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S PARD HOW THEY LIVED AND TALKED AND WHAT THEY DID AND SUFFERED WH
Ever the romantic, he wanted to surprise her. Voila! Flowers, wine, and moi. Since their electrifying connection in the hospital, she had been
yearning for him; but she wouldn't expect a visit for a few weeks yet. He was eager to see her face brighten with delight..This was a California live
oak, green even in winter, although its leaves were fewer now than they would be in warmer seasons. The elaborate branch structure, reflected
around him, was an exquisite and harmonious maze overlaying a mosaic of sunlight green on grass, and something in its patterns suddenly touched
him, moved him, seized his imagination. He felt as if he were balanced on the brink of an astonishing insight..At nearly forty years of age, Edom
still dreamed of that grim summer afternoon, although not as often as in the past. When it troubled his sleep these days, it was a nightmare that
gradually metamorphosed into a dream of tenderness and hope. Until the last few years, he'd always awakened when the roses were being jammed
into his mouth or when the thorns flicked through his eyelashes, or when Agnes began to strike their father with the Bible, thus seeming to assure
worse punishment. This additional act, this transition from horror to hope before he woke, had been added when Agnes was pregnant with Barty.
Edom didn't know why this should be so, and he didn't try to analyze it. He was simply grateful for the change, because he woke now in a state of
peace, never with worse than a shudder, no longer with a hoarse cry of anguish..Increasingly, he used meditation to relieve stress. He was so skilled
at concentrative meditation without seed-blanking his mind-that half an hour of it was as refreshing as a night's sleep..Instead, her father asked, "Is
this emotion talking, Celie, or is this brain as much as heart?".Immediately at the thought of regurgitation, his abdominal muscles contracted like
those of a laboratory frog zapped by an electric current, and he choked on a rising horror..With the salt and pepper shakers, Tom walked them
through the why-I'm-not-sad-about-my-face explanation that he'd given to Angel ten days previously..As Sinatra began to sing "I'll Be Seeing
You," Junior stepped around the bloom and the Merlot. He cautiously peeled back two inches of the curtain at one of the sidelights..Or perhaps the
sorrow was less sadness than yearning. He had to move on, but he was loath to begin this strange journey without her..He had recently learned
about the demigods of classic mythology in one of the selections from the Book-of-the-Month Club..The universe was vast and Barty small, yet the
boy's immortal soul made him as important as galaxies, as important as anything in Creation. This Agnes believed. She couldn't tolerate life
without the conviction that it had meaning and design, though sometimes she felt that she was a sparrow whose fall had gone unnoticed. Barty sat
on the edge of the doctor's desk, legs dangling, holding Red Planet, his place marked by an inserted finger..One of the hardest things that she had
ever done was to leave him then, alone in his room, with the hateful something still quietly growing in his eye. She wanted to move the armchair
close to his bed and watch over him throughout the night..The voice had come not from the armchair in the corner, but from immediately beside the
bed..If he hadn't been such a rational, stable, no-nonsense person all of his life, Junior might have thought he was losing his mind..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.."My God," Junior said, pretending that his befuddlement had faded and
that his mind had just now clarified, "you think Naomi was murdered, don't you?".Tom Vanadium checked the small wastebasket next to the sink
and discovered a wad of bloody Kleenex. The crumpled wrappers from two Band-Aids.."Ordinarily, I'd recommend that you apply hot compresses
every two hours to relieve discomfort and to hasten drainage, and I'd send you home with a prescription for an antibiotic.".Neither Agnes nor Edom
knew of Jacob's great skill with cards. He had been discreet about his apprenticeship with Obadiah, and for almost twenty years, he'd resisted the
urge to dazzle his siblings with his expertise..Over many proud generations and at least to the extent of second cousins, no one on either side of
Celestina's family had skin of this light color. They were without exception medium to dark mahogany, many shades darker than this
infant..Lipscomb turned to Celestina. "Before lapsing into semicoherence again, your sister said, 'Beezil and Feezil are safe with her,' which may
sound less than coherent to you, but not to me.".If the ace of diamonds, in quartet, must be taken seriously, then why not the rest of the
draw?.Among these people was an old man whom they called, among themselves, the Changer. He showed Otter a few spells of illusion; and when
the boy was fifteen or so, the old man took him out into the fields by Serrenen to show him the one spell of true change he knew. "First let's see you
turn that bush into the seeming of a tree," he said, and promptly Otter did so. Illusion came so easy to the boy that the old man took alarm. Otter
had to beg and wheedle him for any further teaching and finally to promise him, swearing on his own true and secret name, that if he learned the
Changer's great spell he would never use it but to save a life, his own or another's..She asked him how many fingers she was holding up, and he
said four, and four it was. Then two fingers. Then seven. Her hands so pale, the palms both bruised..If the angular mass was Neddy, the vaguely
warm, damp something must be the strangled man's protruding tongue.."More than remorse," the magician said. "Shame. I come from good people.
