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RE OF US WHAT THE DREAMS OF CHILDREN MEAN FOR TWENTY FIRST CENTURY
Embarrassment flushed her when she realized that the paramedic had cut away the pants of her jogging suit. She was naked from the waist
down.."So do I," said the visitor, and Junior almost frowned at this peculiar response, wondering what was meant in addition to what was merely
said..As home tours went, this one was notably less interesting than most. The accountant appeared to have no secret life, no perverse interests that
he hid from the world..Junior tossed garments on the floor and across the bed to create the impression that the detective had packed with haste.
After being imprudent enough to blast Victoria Bressler five times with his service revolver-perhaps in a jealous rage, or perhaps because he had
gone nuts-Vanadium would have been frantic to flee justice..Otter shrugged..Paul shook his head. He presented a second picture of Perri, this one
taken on Christmas Day, 1964, less than a month before she died. She lay in her bed in the living room, her body shrunken, but her face so
beautiful and alive..than the crows. Tumbled on the grass, in fragments: the broken trophy for the prize rose, the symbol of his sinful.The odds
against this phenomenal eleven-card draw must be millions to one, which seemed to give the predictions validity..Using a false name, claiming that
he was an adoptee, Junior made inquiries with several child-placement organizations, as well as with state and federal agencies. He discovered that
Wulfstan's story was true: Adoption records were sealed by law for the protection of the birth parents, and getting at them was all but
impossible..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..THE CRISP
CRACKLE of faux flames, the way they made them in the days of radio dramas, back in the 1930s and '40s, when he was a boy: cellophane..She
wouldn't answer him, but he was as convinced by her silence as he would have been by a blurted confession--or by a denial, for that matter. Her
wild eyes convinced him, too, and her trembling mouth. Naomi had come back to be with him, and it could be argued that Seraphim had returned
in a sense, too, for this girl was the flesh of Seraphim's flesh, born out of her death..Sitting in the client's chair, across the cigarette-scarred desk
from Nolly, Junior heard or imagined that he heard the scurry of tiny rodent feet behind him, and something chewing on paper inside a pair of rust
spotted filing cabinets. Repeatedly, he wiped at the back of his neck or reached down to rub a hand over his ankles, convinced that insects were
crawling on him..Because Harrison, with the best of intentions, had not wanted to open wounds, Cain could walk up to Celestina anywhere,
anytime, and she wouldn't know that he might have been her sister's rapist. To her, his face was that of any stranger..If their relationship had not
been limited to a single evening of passion, if they had not been of two worlds, if she had not been underage and therefore jailbait, they might have
had an open romance, and then her death would have touched him more deeply..Although Zedd counsels living in the future, he recognizes the
need to have full recollection of the past when absolutely needed. One of his favorite techniques for jolting memories loose when the
subconsciously.The rich aromas on the air would have thwarted the will of the most devout monks on a fast of penitence..A stab of horror
punctured Celestina as she failed to repress a mental image of a carnival-sideshow monster, half dragon and half insect, coiled in her sister's womb.
She hated the rapist's child but was appalled by her hatred, for the baby was blameless..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..He hurried into the bedroom and switched on the nightstand lamp, without concern for whether the light might be seen from the
street.."What wound? Junior wanted to ask, but he recognized bait when he heard it, and he did not bite..Surprised, Tom leaned in his chair to look
more directly at the blind boy. On the telephone, Celestina had mentioned only that Barty was a prodigy, which didn't quite explain the aptness of
the oak-tree metaphor..Paul Damascus remained busy, filling prescriptions, until he was finally able to take a lunch break at two-thirty..IN
HOSPITALS, AS in farmhouses, breakfast comes soon after dawn, because both healing and growing are hard work, and long days of labor
required to save the human species, which spends as mu& time earning its pain and hunger as it does trying to escape them..He had not yet
disposed of her personal effects. In the dark, he went to the dresser, opened a drawer, and found a cotton sweater that she had worn recently.."It's
chilly and foggy and late, and there might be villains afoot at this hour," he intoned with mock gravity. "The two of you are Lipscomb women now,
