
“But I haven’t got any …..”
The two girls behind her hooked their arms under Martha’s and swept her towards the exit. 
Martha strained to resist but they had the momentum and before she could make herself heard they were all through the exit and heading for the classroom where the boys were waiting.
As she was being swept along Martha tried reasoning: “Look, I think I want to go back, I can come and see you later if you like .... ouch! you’re hurting me, please stop it!”
“We’ve got a special treat lined up for you Martha, so you're not going back, but don’t worry, you’re going to love it, and no guessing now, because it’s got to be a surprise.”
When they arrived they dragged her to the tutor's desk and laid her down on her back and though she strained to be released there were too many hands holding her down.
The face of the boy who despised her so intensely loomed over her.
Martha felt sick when she saw him but she tried subordination; 
“Please let me go, I won’t say anything to anyone if you let me go, I promise.” 
“My girls told me you refused to drink our peace offering Martha. Now look at that from our point of view Martha, that wasn’t a polite response to our very nice welcoming gesture, was it Martha?” he said as he stroked her hair off her face, a gesture that was made more vile to her by his pretense at politeness, “That was an insult Martha, and we can’t allow insults.” 
To the others he said, “Hold her mouth open, she’s going to take all of this.”
“No, please don’t …. please …..”
Someone pinched her nose while another forced her mouth open and the sneering boy poured in the viciously spiked cocktail. Martha gagged and choked but she was forced to swallow so she could get some air, and as the boy poured, Martha swallowed it all.
In less than two minutes Martha passed out on the desk and two of the girls were sent to fetch Henry the class nerd, who they all knew was sweet on Martha.
They found him alone on the outer fringe of the proceedings;
“Henry, what are you doing here? Haven't you heard? Martha’s been looking all over for you and she’s starting to think you got yourself a new bitch.” 
The girls sniggered at the thought.
“The poor girl’s in an awful state, Henry, you better come with us and console her, we think she might have, you know, overdone it with the drink and the drugs, she’s acting a bit wild, bless her little cotton socks, but she's probably not used to it, that's all.”
Henry figured they were lying but the thought of Martha at the mercy of those goons gave him no choice but to go with them and as soon as he saw her lying comatose on the desk he realized what they’d done. 
Henry was so shocked by the sight of her lifeless body he reacted automatically; “For God’s sake let her go you morons, you could have killed her, you’ll be expelled for this you idiots.” 
The group ignored Henry’s protests and while the boys held him there two of the girls pulled Martha’s dress up to expose her and they removed Martha’s panties while the others brought Henry to a position where he was standing between Martha’s legs, facing her, and then the two girls each took a hold of one of Martha’s legs and raised them so they rested on Henry’s shoulders.
The girls then dropped Henry’s pants and smeared sex jelly onto and around his penis and testicles in a slow and deliberately provocative way and though he tried to resist being aroused he was helpless to prevent his body responding against his will.
The girls stroked and teased him until they could sense that ecstasy had taken its sinister hold and broken his resistance and without him realizing it, the girls let go of him and moved away so he was no longer restrained but was then acting on his own senses.
From the moment he felt the selfish gene take its grip on him Henry wasn’t in control any more, he was owned by the relentlessly demanding evil gene that overruled all his good genes.
The next few minutes were devastating for Henry as he felt revulsion towards his body for betraying him at the same time as he entered and used Martha’s motionless body like a piece of meat for his own pleasure.
But the inevitable eventually happened and that primeval explosion of ecstasy that lures men into showing their true colors smote him. 
Henry’s ejaculation shattered all his illusions about love and tenderness as it exposed him as the fraud he suddenly realized he was who was only intent on taking his own pleasure at the expense of his sweetheart, and he wailed in frustration and agony at the horror of it all.
When Henry withdrew and looked down at himself and saw semen dripping from his penis he staggered backwards in horror as the full meaning of what he’d been lured into was brought home to him. 
