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"And you're saying fear can fill his emptiness as well as sex or booze?" Kathleen wondered.."As long as the case was open and you were the sole
suspect," said the lawyer, "they couldn't negotiate an out-of-court settlement with you. But they were afraid that if eventually they couldn't prove
you killed her, then they'd be in an even worse position when a wrongful death suit finally went before a jury.".She shivered, and Edom, thinking
that she had caught a chill ripped off his suit jacket and draped it over her shoulders..She continued: "When we don't allow ourselves to hope, we
don't allow ourselves to have purpose. Without purpose, without meaning, life is dark. We've no light within, and we're just living to die.".She got
out of the cab and stood on the sidewalk in front of the gallery, her legs as shaky as those of a newborn colt..She cupped his face in both of her
hands and was barely able to lift his head, for fear of what she would see..rearview mirror was not hung with one of those tacky decorative
deodorizers. The seats, regularly treated with leather soap, were softer and more supple than they had been when the car had shipped out of."I
thought there was a burglar," Junior groaned, but he knew better than to spit out his entire story at once, for then he would appear to be reciting a
script..Posing as a counselor with Catholic Family Services, he phoned each listed Bartholomew, with a question related to his or her recent
adoption. Those who expressed bafflement, and who claimed not to have adopted a child, were generally stricken from his list..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..Clearly, the musician recognized him, which
seemed unlikely, even extraordinary, considering that they'd never spoken to each other, and considering that Junior must be only one of thousands
of customers who had passed through that lounge in the past three years..Library of Congress Cataloging-in-Publication Data Le Guin, Ursula K.,
1929-.For an instant, his attention had been distracted by Vanadium's presentation of his empty hands. Nevertheless, there was no way the cop
could have snatched the coin out of the air.."When you didn't answer the doorbell, man, I just knew what must have happened," Chicane told
Junior..By air from San Francisco south to Orange County Airport, then farther south along the coast by rental car, one week in the wake of Paul
Damascus and his three charges, following directions provided by Paul, Tom Vanadium brought Wally Lipscomb to the Lampion house.."So what
I am is I'm your talking eyes." Lowering her hand from his face, Angel said, "Do you know where bacon comes from?".From time to time, he
halted, leaning against the walker as if in need of rest. He took care occasionally to grimace-convincingly, not too theatrically---and to breathe
harder than necessary.."Here we are," said the driver, braking to a stop at the curb in front of the gallery..Other rooms were furnished as sparely as
those in a monastery. Indeed, the dining room contained nothing whatsoever..She kissed his cheek, and he pulled his arms out from under the
covers to hug her. Such small arms, but such a fierce hug..Not one day in anyone's life, so her father taught, is an uneventful day, no day without
profound meaning, no matter how dull and boring it might seem, no matter whether you are a seamstress or a queen, a shoeshine boy or a movie
star, a renowned philosopher or a Downs syndrome child. Because in every day of your life, there are opportunities to perform little kindnesses for
others, both by conscious acts of will and unconscious example. Each smallest act of kindness-even just words of hope when they are needed, the
remembrance of a birthday, a compliment that engenders a smile-reverberates across great distances and spans of time, affecting lives unknown to
the one whose generous spirit was the source of this good echo, because kindness is passed on and grows each time it's passed, until a simple
courtesy becomes an act of selfless courage years later and far away. Likewise, each small meanness, each thoughtless expression of hatred, each
envious and bitter act, regardless of how petty, can inspire others, and is therefore the seed that ultimately produces evil fruit, poisoning people
whom you have never met and never will. All human lives are so profoundly and intricately entwined-those dead, those living, those generations
yet to come-that the fate of all is the fate of each, and the hope of humanity rests in every heart and in every pair of hands. Therefore, after every
failure, we are obliged to strive again for success, and when faced with the end of one thing, we must build something new and better in the ashes,
just as from pain and grief, we must weave hope, for each of us is a thread critical to the strength-to the very survival-of the human tapestry. Every
hour in every life contains such often-unrecognized potential to affect the world that the great days for which we, in our dissatisfaction, so often
yearn are already with us; all great days and thrilling possibilities are combined always in this momentous day..Without a word, Joshua Nunn and
the paramedic retreated to the foyer. The parlor doors slid shut.."Nervous," he said, and howled when one of the paramedics proved to be a sadist
masquerading as an angel of mercy..Junior had seen the silvery coin snapping off the cop's thumb and spinning upward. Now it was gone, as
though it had vanished in midair..Surprisingly, dolls. Quite a few dolls. Apparently the bastard boy was effeminate, a quality he sure as hell hadn't
inherited from his father..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..Startled, Junior sat up straight, clutching the silencer-fitted pistol, but the cruiser didn't
abruptly brake and pull to the curb in front of the Mercedes, as he expected.."This momentous day," Thomas Vanadium said quietly, stiff gazing
into the grave, "seems full of terrible endings. But like every day, it's actually full of nothing but beginnings.".Junior was flattered, he really was.
