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Bob gently encouraged him to return by degrees from the deep meditative state, return, return, return.....For a long time, she sat alone in the dark
living room, in the armchair that had been Joey's favorite, thinking about many things but returning often to the memory of Barty's dry walk in wet
weather.."July 14, 1960, in Guatemala City, Guatemala, a fire in a mental hospital-two hundred twenty-five dead.".Junior examined the music
collection. The policeman's taste ran to big band music and vocalists from the swing era..Rhythmic breathing. Slow and deep. Slow and deep. Per
Zedd, the route to tranquility is through the lungs..That night, in Barty's room, after Agnes had listened to his prayers and then had tucked him in
for the night, she sat on the edge of his bed. "Honey, I was wondering.... Now that you've had more time to think, could you explain to me what
happened?".Whereas the lone heart at the center of the rectangular white field inspired amazement and delight in her brothers and in Maria, Agnes
reacted to it with dread. She strove to mask her true feelings with a smile as thin as the edge of a playing card..Barty wore elfin-size, knitted blue
pajamas complete with feet, white rickrack at the cuffs and neckline, and a matching cap. His white blanket was decorated with blue and yellow
bunnies..If Vanadium was watching, however, he would interpret the pitch of the coin to mean that his unconventional strategy was working, that
Junior's nerves were frayed to the breaking point. With an adversary as indefatigable as this cuckoo cop, you dared never show weakness..Minutes
later, once more in a corridor conference with Dr. Daines, she was forced to temper her new optimism..He stepped into the house, quietly closed
the front door, and examined the bottle. The glass was thick, especially at the base, where a large punt--a deep indentation-encouraged sediment to
gather along the rim rather than across the entire bottom of the bottle. This design feature secondarily contributed to the strength of the container.
Evidently he had hit her with the bottom third of the bottle, which could most easily withstand the blow..Many police agencies required an officer
to carry a firearm even when off duty. If the Oregon State Police had no such rule, Vanadium most likely carried one anyway, because in his
crazy-as-a-snake mind,.At the end of the famous sermon, Celestina's father had wished to all well-meaning people that into their lives should fall a
rain of benign effects from the kind and selfless actions of countless Bartholomews whom they would never meet. And he assures those who are
selfish or envious or lacking in compassion, or who in fact commit acts of great evil, that their deeds will return to them, magnified beyond
imagining, for they are at war with the purpose of life. If the spirit of Bartholomew cannot enter their hearts and change them, then it will find them
and mete out the terrible judgment they deserve.."No. Charming," she disagreed. "There's a meaning to it. Everything has a meaning, dear.".When
the highway passed through a sunless ravine, he had broken into a sour sweat at the sight of the bloody pulsing reflections of the revolving rooftop
beacons on the bracketing cut-shale walls. Now and then, the siren shrieked to clear traffic ahead, and he felt the urge to scream with it, to let loose
a wail of terror and anguish and confusion and loss..Grace, proving again the aptness of her name, said the one thing most likely, in time, to bring
true peace to Celestina. "Remember Bartholomew.".He had bribed a parking attendant to keep his Mercedes at the curb in a valet zone, in front of a
nearby restaurant, so it would be instantly available when needed. He could also leave the car and follow Celestina on foot if she chose to stroll
home from here..From out of the fog and darkness came the slap of running feet on bricks. He was sprinting toward the back of the house..He paid
cash to the locksmith, and included in the payment were the two dimes and the nickel Vanadium had left on his nightstand..The busboy swept the
empty appetizer plates away as the waiter arrived simultaneously with small salads. Fresh martinis followed..He kept a few paperbacks of Caesar
Zedd's work in the bathroom, so that time spent on the john wouldn't be wasted. Some or, his deepest insights into the human condition and his best
ideas for self-improvement had come in this place, where Zedd's luminous words seemed to shine a brighter light into his mind upon
rereading..When you construct or reconstruct a world that never existed, a wholly fictional history, the research is of a somewhat different order,
but the basic impulse and techniques are much the same. You look at what happens and try to see why it happens, you listen to what the people
there tell you and watch what they do, you think about it seriously, and you try to tell it honestly, so that the story will have weight and make
sense..Nothing remained to be done but to press her shoe in the butter and hammer her head into the comer of the oven door..Granted that he was
only three going on four, nevertheless Barty had never met anyone with as much cheerful imagination as Angel. He intended to marry her in, oh,
maybe twenty years..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.".During those spells when she was too shaky to draw, she stood at
the window, gazing at the storied city..The paramedic pumped the inflation cuff of the sphygmomanometer, and Junior's blood pressure was most
likely high enough to induce a stroke, driven skyward by the thought that Naomi's love had been a lie..He rolled his head back and forth on the
pillow. "Nope. It's still just something you gotta feel.".So it became dangerous to practice sorcery, except under the protection of a strong warlord;
and even then, if a wizard met up with one whose powers were greater than his own, he might be destroyed. And if a wizard let down his guard
among the common folk, they too might destroy him if they could, seeing him as the source of the worst evils they suffered, a malign being. In
those years, in the minds of most people, all magic was black..He felt lightheaded again. But this time he knew why. Not an oncoming case of the
flu. He was straining against the cocoon of his life to date, straining to be born in a new and better form. He had been a pupa, encased in a chrysalis
of fear and confusion, but now he was an imago, a fully evolved butterfly, because he had used the power of his beautiful rage to improve himself.
