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Celestina looked up from the scarred top of the desk toward the fog-white sky beyond the window, from reality to the promise..Clinging to the
desperate hope of an ultimate reunion, he put the gun away, went to the kitchen, and made a grilled-cheese sandwich: cheddar, with dill pickles on
the side..Kaitlin had the piercing voice and talent for vituperation that marked her as a member of the Hackachak tribe, but for now she was content
to leave the vocal assault to her parents. The stare with which she drilled Junior, however, if brought to bear on a promising geological formation,
would core the earth and strike oil in minutes..Considering the protection that it would afford him in a world full of warmongers, Junior considered
the loss of the toe, while tragic, to be a necessary disfigurement. To his doctors and nurses, he made jokes about dismemberment, and in general he
put on a brave face, for which he knew he was much admired.."Fifteen fifty-six?" Bill frowned. "Hell, the Chinese probably didn't even have mud
back then.".Being uniquely sensitive, he had mourned Naomi with his entire body, with violent emesis and pharyngeal bleeding and incontinence.
His grief had been so racking that it might have killed him. Enough was enough..At worst, Vanadium might begin to wonder if Junior had a link to
Seraphim, might uncover the physical-therapy connection, and in his paranoia, might erroneously conclude that Junior had something to do with
her traffic accident. That was nuts, of course, but the detective was evidently not a rational man..She was astonished and moved. "I'm a hopeless
throwback to the nineteenth century. How could you realize what's been on my mind?".As Junior paced the hotel room, his fear made way for
anger. All he wanted was peace, a chance to grow as a person, an opportunity to improve himself And now this. The unfairness, the injustice,
galled him. He seethed with a sense of persecution..Nolly raised his martini glass in a toast. "To Kathleen Klerkle Wulfstan, dentist and associate
detective."."You didn't at all," Dr. Salk assured him. "I need to talk to you. If you would give me a little of your time...".Hound meant well in
sending the young man to Samory, but he did not understand the quality of Otter's will. Nor did Otter himself. He was too used to obeying others to
see that in fact he had always followed his own bent, and too young to believe that anything he did could kill him..Sunday morning, when Agnes
returned from church, Edom and Jacob joined her for lunch. During the afternoon, Jacob helped her bake seven pies for Monday delivery..with an
encircling and suggestive lick, and then licked his lips, too, when the cold steel slipped free of them..Celestina dropped to one knee in front of
Angel, to tie the drawstrings of the hood under the girl's chin..Zedd taught in this world where dishonesty is the currency of social acceptance and
financial success, you must practice some deceit to get along in life, but you must never lie to yourself, or you are left with no one to trust..Head
lowered, as if his visit to Jacob were a weight that bowed him, his attention was on the ground. Otherwise, he might not have noticed, might not
have been halted by, the intricate and beautiful pattern of sunlight and shadow over which he walked.."I'm really not sad, Mom. I'm not. I don't like
it this way, being blind. It's ... hard." His small voice, musical as are the voices of most children, touching in its innocence, spun a fragile thread of
melody in the dark, and seemed too sweet to be speaking of these bitter things. "Real hard. But being sad won't help. Being sad won't make me see
again.".She was of two minds about this. She wanted him, wanted to be held and cherished, to satisfy him and to be satisfied. But she was the
daughter of a minister: The concept of sin and consequences was perhaps less deeply ingrained in some daughters of bankers or bakers than in a
child of a Baptist clergyman. She was an anachronism in this age of easy sex, a virgin by choice, not by lack of opportunity. Although she'd
recently read a magazine article containing the claim that even in this era of free love, forty-nine percent of brides were virgins on their wedding
day, she didn't believe it and assumed that she'd chanced upon a publication that had fallen through a reality warp between this world and a more
prudish one parallel to it. She was no prude, but she wasn't a spendthrift, either, and her honor was a treasure that shouldn't be thoughtlessly thrown
away. Honor! She sounded like a maid of old, pining in a castle tower, waiting for her Sir Lancelot. I'm not just a virgin, I'm a freak! But even
putting the idea of sin aside for a moment, assuming that maidenly honor was as pass? as bustles, she still preferred to wait, to savor the thought of
intimacy, to allow expectation to build, and to start their conjugal life together with no slightest possibility of regret. Nevertheless, she had decided
that if he was ready for the commitment that she believed he'd already teetered on the edge of expressing three times, then she would set aside all
misgivings in the name of love and would lie down with him, and hold him, and give of herself with all her heart..Aside from purchasing the T S.
