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ONNEXION WITH THE POLITICAL ECCLESIASTICAL AND LITERARY HISTORY OF HIS
Tom Vanadium's uninflected but curiously hypnotic voice, his pensive manner, his gray eyes so beautiful in that fractured face, his air of measured
melancholy, and his evident intelligence gave him a presence that was simultaneously as solid as a great mass of granite and yet
otherworldly.."Please try not to be alarmed, Miss White, but I have a patrol car on the way to your address."."He must've listened on the car radio,"
Agnes said, digging down into the layered days in her packed trunk of memories. "He was trying to get ahead of his work, so he'd be able to stay
around the house a lot during the week after the baby came. So he arranged to meet with some prospective clients even on Sunday. He was working
a lot, and I was trying to deliver my pies and meet my other obligations before the big day. We didn't have as much time together as usual, and
even as impressed as he must've been with the sermon, he never had a chance to tell me about it. The next-to-last thing he ever said to me was
'Bartholomew.' He wanted me to name the baby Bartholomew.".Halfway home, he heard sirens and saw the beacons of approaching emergency
vehicles. He pulled the Suburban to the side of the road and watched as two fire trucks passed, followed by an ambulance.."It's just that you never
know what anyone's hand has been up to recently," Jacob explained. "That respectable banker down the street might have thirty dismembered
women buried in his backyard. The nice church-going lady next door might be sleeping in the same bed with the rotting corpse of a lover who tried
to jilt her, and for a hobby she makes jewelry from the finger bones of preschool children she's tortured and murdered."."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..The
sound-suppressor didn't render the pistol entirely silent, but the three soft reports, each like a quiet cough muffled by a hand, wouldn't have carried
beyond the hallway..If Cain had been attracted to one woman by her looks, surely he would be attracted to the other. And perhaps the sisters shared
a quality other than beauty that drew Cain with even greater power. Innocence, perhaps, or goodness: both foods for a demon..She could have used
the chair. Sitting, however, she wouldn't be able to see his face..Eleven days had passed since Wally stopped three bullets. He still had a little
residual weakness in his arms, grew tired more easily than before he'd wound up on the wrong end of a pistol, complained of stiffness in his
muscles, and used a cane to keep his full weight off his wounded leg. The rest of the medical care he required, as well as physical rehabilitation,
could be had in Bright Beach as well as in San Francisco. By March, he should be back to normal, assuming that the definition of normal included
massive scars and an internal hollow space where once his spleen had been..Paul watched as Barty hopped down from his chair and crossed the
busy kitchen in a straight line to the wall phone, without one hesitant move..JUNIOR CAIN WANDERED among the Philistines, in the gray land
of conformity, seeking one-just one-refreshingly repellent canvas, finding only images that welcomed and even charmed, yearning for real art and
the vicious emotional whirlpool of despair and disgust that it evoked, finding instead only themes of uplift and images of hope, surrounded by
people who seemed to like everything from the paintings to the canapes to the cold January night, people who probably hadn't spent even one day
of their lives brooding about the inevitability of nuclear annihilation before the end of this decade, people who smiled too much to be genuine
intellectuals, and he felt more alone and threatened than eyeless Samson chained in Gaza..His Country Squire laden with cookies, plum cakes,
homemade caramel corn with almonds, and gifts, Edom drove directly home from Obadiah Sepharad's place, which had been their final stop. He
roared away as if trying to outrun tornadoes and tidal waves.."Your forgiveness won't make any of it right," he said, "nothing could, but it might
