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thickened with the odors of antiseptics and blood, until breathing required an effort..Jabbing his forefinger at each of the remaining treats, Barty
said, "Pie, pie."."Not so unbelievable," said Jacob. "Forty-five thousand people every year die in automobiles. Cars aren't transportation. They're
death machines. Tens of thousands are disfigured, maimed for life.".As quick as a snake strikes, Vanadium was much closer to the bed than he had
been when he tossed the coin, at Junior's side now, leaning over the railing. "Naomi was six weeks pregnant.".Sliding Victoria's chair away from
the table, he turned her to face him. He adjusted her body so that her head was tipped back and her arms were hanging slack at her sides..The
strange barrage of lightning, putting an end to the rain rather than initiating it, had been a clue. The rapid clearing of the sky-indicating a stiff wind
at high altitudes, while stillness prevailed at ground level-a sudden plunge in the humidity, and an unseasonable warmth confirmed the coming
catastrophe..Finished, she gave him a mirror, so he could admire his new bicuspid cap. After five years of dentistry, paced so as not to tax Nolly's
tolerance, Kathleen had done well what nature had done poorly, giving him a perfect bite and a supernatural smile. This final cap was the last of the
reconstruction.."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.".Agnes wanted to reach out and touch him, but she found that she didn't have the strength to raise
her arm. She was no longer holding her belly, either. Both hands lay at her sides, palms up, and even the simple act of curling her fingers required
surprising effort and concentration..The Hackachaks were present, of course. Junior had not yet agreed to join them in their pursuit of blood money.
They would give him little privacy or rest until they had what they wanted..Friday, after dinner, when he'd heard enough of Maria's method of
fortune-telling to know that four decks were required, that only every third draw was read, and that aces-especially red aces-were the most
propitious cards to receive, Jacob had taken great pleasure in preparing for Barty the most favorable first eight cards that could possibly be dealt.
This was a small gift to cheer Agnes, on whose heart Joey's death weighed as heavily as iron chains..In a pew in Old St. Mary's Church, in
Chinatown, Junior took delivery of the lock-release gun and the untraceable 9-mm pistol with the custom-machined silencer, as previously
arranged. The church was deserted at ten o'clock in the morning. The shadowy interior and the menacing religious figures gave him the creeps..He
tugged on a pair of thin latex surgical gloves. Flexed his hands. All right..He hadn't the slightest doubt that eventually he could romance Renee into
marriage, regardless of her wealth and sophistication. He could shape women to his desire as easily as Sklent could paint his brilliant visions on
canvas, easier than Wroth Griskin could cast bronze into disturbing works of art.."If Phimie wasn't here," Celestina said, "and then she came back,
she was somewhere during that minute, wasn't she?".In January '65, while Vanadium had been in the first month of what proved to be an
eight-month coma, Enoch Cain had sought Nolly's assistance in a search for Seraphim's newborn child. When Vanadium had learned about this
from Magusson long after the event, he assumed that Cain had heard Max Bellini's message on his answering machine, made the connection with
Seraphim's death in an "accident" in San Francisco, and set out to find the child because it was his. Fatherhood was the only imaginable reason for
his interest in the baby..As the storm failed to dampen Joey, so the rotating red-and-white beacons on the surrounding police vehicles did not touch
him. The.There was a valuable lesson to be learned from the encounter with Renee Vivi: Many things in this life are not what they first appear to
be. To Junior, however, the lesson was not worth learning if he had to live with the vivid memory of his humiliation.."When you didn't answer the
doorbell, man, I just knew what must have happened," Chicane told Junior..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.."Wrong about what, sugarpie
smoosh--smoosh?" Celestina asked as Wally pulled to the curb again and parked..In her campaign to keep her weight gain to a minimum, anorexia
was her ally. She learned to find pleasure in hunger pangs..From, the darkness of his room, Barty now spoke the words for which Agnes had been
waiting, his whisper soft yet resonant in the quiet house: "Good-night, Daddy.".To his room then, where they sat side by side in bed, a plate of
chocolate-chip cookies between them. Through the evening, they stepped off this earth and out of all its troubles, into a world of adventure, where
friendship and loyalty and courage and honor could deal with any malignancy..Junior took one of the boxed guns, a 9-mm semiautomatic. Months
would probably pass before she noticed the pistol missing from the back of her closet, and by then she wouldn't know who had taken it..Unable to
