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Junior hadn't noticed when the detective stopped turning the coin across his knuckles..The expectation with which Tom had been greeted on his
arrival was as thin as the air at Himalayan heights compared to the rich stew of anticipation now aboil..Junior didn't know much about guns. He
didn't approve of them; he had never owned one..Edom marveled at Agnes's ability to rise above the past and to transcend so many years of
torment. She was able to see the house as simple shelter, whereas to her brothers, it was-and always would be-the place in which their spirits had
been shattered. Even living within sight of it would have been out of the question if they had been employed, with options..The sleeves of the
pajama top were pushed up, revealing more of the disease's vicious work. The muscles of her useless left arm had atrophied; the once graceful hand
curled in upon itself, as though holding an invisible object, perhaps the hope she never abandoned..One hand on the railing, he ascended the first
three steps slowly. Pausing on each, he slid his foot forward and back on the carpet, runner to judge the depth of the tread relative to his small foot.
He ran the toe of his right shoe up and down the riser between each tread, gauging the height.."Enough," said the nurse, and the nun reached
through clouds of steam to crank off the water..Junior examined the music collection. The policeman's taste ran to big band music and vocalists
from the swing era..Behind the dog, Mary walked out of nowhere, ball in hand, and Koko whirled in surprise, and the chase was on again..". . . then
how come you couldn't walk where your eyes were healthy and leave the tumors there," she remembered..The hospital was drowned in the
bottomless silence that fills places of human habitation only in the few hours before dawn, when the needs and hungers' and fears of one day are
forgotten and those of the next are.Using the straight edge of a ruler to guide his eye down each column, Junior searched for Bartholomew,
ignoring surnames. He had already checked to see if anyone in the county had Bartholomew for a last name; no one in this directory did..If he
killed Bartholomew and got away clean, as he expected that he would, then he could subsequently return everything in the van to the apartment. He
was just being prudent by planning for his future, because the future was, after all, the only place he lived..'She didn't reach into your thoughts and
pluck out the name Rowena. Or Beezil or Feezil.'.He had dragged Ichabod halfway across the threshold when he heard someone say, "No.".Polio,
largely an affliction of younger children, had stricken her two weeks before her fifteenth birthday. Thirty years ago..A nuclear-powered sound
system blasted out the Doors, Jefferson Airplane, the Mamas and the Papas, Strawberry Alarm Clock, Country Joe and the Fish, the Lovin'
Spoonful, Donovan (unfortunately), the Rolling Stones (annoyingly), and the Beatles (infuriatingly). Megatons of music crashed off the brick
walls, made the many-paned metal framed windows reverberate like the drumheads in a hard-marching military band, and created simultaneously
an exhilarating sense of possibility and a sense of doom, the feeling that Armageddon was coming soon but that it was going to be fun..Returning
the newborn to the nun, Celestina asked for the use of a phone, and for privacy.."You sounded as though you were in a lot of distress. You were
frightened of this Bartholomew.".same," Agnes admonished. "Who's been raising you, sugarpie, if you don't know that? Are you going to pretend
you've been brought up by wolves for nine years?".Somehow, Vanadium's malevolent spirit was also to blame for Junior's failure to find a new
heart mate, in spite of all the women he'd been through. Undoubtedly, when Bartholomew was dead and Vanadium vanquished with him, romance
and true love would bloom..During the ten days since Joey's passing, a great many people had conveyed their condolences to Agnes, but until this
man, she'd known all of them.."Blood tests should reveal whether the child's yours or not. That also might explain all this."."Oh," Celestina White
replied, "yes, every day. I'm currently engaged on an entire series of works inspired by Bartholomew.".Judging by the smeariness of the letters and
by the fact that some had run before they dried, the writing instrument hadn't been a felt-tip marker, as Vanadium first thought. A spattering of red
droplets on the closed lid of the toilet and across the beige marble floor, all dry now, gave rise to a suspicion.."That won't do it.".She had put aside a
half-finished pencil portrait of Phimie to develop several of Nella Lombardi.."-and when I get up off the street, my clothes are a mess, and I've got
this face.".He wanted, all right, but -intuition warned him that he ought to continue to be discreet for a while longer..Skinny, pasty-faced, chattering
sissy," he hissed, still so furious with Neddy that he wanted to jam the pianist's head in the toilet even though he was dead. Jam his head in and
stomp on him. Stomp him into the bowl. Flush and flush, stomp and stomp..The Hackachaks had arrived post-grief, brought to the hospital by the
news that Junior had expressed distaste at the prospect of profiting from his wife's tragic fall. They knew he had turned away Knacker, Hisscus and
Nork..He had sworn this vow before. An argument could be made that he had broken it.."No, the monster lives in there," Barty said, which was a