start to give me a little peace.".In a swirl of London Fog and righteous indignation, Neddy turned his back on Junior and drifted away through the
nibbling, nattering crowd..Clutching the blanket, she thought of the funerary lap robes that red the legs of the deceased in their caskets, for she felt
sometimes cove half dead. Both feet in this world-yet walking beside Joey on a strange road Beyond..With a nimbleness and an alacrity that a
lemur would have admired, the girl ascended to the first crotch..A moment later, in the corridor, as Nolly locked the door to his suite, Kathleen
linked her right arm through Vanadium's left. "Do I call you Detective Vanadium, Brother, or Father?".2000, the Year of the Dragon, gives way
without a roar to the Year of the Snake, and after the Snake comes the Horse. Day by day the work is done, in memory of those who have gone
before us, and embarked upon work of her own, young Mary is out there among you. For now, only her family knows how very special she is. On
one momentous day, that will change..Seraphim's child had been alive is long as Naomi had been dead, almost fifteen months. In fifteen months,
Junior should have located the little bastard and eliminated him..Barty stood in the rain, surrounded by the rain, pummeled by the rain, with the
rain. Saturated grass squished under his sneakers. The droplets, in their millions, didn't bend-slip-twist magically around his form, didn't hiss into
steam a millimeter from his skin. Yet he remained as dry as baby Moses floating on the river in a mother-made ark of bulrushes..Vanadium arrived
and stood beside Junior. His black suit was cheap, but it fit better than Rudy's..Pain again, but not a mere contraction. Such an excruciation,
unendurable. The hobnailed wheels ground through her once more, as though she were being broken on a medieval torture device..Nolly raised his
martini glass in a toast. "To Kathleen Klerkle Wulfstan, dentist and associate detective.".To achieve certain narrative effects, I've fiddled slightly
with the floor plan and the interior design of St. Mary's Hospital in San Francisco. In this story, the characters who work at St. Mary's are fictional
and are not modeled after anyone on the staff of that excellent institution, either past or present..obsessed with humanity's sorry penchant for
destroying itself either by intention or ineptitude--491 suffocated and burned alive on an evening meant for champagne and revelry.."I love you,
Daddy," she said, and put the palms of her hands flat against his temples..After Agnes read the final words on the final page, Barty was drunk on
speculation, chattering about what-might-have-happened-next to these characters that had become his friends. He talked nonstop while changing
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into his pajamas, while peeing, while brushing his teeth, and Agnes wondered how she would wind him down to sleep..The night seemed to be
longer than a Martian month. Agnes dozed, fitfully, waking more than once, sweaty and shaking, from a dream in which her son was taken from
her in pieces: first his eyes, then his hands, then his ears, his legs.....The spirit of Bartholomew . . . will find you ... and mete out the terrible
judgment that you deserve..Angel cocked her head and studied his left hand, which he had closed while opening his right. She pointed. "It's
there.".WALTER PANGLO, the only mortician in Bright Beach, was a sweet tempered wisp of a man who enjoyed puttering in his garden when he
wasn't planting dead people. He grew prize roses and gave them away in great bouquets to the sick, to young people in love, to the school librarian
on her birthday, to clerks who had been polite to him..Now that efforts were being made to control the preeclampsia, Dr. Daines had scheduled a
series of tests for the following day. He expected to recommend a cesarean section as soon as Phimie's e's blood pressure was reduced and
stabilized, but he didn't want to risk this surgery before determining what complications might have resulted from her restricted diet and the
compression of her abdomen..Paul recalled the letter he had written to Reverend Harrison White a couple weeks after the death of Joey Lampion.
