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One, two, three, four-Edom took away all the remaining pies. He pointed at Barty and then at the empty table..To Nolly, Kathleen said, "This is
why I married you. To be around talk like this.".Junior levered up, scrambled up, vaulted over, and crashed into the deep bin, with every intention
of landing on his feet. But he overshot, slammed his shoulder into the back wall of the container, fell to his knees, and sprawled facedown in the
trash..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..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..And so at the age of thirty-one, after
more than twenty-eight years of blindness with a few short reprieves, Barty Lampion received the gift of sight from his ten-year-old daughter. 1996
through 2000: Day after day, the work was done in memory of Agnes Lampion, Joey Lampion, Harrison White, Seraphim White, Jacob Isaacson,
Simon Magusson, Tom Vanadium, Grace White, and most recently Wally Lipscomb, in memory of all those who had given so much and, though
perhaps still alive in other places, were gone from here..She shook her head, and red bows fluttered. "No. 'Cause you didn't just move it
around."."Thank you, Dr. Lipscomb. I'll keep track of what you're losing every month, and someday I'll pay it back to you.".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..The musician had no talent for
deception. His hopping-hen eyes pecked at the nearest painting, at other guests, down at the floor, everywhere but directly at Junior, and a nerve
twitched in his left cheek. "Well, I'm very good, you know, at faces, they stick with me, I don't know why. Goodness knows, my memory is
otherwise shot.".While Junior had been hospitalized , Vanadium had searched his lace, with or without a warrant. Turnabout was
satisfying.."Agnes," said the magician, "you better start meeting with that librarian now to record your own life. If you don't get started for another
forty years, by then you'll need a whole decade of talking to get it all down.".Celestina extended her left hand, which shook so badly that she nearly
knocked over both their wineglasses. "I will.".But first, March 23: the bad date with Frieda Bliss, and what he discovered in his apartment when he
came home that night..Adoption records would have been kept as secret from Celestina as from everyone else. But perhaps she knew something
about the fate of her sister's bastard son that Junior didn't know, a small detail that would seem insignificant to her but that might put him on the
right trail at last..And the irony of ironies: With her talent deepening to a degree that she had never dared hope it would, with collectors responding
to her vision to an extent she had never imagined possible, with her goals already exceeded, and with great vistas of possibility opening before her,
she would throw it all away with some regret but with no bitterness if required to choose between art and Angel, for the child had proved to be the
greater blessing. Phimie was gone, but Phimie's spirit fed and watered her sister's life, bringing forth a great abundance..As a homicide detective,
Vanadium had a career-spanning ninety eight percent closure-and-conviction record on the cases he handled. Once convinced he had found the
guilty party, he didn't rely solely on solid police work. He augmented the usual investigative procedures and techniques with his own brand of
psychological warfare-sometimes subtle, sometimes not-which frequently encouraged the perpetrator to make mistakes that convicted him..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..Saturday morning, Paul made himself useful by assisting Grace with food preparation and by setting out the plates, flatware, and
glasses on the dining-room sideboard..Junior shuddered. Vanadium hadn't invented the name. It had genuine if inexplicable resonance with Junior
that had nothing to do with the detective..Traumatized by the violence in her mother's bedroom, not fully aware of what happened to Wally, Angel
had been tearful and anxious. A thoughtful physician gave her a glass of orange juice spiked with a small dose of a sedative, and a nurse provided
pillows. Bedded down on two pillow-padded chairs, wearing a rose-colored robe over yellow pajamas, she gave herself as fully to sleep as she
always did, sedative or not, which was every bit as fully as she gave herself to life when she was awake.."I know Edom and Jacob have been a
burden," said Vinnie, "you having to be responsible for them-".Celestina told them about Nella Lombardi and about the message Phimie delivered
to Dr. Lipscomb after being resuscitated. "Phimie was, . . so special. There's something special about her baby, too.".In the late-afternoon light, on
this Christmas Eve, Barty was no ghost, no illusion.."My little girl," she said, and belatedly she realized that this might not be a policeman, after all,
but someone trying to determine if she and Angel were alone in the apartment..She. Heretofore, Celestina hadn't given a thought to the gender of
the baby, because, to her, it had been less a person than a thing..Finally Vanadium said, "According to the lab report, the baby she was carrying was
almost certainly yours.".Instead, he was given a small color brochure featuring samples of the artist's work. It also contained the same photograph
of her smiling face that graced the window.."After the war, for a while, I was able to get more mainstream work. Racially ... things were changing.