When Bartholomew was dead, Junior Cain would at last spread his wings and fly..She didn't have experience with guns, but having seen him trying
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to press cartridges into the magazine, she knew how to load. She inserted one round. Then a second. Enough..Grace, Celestina, and Paul expressed
amusement and amazement at Angel's critical judgment..As she commented on each masterpiece, Frieda grew steadily less coherent. She had drunk
a few cocktails, the better part of a bottle of Cabernet Sauvignon, and two after-dinner brandies..With the successful consumption of the burger and
with the addition of the third Sklent to his collection, Junior felt more upbeat than he'd been in quite a while. Contributing to his better mood was
the fact that he hadn't heard the phantom singer in longer than three months, since the library in July..Besides, he'd 'noticed a tendency among
dopers to get maudlin, whereupon they sank into a confessional mood, seeking peace through rambling self-analysis and self-revelation. Junior was
too private a person to behave in such a fashion. Furthermore, if drugs ever put him in a confessional mood, the consequence might be
electrocution or poison gas, or lethal injection, depending on the jurisdiction and the year in which he fell into an unbosoming frame of mind.."I
was raised to understand it," said Celestina, and when she looked across the room, she saw that her words had moved her mother..On this
momentous day, however, drawing provided no solace. Frequently, her hands shook, and she could not control the pencil..WHILE THE SLATS of
ash-gray light slowly lost their meager luster, and sable shadows metastasized in sinister profusion, the sentinel silence remained unbroken between
Junior Cain and the birthmarked man..He went in a pretense of blindness, gripping Angel's arm, but he missed nothing, and etched every detail in
his memory, against the need of them in the coming dark..The rich aromas on the air would have thwarted the will of the most devout monks on a
fast of penitence..He closed his eyes to know the kitchen as Barty knew it. The fine aromas, the musical clink of spoons, the tinny rattle of pans, the
liquid swish of a stirring whisk, the heat from the ovens, the women's voices: Gradually, denying himself sight, he was aware of his other senses
sharpening.."Stop it, stop it! " Agnes, only ten years old, slender and shaking, but wild with righteousness, until now held in thrall by her own fear,
by the memory of all the beatings that she herself has taken. She screams at their father and strikes him with a book she's brought from the house.