He'd carried it home from the pharmacy on the day that Perri died, to ask for her opinion of it. The letter had never been mailed.."Bet I could, and
sell it, too," she said. "I might not be as good at it as I am at teeth, but I'd be better than some I've read.".When Renee, sweetly oblivious of her
looming doom, claimed to have inherited a sizable industrial-valve fortune, Junior thought she might be inventing the wealth or at least
exaggerating to make herself more desirable. But when he accompanied her back to her place, he discovered a level of luxury that proved she
wasn't a shop girl with fantasies..The owner's attitude softened somewhat with Junior's reference to the quarter, and softened even further when
together they returned to the counter to see the proof in the cheese. He went from righteous anger to abject apology..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..rearview mirror
was not hung with one of those tacky decorative deodorizers. The seats, regularly treated with leather soap, were softer and more supple than they
had been when the car had shipped out of.Nicholas Deed was not the knave. He had already brought all the ruin into their lives that he was going to
bring.."All under here's worked out long since" Licky said. And Otter had begun to be aware of the strange country under his feet: empty shafts and
rooms of dark air in the dark earth, a vertical labyrinth, the deepest pits filled with unmoving water. "Never was much silver, and the watermetal's
long gone. Listen, young'un, do you even know what cinnabar is?".break and conversation among the customers fell into a lull. When the bar phone
rang, though it was muted, he heard it at his table..In a sudden desperate burst of action, Junior tore at the dead man's closed hand, sprang open the
trap of fingers and palm-and did not find a quarter. Nor two dimes and a nickel. Nor five nickels. Nothing. Zip. Zero..Under Celestina's guidance,
the menfolk-Wally, Edom, Jacob, Paul, Tom-had packed cartons of canned and dry goods, plus numerous boxes of new spring clothing for the
children on their route. All those items had been loaded into the vehicles the previous evening..The bow business had started a few months ago.
Angel said she wanted to look pretty in her sleep, in case she met a handsome prince in her dreams..The sudden change of subject, from the airliner
crash to Phimie, confused Celestina..Tom had acted with the best intentions-but also with the intelligence and the good judgment that God had
given him and that he had spent a lifetime honing. Good intentions alone can be the cobblestones from which the road to Hell is built; however,
good intentions formed through much self-doubt and second-guessing, as Tom's always were guided by wisdom acquired from experience, are all
that can be asked of us. Unintended consequences that should have been foreseeable are, he knew, the stuff of damnation, but those that we can't
foresee, he hoped, are part of some design for which we can't be held responsible..Harmless though they were, the sight of them, swaddled and for
the most part concealed, first troubled him and then quickly brought him --inexplicably, irrationally, undeniably--to the trembling edge of outright
fear..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..Occasionally, when Junior returned home from a day of gallery hopping or an evening at a restaurant, Industrial
Woman-the artist's title-scared away his mellow mood. More than once, he'd cried out in alarm before realizing this was just his prized
Poriferan..Like a spring-loaded novelty snake erupting from a can, Junior exploded up from the chair, nearly knocking it over..An overflow crowd
of mourners had attended the services at St. Thomas's Church, standing shoulder to shoulder at the back of the nave, through the narthex, and
across the sidewalk outside, and now everyone appeared to have come to the cemetery, as well..Cain turned the pistol on Barty, but when Tom
charged, Cain swung toward him once more. The round that he fired would have been a crippler, maybe a killer, except that Angel launched herself
off the window seat behind Cain and gave him a hard shove, spoiling his aim. The killer stumbled and then shimmered..ONWARD THROUGH
THIS Monday, January 17, this momentous day, when the ending of one thing is the beginning of another..Drawing from a well of inspiration
deeper than instinct, Junior knew that if ever he crossed paths with a man named Bartholomew, he must be prepared to deal with him as
aggressively as he had dealt with Naomi. And without delay..Whereas Paul had been confounded in his desire to express his admiration for Salk, he
was able to speak about Perri at length and with ease. Her wit, her heart, her wisdom, her kindness, her beauty, he goodness, her courage were the
threads in a narrative tapestry that Pad could have continued weaving for all the rest of his days. Since her death, he hadn't been able to talk about
her with anyone he knew, because his friends tended to focus on him, on his suffering, when he wanted them only to understand Perri better, to
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realize what an exceptional person she had been. He wanted her to be remembered, after he was gone, wanted her grace and her fortitude to be
recalled and respected. She was too fine a woman to leave without a ripple in her wake, and the thought that her memory might pass away with
Paul himself was anguishing.."Thanks, Sparky, but not tonight. I'm thinking of taking a look around downstairs if old Nine Toes isn't stuck at home
tonight with a case of paralytic bladder.".Junior wasn't concerned that the shots would attract unwanted attention. These large rural properties and a
plenitude of muffling trees made it unlikely that the nearest neighbor would hear anything..Either Obadiah intuited Agnes's fear or he was