But I was getting older, too, and the entertainment business is always looking for someone young, fresh. So I never made it big. Lord, I never even
made it medium, but I got along okay. Until ... by the early 1950s, my booking agent found it harder and harder to line up good dates, good
clubs.".In the end, the reason for the walking was the walking itself. Walking gave him something to do, a needed purpose. Motion equaled
meaning. Movement became a medicine for melancholy, a preventive for madness..In retrospect, he realized meditation didn't suit him. It was a
passive activity, while by nature he was a man of action, happiest when doing..Only a dishonest or delusional man, however, could justify
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Victoria's killing as self-defense. To a degree, he'd been motivated by anger and passion, and Junior was forthright enough to admit this..Indeed,
the winter storm had dampened neither his hair nor his clothes. The rain appeared to slide away from him a millimeter before contact, as though the
water and the man were composed of matter and antimatter that must either repel each other or, on contact, trigger a cataclysmic blast that would
shatter the very foundation of the universe..Anyway, the thing that scared her was not the monstrous father of this child. The fearsome thing was
the decision that she had made a few minutes ago, in the unused hospital room on the seventh floor.."Could you undo the spell you put on her?".No
sign of Vanadium. Some of the taller monuments offered hiding places on both sides of the cemetery road, as did the thicker trunks of the larger
trees..This humble house wasn't where you expected to hear an elaborate custom doorbell-or even any doorbell at all, since knuckles on wood were
the cheapest announcement of a visitor..After taking a preliminary statement from Celestina, Bellini left to romance a judge out of bed and obtain a
search warrant for Enoch Cain's residence, having already ordered a stakeout of the Russian Hill apartment. Celestina's description of her assailant
was a perfect match for Cain. Furthermore, the suspect's Mercedes had been abandoned at her place. Bellini sounded confident that they would find
and arrest the man soon..When she tried to speak to him, she could no more easily raise her voice than she could extend a hand to him..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..She tried to tell him that he was going to make it, that he would be with her for a long time, that the universe was not so
cruel as to take him at thirty with all their lives ahead of them, but the truth was here to see, and she could not lie to him..Worrying is what mothers
do best. Celestina was her mother, as far as Angel was concerned, and the child was not yet of an age to be told, and to understand, that she had
been blessed with two mothers: the one who gave birth to her, and the one who raised her..On the second morning of Barty's illness, Agnes came
downstairs and found him at the kitchen table, in his pajamas, happily applying unconventional hues to a scene in a coloring book..Blue fire flashed
across the top of the range and followed drips down the baked-enamel front to the floor. Blue flared to yellow, and the yellow darkened when the
blaze found the cadaver..Seeing her, Joey leaped up front his armchair again. He managed to hold on to his book this time, but he stumbled into the
footstool and nearly lost his balance..The sill was about four and a half feet off the lavatory floor. With both hands, Junior levered himself onto
it..."Don't worry," Celestina told him, "after what we've seen this past week, we're still with you.".Before he searched the bedroom, Vanadium
walked quickly back through the rooms that he had already inspected, suddenly remembering the three bizarre paintings of which Nolly, Kathleen,
and Sparky had spoken, and wondering how he could have overlooked them. They were not here. He was able to locate, however, the places on the
walls where the art works had hung, because the nails still bristled from the pocket plaster, and picture hooks dangled from the nails..the sentences.