I wasn't raised to be a cheat. Sometimes, trying to figure how I went wrong, I think it wasn't the need for money that ruined me. At least not that
alone, not even that primarily. It was pride in my skill with the cards, frustrated pride because I wasn't getting enough nightclub work to show off
as much as I wanted to.".Junior had thought the news was the lab report, which had found no ipecac in his spew. All that had been
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distraction..Agnes considered describing the sunset to the blinded boy, but her hesitancy settled into reluctance, and by the time the stars came out,
she had said not a word about the day's splendorous final act. For one thing, she worried that her description would fall far short of the reality, and
that with her inadequate words, she might dull Barty's precious memories of sunsets he had seen. Primarily, however, she failed to remark on the
spectacle because she was afraid that to do so would be to remind him of all that he had lost..Turning his attention to Barty, Obadiah broke into a
smile, revealing a gold upper tooth. "Something here is sweeter than that lovely pie. What's the child's name?".A door slammed, and after the
briefest of internal debates about whether to ize or act, Junior left Ichabod straddling the threshold. He must get to Celestina before she reached a
telephone, and then he could come back and finish moving the body..When Victoria failed to answer the door, this man would not simply go away.
He had been invited. He was expected. Lights were on in the house. The lack of a response to his knock would be taken as a sign that something
was amiss..That was another thing. Junior hadn't gotten his noon meal, because the spirit of Vanadium had nearly caught up with him when he'd
been browsing for tie chains and silk pocket squares before lunch. Then he missed dinner, as well, because he had to maintain surveillance on
Celestina when she didn't go straight home from the gallery. He was hungry. He was starving. This, too, she had done to him. The bitch..As early
as this evening, here at her son's bedside, Agnes began dimly to sense that certain of these amusing conversations with Barty might not be as
fanciful as they seemed, that he was expressing in a childlike way some truth that she had assumed was fantasy..Because his lacrimal glands and
tear ducts were intact, Barty could cry with his plastic eyes. Consequently, it didn't seem all that much more incredible to be seeing with
them.."Really, Angel," Barty said with genuine concern, "it might be scary. I got another one we could listen to, if you want.".He heard her explain
that the title of the exhibition had been inspired by one of her father's sermons, which aired on a nationally syndicated weekly radio program more
than three years ago. This wasn't a religious program, per se, but rather one concerned with a search for meaning in life; it usually broadcast
interviews with contemporary philosophers as well as speeches by them, but from time to time featured a clergyman. Her father's sermon received
the greatest response from listeners of anything aired on the program in twenty years, and three weeks later, it was rerun by popular demand..on
both sides of the property, the neighbors can't see, but some know, have always known, and have less interest.The afternoon was winding down,
and the lowering sky seemed to be drawn steadily toward the earth by threads of gray light that reeled westward, ever faster, over the horizon's
spool. The air smelled like rain waiting to happen..In the three years since Perri's death, he had walked thousands of miles. He hadn't kept a record
of the cumulative distance, because he wasn't trying to get into Guinness or to prove anything..He was in the kitchen at 11:20, spreading frosting on
a large chocolate sheet cake while the reverend expertly frosted a coconut-layer job..When Agnes and Paul returned from a honeymoon in Carmel,
they discovered that Edom had finally cleared out Jacob's apartment. He donated his twin's extensive files and books to a university library that was
building a collection to satisfy a growing professorial and student interest in apocalyptic studies and paranoid philosophy..To the window. The
warm room sucked cooling fog out of the night, and she leaned across the sill into the streaming mist..He visited the bank in which he maintained a
safe-deposit box under the John Pinchbeck identity. He withdrew the twenty thousand in cash and retrieved all the forged documents from the
box.."I know Edom and Jacob have been a burden," said Vinnie, "you having to be responsible for them-"."Your mind is as fascinating as ever," he