“Now see, that wasn’t so bad was it, Henry? Just think of it as our way of helping you break the ice with Little Miss Smarty-Pants here, because we all know you’d never get around to doing it without our help.” 
The whole group of them broke into shrieks and laughter. 
Henry was already crying in guilt and shame by that point and he tried to leave the room while pulling his pants up but one of the girls grabbed a hold of his shirtfront and pulled his face to within an inch of her own;
“You don’t breathe a word of this to anyone or you and the smarty-pants bitch’ll both get it. YOU HEAR ME BOY?" she screamed in his face.
Then she sneered at him in a disparaging parody of a mental retard and with all her strength she shoved him staggering backwards against a wall.
Henry was so distraught at being forced to betray Martha he ran from the room in a state of confusion, agony and shame. 
Stumbling along a corridor, scared witless and feeling intense emotional pain for Martha's well being, and then suddenly realizing he could be accused by the gang of raping Martha, Henry's mind went so out of kilter that he immediately went and hanged himself in the school's chemistry lab.
Later on in the night’s proceedings Martha was found wandering down a corridor in a dazed and confused state by some of her friends who engineered to get her home and into her bed without waking her parents.
Henry was found hanging from a light fitting by the night cleaning staff and by the time the students arrived in the morning the police were present and gossip about what could have happened was going through the school like a firestorm.
The principal was furious at the turn of the evening’s events and he let the graduating class know it when he assembled them for a face to face dressing down;
“Last night, as you've no doubt already heard, Henry was found hanged in the chemistry lab and we have no idea yet of any reason for that, but let me tell you that the loss of one of our brightest pupils in such horrific circumstances is a criminal tragedy and no matter what conclusions the police draw I’m personally going to interrogate every single one of you who was at that event and you can be damn sure I’m going to find out what’s behind this.”
He was skeptical of Martha’s story that she’d blacked out that night because he was sure she wouldn’t overindulge on drink or drugs but he also knew that she and Henry were fond of each other and he had no intention of attaching any stigma to her by checking up on her story.
No one broke their silence regarding the circumstances of Henry’s death and the principal got nowhere with his inquiry.
But over the next few days Martha was able to piece together what happened by asking friends what they’d heard. 
Most were unable to offer much help but a girl whose voice was disguised called her at home one night;
“Someone who knows one of the girls who was there told me they made Henry have sex with you while you were passed out in a coma and that’s why he hanged himself, because he couldn’t live with the memory of doing that to you. If you know who I am, please don’t say I told you because I don’t want that bunch of retards to come looking for me.”
“I promise I won’t say a word. Thank you.”
But feeling ashamed and disgraced for herself and suffering the pain of having her emotions cleaved raw by the loss of her dear Henry, Martha drew into herself instead of going to the authorities or her parents.
Six weeks later, in order to attend Hartford University she left the one-school hometown where she’d been born and she was already three months pregnant before she went to the university's infirmary complaining of nausea. 
The doctor told her she was expecting a child that was due in six months. 
The single saving grace for Martha was that she adored Henry, the boy who’d borne all the pain and the anguish of that night and she committed to going through with her pregnancy in memory of her dear Henry and his short but sweet life.
And out of such pain and such sweetness, Hank Johnson was born. 
 
* * * * * * * * *
 
Two
Truth Is Told
 
Martha was being tended by a young obstetrician in the university's infirmary when, worrying about her future, she couldn’t hold in her secrets anymore. She broke down into great heaving sobs that shook the examination table she was lying on and that brought the frantically worried girl to her side, thinking she must have done something to hurt her patient.
Martha was so upset she couldn’t speak at first, she just clutched onto the doctor’s hand with all her strength while the stream of fermented pain came out with her tears.
When she finally quieted down she told the story of how she got pregnant and the sympathetic obstetrician, Doctor Kelly, told her she wasn’t to worry one minute longer because she was going to help Martha out. 