hold his breath or to quiet his miserable sobbing, Junior couldn't hear clearly enough to discern whether the sounds of the stalking sculpture were
real or imagined. He knew that they had to be imaginary, but he felt they were real..So these are reports of my explorations and discoveries: tales
from Earthsea for those who have liked or think they might like the place, and who are willing to accept these hypotheses: things change: authors
and wizards are not always to be trusted: nobody can explain a dragon..This didn't work for Junior. Strangely, when he focused on a mental image
of any fruit-apple, peach, banana-his thoughts drifted to sex. He became aroused and had no hope of clearing his mind..This wasn't the same Enoch
Cain whom Vanadium had known three years ago in Spruce Hills. That man had been utterly ruthless but not a wild, raging animal, coldly
determined but never obsessive. That Cain had been too calculating and too self-controlled to have been swept into the emotional frenzy required to
produce this blood graffiti and to act out the symbolic mutilation of Bartholomew with a knife..Before he taught himself to read books, he also
taught himself numbers, and then how to read a clock. The significance of time had a more profound impact on him than Agnes could understand,
perhaps because acquiring an awareness of the infinite nature of the universe and the finite nature of each human life-and fully understanding the
implications of this knowledge-takes most of us till early adulthood if not later, whereas for Barty, the vast glories of the universe and the
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comparatively humble nature of human existence were recognized, contemplated, and absorbed in a matter of weeks.."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?".He went upstairs to change out of his dark
blue suit and badly scuffed black shoes..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..Livor mortis had already set
in, blood draining to the lowest points of her body, leaving the fronts of her bare legs, one side of each bare arm, and her face ghastly pale..A half
bath downstairs. Two bedrooms and a full bath on the upper floor. All deserted..In the dark dumpster, tormented by ceaseless torrents of what-ifs,
convinced that the spirit of Vanadium was going to slam the lid and lock him in with a revivified corpse, Junior had for a while been reduced to the
condition of a helpless child. Paralyzed by fear, withdrawn to the corner of the dumpster farthest from the putrefying pianist, squatting in trash, he
had shaken with such violence that his castanet teeth had chattered in a frenzied flamenco rhythm to which his bones seemed to knock, knock, like
boot heels on a dance floor. He had heard himself whimpering but couldn't stop, had felt tears of shame burning down his cheeks but couldn't halt
the flow, had felt his bladder ready to burst from the needle prick of terror but bad with heroic effort managed to refrain from wetting his
pants..Paul was nearest to that corner when he halted Grace in her rush toward certain death. Before he quite realized what he was doing, he found
that he'd flung open the door and climbed half the single long flight of steps, as surefooted as Doc Savage or the Saint, or the Whistler, or any of
the other pulp-fiction heroes whose exploits had for so long been his adventures by proxy.."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.".He arrived at the open door, grinning. No Cheshire-cat grin, hanging
disembodied on the air, teeth without tabby. Grin with full Barty..She leaned forward in her seat, and toward him, so he could see her more
directly, and when she put one trembling hand against his cheek, his head dropped forward on neck muscles as limp as rags, his chin.Agnes's
chilled bones. Pushing a tangle of wet hair away from her face, she realized that her hands were shaking..She struggled, wept, pretended disgust,
faked shame, swore to bring the police down on him. Another man, not as highly skilled at reading men as Junior, might have thought the girl's
resistance was genuine, Sat her charges of rape were sincere. Any other man might have backed off, but Junior was neither fooled nor
confused..From the chair in the comer, where Agnes sat, it seemed that Joshua took an inordinately long time on what was usually a quick
examination. Worry so weighed on her that the physician's customary thoroughness seemed, this time, to be filled with dire meaning..Knickknacks
and mementos were not to be found anywhere in the house. And until now Junior had seen nothing hanging on the barren walls except a calendar in
the kitchen..If she'd connected with his left side, as she intended, she might have broken his arm or cracked a few ribs. But lie saw the chair
coming, and as agile as a base runner dodging a shortstop's tag, he turned away from her, taking the blow across his back..Meanwhile, she could
offer him only a few pieces of ice, which he was forbidden to chew. "Let them melt in your mouth.".Though she worried that reading would strain
his eyes, worsening his condition, she recognized the irrationality of her fear. Muscles don't atrophy from use, nor eyes wear out from too much