said. "Your soul as beautiful. Listen, Per, since we were thirteen, I was never primarily interested in your body. You flatter yourself shamelessly if
you think it was all that special even before the polio."."It was. But maybe that's not the whole story. Anyway, we know the usual poses these guys
strike, the attitudes they think are deceptive and clever. Most of them are so obvious, they might as well just stick their willy in a light socket and
save us a lot of trouble. This, however, is a new approach. Tends to make you want to believe in the poor guy.".Unquestionably, if he hadn't killed
Vanadium, the maniac cop would have blown him away. That was clearly an act of self-defense..the hilly streets of the city, ignoring all traffic
lights and stop signs, pegging the speedometer needle at its highest mark, as though he might eventually be air-cooled by sufficient speed. He
wanted to slam through unwary pedestrians, crack their bones, and send them tumbling..In the city again, he stopped long enough to donate the
raincoat to a homeless man who didn't notice the few odd stains. This pathetic hobo happily accepted the fine coat, donned it-and then cursed his
benefactor, spat at him, and threatened him with a claw hammer..He got everything he ordered-full value, and more. When he lifted off the top of
the bun to squeeze mustard onto the burger, he discovered a shiny quarter pressed into the half-melted cheese..he had sat here with a pencil, making
shopping lists. Now, instead of a pencil, there was the Italian-made .22 pistol..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..Summary: Explores further the
magical world of Earthsea through five tales of events which occur before or after the time of the original novels, as well as an essay on the people,
languages, history and magic of the place..During the walk home: slow and deep, breathing slow and deep, moving not at a brisk clip, but strolling,
trying to let the tension slide away, striving to focus on good things like his full exemption from military service and his purchase of the Sklent
painting..Had he ever thought he could get away with this? He must have been delusional, temporarily mad..The search for Cain was secondary.
Getting to the revolver took Priority. Regain the gun and then proceed room by haunted room to hunt him down. Hunt him down, if he was here.
And if Cain didn't do the hunting first..In spite of its dazzle, the detective's smile was nonetheless melancholy, proof that he was sincere when he
said that Seraphim's baby was beyond their reach.."Anyway, something clicked in me on the roller coaster, and I grasped a new angle of approach
to the problem. I've figured out that I can walk in the idea of sight, sort of sharing the vision of another me, in another reality, without actually
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going there." He smiled into her astonishment. "So what do you say about that?".Clutching the purse as though determined to resist robbery even in
death, the guy dropped, sprawled, shuddered, and lay still. He'd gone down with no shout of alarm, with no cry of mortal pain, with so little noise
that Junior wanted to kiss him, except that he didn't kiss men, alive or dead, although a man dressed as a woman had once tricked him, and though
a dead pianist had once given him a lick in the dark..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..Six captain's
chairs encircled the big round table, one for everybody, including Agnes, but only Paul and Barty stayed seated..Astonished and appalled by the
cop's insensitivity, Junior said, "You just drop this on me? I lost my wife and my baby. My wife and my baby.".Bressler but no Vanadium. A girl
named Angel. Something was wrong here. Something was rotten..altogether by taking slow deep breaths, slow deep breaths, and by remembering
that each of us has a right to be happy, to be fulfilled, to be free of fear..Devil mountains, sacred islands, sacramental rivers and cities, Jesuits:
These spiritual references at every turn made Junior uneasy. This was a haunted night, no doubt about that. He wouldn't have been greatly surprised
if he had glanced at his rearview mirror and seen Thomas Vanadium's blue Studebaker Lark Regal closely tailing him, not the real car raised from
Quarry Lake, but a ghostly version, with the filthy-scabby-monkey spirit of the cop at the wheel, an ectoplasmic Naomi at his side, Victoria
Bressler and Ichabod and Bartholomew Prosser and Neddy Gnathic in the backseat: the Studebaker packed full of spirits like a bozo-stuffed clown
car in a circus, though there would be nothing funny about these revenge-minded spooks when the doors flew open and they came tumbling
