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Even the Shantung-softened lamplight blazed too bright and did not serve her well, so she switched it off and said, "Scoot over.".Shuddering,
rubbing furiously at himself, he stumbled into the bathroom. In the mirror, he confronted a face he hardly recognized: swollen, lumpy peppered
with red hives.."Yes," she admitted, her face still close to his, "I'm afraid. But Dr. Chan is a fine surgeon, and this is a very fine hospital.".More
often than not, in a social situation, regardless of its nature, there came a time when Edom had to bolt, and here now was the time, not because he
floundered at a loss for words, not because he became panicked that he would say the wrong thing or would knock over his coffee cup, or would in
some way prove himself foolish or as clumsy as a clown in full pratfall, but in this instance because he didn't want to bring his tears into Agnes's
day. Recently she'd had too many tears in her life, and though these were not tears of anguish, though they were tears of love, he didn't want to
burden her with them..And here, now, into the kitchen through a door with a porthole in the center. Into sizzle and clatter, into clouds of fried-onion
fumes and the mouthwatering aromas of chicken fat and shoestring potatoes turning golden in deep wells of boiling cooking oil..In the face of his
kindness, however, she couldn't refuse his request. She nodded..RED SKY IN THE morning, sailors take warning; red sky at night, sailors
delight..The quarter, surely. The one that had not been in his robe pocket where it should have been, the previous Friday..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..Along the hall to his room. Fast and low through the doorframe. Wary of
the closet door standing two inches ajar..The wink startled and baffled Edom. Oddly, he thought of the mysterious, disembodied, and eternally
unwinking eye in the floating pinnacle of the pyramid that was on the back of any one-dollar bill..Amazed, Agnes gaped at her baby. The throat
lump that blocked her speech was part pride, part awe, and part fear, though she didn't at once understand why this wonderful precociousness
should frighten her.."For one thing, jurors might conclude that the authorities never really suspected you and tried to frame you for murder to
conceal their culpability in the poor maintenance of the tower. By far, most of the cops think you're innocent anyway.".Maria arrived early,
expecting to assist with final details in the kitchen. Though honored to be a guest, she wasn't able to stand by with a glass of wine while
preparations remained to be made..On he went, up he went, trunk to limb, limb to branch, branch to limb, to limb, to trunk. Hand over hand up the
vertical parts, gripping with his knees, then standing and walking like a tightrope artist along limbs horizontal to the ground, swinging over empty
air and stepping from one woody walkway to another, ever upward toward the highest bower, dwindling as though he were growing younger
during the ascent, becoming a smaller and smaller boy. Forty feet, fifty feet, already far higher than the house, striving toward the green citadel at
the summit..Tom Vanadium rose to his feet and, with one hand on Barty's shoulder, he surveyed the faces of those gathered on the porch. Most of
these people were such new acquaintances that they were all but strangers to him. Nevertheless, for the first time since his early days in St.
