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RESENTMENT FINDING FREEDOM FROM THE BONDAGE OF SELF
"If he gets back within the next hour, better ring me at his place so I can scoot.".Friday morning, Junior resigned his position as a physical therapist
at the rehabilitation hospital. He expected to be able to live well off interest and dividends for the rest of his life, because his tastes were
modest..By the time Agnes opened the driver's door and slumped behind the steering wheel, Barty levered himself onto the seat beside her.
Grunting, he pulled his door shut with both hands as she jammed the key in the ignition and started the engine..scraps of night that have lingered
long after dawn dart agitatedly in and out of the tree, from branch to branch,.Wild exhilaration burst through him like pyrotechnics blazing in a
night sky, reminiscent of the rush of excitement that followed his bold action on the fire tower. Happily, Junior had no emotional connection to
Prosser, as he'd had to beloved Naomi; therefore, the purity of his.Moving around the front of the station wagon, waving at his mother, reveling in
her astonishment, Barty shouted, "Not scary!."It's easy to see you as a cop," Kathleen said. All the whacks, pops, and worm buckets just trip off
your tongue, so to speak. But it takes some effort to remember you're a priest, too.".The shakes returned, became more violent than previously--and
then once more passed..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.."Yes, I was." She didn't
tell him that her fear had not been allayed by his assurances or by his second walk in the rain.."This will stay with you," Mary said. "It's shared
sight from all the other yous in all the other places, but you won't have to make any effort to hold on to it. No headaches. No problems ever. Merry
Christmas, Daddy."."You must've slipped this one in my pocket when you first came in here," Nolly deduced..In his voice, he heard a tremor that
had nothing to do with the hideous deaths in Effingham more than sixteen years previous..He turned the brochure in his hands, to look at the front
of it again. Gradually he began to suspect that the title of the exhibition might be what had brought to mind the reverend's unremembered
sermon..This guy was spooky. Junior was beginning to think that the detective's unorthodox behavior wasn't a carefully crafted strategy, as it had
first seemed, but that Vanadium was a little wacky..Indeed, the winter storm had dampened neither his hair nor his clothes. The rain appeared to
slide away from him a millimeter before contact, as though the water and the man were composed of matter and antimatter that must either repel
each other or, on contact, trigger a cataclysmic blast that would shatter the very foundation of the universe.."It's an uncommon reaction," the
physician acknowledged, "but not so uncommon as to be rare.".On a shelf above one of the clothes rods stood a single piece of Mark Cross
luggage, an elegant and expensive two-suiter. The rest of the high shelf was empty-enough space for as many as three more bags.."Ouch," said
Edom, and this earned him loving smiles from Maria, Agnes, and Barty..Once more crowding his quarry, Junior said, "I'm amazed you'd recognize
me, since I haven't been to the lounge often.".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.."So I drew attention to myself. Raised suspicions. One night, in St. Louis, this rube recognized me from my performing days,
even though I'd changed my looks. It was a high-stakes game, but the players weren't high-class. They ganged up on me, beat me, and then
smashed my hands, one finger at a time, with a tire iron.".As "It is." From a desk drawer, Nolly withdrew an envelope and put it on top of the
offered cash. "I'm returning five hundred of your thousand retainer." He pushed everything back toward Junior..He felt remarkably well when he
arrived home: calm, proud of his quick thinking and stalwart action, pleasantly tired. He hadn't chosen to kill again; this obligation had been thrust
on him by fate. Yet he had proven that the boldness he'd shown on the fire tower, rather than being a transient strength, was a deeply rooted
quality..On a positive note, the apartment was heated by a gas furnace. A leak, a spark, an explosion, and he would never have to see poor Agnes in
her misery..Barty wore elfin-size, knitted blue pajamas complete with feet, white rickrack at the cuffs and neckline, and a matching cap. His white
blanket was decorated with blue and yellow bunnies..Barty, at the head of the table, sensed Mary's approach only as she was about to touch him.
