Gallowglass

GALLOWGLASS
He traveled prairies and mountains and valleys, passed fields rich in every imaginable crop, crossed great forests and wide rivers. He walked in
fierce storms when thunder crushed the sky and lightning tore it, walked in wind that skinned the bare earth and sheared green tresses from trees,
and walked also in sun-scrubbed days as blue and clean as ever there had been in Eden..He left the party and stood in the street for a while, taking
slow deep breaths, letting the brisk night air clean the pot smoke out of his lungs, slow deep breaths, suddenly sober in spite of the beer he'd drunk,
slow deep breaths, as chilled as a slab of beef in a meat locker, but not because of the cold night..Highly impressed by the spot-on hyena scream
with which Frieda had purged herself of the childhood emotional trauma inflicted by an authoritarian grandmother, Junior asked her to go out with
him..Celestina, the battering Baptist, back in action, came at him again. With one leg broken, another cracked, and the stretcher bar splintered, the
chair wasn't as formidable a weapon as it had been. She swung it, Junior dodged, she struck at him again, he juked, and she reeled away from him,
gasping..The window mechanism creaked, the two tall panes began to open outward but too slowly, and the cold white night exhaled a chill plume
of breath into the room..This was one of many things about Agnes that amazed Edom. If he had dared to make a list of all the qualities that he
admired in her, he would have sunk into despair at the consideration of how much better she had coped with adversity than either he or Jacob..On
the counter beside the bathroom sink stood an open box of BandAids in a variety of sizes, a bottle of rubbing alcohol, and a bottle of iodine..Licky
took him down into the mines to show him the gangues, the kinds of earth the ore was likely to occur in. A few miners were working at the end of a
long level..Leaning across the front seat, he lowered the passenger's window six inches. Then he lowered the driver's-side window an equal
distance..This thought startled Agnes, disturbed her-yet, inexplicably, it also poured a measure of warm comfort into her chilled heart..Junior could
neither speak nor even mewl in agony. All the saliva had been draining forward, out of his open mouth, for so long that his throat was parched and
raw. He felt as though he had munched on a snack of salted razor blades that were now stuck in his pharynx. His rattling wheeze sounded like
scuttling scarabs..The detective wasn't the only person in the world who liked "Someone to Watch over Me." Anyone in the lounge might have
requested it. Or maybe this number was part of the pianist's usual repertoire..Tom removed the lid. No beer, one head. Simon Magusson's severed
head lay faceup on the ice, mouth open as though he were standing in court to object to the prosecution's line of questioning..Why Cain, even if he
was the father, should be interested in the little girl was a mystery to Tom Vanadium. This totally self-involved, spookily hollow man held nothing
sacred; fatherhood would have no appeal for him, and he certainly wouldn't feel any obligation to the child that had resulted from his assault on
Phimie..He decided that he must never again kill so impetuously. Never. In fact, he vowed never again to kill at all, except in self-defense. Soon he
would be rich-with much to lose if he was caught. Homicide was a marvelous adventure; sadly, however, it was an entertainment that he could no
longer afford..Then Agnes said, "Well, it's clear to me that you won't be able to talk out your life in just one year. Should be a two-year grant.".She
asked Edom to stay in the main house, so Barty wouldn't be alone while she visited Maria Gonzalez for an hour or two. He was pleased to oblige,
settling down to watch a television documentary about volcanoes, which promised to include stories about the 1902 eruption of Mont Pelee, on
Martinique, which killed 28,000 people within minutes, and other disasters of colossal proportions..If the angular mass was Neddy, the vaguely
warm, damp something must be the strangled man's protruding tongue.."Wouldn't live in the Caribbean if you paid me," Bill said. "All that
humidity. All those bugs.".Cupping Angel entirely in his big hands, smiling at her, he said, "Oh, no, Mrs. White, this looks like a healthy young