Eliot book, which he hadn't found time to read, Junior was only peripherally aware of current events, because they were, after all, current, while he
tried always to focus on the future. The news of the day was but a faint background music to him, like a song on a radio in another apartment..At
the bed, he spread the garment across his pillow. Lying down, he pressed his face into the sweater. The sweet subtle scent of Naomi was as
effective as a lullaby, and soon he dozed off..-Dumpsters and delivery trucks hulked against the building walls. Steam billowed out of street grates.
The gray shadows were no longer disturbed by a running shade in a tweed sports jacket..He was glad that he'd taken the double dose of antiemetics.
In spite of this provocation, his stomach felt as solid and secure as a bank vault..First he tore two paper towels from a wall-mounted dispenser and
held one in each hand, as makeshift gloves. He was determined to leave no fingerprints..He lived high, on Russian Hill, in a limestone-clad
building with carved Victorian detail. His one-bedroom unit included a roomy kitchen with breakfast nook and a spacious living room with
windows looking down on twisty Lombard Street..The detective was driven by this string theory of his, and maybe he also saw visions or even
heard voices, like Joan of Arc. Joan of Arc with out beauty or grace, Joan of Arc with a service revolver and the authority to.Two high-quality
deadbolt locks. Sufficient protection against the average intruder, but inadequate to keep out a self-improved man with channeled anger..Nolly
sighed. "Well, I guess if you were going to just plug him, you could've done that already, soon as you got to town.".His profession was cocktail
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piano, though he didn't have to earn a living at it. He had inherited a fine four-story house in a good neighborhood of San Francisco and also a
sufficient income from a trust fund to meet his needs if he avoided extravagance. Nevertheless, he worked five evenings a week in an elegant
lounge in one of the grand old hotels on Nob Hill, playing highly refined drinking songs for tourists, businessmen from out of town, affluent gay
men who stubbornly continued to believe in romance in an age that valued flash over substance, and unmarried heterosexual couples who were
working up a buzz to ensure that their rigorously planned adulteries would seem glamorous..He needed to keep moving, conduct the search, find
the watch, and get the hell out of here, but he couldn't stop staring at the musician. Something about the cadaver made him nervous-aside from the
fact that it was dead and disgusting and, if he was caught with it, a one-way ticket to the gas chamber..His request felt like an assault. Agnes almost
rocked backward as though struck..Six paces past that marker floorboard, Barty had the strangest feeling that someone was in the hallway with
him.."When your hands are bigger," Tom agreed, "I'm sure you could. In fact, one day I'll teach you.".He had experienced considerable
self-revelation during the past eighteen hours, but of all the new qualities he had discovered in himself, Junior was most proud of the realization
that he was such a profoundly sensitive person. This was an admirable character trait, but it would also be a useful screen behind which to commit
whatever ruthless acts were required in this dangerous new life he'd chosen..Then the hero got in the sedan with his friends, and they drove away
into the sun-splashed morning..Then her breath caught repeatedly in her breast as her throat tightened against the influx of air. One particularly
difficult inhalation dissolved into a sob, and she wept..She thought all that, but she closed her eyes and said: "I'll be okay. Give me a second here,
all right?".were a favorite pair when he was puttering around the house on weekends. "Oh," he said, "that dog.".She got a can of soda, returned to
the table, and sat down as if finished with her explorations. "You're okay, Barty.".Extracting documents from his valise, Vinnie said, "Well, I've no
right to talk. Food is my obsession. Look at me, so fat you'd think I'd been raised from birth for sacrifice.".Ashamed and scared, she told no one.