joke, because he'd never suffered night frights of that-or any--sort..Dense, white, slowly billowing masses of fog rolled through the neighborhood,
scented with woodsmoke from numerous fireplaces, as though everything north to the Canadian border were ablaze..Ordinarily, she would have
returned to the first of the candles and offered a second fragment to Saint Peter. In this case, however, she entrusted it to the least known of the
apostles, because she was sure that he must have special significance in this matter..Furrowing her brow and narrowing her eyes as though prepared
to scold him, she slowly lowered her face to his, until their noses were touching, and she whispered, "Because it's more fun if it's secret.".At many
houses, strings of Christmas lights painted patterns of color at the eaves, around the window frames, and along the porch railings-all so blurred by
fog that Junior seemed to be moving through a dreamscape with Japanese lanterns..In his mind, he carried a blueprint of the house more precisely
drawn than anything that might have been prepared by an architect. He knew the place to the inch, and he adjusted his pace and all his mental
calculations every month to compensate for his steady growth. So many paces from here to there. Every turn and every peculiarity of the floor plan
committed indelibly to memory. A journey like this was a complicated mathematical problem, but being a math prodigy, he moved through his
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home almost as easily as when he had enjoyed sight..Shopping for fashion accessories relaxed Junior. He spent a few hours browsing for tie chains,
silk pocket squares, and unusual belts. Riding the up escalator in a department store, between the second and."Longer to wait between
Christmases," she said. "And between birthdays. I'd save a bunch of money on gifts.".Junior was educated. He wasn't merely a masseur with a
fancy title; he had earned a hill bachelor of science degree with a major in rehabilitation therapy. When he watched television, which he never did
to excess, he rarely settled for frivolous game shows or sitcoms like Gomer Pyle or The Beverly Hillbillies, or even I Dream of Jeannie, but
committed himself to serious dramas that required intellectual involvement-Gunsmoke, Bonanza, and The Fugitive. He preferred Scrabble to all
other board games, because it expanded one's vocabulary. As a member in good standing of the Book-of-the-Month Club, he'd already acquired
nearly thirty volumes of the finest in contemporary literature, and thus far he'd read or skim-read more than six of them. He would have read all of
them if he had not been a busy man with such varied interests; his cultural aspirations were greater than the time he was able to devote to
them..Celestina hadn't noticed the infant being taken away. She had wanted to see it once more, even though she was sickened by the sight of
it..Junior hoped that he hadn't been betrayed by eyeshine in the fraction of a second before he closed his eyes to slits..Sunday evening, here he was,
cracking open four new decks, as if fresh cards might enable the magic to repeat.."Me, me," Celestina said. "In fact, fianc?es should come
first."."And in a lot of somewheres," said Barty, "things are worse for us than here. Some somewheres, you died, too, when I was born, so I never
met you, either.".Their evenings together were comfortable bliss, though usually they just watched television, or he read to her. She enjoyed being
read to: mostly historical novels and occasional mysteries..He smiled and shrugged. "I used to be a fisher of men. Now I hunt them. One in
particular.".In retrospect, coming here wasn't a wise move. Evidently, the detective had been following him. Now, Vanadium would puzzle out a
motive for this late-night graveyard tour..Switching on the lights as he went, Junior sought the source of the serenade. He carried the 9-mm pistol,
which would have been useless against a spirit visitor; but his extensive reading about ghosts hadn't convinced him that they were real. His faith in
the effectiveness of bullets and pewter candlesticks, for that matter-remained undiminished.."Apple juice, lime Jell-O, and four soda crackers," said
the detective. "If you don't have enough of a conscience to make you confess,.This was only a fraction of Paul's collection. Thousands of additional
issues filled rooms at home..He also concluded arrangements to open an account for Gammoner in a Grand Cayman Island bank and one for
Pinchbeck in Switzerland..The white padded eye patches rebuffed her, and she realized how profoundly the boy's double enucleation would affect
how easily she could read his moods and know his mind. Here was a littler loss until now shadowed by the greater destruction. Denied the evidence
of his eyes, she would need to be better at noting and interpreting nuances of his body language-also changed by blindness-and his voice, for there
would be no soul revealed by hand-painted, plastic implants..No matter. He was a future-focused, focused man. The past is for losers. No, wait,
humility is for losers. "The past is the teat that feeds those too weak to face the future." Yes, that was the line from Zedd that Junior had stitched on
a needlepoint pillow..Celestina, the battering Baptist, back in action, came at him again. With one leg broken, another cracked, and the stretcher bar
splintered, the chair wasn't as formidable a weapon as it had been. She swung it, Junior dodged, she struck at him again, he juked, and she reeled
