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“Greatness has nothing to do with how much wealth we accumulate. How much fame we gather. Or how many we kill in the line of duty.

“True greatness is a light that shines from a man’s soul and says all life is important. And that no life is worth less than my own.”

—Sir Albert Einstein
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University of Berkeley, California

December 7, 1941

San Francisco Harbor

The room was shaped like a steep ramp, with rows of single-seat chairs with a small flat-top desk straddling them like lovers in a clinch. Strewn across the rows, seemingly random, were male and female students, with more male than females being the majority there.

Most were in their late teens to early teens as this was a graduate course in advanced theoretical physics.

The majority were transfixed on the teacher at the chalkboard. He kept scratching the back of his head with a pipe. Empty, thank God!

He finished a large circle, then turned his attention to see who was following him.

"Our universe," he explained.

He smiled, his typical nature to do. Then, he nodded to the ones taking notes, following closely, noted who was busy filing their nails, picking their noses, or exchanging messages with a neighbor across or down from them.

Satisfied, he returned his attention to the chalkboard once more. "Now, assuming this is but one of many, how do we explain a concept as complex as multiple universes?"

CLUMP!

No one looked.

It was a familiar sound. To the teacher and to the class, most of who snickered. 

But for Professor Albert Einstein, who was running the class now, it was a sound he was always looking forward to. So, he ignored the loud clump sound. Made when his best student, Harry, no last name, dropped the usual duffel bag. Always at the top of the ramp descending into the room to join the students at the front row where he usually sat dead center, eyes glued to Albert Einstein during his lectures.

No student ever sat in that spot. It's as if there were an unspoken agreement that this spot was Harry's and no one else.

Something Professor Einstein wondered about, even making notes after class, to try and work out a formula for the unspoken energies. Every energy has a reason for being...whether it was physical or not visible physical. It was there. And if there, it should be able to be measured in some way.

Perhaps to some, especially his more traditional colleagues, such a thought would never nest in their stifled minds. Being bound to a tradition of knowledge which, even though ever evolving, they refused to bend from.

He smiled. Harry was both impressive and mysterious. And the two of those elements blended in a peculiar mix that made him vastly curious. And a man with a mind like his couldn't stay just...curious...forever!

Much as he was getting used to the attention brought upon him of late. By the world of science and some of his own colleagues, it wasn't always comfortable. Many thought his outlandish theories, as they called them, about time and space and the conversion of energy into matter and vice versa, was the ranting of a mad man.

Well, let's see what they say when the top-secret project he has been working on finally manifests into public awareness with a bang.

He winced at that inside joke. It wasn't hilarious. It was quite horrible. And tragic for where the bang would emanate from. But a war was going on. A desperate one and if the juggernaut of the Nazi thrust wasn't blunted...and soon...

He glanced about as Harry sat down with a heavy 

sigh in his usual spot gave the young man a quick smile, then returned to his lecture.

He proceeded to add more circles to the big one, some inside that one, others not. But all touching one another in some way through an intricate but obvious chain of connections.

"As you can see, when I draw a circle within a circle, but have each overlapping or touching the larger one it is inside, that all are connected."

"Professor Einstein."

Professor Einstein turned an amused glance towards Harry immediately. The man stood out in so many ways. Still, out of the hundred to a hundred and forty students in his average class, he would, otherwise, have been difficult to spot. If not for the fountain of energy, directness, and, quite frankly, deep-seated sincerity that radiated from him.

Harry had an Air Force cut, a smile that cut as sharply as his hair cut, and glowing brown eyes that seemed to wash across everything they glanced at, rather than just taking in what was seen.

"Yes, Harry."

"So, you believe that our Earth..."

He paused, licking his lips, almost as if afraid to say what he thought out loud.

Several of the other students gave him hard stares. He was considered the oddball of the class...reading such odd books as H.G. Wells' War of the Worlds. Jules Verne's' 20,000 Leagues Beneath the Sea as avidly and hungrily as most of the males and females in the class pursued their mating games.

"Go on, Harry. I'm listening. Even if your classmates are more interested in playing with each other than learning why. Still, they want to play with each other!"

The class broke into giggles and laughter. The girls, the laughs. The guys, the laughter.