“But first you have to get through giving birth and I’ll help you get on your feet so you can decide what’s best to do for yourself and your baby.”
Martha managed to smile in gratitude at having someone on her side for the first time since her prom night but she still wouldn’t let go of the good doctor’s hand.
Doctor Kelly continued; “I know a lot of young mothers who don’t go to work and who’ll do me the favor of looking after your baby if I ask them.” 
The kindly young doctor was already planning how best to help her and Martha squeezed her hand in gratitude for her kindness. 
“And whether that’s so you can stay on at university or go to work or go back home is entirely up to you but let’s get you through the birth without stressing yourself, because that’s the important thing now and all the rest can come later.”
“I can’t go back home, I just can’t face it, I want to stay here in Hartford, please don’t tell my parents or send me back home.”
“Nobody’s sending you anywhere my dear, and we're not going to tell your parents, that's up to you to decide, you’ll be able to make up your own mind what you want to do.”
Martha left the infirmary a far more secure and happier person than she’d been since her prom night.
As the time neared for Martha to give birth Dr Kelly was more forward in her endeavors to help Martha;
“I’ve got a friend who owns a rooming house and she’s willing to take on a single mother and child. She’s got a small annex where you can stay without disturbing her other guests. She can also do some babysitting if it comes to the crunch, maybe one or two days a week if you get short of offers. She’ll also stake you the rent for a few months so you can get on your feet and sort out your situation to where it makes sense for you. So, my dear, what are your thoughts as to your future direction now?”
“I don’t know how I’ll ever be able to thank you enough for what you’re doing for me Dr Kelly, I really don’t, but I’m going to try. I don’t want to stay at university while I’m expecting my baby and I’m not going back to my hometown because I don’t want my child hearing about my Senior Prom in the future.” 
“Will you be telling your family about this or not?”
“No, I can’t face it yet. I’m going to stop writing and calling home because I’m afraid if I don’t then the pull of my family could drag me back there. I know that one day I’ll have to explain myself to my parents but I’m not able to face that day yet.”
“So you’re going to stay here?”
“Yes and I want to thank you for your help and say yes to your offer. I’d like to stay with your friend in her rooming house and I would like to make contact with the moms you know so as soon as I can I’m going to get a job in Hartford so I can bring my child up here.”
“All right my dear, well, here’s my friend’s number and here’s the names and numbers of all the moms who’ve agreed to babysit for you and you should be able to pretty much get full time cover from that list because there’s over twenty there altogether.”
“Thank you, thank you, thank you Dr Kelly for all your kindness, you’ve been so sweet to me and I can’t thank you enough.” Martha said as she hugged the kind Dr Kelly.
“Don’t you worry about a thing dear, you’re going to be fine and you can call me anytime so don’t be afraid to pick up the phone if you need any help at all.”
In March 1968 Martha gave birth to a healthy boy she named Henry. 
It would later disturb her that he came to be known to everyone else as Hank, if only for her need to preserve her memory of her dear Henry who'd died so needlessly.
By the time Hank was six years old he didn’t need supervision anymore and he was happy to help his mom with anything she asked of him, like cleaning, tidying, washing dishes and grocery shopping. 
But the task that he liked the most was fixing stuff and it turned out to be his favorite hobby too;
“Henry, have you finished your homework yet, and why are you fiddling with those old calculators again? They’re not meant to be taken apart you know.”
“I did my homework before I left school mom and these are really neat when you get inside them. And you wanna know what’s really neat? I can take the good stuff from one and add it to the good stuff from another and come up with a whole new calculator! The Japanese and the American ones they all use interchangeable processors so it’s easy to switch stuff between them and swap parts and stuff!” he said, his voice full of youthful exuberance and discovery.
“Well that’s really fascinating dear.”
He seemed to Martha to have been born with a knowledge of how to fix stuff but it wasn’t as magical as Martha liked to imagine. Hank loved to read and he absorbed everything he ever read, especially anything to do with electronics and he’d quickly learned he could earn money by fixing stuff for the kids at school too.