seeing..An outrageously sexy redhead hit on him as he selected from an array of bomb-shaped canapes on a tray held by a waiter dressed as a
ragged and soot-smeared blast survivor. Myrtle, the redhead, preferred to be called Scamp, which Junior entirely understood. She wore a DayGlo
green miniskirt, a spray-on white sweater, and a green beret..Although she was aware that these extraordinary events would shape the rest of her
life, beginning with her actions in the hours immediately ahead of her, she could not clearly see what she ought to do next. At the core of her
confusion was a conflict of mind and heart, reason and faith, but also a battle between desire and duty. Until she was.Elsewhere in the cemetery,
about 150 yards away, another interment service-with a much larger group of mourners-had begun prior to this one for Naomi. Now it was over,
and the people were dispersing to their cars..His throat was still so raw from the explosive vomiting, seared by stomach acid, that he sounded like a
character from a puppet show for children on Saturday-morning television, hoarse and squeaky at the same time. If not for the pain, he would have
felt ridiculous, but the hot and jagged scrape of each word through his throat left him unable to.it to the granite-topped secretary, and sat in front of
the telephone. Previously,.Because the upper part of the hospital bed was somewhat raised, he didn't have to lift his head from the pillow to study
the corner where the phantom waited. He peered beyond the IV rack, past the foot of the.During the course of this momentous day, he had
employed Zedd learned techniques to channel his hot anger into a red-hot rage. Now, without any conscious effort on his part, rage grew into
molten-white fury..In spite of the urgency of his desire, he followed a circuitous route to Victorial's, doubling back on himself twice, watching for
surveillance as he drove. If he were being followed, his tail was an invisible man in a ghost car.."Our little girl's going to walk backward her whole
life if you drive in reverse all the way to the hospital.".Barty rounded the tree and returned to the porch. He climbed the steps and stood before
Tom..The muscles of his legs grew as hard as any of the landscapes that he trod. Granite thighs; calves like marble, roped with veins..He didn't
want to risk marrying weapon and silencer here in the hall, where he might be seen. Besides, complications could arise from being splattered with
Neddy's blood. Aftermath was disgusting, but it was also highly incriminating. For the same reason, he was loath to use a knife..Agnes, Celestina,
and Grace were soon working together with a harmony that was kitchen poetry. Paul had noticed that most women seemed to like or dislike one
another within a minute of their first encounter, and when they found one another companionable, they were as open and easy on their first meeting
as though they were friends of long duration. Within half an hour, these three sounded as if they were of one age, inseparable since childhood. He
had not seen Grace or Celestina free of despair since the reverend's murder, but here they were able for the first time to veil their anguish in the
bustle of baking and the pleasure of making a new friend..More walls than not, in both rooms, were lined with bookshelves and file cabinets. Here
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he kept numerous case studies of accidents, man-made disasters, serial killers, spree killers: proof undeniable that humanity was a fallen species
engaged in both the unintentional and calculated destruction of itself.."It seems it was his own idea, your majesty.".To celebrate, Junior went to a
gallery and purchased the second piece of art in his collection. Not sculpture this time: a painting..Heinlein dreamed of traveling to far worlds. Prior
to his death, John Kennedy had promised that men would walk on the moon before the end of the decade. Barty wanted nothing so grand, only to
read a few stories, to lose himself in the wonderful private pleasure of books, because soon each story would be a listening experience only, no
longer entirely a private journey..just as the smile curved to completion, however, an awful thing happened. The humiliation began with a loud
gurgle in his gut.."Making too many wrong choices," Grace White said, "produces too many branches-a gnarled, twisted, ugly growth.".Bolting up
from the couch-"Mom, are you there?"--she turned to Tom, her face collapsing in a ghastly expression..If Junior had realized that they were driving
only a block and a half, he wouldn't have followed them in the Mercedes. He would have gone the rest of the way on foot. When he pulled to the
curb again, a few car lengths behind the Buick, he wondered if he had been spotted..Under a declining moon, he fled discreetly three blocks to his
Suburban, parked on a parallel street. He encountered no traffic, and on the way, he stripped off the gardening gloves and discarded them in a
Dumpster at a house undergoing remodeling..Returning to his apartment, Edom had to pass under the limbs of the majestically crowned oak that