Harry took a deep breath and spit out hurriedly as if it might be his last breath, "That there are as many Earths as we can imagine?"

The question hung in the air like a threatening Sword of Damocles, ready to drop and cut off ahead of the poor soul beneath its sharp blade. Every student had stopped their little nervous movements, chit chat, and note swapping to watch what was happening now. To listen. Maybe out of curiosity. Maybe not. Or perhaps because they sensed something in Harry's question. Something beyond their senses that spoke of something much larger. Something not said or asked by Harry. Yet, marching up to the problem and waiting. Ponderously. Laboriously. As if prepared to die rather than give an inch.

Einstein laughed, his huge mustache bouncing up and down on his upper lip like a massive caterpillar doing the Rhumba, his eyes glinting with amusement, cheeks crinkled with mirth.

"There...now...was that so hard?"

More laughter, but this time, kinder. For the embarrassed Harry. The man the girls all adored because of his flashing smile, his body demeanor, and his usual self-assurance, which went into meltdown today, though.

Harry grinned sheepishly.

Several girls made sighs as they saw that look. Obviously moonstruck by the young man's innocence and maybe even planning to help him lose some of it.

All those connections and emotional under scorings flashed through Einstein's mind even as he summoned the best response he could make now.

"Yes. That is my answer. I believe that our planet Earth is but one of many, many, many...more Earths than there are grains of sand on our ocean beaches."

The class went as silent as a tomb.

Harry's breath caught in his throat, but he managed his next question. "And if there are infinite Earths..."

"Did I say infinite?"

Harry ignored Einstein's tease. "If there are infinite Earths, then could there not also be endless times...moments where everything we say and or do breaks off and creates an entirely new Earth? And....?

"And what, Harry?"

Harry rushed his answer out, like a balloon suddenly deflated by a pin. "All those breaks just as connected as what you diagrammed on the board?"

"As in, an infinite number of timelines and universes?"

"Yes."

Harry visibly relaxed on that reply. His boyish grin returned, and several more girls who had been watching him sighed hungrily, hoping to gain his attention, which as usual, failed to happen. 

For some reason, the young man had no interest in any of the classroom's young women, even though many were quite beautiful...and available.

Einstein grinned like a walrus. "My dear boy, that is a question for God,"

"But if you were to answer it, Professor. Sir?"

"Then I would very humbly reply to this. What if there is a God...and I believe there is. Just not as is believed in traditional religion. Then that God, since he is all there is, was and ever will be...would have to encompass all possibilities."

The class tensed. 

No one freaked out. After all, this was the University of Berkeley. And the students here were free thinkers. Mostly.

Einstein took out his pipe, tamped some tobacco into it, allowing the suspense to build before he spoke.

Harry tensed too. Afraid he had pushed too hard and too far. He knew there was something about this Einstein that was hidden, secretive but wanting to break free and come out, but for some obscure reason, was not.

Einstein lit his pipe without even looking. Took a draw, allowing the smoke to stream out from his nose in a soft blur. Hiding his face and making everyone in the classroom uneasy for a moment. Beneath the harsh lighting from above, it gave him a frightening look. "Yes. I believe the possibilities of endless Earths and timelines are incredibly imaginative...but..."

Harry tensed, sure he was about to be put in his place, when Einstein smiled, then said, "But...quite possible."

The school bell rang.

Everyone rushed from the large room, but Harry remained seated. When the last student had exited, and the doors all slammed shut, he rose slowly.

"Professor, I have something to share with you."

"Oh?"

"You're right."

"I'm sorry, but you must mean that you are right."

Harry smiled. "No. I meant exactly what I said."

Einstein sat down behind his desk.

Hard.

His suspicions were finally confirmed. This man standing before him knew about everything...and more! But how much more? His hand shook, so he hid them in the pockets of his jacket.

Harry came to Einstein's desk and stood there, smiling. "And I think we need to talk."

Einstein gave him a long stare.

"Now!"

Einstein stuck his pipe between his lips again and took a long draw, then nodded his head.
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December 7, 1941

San Francisco Harbor

Another Timeline

The Nazi Swept Wing Bomber Ho Horton 246 resembled a frog-shaped log, with a very long snout that stuck out petulantly, with swept-back, V-shaped wings. It had the look of something alive, vicious, angry as well as arrogant. All at the same time.