The Bible. She strikes their father with the Bible, from which he's read to them every night of their lives. He drops the roses, tears the holy book
out of Agnes's hands, and pitches it across the yard. He rakes up a handful of the scattered roses, intending to make his son resume this dinner of
sin, but here comes Agnes once more, the Bible recovered, brandishing it at him, and now she says what all of them know to be true but what none
of them has ever dared say, what even Agnes herself will never again dare to say after this day, not while the old man lives, but she dares to say it
now, holding the Bible toward him, so he can see the gold-embossed cross upon the imitation-leather cover. "Murderer," Agnes says. "Murderer "
And Edom knows that they're all as good as dead now, that their father will slaughter them right here, right this minute, in his rage. "Murderer," she
says accusingly, behind the shield of the Bible, and she doesn't mean that he is killing Edom, but that he killed their mother, that they heard him in
the night, three years before, heard the short but awful struggle, and know that what happened was no accident. Roses fall from his skinned and
pierced hands, a flurry of petals yellow and petals red. He rises and takes a step toward Agnes, his dripping fists crimson with his blood and with
Edom's. Agnes doesn't back away, but thrusts the book toward him, and scintillant sunlight caresses the cross. Instead of tearing the book out of her
hands again, their father stalks away, into the house, surely to return with club or cleaver ... yet they will see no more of him this day. Then
Agnes-with tweezers for the thorns, with a basin full of warm water and a washcloth, with iodine and Neosporin and bandages-kneels beside him in
the yard. Jacob, too, comes forth from the dark crawlspace under the porch, having watched in terror from behind the latticework skirt. He is
shaking, crying, flushed with embarrassment because he didn't intervene, although he was wise to hide, for the disciplinary beating of one twin
usually leads to the pointless beating of the other. Agnes gradually settles Jacob by involving him in the treatment of his brother's wounds, and to
Edom she says, often thereafter, "I love your roses, Edom. I love your roses. God loves your roses, Edom." Overhead, agitated wings quiet to a soft
flutter, and the shrieking crows grow silent. The air pools as still and heavy as the water in a hidden lagoon within a secret glade, in the perfect
garden of the unfallen.....Increasingly, he used meditation to relieve stress. He was so skilled at concentrative meditation without seed-blanking his
mind-that half an hour of it was as refreshing as a night's sleep..Barty had never been instructed in the rules of grammar, but had absorbed them as
the roots of Edom's roses absorbed nutrients. "Sure. Does and is.".Junior was reminded of a scene in an old movie, something Naomi wanted to
watch, a love story set during the Black Plague: a horse drawn cart rolling through the medieval streets of London or Paris, the driver ringing a
hand bell and crying, "Bring out your dead, bring out your dead!" If contemporary San Francisco had provided such a convenient service, he
wouldn't have had to toss Neddy Gnathic in the Dumpster in the first place..The detective gazed at the cash as longingly as a glutton might stare at
a custard pie, as intensely as a satyr might ogle a naked blonde. "Impossible. Too damn much integrity in their system. You might as well ask me to
go to Buckingham Palace and fetch you a pair of the queen's undies.".Agnes's contractions were getting more frequent and slightly more severe, so
she said, "All right, but let me go tell Edom and Jacob that we're leaving.".Reverend White's murder received significant coverage throughout the
nation, especially in West Coast papers, because of its perceived racial motivation and because it involved the burning of a parsonage.."Doesn't
look so spooky to me." She turned the knave of spades so the baby could see it. "Does he scare you, Barty?".He felt for the railing. Grasped at the
empty air only briefly. Found the handrail. He climbed to the porch.."Look at it this way, Aggie. All the pies, all the things you do-that's betting on
life. And now you've just been given the great blessing of being able to place larger bets.".Reflecting upon her son's clever, diligent, and
uncomplaining adaptation to darkness, she wished that she had described to him the dazzling sunset under which they had made their journey
home. Although her words might have been inadequate to the spectacle, he would have elaborated on them to create a picture in his mind; with his
creative skills, the world that he'd lost with his sight might be remade in equal splendor in his imagination..Joey rested not under the stern watch of
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the cypresses, but near a California pepper tree. With its graceful, cascading boughs, it appeared to stand in meditation or in prayer..He turned the
brochure in his hands, to look at the front of it again. Gradually he began to suspect that the title of the exhibition might be what had brought to
mind the reverend's unremembered sermon..As Tom Vanadium studied the stained and ravaged wall again, a cold and quivery uneasiness settled
insectivally onto his scalp and down the back of his neck, quickly bored into his blood, and nested in his bones. He had the terrible feeling that he
was not dealing with a known quantity anymore, not with the twisted man he'd thought he understood, but with a new and even more monstrous
Enoch Cain. Carrying the tote bag full of Angel's dolls and coloring books, Wally crossed the sidewalk ahead of Celestina and climbed the front
steps..In his apartment once more, enjoying a cognac and a handful of pistachios as Monday changed to Tuesday, he decided that he should make
'preparations for the possibility that he might one day leave incriminating evidence in spite of his precautions. He ought to convert a portion of his