away from him, gasping.."I don't know." He was silent a moment. "That's what's going to be interesting.".PAUL DAMASCUS WAS walking the
northern coast of California: Point Reyes Station to Tomales, to Bodega Bay, on to Stewarts Point, Gualala, and Mendocino. Some days he put in
as little as ten miles, and other days he traveled more than thirty..Walking rather than riding was now nothing more than a matter of habit. And by
walking, he could delay his arrival at a house that had grown strange to him, a house in which every noise he made, since Monday, seemed to echo
as if through vast caverns..He hadn't paid close attention to those patrons seated at the bar behind him. Now, he turned in his chair to study
them..Hard experience had taught him, however, that killing someone he knew, while occasionally necessary, didn't release stress. Or if it did
briefly release stress, then unforeseen consequences always contributed to even worse future stress..He looked at the two cards following the four
of clubs in the stack. Neither of these was a jack of spades, either, and both were what he anticipated..Meanwhile, she could offer him only a few
pieces of ice, which he was forbidden to chew. "Let them melt in your mouth.".When he got no response, he wedged the toe of his right loafer
under the guy's chest and, with some effort, rolled him onto his back..As red as Angel had been for her evening outing, she was that yellow for
retirement to bed in her own home. Two-piece yellow jersey pajamas. Yellow socks. At the girl's request, Celestina had tied a soft yellow bow in
her mass of springy hair..Bent like an ape, he humped the musician north along the alley. The original cobblestone pavement had been coated with
blacktop, but in places the modem material had cracked and worn away, providing a treacherously uneven surface made even more treacherous by
a skin of moisture shed by the fog. He stumbled and slipped repeatedly, but he used his anger to keep his balance and be a winner, until he found a
distant enough dumpster..Tucking the covers around Angel, Celestina said, "Would you like Uncle Wally to be your daddy?" "That would be the
best." "I think so, too." "I never had a daddy, you know." "Getting Wally was worth the wait, huh?" "Will we move in with Uncle Wally?" "That's
the way it usually works." "Will Mrs. Ornwall leave?" "All that stuff will need to be worked out." "If she leaves, you'll have to make the
cheese.".As before, the name tolled through him like the ominous note of the deepest bass bell in a cathedral carillon, struck on a cold
midnight.."September 13, 1928. Lake Okeechobee, Florida. Two thousand people died in a flood.".Oregon State Police might find at least one
reason to be suspicious of the tragic scenario that he was creating. He didn't know much about the technology that police might employ at a crime
scene, and he knew even less about forensic pathology. He was just doing the best job he could..Quick introductions were made in the process of
moving from the porch to the foyer, and Agnes said, "Come on back to the kitchen, I'm baking pies.".Junior continued east, weaving through the
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horde, convinced that he could hear the ghost cop's footsteps distinct from the tramping noise made by the legions of the living, penetrating the
grumble and the bleat of traffic. Hollow, the dead man's tread echoed not only in Junior's ears but also through his body, in his bones..Less cautious
than the typical accountant, perhaps mellow in this season of peace, Prosser opened the door without hesitation..At the top of the candlestick, the
drip pan and the socket were marked by a wine-red drizzle. The color of well-aged bloodstains..He knew what she made of it, all right, and he
could see that the others on the porch knew as well, and likewise he could see that all of them wanted to hear him confirm the conclusion at which
Agnes had arrived long before he'd come here with Wally this evening. Even in the dining room, before the proof in the rain, Tom had recognized
the special bond between the blind boy and this buoyant little girl. In fact, he couldn't have arrived at any conclusion different from the one Agnes
reached, because like her, he believed that the events of every day revealed mysterious design if you were willing to see it, that every fife had
profound purpose..The accountant lived in a white Georgian house on a street fined with huge old evergreens..Although he found Magusson's face
sufficiently disturbing that he avoided looking at it more than necessary, and though Magusson's bulging eyes were so moist with bitterness and
with need that they inspired nightmares, Junior shifted his gaze from his half-numb hands to his attorney. "Luck? I lost my wife. And my unborn
baby.".They were in the rain, the solid-glassy-pounding-roaring rain, every bit as much as Gene Kelly had been when he danced and sang and
capered along a storm-soaked city street in that movie, but whereas the actor had been saturated by the end of the number, these two children
remained dry. Tom's eyes strained to resolve this paradox, even though he knew that all miracles defied resolution..LEFT HAND ON the banister,
right hand with knife tucked close to his side and ready to thrust, Tom Vanadium climbed cautiously but quickly to the upper floor, glancing back
twice to be sure that Cain didn't slip in behind him..Now out of the kitchen, along the hall, and up the stairs, two at a time, into Victoria's bedroom.