dominated the deep yard between the house and the garage..As terrible as the situation was for Barty, Agnes knew that it was equally difficult for
Paul. She could only hold him in the night, and let herself be held. And more than once, she told him, "If worse comes to worst, don't you go
walking again.".When the attorney finally came on the line, he sounded put-upon, as though Junior were the equivalent of a troublesome toe that he
would like to shoot off..With the same surprising ease that she had gotten a plane out of San Francisco on a one-hour notice, Celestina booked two
return seats on an early-evening flight from Oregon, as though she had a supernatural travel agent..Monitoring Barty from the comer of -her eye,
Agnes paced herself to the strides of his short legs, so she was drenched and chilled when she reached the station wagon..In his light backpack, he
carried one change of clothes, spare socks, candy bars, bottled water. He planned his journeys to be in a town every nightfall, where he washed one
set of clothes and donned the other.."I'm saying, for all I know." She took her hand off his thigh. "What's all this about Celestina,
anyway?".Academy of Art College and might have met Celestina White. The critiques of her paintings.Magusson's idea of a laugh. "And they
didn't even bother to post a warning. In fact, that sign was still up, inviting hikers to enjoy the view from the observation deck.".As she clambered
through the open door into Celestina's lap, the girl said, "Uncle Wally gave me an Oreo.".Raising one hand, wiggling the fingers, he said, "Toes,
toes, toes, toes, toes.".Angel cocked her head and studied his left hand, which he had closed while opening his right. She pointed. "It's there.".A
floor-to-ceiling bookshelf was crammed with pulp magazines that had been published throughout the 1920s, '30s, and '40s, before paperback books
supplanted them. The All-Story, Mammoth Adventure, Nickel Western, The Black Mask, Detective Fiction Weekly, Spicy Mystery, Weird Tales,
Amazing Stories, Astounding Stories, The Shadow, Doc Savage, G-8 and His Battle Aces, Mysterious Wu Fang ....He did not look at the battered
face. Dare to meet those shuttered eyes, and they might spring open, full of blood and fix him with a crucifying stare..Two teenage boys and one
elderly woman scrambled across the sidewalk, grabbing at the ringing rain of quarters. They caught some, but others bounced and twirled through
their grasping fingers, rolling-spinning away into the gutter..Through the remainder of his dinner, he was entirely future focused, the past put safely
out of mind. Until ...."When you called earlier in the year, to ask for a referral to a private investigator down there, the woman had recently turned
up dead and Vanadium was gone, but no one put the two together at first.".The sleeves of the pajama top were pushed up, revealing more of the
disease's vicious work. The muscles of her useless left arm had atrophied; the once graceful hand curled in upon itself, as though holding an
invisible object, perhaps the hope she never abandoned.."All under here's worked out long since" Licky said. And Otter had begun to be aware of
the strange country under his feet: empty shafts and rooms of dark air in the dark earth, a vertical labyrinth, the deepest pits filled with unmoving
water. "Never was much silver, and the watermetal's long gone. Listen, young'un, do you even know what cinnabar is?".Wally Lipscomb parked in
his garage, switched off the engine, and started to get out of the Buick before he saw that Celestina had left her purse in the car..In a neatly
groomed neighborhood of unassuming houses, Vanadium's place was as unremarkable as those around it: a single-story rectangular box of no
discernible architectural style. White aluminum siding with green shutters. An attached two-car garage..Celestina, standing next to Agnes, put an
arm around her waist, as perhaps she had once been in the habit of doing with her sister..Junior could almost feel sorry for this sad, stocky, haunted
detective, deranged by years of difficult public service..After two years of rehabilitation, Tom had been pronounced as fit as ever, a miracle of
modem medicine and willpower. But right now he seemed to have been put back together with spit and string and Scotch tape. Arms pumping, legs
stretching, he felt every one of those eight months of coma in his withered-and-rebuilt muscles, in his calcium depleted-and-rebuilt bones..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.."Sure they do," Barty said. "But I think Maria embroidered the birds
just because they were pretty.".Animal instinct told Junior that the business with the quarter in the diner and now these quarters in his living room
were related to his failure to find Bartholomew, Seraphim White's bastard child. He couldn't logically explain the connection; but as Zedd teaches,
animal instinct is the only unalloyed truth we will ever know..He was no longer hopeful that they could have a future together. After sampling the
Junior Cain thrill machine, Celestina would want more, as women always did, but the time for a meaningful romance had now passed. For all the