or soon will be, and Lipscomb women never go unescorted through the dangerous urban night.".On December 18, as the Beatles' "Hello Goodbye"
rocketed up the charts, Junior boiled over with frustration at his inability to find either love or Seraphim's baby, so he drove across the Golden Gate
Bridge, to Marin County and all the way to the town of Terra Linda, where he killed Bartholomew Prosser..Raising one hand, wiggling the fingers,
he said, "Toes, toes, toes, toes, toes.".As if he sensed her reluctance to return to Dr. Chan, Barty had kept her occupied with talk of the red planet as
they approached the office building, had talked her off the street, along the driveway, and into a parking space, where finally she relinquished the
fantasy of an endless road trip. At 5:45, long past the end of office hours, Dr. Chan's suite was quiet..spades. Friday night, she had ripped the cards
in thirds and had been carrying the twelve pieces with her since then, waiting for this quiet Sunday evening..The sedative was mild, but Phimie was
asleep in mere minutes. She was exhausted by her long ordeal and by her recent lack of sleep..The third-floor apartment directly over Enoch Cain's
unit had been leased by Simon Magusson, through his corporation, ever since it became available in March of '66, twenty-two months ago..By the
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time he put his suitcase and three boxes of books--the collected works of Zedd and selections from the Book-of-the-Month Club-in the Suburban,
Junior had rushed twice more to the bathroom. His legs were shaky, and he felt hollow, frail, as if he'd lost more than was apparent, as if the
essential substance of himself was gone..He decided to use the tool just three times on each deadbolt before trying the door. The less noise the
better. Maybe luck would be with him..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..Too much, far too
much to contend with, and so unfair: finding the Bartholomew needle in the haystack, hives, seizures of vomiting and diarrhea, losing a toe, losing
a beloved wife, wandering alone through a cold and hostile world without a heart mate, humiliated by transvestites, tormented by vengeful spirits,
too intense to enjoy the benefits of meditation, Zedd dead, the prospect of prison always looming for one reason or another, unable to find peace in
either needlework or sex..And somewhere Selma Galloway, their neighbor, was not a spinster but a married woman with grandchildren..Now that
neither of them had a doubt that the other shared the same need and that eventually they would satisfy each other, Victoria was opting for
discretion. Wise woman.."He's an attorney, and this grieving husband comes to him with a big liability case. There's money to be made."."Who
hired him to hex the ship, fool?".To Agnes, Jacob said, "Likely to be a sunnier fortune if the cards are bright and fresh, don't you think?"."They've
gone to bed. They're tired," Wally told her as he put the car in gear and released the hand brake. "Aren't you?".One moment, girl and yellow vinyl
ball. The next moment, gone as if they'd never been.."And there's more," said Vinnie Lincoln, as round as Santa Claus and cherry-cheeked with
pleasure at being able to bear these gifts. "The policy contained a double-indemnity clause in the event of death by accident. The complete tax-free
payout is one and a half million.".The roses filling the countersunk vases in the comers of Joey's gravestone were not Edom-grown, but they were
Edom-bought. He had visited the florist himself, personally selecting each bloom from the inventory in the cooler; but he didn't have the courage to
accompany Agnes and Barty to the grave..Maria arranged five place settings instead of four. The fifth--complete with silverware, waterglass, and
wineglass-was at the head of the table, in memoriam of Joey..He slid his plate aside. From a pocket, he withdrew a quarter, which always served
him as well with children as with murderers.."That was five years ago. After more surgeries than I care to remember, I was left with these." He
raised his goblin hands again. "There's pain in humid weather, less when it's dry. I can take care of myself, but I'll never be a card mechanic again
... or a magician.".In all their years, neither twin had ever set foot beyond the limits of Bright Beach. They both appeared nervous but
determined.."Maybe," said Angel. "Or maybe to The Monkees ... or maybe to where you didn't get run down by the rhinosharush.".On the serving
tables, the canap? trays held only stained paper doilies, crumbs, and empty plastic champagne glasses..This saving spirit retreated, and in his place
came a young paramedic in a black-and-yellow rain slicker over hospital whites. "Just want to be sure there's no spinal injury before we move you.
