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IONAL DEBT IN ITS TRUE COLOURS WITH PLANS FOR ITS EXTINCTION BY HONES
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..Sparky wasn't a bad guy, not easily bought, and if he'd been asked to sell out any tenant other than Cain, he probably
wouldn't have done so at any price. He greatly disliked Cain, however, and considered him to be "as strange and creepy as a syphilitic monkey."."If
I ever get there, I'll be back," she promised the gathered family. "Imagine how much we'll have to talk about. Maybe I'll even get some new pie
recipes from Over There.".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..She left him sore in places that had never been sore before.
Yet he was more stressed out on Thursday than he'd been on Wednesday.."Not only coal miners. Old as you are in some ways, you're still too
young for me to explain. I will someday.".Mrs. Cain's little boy felt small, weak, sorry for himself, and terribly alone. The detective was still here,
but his presence only aggravated Junior's sense of isolation..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..Still pretending sleep, Junior delighted in the realization that
the detective himself had dragged a red herring across the trail and was now busily following this distracting scent..Nothing he had learned about
the supernatural had led him closer to a belief in ghosts and in all that ghosts implied. His faith still reposed entirely in Enoch Cain Jr., and he
refused to make room on his altar for anyone or anything other than himself.On Thursday, December 28, employing forged driver's licenses and
social-security cards as identification, Junior opened small savings accounts and also rented safe-deposit boxes for Pinchbeck and Gammoner at
different banks with which he'd never previously done business, using the mailing addresses that he'd established earlier..As he'd been instructed,
Vanadium felt along the return edge of the carved limestone casing to the right of the window until he located a quarter-inch-diameter steel pin that
protruded an inch. The pin was grooved to facilitate a grip. An insistent, steady pull was required, but as promised, the thumb-turn latch on the
inside disengaged..As the storm failed to dampen Joey, so the rotating red-and-white beacons on the surrounding police vehicles did not touch him.
The.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..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 stopped for lunch at a restaurant with a spectacular view of the Pacific, framed by massive pines..Because this
kind of fictional fact, like maps of imaginary realms, is of real interest to some readers, I include the description after the stories. I also redrew the
geographical maps for this book, and while doing so, happily discovered a very old one in the Archives in Havnor.."Well, certainly, I understand,"
said Panglo, slowly lowering the offered hand, although he clearly didn't understand at all..Between the one-line description of the baklava and the
menu's more effusive words about the walnut mamouls, the suspense became too much, the doubt too insidious, at which point Celestina looked up
and said, with more girlish angst in her voice than she had planned "Maybe this isn't the place, maybe it isn't the time, or maybe it's the time but not
the place, or the place but not the time, or maybe the time and the place are right but the weather's wrong, I don't know--Oh,.At the end of their
second date, however, Frieda invited Junior up to her apartment, to see her Lientery collection and, no doubt, to take a ride on the Cain ecstasy
machine. She owned seven canvases by the painter, received as partial payment of his PR bills..As a young man, he had performed first in
nightclubs catering to Negroes and in theaters like Harlem's Apollo. During World War II, he'd been part of a USO troupe entertaining soldiers
throughout the Pacific, later in North Africa, and following D-Day, in Europe..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.."Not that trains are any better. Look at the Bakersfield crash back in '60.