lady to me. No medicine required.".As the bitch began her backswing, Junior grabbed the chair. He didn't try to tear it out of her hands, but used it
to shove her as hard as he could..The shakes returned, became more violent than previously--and then once more passed..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.".In August, he developed an interest in meditation. He
began with concentrative meditation-the form called meditation "with seed"--in which you must close your eyes, mentally focus on a visualized
object, and clear your mind of all else.."No, no, dear. It was little Muffin, from next door. A big dog certainly would have torn up both you and the
pants. We've got to have a credible story.".He pushed back the bedclothes and sat up, leaning against the pillows and headboard. "This is maybe a
hard thing for you to do, but it's really important.".Concerned that Junior's crying jag would trigger spasms of the abdominal muscles and
ultimately another attack of hemorrhagic vomiting, the nurse had with her a tranquilizer. She wanted him to use the apple juice to wash down the
pill.."I'm not a burglar, Mr. Cain. No client has enough money to make me risk prison. Besides, even if you could steal their files, you would
probably discover that the babies' identities are coded, and without the code, you'd still be nowhere.".Max hung up. The Ansaphone made a series
of small robot-mouse noises and then fell silent..Taking her silence for assent, Tom continued: "Your father is gone from here, gone forever, but he
still lives in other worlds. This isn't a statement of faith alone. If Albert Einstein were still alive and standing here, he'd tell you that it's true. Your
father is with you in many places, and so is Phimie. In many places, she didn't die in childbirth. In some worlds, she was never raped, her life never
blighted. But there's an irony in that, isn't there? Because in those worlds, Angel doesn't exist-yet Angel is a miracle and a blessing." He looked up
from the city to the woman. "So when you're lying in bed tonight, kept awake by grief, don't think just about what you've lost with your father and
Phimie. Think about what you have in this world that you've never known in some others-Angel. Whether God's a Catholic, a Baptist, a Jew, a
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Muslim, or a quantum mechanic, He gives us compensation for our pain, compensation right here in this world, not just in those parallel to it and
not just in some afterlife. Always compensation for the pain ... if we recognize it when we see it.".Agnes dropped to one knee before the boy and
held him gently by the shoulders. "Let me look.".His first word after mama was papa, which she taught him while showing him pictures of Joey.
His third word: pie..LATE TUESDAY AFTERNOON in Bright Beach, as a darker blue and iridescent tide rolled across the sky, seagulls rowed
toward their safe harbors, and on the land below, shadows that had been upright at work all day now stretched out, recumbent, preparing for the
night..The six-foot-tall statue was of a nude woman, formed from scrap metal, some of it rusted and otherwise corroded. The feet were made from
gear wheels of various sizes and from bent blades of broken meat cleavers. Pistons, pipes, and barbed wire formed her legs. She was busty:
hammered soup pots as breasts, corkscrews as nipples. Rake-tine hands were crossed defensively over the misshapen bosom. In a face sculpted
from bent forks and fan blades, empty black eye sockets glared with hideous suffering, and a wide-mouthed shriek accused the world with a silent
but profound cry of horror..Everyone agreed, and the order was placed when their waiter brought appetizers: crab cakes for Nolly, scampi for
Kathleen, and calamari for Tom..She switched on the windshield wipers. Repeatedly, in the, arc of cleared glass, the graveyard was revealed in
sharp detail, and yet the place remained less than fully familiar to her. Her whole world had been changed by Barty's dry walk in wet
weather..Extending his hand, watching the pianist closely, Junior said, "My name's Richard Gammoner.".Admittedly, she had allowed herself to be
disturbed by the fall of the cards, too. According them any credibility at all opened the door to full belief..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..Neither of them was aware that their personal drama, in all its clumsiness and glory, had focused the attention of everyone in