Not with the intention of snaring a perverse souvenir. Merely to find a blanket..AFTER THE ENCOUNTER with the quarter-spitting vending
machines, Junior wanted to kill another Bartholomew, any Bartholomew, even if he had to drive to some far suburb like Terra Linda to do it, even
if he had to drive farther and stay overnight in a Holiday ay Inn an eat steam-table food off a buffet crawling with other diners' cold germs and
garnished with their loose hairs..The big trees on Vanadium's property also stood bare, allowing a relatively unobstructed view of the house. The
back of the residence as dark, but a soft light warmed two windows at the front..Lying on his side in bed, clothed and shod, knees drawn up, arms
folded across his chest, hands pressed under his chin, like a precocious fetus dressed and waiting for birth, Junior tried to recall the chain of logic
that had led to this long and difficult pursuit of Bartholomew. That chain led three years into the past, however, which to Junior was an eternity,
and not all the links were still in place..The syphilitic-monkey comparison struck Tom Vanadium as bizarre, but it turned out to be a sober
judgment based on experience. In his fifties, Sparky had worked as the chief of maintenance at a medical-research laboratory, where-among other
projects-monkeys had been intentionally infected with syphilis and then observed over their life span. In the terminal stages, some of the primates
engaged in such outr? behavior that they had prepared Sparky for his eventual encounter with Enoch Cain..From the chair in the comer, where
Agnes sat, it seemed that Joshua took an inordinately long time on what was usually a quick examination. Worry so weighed on her that the
physician's customary thoroughness seemed, this time, to be filled with dire meaning..Although the distance to the ground was only ten feet, she
would be risking too much by running blindly off the roof and leaping to clear the fringe of fire at the edge. A landing on the lawn might end well.
But if she fell onto the walkway, she might break a leg or her back, depending on the angle of impact.."You'll be out of ICU tomorrow, I bet. You'll
have a phone, I'll call. And I'll come soon as I can.".They were each down to one last sip of wine, studying dessert menus, when Celestina began to
wonder if, in spite of all instincts and indications, she might be wrong about the state of Wally's heart. The signs seemed clear, and if his radiance
wasn't love, then he must be dangerously radioactive-yet she might be wrong. She was a woman of some insight, quite sophisticated in many ways,
with the raw-nerve perceptions of an artist; however, in matters of romance, she was an innocent, perhaps even more pitifully naive than she
realized. As she perused the list of cakes and tarts and homemade ice creams, she allowed doubt to feed upon her, and as the thought grew that
Wally might not love her that way, after all, she became desperate to know, to end the suspense, because if she didn't mean to him what he meant to
her, then Daddy was just going to have to accept her conversion from Baptist to Catholic, because she and Angel would have to spend some serious
heart-recovery time in a nunnery..About ten feet from the trunk of the oak, Barty departed his straight route and began to circle the tree..or the
barber. Never was he afraid to fall asleep, and having fallen asleep, he appeared to have only pleasant dreams.."He's not a real contemporary
person, not anyone Cain needs to fear. So how did he develop this obsession with finding someone named Bartholomew?" He met Celestina's eyes,
as if she might have answers for him. "Is there a real Bartholomew? And how does this tie in with his assault on you? Or is there any tie-in at
all?".because even to cry in pain will invite more vicious discipline than the pummeling he's already endured. His father.When he pushed Naomi,
profit was the motive. He killed Victoria and Vanadium in self-defense. Those three deaths were necessary..As Sinatra began to sing "I'll Be Seeing
You," Junior stepped around the bloom and the Merlot. He cautiously peeled back two inches of the curtain at one of the sidelights..When Angel
came in search of Barty, breathless with excitement, he was chatting with Tom Vanadium in the foundation's office above the garages. Years ago,
the two apartments had been combined and expanded when the garages under them were doubled in size, providing better living quarters for Tom
and working space, as well..Her voice as bright as her bed ensemble, spiritual sister to baby chicks everywhere, yellow Angel raised her head from
the pillow and said, "Will you have a wedding?".Agnes was not fully aware of how she was lifted from the car, but she remembered looking back