anguish he'd been put through, however, he deserved the consolation of her sweet body at least once. A little compensation. Payback..Calling after
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her, Agnes said, "No, wait, sugarpie. He should be coming down right now, before it gets dark."."You think I can turn the King's order down? You
want to see me sent to row with the slaves in the galley we're building? Use your head, boy!".Police identified Junior as the prime suspect, and
newspapers featured his photograph in most stories. They referred to him as "handsome," "dashing," "a man with movie-star good looks." He was
said to be well known in San Francisco's avant-garde arts community. He got a thrill when he discovered that Sklent was quoted as calling him "a
charismatic figure, a deep thinker, a man -with exquisite artistic taste .... so clever he could get away with murder as easily as anyone else might get
away with double-parking. " "It's people like him," Sklent continued, "who confirm the view of the world that informs my painting.".He hadn't seen
Thomas Vanadium since Monday, at the cemetery, and Vanadium hadn't pulled any tricks since leaving twenty-five cents at his bedside that same
night. Almost four days undisturbed by the hectoring detective. In matters Vanadium, however, Junior had learned to be wary, prudent..Holding the
pistol, fully extending his right arm in execution style, the gunman approached the fallen minister..Leaning across the front seat, he lowered the
passenger's window six inches. Then he lowered the driver's-side window an equal distance..Tom Vanadium checked the small wastebasket next to
the sink and discovered a wad of bloody Kleenex. The crumpled wrappers from two Band-Aids..By the time he got back to Spruce Hills, the early
night had fallen. The pearly, waxing moon floated over a town that glimmered mysteriously among its richness of trees, flickering and shimmering
as though it were not a real town, but a dreamland where a multitude of Gypsy clans gathered by the lambent amber light of lanterns and
campfires..This night in Weott, with the high solemn silence of the redwood forests out there now and waiting to embrace him in the morning, he
slept without dreams.."I know Edom and Jacob have been a burden," said Vinnie, "you having to be responsible for them-".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..All three of these sorry excuses for human
beings were money mad. Rudy owned six successful used-car dealerships and--his pride--a Ford franchise selling new and used vehicles, in five
Oregon communities, but he liked to live large; he also visited Vegas four times a year, pouring money away as casually as he might empty his
bladder. Sheena enjoyed Vegas, too, and was a fiend for shopping. Kaitlin liked men, pretty ones, but since she might be mistaken for her father in
a dimly lighted room, her hunks came at a price..He shook so badly that he couldn't remove the cap from the bottle. He was proud to be more
sensitive than most people, to be so full of feeling, but sometimes sensitivity was a curse..Thanks to his intelligence and his personality, Barty's
presence was so great for his age that Agnes tended to think of him as being physically larger and stronger than he actually was. As the scent of
grass grew more complex and even more appealing, she saw her son more clearly than she'd seen him in a while: quite small, fatherless yet brave,
burdened with a gift that was a blessing but that also made a normal boyhood impossible, forced to grow up at a up faster pace than any child
should be required to endure. Barty was achingly delicate, so vulnerable that when Agnes looked at him, she felt a little of the awful sense of
helplessness that burdened Edom and Jacob..Their apartment was in a four-story Victorian house that dripped gingerbread, in the exclusive Pacific
Heights district. It had been converted to apartments with deep respect for the architecture, years before Wally bought it..Celestina indicated to
Tom that he should sit at the head of the table, facing Agnes at the foot. As Wally lowered himself into the empty chair to Tom's left, Celestina
picked up two items from the sideboard and put them in front of Tom, before sitting to his right..Dropped, the wineglass had shattered. But the
bottle of Merlot had survived again, rolling across the vinyl-tile floor until it bumped gently against the base of a cabinet.."Are you all right?" he
asked as he opened the passenger's door and helped her into the car..Paul didn't realize that Grace had followed them into the living room until she
screamed. She started to push past him, heading toward her husband even as Harrison went down..After tucking the flashlight under his belt, he
grabbed the lip of the Dumpster with both hands. The metal was gritty, cold, and wet..The patches were held by the same two elastic strips, so
Barty flipped up both at the same time..he was prepared to find Vanadium sitting at the pine table, enjoying- a cup of coffee. The kitchen was
deserted.."From childhood, I've had this ... awareness, this perception of an infinitely more complex reality than what my five basic senses reveal.