The substance of what she said and the tone in which she said it were so perfect that it almost seemed as though an angel had relieved her of this
burden by possessing her long enough to help her son understand what must happen and why..Frustrated on many levels, Junior hurried to a
parking lot one block from the detective's office, where he'd left his new Chevrolet Impala convertible. This Chinese-red machine was even more
beautiful when wet with rain than it had looked polished and pristine on the showroom floor..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..At the elevators, the orderly suggested that Edom and Jacob take a second cab and meet them on the
surgical floor..Junior didn't want an apology. The offer of a free lunch-or an entire week of lunches-didn't charm a smile from him. He had no
interest in taking home a free apple pie..What might have become a waiting game of epic duration was ended when the door to the room swung
inward, and a doctor in a white lab coat entered from the corridor. He was backlighted by fluorescent glare, his face in shadow, like a figure in a
dream..Tom opened his empty hands and then filled one of them with his water glass. The rattling ice belied his calm face..Junior actually raised
his trembling left hand to his ear, expecting to find the quarter tucked in the auditory canal, held between the tragus and the antitragus, waiting to
be plucked with a flourish.."God bless us, every one," Agnes repeated with all her extended family, and after a sip of the wine, she made an excuse
to check on something in the kitchen, where she pressed hot tears into a cool, slightly damp dishtowel to prevent the telltale swelling of her
eyes..He hadn't seen Thomas Vanadium since Monday, at the cemetery, and Vanadium hadn't pulled any tricks since leaving twenty-five cents at
his bedside that same night. Almost four days undisturbed by the hectoring detective. In matters Vanadium, however, Junior had learned to be
wary, prudent..He couldn't much longer take advantage of Paul Damascus's hospitality. Since bringing Wally to town, Tom had been staying in
Paul's guest bedroom. He knew that he was welcome indefinitely, and the sense of family that he'd found with these people had only grown since
January, but he nevertheless felt that he was imposing..Warily, Junior ventured into the gallery to make inquiries. He expected the staff to express
utter bafflement at the name Celestina White, expected the poster to have vanished when he returned to the display window..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..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..When she turned to him again, he had already slipped into his jacket and
snatched the car keys off the foyer table. He put his left hand under her right arm, as though Agnes were feeble and in need of sup-.Too rattled to
want lunch at the St. Francis Hotel or anywhere else, Junior returned to his apartment..Murder itself was easy, but the aftermath was more draining
than he had anticipated. Although the ultimate liability settlement with the state was certain to leave him financially secure for life, the stress was
so great that he wondered, in his darker moments, if the reward would prove to be worth the risk..Tom removed the lid. No beer, one head. Simon
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Magusson's severed head lay faceup on the ice, mouth open as though he were standing in court to object to the prosecution's line of
questioning..By this time, Vinton had finished, commercials had run, and the number-two song had started: "Come See About Me," by the
Supremes.."Mrs. Lampion, in a case like this, I've found that the greatest mercy is directness. Your son has retinoblastoma. A malignancy of the
retina.".On the third of June, he found another useless Bartholomew, and on Saturday, the twenty-fifth, two deeply disturbing events occurred. He
switched on his kitchen radio only to discover that "Paperback Writer," yet another Beatles song, had climbed to the top of the charts, and he
received a call from a ea woman..Edom complied, and in the arc of red Bicycle patterns, one card revealed too much white comer, because it was
the only one face up..Panic set in when he began to wonder if these intestinal spasms were going to prevent him from leaving Spruce Hills. In fact,
what if they required hospitalization?.Since childhood, he had been waiting for this moment-if indeed it was The Moment-and he had nearly lost