Women couldn't get enough of him. The story of his life. They never let go gracefully. He was wanted, needed, adored, worshiped. Women kept
calling after they should have taken the hint and gone away, insisted on sending him notes and gifts even after he told them it was over. Junior
wasn't surprised that women would return from the dead for him, nor was he surprised that women he'd killed would try to find a route back to him
from Beyond, without malice, without vengeance in their hearts, merely yearning to be with him again, to hold him and to fulfill his needs. As
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gratified as he was by this tribute to his desirability, he simply didn't have any romantic feelings left for Naomi and Seraphim. They were the past,
and he loathed the past, and if they wouldn't let him alone, he would never be able to live in the future..Beside her, the passenger's door barked and
shrieked as though alive as though suffering, and these sounds were uncannily like the cries of torment that only Agnes could hear in the haunted
chambers of her heart..Instead, he sat in the breakfast nook with his phone books and resumed the grueling search for Bartholomew..As Obadiah
lowered himself into a well-worn armchair, he said to Edom, "Son, don't I know you from somewhere?".Along the hall, every step measured, he
stayed near the wall farthest from the staircase..For the first time in many months, Barty didn't want to sleep in the dark. They left the door of the
room open, admitting some of the fluorescent glow from the hallway..During the past few years, he had discovered that a lousy few million could
buy even more freedom than he had thought when he'd shoved Naomi off the fire tower. Great wealth, fifty or a hundred million, would purchase
not only greater freedom, and not just the ability to pursue even more ambitious self-improvement, but also power..Of course, when turning a
quarter across his knuckles, the cop had made no noise. And he had glided across the hospital room, in the dark, with feline stealth..When she was
finished with the dishtowel, she returned to the dining room, and though dinner was underway, she called for another toast. Raising her glass, she
said, "To Maria, who is more than my friend. My sister. I can't let you talk about what I've given you without telling your girls that you've given
back more. You taught me that the world is as simple as sewing, that what seem to be the most terrible problems can be stitched up, repaired." She
raised her glass slightly higher. "First chicken to be come with first egg inside already. God bless.".Heart racing, but reminding himself that
strength and wisdom arose from a calm mind, Junior stood in the center of the small kitchen, slowly turning to study every angle of the
room..Celestina stood listening until she heard Wally open the outer door and then close it..Even above the piston-knock of her heart and the
bellows-wheeze of her breath, Celestina heard wood crack, a small pane of glass explode, and metal torque with a squeal. The creep was going to
get away.."Get this through your head, you shit-for-brains. I lost a daughter, a precious daughter, my Naomi, the light of my life.".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..By the time this operation concluded and the
sulphurous Mr. Cain was brought to some form of justice, Simon might have spent twenty or twenty-five percent of the fee that he'd collected from
the liability settlement in the matter of Naomi Cain's death. The attorney put a substantial price on his dignity and reputation.."Wait," said Deed,
holding out one hand either beseechingly or to block the door..Although faint and somewhat hollow, the woman's crooning was pure and so
on-note that this a cappella rendition fell as pleasantly on the ear as any voice sweetened by an orchestra. Yet the song had a disturbing quality, as
well, an eerie note of yearning, longing, a piercing sadness. For want of a better word, her voice was haunting..Because, since childhood, Jacob had
been drawn to stories and images of doom, to catastrophe on both the personal and the planetary scale-from theater fires to all-out nuclear war-he
had a flamboyant imagination second to none and a colorful if peculiar intellectual life. For him, therefore, the most difficult part of learning card
manipulation had been coping with the tedium of practice, but for years he had applied himself diligently, motivated by his love and admiration for
his sister, Agnes..With his ringleted yellow hair, coiled mustache, and haughty right file, this was a jack that looked as if he might be a knave in the
worst sense of the word..Fortunately, he recognized his vulnerability. Until the evening reception for Celestina White, he must spend every hour of
the day in calming activities, soothing himself in order to ensure that he would be cool and effective when the time came to act..If magic explained
the jacks on Friday evening, maybe it was the dark variety of magic. Maybe he shouldn't be endeavoring to summon, once more, whatever spirit
was responsible for the four knaves..According to the cards, Barty would be rich financially, but also in talent, spirit, intellect. Rich in courage and
honor, Maria promised. With a wealth of common sense, good judgment, and luck.."Yes," she admitted, her face still close to his, "I'm afraid. But
Dr. Chan is a fine surgeon, and this is a very fine hospital.".Too much clatter, drawing attention. No leisure for romance now, no chance for a
two-sister score. just kill Celestina, kill Bartholomew, and go, go..On his nightstand, he found an envelope evidently placed there by Hanna, after
she'd taken it from his pharmacy smock, which he had given her to launder. The envelope contained the letter about Agnes Lampion that Paul had
written to Reverend White in Oregon.."But I've never seen a case like this. Usually, boils appear on the back of the neck. And in moist areas like
the armpits and the groin. Not so often on the face. And never in a quantity like this. Really, I've never seen anything like it.".The kids insisted on
knowing what was meant by the line about the chicken, and this led to the laying of a coopful of Why-did-the chicken-cross-the-road jokes, which
Edom and Jacob had memorized in childhood as an act of rebellion against their humorless father..His previous plan to create a tableau-butter on
the floor, open oven door-to portray Victoria's death as an accident was no longer adequate. A new strategy was required..As if vengeful spirits
weren't trouble enough, he had for three years been struggling unwittingly against the terrible power of the minister's curse, black Baptist voodoo
that made his life miserable. He knew now why he had been plagued by violent nervous emesis, by epic diarrhea, by hideously disfiguring hives.