out..This momentous day, he thought, and he shook with sudden terror at the inevitability of new beginnings..Disbelieving his eyes, Junior reached
across his body with his left hand and picked up the quarter. Although it had been lying in his right palm, it was cold. Icy..She realized she hadn't
turned on the radio. Before she could reach for the switch, she was asleep..Although a cold current crackled along the cable of her spine, Agnes
smiled at the card. She was determined to change the dark mood that had descended over them..From his early adolescence, Edom was drawn to
gardening, taking special pleasure in the cultivation of hybrid roses. He'd been only sixteen when one of his blooms earned first place in a flower
show. When his father learned about the competition, he regarded Edom's pursuit of the prize as a grievous sin of pride. The punishment left Edom
bedridden for three days, and when he came downstairs at last, he discovered that his father had torn out all the rose bushes..This surprised him. Of
course, Oregon was not the Deep South. It was a progressive state. Nevertheless, he was surprised. Oregon wasn't home to many Negroes, either, a
handful compared to those in other states, and yet until now Junior supposed that they had their own cemeteries..She was astonished and moved.
"I'm a hopeless throwback to the nineteenth century. How could you realize what's been on my mind?"."Doesn't look so spooky to me." She turned
the knave of spades so the baby could see it. "Does he scare you, Barty?".mother's understanding of the world and of her own existence. Unlike
most other toddlers, Barty was entirely comfortable with change. From bottle to drinking glass, from crib to open bed, from favorite foods to
untried flavors, he delighted in the new. Although Agnes usually remained near at hand, Barty was as pleased to be put temporarily in the care of
Maria Gonzalez as in the care of Edom, and he smiled as brightly for his dour uncle Jacob as for anyone..Barty never cried. In the hospital neonatal
unit, he'd been a marvel to the nurses, because when the other newborns were squalling in chorus, Barty had been unfailingly serene..The house
was hers, free and clear of mortgages. There were two savings accounts to which Joey had diligently made deposits weekly through nine years of
marriage.."You know," Tom said when the second round of drinks arrived, "hard as it is to believe, some places never heard of
martinis.".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..Ten months later, Simon called again, also regarding Cain, but this
time the attorney was the client, and Cain was the target. What Simon wanted Nolly to do was strange, to say the least, and it could be construed as
harassment, but none of it was exactly illegal. And for two years, beginning with the quarter in the cheeseburger, ending with the coin-spitting
machines, all of it had been great fun..Either this chatterbox was at all times a babbling airhead or Junior particularly disconcerted him..This is a
tale of those times. Some of it is taken from the Book of the Dark, and some comes from Havnor, from the upland farms of Onn and the woodlands
of Faliern. A story may be pieced together from such scraps and fragments, and though it will be an airy quilt, half made of hearsay and half of
guesswork, yet it may be true enough. It's a tale of the Founding of Roke, and if the Masters of Roke say it didn't happen so, let them tell us how it
happened otherwise. For a cloud hangs over the time when Roke first became the Isle of the Wise, and it may be that the wise men put it there..He
pointed at his feet. "Toes, toes, toes, toes, toes, toes, toes, toes, toes, toes.".On the other hand, one needed to believe in something. Junior didn't
clutter his mind with superstitious nonsense or allow himself to be constrained by the views of bourgeois society or by its smug concepts of right
and wrong, good and evil. From Zedd, he'd learned that he was the sole master of his universe. Self-realization through self-esteem was his
doctrine; total freedom and guiltless pleasure were the rewards of faithful adherence to his principles. What he believed in-the only thing he
believed in-was Junior Cain, and in this he was a fiercely passionate believer, devout unto himself Consequently, as Caesar Zedd explained, when
any man was clearheaded enough to cast off all the false.On this morning in March, minutes after the pie caravan had departed, Edom got his Ford
Country Squire out of the garage and drove to the nursery, which opened early. Spring was drawing near, and much work needed to be done to
make the most of the rosarium that Joey Lampion had encouraged him to restore. He happily contemplated hours of browsing through plant stock,