Santa Fe Chief, out of San Francisco, smashed into an oil-tank truck. Seventeen people crushed, burned in a river of fire.".He didn't even dare to
pretend to wake up now, with a mutter and a yawn because the detective would know that he was faking, that he had been awake all along. And if
he'd been feigning unconsciousness, eaves.He woke at noon, eyes gummed shut with the effluence of sleep. He felt lousy, but he was in control of
himself-and strong enough to fetch his suitcase, which he'd been unable to carry upon arrival..Nolly's gums were in great shape, too: firm, pink, no
sign of recession, snug to the neck of each tooth..Dr. Lipscomb inclined his head slightly toward the pianist, in the manner of a stem headmaster
about to emphasize a lesson with a sharp twist of the offending boy's ear. "Miss White and the baby will have vacated these premises by the end of
the week-unless you insist on bothering them with your chatter. For every minute you harass them, their departure will be extended one
day.".Kathleen watched him with obvious amusement, aware that he was savoring her suspense as much as he was the appetizer.."We do look
somewhat alike," Edom said, shifting his attention to Jacob's left ear.."If you don't, your feeling gland isn't working. Want me to read you to
sleep?".Junior's fear gave way to an appreciation for the irony in this situation. Gradually, he regained the ability to smile, tossed the coin in the air,
caught it, and dropped it in his pocket..These Spartan arrangements were good enough for Vanadium. He had arrived from Oregon the previous
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night with three suitcases full of his clothes and personal effects. He expected that his unique combination of detective work and psychological
warfare would enable him to entrap Cain in a month, before these accommodations began to feel too austere even for one to whom anything fancier
than a monk's cell could seem baroque..He found the strength to squeeze her hand tighter than before. "Be safe. Keep Angel safe.".The rain was
colder than it had been earlier, almost as icy as sleet. Or perhaps she was far hotter than before and felt the chill more keenly on her fevered skin.
Each droplet seemed to hiss against her face, to sizzle against her hands, with which she tightly gripped her swollen abdomen as if she could deny
Death the baby that it had come to collect..So they had cooked up this project, math and mayhem, geometry of limbs and branches, arboreal science
and childish stunt, a test of strategy and strength and skill-and of the scary limits of nine-year-old bravado..Currently, the rental market was
extremely tight. The first day of his search resulted only in the discovery that he was going to have to pay more than he expected even for modest
quarters..Shortly after nine-thirty in the morning, they landed in Eugene, and the cab driver who conveyed Junior to the town's largest shopping
center spent more time staring at his afflicted passenger in the rearview mirror than he did watching the road. Junior got out of the taxi and paid
through the driver's open window. The cabbie didn't even wait for his fiery-faced fare to turn completely away before he crossed himself..The
round table seated six, but they required only three chairs, because the two brainless friends were a pair of Angel's dolls..He produced her coat as if
by legerdemain. Magically, she found her arms in the sleeves and the collar around her neck, though given her size lately, putting on anything other
than a hat usually required strategy and persistence..She snatched the handset away from Angel, told Bellini, "He's here," threw the phone on the
bed, told Angel, "Stay close to me," ran to the windows, and jerked the drapes out of the way.."Your mother's wise," Paul said. "More than all the
owls in the world," the boy agreed..Of course, Angel might have been playing around with the talking book. Or, even though she'd left the dolls
downstairs, she might have been filling the time until Barty's return by having a nice chat with Miss Pixie and Miss Velveeta. She had other voices,
too, for other dolls, and one for a sock puppet named Smelly..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..In his smooth whiteness, Junior felt a pressure on his eyes, and then came visual hallucinations,
disturbing his deep inner peace. He felt someone peel up his eyelids, and Bob Chicane's worried face-with the sharp features of a fox, curly black
hair, and a walrus mustache-was inches from his..Junior stalked her, but she eluded him. Always, the song seemed to arise from the next room, but
when he passed through the doorway into that space, the voice then sounded as if it came from the room that he'd just left..When he heard the snick
