Orlando Innamorato Di Matteo M Bojardo Vol 1

ORLANDO INNAMORATO DI MATTEO M BOJARDO VOL 1
sport shirt just for no reason at all, because she thought he'd look nice in it?".Her brothers' solemnity irritated Agnes. They appeared to be taking
this reading seriously, as though it were far more than just a little after-dinner entertainment..In the brief silence between cuts on the album, he
heard the clink of the wineglass against the bottle of Merlot, as the visitor evidently gathered them from the floor..The bright side was easy to see.
If Vanadium's reputation among other cops and among prosecutors was that of a paranoid, a pathetic a after phantom perpetrators, his unsupported
belief that Naomi.demons: hypodermoclysis ... intravenous oxytocin ... maintain perfect asepsis, and I mean perfect, at all times ... a few oral
preparations of ergot as soon as it's safe to give her anything by mouth."I thought so," Angel said, dubiosity squinching her face. "Mrs. Ornwall
made me cheese.".Junior would have liked to pursue spiritual matters with Sklent, but numerous other partyers wanted their time with the great
man. In parting, sure that he would give the artist a laugh, Junior withdrew the brochure for "This Momentous Day" from his jacket and coyly
asked for an opinion of Celestina White's paintings..She could have gone at him with the chair once more, but it was falling apart. Instead, she
abandoned furniture for the promise of a firearm, dropped to her knees, and snatched the discarded pistol magazine off the floor..He was able to
play peekaboo in his fifth month instead of his eighth, stand while holding on to something in his sixth instead of eighth.."Shape-taking?".From, the
darkness of his room, Barty now spoke the words for which Agnes had been waiting, his whisper soft yet resonant in the quiet house: "Good-night,
Daddy.".face with one hand, as if pulling off cobwebs. "Did you say you were in my house?".When he passed by his own lunch plate on the
counter and again saw the quarter gleaming in the cheese, he spat out a curse..Her lifelong optimism, her buoyancy, which she had miraculously
sustained through so many difficult years, would never survive this. She would no longer be a rock of hope for him and Edom. Their future was
despair, undiluted and unrelenting..Agnes was only thirty-nine years old, full of plans and vigor, so Angel's words seemed premature. Yet in too
few years, she would have reason to wonder if perhaps these gifted children foresaw, unconsciously, that she would need the comfort of having
witnessed this climb..When Seraphim's bastard baby was dead, evidence of paternity would die with it-and any claim for child support. Even
Vanadium's stubborn, selfish, greedy, grubbing, vicious, psychotic, evil spirit would have to recognize that all hope of bringing Junior down was
lost, and it would at last either dissipate in frustration or be reincarnated..To look entirely like her name, she needed only white wings. He would
give her wings: a short flight out the window, into the oak..FOLLOWING A SECOND NIGHT at the Sleepie Tyme Inne, waking at dawn, Junior
felt rested, refreshed-and in control of his bowels..The one piece he had purchased was by a young Bay Area artist, Bavol Poriferan, about whom
art critics nationwide were in agreement: He was destined for a long and significant career. The sculpture had cost over nine thousand dollars, an
extravagance for a man trying to live on the income of his hard-won and prudently invested fortune, but its presence in his living room immediately
identified him, to cognoscenti, as a person of taste and cutting-edge sensibilities.."No, the more I think about it, the more it feels like this is just
kids. Some kids goofing around, that's all. I- guess Vanadium got deeper under my skin than I realized, so when this came up, I couldn't think
straight about it.".When people didn't apply themselves to positive goals, to making better lives for themselves, they spent their energy in
wickedness. Then."If you ranted at him about earthquakes, tornadoes, erupting volcanoes, and all that stuff, how could he mistake you for
me?".Jacob made more fire sounds as he stripped the clear cellophane off a second new deck of playing cards, then off a third and a fourth..On that
busy night, with Vanadium's corpse in the Studebaker and Victoria's cadaver awaiting a fiery disposal at her house, Junior was too distracted to
recognize the pertinence of the message. Now it tormented him from a dark nook in his subconscious.."I didn't know her well. She didn't hang out
or party much--especially after the baby.".He smiled. "Those of us who were priests first--yeah, we're all a broody bunch. Of the others--not many,
but probably more than you think.".Turning away from the window, Tom met her gaze. His smoke-gray eyes looked frosted, as though the fog
ghosts had passed through the window and possessed him. But then the flame on the table candle flared in a draft; lambent light melted the chill