She put a hand on his arm and said, "Daddy, will you turn your chair away from the table and let me sit on your lap?".For forty-eight hours, he
pumped himself full of prescription antihistamines, immersed himself in bathtubs brimming with numbingly cold water, and lathered himself with
soothing lotions. In misery, gripped by self-pity, he dared not think about the 9-mm pistol that he had stolen from Frieda Bliss..Angel, on the
window seat, wore nothing but white. White sneakers and socks. White pants. White T-shirt. Two white bows in her hair..In spite of the urgency of
his desire, he followed a circuitous route to Victorial's, doubling back on himself twice, watching for surveillance as he drove. If he were being
followed, his tail was an invisible man in a ghost car..She protested that her ruined body had neither any comforts to offer a man nor the strength to
be a bride..Maria looked stricken when she answered the doorbell, for she intuited that a visit, instead of a call, meant the worst..Dishes dried and
put away, Jacob retired to the living room and settled contentedly into an armchair, where he would probably become so enthralled with his new
book of dam disasters that he would forget to make luncheon sandwiches until Barty and Angel rescued him from the flooded streets of some
dismally unfortunate town..Agnes had lifted him to this perch. Now she smoothed his hair, straightened his shirt, and retied his loosened shoelaces,
finding it even harder than she had expected to say what needed to be said. She thought she might require Dr. Chan's presence, after all..Looking up
at the mirror above the sink, he saw reflected not the self-improved and fully realized man that he'd worked so hard to become, but the pale,
round-eyed little boy who had hidden from his mother when she had been in the deepest and darkest end of one of her cocaine-assisted,
amphetamine-spiced mood swings, before she traded cold reality for the warm coziness of the asylum. As if some whirlpool of time was spinning
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him backward into the hateful past, Junior felt his hard-won defenses being stripped away..The dining table could accommodate six, and Agnes
instructed Maria to set two places on each of the long sides, leaving the ends unused. "It'll be cozier if we all sit across from one another.".Naomi's
beautiful countenance rose in his mind, and she looked beautific for a moment, but then he thought he saw a certain slyness in her angelic smile, a
disturbing glint of calculation in her once loving eyes..He couldn't work up sufficient saliva to get the rasp out of his voice: "Then you could learn
to do it.".After checking her carotid artery and detecting no pulse, Junior returned to the sofa in the living room. He fluffed the little pillow and left
it precisely as he had found it..When Junior walked the cracked-linoleum corridor and descended the six flights of stairs to the street, he discovered
that a thin drizzle was falling. The afternoon grew darker even as he turned his face to the sky, and the cold, dripping city, which swaddled
Bartholomew somewhere in its concrete folds, appeared not to be a beacon of culture and sophistication anymore, but a forbidding and dangerous
empire, as it had never seemed to him before..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..He knew that the only movement in those staring, sightless eyes was the restless reflection of
the flashlight beam as he probed the trash with it. He knew he was being irrational, but nevertheless he was reluctant to turn his back on the corpse.
Repeatedly in the midst of searching, he snapped his head up, whipping his attention to Neddy, certain that from the comer of his eye, he had seen
the dead gaze following him.."If he and Agnes were your age, I'd agree. But she's got ten years on you, and he's got twenty, and no previous
generations were as wild as yours.".As hard of head as she was hard of heart, Victoria had not sustained serious brain damage, only a
concussion..Those who had just met her and those who were overly charmed by eccentricity called her Seraphim, her name complete. Her teachers,
neighbors, and casual acquaintances called her Sera. Those who knew her best and loved her the most deeply--like her sister, Celestina called her
Phimie..Instead of staring at Barty directly, he watched Angel as she studied the eyeless boy. She had exhibited no horror at the concave slackness
of his closed lids, and when one lid fluttered up to reveal the dark hollow socket, she hadn't shown any revulsion. Now she moved closer to Barty's
chair, and when she touched his cheek, just below his missing left eye, the boy didn't flinch in surprise..SHORTLY BEFORE one o'clock, the
Hackachaks descended in a fury, eyes full of bloody intent, teeth bared, voices shrill..She fussed over him, took his temperature, and spooned two
chips of ice into his parched mouth. Leaving, she gave Celestina a meaningful look and tapped her wristwatch..Yet he brooded even at breakfast, in
spite of the consolation of clotted cream and berries, raisin scones and cinnamon butter. In better worlds, wiser Tom Vanadiums chose different
tactics that resulted in less misery than this, in a far swifter conveyance of Enoch Cain to the halls of justice. But he was none of those Tom
Vanadiums. He was only this Tom, flawed "land struggling, and he couldn't take comfort in the fact that elsewhere he had proved to be a better
man.."She. Was eating. Dried apricots." Junior spoke almost in a whisper yet the ridge was so quiet that he had no doubt each of these uniformed