The failure to find a heart mate, the humiliation with Renee Vivi, the two nasty cases of gonorrhea, the disastrous meditative catatonia, the inability
to learn French and German, his loneliness, his emptiness, his thwarted attempts to find and kill the bastard boy born of Phimie's womb: All these
things and more, much more, were the hateful consequences of the vicious, vindictive voodoo of that hypocritical Christian. As a highly
self-improved, fully evolved, committed man who was comfortable with his raw instincts, Junior should be sailing through life on calm seas, under
perpetually sunny sides, with his sails always full of wind, but instead he was constantly cruelly battered and storm-tossed through an unrelenting
night, not because of any shortcomings of mind or heart, or character, but because of black magic..He still had a sour taste in his mouth, although it
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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.As Agnes slipped excess pillows out from behind him and eased him down into the covers, Barty half woke, muttering about how the
police were going to kill poor Lummox, who hadn't meant to do all that damage, but he'd been frightened by the gunfire, and when you weighed six
tons and had eight legs, you sometimes couldn't get around in tight places without knocking something over..In agreement, Maria pushed the stack
of unused cards aside, and she peered at her hands as if she wanted to scrub them for a long time under hot water..A sedan had come to a stop in the
graveled driveway, over to the right of the house, almost out of view. As Junior watched, the headlights were doused. The engine shut off. The
driver's door opened. A man got out of the car, a shadowy figure in the fearsome yellow moonlight. The dinner guest..Coughing, spitting saliva that
was bitter with toxic chemicals, Paul followed her, slapping frantically at his clothes when fire singed his shirt..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.".Leaving Spruce Hills, Junior thought he was putting distance between himself and his enigmatic enemy,
gaining time to study the county phone directory and to plan his continuing search if that avenue of investigation brought him no success. Instead,
he had walked right into his adversary's lair..Angel, however, focused on a point in the air above the table. Faint furrows marked her brow for a
moment, but then the frown gave way to a smile.."He knew how you felt about having too much life insurance. So he didn't disclose it to you.".The
previously flat, monotonous voice had in it now a subtle but undeniable new roundness of tone: "And every human being, every living thing, is a
string on that instrument.".Eventually, a braless blonde in shiny white plastic boots, a white miniskirt, and a hot-pink T-shirt featuring the
silk-screened face of Albert Einstein, said, "Sure, I know her. Had some classes with her. She's nice enough, but she's kind of nerdy, especially for
an Afro-American. I mean, they're never nerdy--am I right?".Neighbors might not be home. And by the time he knocked, asked to use the phone,
dialed ... Too great a waste of time..Dr. Chan's manner remained professional, providing the strength that Agnes required, but his pain was evident
when his gentle voice softened further: "These tumors are so advanced, we won't know until surgery if the malignancy has spread. We may already
be too late. And if we aren't too late, we'll have only a small window of opportunity. A small window. Eight days would entail too much risk.".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.."I wish my Rico could have met your Harrison, too," Maria told Grace,
referring to the husband who had abandoned her. "Maybe the reverend could've done with words what I couldn't do with my foot in Rico's
trasero.".Adding new growth to his forest of frustration, Tom got up from the study desk, fetched the newspaper from the front doorstep, and went
to the kitchen to make his morning coffee. He boiled up a pot of strong brew and sat down at the knotty-pine table with a steaming mug full of
black and sugarless solace..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 dark ages of psychopathic modesty..Not incidentally, the
project served as a vehicle by which some older citizens, in financial crisis, could receive money in a way that spared their dignity, gave them hope,