from his eyes, and she saw again the warmth and the beautiful sorrow that had impressed her before..Suddenly she realized-Good Lord!-that
someone else had a had inside her, up the very center of her, massaging her uterus in the same lazy pattern as that made by the piece of melting ice
on her belly..After the song concluded, Junior felt better. His heartbeat soon returned to normal. The damp palms of his hands grew dry..Too much
had happened in those rooms. They were stained dark with family history, and in the night, when either Edom or Jacob slept under that gabled roof,
the past came alive again in dreams..Though she worried that reading would strain his eyes, worsening his condition, she recognized the
irrationality of her fear. Muscles don't atrophy from use, nor eyes wear out from too much seeing..Junior had left the front door locked, because if
unlocked, it would look as though he had wanted to facilitate their entry, and it would make them suspicious of the whole scenario..He had recently
learned about the demigods of classic mythology in one of the selections from the Book-of-the-Month Club..The restaurant wasn't fancy. A coffee
shop. Aromatic bacon sizzling, eggs frying. The warm cinnamony smell of fresh pastries, the bracing scent of strong coffee. Clean, bright
surroundings..Junior was free of superstition. He believed in neither gods nor demons, nor in anything between..... That discord sets up lots of other
vibrations, some of which will return to you in ways you might expect ....glimmered along the barrel of a hypodermic syringe in the hand of the
paramedic,.Celestina had wanted to go to Oregon for the service, but Tom, Max Bellini, the Spruce Hills police, and Wally Lipscomb-to whom, by
Sunday, she'd begun talking almost hourly on the telephone-all advised strenuously against making the trip. A man as crazed and as reckless as
Enoch Cain, expecting to find her at the funeral home or the cemetery, might not be deterred by a police guard, no matter what its size..She sat on
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the end of the table, where Barty had sat, now at eye level with the standing physician..Junior glimpsed Vanadium first in profile-and then, as the
cop rode down and away, only the back of his head. He hadn't seen this man in almost three years, yet he was instantly certain that this was no
coincidental look-alike. Here went the filthy-scabby-monkey spirit itself..Victoria lay faceup on the floor. The nurse was no longer as lovely as she
had been, and perhaps because of early rigor mortis, her grace, which had initially been evident even in death, had now deserted her..On January 2,
1968, four days before his birthday, Bartholomew Lampion gave up his eyes that he might live, and accepted a fife of blindness with no hope of
bathing in light again until, in his good time, he left this world for a better one..If the angular mass was Neddy, the vaguely warm, damp something
must be the strangled man's protruding tongue..MONEY FOR THE DEAD. The decomposing flesh of a beloved wife and an unborn baby
transmuted into a fortune was an achievement that put to shame the alchemists' dreams of turning lead to gold..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.."But before you leave St. Mary's," the physician said, "I'd like a few mutes of your time. It's very important to me. Personally.".Thus far, there
were only two unexpected developments, the first being his explosive vomiting. He hoped he would never have to endure another such
episode..Junior had learned implode from a self-help book about how to improve your vocabulary and be well-spoken. At the time, he had thought
that this word-among others in the. lists he memorized-was one he would never use. Now it was the perfect description of how he felt: as if he were
going to implode..Consequently, Edom was abroad in the land with pies and parcels, following a list of names and addresses provided by his sister,
even though he believed an unprecedentedly violent earthquake, the fabled Big One, was likely to strike before noon, certainly before dinner. This
was the last day of the rest of his life..Paul stayed with her, sometimes wincing at the ground as though the danger were there, not above-which, in
a sense, it was, because impact rather than the fall itself is the killer-and at other times putting his arms around her, staring up at the boy above. But
he, too, was silent..the stems, thorns sharp against his tongue. And then Agnes. Agnes in the yard, screaming.He said, "There's a whiteness in
Barty's right pupil ... which I think indicates a growth. The distortions in his vision are still there, though somewhat different, when he closes his
right eye, so that indicates a problem in the left, as well, even though I'm not able to see anything there. Dr. Chan has a full schedule tomorrow, but
as a favor to me, he's going to see you before his usual office hours, first thing in the morning. You'll have to start out early.".Either operating on