and seeing Joey's body huddled in the tangled shadows of the wreckage, remembered reaching toward him, desperate for the anchorage that he had
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always given her, and then she was on the gurney and moving..As the bitch began her backswing, Junior grabbed the chair. He didn't try to tear it
out of her hands, but used it to shove her as hard as he could..The need for relief was tremendous, inexpressible, and the urge to urinate was
irresistible, and yet he could not let go. For more than eighteen hours, his natural urinary process had been overridden by concentrative meditation.
Now the golden vault was locked tight. Every time that he strained for release, a new and more hideous cramp savaged him. He felt as if Lake
Mead filled his distended bladder, while Boulder Dam had been erected in his urethra..I believe the universe is sort of like an unimaginably vast
musical with an infinite number of strings.".If that was the bright side, however, it was a piss-poor bright side (no pun intended), because he was
still stuck in this men's room with a corpse, and he couldn't stay here for the rest of his life, surviving on tap water and paper-towel sandwiches but
he couldn't leave the body to be found, either, because the police would be all over the gallery before the reception ended, before he had a chance to
follow Celestina home..Nothing in life was risk free, so he hesitated only a moment: at the foot of the porch steps before climbing them and
knocking on the door..Seven or eight years after Tehanu was published, I was asked to write a story set in Earthsea. A mere glimpse at the place
told me that things had been happening there while I wasn't looking. It was high time to go back and find out what was going on now..In the first
two weeks, when she wasn't on pie caravans, Agnes received guests in numbers that taxed her. But there were so many people she wanted to see
one last time. She fought hard, giving the disease all the what-for that she could, and she held fast to hope, but she received the visitors nonetheless,
just in case..For eight months following that night, until late September of 1965, Vanadium had been in a coma, and his doctors had not expected
him to regain consciousness. A passing motorist had found him lying along the highway near the lake, soaked and muddy. When, after his long
sleep, he awakened in the hospital, withered and weak, he'd had no memory of anything after walking into Victoria's kitchen-except a vague,
dreamlike recollection of swimming up from a sinking car..He went directly to the kitchen and drew a glass of water at the sink faucet. He
swallowed two antiemetic tablets that he had brought with him, to guard against vomiting.."You know where it comes from," her mother said with
a yawn that betrayed her exhaustion after a night with no sleep and too much drama.."I was once doubting Thomas," said the detective, but not
from beside the bed any longer. His voice seemed to come from across the room, perhaps near the door, though he had made not a sound as he'd
moved..Fresh from sedative-assisted sleep, which hadn't ended until they were in the taxi between the hospital and the hotel, Angel had proved as
fully resilient as only children could be when they still retained their innocence. She didn't understand how seriously Wally had been hurt, of
course, but if the attack by Cain had terrorized her while she'd watched it from beneath her mother's bed, she didn't seem in danger of being
permanently traumatized..She. Heretofore, Celestina hadn't given a thought to the gender of the baby, because, to her, it had been less a person than
a thing..Twice would indicate a dangerous mania. Three times would be indefensible. But once was healthy experimentation. A learning
experience..Angel raised her attention from the salt shaker to Tom's face, studied his scars for a moment, and said, "No.".When he dared to look in
the mirror above the sink, he expected to see a haggard face, sunken eyes, but the grim experience had left no visible mark. He quickly combed his
hair. Indeed, he looked so fine that women would as usual caress him with their yearning gazes when he made his way back through the
gallery.."Dr. Lipscomb delivered the baby like two minutes ago. The afterbirth hasn't even been removed yet," the nurse informed her..He spat on
his right thumb, scrubbed the thumb against one of the dried drips on the floor, rubbed thumb and forefinger together, and brought the freshened
spoor to his nose. He smelled blood..Paul Damascus had gotten numerous invitations to dinner. No one thought that he should be alone on this
difficult night..Arriving home, he hesitated to open the door. He expected to find Vanadium inside..He wasn't required to torture himself in search