To a seasoned Airman, this jet might look like some kind of joke, but that's only because they haven't been on the receiving end of its armaments yet.

Captain Mueller adjusted his attitude. He would be attacking from below the radar screens of the unsuspecting Americans.

"Dropping below the radar," he announced. The jet dropped to within twenty feet of the Pacific Ocean waves, sending up long sheathes of white-whipped, frothy waves as the backwash from his jet struck the surface of the waters.

While his jet could fly unmolested through radar waves, he didn't want to take any chances. Too much was riding on this sneak attack.

This mission could mean a promotion for him and a recommendation from the Fuehrer. He would be able to provide a safer home for his wife and two boys. Maybe move them to Switzerland, which was still safe from the reach of the Fuehrer, though heaven only knew why.

The Swiss were tough negotiators was the only way he could figure out how they got from under Hitler's thumb.

Fondly, for a brief moment, he thought of his youngest boy, which always ran to him at the door, calling out, "Papa! Papa!" Over and over.

His co-pilot was watching their three and nine for any possible surprises. And their six. Because he was facing the rear, where he could see over the fuselage well enough, though not as well as he could have from the front of the cockpit, which had a more sweeping view of the horizon.

He smiled. Confident. Arrogant, just like his jet looked, he knew this mission was the one he had been waiting for. He was tired of shooting down those miserable British fighters. They were a waste of his talent.

But with this mission, he would prove himself.

His son would soon be calling him Papa Colonel!

The Horton bomber was the pride of the secret weapon resources of Adolph Hitler. It was now being tested. Hard. In a plan Hitler hoped would bring America to its knees finally and collapse it once and for all into the hungry arms of Nazi Germany.

The foolish Americans were refusing to be drawn in the World War, and today would cement their foolishness in infamy!

Unknown to the civilians of America and most of the free world, the Western Alliance of Britain and France had been quietly losing the war.

Australia, New Zealand, and Africa were near-total collapse, so the Fuehrer was ecstatic that his plans were coming together for world conquest.

Only China and Russia remained. But soon, they would also vanish beneath his boot as the Japanese stepped more in-depth into the war to help.

General Rommel was tackling Africa with the Iron Fist. An elite corps, the Tankers...which decimated anything in its path with cannon fire and rolling over anything left resisting afterward.

All of his men were given strict orders to keep no prisoners. The few kept were being sent to a secret lab at two of the Poles locations, where top-secret experimentation was done on live humans. And where underground mining was even at this moment was going on, as the Fuehrer's plan to find the kingdom beneath the Earth bore fruit.

He thought that but a fantasy, but none dared to disagree with the All-Father, as their career and life would more than likely be shortly after that terminated.

So, for the more or less Ruler of Germany, Hitler was in a powerful position. Both at home and abroad. And now he was watching gleefully from Berlin as his science and his soldiers swept all obstacles aside.

The Third Reich was overwhelming the cities of Europe. With Storm Troopers and advanced tanks that used rapid-fire cannon shell to wreak death and destruction. Making the iron beasts the equivalent of destroyers with treads as they swept through town after town, city after city, decimating homes, cars, city, and streets with cannon and tread. What they couldn't blow up, they plowed through. What they couldn't tear up, they used the weight of their mighty Storm Tanks to squash and grind into dust, clearing the path for the ground troops following them.

They left nothing standing if they could blow it up. Crash it. Rollover it or smash it to pieces or tear its surface part with their ruthless iron weight and massive tank treads that left pavement and dirt equally broken and cast aside.

But this...this monster of the air. It was far worse. Not only was it capable of ripping the skies open at over six hundred miles an hour, but it was an added terror in the sky as a fighter bomber. It could dodge most ground barrage and avoid air to air missiles effortlessly with its advanced radar systems.

It replaced the once dreaded Messerschmitt fighter plane. Not only effectively upping the ante of air wars but also smashing enemies right and left...effortlessly.

On the ground.

On the sea.

And in the air.

The Horton bomber boasted an overly large swastika on its v wings' belly. Within that giant swastika was painted a blood red grinning skull.

"It will fill those who see them with terror!" Adolph had told his command when they thought this a bit unsightly. No more objections were brought up or allowed. They all knew once he made up his mind; it was death to object.