first-aid knowledge of his own or responding to an instruction from the medic, the cop slipped a foam pillow under Agnes's head..yunh," so she
nodded as vigorously as she was able to do, and tightened her grip on Celestina's hand..Reluctant to leave Joey's body with the oddly jumpy
mortician, Jacob nevertheless crossed the porch of the Victorian style funeral home and left without glancing back. He walked one mile home, alert
to passing traffic, especially cautious at intersections..He squirmed deep under the covers, clamped a plump pillow over his head to muffle the
singing, and chanted, "Find the father, kill the son," until at last he fell exhausted into sleep..In all the many ways things are, across the infinity of
worlds and all Creation, Barty believed that no woman existed whose beauty exceeded hers or whose heart was better..He was simplifying and
combining concepts, but he knew no other way to quickly give them a feel for the wonder, the enigma, the sheer spookiness of the world revealed
by quantum mechanics..Although Vanadium had been morally certain about the identity of his assailant, intuition without evidence was not
sufficient to stir the authorities into action-not against a man on whom the state and county had settled $4,250,000 in the matter of his wife's mortal
fall. They would appear either to be incompetent in the investigation of Naomi Cain's death or to be pursuing Enoch in the new matter out of sheer
vindictiveness. Without stacks of evidence, the political risks of acting on a policeman's instinct were too great..In the kitchen, he sat her in a chair
and let her slump forward over the breakfast table. With her arms folded, with her head on her arms and turned to one side, she appeared to be
resting.."What wound? Junior wanted to ask, but he recognized bait when he heard it, and he did not bite..Bob gently encouraged him to return by
degrees from the deep meditative state, return, return, return.....In early May, he sought self-improvement by taking French lessons. The language
of love..Neither Agnes nor Edom knew of Jacob's great skill with cards. He had been discreet about his apprenticeship with Obadiah, and for
almost twenty years, he'd resisted the urge to dazzle his siblings with his expertise..They ordered martinis, and when Kathleen, perusing a menu,
asked her husband what looked good for dinner, he suggested, "Oysters?".As luck would have it," the nun said, "Dr. Lipscomb was in the when it
happened. He'd just delivered another baby under.Everyone was silent. The day was morgue-still. The crows had fled the sky, but a single hawk
gilded soundlessly, like justice with its prey in sight, high above the tower..Outside, flames churned to the left and right of the opening. The front of
the house was afire..Holding hands, Barty and Angel led the adults into the kitchen, to the back door. This procession had a ceremonial quality that
intrigued Tom, and by the time they stepped onto the porch, he was impatient to know why everyone-except he and Wally-was emotionally
airborne, one degree of altitude below euphoria.."Your mind is as fascinating as ever," he said. "Your soul as beautiful. Listen, Per, since we were
thirteen, I was never primarily interested in your body. You flatter yourself shamelessly if you think it was all that special even before the
polio.".Heinlein dreamed of traveling to far worlds. Prior to his death, John Kennedy had promised that men would walk on the moon before the
end of the decade. Barty wanted nothing so grand, only to read a few stories, to lose himself in the wonderful private pleasure of books, because
soon each story would be a listening experience only, no longer entirely a private journey..Instead of answering the question, meaning to imply that
he believed Junior already knew the facts, Thomas Vanadium said, "I was able to get a warrant to search your house." Junior thought this must be a
trick. No hard evidence existed to indicate that Naomi had died at the hands of another rather than by accident..People like Enoch Cain, of course,
never choose between the right and the wrong thing, but between two evils. For themselves, they create world after world of despair. For others,
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they make worlds of pain..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?".Those spike-sharp eyes, - tenpenny gray, nailed Junior to the bed, pinning him for
scrutiny..BARTY TODDLED, Barty walked, and ultimately Barty carried a pie for his mother on one of her delivery days, wary of his balance and
solemn with responsibility..Neddy cooperated by not deigning to look back. Eventually, he stopped a young man who, judging by the name tag on
the lapel of his blazer, was a gallery employee. They put their heads together in conversation, and then the musician headed through an archway
into the second showroom..Missing windshield. Considering that the space was pinched by the crumpled roof, however, and in light of Agnes's