the restaurant. The cheer that went up at Celestina's acceptance of his proposal caused her to start, knocking the ring from Wally's hand as he
attempted to slip it on her finger. The ring bounced across the table, they both grabbed for it, Wally made the catch, and this time she was properly
betrothed, to wild applause and laughter..He almost laughed at himself, but he recalled the disconcerting laugh that earlier had trilled from him in
the men's room, when he'd thought about stuffing Neddy Gnathic into the toilet. Now he pinched his tongue between his teeth almost hard enough
to draw blood, hoping to prevent that brittle and mirthless sound from escaping him again..Charmed by the vulnerability of the young, he'd never
slept with an older woman. The prospect intrigued him. She would have tricks in her repertoire that younger women were too inexperienced to
know..He was uncomfortable, achy, thirsty, but he remained utterly still and observant. After a while, he realized that the sense of oppression with
which he'd awakened was not entirely a psychological symptom: Something heavy lay across his abdomen. And it was cold-so cold, in fact, that it
had numbed his middle to the extent that he hadn't immediately felt the chill of it. Shivers coursed through him. He clenched his jaws to prevent his
teeth from chattering and thereby alerting the man in the chair. Although he never took his eyes off the comer, Junior became preoccupied with
trying to puzzle out what was draped across his midsection. The mysterious observer made him sufficiently nervous that he couldn't order his
thoughts as well as usual, and the effort to prevent the shivers from shaking a sound out of him only further interfered with his ability to reason.
The longer that he was unable to identify the frigid object, the more alarmed he became. He almost cried out when into his mind oozed an image of
Naomi's dead body, now past the whitest shade of pale, as gray as the faint light at the window and turning pale green in a few places, and cold, all
the heat of life gone from her flesh, which was not yet simmering with any of the heat of decomposition that would soon enliven it again..Waking
from a bad dream, he sometimes thought he heard the ratcheting of gear-wheel feet. The scrape and creak of rusted iron joints. The clink of
rake-tine fingers rattling against one another..Once in a while, however, he reverted to his roots, to the food that gave him comfort. Thus, the
cheeseburger and its decadent accoutrements..Babies of unwed mothers-especially of dead unwed mothers, and especially of dead unwed mothers
whose fathers were ministers unable to endure public mortification-were routinely put up for adoption. Since Seraphim had given birth here, the
baby would be-no doubt already had been-adopted by a San Francisco-area family..The cemetery had been mown for the holiday. The scent of
fresh cut grass grew more intense the longer Agnes met her son's radiant green-blue gaze, until the fragrance became exquisitely sweet..Agnes
supposed Jacob trembled in anticipation of the crash of an airliner or at least a light aircraft. Edom might be calculating the odds that this serene
place-at this specific hour-would be the impact point for one of those planet-killing asteroids that reputedly wiped most life off the earth every few
hundred thousand years or so..Celestina dropped to one knee in front of Angel, to tie the drawstrings of the hood under the girl's chin..Fortunately,
just as he was about to declare his gut feelings to his superior and risk dismissal, he saw his potential patient. At fifteen, Seraphim was
breathtakingly beautiful, in her own way as striking as Naomi, and instinct told Junior that the chance of being physically or morally polluted by
her was negligible..Hound meant well in sending the young man to Samory, but he did not understand the quality of Otter's will. Nor did Otter
himself. He was too used to obeying others to see that in fact he had always followed his own bent, and too young to believe that anything he did
could kill him..Fed up with them and with this exhibition, Junior half wished that he would again be stricken by violent nervous emesis. Even in his
suffering, he would enjoy spraying these insistently appealing canvases with the reeking ejecta of his gut: criticism of the most pungent
nature..Testing Celestina's nerves as fully as Barty had tested his mother's, Angel pulled-levered -shinnied-swung herself so fast up through the