tools, and gardening supplies.."Thursday it is," he said, clearly delighted to be receiving only a third of the fair-market rental from his
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apartment..The lack of offensive odors indicated that he hadn't landed in a container filled with organic garbage. In the blackness, judging only by
feel, he decided that almost everything was in plastic trash bags, the contents of which were relatively soft-probably paper refuse..Three years ago,
in St. Mary's Hospital, with Phimie's warning fresh in her mind, Celestina swore that she would be ready when the beast came, but here he came,
and she was as not ready as possible. Time passes, the perception of a threat fades, life becomes busier, you work your butt off as a waitress, you
graduate college, your little girl grows to be so vital, so vivid, so alive that you know she just has to live forever, and after all, you are the daughter
of a minister, a believer in the power of compassion, in the Prince of Peace, confident that the meek shall inherit the earth, so in three long years,
you don't buy a gun, nor do you take any training in self-defense, and somehow you forget that the meek who will one day inherit the earth are
those who forego aggression but are not those so pathetically meek that they won't even defend themselves, because a failure to resist evil is a sin,
and the willful refusal to defend your life is the mortal sin of passive suicide, and the failure to protect a little yellow M&M girl will surely buy you
a ticket to Hell on the same express train on which the slave traders rode to their own eternal enslavement, on which the masters of Dachau and old
Joe Stalin traveled from power to punishment, so here, now, as the beast throws himself against the door, as he shoves aside the barricade, with
what precious little time you have left, fight. Junior shoved through the blocked door, into the bedroom, and the bitch hit him with a chair. A small,
slat-back side chair with a tie-on seat cushion. She swung it like a baseball bat, and there must have been some Jackie Robinson blood in the White
family line, because she had the power to knock a fastball from Brooklyn to the Bronx.."Jacob scares people," Agnes said. "No one would eat a pie
that Jacob delivered without having it tested at a lab.".On he went, up he went, trunk to limb, limb to branch, branch to limb, to limb, to trunk.
Hand over hand up the vertical parts, gripping with his knees, then standing and walking like a tightrope artist along limbs horizontal to the ground,
swinging over empty air and stepping from one woody walkway to another, ever upward toward the highest bower, dwindling as though he were
growing younger during the ascent, becoming a smaller and smaller boy. Forty feet, fifty feet, already far higher than the house, striving toward the
green citadel at the summit.."No," Otter said, and hesitated. He felt he owed this man an explanation. "See, it's not so much won't as can't. I thought
of making plugs in the planking of that galley, near the keel-you know what I mean by plugs? They'd work out as the timbers work when she gets
in a heavy sea." Hound nodded. "But I couldn't do it. I'm a shipbuilder. I can't build a ship to sink. With the men aboard her. My hands wouldn't do
it. So I did what I could. I made her go her own way. Not his way.".Now he shuffled the first of the four decks precisely as he had shuffled the first
deck on Friday evening, and he set it aside..Books were stacked high on a nearby table, favorite novels and volumes of verse, all of which Agnes
had read before. With time so limited, she preferred the comfort of the familiar to the possibility that new writers and new stories would fail to
please. Paul read to her often, as did Angel. Tom Vanadium sat with her, too, as did Celestina and Grace.."Mr. Cain, if he bothers you, would you
want me to have his choke chain yanked?".She could have used the chair. Sitting, however, she wouldn't be able to see his face..Mary was at play
here, and the sight of her, his first in seven years, almost brought Barty to his knees. She was the image of her mother, and he knew that this must
be at least a little bit what Angel had looked like when, at three, she had initially arrived here in 1968, when she explored the kitchen on that first
day and found the toaster under a sock..When Max answered, Vanadium let out his breath in a whoosh of relief and began talking on the inhalation:
"It's me, Tom, and maybe I've just got a bad case of the heebie-jeebies, but there's something I think you better do, and you better do it right