Anselmo's Orphanage, he'd found a place where he belonged. This felt like home..than the left: slack yet with a pulled look. The left eyelid
drooped. That side of her.No, impossible. He had killed Victoria almost a year and a half before this phone call. When you were dead, you were
gone forever..You scrawl names on the walls with your own blood, play Psycho with a Sheetrock stand-in for Janet Leigh-and then fly off to Reno
for a weekend of blackjack, stage shows, and all-you-can-eat buffets. Not likely..Dr. Lipscomb brought his hands to his face, covering his nose and
mouth as earlier they had been covered with a surgical mask, as though he were in danger of drawing in, with his breath, an idea that would forever
change him..Perhaps because Celestina was her father's daughter, with his faith in humanity, she was always deeply moved by the kindnesses of
strangers and saw in them the shape of a greater grace. "Does your wife know what a lucky woman she is?".For Agnes and Barty, one stop
remained, where some of the joy of Christmas would always be buried with the husband that she still missed every day and the father that he would
never know..LATE TUESDAY AFTERNOON in Bright Beach, as a darker blue and iridescent tide rolled across the sky, seagulls rowed toward
their safe harbors, and on the land below, shadows that had been upright at work all day now stretched out, recumbent, preparing for the
night.."Honey," she said, crouching to peer at him through the vertical slats of the playpen, "what're you doing?".He wanted, all right, but -intuition
warned him that he ought to continue to be discreet for a while longer..Junior was impressed and delighted by her clever assumption of it strictly
professional voice and demeanor, which convincingly masked her intense desire. Sweet Victoria was a worthy coconspirator..The narrow
brick-paved serviceway lay five feet below. The maniac had knocked over trash cans while making his escape, but he wasn't tumbled among the
rest of the garbage..In spite of major earthquakes pending, explosions of dynamite hauling trucks on the highway, tornadoes somewhere churning,
the grim likelihood of a great dam bursting along the route, freak ice storms stored up in the unpredictable heavens, crashing planes and runaway
trains converging on the coastal highway, and the possibility of a sudden violent shift in the earth's axis that would wipe out human civilization,
they risked crossing the boundaries of Bright Beach and traveled north into the great unknown of territories strange and perilous..In truth, he was
terrified. Although his need for her company was so profound that it seemed to arise from his marrow, a part of him marveled-and trembled-at his
dedicated pursuit of her.."What room has Mrs. Lombardi been moved to?" she asked. "I'd like to ... to see her before I go.".He switched on his
flashlight. In the beam, on the blacktop, a silver disc. Like a full moon in a night sky..Admitting to the likelihood that he would never again devote
himself seriously to his business, Paul sold it to Jim Kessel, long his good right hand and fellow pharmacist..Besides, even before he had fully
turned on his charm, before he had shown her that a ride on the Junior Cain love machine would make other men seem forever inadequate, Renee
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was so hot for him that it might have been wise to open a bottle of champagne to douse her when spontaneous combustion destroyed her Chanel
suit..The diarrhea was over, finished, part of the past. Long ago he had learned never to dwell on the past, never to be overly concerned about the
worries of the present, but to be focused entirely on the future. He was a man of the future..Olive complexion, no less smooth than the skin of a
calamata. Eyes as lustrous as pools shimmering with a reflection of eternity and stars..After a surgeon had lanced fifty-four boils and cut the cores
from the thirty-one most intractable (shaving the patient's head to get at the twelve that were festering on his scalp), and after three days of
hospitalization to guard against staphylococcus infection, and after he had been turned back into the world as bald as Daddy Warbucks and with the
promise of permanent scarring, Junior visited the Reno library to catch up with current events..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..Alone with
Agnes, the physician said, "I want you to take Barty to a specialist in Newport Beach. Franklin Chan. He's a wonderful ophthalmologist and
ophthalmological surgeon, and right now we don't have anyone like that here in town."."Who else? I think there's romance in the air. The cow-eyed
way he looks at her, she could knock his knees out from under him just by giving him a wink.".Caution discarded, Junior went inside, for the same
reason that a dedicated opera aesthete might once a decade attend a country-music concert: to confirm the superiority of his taste and to be amused