tree, arriving at the boy's side while red streaks still enlivened a sky that was repainting itself purple. She stood in the crook of limbs with him, and
her delighted laughter rang down through the cathedral oak. 1975 through 1978: Hare ran from Dragon, Snake fled from Horse, and '78 bounced to
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the beat, because disco ruled. The reborn Bee Gees dominated the airwaves. John Travolta had the look. Rhodesian rebels, grasping the dangers
inherent in any battle between equals, had the manful courage to slaughter unarmed women missionaries and schoolgirls. Spinks won the title from
Ali, and Ali won it back from Spinks..And there are songs, old lays and ballads from small islands and from the quiet uplands of Havnor, that tell
the story of those years..For reasons of mice and dust, doors at the Lampion house were never left ajar, let alone open this wide..The birthmarked
man identified himself as Detective Thomas Vanadium. He did not use the familiar, diminutive form of his name, as had the doctor, and his voice
was as uninflected as his face was flat and homely..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..As long as Junior continued to fake sleep, the cop couldn't be absolutely sure that any deception was taking place..He hurt too much to
recover quickly and take advantage of the woman's brief vulnerability. Clambering to his feet, he backed away from her and fumbled in a pocket
for spare cartridges..When Victoria finally calmed her racing heart, she returned the spoon to the tray on the nightstand, stoppered the carafe, and
said, "That's enough for now, Mr. Cain. In your condition, even too much I melted ice might trigger renewed vomiting."."Take care he doesn't turn
your belt on you with a spell!" said his uncle..Through her efforts, the Bright Beach Public Library sponsored an amibitious oral-history project
financed by two private foundations and by an annual strawberry festival. Local retirees were enlisted to record the stories of their lives, so that
their experiences, insights, and knowledge wouldn't be lost to generations yet unborn.."I doubted myself more than God, though Him, too. I had
those boys' blood on my hands. They were mine to protect, and I failed."."Oh? Do they rent their house out to pirates with little pirate children,
clowns with little clown children?".Lord, help me here. Give me this one, just this one, and I'll follow thereafter where I'm led. I'll always thereafter
be your instrument, but please, please, GIVE ME THIS CRAZY EVIL SON OF A BITCH!.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..From the corn soup to the baked ham to the
plum pudding, he did not speak of his dry walk in wet weather..Naked, dripping, he roamed the apartment. As on the night of December 13, the
voice seemed to arise from thin air: ahead of him, then behind him, to the right, but now to the left..Letting go of Maria, lowering her hand to her
heart, Agnes said, "I want to see him." After making the sign of the cross, Maria said, "They must to have keeped him in the eggubator until he is
not dangerous. When the nurse comes, I will make her to tell me when the baby is to be safe. But I can't be leave you. I watch. I watch over.".The
Rolex. Because most of the trash in the huge bin was bagged, finding the watch would be easier than Junior had feared..Behind them, the door
rebounded forcefully from a rubber-tipped stopper and closed with a thud. The lock wasn't engaged, however, and they might be interrupted
momentarily.."A ship without an anchor can never be at rest," he answered. "It's at the mercy of the sea.".For a while he thought the fear would end
only when he perished from it, but eventually it faded, and in its place poured forth self-pity from a bottomless well. Self-pity, of course, is the
ideal fuel for anger; which was why, pursuing the Buick through fog, climbing now toward Pacific Heights, Junior was in a murderous rage. By the
time he reached Cain's bedroom, Tom Vanadium recognized that the austere decor of the apartment had probably been inspired by the minimalism
that the wife killer had noted in the detective's own house in Spruce Hills. This was an uncanny discovery, troubling for reasons that Vanadium
couldn't entirely define, but he remained convinced that his perception was correct..As they savored the icy martinis, she asked about the client, and