The Horton's powerful turbine jet engines roared like a thousand agitated lions as it dropped below the coastal clouds that usually fogged San Francisco this time of year.

The Golden Gate Bridge showed off its lovely skirts of golden paint as the Bomber Pilot angled slightly towards it.

The Pacific Ocean shone peacefully beneath the bomber as it hurtled towards its deadly goal. A world of peaceful people was about to get a rude wake-up call.

Even though Americans had radar that could see hundreds of miles in any direction, they couldn't see the Horton.

It was a new kind of weapon.

Radar shields, energy waves that absorbed and then redirected the radar in patterns that would leave no incriminating signatures. Radar flowed around the shielded bomber, leaving no print for the Americans to follow.

On American and their allies' screens, the radar waves would seem to have just passed through some atmospheric turbulence at their worst, or possibly a heavier than usual moisture cloud.

Radar was not advanced enough to see the slight disturbance the Horton made as it passed briefly through the sweeping radar waves.

For now, he would not worry. But soon, he would have to rise into bombing altitude, then he would be exposed. But for now, he could muse, plan, and laugh at the folly of the unsuspecting men and women of San Francisco. The latter had awakened this morning thinking it to be just another day like the one before.

Wrong!

And now America was going to pay for it! Captain Mueller mused with a grin that would make any sane man grimace at the sight of such cruelty. But he, like so many others, who had been absorbed into Hitler's war machine, saw himself as a hero. When, in fact, they were as much like hoodlums on the streets of Chicago. Or wily politicians who sold lies to get their booty from ignorant voters, both of whom could care less for the common man's plight or for mankind. In it for themselves and personal aggrandizement from the start to the end.

Unfortunately, many souls on our planet cannot see themselves as part of a larger plan. A better strategy for humanity involves kindness, consideration, sharing, and advancement through personal self-sacrifice and sharing burdens.

Men like Captain Mueller are political in nature...which means that whatever way the party leans at any given moment, they trust in that same direction. They are not leaders, but clones of another's choices, another's cruelty in this instance, as long as it leans towards giving them what they want. They follow, not allowing their mind to be shaken from their course or path of choice for them. Not wanting to know if what they did brought pain and suffering.

This is how cruel wars are started and maintained. Not by men full of joy and compassion, but by soulless creatures following a hollow path. The path of a cult of death and destruction, self-superiority, and arrogance.

Perhaps at the last moment of their last breath, they awaken to the failure of their lives, the emptiness and void of their heart and soul.

Perhaps.
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Some fishing trawlers were peacefully doing their business. Simultaneously, sailboats and light sailing craft zipped around them. And to other parts of the coast as California citizens blithely took their day off from busy work schedules, which for many was as much as eighteen hours a day.

War had not made things better for Americans. What had been long days before the war became even longer now. With the added burden of not knowing if their own country would be bombed to ashes one day or that their friends and loved ones would ever return...alive or whole of the body.

Yet, because we can't think in such dreadful terms all the time and retain our sanity. The average American still needs rest and recreation...whether a day at the beach, the bar, or the movies where King Kong or Frankenstein might be playing. Or the latest war news and Betty Boop cartoons and, if lucky, the latest Superman and Bugs Bunny cartoons.

In war, life is complicated. But though such is the rule, also it is the rule that entertainment manages to intercede in daily lives. Dissolve the sadness and broken hearts, worry, and fears into something more soothing and pleasurable.

Relaxation!

"The war needs you!" Posters hung in the cabins of some of the smaller sailing craft. Some were tacked or nailed to the vessel's inboard. Proudly declaring their patriotism with pictures of Hitler with egg on his face, or Popeye smashing a can of opened spinach in the face of a Storm Trooper.

While America hadn't joined the war yet, it lay the propaganda groundwork to prepare citizens for what was coming.

So, even with those warning signs that death and destruction were arriving one day...and soon! Still, the children played innocently with marbles and jacks and dolls and read comic books about Casper the Ghost, Richie Rich, Superman, and Batman.

But more often, the war posters were found stapled or nailed to posts next to the berths of the craft, with huge red marks on them that had bull's eyes on Hitler's face.

Yes, they might forget somewhat the agonies and pressures of war, the denial, and sacrifice that went with such things. However, they had time to find humor in the darkest times, still thinking that they were safe and secure here in America.