now.".Everyone regarded him expectantly, as if there would be more magic, as if flipping a coin into another reality was something you saw every
week or two on the Ed Sullivan Show, between the acrobats and the jugglers who could balance ten spinning plates on ten tall sticks
simultaneously..Through tears, that night, she asked him if the commitment he was making didn't frighten him.."This is for Zelda," Junior said,
ramming forward across the threshold with the knife..Indeed, she found it difficult to talk with her son in their usual easy way. She heard a stiffness
in her voice that she knew would sooner or later be apparent to him..Calling after her, Agnes said, "No, wait, sugarpie. He should be coming down
right now, before it gets dark.".Saturday morning, he walked to a drugstore in town and purchased eight decks of cards. With four, he passed the
day re-creating, again and again, what he'd done at the dining-room table the previous evening. The four knaves never appeared..Inevitably, man of
the arts that he was, his slouching brought him to several galleries. In the window of the fourth, not one of his favorite establishments, he saw an
eight-by-ten photograph of Seraphim White..After an interminable silence, the detective said, "Do you know what believe about life, Enoch?".More
likely than not, Victoria spoke directly to the maniac detective. Even if she reported her sordid fabrications to another officer, it would have gotten
back to Vanadium, and the cop would have sought her out at once to hear her filth firsthand, whereupon she would have enhanced her story until it
sounded as though Junior had grabbed her knockers and had tried to shove his tongue down her throat..The water shut off, and Junior heard the
ratcheting noise of a paper-towel dispenser..With one tiny hand, Barty reached up for his mother. She gave him her forefinger, to which the
sugar-bag boy clung tenaciously..He did wonder why he had chosen this night of all nights to become even a more fearless adventurer, rather than a
month ago or a month hence. Instinct told him that he'd felt the need to test himself, that a crisis was fast approaching, and that to be ready for it, he
must be confident that he could do what had to be done when the crunch came. Slipping into sleep, Junior suspected that Prosser might have been
less lark than preparation.."For one thing, jurors might conclude that the authorities never really suspected you and tried to frame you for murder to
conceal their culpability in the poor maintenance of the tower. By far, most of the cops think you're innocent anyway.".The hall was deserted. Then
a woman came out of one of the offices and walked toward the gallery, without glancing at him..Maria arrived early, expecting to assist with final
details in the kitchen. Though honored to be a guest, she wasn't able to stand by with a glass of wine while preparations remained to be
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made.."Bartholomew, huh?" asked Wally as he piloted them through banks of earthbound clouds..When Paul arrived with a Christmas gift, Perri
was abed, wearing Chinese-red pajamas, reading Jane Austen. A clever contraption of leather straps, pulleys, and counterweights assisted her in
moving her right arm more fluidly than would otherwise have been possible. A lap stand held the book, but she could tam the pages..Phimie gazed
upon the child briefly, then sought her sister's eyes again. Another word,.A great boom. Concussion rocked the floor and shuddered the walls and
made the roof timbers squeal as though unsuspected colonies of bats had taken flight by the thousands all in the same instant..For eight nights
thereafter, Agnes padded the floor with folded blankets on both sides of the boy's bed, insurance against a middle-of-the-night fall. On the eighth
morning, she discovered that Barty had returned the blankets to the closet from which she'd gotten them. They were not jammed haphazardly on the
shelves-the sure evidence of a child's work-but were folded and stacked as neatly as Agnes herself would have stored them..And so at the age of
thirty-one, after more than twenty-eight years of blindness with a few short reprieves, Barty Lampion received the gift of sight from his
ten-year-old daughter. 1996 through 2000: Day after day, the work was done in memory of Agnes Lampion, Joey Lampion, Harrison White,
Seraphim White, Jacob Isaacson, Simon Magusson, Tom Vanadium, Grace White, and most recently Wally Lipscomb, in memory of all those who
had given so much and, though perhaps still alive in other places, were gone from here.."Are you all right?" he asked as he opened the passenger's
door and helped her into the car.
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