Can you squeeze my hands?".He had been thankful that during the long trance, he hadn't wet himself. Now he would gladly have accepted any
amount of humiliation rather than suffer these vicious cramps..twenty-eight pounds. Typically, seven to eight pounds of this is the fetus. The
placenta and the amniotic fluid weigh three pounds. The remaining eighteen are due to water retention and fat stores..In the glamorous cocktail
lounge of this elegant hotel, Junior was necessarily forced to use other of Zedd's techniques-and more brandy--to liberate from his subconscious the
name of the caller on the Ansaphone. Max. The caller had said, It's Max..The gas oven might blow up in his face, at last bringing him peace, but if
it didn't, he would at least have cookies for Agnes..Maybe the bright side was that the musician hadn't either wet his pants or taken a dump while in
his death throes. Sometimes, during a comparatively slow death like strangulation, the victim lost control of all bodily functions. He'd read it in a
novel, something from the Book-of-the-Month Club and therefore both life-enriching and reliable. Probably not Eudora Welty. Maybe Norman
Mailer. Anyway, the men's room didn't smell as fresh as a flower shop, but it didn't reek, either.."It's what?" asked the detective, for with the
exception of his teeth, he was not a self-improved individual..Because they knew the date of the rape, and because that attack had been Phimie's
sole sexual experience, the day of impregnation could be fixed, delivery calculated with more precision than usual..If Junior was not discreet, and if
gossip about the widower Cain and the sexy nurse began to circulate, Vanadium would be on the case again even if it had been closed. The cop was
sick, hateful, driven by unknowable inner demons. Although he might for the moment have been reined in by those in higher office, mere gossip of
a spicy nature would be excuse enough for him to open the file again, which he'd surely do without informing his superiors.."Dr. Lipscomb
delivered the baby like two minutes ago. The afterbirth hasn't even been removed yet," the nurse informed her..Using all is powers of
concentration, which were formidable, Junior sought to silence the phantom Chicane. At first, the voice steadily faded, but soon it grew louder
again, and more insistent..For breakfast, he avoided sugar. He ate cold roast beef and drank milk laced with a double shot of brandy..Only one
member of the distant funeral party did not disperse toward the line of cars on the service road. A man in a dark suit headed downhill, between the
headstones and the monuments, directly toward Naomi's grave..Slow deep breaths. Per Zedd, slow deep breaths. Any state of anxiety, regardless of
how powerful, could be ameliorated or even dissipated.The following day, Wednesday, December 27, his mother drove him to the library, where
he checked out two Heinlein titles recommended by the librarian: Red Planet and The Rolling Stones. Judging by his excitement, on the way home
in the car, his response to previous mystery-novel series had been a pleasant courtship, whereas this was desperate, undying love..They didn't mind,
and down they went in a controlled descent that was nevertheless too quick for Agnes..He stood watching until the car cruised out of sight, and
even after it dwindled to a speck and vanished in the distance, he stared at the point in the street where it had last been, stared while a breeze turned
playful, tossing eucalyptus leaves around his feet, stared until at last he turned and began the long walk home..Neither guilt nor remorse plagued
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him. Good and bad, right and wrong, were not issues to him. Actions were either effective or ineffective, wise or stupid, but they were all value
neutral..In his apartment once more, enjoying a cognac and a handful of pistachios as Monday changed to Tuesday, he decided that he should make
'preparations for the possibility that he might one day leave incriminating evidence in spite of his precautions. He ought to convert a portion of his
assets into easily portable and anonymous wealth, like gold coins and diamonds. Establishing two or three alternate identities, with documentation,
also would be wise..Because his pinching fingers deformed the shape of her mouth, her voice was compressed: "I see all the ways you are.".Junior
glanced over his shoulder even as Celestina turned and fled. He caught only a glimpse of her disappearing into the inner hallway..He rolled his
head back and forth on the pillow. "Nope. It's still just something you gotta feel.".Paul was a dear man, different from Joey in appearance but so
like him at heart. She shocked him by insisting they go at once to his house, to his bedroom. Red-faced as no pulp hero ever had been, Paul
stammered out that he wasn't expecting intimacy of her so soon, and she assured him that he wasn't going to get it so soon, either..Junior gave the
Raisinets to him, and Google left the theater with his candy and his cash..Everyone thought the moptops were the coolest thing ever--ever but to
Junior, their music was just all right. He wasn't stirred to sing along, and he didn't find their stuff particularly danceable..Holding the mug in his
right hand, Tom picked up the coin and rolled it across the knuckles of his left. Paul's quarter, after all. A two-bit temptation to panic. As gifted
with physical grace as with good looks, Junior stepped into the bedroom doorway, lithely and with feline stealth. He leaned against the jamb..As
Joey opened the driver's door and got in behind the steering wheel, he said, "Okay?".Celestina dropped to one knee in front of Angel, to tie the
drawstrings of the hood under the girl's chin..Hound had taken him, had stood and seen his people beaten senseless, had not stopped the beating.