Nolly said, "He bought the story. I won't be seeing him again.".Kathleen expected this would prove to be true. She herself was not frightened by
Thomas Vanadium's appearance; but then she had been prepared for it before she first saw him. And she wasn't a murderer, fearful of retribution, to
whom this particular face would seem like Judgment personified.."Who?" she shouted, though they were perched side by side on a black-leather
love seat..Risking all, he turned his back on her and fled, and in spite of his expectations to the contrary, she allowed him to escape..Junior had
expected these singular creatures, and he needed them to be as monstrous as they had always been in the past. Nonetheless, he shrank back against
his pillows in dismay when they exploded into the hospital room. Their faces were as fierce as those of painted cannibals coming off a fast. They
gestured emphatically, spitting expletives along with tiny bits of lunch dislodged from their teeth by the force of their condemnations.."Can't pay us
as well as Losen does. But we could live," Otter argued..Edom and Jacob flanked the gurney, each gripping one of Barty's feet through the sheet
that covered them, escorting him with the same stony determination that you saw on the faces of the Secret Service agents who bracketed the
President of the United States..With the dead woman's guest on the way, minutes were precious. Attention to detail was essential, however,
regardless of how much time was required to properly stage the little tableau that might disguise murder as a domestic accident..OTTER WAS
THE SON of a boatwright who worked in the shipyards of Havnor Great Port. His mother gave him his country name; she was a farm woman from
Endlane village, around northwest of Mount Onn. She had come to the city seeking work, as many came. Decent folk in a decent trade in troubled
times, the boatwright and his family were anxious not to come to notice lest they come to grief. And so, when it became clear that the boy had a
gift of magery, his father tried to beat it out of him.."I knew," said Wally, braking for a red traffic light, "that you'd be thinking of Phimie now, and
thinking of her would lead you to your father's words, because as short as her life might have been, Phimie was a Bartholomew. She left her
mark.".When her hand went limp in Celestina's, her body sagged, too, and her eyes were no longer either focused or rolling wildly. They
shimmered into stillness, darkled with death, as the cardiac monitor sang the one long note that signified flatline..Agnes, Celestina, and Grace were
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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.."I'm not sure which is more unusual-the site of the eruption, the number of boils, or the size of
them.".Heaven, and his words touched a tenderness in her, overlaying an arc of pain across the curve of her smile.."Making too many wrong
choices," Grace White said, "produces too many branches-a gnarled, twisted, ugly growth.".The time had come for him to think more seriously
about his situation and his future. Self-improvement remained a laudable goal, but his efforts needed to be more focused..Her hands shook as she
counted out the fare and the tip from her wallet. "I'm scared sick. Maybe you should just take me right back home.".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..Luck favored Paul: The hero was here, having breakfast. He and two other men were deep in conversation at a comer table..After the
stupid bastards read a newspaper or smoked a few cigarettes, they finally broke down the door. Satisfyingly dramatic: the crack of splintering
wood, the crash..As Barty climbed to the porch without benefit of the railing and held out his right hand, Paul Damascus said, "Tom, we're
wondering if Barty can extend to you the protection he gives to Angel in the rain. Maybe he can ... since the three of you share this ... this
awareness, this insight, or whatever you want to call it. But he won't know until he tries."."Sure they do," said Wally as he unlocked the two
deadbolts. "But you gotta be twenty-one years old to get a license for one.".He'd never taken too much from any one game. He was a discreet thief,
charming his victims with amusing patter. Because he was so ingratiating and seemed only mildly lucky, no one begrudged him his winnings.