A psychic claims to predict the future. I'm not a psychic. Whatever I am ... I'm able to feel a lot of the other possibilities inherent in any situation, to
know they exist simultaneously with my reality, side by side, each world as real as mine. In my bones, in my blood-".Junior was disturbed that the
mysterious chanteuse had been performing when he wasn't home. He felt violated. Invaded..Now, here, lying on a bed in the emergency room of a
Sacramento hospital, on a Saturday afternoon only six weeks before the camellia festival, Junior suffered under the care of a resident physician who
was so young as to raise the suspicion that he was merely playing doctor.."That won't do it.".Because Junior's right arm was encumbered by the
bracing board and the intravenous needle, he tugged a mass of tissues from the box with his left hand..A surprising number of the women who had
been his lovers were recreational drug users, and over the past couple years, he had met several dealers who supplied them. From the least savory
of these, he purchased five thousand dollars' worth of cocaine and LSD to establish his credibility, after which he inquired about forged
documents..So. Two monks they were: one in the service of everlasting light, the other in the service of eternal darkness..He squirmed deep under
the covers, clamped a plump pillow over his head to muffle the singing, and chanted, "Find the father, kill the son," until at last he fell exhausted
into sleep..Meanwhile, he became an accomplished meditator. Guided by Bob Chicane, Junior progressed from concentrative meditation with seed
the mental image of a bowling pin-to meditation without seed. This advanced form is far more difficult, because nothing is visualized, and the
purpose is to concentrate on making the mind utterly blank..Throughout Agnes's thirty-three years, strength had often been demanded of her, but
never such strength as was required now to rein in her emotions and to be a rock for Barty. "Don't be scared, honey. I'm here." She took one of his
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small hands in both of hers. "I'll be waiting. You'll never be without me.".That Olympian purge had, however, made him appear to be both
emotionally and physically devastated by the loss of his wife. He couldn't have calculated any stratagem more likely to convince most.He knew she
wouldn't just step back to calculate her batting average, so he rolled at once, out of her way, immensely relieved that he could move, because
judging by the pain coruscating across his back, he wouldn't have been surprised if she had broken his spine and paralyzed him. The chair crashed
down again, exactly where Junior had been sprawled an instant before..If he had been any other three-year-old, she would have told a
compassionate lie. He was her miracle child, however, her prodigy, and he would know a lie for what it was..Music played within. An up-tempo
number. Possibly swing. He couldn't quite identify the tune..He moved the shaker across the tablecloth, rocking it back and forth to convey that he
was strolling without a care in the world..The mound of earth beside the grave had been disguised by piles of flowers and cut ferns. The suspended
casket was skirted with black material to conceal the yawning grave beneath it..He was relieved that he hadn't moved his head or made a sound. He
wanted to understand as much of the situation as possible before revealing that he was awake..'A energy fighting over jurisdiction. We cooperate.
The sheriff can de not to put a lot of his limited resources into this, and no one will blame him. He can call it an accident and close the case, and he
won't."Where did you hear that expression," she demanded, though she couldn't conceal her amusement.
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