by what passed for music among the great unwashed. Some might call it slumming..He wondered what it would be like to make love to Renee and
kill her. Only once had he killed without good reason. And that had been one of the infuriating Bartholomews. Prosser in Terra Linda. A man. On
that occasion, no erotic element had been involved. This would be a first..Four blocks from his office, on a street more upscale than his own, Nolly
came to the Tollman Building. Built in the 1930s, it had an Art Deco flair. The public areas featured travertine floors, and a WPA-ers mural
extolling the machine age brightened a lobby wall..The previously flat, monotonous voice had in it now a subtle but undeniable new roundness of
tone: "And every human being, every living thing, is a string on that instrument.".Serving a formal dinner was Agnes's way of declaring-to herself
more than to anyone else in attendance-that the time had come for her to get on with life for Bartholomew's sake, but also for her own.."No," Otter
said, and hesitated. He felt he owed this man an explanation. "See, it's not so much won't as can't. I thought of making plugs in the planking of that
galley, near the keel-you know what I mean by plugs? They'd work out as the timbers work when she gets in a heavy sea." Hound nodded. "But I
couldn't do it. I'm a shipbuilder. I can't build a ship to sink. With the men aboard her. My hands wouldn't do it. So I did what I could. I made her go
her own way. Not his way.".Consequently, he scheduled more time every day with the phone books. He had obtained directories for all nine
counties that, with the city itself, comprised the Bay Area..The moon shimmered, and the stars blurred-but only briefly, for her devotion to this boy
was a fiery furnace that tempered the steel of her spine and brought a drying heat to her eyes. Without Franklin Chan's full approval but with his
complete understanding, Agnes took Barty home. On Monday, they would return to Hoag Hospital, where Barty would receive surgery on
Tuesday..The sidewalks were crowded with businessmen in suits, hippies in flamboyant garb, groups of smartly attired suburban ladies in town to
shop, and the usual forgettably dressed rabble, some smiling and some surly and some mumbling but as blank-eyed as mannequins, who might be
hired assassins or poets, for all he knew, eccentric millionaires in mufti or carnival geeks who earned their living by biting heads off live
chickens..Of the three Bartholomews that he'd turned up recently, he chose Prosser because, burdened by the name Enoch, Junior felt sympathy for
any girl whose parents had cursed her with Zelda..The maniac kicked once more, but because of the bracing dresser, the door wouldn't budge, so he
kicked harder, again without success..The accountant lived in a white Georgian house on a street fined with huge old evergreens..Here, now, came
the anaconda smile. "Did you argue about the baby, Enoch? Maybe she wanted it, and you didn't. Guy like you--a baby would cramp your style.
Too much responsibility.".As though giving voice to her worst fear had made it come true, Agnes was seized by a contraction so painful that she
cried out and clutched the paramedic's hands tightly enough to make him wince. She felt a peculiar swelling within, then an awful looseness,
pressure followed at once by release..He couldn't work up sufficient saliva to get the rasp out of his voice: "Then you could learn to do it.".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.".Carrying the candlestick, he raced to the kitchen at the end of the short hall. The door stood open, but he had to enter the room to see
Victoria slumped in one of the two chairs at the small dinette..She got out of the cab and stood on the sidewalk in front of the gallery, her legs as
shaky as those of a newborn colt..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..He found himself looking over his shoulder more than once. By the time lie returned to his
room, he felt half crushed by anxiety..Halted by the unmistakable meaning of the expressions on these women's faces, Paul was grateful that Nellie
was briefly stricken mute. He didn't believe he had the strength to receive the news that she had tried to deliver..If the aftermath of his encounter
with Vanadium had not been so messy, Junior might have paused for dinner before wrapping up his work here. The walk back from Quarry Lake
had taken almost two hours, in part because he had ducked out of sight in the trees and brush each time that he heard traffic approaching. He was
famished. Regardless of how well-prepared the food, however, ambience was a significant factor in the enjoyment of any meal, and bloodstained
decor was not, in his view, conducive to fine dining..A nurse in surgical greens appeared. "Pull up the sleeves of your scrub nearly to your elbows.