of pleasant conversation with those they visited. Agnes had virtually invented pleasant conversation..Agnes got out of bed, switched on the lamp,
and tucked Barty in once more. "Say your silent prayers."."I said it didn't work that way, and it doesn't. Yet ... I don't actually walk in those other
worlds to avoid the rain, but I sort of walk in the idea of those worlds. . . .".When all were gathered on the porch, lined up across the head of the
steps and along the railing, in chill damp air that smelled faintly of ozone and less faintly of jasmine, Barty said, "Mr. Vanadium, your quarter trick
is really cool. But here's something out of Heinlein.".A man with beautiful celadon eyes, his face beaded with jewels of rain, reached through the
cut-away door and removed the blanket from Agnes..He phoned her before leaving, to be sure she was home. She didn't work weekend shifts at the
hospital; but maybe she would have gone out on this night off. When she answered, he recognized her seductive voice-and devilishly muttered,
"Wrong number.".pistol that he'd purchased in late June. The city operated a program to melt confiscated and donated weapons and to remake them
into plowshares or xylophones, or into the metal fittings of hookah pipes..Frequently, people told Agnes that she should find an agent for Barty, as
he was wonderfully photogenic; modeling and acting careers, they assured her, were his for the asking. Though her son was indeed a fine-looking
lad, Agnes knew he wasn't as exceptionally handsome as many perceived him to be. Rather than his looks, what made Barty so appealing, what
made him seem extraordinarily good-looking, were other qualities: an unusual gracefulness for a child, such a physical easiness in every movement
and posture that it seemed as though some curious personal relationship with time had allowed him twenty years to become a three-year-old; an
unfailingly affable temperament and quick smile that possessed his entire face, including his mesmerizing green blue eyes. Perhaps most affecting
of all, his remarkable good health was expressed in the lustrous sheen of his thick hair, in the golden-pink glow of his summer-touched skin, in
every physical aspect of him, until there were times when he seemed radiant..He hadn't lied to his mother. She assumed that by some quantum
magic, he had regained his sight permanently, and that this came with no cost. He merely allowed her to go to her rest with the comforting
misapprehension that her son had been freed from darkness..Junior stood at the window for a long time, not because he was pretending to rest, and
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not because any of the attending nurses was a looker. He was transfixed, and for awhile he didn't know why..Unfortunately, Caesar Zedd had not
written a self-help book on how to commit homicide and escape the consequences thereof, and as before, Junior was entirely on his own..As Agnes
slipped excess pillows out from behind him and eased him down into the covers, Barty half woke, muttering about how the police were going to
kill poor Lummox, who hadn't meant to do all that damage, but he'd been frightened by the gunfire, and when you weighed six tons and had eight
legs, you sometimes couldn't get around in tight places without knocking something over..nonetheless. The rapist's curse. Healthy, but healthy at
the expense of Phimie..The boy dashed for the front passenger's door. Agnes didn't follow him, because she knew that he would politely but
pointedly express frustration if any attempt was made to help him with a task that he could perform himself..The city was less than seven miles on
a side, only forty-six square miles, but Junior was nevertheless faced with a daunting task. Hundreds of thousands of people resided within the city
limits..Bartholomew didn't merely have something to do with babies. Bartholomew was a baby..Celestina stared out for a moment, and then turned
her head to look at Tom, with both the shade of the night and the sparkle of the metropolis still captured in her eyes. "What was that all
about?".Thus began the first day of the last weekend of their old lives. Maria visited on Saturday, sitting in the kitchen, embroidering the collar and
cuffs of a blouse, while Agnes baked pies..As Edom crossed the threshold, moving outside to the landing at the top of the stairs, Jacob followed,
proselytizing for his faith: "Christmas Eve, 1940, St. Anselmo's Orphanage, San Francisco. Josef Krepp killed eleven boys, ages six through
eleven, murdering them in their sleep and cutting a different trophy from each-an eye here, a tongue there."
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