By the time he was nine he’d learned how to reprogram calculators to do many more tasks than they were originally designed for and he would charge kids at school to do the same for them so they could impress their parents and teachers with their new skills. 
His premium product was a program he wrote that enabled his doctored calculators to show streaming text messages across their display screens and all the local kids wanted that, so he could charge whatever he liked for it and they would happily pay.
Hank loved playing with calculators so much that it led him to trading in them. 
He learned how to buy wholesale and sell them to other kids for a very nice profit. Then he would talk those same kids into constantly upgrading till practically his whole school ended up owning the most sophisticated calculators on the market at any one time, most of them custom programmed by Hank to do whatever special tasks their owners wanted of them.
When he was ten he started a newspaper delivery route and he soon figured out that if he took on two more adjacent routes he could triple his pay but he would only need to spend an extra twenty minutes completing all three.
As other kids left even more nearby routes he picked them up too and by then he was so efficient he could easily handle five routes in not much more time than most other kids dawdled away on one.
When he was twelve he handed his mother twenty thousand dollars in cash;
“Mom, can you buy some shares for me? The thing is, I can’t legally buy shares till I’m eighteen, but you can open an account with a stockbroker in my name and you just have to say you’re my mom and they’ll do it, OK? There’s this company I know about called Intel and they make these really neat processors for calculators. This is the number of the stockbroker to call and I’ve written down the name of the processor company and you just need to tell the stockbroker all the usual stuff, you know, name and address and stuff, and I’ll need a bank account too, so could you set that up for me as well please? This twenty thousand is just to get started, put it all into Intel please and I’ll have some more to invest in other companies soon, I’m getting lots more customers from other schools now.” 
“And, thanks mom,” he said, as he hugged her.
He wasn't going to wait for her to refuse or ask awkward questions and when Hank hugged his mom she couldn’t resist anything he asked of her.
By the time he was eighteen he’d saved up enough to buy a decent chunk of shares in Microsoft when it went public in 1986 at only six cents a share. 
Hank put his nest eggs in tech startups because he had confidence in his ability to pick technology investments.
On the night of Hank’s own senior prom, Martha, who thought that Hank was even more shy and withdrawn than she was at his age, worried about letting him go at all.
“Henry, you look so handsome in your suit but I want you to be careful and if you see any trouble I want you to leave and come home right away. Will you do that please?”
“Mom, it’s going to be fine, there won’t be any trouble, the staff are really careful about that stuff.”
“Just promise me you’ll be careful please.”
“I will mom, I promise I’ll be careful.”
Martha stayed home and fretted all night for her beloved son. Her thoughts while she waited inevitably went to the night of her own senior prom.
She thought about Henry, the boy she should have married if they’d been given the chance and she mused how her own Henry was like him in so many ways. She was grateful for that because she liked the gentle ways that both boys had about them.
Thinking of that night led her to the inevitable thought that she would have to take Hank to meet her parents one day. But before she could even think about that she would have to explain to him the circumstances of his own conception. 
She’d always answered Hank’s questions about his father by saying he died in a terrible accident before Hank was born and they hadn’t had time to get married before it happened. When Hank tried to pursue it further she always put him off by saying she would explain it when he was older so he could understand it better. 
But she knew it wasn’t going to be easy, however or whenever she did it. 
She wanted to do it as matter-of-factly and truthfully as possible while trying not to make it such a big deal that it became an emotional wrench for him. But still she worried it might affect his perception on life and she wondered if she shouldn’t just make up a fantasy and forgot about ever taking him to see her parents.
But that wasn’t possible; she owed her parents an explanation and she wanted to deliver on that debt.
When Hank came home that night an opportunity came up and Martha took it;
“Please come and sit with me Henry and tell me how your prom was.”
“It was good mom, everyone seemed to have a good time. There were a couple of incidents, but nothing serious, so I guess it was all pretty good.”