hope that the much-desired encounter would ever come to pass. He had expected to find others with his perceptions among physicists or
mathematicians, among monks or mystics, but never in the form of a three-year-old girl dressed all in midnight-blue except for a red belt and two
red hair bows..Dr. Zedd's death, just last Thanksgiving, had been a blow to Junior, a loss to the nation, to the entire world. He considered it a
tragedy equal to the Kennedy assassination one year previous..When the old man died and Agnes inherited the property, the three of them played
cards in the backyard for the first time on the day of his funeral, played openly rather than in secret, almost giddy with freedom. Eventually, when
Agnes fell in love and married, Joey Lampion joined their card games, and thereafter, Jacob and Edom enjoyed a greater sense of family than they
had ever known before..With the same surprising ease that she had gotten a plane out of San Francisco on a one-hour notice, Celestina booked two
return seats on an early-evening flight from Oregon, as though she had a supernatural travel agent..Bill wasn't impressed. "They build houses out of
mud in China. No wonder everything falls down."."You did just fine, Tom, just fine," Agnes said in a consoling tone that she might have used with
a boy whose performance, at a piano recital, had been earnest but undistinguished. "We were all quite impressed.".I'll put you in a twilight sleep,
you babbling cretin. Where'd you earn your medical degree, you nattering nitwit? Botswana? The Kingdom of Tonga?.Barty stood in the rain,
surrounded by the rain, pummeled by the rain, with the rain. Saturated grass squished under his sneakers. The droplets, in their millions, didn't
bend-slip-twist magically around his form, didn't hiss into steam a millimeter from his skin. Yet he remained as dry as baby Moses floating on the
river in a mother-made ark of bulrushes..around an anemone's mouth, poised to snare, lazily but relentlessly, any passing prize..He held forth the
single red rose. "For you. Not that it compares. No flower could.".Walking away, he was aware of the many faces at the windows, all as stupid as
the faces of cud-chewing cows. He had given them something to talk about when they returned from lunch to their shops and offices. He'd reduced
himself to an object of amusement for strangers, had briefly become one of the city's army of eccentrics..Sometimes, in his mind, Tom wasn't
running along the residential streets of Bright Beach, but along the corridor of the dormitory wing over which he had served as prefect. He was cast
back in time, to that dreadful night. A sound wakes him. A fragile cry. Thinking it a voice from his dream, he nevertheless gets out of bed, takes up
a flashlight, and checks on his charges, his boys. Low-wattage emergency lamps barely relieve the gloom in the corridor. The rooms are dark, doors
ajar according to the rules, to guard against the danger of stubborn locks in the event of fire. He listens. Nothing. Then into the first room-and into a
Hell on earth. Two small boys per room, easily and silently overcome by a grown man with the strength of madness. In the sweep of the flashlight
beam: the dead eyes, the wrenched faces, the blood. Another room, the flashlight jittering, jumping, and the carnage worse. Then in the hall again,
movement in the shadows. Josef Krepp captured by the flashlight. Josef Krepp, the quiet custodian, meek by all appearances, employed at St.
Anselmo's for the past six months with nary a problem, with only good employee reviews attached to his record. Josef Krepp, here in the corridor
of the past, grinning and capering in the flashlight, wearing a dripping necklace of souvenirs..This morning, as Barty stood to one side listening, his
mother asked Maria for poems by Emily Dickinson..Finished, she gave him a mirror, so he could admire his new bicuspid cap. After five years of
dentistry, paced so as not to tax Nolly's tolerance, Kathleen had done well what nature had done poorly, giving him a perfect bite and a supernatural
smile. This final cap was the last of the reconstruction..Now that Tom knew what to look for, the gloom couldn't conceal the incredible truth.."I
find you more than adequate in all ways that count. Besides, Joey was a generous and good lover. What he taught me, I can share." She smiled.