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Scrub hard. I'll tell you when to stop.".Tom didn't attribute supernatural powers to this killer. Enoch Cain was mortal, not all-seeing and
all-knowing. Evil and stupidity often go together, however, and arrogance is the offspring of their marriage, as Tom had earlier told Celestina. An
arrogant man, not half as smart as he thinks, with no sense of right and wrong, with no capacity for remorse, can sometimes be so breathtakingly
reckless that, ironically, his recklessness becomes his greatest strength. Because he is capable of anything, of taking risks that mere madmen
wouldn't consider, his adversaries can never predict his actions, and surprise serves him well. If he also possesses animal cunning, a kind of deep
intuitional shrewdness, he can react quickly to the negative consequences of his recklessness and can indeed appear to be more than human..face
with one hand, as if pulling off cobwebs. "Did you say you were in my house?".He rolled Neddy onto one side, but no gold watch lay underneath,
so he let the musician flop onto his back again..In the kitchen were a radio, a toaster, a coffeepot, two place settings of cheap flatware, a small
mismatched collection of thrift-shop plates and bowls and mugs, and a freezer full of TV dinners and English muffins..Tom opened his empty
hands and then filled one of them with his water glass. The rattling ice belied his calm face..When Paul practiced the quarter trick, he usually did so
on the sofa or in an armchair, and always in a room with carpeting, because when dropped on a hard surface, the coin rolled and required too much
chasing.."The doctors," he continued, "needed to repair damage to the left frontal sinus, the sphenoidal sinus, and the sinus cavernous, which had
all been partially crushed by that pewter candlestick. Frontal, malar, ethmoid, maxillary, sphenoid, and palatine bones had to be rebuilt to properly
contain my right eye, because it sort of ... well, it dangled. That was just for starters, and there was considerable essential dental work, as well. I
elected not to have any cosmetic surgery.".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..And now she didn't need him anymore. He gazed at her face, held her cooling hand; his anchor was slipping away from him,
leaving him adrift..Her mouth was as greedy as it was ripe, and her pliant body radiated volcanic heat, and as Junior slipped his hands under her
skirt, his mind teemed with thoughts of sex and wealth and power, until he discovered that the heiress was an heir, with genitalia better suited to
boxer shorts than to silk lingerie..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..thickened with the odors of
antiseptics and blood, until breathing required an effort..Stepping into her digs was like passing through a time machine into another century,
traveling in space, as well, to the Europe of Louis XIV. The expansive, high-ceilinged rooms overwhelmed the eye with the rich somber colors and
the heavy forms of Baroque art and furniture. Shells, acanthus leaves, volutes, garlands, and scrolls-often gilded decorated the museum-quality
antique Bombay chests, chairs, tables, massive mirrors, cabinets, and etageres..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..As "It is." From a desk drawer, Nolly withdrew an
envelope and put it on top of the offered cash. "I'm returning five hundred of your thousand retainer." He pushed everything back toward
Junior..Kathleen Klerkle, Mrs. Wulfstan, sitting on the edge of Nolly's desk, looked diagonally across it at the visitor in the client's chair. Actually,
Nolly had two chairs for clients. Kathleen could have sat in the second; however, this seemed to be a more appropriate pose for a hawkshaw's
dame. Not that she was trying to look cheap; she was thinking Myrna Loy as Nora Charles in The Thin Man-worldly but elegant, tough but
amused..Eventually, he settled on a mental image of a bowling pin as his "seed." This was a smooth, elegantly shaped object that invited
languorous contemplation, but it did not tease his libido..Leaving the engine running and the heater on, he got out of the car, leaned back inside,
said, "Better lock up while I'm gone," and then closed his door..For a while, Junior half convinced himself that the quarter in his cheeseburger, in
December '65, was a meaningless coincidence, unrelated to Vanadium. His short tour of the kitchen, in search of the perpetrator, had given him
reason to believe the diner's sanitary standards were inadequate. Recalling the greasy men on that culinary death squad, he knew that he'd been
fortunate not to discover a dead rodent spread-eagle on the melted cheese, or an old sock..As he headed toward the door, the detective said, "Don't
forget your apple juice. Got to build some strength for the trial.".On this momentous day, however, drawing provided no solace. Frequently, her
hands shook, and she could not control the pencil.."Longer to wait between Christmases," she said. "And between birthdays. I'd save a bunch of
money on gifts.".For the first time since walking to La Jolla to meet Jonas Salk, Paul planned a journey with a specific purpose..Clutching the
blanket, she thought of the funerary lap robes that red the legs of the deceased in their caskets, for she felt sometimes cove half dead. Both feet in
this world-yet walking beside Joey on a strange road Beyond..Nolly shrugged. "He can't know for sure. And anyway, he didn't get the pushed idea
until he'd already taken the case."."Bullpoop might not be what they say, but it's the worst that we say. And in fact, in this house, bulldoody is
preferred."."We have reason to believe that the man who raped your sister is stalking you.".A sofa and one armchair provided the seating in the
living room. No coffee table. A small table beside the chair. A wall unit held a fine stereo system and a few hundred record albums..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..Playing with fire was fun
when you didn't have to attempt to conceal the fact that it was arson..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.."Yes, I was."