assets into easily portable and anonymous wealth, like gold coins and diamonds. Establishing two or three alternate identities, with documentation,
also would be wise..Turning his attention to Barty, Obadiah broke into a smile, revealing a gold upper tooth. "Something here is sweeter than that
lovely pie. What's the child's name?".A floor-to-ceiling bookshelf was crammed with pulp magazines that had been published throughout the
1920s, '30s, and '40s, before paperback books supplanted them. The All-Story, Mammoth Adventure, Nickel Western, The Black Mask, Detective
Fiction Weekly, Spicy Mystery, Weird Tales, Amazing Stories, Astounding Stories, The Shadow, Doc Savage, G-8 and His Battle Aces,
Mysterious Wu Fang ....She hadn't looked up from her sketching. Although Junior thought she hadn't seen him, she'd apparently been aware of him
all along..The two men detached and rolled up the pleated green skirt that hung from the rectangular frame of the graveyard winch on which the
casket was suspended. Green, rather than black, because Naomi loved nature: Junior had been thoughtful about the details of the service..As
beautiful as they were, none of these women satisfied him as profoundly as Naomi had satisfied him..Alarm contacts gleamed in the header, but the
system wasn't currently activated..Angel, as if in God's own hands, stared with round-eyed wonder at the physician..In a minute or two, one of the
cops returned, crouching close as the medics worked. "There's no intruder.".Evidently, either Frank Sinatra was an enthusiasm that Victoria and the
detective shared, or the nurse purchased some of the crooner's records expressly for their dinner engagement..Three equally modest rooms opened
off this lounge. Two housed complete dental units, and the third provided cramped office space shared by the receptionist and the doctor..Like all
ICU waiting rooms, where Death sits patiently, smiling in anticipation, this lounge was clean but drab, and the utilitarian furnishings didn't pamper,
as though bright colors and comfort might annoy the ascetic Reaper and motivate him to cut down more patients than otherwise he would have
done..Friday morning, Junior resigned his position as a physical therapist at the rehabilitation hospital. He expected to be able to live well off
interest and dividends for the rest of his life, because his tastes were modest..Junior stepped back and squeezed off two shots, aiming for the lock.
One round tore a chunk out of the jamb, but the other cracked through the door, shattering more than wood, and the brass knob wobbled and almost
fell out..He prepared his knives and guns. Blades and bullets. Fortune favors the bold, the self-improved, the self-evolved, the focused..They
laughed and held hands. For the first time since Phimie's panicked phone call from Oregon, Celestina felt that everything would eventually be all
right again..Odder yet, the pianist had studied him with a keen interest that was inexplicable, since they were essentially strangers. When caught
staring, he'd appeared rattled, turning away quickly, eager to avoid further contact.."I'm afraid you're wrong." When Tom opened his left hand, the
palm lay as bare as that of a blind beggar in a country of thieves. Meanwhile, his right hand had tightened into a fist again..The disease hadn't
corrupted her heart, and it had left her face untouched, as well. Lovely, she was, as she had always been..Agnes hoped that the boy would spend a
night or two in her room, until he was reoriented to the house. But Barty wanted to sleep in his own bed..If her beautiful son was to be a prodigy of
any kind, she would thank God for his talent and would do anything she could to help him achieve his destiny..The following morning, he canceled
his German lessons. It was an impossible language. The words were enormously long..Those ominous words again, turning through his memory,
reel to reel. This time he actually heard them spoken. The voice commanded minded attention with a deeper timbre and crisper diction than his
own..Even Agnes was briefly unnerved to the extent that she said, "Enough of this. It's not fun anymore.".One of the gifts of power is to know
power. Wizard knows wizard, unless the concealment is very skillful. And the boy had no skills at all except in boat-building, of which he was a
promising scholar by the age of twelve. About that time the midwife who had helped his mother at his birth came by and said to his parents, "Let
Otter come to me in the evenings after work. He should learn the songs and be prepared for his naming day."."There's a fine George and Ira
Gershwin song called 'Someone to Watch Over Me.'.The silence on the line was not merely that of a caller holding her tongue. It was abyssal and
perfect, as no silence on a telephone ever can be, without the faintest hiss or crackle of static, no hint of breathing or.He didn't want to lean inside
and peer over the front seat. He had no weapon. He would be unbalanced, vulnerable..altogether by taking slow deep breaths, slow deep breaths,
and by remembering that each of us has a right to be happy, to be fulfilled, to be free of fear..The boy never mentioned what he'd done, and his
mother ceased worrying about him falling out of bed..face with one hand, as if pulling off cobwebs. "Did you say you were in my house?".break
and conversation among the customers fell into a lull. When the bar phone rang, though it was muted, he heard it at his table..Heedless of the rules
of standard police procedure, Tom raced to the doorway, crossed the threshold, and saw Barty throw a can of soda at the shaved head and pocked
face of a transformed Enoch Cain..In either case, printing the name in blood was a ritualistic act, and ritualism of this nature was an unmistakable
symptom of a seriously unbalanced mind. Evidently, the wife killer would be easier to crack than expected, because his shell was already badly
fractured..do further testing, of course, but not until he's been stabilized at least twelve hours. Personally, I don't think we'll find any physical cause.