of the lock being disengaged, he rammed into the men's room..In the hall that served the two ground-floor apartments, they encountered Rena
Moller, the elderly woman who lived in the unit across from theirs. She was polishing the dark wood of her front door with lemon oil, a sure sign
that her son and his family were coming to dinner..Even as this news pleased Junior, it also saddened him. He was not merely interring a lovely
wife, but also his first child. He was burying his family..Speaking of bosoms, everywhere in the loft were braless girls in sweaters and miniskirts,
braless girls in T-shirts and miniskirts, braless girls in silk-lined rawhide vests and jeans, braless girls in tie-dyed sash tops, with bared midriffs, and
calypso pants. Lots of guys moved through the crowd, too, but Junior barely noticed them.."And to the north of us," Agnes said, drawing him out,
"Janey Carter went off to college last year, and she's their only child.".Agnes ran to the kitchen, where she had been working when the doorbell
rang, packing boxes of groceries to be delivered with the honey-raisin pear pies that she and Jacob had baked this morning.."Cash," Junior said. "I'll
pay cash, with whatever amount of deposit is required.".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.."I really am sorry about this," Junior said, regretting the necessity to
deny her the right to look good at her own funeral, "but it's got to appear to be a crime of passion.".He was uncomfortable, achy, thirsty, but he
remained utterly still and observant. After a while, he realized that the sense of oppression with which he'd awakened was not entirely a
psychological symptom: Something heavy lay across his abdomen. And it was cold-so cold, in fact, that it had numbed his middle to the extent that
he hadn't immediately felt the chill of it. Shivers coursed through him. He clenched his jaws to prevent his teeth from chattering and thereby
alerting the man in the chair. Although he never took his eyes off the comer, Junior became preoccupied with trying to puzzle out what was draped
across his midsection. The mysterious observer made him sufficiently nervous that he couldn't order his thoughts as well as usual, and the effort to
prevent the shivers from shaking a sound out of him only further interfered with his ability to reason. The longer that he was unable to identify the
frigid object, the more alarmed he became. He almost cried out when into his mind oozed an image of Naomi's dead body, now past the whitest
shade of pale, as gray as the faint light at the window and turning pale green in a few places, and cold, all the heat of life gone from her flesh,
which was not yet simmering with any of the heat of decomposition that would soon enliven it again..To the phone, the police. No dial tone.
Pointless to rattle the disconnect switch. The line had been cut..Junior realized that killing Renee this very night would be an unthinkable waste.
Instead, he could marry her first, enjoy her for a while, and eventually arrange an accident or suicide that left him with all-or at least a significant
portion of her assets..An hour later, when Barty decided he wanted a soda, he switched off the book and asked Angel if she would like something to
drink..Shaking his head, his coffee cup rattling against the saucer, Edom said, "Uh, no, sir, no, I don't think we've ever met till now.".Charmed by
the vulnerability of the young, he'd never slept with an older woman. The prospect intrigued him. She would have tricks in her repertoire that
younger women were too inexperienced to know..Confused, Panglo held out his right hand, but Jacob said, "Sorry, no offense, but I don't shake
with anyone."."Sometimes it's sad here, Mommy. But it's not sad every place you are. Lots of places, Daddy's with you and me, and we're happier,
and everything's okay.".Eventually, dinner over, cleanup finished, when Maria and the uncles had gone, Agnes and Barty faced the stairs together.
the-national-debt-in-its-true-colours-with-plans-for-its-extinction-by-honest-means.pdf
Page 2/7

The National Debt In Its True Colours With Plans For Its Extinction By Honest Means

She followed, holding his cane, which he said he preferred not to use in the house, prepared to catch him if he stumbled..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..THE RAIN THAT HAD threatened to wash out the morning funeral finally rinsed the afternoon, but by nightfall the Oregon sky was clean
and dry. From horizon to horizon spread an infinity of icy stars, and at the center of them hung a bright sickle moon as silver as steel..She was in
Paul's arms again, as though by magic, and he ran as fire broke through the cedar-shake shingles and as the roof shuddered under them. Airborne
through billowing smoke. Across flames that briefly caressed the soles of his shoes..The lid of the cooler wasn't on as tight as it ought to have been.