pregnancy and imminent second-stage labor, the severe contortions involved in this extraction would be too dangerous..The window was French
with small panes, so Celestina couldn't simply break the glass and climb out.."When you called earlier in the year, to ask for a referral to a private
investigator down there, the woman had recently turned up dead and Vanadium was gone, but no one put the two together at first.".Once more
crowding his quarry, Junior said, "I'm amazed you'd recognize me, since I haven't been to the lounge often.".Worse, the people who adopted
Seraphim's baby might be anywhere in the nine-county Bay Area. Millions of phone listings to scan..Angel, on the window seat, wore nothing but
white. White sneakers and socks. White pants. White T-shirt. Two white bows in her hair..Once in a while, however, he reverted to his roots, to the
food that gave him comfort. Thus, the cheeseburger and its decadent accoutrements..Nevertheless, being cautious even as he seized the day--or the
night, in this case-he parked a short distance from his destination, on a parallel street. He walked the last three blocks..Rescuers encouraged her to
move safely away from the passenger's door, as far as possible, to avoid being inadvertently injured as they tried to break in to her. She could go
nowhere but to her dead husband..Junior hadn't paid attention to everyone who visited the pianist though surely he'd have noticed a certain stump in
a cheap suit.."You know Mommy," Barty said, almost desperately sponging up the sight of his little girl's face and wringing the images into his
memory to sustain him in the next long darkness..The boy's difference was defined as much by what he didn't do as by what he did. For one thing,
he didn't observe the Terrible Twos, the period of toddler rebellion that usually frayed the nerves of the most patient parents. No tantrums for the
Pie Lady's son, no bossiness, no crankiness..He decided to use the tool just three times on each deadbolt before trying the door. The less noise the
better. Maybe luck would be with him..As if he'd been presented with many previous photos under these circumstances, Jonas Salk accepted the
picture. "Your daughter?".At one point late in the afternoon, as all three Hackachaks were hurling scorn and invective at Junior, he noticed
Vanadium standing in the doorway, observing. Perfect. He pretended not to see the cop, and when next he sneaked a look, he discovered that
Vanadium had vanished like a wraith. A thick slab of a wraith..Because he genuinely liked women and hoped always to please them, always to be
discreet and chivalrous and giving, Junior did as she wished, spinning a vivid account of the grisly vengeance he would take if ever Seraphim told
anyone what he'd done to her. Vlad the Impaler, the historical inspiration for Brain Stoker's Dracula--thank you, Book-of-the-Month Club--could
not have imagined bloodier or more horrific tortures and mutilations than those that Junior promised to visit upon the reverend, his wife, and
Seraphim herself Pretending to terrorize the girl excited him, and he was perceptive enough to see that she was equally excited by pretending to be
terrorized..Only madmen were capable of such butchery. Hopeless lunatics like Ed Gein, out there in Wisconsin, arrested just seven years ago,
when Junior had been sixteen. Ed, the inspiration for Psycho, had constructed mobiles out of human noses and lips. He used human skin to make
lampshades and to upholster furniture. His soup bowls had once been human skulls. He ate the hearts and selected other organs of his victims, wore
a belt fashioned from nipples, and occasionally danced under the moon while masked by the scalp and face of a woman he had murdered.."When
we pull away, people are waving across the street at the UPS truck, and the driver, he sees them, and he stands there, kind of confused, and then he
waves back.".The minister's threat had been forgotten, repressed. At the time, only half--heard, merely kinky background to lovemaking, these
words had amused Junior, and he'd given no serious thought to their meaning, to the message of retribution contained in them. Now, in this
moment of extreme danger, the inflamed boil of repressed memory burst under pressure, and Junior was shocked, stunned, to realize that the
minister had put a curse on him!.Initially, when told that his patient was a Negro, Junior had been reluctant to serve as her physical therapist. Her
program of rehab required mostly structured exercise to restore flexibility and to gain strength in the affected limb, but some massage would be
involved, as well, which made him uncomfortable..Kitchen staff. All men. Some looked up in surprise; others were oblivious of him. He stalked the
cramped work aisles, eyes watering from the fragrant steam and the heat, seeking Vanadium, an answer..Through the cacophony of shattering
glass, splintering wood, and cracking plaster, Paul heard the hard roar of an engine, the blare of a horn, and suspected what must have happened.