motivated by her kindness to reveal his method, after all. "I'm embarrassed to say what you saw wasn't real magician's work. Crude deception. I
chose the ace of diamonds exactly because it represents wealth in fortune-telling, so it's a positive card that people respond well to. The ace with
your boy's name was prepared beforehand, inserted face up toward the bottom of the deck, so a middle cut wouldn't reveal it.".straddles him,
driving big fists into his back, brutally into his sides. With high fences and hedgerows of Indian laurels.Using a clean rag that they had brought to
polish the engraved face of the memorial, Barty said, "Is he good with numbers like me?".Spruce Hills, but also those in the entire county, maybe
seventy or eighty thousand..In the six weeks since conception, she must have missed at least one menstrual period. She hadn't complained of
morning sickness, but surely she'd experienced it. It was highly unlikely that she'd been unaware of her condition..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..Onto
its roof now, the Pontiac spun as it slid, grinding loudly against the blacktop, and regardless of how determinedly Agnes held on, she was being
pulled out of her seat, toward the inverted ceiling and also backward. Her forehead knocked hard into the thin overhead padding, and her back
wrenched against the headrest..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..Junior wanted to kill her. Kill him. Whatever. But he sensed that Renee knew more than a little about dirty fighting and that
the outcome of a violent confrontation would not be easy to predict..He knocked the pepper shaker on its side, and then with a groan put it upright
once more..Agnes remained mystified by this talk, but a week before, in the rain-swept cemetery, she had learned there was substance to
it..Celestina wanted nothing to do with it, was offended by the very sight of it, and she.Smiling, pulling the blanket more tightly around herself, she
said, "You look after your old mom, don't you?".He had met her in a university adult-extension course tided "Increasing Self-Esteem Through
Controlled Screaming." Participants were taught to identify harmful repressed emotions and dissipate them through the authentic vocal imitations
of a variety of animals..Every time Junior glanced back, Vanadium was following his wake through the throng. Stocky but almost gliding. Grim
and grimmer. Hideous. And closer..Once he had toured the exhibition, managing not to shudder openly, he tried to hang out within hearing distance
of Celestina White, but without appearing to be listening with special intensity..Recognizing the danger of saying the wrong thing, the potential for
self-incrimination, Junior clenched his jaws and waited..The ball of sodden Kleenex was gripped so tightly in Junior's left hand that had its carbon
content been higher, it would have been compacted into a diamond. He saw Vanadium staring at his clenched fist and sharp white knuckles. He
tried to ease up on the wad of Kleenex, but he wasn't able to relent..But on March 23, 1966, after a bad date with Frieda Bliss, who collected
paintings by Jack Lientery, an important new artist, Junior had an experience that rocked him, added significance to the episode in the diner, and
made him wish he hadn't donated his pistol to the police project that melted guns into switchblades..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..Celestina threw down the weapon even before she turned, and as two cops entered the room, she cried, "He's getting away!"."Cash,"
Junior said. "I'll pay cash, with whatever amount of deposit is required.".The Selective Service physician quickly declared Junior to be maimed and
unfit. Quietly but with passion, Junior pleaded for a chance to prove his value to the armed forces, but the examiner was unmoved by patriotism,
interested only in keeping the cattle line of other potential draftees moving past him at a steady pace..He slid his plate aside. From a pocket, he
withdrew a quarter, which always served him as well with children as with murderers..Indeed, even the distinct fragrance of pulp paper, yellow
with age, was alone sufficient to start him fantasizing..She felt that she had failed her sister. She didn't know what more she could have done, but if
she'd been wiser and more insightful and more attentive, surely this terrible loss would not have come to pass..Yet through the summer of 1966,
following this call, he acted like a man who was haunted. A sudden draft, even if warm, chilled him and caused him to turn in circles, seeking the
source. In the middle of the night, the most innocent of sounds could scramble him from bed and send him on a search of the apartment, flinching
from harmless shadows and twitching at looming invisibilities that he imagined he saw at the edges of his vision..This show was hopeless,
disastrous, stupid, foolish, painful, lovely, wonderful, glorious, sweet..Junior suspected Magusson never had any client but himself. Fat fees
motivated him, not justice..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..Initially, lying drowsily in the sumptuous comfort of Pratesi cotton sheets with black silk piping, Junior assumed that he was in a twilight
state between wakefulness and sleep, and that the singing must be a lingering fragment of a dream. Although rising and falling, the voice remained
so faint that he didn't at once identify the tune, but when he recognized "Someone to Watch over Me," he sat up in bed and threw back the
covers..Her name was Victoria Bressler, and she was an attractive blonde. She would never have been serious competition For Naomi, because
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Naomi had been singularly stunning, but Naomi, after all, was gone.."-and when I get up off the street, my clothes are a mess, and I've got this
face.".The reverend said, "I'm sure you underestimate my parishioners, Celestina. They won't be scandalized. They'll open their hearts.".She.