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Most likely, this was psychological-acute nervous emesis, caused by severe anxiety, the shock of losing his wife, seeing her die.'.Junior thought he
was alone, but just when he felt capable of summoning the energy to shift to a more comfortable position, he heard a man clear his throat. The
phlegmy sound had come from beyond the.Phimie must be honored now with laughter instead of with tears, because her life had left Celestina with
so many memories of joy and with joy personified in Angel. To fend off tears, she said, "Listen, Clark Kent, we women need our little secrets, our
private thoughts. If you can really read my heart this easily, I guess I'm going to have to start wearing lead brassieres.".hooves. This was no demon
child. Its father's evil was'nt visibly reflected in its small.He preferred to venture inside the house while some lights remained on. He didn't want to
be reduced to creeping stealthily in the dark through strange rooms: The very idea filled his guts with shiver chasing shiver..Not incidentally, the
project served as a vehicle by which some older citizens, in financial crisis, could receive money in a way that spared their dignity, gave them hope,
and repaired their damaged self esteem. Agnes asked Obadiah to enrich the project by accepting a one year grant to record the story of his life with
the help of the head librarian..Eventually, Junior remembered the quarter. He reached into the right pocket of the thin cotton bathrobe, but the coin
wasn't there, as it should have been. The left pocket also was empty..Again, he cast his line of memory into murky waters nearly four years in the
past, to the night of passion that he had shared with Seraphim in the parsonage. As before, he could recall nothing she'd said, only the exquisite
look of her, the nubile perfection of her body.."Now, I'm doubtless," Vanadium said, his voice returning to the uninflected drone that Junior had
come to loathe but that he now preferred to the unsettling voice of quiet passion. "No matter what the situation, no matter how knotty the question,
I always know what to do..Yet, uncaught, the quarter would have dropped to the floor. Junior would have heard it ring off the tiles. Which he
hadn't..On one wall hung an impressive array of gardening tools. In the comer was a potting bench..Shortly after six o'clock, Saturday morning, she
stirred from a fretful dream and saw Barty sitting up in bed, reading..The sound-suppressor didn't render the pistol entirely silent, but the three soft
reports, each like a quiet cough muffled by a hand, wouldn't have carried beyond the hallway..'Miss White," he continued, still facing the window,
"not long before you arrived in surgery this morning, your sister died on the table. We hadn't delivered the baby yet, and perhaps couldn't have
done so, by cesarean, in time to prevent brain damage, so for both the sake of the mother and child, heroic efforts were made to bring Phimie back
and ensure continued circulation to the fetus until we could extract it.".Young boys, however, are not moved by scenery, especially not when their
hearts are adventuring on Mars..He wanted to say: The vain, power-mad politicians who milk cheers from ignorant crowds, the sports stars and
preening actors who hear themselves called heroes and never object, they should all wither with shame at the mention of your name. Your vision,
your struggle, the years of grueling work, your enduring faith when others doubted, the risk you took with career and reputation--it's one of the
great stories of science, and I'd be honored if I could shake your band..In the cab, pulling into traffic, the driver said, "The mister tells me you're the
star of the show tonight.".At the end, with the salt Tom and the pepper Tom standing side by side in their different but parallel worlds, Maria said,
"Seems like science fiction.".In a state of wonderment that was laced with dread rather than delight, he looked up from the quarter, seeking an
explanation from Vanadium, expecting to see that anaconda smile..Prudence required that they strategize as though Enoch Cain were Satan
himself, as though every fly and beetle and rat provided eyes and ears for the killer, as though ordinary precautions could never foil him..An elderly
Negro gentleman answered the door. His hair was such a pure white that in contrast to his plum-dark skin, it appeared to glow like a nimbus around
his head. With his equally radiant goatee, his kindly features, and his compelling black eyes, he seemed to have stepped out of a movie about a jazz