Although a victim, she blamed herself, and the prospect of being exposed to ridicule so horrified her that despair got the better of good
judgment..Furthermore, fear of the unknown is a weakness also because it humbles us. Humility, Caesar Zedd declares, is strictly for losers. For the
purpose of social and financial advancement, we must pretend to be humble-shuffle our feet and duck our heads and make self-deprecating
remarks-because deceit is the currency of civilization. But if ever we wallow in genuine humility, we will be no different from the mass of
humanity, which Zedd calls "a sentimental sludge in love with failure and the prospect of its own doom.".After coffee had been served, when
Celestina and Wally were no longer the center of attention, he indicated the array of desserts with his fork, smiled, and said, "I just want you to
know, Celie, that these are sweets enough until we're married.".Breath held, Celestina confirmed what she had suspected about the child since the
quick glimpse she'd had in the surgery. Its skin was cafe au lait with a warming touch of caramel..By Thursday, September 23, due to Junior's
accident and surgery, the draft board-which had reinstated his I -A status after he'd lost the exemption that had come with his former job as a
rehabilitation therapist-agreed to schedule a new physical examination in December..Indeed, Junior suspected that they might be here at
Vanadium's urging. The cop would be interested in determining how avaricious the mourning husband would prove to be when presented with the
opportunity to turn his wife's cold flesh into cash..A blood test might prove that Junior was the father. Accusations might sooner or later be made
against him by bitter and hate-filled members of her family, perhaps not even with the hope of sending him to prison, but solely for the purpose of
getting their bands on a sizable pan of his fortune, in the form of child support..As impressed as Agnes had been with the sample orbs that she'd
been shown, she allowed no hope that the singular beauty of Barty's striated emerald-sapphire eyes would be re-created. Although the artist's work
might be exquisite, these irises would be painted by human hands, not by God's..Slow deep breathing forgotten, gasping like a drowning swimmer,
a sudden sweat dripping from his brow, Junior used one foot to prod the fallen man..After all he'd suffered at Cain's hands, Tom Vanadium
surprised himself by laughing at these colorful accounts of the wife killer's misadventures. Indeed, laughter had seemed disrespectful to the
memories of Victoria Bressler and Naomi, and Vanadium had been torn between a desire to hear more and a feeling that finding any amusement
value in a man like Cain would leave a stain on the soul that no amount of penance could scrub away..The high point of his day was coming home
to Perri. They met when they were thirteen, married at twenty-two. In May they would celebrate their twenty-third anniversary..Certain the caller
was the police operator, Junior screamed as though in agony, wondering if his cries sounded genuine, since he'd had no opportunity to rehearse.
Then, in spite of the painkiller, his cries suddenly were genuine..The purpose of life was self--fulfillment, per Zedd, and Junior was so rapidly
realizing his extraordinary potential that surely he would have pleased his guru.."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.".Now he had to focus on being ready for the evening of January 12: the reception for
Celestina White's art show. She had adopted her sister's baby. Little Bartholomew was in her care; and soon, the kid would be within Junior's
reach..As punctilious as you might expect any good accountant to be, Bartholomew Prosser didn't delay long enough to make it necessary for
Junior to ring the bell twice. The porch light came on..Kathleen savored her martini. "Mmmm ... as cold as a hit man's heart and as crisp as a
hundred-dollar bill from the devil's wallet.".He could have killed Vanadium while the cop slept; however, that would be far less satisfying than
engaging in a little psychological warfare and leaving the devious bastard alive to suffer remorse when two more children died under his
watch..The afternoon was winding down, and the lowering sky seemed to be drawn steadily toward the earth by threads of gray light that reeled
westward, ever faster, over the horizon's spool. The air smelled like rain waiting to happen..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..A
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mutual interest in ballroom dancing had resulted in their introduction when each needed a new partner for a fox-trot and swing competition. Nolly
had started taking lessons five years before he had met Kathleen..During the past few hours, he had changed his life again, as dramatically as he
had changed it on that fire tower almost three years ago.."That's obvious to us, but not always to others. Apparently, this would have been some