but unofficial jurors heard him clearly. "Walking. Around the deck. Paused. The view. She. She. She leaned. Gone.".Skinny, pasty-faced,
chattering sissy," he hissed, still so furious with Neddy that he wanted to jam the pianist's head in the toilet even though he was dead. Jam his head
in and stomp on him. Stomp him into the bowl. Flush and flush, stomp and stomp..Holding on to the jamb with one hand, Barty leaned across the
threshold, listening to the day. Birds. Softly rustling leaves. Nobody on the porch. Even trying hard to be quiet, people always made some little
noise.."-and when I get up off the street, my clothes are a mess, and I've got this face.".He was so innocent. This sweet boy, this pure and stainless
infant, couldn't possibly have an enemy in the world, and she could not imagine any son of hers earning enemies, not if she raised him well. This
was just a silly card reading..Done with dolls for now, Barty and Angel went upstairs to his room, where the book that talked waited patiently in
silence. With her colored pencils and a large pad of drawing paper, she clambered onto the cushioned window seat. Barty sat up in bed and
switched on the tape player that stood on the nightstand..surreptitiously with Junior. He was accustomed to being an object of desire. This night,
however, the only lady he cared about was San Francisco herself, and he wanted to be alone with her..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..Glancing
at his wristwatch with alarm, Edom bolted up from his chair. "Look at the time! Agnes gave me a lot to do, and here I am rattling on about
earthquakes and cyclones.".By the time this operation concluded and the sulphurous Mr. Cain was brought to some form of justice, Simon might
have spent twenty or twenty-five percent of the fee that he'd collected from the liability settlement in the matter of Naomi Cain's death. The
attorney put a substantial price on his dignity and reputation.."Naomi--she popped out of my oven twenty years ago, not out of yours," Sheena
continued in a fierce whisper. "If anyone's suffering here, it's me, not you. Who're you, anyway? Some guy who's been boinking her for a couple
years, that's all you are. I'm her mother. You can never know my pain. And if you don't stand with this family to make these wankers pay up
big-time, I'll personally cut your balls off while you're sleeping and feed them to my cat.".Using a three-step folding stool, he was able to get near
enough to one of the vent plates in the living room to determine whether it might be the source of the song. just then the singing stopped.."That's
kind of you," Panglo stammered, "but I have little time for reading, very little time.".Either this chatterbox was at all times a babbling airhead or
Junior particularly disconcerted him..When the attorney finally came on the line, he sounded put-upon, as though Junior were the equivalent of a
troublesome toe that he would like to shoot off..She searched the child's unfocused eyes for some sign of the hateful father's wickedness..Nellie
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found the strength to rise, but having risen, she was unable to speak. Her mouth shaped words, but her voice deserted her.."Bartholomew, huh?"
asked Wally as he piloted them through banks of earthbound clouds..Wonderful. Oh, perfect. So Neddy, a friend of Celestina's, knew that Junior,
reputed to be a vicious sadist, had attended this reception under a false name. If Junior really was a sleazy pervert of such rococo tastes that he
would be shunned even by the scum of the world, even by the deranged mutant offspring of a self-breeding hermaphrodite, then surely he was
capable of murder, too.."You remember things?" the girl asked, her fingertips still pressed lightly to his cheek..In abject misery, Junior lay waiting
to go under the knife, more eager to be cut than he would have thought possible only a few hours before. The mere promise of this surgery thrilled
him more than all the sex that he'd ever enjoyed between the age of thirteen and the Thursday just past..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..Now
the hole was revealed. Damp earthen walls. In the shadow of the casket, the bottom of the grave was dark and hidden from view..He squirmed deep
under the covers, clamped a plump pillow over his head to muffle the singing, and chanted, "Find the father, kill the son," until at last he fell
exhausted into sleep..Her awful sense of weightlessness became something much better: buoyancy, an exhilarating lightness of spirit. Fear
remained with her-fear for Barty, fear of the future and of the strange complexity of Creation that she'd just glimpsed-but wonder and wild hope
now tempered it.."Oil and natural-gas pipelines will fracture, explode. A sea of fire will wash cities, killing hundreds of thousands more.".Intuition
told Tom Vanadium that the removal of the paintings was significant, but he wasn't a talented enough Sherlock to leap immediately to the meaning
of their absence..Joey rested not under the stern watch of the cypresses, but near a California pepper tree. With its graceful, cascading boughs, it
appeared to stand in meditation or in prayer..Celestina had no illusions about playing detective. She would never be able to track down the bastard,
and she had no stomach for confronting him.."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.".Max hung up. The Ansaphone made a series of small robot-mouse noises and then fell silent..Frowning, Panglo, said, "Terrible, you're
right, so many terrible things happen, but I don't see why trains-"."Don't get me started on cyclones!" Edom hurried through the house and out to