musician who, having died, was on earth once more as someone's angelic guardian.."It was. But maybe that's not the whole story. Anyway, we
know the usual poses these guys strike, the attitudes they think are deceptive and clever. Most of them are so obvious, they might as well just stick
their willy in a light socket and save us a lot of trouble. This, however, is a new approach. Tends to make you want to believe in the poor guy.".This
wasn't art. This was pandering, mere illustration, more suitable for painting on velvet than on canvas..Trembling and sweating, he turned his back
to the view window. As he retreated from the creche, he expected the oppressive pall of fear to lift, but it grew heavier..When Agnes and Paul
returned from a honeymoon in Carmel, they discovered that Edom had finally cleared out Jacob's apartment. He donated his twin's extensive files
and books to a university library that was building a collection to satisfy a growing professorial and student interest in apocalyptic studies and
paranoid philosophy..Celestina wanted nothing to do with it, was offended by the very sight of it, and she.When Junior walked the
cracked-linoleum corridor and descended the six flights of stairs to the street, he discovered that a thin drizzle was falling. The afternoon grew
darker even as he turned his face to the sky, and the cold, dripping city, which swaddled Bartholomew somewhere in its concrete folds, appeared
not to be a beacon of culture and sophistication anymore, but a forbidding and dangerous empire, as it had never seemed to him before..Hunched
over his desk, leaning forward conspiratorially, his piggy eyes glittering like those of an ogre discussing his favorite recipe for cooking children,
Nolly said, "I've been able to confirm your suspicions..Although she already knew that the answer could not be cheerily optimistic, Celestina
wondered, "Is the baby likely to be . . . normal?"."Take care he doesn't turn your belt on you with a spell!" said his uncle..This declaration was
received seriously by Edom and Jacob, as if the devil often strolled the streets of Bright Beach and from time had been known to snatch little babies
from their mothers' and eat them with mustard..The paramedic snatched the oxygen feed from his patient's nose and quickly elevated his head,
providing a purge towel to catch the thin ejecta..ON THE FOLLOWING Tuesday afternoon in Bright Beach, across a sky as black as a witch's
cauldron, seagulls flew out of an evil brew toward their safe roosts, and on the land below, humid shadows of the.She owned a public-relations firm
specializing in artists, and over dinner she rhapsodized about the work of Jack Lientery. His current series of paintings-emaciated babies against
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backdrops of ripe fruit and other symbols of plenty-had critics swooning.."I'll come by at eight o'clock for breakfast," Wally suggested. "We have
to set a date.".In the spring and summer of '66, he flew to Memphis, Tennessee, stayed a few days, and walked 288 miles to St. Louis. From St.
Louis he hiked west 253 miles to Kansas City, Missouri, and then southwest to Wichita. From Wichita to Oklahoma City. From Oklahoma City
east to Fort Smith, Arkansas, from whence he rode home to Bright Beach on a series of Greyhound buses..Celestina was unable to talk reason to
him, and even her mother, Grace, who was living here for the interim and who was always oil on the stormiest of waters, couldn't bring a moment's
calm to the velvet squall that was Neddy Gnathic in full blow. He had learned about the baby five days ago, and he had been building force ever
since, like a tropical depression aspiring to hurricane status..Olive complexion, no less smooth than the skin of a calamata. Eyes as lustrous as pools
shimmering with a reflection of eternity and stars..Her strength was the strength of stones only in the sense that she felt as immovable as rock, yet
she found the resources to raise one arm, to place her left hand over Maria's bead-tangled fingers. "But the baby's dead.".Not cheerful, life-loving,
high-spirited, churchgoing Naomi. She saw every day through a golden haze that came from the sun in her heart.."Who?" she shouted, though they
were perched side by side on a black-leather love seat..A s?ance was what it appeared to be at first. Eight people were gathered around the
dining-room table, which stood utterly bare. No food, no drinks, no centerpiece. They all exhibited that shiny-faced look of people nervously
awaiting the revelations of a spirit medium: part trepidation, part soaring hope.
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