years ago.".He capped the bottle, pocketed it, and then kicked the dead man, kicked him again, and spat on him..In the kitchen again, Junior spread
the blanket on the floor, to one side of the blood. He rolled Vanadium onto the blanket, and drew the ends of it together, fashioning a sled with
which to drag the detective out of the house..He almost laughed at himself, but he recalled the disconcerting laugh that earlier had trilled from him
in the men's room, when he'd thought about stuffing Neddy Gnathic into the toilet. Now he pinched his tongue between his teeth almost hard
enough to draw blood, hoping to prevent that brittle and mirthless sound from escaping him again..The social worker's office once more. Rain
tapping lightly at the window where Dr. Lipscomb had stared intently into the fog as he tried to avoid confronting the life-changing revelation that
Phimie, speaking with the special knowledge of the once-dead, had shown him..people that he was innocent and, in fact, constitutionally incapable
of premeditated murder..The currents of irrational fear, which bring periodic turbulence to virtually every childhood, didn't disturb the smoothly
flowing river of Barty's first three years. He showed no fear of the doctor or the dentist,.Packed full of aftermath, the movie was too violent for
Junior's taste. He had wanted to meet at a showing of Doctor Dolittle or The Graduate. But Google, as paranoid as a lab rat after half a lifetime of
electroshock experiments, insisted on choosing the theater..The search for Cain was secondary. Getting to the revolver took Priority. Regain the
gun and then proceed room by haunted room to hunt him down. Hunt him down, if he was here. And if Cain didn't do the hunting first.."Having
spent most of the last twenty years in this apartment, not being the one who has a car, how would I meet a Negro magician?".Six captain's chairs
encircled the big round table, one for everybody, including Agnes, but only Paul and Barty stayed seated..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..MONDAY MORNING, January 17, Agnes's
lawyer, Vinnie Lincoln, came to the house with Joey's will and other papers requiring attention..Ordinarily, a child of three would be too young to
learn the use of a blind man's cane, but Barty wasn't ordinary. Initially, no cane was available for such a small child, so Barty began with a
yardstick sawn off to twenty-six inches. By his last day, they had for him a custom cane, white with a black tip; the sight of it and all that it implied
brought tears to Agnes just when she thought her heart had toughened for the task ahead..The morning that it happened, Tom Vanadium rose later
than usual, shaved, showered, and then used the telephone in Paul's downstairs study to call Max Bellini in San Francisco and to speak, as well,
with authorities in both the Oregon State Police and the Spruce Hills Police Department..Only a few theater goers attended the matinee. No one sat
near, so Google and Junior openly swapped packages: a five-by-six manila envelope to Google, a nine-by-twelve to Junior..Like autumn-red ivy,
lushly leafed vines of flame crawled up the house. The porch under them was ablaze, as well. Shingles smoldered beneath their feet, and flames
ringed the roof on which they stood..A quick tug on each pants cuff revealed no ankle holster, which was how many cops would choose to carry an
off-duty piece..This is, of course, the purpose of art: to disturb you, to leave you uneasy with yourself and wary of the world, to undermine your
sense of reality in order to make you reconsider all that you think you know. The finest art should shatter you emotionally, devastate you
intellectually, leave you physically ill, and fill you with loathing for those cultural traditions that bind us and weigh us down and drown us in a sea
of conformity. Junior had learned this much, already, from his art appreciation course..use it. The cop was no threat to the English army, as Joan
had been, but as far as Junior was concerned, the creep most definitely deserved to be burned at the stake..The gunshot was louder-and the pain
initially less-than he expected. Timpani-boom, timpani-boom, the explosion echoed back and forth through the high-ceilinged apartment..Among
Junior's many gifts, his ability to focus might have been the most important. Bob Chicane, his former instructor in matters meditative, had called
him intense and even obsessive, following the painful incident involving meditation without seed, but intensity and obsession were false charges.
Junior was simply focused."I've got one of those faces so ordinary you see it everywhere," said Edom, and decided to tell the story of the Tri-State
Tornado of 1925..Tom received a fierce hug, too, and a sisterly kiss, and he was grateful for them. He had been a loner for too long, as a hunter of
men pretty much had to be when on a long hard road of recuperation and then on a mission of vengeance, even if he called it a mission of justice.
