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IN THE NIGHT GARDEN GOODNIGHT IGGLEPIGGLE
He was nearly forty years old, and a life spent fearing nature could not be turned easily into a romance with her. Some nights he still stared at the
ceiling, unable to sleep, waiting for the Big One, and he avoided walks on the shore in respect of deadly tsunamis. From time to time, he visited his
brother's grave and sat on the grass by the headstone, reciting aloud the gruesome details of deadly storms and catastrophic geological events, but
he found that he had also absorbed from Jacob some of the statistics related to serial killers and to the disastrous failures of manmade structures and
machines. These visits were pleasantly nostalgic. But he always came with roses, too, and brought news of Barty, Angel, and other members of the
family. When Paul sold his house to move in with Agnes, Tom Vanadium settled into Jacob's former apartment, now a fully retired cop but not yet
ready to return to a life of the cloth. He assumed the management chores of the family's expanding community work, and he oversaw the
establishment of a tax-advantaged charitable foundation. Agnes provided a list of fine-sounding and self-effacing names for this organization, but a
majority vote rejected all her suggestions and, in spite of her embarrassment, settled on Pie Lady Services.."If you ranted at him about earthquakes,
tornadoes, erupting volcanoes, and all that stuff, how could he mistake you for me?".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..Frequently, people told Agnes that she should find an agent for Barty, as he was
wonderfully photogenic; modeling and acting careers, they assured her, were his for the asking. Though her son was indeed a fine-looking lad,
Agnes knew he wasn't as exceptionally handsome as many perceived him to be. Rather than his looks, what made Barty so appealing, what made
him seem extraordinarily good-looking, were other qualities: an unusual gracefulness for a child, such a physical easiness in every movement and
posture that it seemed as though some curious personal relationship with time had allowed him twenty years to become a three-year-old; an
unfailingly affable temperament and quick smile that possessed his entire face, including his mesmerizing green blue eyes. Perhaps most affecting
of all, his remarkable good health was expressed in the lustrous sheen of his thick hair, in the golden-pink glow of his summer-touched skin, in
every physical aspect of him, until there were times when he seemed radiant..In early May, he sought self-improvement by taking French lessons.
The language of love..If either of them suspected that she was lying, it was Edom. He looked puzzled, but he didn't pursue the issue..By the time he
got to the cooler, he could see this wasn't smoke, after all. It dissipated too quickly. Cool against his hand. The cold steam from dry ice..In time, his
hand tightened feebly on hers. And a while after that hopeful sign, his eyelids fluttered, opened..White as a Viking winter, these magnificent
choppers, and as straight as the kernel rows in the corn on Odin's high table. Superb occlusal surfaces. Exquisite incisor ledges. Bicuspids of
textbook formation nestled in perfect alignment between molars and canines.."Why do they let a man like that keep his badge?" Junior asked. "He's
outrageous, wholly unprofessional.".Although Dr. Lipscomb spoke almost as softly as the long-winded pianist, and though the physician's narrow
face was homely and devoid of any trace of violent temperament, Neddy Gnathic flinched from him and retreated across the threshold, into the
hallway..he had sat here with a pencil, making shopping lists. Now, instead of a pencil, there was the Italian-made .22 pistol..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..Grace dropped the phone. Harrison let the frosting knife slip out of his fingers..He repressed the
scream, however, because he sensed that if he gave voice to it, he wouldn't be able to silence himself for a long long time.."Your mother's an artist.