“Including you, did you have a good time too?”
“Well, I was just sort of watching, I’m not very good at socializing yet, but I will get better, I promise. Hey, weren’t you going to tell me about your own prom and my dad one day? Don’t you think that time has come?”
“Well, yes, I suppose it has. There’s something I need to tell you about that night, but it’s not all so nice, so please make allowances for me getting upset and it will be upsetting for you too, so please be prepared for that as well as it concerns your father.” 
“OK, mom, I will.”
Tears were already wetting her cheeks as she began her story of that fateful night.
When Hank saw his mom crying he took a hold of her hand and then she started;
“There was a boy at school that I liked called Henry and everyone knew that he liked me too but we were both really shy so we never got to be more than just good friends ……”
Martha paused to wipe her tears and to stop herself from breaking down completely;
“….. anyway, there was a group of girls and boys who used to bully us both …. because we were shy …. and when I went to our Senior Prom they drugged me and I went into a coma …. and when I woke the next day ….. I realized I’d been assaulted ……. I mean, I’d been raped. But I found out later, the group of kids that bullied us forced Henry to have sex with me when I was in the coma. …… and I know he wouldn’t want to do that willingly, but they were such nasty thugs that it must have been a horrible thing for him to have been forced into doing ….. because that same night he hanged himself in the school's chemistry lab …… and that’s … how he came to be …. your father.” 
Martha looked at Hank to see his response but he wasn’t giving anything away, he was just staring as if in a daze. 
“I could have terminated the pregnancy but I wanted to have Henry’s child. I adored Henry and I felt sure we would have married if our lives had been allowed to continue normally. And I know he would have been a good father to you too.”
Martha looked again to see if Hank wanted to say anything but he still wasn’t responding.
“I’m sorry that it means you’ll never get to know your father but I’m not sorry that I went through with it because you’re a wonderful son and now that you know all that, I’ll tell you anything you want to know about him because I know you would have liked him. He was clever and smart, just like you, and one day, I’m going to take you to meet my parents - I haven’t seen them since I left home that fall - and we’ll visit Henry’s grave together. I only went there once before I left home but now I want to go there again, with you.”
The next time Martha looked at Hank his face was blank but she could tell he was deeply affected by what she’d told him.
There was nothing more either one was able to say then, they both sat quietly following the revelation. 
 
* * * * * * * * *
 
Three
Return
 
Hank was twenty years old before Martha herself felt able to face the full torment of that life-changing night when he was conceived. 
But she finally showed up back at her parent’s house one Friday night in 1988 with a fine 20-year old son, to the relief, the anguish and the tears of her parents as they listened to the nightmare of a story she told them.
All the time she was telling her story to her parents Hank held her hand to comfort and reassure her.
“I’m so sorry I couldn’t tell you what happened or why at the time, I felt ashamed and depressed, and worst of all, I felt it was all my fault for going to my prom in that dress. I wished afterwards I’d never bought it but now I realize I wasn’t really to blame, it was those shameless bullies that were to blame for what happened that night and for Henry committing suicide and I’ll never forgive them for that.”
“You poor child, we can’t imagine the torment you must have gone through. And that poor sweet Henry, he was such an adorable boy, what must his parents have thought all this time? We don’t even know if they knew you went missing.” her mother said.
“I don’t know either. I really would like to go and see them to ask what they do know but it will be such a shock for them if they don’t know what happened by now. And how could they understand what I did? I only found out the truth by making my friends tell me what happened or they wouldn’t have told me at all. I don’t suppose Henry’s parents were able to do that so they may not know what happened to this day.”
“You must both go and see them my dear, this dear boy is their grandchild too.”