the station wagon, to fetch the boxes of groceries.."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.".If someone were here in the hallway with him, it couldn't be Angel, because she would be chattering
enthusiastically in one voice or another. Uncle Jacob would never tease him like this, and no one else was in the house..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 into his pajamas, while peeing, while brushing his teeth, and Agnes wondered how she would wind him
down to sleep..Darkness, the one source of childhood fear that most adults never quite outgrow, held no terror for Barty. Although for a while his
bedroom featured a Mickey Mouse night-light, the miniature lamp was there not to soothe the boy, but to quiet his mother's nerves, because she
worried about him waking alone, in blackness..Junior felt a little lightheaded. He felt strange. He hoped he wasn't coming down with the flu..Tom
caused less of a stir in the restaurant than Kathleen had expected. Other diners noticed him, of course, but after one or two looks of shock or pity,
they appeared indifferent, though this was undoubtedly the thinnest pretense of indifference. The same quality in him that elicited deferential regard
from the waiter apparently ensured that others would be courteous enough to respect his privacy..Another thought: The young gallery employee
would remember that Junior had asked after Neddy and had followed him toward the men's room. He would provide a description, and because he
was an art connoisseur, therefore visually oriented, he'd most likely provide a good description, and what the police artist drew wouldn't be some
cubist vision in the Picasso mode or a blurry impressionistic sketch, but a portrait filled with vivid and realistic detail, like a Norman Rockwell
painting, ensuring apprehension..In the first drawer, he discovered an address book. Logically, Vanadium would have taken this with him, even if
on the lam from a murder rap, so Junior tucked it in his jacket pocket.."Did he say I'd met him?" Jacob asked, squinting past Edom toward the
bright sunlight at the open door..From the far end of the table, Agnes said, "For starters, Tom, we all want to hear about the rhinoceros and the
other you.".Two soft-boiled eggs, one slice of bread neither toasted nor buttered, a glass of apple juice, and a dish of orange.Like the chicken egg.
As weary as she was, Agnes could not at once puzzle out the meaning of those four words. Then: "Oh. He's in an incubator."."I only told you about
that," said Grace, "because it was a very handsome shirt, and I thought you might want to get one for Wally.".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)..Perhaps Dr. Parkhurst, too, was disturbed
by this fascistic and fanatical spew sampling, because he became brusque. "I have a few appointments to keep. By the time I make evening rounds,
I expect Mr. Cain to.Given a child-size harmonica, he extemporized simplified versions of songs he heard on the radio. The Beatles' "All You Need
Is Love." The Box Tops' "The Letter." Stevie Wonder's "I Was Made to Love Her." After hearing a tune once, Barty could play a recognizable
rendition.."Possible complications include cerebral hemorrage, pulmonary edema, kidney failure, necrosis of the liver, coma-to name a few."."I'm
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really not sad, Mom. I'm not. I don't like it this way, being blind. It's ... hard." His small voice, musical as are the voices of most children, touching
in its innocence, spun a fragile thread of melody in the dark, and seemed too sweet to be speaking of these bitter things. "Real hard. But being sad
won't help. Being sad won't make me see again.".More than once, a passing nurse stopped to check on him and to advise him not to exhaust
himself.By now, Junior realized that he had been locked in a meditative trance for at least eighteen hours. He had settled into the lotus position at
five o'clock Monday afternoon-and Bob Chicane had shown up or their regular instruction session at eleven Tuesday morning..This trick, however,
was far more difficult than walking where the rain wasn't. Sustaining vision took both a mental and physical toll from him..Weatherworkers used to
carry a leather sack in which they said they kept the winds, untying it to let a fair wind loose or to capture a contrary one. Maybe it was only for
show, but every weatherworker had a bag, a great long sack or a little pouch.."You think I can turn the King's order down? You want to see me sent
to row with the slaves in the galley we're building? Use your head, boy!".To celebrate, upon leaving the gallery, he went to the coffee shop in the
Fairmont Hotel, atop Nob Hill, determined to have a beer and a cheeseburger..Month by month during Barty's first year, Agnes's belief in his
exceptional intelligence was only confirmed by his development. By the end of the second month of life, most babies will smile in response to a
smile, and they are able to smile spontaneously in the fourth month. Barty was smiling frequently in his second week. In the third month, many
babies laugh out loud, but Barty's first laugh came in his sixth week..Neddy talked when Celestina paused for breath, talked over her when she
didn't pause, heard only his own mellifluous voice and was pleased to conduct both sides of the conversation, wearing her down as surely as-though
far more rapidly than-the sand-filled winds of Egypt diminished the pharaohs' pyramids. He talked through the first polite "Excuse me" of the tall
man who stepped into the open doorway behind him, through the second and third, and then with an abruptness that was as miraculous as any cure