Heretofore, Celestina hadn't given a thought to the gender of the baby, because, to her, it had been less a person than a thing..With a tenderness that
surprises and moves Celestina, the tall nurse closes the dead girl's eyes. She opens a fresh, clean sheet and places it over the body, from the feet up,
covering the precious face last of all..Angel raised her attention from the salt shaker to Tom's face, studied his scars for a moment, and said,
"No.".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..MONEY
FOR THE DEAD. The decomposing flesh of a beloved wife and an unborn baby transmuted into a fortune was an achievement that put to shame
the alchemists' dreams of turning lead to gold..Kathleen had never heard a religious calling described in such odd words as these, and she was
surprised, indeed, to hear a priest refer to God as "strange.".He raised one hand to halt the genteel debate. "The whole reason I stopped here first,
before taking you folks on to my place, is so I wouldn't have to bring your suitcases back after Agnes won you over. This is where you'll be
happiest, though you're always welcome if she tries to work you to death.".a scene out of a movie about Robin Hood: a battle with cudgels on a
slippery log bridge over a river. "Yes. I ... I'm still soaked with sweat.".Junior didn't care which explanation was correct. Only one thing mattered:
The Bartholomew hunt was at last nearing an end. On Wednesday, December 27, Junior met Google, the document forger, in a theater, during a
matinee of Bonnie and Clyde..Leashed like a dog, he walked along, sullen and shivering with sickness and rage. He stared around him, seeing the
stone tower, stacks of wood by its wide doorway, rusty wheels and machines by a pit, great heaps of gravel and clay. Turning his sore head made
him dizzy..As always, curious about how others lived-or, in this case, bad lived-Junior explored the house, poking in drawers and closets. For a
widower, Bartholomew Prosser was neat and well-organized.."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?".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..This momentous day, he
thought, and he shook with sudden terror at the inevitability of new beginnings..Uneasy nevertheless, Agnes went down the hall to her son's room
and found that he had fallen asleep sitting up, while reading. She slipped The Star Beast out of the tangle of his arms, marked his place with the
jacket flap, and put the book on the nightstand..When he got no response, he wedged the toe of his right loafer under the guy's chest and, with some
effort, rolled him onto his back..Celestina hardly knew Paul, and although he'd saved her mother's life, his offer raised a look of doubt from her.."I
believe I'll just wait here until Mr. Cain wakes," Vanadium said. "I've nothing more pressing to do.".The strange barrage of lightning, putting an
end to the rain rather than initiating it, had been a clue. The rapid clearing of the sky-indicating a stiff wind at high altitudes, while stillness
prevailed at ground level-a sudden plunge in the humidity, and an unseasonable warmth confirmed the coming catastrophe..KATHLEEN IN THE
candlelight, her ginger eyes a glimmer with images of the amber flame. Icy martinis, extra olives in a shallow white dish. Beyond the tableside
window, the legendary bay glimmered, too, darker and colder than Kathleen's eyes, and not a fraction as deep..Trying to ignore his phantom toe,
which itched furiously, he searched the apartment. He proceeded carefully, determined not to shoot himself in the foot accidentally this time..With
the successful consumption of the burger and with the addition of the third Sklent to his collection, Junior felt more upbeat than he'd been in quite a
while. Contributing to his better mood was the fact that he hadn't heard the phantom singer in longer than three months, since the library in
July.."The pepper tree had been whispering in the breeze, the roses nodding their bright heads. Now a stillness came into the cemetery, as if rising