This day was like many others in these troubled times. For those who sought some relief from the ongoing horrible news from across the sea. The painful images and messages from other continents where Hitler was plunging civilization into deeper and darker despair as his juggernaut pillaged and destroyed, mutilating, and raping the helpless before it.

It seemed to the Europeans Americans had withdrawn into a shell. In a fetal position, become a wounded animal, licking its wounds when they should be horrified and alarmed at the steady advance of Hitler's war machine.

And in some...the less political, the more aware in power, they knew that war was imminent. You can only stand back from the precipice of violence for so long before you are thrown in if you don't work to prevent that from happening.

And hiding from the truth is never the mark of valor, nor the path of righteousness.

On the other side of the coin, in a time when one would expect the better angels to preside, many are giving into politics that ignores the plight of their fellow man. Whether because of their fear of death, cowardice, or perhaps not caring about anyone else but themselves. It was a strange division of a nation founded by pilgrims. Who fled the brutality of regimes in Europe and elsewhere to establish a new life. A country where all men and women could be treated equally, without fear, and without a doubt.

And to those whose eyes were open, ears listening, ignoring Hitler's actions was no longer possible. The brutality of Hitler's regime became more repugnant and hateful to their sense of right and wrong. It was only a matter of time. In the minds of our military and the public, the war would soon spill over our shores. For many, getting away was not to abandon their fellow man but to fortify their souls for what was to come.

Still believing the dogs of war remained in their kennel across seas, Marion Darby and her husband Blaine were sailing the Bay Area coastline, just a few hundred yards from the Golden Gate in their small sailing craft, the Bali Hai.

It was their first real vacation in months. Blaine had been away on what he would not go into detail about but calling it a necessary evil. This frightened Marion. Still, she was used to his top-secret and highly classified work with the Air Force. So, somehow, she managed to sweep it aside for the moment now they were together. It didn't stop her in her tracks. But it worried her soul about what was really going on behind closed doors.

Later, in retrospect, Marion would realize that it had been a necessary evil. Blaine was involved with something so significant, so overwhelming, and dangerous that he didn't dare speak of it. Not to anyone. Not even here! Suppose he had talked about it to anyone. In that case, it might have betrayed a purpose too great to be exposed to the public. And far worse, arm the coming enemy with information that could cripple the war effort in the works.

She shivered at that thought. For coming, it was. She wasn't dumb to politics, nor to secrecy about her husband's real work. She knew by the tension she massaged out of his back and neck every night now that whatever was going on, that whatever was coming...it was terrible. Really, really bad.

But for now, she had to just let go and be with her man and child. Watch her man, who strove to hide the turmoil he was feeling. Unable to watch him mull over what the future was drawing him all too swiftly into. And for the moment, this small voyage helped relieve some of that tension, if not all.

His hidden purpose boiled beneath the surface of their relationship and time together, but even this brief respite in the name of getting a dog's eye view from beneath the massive bridge and its golden girders and outstretched arms towards heaven...even these few moments kept the gold of their bonds fresh and stable.

She had wanted to get out of their flat and breathe some fresh air. But more than anything else, to spend quality time with the man she loved and their daughter.

Frisco was great for air quality, but nothing beat the fresh seawater scents of salt, brine, fish, and all the smells and fragrances that wafted from the Frisco as they sailed. It made one feel great and alive. And being side by side with your mate was an added bonus of inestimable value.

Blaine smiled at his Marion as she sucked in a fresh lungful. Laughed. "Hard to imagine anything fresher than this, isn't it?"

She laughed. "How about the hills of Pennsylvania during winter and spring?"

He grinned at her, his smile warming her heart as it always did. "Well, yeah. That too. But we'd be freezing our asses off this time of year in Avella, where we used to live. So, kudos for the warm Pacific Ocean, Bay weather.

"Second that!" She said with a laugh.

He took her hand and kissed it, his mind flitting back for a brief moment to his father, stuck in a chair back home, unable to ply the airs of his dreams any longer. His Pop, as he called him, had been a Wing Commander during World War One.

"And those flying buggies were held together by spit and prayers," his father would always remind him when Blaine complained about modern aircraft. "You got nothing to grind your mouth about, son."