From around one edge slipped a thin and sinuous stream of smoke. Something on fire.."Nevertheless, even if Muffin assaulted you, she's otherwise
such a sweet little thing. What would Maria think of you if you told her you'd smashed poor Muffin with a shovel?".As Celestina settled on the sofa
with the phone in her lap, hesitating to dial until she worked up a bit more courage, Angel said to Tom, "So what happened to your face?".This was
better than taking slow deep breaths. Periodically, on the way to Vanadium's house, Junior spat out a string of insults, punctuated by
obscenities..On Tuesday evening, September 7, after half an hour in the lotus position, thinking about nothing whatsoever but a white pin with two
black bands at its neck and the number I painted on its head, Junior went to bed at eleven o'clock and set his alarm for three in the morning, when
he intended to shoot himself.."There's a fine George and Ira Gershwin song called 'Someone to Watch Over Me.'."We don't believe it does, do we,
Daddy? We don't believe blood tells. We believe we're born to hope, under a mantle of mercy, don't we?".". . . then how come you couldn't walk
where your eyes were healthy and leave the tumors there," she remembered..Whereas Paul had been confounded in his desire to express his
admiration for Salk, he was able to speak about Perri at length and with ease. Her wit, her heart, her wisdom, her kindness, her beauty, he goodness,
her courage were the threads in a narrative tapestry that Pad could have continued weaving for all the rest of his days. Since her death, he hadn't
been able to talk about her with anyone he knew, because his friends tended to focus on him, on his suffering, when he wanted them only to
understand Perri better, to realize what an exceptional person she had been. He wanted her to be remembered, after he was gone, wanted her grace
and her fortitude to be recalled and respected. She was too fine a woman to leave without a ripple in her wake, and the thought that her memory
might pass away with Paul himself was anguishing..After mentally reviewing what he must say, after working up a nervous edge, he dialed the
SFPD emergency number..In the Fairmont coffee shop, Junior ordered french fries, a cheeseburger, and cole slaw. He requested that the burger be
served cooked but unassembled: the halves of the bun turned face up, the meat pattie positioned separately on the plate, one slice each of tomato
and onion arranged beside the pattie, and the slice of unmelted cheese on a separate dish.."I've always wanted to learn the piano myself," Junior
claimed, "but I guess you really have to start young.".Academy of Art College and might have met Celestina White. The critiques of her
paintings."Better. Fear doesn't require him even to seduce a woman or to buy a bottle of whiskey. He just needs to open himself to it, and he will be
filled like a glass under a faucet. As difficult as this may be to comprehend, Cain would choose to be neck-deep in a bottomless pool of terror,
desperately trying to stay afloat, rather than to suffer that unrelieved hollowness. Fear can give shape and meaning to his life, and I intend not
merely to fill him with fear but to drown him in it."."Me too." He closed the ring box. Took a deep breath. Opened the box again. "Celestina, when
I met you, my heart was beating but it was dead. It was cold inside me. I thought it would never be warm again, but because of you, it is. You have
given my life back to me, and I want now to give my life to you. Will you marry me?".When he was baking, the world seemed to be a less
dangerous place. Sometimes, making a cake, he forgot to be afraid..No. Ridiculous. Naomi wasn't slumped across him. He wasn't sharing his bed
with a corpse. That was E.C. Comics stuff, something from a yellowed issue of Tales from the Crypt..Still looming over her, he snatched the pad
out of her hands and examined the sketch. "Where would you have seen this?".Junior suspected Magusson never had any client but himself. Fat
fees motivated him, not justice..By the time they reached the seventh painting, alcohol and rich French cuisine and Jack Lientery's powerful art
combined to devastate Frieda. She shuddered, leaned with one hand on a canvas, hung her head, and committed an act of bad PR..The second time,
armed with the previously calculated fact that each regular year contains 3,153,600 seconds, and that a leap year contains an additional 86,400, she
vetted Barty's answer in only four minutes. Thereafter, she accepted his numbers without verification..From the plush pillowy shadows of the bed,
Barty said, "Oh, look. Christmas lights.".He still had a sour taste in his mouth, although it was not as disgusting as it had been. All the odors were
wonderfully clean and bracing--antiseptics, floor wax, freshly laundered bedsheets-without a whiff of.Needles of rain knitted the air and quickly
embroidered silvery patterns on the blacktop..Having arrived at this same astonishing but nonetheless obvious conclusion, Harrison said, "Someone
has to've been hurt." He hurried out of the kitchen, through the dining room, with Paul close behind him..pride, his one great shining moment but
also his sinful pride. Clubbed with the trophy first, fists later. And now, here,.Ghosts. Sklent was an atheist, and yet he believed in spirits. Here's
how that works: Heaven, Hell, and God do not exist, but human beings are as much energy as flesh, and when the flesh gives out, the energy goes
on. "We're the most stubborn, selfish, greedy, grubbing, vicious, psychotic, evil species in the universe," Sklent explained, "and some of us just
refuse to die, we're too hardass to die. The spirit is a prickly bur of energy that sometimes clings to places and people that were once important to
us, so then you get haunted houses, poor bastards still tormented by their dead wives, and crap like that. And sometimes, the bur attaches itself to
the embryo in some slut who's just been knocked up, so you get reincarnation. You don't need a god for all this. It's just the way things are. Life and
the afterlife are the same place, right here, right now, and we're all just a bunch of filthy, scabby monkeys tumbling through an endless damn series
of barrels.".As though he were home to a species of termites that preferred the taste of men to that of wood, Vanadium felt a squirming in his
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marrow..Paul shook his head. He presented a second picture of Perri, this one taken on Christmas Day, 1964, less than a month before she died.