Besides, you wouldn't want to put poor Mrs. Ornwall out of a job, would you?".a deeply troubled John Wayne while the delightful David Niven
floated along overhead in a basket suspended from a huge, colorful hot-air balloon..Finally Vanadium said, "According to the lab report, the baby
she was carrying was almost certainly yours.".Maria Elena Gonzalez-no longer a seamstress in a dry-cleaners, but proprietor of Elena's Fashions, a
small dress shop one block off the town square-joined Agnes, Barty, Edom, and Jacob on Christmas.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..By the grace of Caesar Zedd and Remy Martin, Junior
eventually slipped into undulant currents of sleep, and as he drifted away on those velvet tides, he took some solace from the thought that come
what may, December 29 would be a better day than December 28..The moment that the roof of the car vanished beneath the water, Junior hurried
away, retracing on foot the route he had driven. He didn't have to go all the way back to Vanadium's place, only to the dark house where he'd left
Victoria Bressler. He had a date with a dead woman.."I'll never forget it," Dr. Salk promised. With his attention still on Perri's pictures, he said,
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"But I'm afraid you give me far too much credit. I'm no superman. I didn't do the work alone. So many dedicated people were
involved.".Regardless of her other successes or failures as a parent, Agnes intended to make certain that Barty never lacked hope, that meaning and
purpose flowed through the boy as constantly as blood..of Zedd constituted the most thoughtful, most rewarding, most reliable guide to life to be
found anywhere. When Junior was Confused or troubled, he turned to Caesar Zedd and never failed to find enlightenment, guidance. When he was
happy, he found in Zedd the welcome reassurance that it was all right to be successful and to love oneself.After a little silence Otter said, "Thanks."
And he looked up at Hound, one brief, questioning, judging glance..Celestina, surprised by Lipscomb's arrival, was still mentally numb from
Neddy's harangue. "Doctor, I didn't know you were coming.".Out of the car, along the sidewalk, up the steps, from Mercedes to mist to murder.
Pistol in his right hand, lock-release gun in his left, three knives in sheaths strapped to his body..Exactly. The shock. The devastating loss. Junior
felt it now, anew, and was afraid he might betray himself with tears, although he seemed to be done with vomiting..The announcement poster
seemed enormous, huge, far bigger than she remembered it, crazily-recklessly large. By its very size, it challenged critics to be cruel, dared the
fates to celebrate her triumph by shaking the city to ruin right now, in the quake of the century. She wished Helen Greenbaum had opted, instead,
for a few lines of type on an index card, taped to the glass.."But the breed is nervous, dear. With a nervous breed, you just never know, do
you?.Abruptly, Junior Cain turned away from the tower, from the body of his lost love, dropped to his knees, and vomited. Vomited more
explosively than he had ever done in the depths of the worst sickness of his life. Bitter, thick, grossly out of proportion to the simple lunch that he
had eaten, up came a dreadfully reeking vomitus. He was untroubled by nausea, but his abdominal muscles contracted painfully, so tightly that he
thought he would be cinched in two, and up came more, and still more, spasm after spasm, until he spewed a thin gruel green with bile, which
surely had to be the last of it, but was not, for here was more bile, so acidic that his gums burned from contact with it--Oh God, please no-still
more. His entire body heaving. Choking as he aspirated a piece of something vile. He squeezed his watering eyes shut against the sight of the flood,
but he could not block out the stench..Putting one hand on the object to which she referred, Barty said, "Mom and I were listening to a book when
you got here. This is a talking book.".Although he harbored no fear of coming under suspicion for the murder of Victoria Bressler, he intended to
leave Spruce Hills this very night. No future existed for him in such a sleepy backwater. A wider world awaited, and he had earned the right to
enjoy all that it could offer him..use it. The cop was no threat to the English army, as Joan had been, but as far as Junior was concerned, the creep