"You'll find that I'm a darn good teacher, and I sense in you a star pupil.".Switching on the windshield wipers, Joey said, "That's the first time I've
ever heard you admit that either of your brothers is odd.".This was not the time to ponder the nature of the relationship between the treacherous
Miss Bressler and Vanadium. Junior had a bloody trail to cover, and precious time was ticking away..He almost opened the paper atop the quarter
before seeing it. Shiny. Liberty curved across the top of the coin, above the head of the patriot, and under the patriot's chin were stamped the words
In God We Trust..face looked familiar, and he sensed that he had seen it before in a disquieting context, although the man's identity eluded
him..against the operating table. The lights had grown painfully bright, and the air had."I just wanted everyone to come see the spider, that's all. It
was a really, really icky interesting bug.".AGNES ALWAYS ENJOYED Christmas Eve dinner with Edom and Jacob, because even they tempered
their pessimism on this night of nights. Whether the season touched their hearts or they wanted even more than usual to please their sister, she
didn't know. If gentle Edom spoke of killer tornadoes or if dear Jacob was reminded of massive explosions, each dwelt not on horrible death, as
usual, but on feats of courage in the midst of dire catastrophe, recounting astonishing rescues and miraculous escapes..One apartment to the right,
one to the left. Junior went to the right, to Apartment 1, where he'd seen the lights come on behind the curtained windows..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
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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..Needlepoint,
meditation, and even sex had not recently provided him with significant relief of tension. The paintings of Sklent and the works of Zedd were
packed in the van, where he couldn't at the moment take solace from them.."But in 'This Momentous Day,' Bartholomew is just the disciple, the
historical figure, and he's also a metaphor for the unforeseen consequences of even our most ordinary actions.".Indeed, subconsciously, she had
known that Nella was gone since receiving the call at 4:15 this morning. When the old woman had finished what she needed to say, the silence on
the line had been eerily perfect, without one crackle of static or electronic murmur, unlike anything Celestina had ever heard on a telephone
before..Maria stood at the bedside, leaning with her forearms against the railing. A silver-and-onyx rosary tightly wrapped her small brown hands,
although she was not counting the beads or murmuring Hail Marys. I Her prayer was for Agnes's baby..Returning to his apartment, Edom had to
pass under the limbs of the majestically crowned oak that dominated the deep yard between the house and the garage..With a paper towel, Junior
wiped the revolver. He dropped it on the floor beside the riddled nurse..Slow deep breaths. Per Zedd, slow deep breaths. Any state of anxiety,
regardless of how powerful, could be ameliorated or even dissipated.With all twelve fragments destroyed, the curse should have been lifted from
little Bartholomew: the threat of the unknown, violent enemy who was represented by the four knaves. Somewhere in the world, an evil man
existed who would one day have killed Barty, but now his journey through life would take him elsewhere. Eleven saints had been given twelve
shares of responsibility for lifting this curse..Although Junior was free of the superstitions that Naomi, in her innocence and sentimentality, had
embraced, he wept without pretense.."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.".The blonde
was coming on to him, just as a score of other women had done since his arrival, so Junior tried to balance seduction with information gathering.
Putting his hand over the hand with which she was gently massaging his thigh, he said, "I knew her brother in Nam. Then I got wounded, shipped
out, lost touch. Like to find him.".The gas oven might blow up in his face, at last bringing him peace, but if it didn't, he would at least have cookies
for Agnes..Leaving the children under the tree, Tom returned to the house to phone the police..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..After undressing for the night, he sat on the edge of the bed for a while, rubbing the
coin between the thumb and forefinger of his right hand, brooding about Thomas Vanadium. He tried rolling it across his knuckles; he dropped it
repeatedly..Neddy, dressed for work but overdressed for his own funeral, slumped against the wall, head bowed, chin on his chest. His pale hands
were splayed at his sides, as though he were trying to strike chords from the floor tiles..If Junior was patient, he could slip in there, find
Bartholomew, kill the boy in bed, whack Ichabod second, and still have a chance to make love to Celestina..Agnes Lampion would enthrall them,