She didn't tell him that her fear had not been allayed by his assurances or by his second walk in the rain..With a sigh, Obadiah differed: "Not clever.
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Crude. Before my hands became these great-knuckled lumps, I could have dazzled you.".Pecan cakes, cinnamon custard pies boxed in insulated
coolers, gifts wrapped with bright paper and glittery ribbons. Agnes Lampion made deliveries to those friends who were on her list of the needful,
but also to friends who were blessed with plenty. The sight of each beloved face, each embrace, each kiss, each smile, each cheerfully spoken
"Merry Christmas" at every stop fortified her heart for the sad task awaiting her when all gifts were given.."Yeah, they think we're with Candid
Camera. So Jimmy points to this United Parcel truck parked across the street and says the cameras are in there.".II. Otter.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..Action. just concentrate on action and ignore the disgusting aftermath. Remember the runaway train and the bus
full of nuns stuck on the tracks. Stay with the train, don't go back to look at the smashed nuns, just keep moving forward, and everything will be all
right..The ghost cop was forty feet behind him, beyond ranks of other pedestrians, every one of whom might as well have been faceless now,
smooth and featureless from brow to chin, because suddenly Junior could see no countenance other than that of the walking dead man. The
haunting visage bobbed up and down as the grim spirit strode along, vanishing and reappearing and then vanishing again among all the bobbing
and swaying heads of the intervening multitudes.."I'm a less philosophical sort than Kathleen," Nolly said, "so what I've been wondering is where
you learned the tricks with the quarter. How is it you're priest, cop-and amateur magician?".In those days they had no fixed names for the various
kinds and arts of magic, nor were the connections among those arts clear. There was-as the wise men of Roke would say later-no science in what
they knew. But Hound knew pretty surely that his prisoner was concealing his talents..Seraphim's child had been alive is long as Naomi had been
dead, almost fifteen months. In fifteen months, Junior should have located the little bastard and eliminated him.."Pie, pie, pie, pie, pie, pie, pie,
pie," Barty repeated in the same tone of self-satisfied delight that he used when announcing "Barty potty.".Worse than the tenderness in the bones,
the bleeding gums, the headaches, the ugly bruises, worse than the anemia-related weariness and the spells of breathlessness, was the suffering that
her battle caused to those whom she loved. More frequently as the days passed, they were unable to conceal their worry and their sorrow. She held
their hands when they trembled. She asked them to pray with her when they expressed anger that this should happen to her-of all people, to her, and
she wouldn't let them go until the anger was gone. More than once, she pulled sweet Angel into her lap, stroked her hair, and soothed her with talk
of all the good times shared in better days. And always Barty, watching over her in his blindness, aware that she would not be dying in all the
places where she was, but taking no consolation from the fact that she would continue to exist in other worlds where he could never again be at her
side..During the past few years, he had discovered that a lousy few million could buy even more freedom than he had thought when he'd shoved
Naomi off the fire tower. Great wealth, fifty or a hundred million, would purchase not only greater freedom, and not just the ability to pursue even
more ambitious self-improvement, but also power..Of all the kindnesses that we can do for one another, the most precious of all gifts-time-is not
ours to give. Bearing this in mind, Agnes did her best to guide her extended family through its grieving for Harrison and for Jacob, into happier
days. Respect must be paid, precious memories nurtured, but life also must go on..So keep moving. Don't get hung up on the disgusting aftermath.