During the few days he'd spent guarding Celestina and Grace and Angel in the city, and subsequently during the week with Wally, Tom had felt
that he was part of a family, even if it was just a family of friends, and he had been surprised to realize how much he needed that feeling..He could
have killed someone named Henry or Larry, without risk of creating a Bartholomew pattern that would prickle like a pungent scent in the
hound-dog nostrils of Bay Area homicide detectives. But he restrained himself..Using this apartment as a base, Nolly and Kathleen had conducted
some of the small skirmishes in the first phase of the war, including the ghost serenades. They left the place tidy. Indeed, the only sign that they had
ever been here was a packet of dental floss left behind on the sill of a living-room window..She must have sensed his assessment of her and realized
that she had little chance of charming him, for she turned at once away and never looked in his direction again..against the operating table. The
lights had grown painfully bright, and the air had.Reaching between the slats, Agnes tickled the pink piggies on his left foot. "Toes.".In the
minister's house, Junior had seen no indications of a sister. No family photos, no high-school graduation portrait proudly framed. Of course, he had
not been interested in their family, for he had been all-consumed by Seraphim.."I can't.".In his right hand again, the real gun, loaded with ten
hollow-point rounds, felt charged with supernatural power: to Bartholomew as a crucifix to Dracula, as holy water to a demon, as kryptonite to
Superman..Angel, on the window seat, wore nothing but white. White sneakers and socks. White pants. White T-shirt. Two white bows in her
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hair..Nolly, telling the story of his day's work, paused as the waiter delivered two orders of the crab-cake appetizer with mustard sauce. "Nolly,
Mrs. Wulfstan--enjoy!".She wasn't listening closely to him. Numb. She felt as though she were half anesthetized. She was looking past him, at
nothing, and his Voice seemed to be coming to her through several layers of surgical masks, though he now wore none at all..He stopped straining
to see through the black room to the corner armchair. He closed his eyes and tried to lull himself to sleep by summoning into his mind's eye a
lovely but calculatedly monotonous scene of gentle waves breaking on a moonlit shore.."How's something so delicious come from a fat, smelly,
dirty, snorting old pig?"."I don't know." He was silent a moment. "That's what's going to be interesting.".It didn't seem to him to amount to much. It
was such an easy matter to him to make a silvery light shine in a dark room, or find a lost pin by thinking about it, or true up a warped joint by
running his hands over the wood and talking to it, that he couldn't see why they made a fuss over such things. But his father raged at him for his
"shortcuts," even struck him once on the mouth when he was talking to the work, and insisted that he do his carpentry with tools, in
silence..Quickly, he searched for the source, but in less than a minute, before he could trace the voice, it faded away. Unlike that night in
December, this time the singing didn't resume..Stepping forward lightly, lightly, as he swung the candlestick, Junior saw the dinner guest stiffen,
perhaps sensing danger or at least movement, but it was too late. The guy didn't even have time to turn his head or duck..Neddy's face didn't appear
to be as pale as it had been earlier. An undertone of gray, possibly blue, darkened the skin..At the bottom, the killer had pushed the cedar chest
aside and clambered to his feet. From out of his raveled Tutankhamen windings, he peered up at Paul and fired one shot without taking aim, almost
halfheartedly, before disappearing into the living room..At the stream Serrenen, where it runs within the north wall of the city, the midwife gave
Otter his true name, by which he is remembered in islands far from Havnor..Escorting her home didn't require either a car or a long walk, because
she lived upstairs in the hotel where he'd had dinner. The top three floors of the building featured enormous owner-occupied apartments.."Because
of a certain awareness you've had since childhood," Celestina said, recalling what he'd told her in San Francisco..Celestina didn't hear gunfire, but
she couldn't mistake the bullets for anything else when they cracked through the door..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..Edom and Jacob flanked the gurney, each gripping one of Barty's feet through the sheet that covered them, escorting him with the same
stony determination that you saw on the faces of the Secret Service agents who bracketed the President of the United States..He was a man of
medicine and science, who had been served well by hard logic and by an unwavering commitment to reason. He wasn't prepared easily to accept
the notion that logic and reason, while essential tools to anyone hoping to lead a full and happy life, were nevertheless sufficient to describe either
the physical world or the human experience..When she discovered she was pregnant, Phimie dealt with this new trauma as other naive