She lay in her bed in the living room, her body shrunken, but her face so beautiful and alive..He'd never had a chance to read this to Perri or to
benefit from her opinion. Now, as he scanned the lines of his calligraphic handwriting, his words seemed foolish, inappropriate, confused..The
infant's smile was so captivating and his puzzlement so comically earnest that both expressions worked on Agnes's misery as surely as yeast
leavens dough. Her bitter tears turned sweet..Thrusting his finger toward the table with each repetition of the word, Barty happily insisted, "Pie, pie,
pie, pie, pie, pie, pie, pie.".THE DEAD DETECTIVE, grinning in the moonlight, a pair of silvery quarters gleaming in the sockets once occupied
by his eyes..Junior had hoped not to be recognized by anyone at this affair. He regretted that he hadn't stuck to his original plan, maintaining
surveillance of the gallery from his parked car..Angel pointed to a Mercedes parked about forty feet behind the Buick, just as its headlights went
off..Wally-Dr. Walter Lipscomb, who delivered Angel and who became her godfather-never worried when the girl seemed to be developing too
slowly, counseling that every child was an individual, with his or her particular learning pace. Wally's double specialty--obstetrics and
pediatrics-gave him credibility, of course, but Celestina had worried, anyway..Greed. So easy, taking money from the rubes. Soon, instead of
peeling off a little from each game, he sought bigger kills..In the kitchen, a delicious aroma wafted from the oven. On the stove stood a large pot
over a low flame, and nearby was pasta to be added to the water when it came to a boil..Perhaps Dr. Parkhurst, too, was disturbed by this fascistic
and fanatical spew sampling, because he became brusque. "I have a few appointments to keep. By the time I make evening rounds, I expect Mr.
Cain to.hearts represented either a rival in love or a lover who would betray an enemy who would deeply wound the heart. The knave of diamonds
was someone who would cause financial grief. The knave of clubs was someone who would wound with words: one who libeled or slandered, or
who assaulted you with mean-spirited and unjust criticism..Gazing into the mirror, which ought to have been clouded with self-pity as though with
steam, Junior Cain searched for his anger and found it. This was a black and bitter anger, as poisonous as rattlesnake venom; with little difficulty,
his heart was distilling it into purest rage..squint-eyed, sharp-faced night clerk must not have been the owner, because he wasn't the type to have
dreamed up cute spellings for the sign out front. Judging by his appearance and attitude, he was a former Nazi death-camp commandant who fled
Brazil one step ahead of the Israeli secret service and was now hiding out in Oregon..It could only be made better by the presence of her parents.