Soon, he was more flush than he'd ever been as a magician..He considered calling her, but he didn't know what he would say if she answered..An
exceptionally attractive woman, alone at the bar, stirred his desire. Glossy black hair: the tresses of night itself, shorn from the sky.This was a
memory, not a real voice. Even after you became an accomplished meditator, the mind resisted this degree of blissful oblivion and tried to sabotage
it with aural and visual memories..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..The friendship, the work, and not least of all the sense of
home and belonging that everyone felt within minutes of crossing Agnes's threshold-these things appealed to Celestina and Grace. But they didn't
want Paul to feel that his hospitality was unappreciated..She was forty-three, so young to have left such a mark upon the world. Yet more than two
thousand people attended her funeral service-which was conducted by clergymen of seven denominations-and the subsequent procession to the
cemetery was so lengthy that some people had to park a mile away and walk. The mourners streamed across the grassy hills and among the
headstones for the longest time, but the presiding minister did not begin the graveside service until all had assembled. None here showed
impatience at the delay. Indeed, when the final prayer was said and the casket lowered, the crowd hesitated to depart, lingering in the most unusual
way, until Barty realized that like he himself, they half expected a miraculous resurrection and ascension, for among them had so recently walked
this one who was without stain.."If her blood pressure stabilizes through the night," Dr. Daines continued, "I want her to undergo a cesarean at
seven in the morning. The danger of eclampsia passes entirely after birth. I'd like to refer Phimie to Dr. Aaron Kaltenbach. He's a superb
obstetrician.".In the first two weeks, when she wasn't on pie caravans, Agnes received guests in numbers that taxed her. But there were so many
people she wanted to see one last time. She fought hard, giving the disease all the what-for that she could, and she held fast to hope, but she
received the visitors nonetheless, just in case..Prosser-fifty-six, a widower, an accountant-had a thirty-year-old daughter, Zelda, who was an
attorney in San Francisco. Junior had driven to Terra Linda previously, to research the accountant; he already knew Prosser had no connection to
Seraphim's fateful child.."And you give yourself far too little credit," Salk continued gently. "There's no doubt in my mind that Perri was a hero.
But she was married to a hero, as well.".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..Frequently, these days, she found herself explaining aspects of life to Barty that
she hadn't expected to discuss for years to come. She wondered how she could make him understand this: Life can be so sweet, so full, that
sometimes happiness is nearly as intense as anguish, and the pressure of it in the heart swells close to pain..Finally, only thirty miles south of
Spruce Hills, he reluctantly acknowledged that slow deep breathing, positive thoughts, high self esteem, and firm resolve weren't sufficient to
subdue his treacherous bowels. He needed to find lodging for the night. He didn't care about a swimming pool or a king-size bed, or a free
continental breakfast. The only amenity that mattered was indoor plumbing..Beseechingly, with no intention of intimacy, he took Celestina's hands
in his. "For years, as an obstetrician, I brought life into the world, but I didn't know what life was, didn't grasp the meaning of it, that it even had
meaning. Before Rowena, Harry, and Danny went down in that airplane, I was already ... empty. After losing them, I was worse than empty.
Celestina, I was dead inside. Phimie gave me hope. I can't repay her, but I can do something for her daughter and for you, if you'll let me.".Agnes
called their two-car parade a Christmas caravan, which appealed to Barty's sense of magic and adventure. Repeatedly he turned in his seat and rose
to his knees to look back at his uncle Edom, waving vigorously..Turning away from the window, Celestina grabbed the girl and pushed her toward
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the bed, whispering, "Down, under.".The upper end of the bed was elevated. Otherwise, Agnes would not have been able to see the room, for she
was too weak to raise her head from the pillows..Against the backdrop of granite monuments, Kaitlin hulked like a moldering presence from
Beyond, risen out of a rotting box to take vengeance on the living..Alone again with Wally, Celestina said, "They told me that once you regained
consciousness, I can only visit ten minutes at a time, and not that often, either.".A shock-haired, bright-eyed woman with a candle bound to her
forehead set down her pick to show Otter a little cinnabar in a bucket, brownish red clots and crumbs. Shadows leapt across the earth face at which
the miners worked. Old timbers creaked, dirt sifted down. Though the air ran cool through the darkness, the drifts and levels were so low and
narrow the miners had to stoop and squeeze their way. In places the ceilings had collapsed. Ladders were shaky. The mine was a terrifying place;
yet Otter felt a sense of shelter in it. He was half sorry to go back up into the burning day..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 small hands in both of hers. "I'll be waiting. You'll never be without me."."Yeah, they think we're with Candid Camera.
So Jimmy points to this United Parcel truck parked across the street and says the cameras are in there."
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