Keep whistling along like a runaway train. Clean up, clean out, roll on..After taking a minute to steel himself, Junior squatted next to the dead
detective..Angel followed him and observed as he climbed a stepstool and unhooked the telephone handset. He dialed with little pause between
digits, and spoke with each of his uncles..Not cheerful, life-loving, high-spirited, churchgoing Naomi. She saw every day through a golden haze
that came from the sun in her heart..Two high-quality deadbolt locks. Sufficient protection against the average intruder, but inadequate to keep out
a self-improved man with channeled anger..He suspected the blame lay with his exceptional sensitivity to violence, death, and loss. Previously it
manifested as an explosive emptying of the stomach, this time as a purging of lower realms..From her Volkswagen bus in the middle of the line,
Maria joined them. "In case we get separated, Agnes, I don't have an itinerary."."Both. Brain and heart. But I've thought it through, Daddy. More
than anything in my life, I've thought this through.".The beetle-green Pontiac waited in the driveway, with a shine that tempted nature to throw
around some bad weather. Joey always kept a spotless car, and he probably wouldn't have had time to earn a living if he had resided in some
shine-spoiling climate rather than in southern California..Her voice was flat and a little hard. Another man might have mistaken her tone for
disapproval, for impatience, even for quiet anger..Agnes discovered, from her research, that among child prodigies, Barty was not a wonder of
wonders. Some math whizzes were absorbed by algebra and even by geometry before their third birthdays. Jascha Heifetz, became an
accomplished violinist at three, and by six, he played the concertos of Mendelssohn and Tchaikovsky; Ida Haendel performed them when she was
five..These would no doubt be cloyingly sentimental paintings of the bastard boy, with impossibly large and limpid eyes, posed cutely with puppies
and kittens, pictures better suited for cheap calendars than for gallery walls, and dangerous to the health of diabetics..Celestina stared at the small,
brown face, opening herself to the anger and hatred with which she had regarded this child in the operating room..An affecting but
difficult-to-define note in Dr. Lipscomb's voice brought Celestina slowly out of the office chair, to her feet. Perhaps it was wonder. Or fear. Or
reverence. Perhaps all three..If he hadn't been such a rational, stable, no-nonsense person all of his life, Junior might have thought he was losing his
mind..Teasing out the card, Edom saw that it was an ace of diamonds-remarkable in light of Maria Gonzalezs fortune'-telling session last Friday
evening. He was more astonished, however, by the name printed in black ink diagonally across the face of the card: BARTHOLOMEW..The bow
business had started a few months ago. Angel said she wanted to look pretty in her sleep, in case she met a handsome prince in her dreams..I
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believe the universe is sort of like an unimaginably vast musical with an infinite number of strings.".Celestina had no illusions about playing
detective. She would never be able to track down the bastard, and she had no stomach for confronting him..Meanwhile, she could offer him only a
few pieces of ice, which he was forbidden to chew. "Let them melt in your mouth.".She leaned against the apartment door for a long moment,
holding on to the doorknob and to the thumb-turn of the second deadbolt, as though she were convinced that if she let go, she would float off the
floor like a cloud-stuffed child..nonetheless. The rapist's curse. Healthy, but healthy at the expense of Phimie..AS THE WULFSTAN PARTY was
being seated at a window table, slowly tumbling masses of cottony fog rolled across the black water, as if the bay had awakened and, rising from its
bed, had tossed off great mounds of sheets and blankets..he had sat here with a pencil, making shopping lists. Now, instead of a pencil, there was
the Italian-made .22 pistol..This morning, only his love for his sister, Agnes, gave him the courage to drive and to become the pie man..Returning
from his tests, he'd gotten into bed without stripping off the thin, hospital-issue robe. He was still wearing it over his pajamas..yunh," so she nodded
as vigorously as she was able to do, and tightened her grip on Celestina's hand.
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