and repaired their damaged self esteem. Agnes asked Obadiah to enrich the project by accepting a one year grant to record the story of his life with
the help of the head librarian..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..As Sklent so insightfully put it: Some of us live on after death,
survive in spirit, because we are just too stubborn, selfish, greedy, grubbing, vicious, psychotic, and evil to accept our demise. None of those
qualities described sweet Naomi, who had been far too kind and loving and meek to live on in spirit, after her lovely flesh failed. Now at one with
the earth, Naomi was no threat to Junior, and the state had paid for its negligence in her death, and the whole matter should have been brought to
closure. There were only two barriers to full and final resolution: first, the stubborn, selfish, greedy, grubbing, vicious, psychotic, evil spirit of
Thomas Vanadium; and second, Seraphim's bastard baby--little Bartholomew..She was not yet twenty-one, and he was at least twice her age, but he
leaned like a small child against her, and like a mother she comforted him..Rena was cheerful, short, and solid. Her waist measurement must have
been two-thirds her height, and she favored floral dresses that emphasized her girth. With a German accent and in a voice that always seemed about
to dissolve in a great gale of mirth, she said, "Madchen lieb, you look like a Christmas candle to me.".Neither guilt nor remorse plagued him. Good
and bad, right and wrong, were not issues to him. Actions were either effective or ineffective, wise or stupid, but they were all value neutral..Drawn
one after the other, two knaves of spades didn't signify two deadly enemies, but meant that the enemy already predicted by the first would be
unusually powerful, exceptionally dangerous..Celestina was better equipped to embrace this transcendental experience for what it appeared to be.
She was not one of those artists who celebrated chaos and disorder, or who found inspiration in pessimism and despair. Wherever her eyes came to
rest, she saw order, purpose, exquisite design, and either the pale flicker or the fierce blaze of a humbling beauty. She perceived the uncanny not
merely in old houses where ghosts were said to roam or in eerie experiences like the one Lipscomb had described, but every day in the pattern of a
tree's branches, in the rapturous play of a dog with a tennis ball, in the white whirling currents of a snowstorm-in every aspect of the natural world
in which insoluble mystery was as fundamental a component as light and darkness, as matter and energy, as time and space..Through the big
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window beyond her, the charry branches of the massive oak tree formed a black cat's cradle against the sky, leaves quivering slightly, as though
nature herself trembled in trepidation of what Junior Cain might do..She curled up in the armchair, watching Barty. She was greedy for the sight of
him. She thought she would not doze off, but would spend the night watching over him, yet exhaustion defeated her..Although not quite as young
as Bavol Poriferan, this artist was equally adored by critics and widely regarded as a genius. He went by a single and mysterious name, Sklent, and
in the publicity photo of him that was posted in the gallery, he looked dangerous..Agnes hoped that the boy would spend a night or two in her
room, until he was reoriented to the house. But Barty wanted to sleep in his own bed..By the first of November, they moved his mother's bed into
the living room, so she could be in the center of things, where always she had been, though they admitted no guests now, only members of their
family with its many names..After Victoria had departed, Junior lay smiling at the ceiling, floating on Valium and desire. And vanity..He was,
admittedly, surprised that Nurse Bressler was strongly compelled to come on to him even though she had read his patient file and knew that he'd
recently been a veritable geyser of noxious spew, that during the violent seizure in the ambulance, he had also lost control of bladder and bowels,
and that he might at any moment suffer an explosive relapse. This was a remarkable testament to the animal lust he inspired even without trying, to
the powerful male magnetism that was as much a part of him as his thick blond hair..He didn't bother to press Vanadium's hand around the weapon.