fifteen-year-olds had done before her: She sought to avoid the scorn and the reproach that she imagined would be heaped upon her for having failed
to reveal the rape at the time it occurred. With no serious thought to long-term consequences, focused solely on the looming moment, in a state of
denial, she made plans to conceal her condition as long as possible.."Last I noticed, his car was out. Let me check." Sparky put down his phone and
went to look in the garage. When he returned, he said, "Nope. Still out. When he parties, he usually parties late.".Most likely, Reverend White's
ramblings were as greasy with sentiment and oily with irrational optimism as were his daughter's paintings, so Junior was in no hurry to learn the
name of the radio program or to write for a transcript of the sermon..The aging, fugitive Nazi had been replaced at the front desk by a woman with
messily chopped blond hair, a brutish face, and arms that would dissuade Charles Atlas from challenging her. She changed a five-dollar bill into
coins for the vending machines and snarled at him only once in strangely accented English..The tenderness with which Grace acceded to Phimie's
desire, at the expense of her own peace of mind, filled Celestina with emotion. She'd always admired and loved her mother to an extent that no
words-or work of art-could adequately describe, but never more than now..Angel pointed to a Mercedes parked about forty feet behind the Buick,
just as its headlights went off..This was different earthquake weather from that of ten days ago, when he'd made the pie deliveries alone. Then: blue
sky, unseasonable warmth, low humidity. Now: low gray clouds, cool air, high humidity.."No pie!" Agnes agreed. She parenthesized his head with
her hands and punctuated his sweet face with kisses.."Sometimes she wrote little paragraphs to God, very touching and humble notes of gratitude,
thanking Him for bringing you into her life.".His severed toe lay across the room, on the white tile floor. It stuck up stiffly, nail gleaming, as if the
floor were snow and the toe were the only exposed extremity of a body buried in a drift..AFTER THE ENCOUNTER with the quarter-spitting
vending machines, Junior wanted to kill another Bartholomew, any Bartholomew, even if he had to drive to some far suburb like Terra Linda to do
it, even if he had to drive farther and stay overnight in a Holiday ay Inn an eat steam-table food off a buffet crawling with other diners' cold germs
and garnished with their loose hairs..This house was similar to the Kleftons'. Though stucco rather than clapboard, it had gone a long time without
fresh paint. A crack in one of the front windows had been sealed with strapping tape.."Do you know about the earthquake that destroyed seventy
percent of Tokyo and all of Yokohama on September 1, 1923?" he asked.."You feel remorse, though," said Agnes. "I can see you do. And not just
because of what happened to your hands.".He feared that suicide was a ticket to Hell, and he knew that sinless Perri was not waiting for him in
those lower realms..Rising from the chair and approaching the bed, the detective kept turning the quarter without hesitation. "She was a very sweet
girl. Very romantic. Her diary's full of rhapsodies about married life, about you. She thought you were the finest man she'd ever known and the
perfect husband.".Chicane wasn't alone. Sparky Vox, the building superintendent, approached behind him and hovered. Seventy-two yet as spry as
a monkey, Sparky didn't walk so much as scamper like a capuchin.."Better hold on tight to her," Wally warned Celestina, braking to a halt at the
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intersection. "She'll float up and away, then we'll have to call the fire department to get her down.".She poured cold milk and drank it quickly. As
she was rinsing the empty glass, she felt as if she might throw up, but she didn't..Before Celestina probed and perhaps touched upon a sore tooth of
truth, Tom launched into the story of King Obadiah, Pharaoh of the Fantastic, who had taught him all he knew about sleight of hand..Alarm
contacts gleamed in the header, but the system wasn't currently activated..The poor girl's blood pressure soared in spite of the medication. She
suffered a violent seizure,.That would not be a productive use of his time. Satisfying, but not prudent. Zedd tells us that time is the most precious
thing we have, because we're born with so little of it..Room to room through the upstairs. Checking closets. Behind furniture. Bathrooms. In Paul's
private spaces. No Cain..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..When he judged that he was near the porch
steps, he probed with his cane. Two paces later, the tip rapped the lowest step..After Bellini left, Tom questioned Celestina extensively, with an
emphasis on Phimie's rape. Although the subject was painful, she was grateful for the questions. Without this distraction, in spite of her well of
hope, she might have allowed her imagination to fashion terror after terror, until Wally had died a hundred times over in her mind..As Lipscomb
picked up the freshened baby, Grace said, "That was as effective as any minister's wife could've been with an impossible parishioner-and, oh, do I
wish we could sometimes be that pointed."
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