most definitely deserved to be burned at the stake..Junior wasn't interested in Vietnam anymore, and he wasn't in the least troubled by the other
news. These two years were disturbing to him only because of Thomas Vanadium..He gently drew the covers over his wife's ruined body, to her
thin shoulders, but arranged her right arm on top of the blankets. He straightened and smoothed the folded-back flap of the top sheet..During the
girl's final appointment, Junior discovered she would be home alone that same night, her parents at a function she wasn't required to attend. She
appeared to reveal this inadvertently, quite innocently; however, Junior was a bloodhound when it came to smelling seduction, regardless of how
subtle the scent..A cold wind raised a haunting groan as it harried itself around and around in the bronze hollow of the bell atop the church steeple,
shook dead needles from the evergreens, and resisted Paul's progress with what seemed to be malicious intent. Miles ago, between the towns of
Brookings and Pistol River, he had decided that he wouldn't again walk this far north at this time of year, even if the guidebooks did claim that the
Oregon coast was a comparatively temperate zone in winter..Leaning forward from his armchair, white hair as radiant as the wings of cherubim,
Obadiah waved one misshapen hand over the deck, never closer than ten inches to the cards. "Now please spread them out in a fan on the table,
facedown."."No," said Vanadium, "you only think you know who I am and what I am, but you don't know anything. That's all right. You'll
learn.".They wanted to go up to Barty's room, but she refused them, because there was nothing more they could do for the boy than they had done
for her. "He wants to finish reading Starman Jones, and I'm not letting anything interfere with that. We're leaving for Newport Beach at seven in the
morning, and you can see him then.".Between his surgeries and for many months thereafter, Vanadium had devoted his energies to speech therapy,
physical rehabilitation, and the concoction of periodic torments for Enoch Cain, which Simon Magusson was able to implement, every few months,
through Nolly and Kathleen. The idea wasn't to bring Cain to justice by torturing his conscience, since he'd allowed his conscience to atrophy a
long time ago, but to keep him unsettled and thereby magnify the impact of his first face-to-face encounter with the resurrected Vanadium..The
restaurant wasn't fancy. A coffee shop. Aromatic bacon sizzling, eggs frying. The warm cinnamony smell of fresh pastries, the bracing scent of
strong coffee. Clean, bright surroundings..From the door to the sink, nervously fishing a plastic pharmacy bottle out of a coat pocket, Junior
counseled himself to remain calm. Slow deep breaths. What's done is done. Live in the future. Act, don't react. Focus. Look for the bright
side..Although first-rate, the surgical team wasn't able to reattach the badly torn extremity. Tissue damage was too extensive to permit delicate
bone, nerve, and blood-vessel repair.."It's a boy," Joey assured her, as though he had been given a vision. Thick blood sluiced across his lower lip,
down his chin, bright arterial blood. "Baby, no," she pleaded..She slept for a while, waking to a prayer spoken softly but fervently in Spanish..The
voice had come not from the armchair in the corner, but from immediately beside the bed..Celestina nodded, unable to respond to the aide's
kindness. Sometimes kindness can shatter as easily as soothe..He managed to hold the towel around his foot, but it grew dark red and disgustingly
mushy..As the nurse gave Junior the injection, Parkhurst said, "You're an exceptionally sensitive man, Enoch. That's a quality to be much admired
in an often unfeeling world. But in your current condition, your sensitivity is your worst enemy."."Seems like," Vanadium agreed. "So a man like
Cain obsesses on one thing after another-sex, money, food, power, drugs, alcohol, anything that seems to give meaning to his days, but that
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requires no real self-discovery or self-sacrifice. Briefly, he feels complete. However, there's no substance to what he's filled himself with, so it soon
evaporates, and then he's empty again.".Thick fog distorted all sense of time and place. At each end of the block, pearly hazes of light marked