from beneath the grass, from out of that city of the lost..Putting an arm around Paul's shoulders, Dr. Salk walked with him along a street lined with
eucalyptuses and Torrey pines, to a nearby pocket park. They sat on a bench in the sunshine and watched duck waddle on the shore of a man-made
pond..Agnes met them, pulling Grace and Angel to her side. Her eyes were bright with excitement. "Tom, you're a man of faith, even if you've
sometimes been troubled in it. Tell me what you make of all this.".Unable to continue Tehanu's story (because it hadn't happened yet) and foolishly
assuming that the story of Ged and Tenar had reached its happily-ever-after, I gave the book a subtitle: "The Last Book of Earthsea.".As she tucked
the bedclothes around him again, she said, "Barty, I don't think you should let anyone else see how you can walk in the rain without getting wet.
Not Edom and Jacob. Not anyone at all. And anything else special that you discover you can do ... we should keep it a secret between you and
me.".Shortly after four o'clock, here was Neddy, already spiffed for work in black tuxedo, pleated white shirt, and black bow tie, with a red bud
rose as a boutonniere, standing just inside the open door to Celestina White's studio apartment, holding forth in tedious detail as to the reasons why
she was in flagrant breach of her lease and obligated to move by the end of the month. The issue was Angel, lone baby in an otherwise childless
building: her crying (though she rarely cried), her noisy play (though Angel wasn't yet strong enough to shake a rattle), and the potential she
represented for damage to the premises (though she was not yet able to get out of a bassinet on her own, let alone go at the plaster with a ball-peen
hammer)..His words echoed back to her from July: My cold's just here, not every place I am.."I think we could wind up as crazy as he is, if we tried
long enough to puzzle out his twisted logic.".By "all of that," he meant the groceries that she and Joey often sent along with the pies, the occasional
mortgage payment they made for someone down on his luck, and the other quiet philanthropies..Agnes saw no arc of color from candle to candle,
and she thought that he must mean for her to look at the many cut-crystal wineglasses and water glasses, in which the lambent flames were
mirrored. Here and there, the prismatic effect of the crystal rended reflections of the flames into red-orange-yellow-green-blue-indigo-violet
narrated-in-connexion-with-the-political-ecclesiastical-and-literary-history-of-his-time-volume-2.pdf
Page 4/7

Narrated In Connexion With The Political Ecclesiastical And Literary History Of His Time Volume 2

spectrums that danced along beveled edges..greatest fright of his life. He jumped inside his skin, and his heart knocked, knocked, and he half
expected to hear his bones rattle one against another, like those of a dangling skeleton in a funhouse.."Mr. Magusson, you once told me that if
Detective Vanadium ever bothered me again, you'd have his choke chain yanked. Well, I think you need to talk to someone about that.".Suddenly
remembering the doctor's assurance to Neddy that they would be out of this building by week's end, Celestina said, "But we've nowhere to go.".A
pang of regret pierced her, that her boy's precocity should deny him this fine fantasy, as her morose father had denied it to her. "He's real," she
asserted.."See this?" He placed the pepper shaker in front of her on the room-service table and held the salt shaker concealed in his hand.."No.
Lampion. Somewhere in your father's French background, there must have been lamp makers. A lampion is a small lamp, an oil lamp with a
tinted-glass chimney. Among other things, in those long ago days, they used them on carriages.".These kids were the same age, yet listening to
them was akin to hearing Angel do her charming shtick with an adult who had a lot of patience, a sense of humor, and an awareness of generational
ironies.
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