at the shrine of Lourdes, he fell silent when the visitor put a hand on his shoulder, eased him gently aside, and entered the apartment..which was
beginning to come into view, was as sharp as pins and needles, sheer torture to her eyes..Here, now, came the anaconda smile. "Did you argue
about the baby, Enoch? Maybe she wanted it, and you didn't. Guy like you--a baby would cramp your style. Too much responsibility.".Bressler but
no Vanadium. A girl named Angel. Something was wrong here. Something was rotten..The 9-mm pistol rested in the complementary shoulder
holster, under Junior's leather coat. But the sound-suppressor hadn't been attached; it was in one of his coat pockets. The extended barrel, too long
to lay comfortably against his left side, would most likely have hung up on the holster when drawn..Moving out of the doorway, into the bedroom,
he said, "What book would that be?".He swallowed one capsule and washed it down with water. He returned the pharmacy bottle to the
nightstand..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..Dr. Lipscomb inclined his head slightly toward the pianist, in the manner of a stem headmaster about to
emphasize a lesson with a sharp twist of the offending boy's ear. "Miss White and the baby will have vacated these premises by the end of the
week-unless you insist on bothering them with your chatter. For every minute you harass them, their departure will be extended one day.".This
ended any hope of romance, and he was disappointed. A less self-controlled man might have seized a nearby bronze vase-fashioned to resemble
dinosaur stool-and stuffed her into it or vice versa..He was no longer hopeful that they could have a future together. After sampling the Junior Cain
thrill machine, Celestina would want more, as women always did, but the time for a meaningful romance had now passed. For all the anguish he'd
been put through, however, he deserved the consolation of her sweet body at least once. A little compensation. Payback..His artificial eyes were
almost a month old. He'd been through surgery to have the eye-moving muscles attached to the conjunctiva, and everybody told him that the look
and movement were absolutely real. In fact, they had told him this so often, in the first week or two, that he became suspicious and figured that his
new eyes were totally out of control and spinning like pinwheels..In the main room, on his way toward the front door, Junior saw Celestina White
surrounded by adoring fatheads, nattering ninnies, dithering dolts, saps and boneheads, oafs and gawks and simpletons. She was still as gorgeous as
her shamelessly beautiful paintings. If the opportunity arose, Junior would have more use for her than for her so called art..She lay beside her boy
in the darkness, gazing at the covered window, where the faint glow of the moon pressed through the blind, suggesting another world thriving with
strange life just beyond a thin membrane of light..folded over his too-tight shirt collar, and with a second chin more prominent than."I know how to
build boats, how to sail boats.".He was astonished that adoption records would be sealed and so closely guarded when a child was being placed
with a member of its immediate family, with its mother's sister.."And to the north of us," Agnes said, drawing him out, "Janey Carter went off to
college last year, and she's their only child.".Instead, her father asked, "Is this emotion talking, Celie, or is this brain as much as heart?".Her name
was Victoria Bressler, and she was an attractive blonde. She would never have been serious competition For Naomi, because Naomi had been
singularly stunning, but Naomi, after all, was gone..Following a month of recuperation and postoperative medical care, Junior was able to return to
his twice-a-week classes in art appreciation. He resumed, as well, his almost daily strolls through the city's better galleries and fine
museums..NORTHBOUND ON THE coastal highway, headed for Newport Beach, Agnes saw bad omens, mile after mile..To the right first. Kick
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the door open, simultaneously firing two rounds, because maybe this was her bedroom, where she kept a gun. Mirrors shattered: a tintinnabulation
of falling glass on porcelain, glass on ceramic tile, a lot more noise than the shots themselves..Now here was a thing, worse than the thought of a
quarter in the closed hand: Neddy's eyes seemed to follow Junior as he rooted among the trash bags..Junior was aware that all the cops were
watching him as he stared down at the body, and he frantically tried to think what an innocent husband would be likely to do or say, but his
imagination failed him. His thoughts could not be organized..Junior was educated. He wasn't merely a masseur with a fancy title; he had earned a
hill bachelor of science degree with a major in rehabilitation therapy. When he watched television, which he never did to excess, he rarely settled
for frivolous game shows or sitcoms like Gomer Pyle or The Beverly Hillbillies, or even I Dream of Jeannie, but committed himself to serious
dramas that required intellectual involvement-Gunsmoke, Bonanza, and The Fugitive. He preferred Scrabble to all other board games, because it
expanded one's vocabulary. As a member in good standing of the Book-of-the-Month Club, he'd already acquired nearly thirty volumes of the
finest in contemporary literature, and thus far he'd read or skim-read more than six of them. He would have read all of them if he had not been a
busy man with such varied interests; his cultural aspirations were greater than the time he was able to devote to them.
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