intersections with main streets but didn't illuminate this narrower passage in between. A few security lamps-bare bulbs under inverted-saucer
shades or caged in wire--indicated the delivery entrances of some businesses, but the dense white shrouds veiled and diffused these, as well, until
they were no brighter than gaslights..The social worker's office once more. Rain tapping lightly at the window where Dr. Lipscomb had stared
intently into the fog as he tried to avoid confronting the life-changing revelation that Phimie, speaking with the special knowledge of the
once-dead, had shown him..The muscles of his legs grew as hard as any of the landscapes that he trod. Granite thighs; calves like marble, roped
with veins..Junior felt a little lightheaded. He felt strange. He hoped he wasn't coming down with the flu..Evidently, the hero was accustomed to
encounters of this nature. He rose, pulled out the unused fourth chair. "Please sit with us.".He went upstairs to change out of his dark blue suit and
badly scuffed black shoes..Aftermath was not important. Only movement mattered. Just forget the busload of nuns smashed on the tracks, and stay
with the onrushing train. Keep moving, looking forward, always forward..He was able to search five pages at a sitting before his head began to
ache. He'd been putting in two sessions each day, starting this past Tuesday. Four thousand names a day. Sixteen thousand total when he finished
the fifth of this evening's pages..With the stocky detective looming, Junior wasn't able to stroke his imagination into an erotic mood. In his mind's
eye, Victoria's ample bosom remained concealed behind a starched white uniform.."We have reason to believe that the man who raped your sister
is stalking you.".The telephone was operative, and Vanadium dialed the number of the building superintendent, Sparky Vox. Sparky had an
apartment in the basement, on the upper of two subterranean floors, adjacent to the garage entrance..Junior suspected Magusson never had any
client but himself. Fat fees motivated him, not justice..Out of a sphinx face, Obadiah conjured a smile that lifted the point of his white goatee when
he turned his head to look at Edom. "Ah ... so long ago," he murmured, as though speaking to himself. "So long ago ... but I remember now." He
winked at Edom..Following little Bartholomew's murder, however, people might remember the man who had been asking after the mother,
Celestina. Junior wasn't just any man, either; irresistibly handsome, he left an indelible impression on people, especially on women. Inevitably, the
cops would be knocking on his door, sooner or later.."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..But with the silencer attached, the pistol was useful only for close-up work. After
passing through a sound-suppressor, the bullet would exit the muzzle at a lower than usual velocity, perhaps with an added wobble, and accuracy
would drop drastically at a distance..The cheerful tides of friends and neighbors, over the years, had washed away nearly all the stains that the dark
rage of Agnes's father had impressed on these rooms. She hoped her brothers might eventually see that hatred and anger are only scars upon a
beach, while love is the rolling surf that ceaselessly smooths the sand.."Supposing he's senile, wouldn't he possibly think you were his long- lost
brother or someone?"."I see. Sometimes. Just quick. For like a blink. Like when you stand between two mirrors. You know?".Because she'd
enjoyed some limited use of her right arm, it was less wasted than her left, although not normal. Paul pulled down that sleeve of her pajamas..Two
cranks operated the winch.. The mortician and his assistant turned the handles in unison, and as the mechanism creaked softly, the casket slowly
descended into the hole..Instead, he focused on the hand in the flashlight beam: four long, thin, chalk-white digits bent to the heel; thumb thrust up
stiffly, as though Neddy hoped to hitchhike out of the Dumpster, out of death, and back to his piano in the cocktail lounge on Nob Hill..On the high
marsh-Dragonfly-A description of Earthsea..Two of her largest and best paintings were in the show windows, dramatically lighted. They were
dazzling. They were dreadful. They were beautiful. They were hideous..He was having difficulty focusing his attention on the problem at hand.