Some drunk or reckless driver had crashed at high speed into the parsonage..He had the capacity to be exceptional at anything to which he applied
himself. Bob Chicane had been right about that: Junior was far more intense than other men, possessed of greater gifts and the energy to use
them..A nurse in surgical greens appeared. "Pull up the sleeves of your scrub nearly to your elbows. Scrub hard. I'll tell you when to stop.".On this
chilly January night, no campers or fishermen had staked claims along the lake. Because the trees were far enough back to be lost in the night, the
immediate shore and the pooled blackness that it encircled appeared as desolate as any landscape on a world without an atmosphere..From time to
time, customers had crossed the cocktail lounge to drop folding money into a fishbowl atop the piano, tips for the musician. A few had requested
favorite -tunes..In January '65, while Vanadium had been in the first month of what proved to be an eight-month coma, Enoch Cain had sought
Nolly's assistance in a search for Seraphim's newborn child. When Vanadium had learned about this from Magusson long after the event, he
assumed that Cain had heard Max Bellini's message on his answering machine, made the connection with Seraphim's death in an "accident" in San
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Francisco, and set out to find the child because it was his. Fatherhood was the only imaginable reason for his interest in the baby.."Oh, yes. When
he phoned, Reverend Collins told me all about you and Bartholomew. At the front door, when I asked the boy's name, I already knew it and was
just setting up this little trick for you.".Orange firelight bloomed in the living room below, a wave of heat washed over Paul, and immediately
behind the heat came greasy masses of roiling black smoke, drawn to the stairwell as to a flue..Neddy's face didn't appear to be as pale as it had
been earlier. An undertone of gray, possibly blue, darkened the skin..Uncommon dexterity is essential for anyone who hopes to become a highly
skilled card mechanic, but it is not the sole requirement. A capacity to endure grim tedium while engaging in thousands of hours of patient practice
is equally important. The finest card mechanics also exhibit complex memory function of a breadth and depth that the average person would find
extraordinary.."Anyway, something clicked in me on the roller coaster, and I grasped a new angle of approach to the problem. I've figured out that I
can walk in the idea of sight, sort of sharing the vision of another me, in another reality, without actually going there." He smiled into her
astonishment. "So what do you say about that?"."I'm not going anywhere," she pledged. She had realized that his voice was growing heavy with
sleep. "But it's time for you to go to dreamland.".On the sofa, Celestina finally worked up the courage to dial her parents' number in Spruce
Hills..Police identified Junior as the prime suspect, and newspapers featured his photograph in most stories. They referred to him as "handsome,"
"dashing," "a man with movie-star good looks." He was said to be well known in San Francisco's avant-garde arts community. He got a thrill when
he discovered that Sklent was quoted as calling him "a charismatic figure, a deep thinker, a man -with exquisite artistic taste .... so clever he could
get away with murder as easily as anyone else might get away with double-parking. " "It's people like him," Sklent continued, "who confirm the
view of the world that informs my painting."."It's even worse," Junior rasped, convinced that he was losing some indefinable advantage if the cop
left without playing out this moment as it would usually unfold in an intellectual television crime drama like Perry Mason or Peter Gunn..After a
minute, he slipped his hand into his pocket. The quarter was still there..For half an hour he studied Barty's eyes with various devices and
instruments. Thereafter, he arranged an immediate appointment with an oncologist, as Joshua Nunn had predicted..He already had the pistol he had
taken from Frieda Bliss's collection, but it didn't come with a sound-suppressor. He was preparing for all contingencies. Focus..Backing off, trying
to feel his way to the foyer and front door, afraid that if he stumbled over a chair, she'd descend upon him like a screaming hawk upon a mouse,
Junior denied her accusation. "You're crazy. How could I know? Look at you! How could 1 possibly know?".That was all right, for she had done
the same for Otter's elder sister, and so his parents sent him to her in the evenings. But she taught Otter more than the song of the Creation. She
knew his gift. She and some men and women like her, people of no fame and some of questionable reputation, had all in some degree that gift; and
they shared, in secret, what lore and craft they had. "A gift untaught is a ship unguided," they said to Otter, and they taught him all they knew. It
wasn't much, but there were some beginnings of the great arts in it; and though he felt uneasy at deceiving his parents, he couldn't resist this
knowledge, and the kindness and praise of his poor teachers. "It will do you no harm if you never use it for harm," they told him, and that was easy