Yet he spoke as a friend. Why? said Otter's look. Hound answered it..The calls to Bellini in San Francisco and to others in Oregon were made with
a prayer for news, but the prayer went unanswered. Cain had not been seen, heard from, smelled, intuited, or located by the pestering clairvoyants
who had attached themselves to the sensational case..Standing near the foot of the bed in a shapeless blue suit, Vanadium might have been the work
of an eccentric artist who had carved a man out of Spam and dressed the meaty sculpture in thrift-shop threads..He smiled. "Those of us who were
priests first--yeah, we're all a broody bunch. Of the others--not many, but probably more than you think.".Grinning but with an odd edge of concern
in his expression that Celestina could see even through her tears, Wally said, "Does that mean you ... you will?".He did wonder why he had chosen
this night of all nights to become even a more fearless adventurer, rather than a month ago or a month hence. Instinct told him that he'd felt the
need to test himself, that a crisis was fast approaching, and that to be ready for it, he must be confident that he could do what had to be done when
the crunch came. Slipping into sleep, Junior suspected that Prosser might have been less lark than preparation..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..Spruce Hills, but also those in the entire county, maybe seventy or eighty thousand..Magusson's idea of a laugh. "And they didn't
even bother to post a warning. In fact, that sign was still up, inviting hikers to enjoy the view from the observation deck.".Perhaps he would not
have leaped along this chain of conclusions if he'd not been an admirer of Caesar Zedd, for Zedd teaches that too often society encourages us to
dismiss certain insights as illogical, even when in fact these insights arise from animal instinct and are the closest thing to unalloyed truth we will
ever know..Widening his eyes in calculated surprise, Junior said, "Are you a police officer?".To the growing pile of ruin, she added one of Joey's
cardigan sweaters, after popping loose one bone button and almost completely detaching a sewn-on patch pocket. A pair of knockabout khaki
pants: quickly clip open the seat seam; cut the corner of' the wallet pocket, then rip it with both hands; snip loose some stitching and half detach the
cuff on the left leg..Embarrassed, cold, abruptly frightened, she returned to the Old West, where night on the low desert was warm. The campfire
flickereded welcomingly. John Wayne put an arm around her and said, "There are no dead husbands or dead babies here," and though he intended
only to reassure her, she was overcome by misery until Shirley MacLaine took her aside for some heart-to-heart girl talk. Agnes woke again and
was no longer chilled, but feverish. Her lips were cracked, her tongue rough and dry..And the mills of capitalism provide them. Supply meets
demand. Fantasy becomes a commodity, an industry..Under a sullen afternoon sky, in the winter-drab hills, the yellow-and-white station wagon
was a bright arrow, drawn and fired not from a hunter's quiver but from that of a Samaritan..Rising, Celestina said to Tom, "Last Tuesday night, we
had to switch on the lawn sprinklers. This will be much better.".She herself had been too nervous to eat anything. She'd held the same glass of
untasted champagne throughout the evening, clutching it as though it were a mooring buoy that would prevent her from being swept away in a
storm..This consequence of rape, the baby, was less baby to Celestina than cancer, a malignancy excised rather than a life delivered. She had been
no more impelled to study the child than she would have been, charmed to examine the glistening gnarls and oozing convolutions of a freshly
plucked tumor. Consequently, she could remember nothing of its squinched face..He pressed his right ear to the door, held his breath, heard
nothing, and addressed the top lock first. Quietly, he slid the thin pick of the lock-release gun into the key channel, under the pin tumblers..They
could be patient. Their self-denial and sweet anticipation ensured that their lovemaking, when at last they were able safely to indulge, would be
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shattering in its intensity, like the coupling of mortals raised to the status of demigods by virtue of their passion, its power and purity..When she
still didn't meet his stare, he seized her by the chin and tipped her head back..She said, "Honey, what I'm wondering is ... could you walk where you
don't have bad eyes, like you walked where the rain wasn't ... and leave the tumors in that other place? Could you walk where you have good eyes
and come back with them?".In agreement, Maria pushed the stack of unused cards aside, and she peered at her hands as if she wanted to scrub them
for a long time under hot water..On the sofa, Celestina finally worked up the courage to dial her parents' number in Spruce Hills..around an
anemone's mouth, poised to snare, lazily but relentlessly, any passing prize..After a hesitation, she said, "You're the boogeyman, except when I saw
you, I was hiding under the bed where you're supposed to be.".Although she knew how, and although she knew the pointlessness of asking why,
Agnes asked, "Why? Oh, Lord, why must a blind boy climb a tree?".Further preparation-the purchase of gold coins and diamonds, the
establishment of false identities-had to be delayed due to the hives. An hour short of dawn, Junior was awakened by a fierce itching not limited to
his phantom toe. His entire body, over every plane and into every crevice, prickled and tingled and burned as with fever-and itched..As instructed
earlier by phone, Junior purchased a large box of Raisinettes and a box of Milk Duds at the refreshment stand, and then he sat in one of the last