Through his mind, odd and disconnected thoughts rolled like slow, greasy, eye-of-the-hurricane waves on an ominous sea..Although Vanadium had
been morally certain about the identity of his assailant, intuition without evidence was not sufficient to stir the authorities into action-not against a
man on whom the state and county had settled $4,250,000 in the matter of his wife's mortal fall. They would appear either to be incompetent in the
investigation of Naomi Cain's death or to be pursuing Enoch in the new matter out of sheer vindictiveness. Without stacks of evidence, the political
risks of acting on a policeman's instinct were too great..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'm not the first to observe that much of what quantum mechanics reveals about
the nature of reality is uncannily compatible with faith, specifically with the concept of a created universe. Several fine physicists have written
about this before me. As far as I am aware, however, the notion that human relationships reflect quantum mechanics is fresh with this book: Every
human life is intricately connected to every other on a level as profound as the subatomic level in the physical world; underlying every apparent
chaos is strange order; and "spooky effects at a distance," as the quantum-savvy put it, are as easily observed in human society as in atomic,
molecular, and other physical systems. In this story, Tom Vanadium must simplify and condense complex aspects of quantum mechanics into a few
sentences in a single chapter, because although he isn't aware that he's a fictional character, he is obliged to be entertaining. I hope that any
physicists reading this will have mercy on him.."I really am sorry about this," Junior said, regretting the necessity to deny her the right to look good
at her own funeral, "but it's got to appear to be a crime of passion.".The previous day, Jacob and Edom had driven back to Bright Beach, to prepare
for Barty's arrival. Now they hurried down the back porch steps and across the lawn, as Maria followed the driveway past the house and parked
near the detached garage at the rear of the deep property..Jacob cooked corn bread, cheese-and-parsley omelettes, and crisp home fries with a dash
of onion salt..He supposed Victoria might have a visitor. Perhaps a relative or a girlfriend. Not a man. No. She knew who her man was, and she
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would have no other while she waited for the chance to surrender to him and to consummate the relationship that had begun with the spoon and the
ice in the hospital ten days previously..He picked up Angel, picked up Barty. "Hold on." He carried them out of the room, down the stairs, out of
the house, to the yard under the great tree, where they would wait for the police, and where they would not see Jacob's body when the coroner
removed it by way of the front door..His profession was cocktail piano, though he didn't have to earn a living at it. He had inherited a fine
four-story house in a good neighborhood of San Francisco and also a sufficient income from a trust fund to meet his needs if he avoided
extravagance. Nevertheless, he worked five evenings a week in an elegant lounge in one of the grand old hotels on Nob Hill, playing highly refined
drinking songs for tourists, businessmen from out of town, affluent gay men who stubbornly continued to believe in romance in an age that valued
flash over substance, and unmarried heterosexual couples who were working up a buzz to ensure that their rigorously planned adulteries would
seem glamorous.."Not that trains are any better. Look at the Bakersfield crash back in '60. Santa Fe Chief, out of San Francisco, smashed into an
oil-tank truck. Seventeen people crushed, burned in a river of fire.".Aware of the mortician's new edginess, Jacob was convinced that his initial
distrust of Panglo was justified. This twitchy little guy seemed to have something to hide. Jacob didn't have to be a cop to recognize nervousness
born of guilt..Each booth was at a large window, and each window provided a view of the street. Vanadium wasn't out there, watching from the
sidewalk, either: no glimpse of his pan-flat face shining in the December sun..Finally he switched on the light, and illuminated Neddy at ease, silent
in death as never in life: lying on his back, head turned to the right, swollen tongue lolling obscenely..As Tom Vanadium studied the stained and
ravaged wall again, a cold and quivery uneasiness settled insectivally onto his scalp and down the back of his neck, quickly bored into his blood,
and nested in his bones. He had the terrible feeling that he was not dealing with a known quantity anymore, not with the twisted man he'd thought
he understood, but with a new and even more monstrous Enoch Cain. Carrying the tote bag full of Angel's dolls and coloring books, Wally crossed
the sidewalk ahead of Celestina and climbed the front steps..Even at this post midnight hour, the lounge would sometimes be as crowded with
worried loved ones as at any other time of the day. This morning, however, the only life under the threat of the scythe appeared to be Wally's; the
sole vigil being kept was for him..When he noticed that twilight had come and gone, he realized also that he'd walked through Bright Beach, along
Pacific Coast Highway, and south into the neighboring town. Perhaps ten miles..hooves. This was no demon child. Its father's evil was'nt visibly