“I know we should but I don’t know how to handle it yet, I think I might phone them first. What did you do when I stopped contacting you? It must have been horrible for you too but I couldn’t do anything else at the time, I was so weighted down with Henry’s suicide and being pregnant that I couldn’t face explaining it all to you, it just didn’t seem real, it was like a nightmare. I was only eighteen and still a virgin before that night, then suddenly there I was in Hartford expecting a child, Henry was dead, and I remembered nothing of the incident that made me that way, it was horrible.”
Martha broke down again at the memory of it all. Her mother, father and Hank hugged and comforted her while she composed herself.
“Now don’t you worry about that, darling girl, we know you had no choice but to do what you did and anyone else would have done the same. When we didn’t hear from you we contacted the university and they told us you weren’t attending class anymore but they said they knew nothing else about you. Of course we got in a panic when we heard that and we contacted the police in Hartford but they didn’t act as if it was anything to worry about. They tried to say you’d probably eloped with someone you met at university but we knew that wasn’t like you at all so they were no help at all really. We went to the university ourselves but we couldn’t find anyone who you’d made friends with and we couldn’t find out anything else either.”
“So what did you do? What did you think then?”
 “Somehow, I don’t know how, just call it a parent's instinct, but we both knew you would come back to us one day. That sounds strange to say that now but we both believed it all along. It’s even hard now to recall that you were ever away so isn’t that strange as well? It’s just like a dream isn’t it? In the meantime, we put all our care into your sister Gemma and she has a lovely daughter Jane who is now sixteen so that has been a blessing that helped us all along. Wait till Gemma finds out that you’re back, she will die with excitement, she missed you so much, the poor dear.”
“I wish we could stay longer but we’ve only got the weekend because Hank has to go to college on Monday and I have to work too.”
“But don’t you want to come back here to live dear? It would be so nice if you would.”
“I’m sorry, but I can’t. I couldn’t face living here ever again. Given my history it would just wear me down. Hartford has been really good to us and we’re going to stay there.”
“Well, you must do what you think is best my dears, we’ll support you whatever you decide. We’re just so happy that you’re well and thriving.”
“Tomorrow, Henry and I will visit his father’s grave. I went there once before I left. After that we’ll phone his parents to ask if we can see them.”
After they’d laid flowers at Henry’s grave they drove to see his parents who were surprised to hear from Martha when she called.
As soon as she arrived Martha could tell they knew nothing about the reason for Henry’s fate that night and she simply didn’t have the heart to bring the subject up. It was twenty years since the affair and they had twenty years of forgetting about it stashed in their memory banks so Martha thought it better to let them live with what peace they already had.
They shared a cup of tea and then left and by the time they got back to Martha’s parent’s house Gemma had arrived with her daughter Jane, and her parents had already briefed Gemma and Jane on what Martha had been through since she left.
Gemma, was thrilled to see her sister after twenty years;
“I can’t believe it’s you, after all this time, but you look so good, and Henry does too, he’s so handsome.”
“And you look exactly the same, and Jane is so beautiful, just like her mother. I’m so pleased for you both.”
Neither Gemma nor Jane had any of Martha’s or Hank’s shyness so Martha and Hank were quickly made to feel at ease and within a short time it was as if the past twenty years had almost been erased.
But the weekend soon scurried away and on Sunday evening Martha and Hank returned to Hartford with some better memories to build on than the last time Martha had left her hometown.
Hank had already been at Hartford University for two years when they’d visited Martha’s parents and when he graduated in 1990 at twenty-two, he left there with a degree in Computer Engineering and the highest grade ever achieved in that subject at Hartford. 
But it wasn’t just his grade that qualified him; Hank had an enthusiasm for the subject that was boundless.
The bond between Martha and Hank was unbreakable because of their early struggles together and when Hank left university and started work at a Hartford software company it was then that he told his mom she didn’t need to work again if she didn’t want to because he could afford to look after her for the rest of her life. 
He was a millionaire from his investments before he even started full time work.
When Hank was twenty-eight he bought a new house for them and he gave it to his mother, telling her it was hers for all her life.
She resolved to live there for the rest of her life and she went straight to a
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