for him to promise them..With her rock of faith under her, and breathing hope as much as ever, she was nevertheless unable to be as strong for him
as she wanted to be. She felt her face go soft, her mouth tremble, and when she tried to repress a sob, it burst from her with wretched
force..Walking was part of a fitness regimen that he took seriously. He would never be called upon to save the world, like the pulp heroes in the
tales he enjoyed; however, he had solemn responsibilities he was determined to meet, and to do so, he must maintain good health.."From time to
time now, you're going to be written about," Helen warned. "Be prepared for a peevish critic or two, furious about your optimism.".Pain again, but
not a mere contraction. Such an excruciation, unendurable. The hobnailed wheels ground through her once more, as though she were being broken
on a medieval torture device..Although their apartments were above the garage, back to back, each was served by a separate exterior staircase. As
often as either man entered the other's domain, they might as well have lived hundreds of miles apart..The poor girl's blood pressure soared in spite
of the medication. She suffered a violent seizure,."Love you," Wally said, and Celestina repeated it, and he said, "I'm gonna stand in the hall till I
hear you set both locks.".Occasionally, when Junior returned home from a day of gallery hopping or an evening at a restaurant, Industrial
Woman-the artist's title-scared away his mellow mood. More than once, he'd cried out in alarm before realizing this was just his prized
Poriferan..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.".When he
returned to the kitchen to add ice and sherry to his glass,he looked up White, Celestina in the San Francisco phone directory. Her number was
listed; her address was not..Calcimine moonlight cast an arctic illusion over the boneyard. The grass was as eerily silver as snow at night, and
gravestones tilted like pressure ridges of ice in a fractured wasteland..When she didn't at once accept his generosity, he said, "All my life, I've lived
just to get through the day. First survival. Then achievement, acquisition. Houses, investments, antiques ... There's nothing wrong with any of that.
But it didn't fill the emptiness. Maybe one day I'll return to medicine. But that's a hectic existence, and right now I want peace, calm, time to reflect.
Whatever I do from here on . . . I want my life to have a degree of purpose it's never had before. Can you understand that?".Junior knelt beside her
and pressed two fingers to the carotid artery in her neck. She had a pulse, maybe a little irregular but strong..Ever the romantic, he wanted to
surprise her. Voila! Flowers, wine, and moi. Since their electrifying connection in the hospital, she had been yearning for him; but she wouldn't
expect a visit for a few weeks yet. He was eager to see her face brighten with delight..At last Maria answered Jacob's question in a murmur, making
the f sign of the cross once more as she spoke. "Never saw four. Never even just I see three. But four ... is to be the devil himself.".Beveled,
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crackled, distorted, divided into petals and leaves, Deed's face beyond the lead-ad glass, as he leaned closer to try to peer inside, was the
countenance of a dream demon swimming up out of a nightmare lake..Applying enough pain, he could have gotten cooperation even from
Vanadium. The detective had said he'd heard Junior fearfully repeat Bartholomew in his sleep, which Junior believed to be true, because the name
did resonate with him; however, he wasn't sure he believed the cop's claim to be ignorant of the identity of this nemesis.."Some Baptists are
opposed to drink, Doctor, but we're the wicked variety. Though all we have is a warm bottle of Chardonnay.".This was pathetic. Only thickheaded
fools, unschooled and unworldly, would be shaken into confession by ham-handed tactics like these..Over many proud generations and at least to
the extent of second cousins, no one on either side of Celestina's family had skin of this light color. They were without exception medium to dark
mahogany, many shades darker than this infant..Instead of engaging in the confrontation for which he had been pressing ever since his first visit,
Vanadium surprised Junior by breaking eye contact, turning from the bed, and crossing the room to the door..FOR AMERICANS OF Chinese
descent-and San Francisco has a large Chinese population-1965 was the Year of the Snake. For Junior Cain, it was the Year of the Gun, though it
didn't start out that way..He had already reviewed twenty-four thousand names, finding no Bartholomew, putting red checks beside entries with the
initial B instead of a first name. A slip of yellow paper marked his place.."You'll need time to ... adjust to this," he said. "Perhaps you've got to call
family.. . .".The man's voice echoed hollowly in Junior's ears, as if coming from the far end of a tunnel. Or from the terminus of a death-row
hallway, on the long walk between the last meal and the execution chamber.
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