"You miss flying, don't you?" He had asked then.

"Nothing worse than being chained to an anchor when all the others are flying," Pop would always say.

"Planes don't have anchors, Pop," he would tease back.

"Yeah. Wait until you get my age, and then we'll compare chains and see how true that is!" Then he added as an afterthought, "If I ain't kicking up daisies then!"

Blaine had laughed at the time, but he knew it was true. Twenty years can make a huge difference in your life. And Pop seemed more and more remote these days as if he were just marking off the days until he went on a vacation...but...he felt his eyes watering at the thought...not on this world.

He bit back thoughts of grief. It hadn't happened yet, and he prayed it wouldn't anytime soon. But prayers and reality seldom match, he thought.

His mind shifted back to his mission today, besides getting away from it all. And something else...something he knew that Marion was feeling from him, though it was unsaid and muffled most of the time by his smiles and positive remarks. Still that shadow. That event remained hanging over them both.

"It's so big!" Marion sighed, leaning into him deliberately. "If my man were here right now, I bet he'd give his right foot to see this."

He laughed and gave her a peck on the cheek. "How many right feet can a man give away like that?" He joked.

Blaine was an architect, and he wanted to study the superstructure beneath the bridge. Just in case he was ever needed to do real-time work on it. Her reminder brought him back to the present. What needed to be done that hadn't and what needed to be done that should be right now!

The architectural firm he worked for employed many, such as he, to maintain the structures of San Francisco deemed essential to the war effort. And besides the great port of San Francisco, the bridges to the left and right of San Francisco were very, very important.

They allowed commerce to flow freely to the sea and from the sea. New armaments, tanks, cannons, soldiers, airplane parts, hand weapons, gear, and other such things passed over them. The country's center where factories worked day and night to churn out needed war goods and ship from the Port to Europe and other areas required for the war efforts.

That was becoming harder and harder with the Nazis commanding more and more of the seas with their submarines, some of which were more than a match for the usually better made American ones.

The Nazis were making rapid advances in the military sciences. The American military was deeply concerned...almost morbidly so about what would be coming next from the killing factory of Hitler.

Part of Blaine's specialty was on the job architecture...which was a polite way of saying he bandaged any breaks in the structures assigned to ASAP so that the public never knew. The bridge or other superstructures of the Bay Area were maintained and safe, more importantly.

"Wow!" Marion sighed.

He put his arm about her shoulders, and they both put a hand on the wheel to steady their course as they sailed nearer to the massive struts of concrete and steel that held up the bridge from the bay waters.

"Did you know that the concrete pylons you see above the water are just like icebergs?"

"Really?"

"Really. The pylons penetrate hundreds of feet below the waterline. Thousands of tons of concrete and steel are embedded below the Bay to anchor the bridge and sustain its weight."

"Incredible." She said, gave him a peck on his cheek. "And you helped build it."

"Yup. With chewing gum and a ball of wax."

They both laughed.

A sound caught their attention. They had almost forgotten what it was. It was so quiet and peaceful aboard their boat. All they could hear was the sound of sloshing waves against the hull and the calls of seabirds in the air.

"Uh-oh!"

Marion turned a worried look to their small cabin, where their baby had been sleeping. "Party time is over."

He kissed her. "Hurry up and grab the little devil. She needs to see this."

"She'll only want my nipple."

He grinned. "Who doesn't?"

She slapped him playfully. "Blaine!"

She would slap him again harder when he gave her a quick once over, but then when their baby cried out again, she instead opted for their daughter.

She ducked into the small Captain's cabin. Hunched over the crib and gently removed Darling from her covers, and then pulled her next to her bosom, which Darling knew immediately, was the best place to be. She immediately put hands on her right breast, eyes fixed on it as well.

Marion laughed.

"Hubby's always right, isn't he?"

Darling giggled, kicked her feet happily, and reached for the breast again.

She unbuttoned her blouse, shoved aside the strap of her bra, and put Darling to her nipple.

Darling began sucking.

Marion sighed happily. She felt the milk course outwards, giving her a warm, almost drowsy feeling as it did so. Her breasts were feeling a bit on the overloaded side anyway. So, if Darling hadn't awoken, she would have wakened her to relieve the pressure on her bosom.
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