reflected in its small."You look very, very handsome this morning, Mr. Barty, " squeaked Pixie Lee, who was something of a flirt. "You look like a
big movie star.Holding the pistol, fully extending his right arm in execution style, the gunman approached the fallen minister..To look entirely like
her name, she needed only white wings. He would give her wings: a short flight out the window, into the oak..Head lowered, as if his visit to Jacob
were a weight that bowed him, his attention was on the ground. Otherwise, he might not have noticed, might not have been halted by, the intricate
and beautiful pattern of sunlight and shadow over which he walked..Already the fortune foretold, which she had strived to dismiss as a game with
no consequences, was coming true.."So where he threw the quarter," Barty said, as Angel listened intently and nodded her head, "wasn't really into
Gunsmoke, 'cause that's not a place, it's just a show. See, maybe he threw it into a place where I'm not blind, or into a place where he doesn't have
that messed-up face, or a place where for some reason you never came here today. There's more places than anybody could ever count, even me,
and I can count pretty good. That's what you feel, right-all the ways things are?".No weekend had ever passed so quickly, and no midnight had ever
brought with it such dread..With remarkably little splash, the sedan eased into the water. Briefly it floated, bobbling near shore, tipped forward by
the weight of the engine. As the lake flooded in through the floor vents, the vehicle settled steadily-then sank rapidly when water reached the two
partially open windows..The girl smiled, as stunningly beautiful as he remembered her, but she was no longer fifteen, as she had been when last
he'd seen her. Since her death in childbirth nearly three years ago, she'd matured and grown lovelier than ever..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..Only two explanations occurred to him. First, bureaucracies
slavishly follow the rules even when the rules make no sense. Second, the Ugliest Private Detective in the World, Nolly Wulfstan, was an
incompetent dunce..The muffling fog quieted the city as much as obscured it, and the alley was surprisingly still. Many of the businesses were
closed for the night, and as far as Junior could discern, no delivery trucks or other vehicles were parked the length of the block..She wanted to tell
him not to say these queer things, not to talk this way, yet she couldn't speak those words. When Barty asked her why, as inevitably he would, she'd
have to say she was worried that something might be terribly wrong with him, but she couldn't express this fear to her boy, not ever. He was the
lintel of her heart, the keystone of her soul, and if he failed because of her lack of confidence in him, she herself would collapse into ruin.."Who
hired him to hex the ship, fool?".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..To see his newborn baby girl, Barty shared the sight of other Bartys,
and he so adored this little wrinkled Mary that he sustained his vision all day, until a thunderous migraine became too much to bear and a sudden
frightening slurring of speech drove him back to the comfort of blindness..Though Celestina was still holding Angel, Wally kissed her, and again it
was lovely, though shorter than before, and Angel said, "That's a messy kiss.".Darkrose and Diamond.He preferred to venture inside the house
while some lights remained on. He didn't want to be reduced to creeping stealthily in the dark through strange rooms: The very idea filled his guts
with shiver chasing shiver..The day before Christmas, along the California coast. Although sun gilded the morning, clouds gathered in the
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afternoon, but no snow would ease sled runners across these roofs..". . . then how come you couldn't walk where your eyes were healthy and leave
the tumors there," she remembered.."Or at least, if the police knew the truth at that time, they hadn't yet gone public with it. I had no reason to
mention it to you back then. I didn't even know Vanadium was missing.".Stepping forward, Agnes said, "When Barty holds my hand and walks me
through the rain, I get wet even while he stays dry. The same for all the rest of us here ... except Angel.".Sometimes, while shaving or combing his
hair, as he was looking in the bathroom or foyer mirror, Junior thought that he glimpsed a presence, dark and vaporous, less substantial than smoke,
standing or moving behind him. At other times, this entity seemed to be within the mirror. He couldn't focus on it, study it, because the moment he
became aware of the presence, it was gone.."I can't sleep half the time," Deed said, twisting the baseball cap in his hands. "I've lost weight, and I'm
so nervous, jumpy.".Hound smiled. "They haven't undone what you did yet, either," he said. "Old Whiteface was crawling all over her yesterday,
growling and muttering. Ordered the helm replaced." He meant Losen's chief mage, a pale man from the North named Gelluk, who was much
feared in Havnor..Regrettably, his radiant smile only emphasized, by contrast, the dire shortcomings of the face from which it beamed. Lumpish,
pocked, wart-stippled, darkened by a permanent beard shadow with a bluish cast, this countenance was beyond the powers of redemption possessed
by the best plastic surgeons in the world, which was no doubt why Nolly applied his resources strictly to dental work.
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