for hers was a life of clear significance. That they seemed equally interested in Paul's story, however, surprised him. Perhaps they were merely
being kind, and yet with apparent fascination, they drew out of him so many details of his long walks, of the places he had been and the reasons
why, of his life with Perri..Shuddering with dread, he placed one hand against the door and slowly pushed it open..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..He feared that suicide was a ticket to Hell, and he knew that sinless Perri was not waiting for him in those lower realms..On the
nightstand stood a stainless-steel carafe beaded with condensation. Maria took the cap off the water carafe, and with a longhandled spoon, she
scooped out a chip of ice. Cupping her left hand.Spruce Hills, but also those in the entire county, maybe seventy or eighty thousand.."I'd give
anything if it hadn't happened," he said earnestly. And now a tortured note wrung wet emotion from his voice"I only wish it had been me who
died.".Otter was reluctant to answer. He had to like Hound, but didn't have to trust him. "Shape-changing," he mumbled at last..Deed flinched. "No
reason. But I sure never did mean you or your husband any harm, Mrs. Lampion. And not your baby, either, not little Bartholomew.".Such behavior
as hers was unlikely to lead to self-discovery, self improvement, and fulfillment. We make our own misery in this life. For better or worse, we
create our own futures..NORTHBOUND ON THE coastal highway, headed for Newport Beach, Agnes saw bad omens, mile after mile..For a
moment, Junior drew a blank on Renee. Reluctantly, he trolled the past and fished up the painful memory: the gorgeous transvestite in the Chanel
suit, heir or heiress to an industrial-valve fortune.."Well," Agnes said, "thank the Lord, we don't have tornadoes here in California.".After the
amusement park, no hospital for the Pie Lady. With Wally near, she had a doctor all her own, capable of giving her the anticancer drugs and
transfusions that she required. While radiation therapy is prescribed for acute lymphoblastic leukemia, it is much less useful to treat myeloblastic
cases, and in this instance, it wasn't deemed helpful, which made treatment at home even easier..Maria Elena Gonzalez-no longer a seamstress in a
dry-cleaners, but proprietor of Elena's Fashions, a small dress shop one block off the town square-joined Agnes, Barty, Edom, and Jacob on
Christmas.Industrial Woman, which he'd purchased for a little more than nine thousand dollars, less than eighteen months ago and at another
gallery, would fetch at least thirty thousand in the current market, so rapidly had Bavol Poriferan's reputation risen..Paul Damascus had gotten
numerous invitations to dinner. No one thought that he should be alone on this difficult night..Hope became easier to sustain when late 1966 and
1967 brought the biggest advance in women's fashions since the invention of the sewing needle: the miniskirt, and then the micromini. Already,
Mary Quant-of all things, a British designer-had conquered England and Europe with her splendid creation; now she brought America out of the
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dark ages of psychopathic modesty..The hospital was drowned in the bottomless silence that fills places of human habitation only in the few hours
before dawn, when the needs and hungers' and fears of one day are forgotten and those of the next are.Fed up with them and with this exhibition,
Junior half wished that he would again be stricken by violent nervous emesis. Even in his suffering, he would enjoy spraying these insistently
appealing canvases with the reeking ejecta of his gut: criticism of the most pungent nature.."Miss White was admitted to St. Mary's late January
fifth," said Nolly, "with dangerous hypertension, a complication of pregnancy.".Junior worried that he might not locate the correct Dumpster
among the many. Yet he didn't switch on the flashlight, suspecting that he would be better able to find his way if the conditions of darkness and fog
were exactly as they had been earlier. In fact, this proved to be the case, and he instantly recognized the hulking Dumpster when he came upon
it..When Angel came in search of Barty, breathless with excitement, he was chatting with Tom Vanadium in the foundation's office above the
garages. Years ago, the two apartments had been combined and expanded when the garages under them were doubled in size, providing better
living quarters for Tom and working space, as well..Assisted by Edom and Jacob, Agnes-in a wheelchair-was rolled across the grass, between the
headstones, to her husband's final resting place. Although no longer in danger of renewed hemorrhaging, she was under doctor's orders to avoid
strain..The dying-dove hands fluttered down Junior's arms, plucking feebly at his leather coat, and at last hung limp at Neddy's sides.."Could you
throw an Oreo someplace you weren't blind or maybe someplace Wally wasn't shot?"
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