three rows in the center section, eating the Milk Duds, grimacing at the sticky noises his shoes made when he moved them on the tacky floor, and
waiting for Google to find him..As the last of the flan was served and Maria's girls took their seats once more, Barty blinked at the candles and said,
"Gone now," even though the tiny spectrums still shimmered in the cut crystal. He turned his full attention to the flan with such enthusiasm that his
mother soon stopped puzzling over rainbows.."One of the things I was searching for in your house was a life insurance policy on your wife. I didn't
find one. Didn't find any canceled checks for the premium, either.".being careful to place the point of impact precisely where the bottle had struck
her..Most likely, Reverend White's ramblings were as greasy with sentiment and oily with irrational optimism as were his daughter's paintings, so
Junior was in no hurry to learn the name of the radio program or to write for a transcript of the sermon..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..She realized she hadn't turned on the radio. Before she could reach for the switch, she was asleep..No mystery here. No reason to leap
to the ceiling and cling upside down like a frightened cartoon cat..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..Up flew his hands, as white as doves, flapping as though
trying to escape from the sleeves of his raincoat, as if he were a magician rather than a musician..Previously, Miss Pixie Lee had been from Texas,
but Angel had recently heard that Georgia was famous for its peaches, which at once captured her imagination. Now Pixie Lee had a new life in a
Georgia mansion carved out of a giant peach..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..Room by room, closet by closet, Junior conducted a search for the detective. The cop was not here..He had difficulty picturing the detective
puttering in the garden on weekends. Unless there were bodies buried under the roses.."As I explained, he might have thought I was you," Edom
said, staring at the neatly ordered volumes on the nearby bookshelves..Late Thursday, following a nine-hour session with Hisscus, Nork, and
Knacker, Magusson--negotiating in conjunction with the Hackachak counsel-had indeed reached acceptable terms. Kaitlin Hackachak would
receive $250,000 for the loss of her sister. Sheena and Rudy would receive $900,000 to compensate them for their severe emotional pain and
suffering; this allowed them to undergo a lot of therapy in Las Vegas. Junior would receive $4,250,000. Magusson's fee was twenty percent prior to
trial-forty percent if a settlement had been reached after the start of court proceedings-which left Junior with $3,400,000. All payments to plaintiffs
were net of taxes..Sitting on a stool at the counter, he ordered a cheeseburger, coleslaw, french fries, and a cherry Coke..Prepared for any
contingency, Junior listened to the house until he was certain that he needed the knife for no one else..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.".Freed for the moment from the need to be
strong for her sleeping Angel or for Wally, Celestina turned to Tom Vanadium, saw in his gray eyes both the sorrow of the world and a hope to
match her own, saw in his ruined face the promise of triumph over evil, leaned against him for support, and finally dared to cry..Vanadium arrived
and stood beside Junior. His black suit was cheap, but it fit better than Rudy's..He stopped straining to see through the black room to the corner
armchair. He closed his eyes and tried to lull himself to sleep by summoning into his mind's eye a lovely but calculatedly monotonous scene of
gentle waves breaking on a moonlit shore..The wife killer was evil; and his evil would be expressed one way or another, regardless of the forces
that affected his actions. If he'd not killed Naomi on the fire tower, he would have killed her elsewhere, when another opportunity for enrichment
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presented itself. If Victoria hadn't become a victim, some other woman would have died instead. If Cain hadn't become obsessed with the strange
conviction that someone named Bartholomew might be the death of him, he would have filled his hollow heart with an equally strange obsession
that might have led him, anyway, to Celestina, but that would surely have brought violence down on someone else if not on her..In the chilly
darkness, his breath plumed visibly, frosted by moonlight. The rapidity and raggedness of his radiant exhalations would have marked him as a
guilty man if witnesses had been present..Even as the morning matured, the fog and the rain conspired to bar all but a faint gray daylight from St.
Mary's. Shadows flourished..A cheer went up from family and friends, and Agnes could only imagine what it must feel like to be Barty, both blind
and blessed, his heart as rich in courage as in kindness..Last night, in the superintendent's basement apartment, as they shared a bottle of wine,
Sparky had told Vanadium numerous weird tales about Cain: The Night He Shot Off His Toe, The Day He Was Saved from a Meditative Trance
and Paralytic Bladder, The Day the Psychotic Girlfriend Brought a Vietnamese Potbellied Pig to His Apartment When He Was Out and Fed It
Laxatives and Penned It in His Bedroom ....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..As yet, he hadn't taken either an antiemetic or
antihistamine to ward off vomiting and hives, because he wanted to medicate -against those conditions as shortly before the violence as was
practical, to ensure maximum protection. He'd intended to dose himself only after he followed Celestina home from the gallery and could be
reasonably certain that he had located the lair of Bartholomew..With only a faint twinge of sentimental longing, he drove away from the house that
had been his and Naomi's love nest for fourteen blissful months.
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