There wasn't going to be a wealth of evidence for the Scientific Investigation Division to sift through, anyway, when the fire was finally put out:
just enough charred clues to allow them an easy conclusion..She owned a public-relations firm specializing in artists, and over dinner she
rhapsodized about the work of Jack Lientery. His current series of paintings-emaciated babies against backdrops of ripe fruit and other symbols of
plenty-had critics swooning..In the morning, at breakfast, from this calmer perspective, he looked back at his tantrum in the middle of the night and
wondered if he might be in psychological trouble. He decided not. In November and December, Junior studied arcane texts on the supernatural,
went through new women at a pace prodigious even for him, found three Bartholomews, and finished ten needlepoint pillows..The kitchen door
stood open and full of light, but he missed it by two feet. He felt along the back wall of the house, discovered the door casing and then the opening,
probed with the cane for the threshold, and stepped into the doorway..As the last of the flan was served and Maria's girls took their seats once more,
Barty blinked at the candles and said, "Gone now," even though the tiny spectrums still shimmered in the cut crystal. He turned his full attention to
the flan with such enthusiasm that his mother soon stopped puzzling over rainbows..After wiping her floury hands, Agnes took the book from him
and, examining it, could find nothing wrong. She flipped back a few pages, then a few forward, but the lines of type were crisp and clear. "Show
me where, honey.".With a sigh, Obadiah differed: "Not clever. Crude. Before my hands became these great-knuckled lumps, I could have dazzled
you.".Vanadium couldn't know the whereabouts of the quarter. Besides, even when he'd swung the lunch tray over Junior's lap, the detective hadn't
been close enough to pick the pocket of the robe..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..Agnes delighted in their
conversations. Barty was far ahead of the language learning curve for his age, but he was still a child, and his observations were filled with
innocence and charm. "You mean your cold is like in your nose but not in your feet?".She stepped to the bed, bracketing Junior between her and
Big Rude. The stream of obscene invective issuing from Sheena made Junior feel as if he had gotten in the way of a septic-tank cleanout hose..He
slipped the card out from under the change, turned it over. A joker. Printed in red block letters across the card was a name, BARTHOLOMEW..He
hadn't intended to enter the gallery. No one in his usual circles would attend this show, unless in such a state of chemically altered consciousness
that they wouldn't be able to recall the event in the morning, so he wasn't likely to be recognized or remembered. Yet it seemed unwise to risk being
identified as a reception attendee if Celestina White's little Bartholomew and maybe the artist herself were murdered later. The police, in their
customary paranoia, might suspect a link between this affair and the killings, which would motivate them to seek out and.This sight that might
inspire celebration among sailors was denied to Barty, who rode in the backseat with Agnes. Neither could he see how the crimson sky studied its
painted face in the mirror of the ocean, nor how a burning blush shimmered on the waves, nor how the veil of night slowly returned modesty to the
heavens..Martinis were ordered all around. None here observed a vow of absolute sobriety..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..In the sermon that brought him a moment
of fame that he'd found more uncomfortable than not, Daddy had used the life of Bartholomew to illustrate his point that every day in every life is
of the most profound importance. Bartholomew is arguably the most obscure of the twelve disciples. Some would say Lebbaeus is less known,
some might even point to Thomas the doubter. But Bartholomew certainly casts a shadow far shorter than those of Peter, Matthew, James, John,
and Philip. Daddy's purpose in proclaiming Bartholomew the most obscure of the twelve was then to imagine in vivid detail how that apostle's
actions, seemingly of little consequence at the time, had resonated down through history, through hundreds of millions of lives-and then to assert
that the life of each chambermaid listening to this sermon, the life of each car mechanic, each teacher, each truck driver, each waitress, each doctor,
each janitor, was as important as the resonant life of Bartholomew, although each dwelt beyond the lamp of fame and labored without the applause
of multitudes..Impressed by the sureness and swiftness with which the blind boy negotiated the steps and set off across the lawn, Tom didn't
initially notice anything unusual about his stroll through the deluge..Looking from one to another of his companions, Tom said, "When I think of
everything that had to happen to bring us here tonight, the tragedies as well as the happy turns of fortune, when I think of the many ways things
might have been, with all of us scattered and some of us never having met, I know we belong here, for we've arrived against all odds." His gaze
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traveled back to Agnes, and he gave her the answer that he knew she hoped to hear. "This boy and this girl were born to meet, for reasons only time
will reveal, and all of us ... we're the instruments of some strange destiny.".Someone named Bartholomew had adopted Seraphim's son and named
the boy after himself Junior applied the patience learned through meditation to the task at hand, and instinctively, he soon evolved a motivating
mantra that continuously cycled through his mind while he studied the telephone directories: Find the father, kill the son..Since discovering the
quarter in his cheeseburger, Junior had been half convinced that the maniac cop survived the bludgeoning. In spite of his grievous wounds, perhaps
Vanadium had swum up through a hundred feet of murky water, barely avoiding being drowned..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..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..STILL WEARING HIS white pharmacy smock over a white shirt and black slacks, striding
purposefully along the streets of Bright Beach, under a malignant-gray twilight sky worthy of a Weird Tales cover, with ominous accompanying
rhythm provided by wind-clattered palm fronds overhead, Paul Damascus headed home for the day..Not cheerful, life-loving, high-spirited,
churchgoing Naomi. She saw every day through a golden haze that came from the sun in her heart.
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