They had planned to fly down to San Francisco this morning, but late yesterday, a parishioner and close friend had died. A minister and his wife
sometimes had duties to the flock that superseded all else..At dawn, he and his mother went down to the sea, to watch the rolling waves filigreed
with foam and gilded with the molten gold of morning sun, to see the kiting gulls and to scatter bread that brought the winged multitudes to
earth.."Another year," Edom said, "and instead of me, Barty can drive the car for you.".Under Celestina's guidance, the menfolk-Wally, Edom,
Jacob, Paul, Tom-had packed cartons of canned and dry goods, plus numerous boxes of new spring clothing for the children on their route. All
those items had been loaded into the vehicles the previous evening..Then Agnes said, "Well, it's clear to me that you won't be able to talk out your
life in just one year. Should be a two-year grant.".He stared I out at the congregated ghosts of fog, white multitudes that entirely obscured the bay,
as if all the sailors ever lost at sea had gathered here, pressing at the window, eyeless forms that nevertheless saw everything..He had come to
believe that every well-rounded, self-improved person ought to have a craft at which he excelled, and needlepoint appealed to him more than either
pottery-making or decoupage. For pottery, he would require a potter's wheel and a cumbersome kiln; and decoupage was too messy, with all the
glue and lacquer. By December, he began his first project: a small pillowcase featuring a geometric border surrounding a quote from Caesar Zedd,
"Humility is for losers.".The man, whom the others called Licky, led him out into a hot, bright morning that dazzled his eyes. Leaving his cell he
had felt the spellbonds loosen and fall away, but there were other spells woven about other buildings of the place, especially around a tall stone
tower, filling the air with sticky lines of resistance and repulsion. If he tried to push forward into them his face and belly stung with jabs of agony,
so that he looked at his body in horror for the wound; but there was no wound. Gagged and bound, without his voice and hands to work magic, he
could do nothing against these spells. Licky had tied one end of a braided leather cord around his neck and held the other end, following him. He
let Otter walk into a couple of the spells, and after that Otter avoided them. Where they were was plain enough: the dusty pathways bent to miss
them..He used the kitchen phone, at the comer secretary. The blood had been cleaned up long ago, of course, and the minor damage from the
ricocheting bullet had been repaired..He was a man with a plan, focused, committed, ready to act and then think, as soon as he was able to act. A
spasm of pain weakened his hand. Cartridges slipped through his fingers, fell to the floor..In the dark woods of the dream, still the presence:
faceless and silent, radiating a merciless intent..Finally he switched on the light, and illuminated Neddy at ease, silent in death as never in life: lying
on his back, head turned to the right, swollen tongue lolling obscenely..Yet that evening, when she'd accepted his proposal and asked if he wasn't
frightened, he said, "Not anymore.".NOLLY WULFSTAN, private detective, had the teeth of a god and a face so unfortunate that it argued
convincingly against the existence of a benign deity.."Take care you don't beat evil into him," said his aunt..He smiled ruefully. "Might be ready for
a wedding by then, but not a honeymoon.".Now, since he didn't intend to date this woman again, he grabbed the only chance he might ever have to
learn the intimate, eccentric details of her life. He began in her kitchen, with the contents of the refrigerator and cupboards, concluding his tour in
her bedroom..He stabbed Prosser, however, merely to relieve his frustration and to enliven the dull routine of a life made dreary by the tedious
Bartholomew hunt and by loveless sex. In return for more excitement, he'd assumed greater risk, to mitigate risk, he must have insurance..Agnes
hadn't asked him to keep his strange feat a secret from his uncles. In truth, she had come home in such a curious state of mind that even as she'd
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worked with Jacob to prepare dinner and even as she'd overseen Edom's setting of the table, she hesitated to tell them what had happened on the run
from Joey's grave to the station wagon. She fluctuated between guarded euphoria and fear bordering on panic, and she didn't trust herself to recount
the experience until she had taken more time to absorb it..The detective wasn't the only person in the world who liked "Someone to Watch over
Me." Anyone in the lounge might have requested it. Or maybe this number was part of the pianist's usual repertoire..The same thought had
occurred to her, a consolation that might make acceptance of these riches possible. Yet she remained chilled by the thought of receiving a
life-changing amount of money as the consequence of a death..Agnes pulled the stack of cards in front of her. She discarded the first two, as Maria
would have done, and turned over the third..On Joey's side, there was no family to provide help. His mother had died of leukemia when he was
four. His dad, fond of beer and brawling--like father not like son-was killed in a bar fight five years later. Without close relatives willing to take
him in, Joey went to an orphanage. At nine he wasn't prime adoption material-babies were what was wanted-and he'd been raised in the institution.
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