The Making Of Italy

THE MAKING OF ITALY
Someone named Bartholomew had adopted Seraphim's son and named the boy after himself Junior applied the patience learned through meditation
to the task at hand, and instinctively, he soon evolved a motivating mantra that continuously cycled through his mind while he studied the
telephone directories: Find the father, kill the son..More likely than not, Victoria spoke directly to the maniac detective. Even if she reported her
sordid fabrications to another officer, it would have gotten back to Vanadium, and the cop would have sought her out at once to hear her filth
firsthand, whereupon she would have enhanced her story until it sounded as though Junior had grabbed her knockers and had tried to shove his
tongue down her throat..Celestina, standing next to Agnes, put an arm around her waist, as perhaps she had once been in the habit of doing with her
sister..He traveled prairies and mountains and valleys, passed fields rich in every imaginable crop, crossed great forests and wide rivers. He walked
in fierce storms when thunder crushed the sky and lightning tore it, walked in wind that skinned the bare earth and sheared green tresses from trees,
and walked also in sun-scrubbed days as blue and clean as ever there had been in Eden.."If you don't, your feeling gland isn't working. Want me to
read you to sleep?".Agnes's chilled bones. Pushing a tangle of wet hair away from her face, she realized that her hands were shaking..No one
seemed to realize that predicting the future might not be a suitable entertainment in this house, at this time, considering that Agnes had so recently
and horribly been blindsided by fate..Bartholomew was dead but didn't know it yet. Pistol in hand, cocoon in tatters, ready to spread his butterfly
wings, Junior pushed the door to the apartment inward, saw a deserted living room, softly lighted and pleasantly furnished, and was about to step
across the threshold when the street door opened and into the hall came Ichabod..In truth, he was terrified. Although his need for her company was
so profound that it seemed to arise from his marrow, a part of him marveled-and trembled-at his dedicated pursuit of her..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..Neither guilt nor remorse plagued 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..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.."Too few," said Maria, "might mean you made an admirably small
number of moral mistakes but also that you failed to take reasonable risks and didn't make full use of the gift of life.".It occurred to her that the
knave had come, as foretold by the cards on that night long ago. She had expected the knave to be a man with sharp eyes and a wicked heart, but
the curse was cancer and not a man at all..Thunder less distant now. Around her-the crackle of police radios, the clang of tools being readied, the
skirl of a stiffening wind. Dizzying, these sounds. She couldn't shut her ears against them, and when she closed her eyes, she felt as though she
were spinning..He heard her explain that the title of the exhibition had been inspired by one of her father's sermons, which aired on a nationally
syndicated weekly radio program more than three years ago. This wasn't a religious program, per se, but rather one concerned with a search for
meaning in life; it usually broadcast interviews with contemporary philosophers as well as speeches by them, but from time to time featured a
clergyman. Her father's sermon received the greatest response from listeners of anything aired on the program in twenty years, and three weeks
later, it was rerun by popular demand..Instead, she saw Phimie reborn. She saw, as well, a child endangered. Somewhere out there was a rapist
capable of extreme cruelty and violence, a man who would--if Phimie was correct--react unpredictably if ever he learned of his.This claim wasn't
true. His father, an unsuccessful artist and highly successful alcoholic, lived in Santa Monica, California. His mother, divorced when Junior was
four, had been committed to an insane asylum twelve years ago. He rarely saw them. He hadn't told Naomi about them. Neither of his parents was a
resume enhancer..She told him to stay on the line, stay on no matter what, told him to keep talking to her, and he hung up.."Miss White was
admitted to St. Mary's late January fifth," said Nolly, "with dangerous hypertension, a complication of pregnancy.".If her beautiful son was to be a
prodigy of any kind, she would thank God for his talent and would do anything she could to help him achieve his destiny..When he reached the
Suburban and closed his right hand around the handle on the driver's door, he felt something peculiar against his palm. A small, cold object
balanced there..Agnes had read the last half of Red Planet to Barty just the previous night, but he brought the book with him, to read it again..She
hung her head, covered her face with her chilled hands, and wondered how her mother could sustain faith in God when such terrible things could
happen to someone as innocent as Phimie..At home again, in the safety of the family, Barty collapsed in exhaustion from the sustained effort to see
with eyes that he didn't possess. Abed for ten days, feverish, afflicted with vertigo and migraine headaches, nauseated, he lost eight pounds before
his recovery was complete.."I never spoke with God--Nor visited in Heaven--Yet certain am I of the spot--As if the Checks were given.".Yet when
he put her down in the upstairs hall, she cried out for her husband--"Harry!" "-and tried to plunge once more into the narrow stairwell..were
uniformly negative, frequently hilarious, but never as succinct and violent as Sklent's..Backing off, trying to feel his way to the foyer and front
door, afraid that if he stumbled over a chair, she'd descend upon him like a screaming hawk upon a mouse, Junior denied her accusation. "You're
crazy. How could I know? Look at you! How could 1 possibly know?".Celestina gave birth to Seraphim in '69, saw her painting on the cover of
American Artist in '70, and gave birth to Harrison in '72..In spite of its dazzle and power and comfort, however, the car was not able to lift his
spirits as he cruised the hills of the city. Somewhere along these darkly glistening streets, in these houses and high-rises clinging to steep slopes
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awaiting seismic sundering, the boy was sheltered: half Negro, half white, full doom to Junior Cain..If the detective believed that Seraphim had
been raped, his natural desire to exact vengeance for his friend's daughter might motivate him to commit the relentless harassment that Junior had
endured now for four days..Edom's twin, Jacob, who had never held a job, lived in the second apartment. He'd been there since graduating from
high school..Although not quite as young as Bavol Poriferan, this artist was equally adored by critics and widely regarded as a genius. He went by a
single and mysterious name, Sklent, and in the publicity photo of him that was posted in the gallery, he looked dangerous..Tom Vanadium was no
alarmist, and the most logical explanation came to him first. Paul had wanted to learn how to roll a quarter across his knuckles, and in spite of
being dexterously challenged, he practiced hopefully from time to time. No doubt, he had sat at the table this morning--or even last evening, before
bed-dropping the coin repeatedly, until he exhausted his patience..murdered would be discounted. And if every death was suspicious to him, then
he would quickly lose interest in Junior and move on to a new enthusiasm, harassing some other poor devil..Agnes added this stop to her route at
the request of Reverend Tom Collins, the local Baptist minister whose folks unthinkingly gave him the name of a cocktail. She was friendly with
all the clergymen in Bright Beach, and her pie deliveries favored no one creed.."Well, Uncle Jacob doesn't understand kids. Anyway, this is pretty
good stuff.".She thought that she already knew all about humility, about the necessity of it, about the power of it to bring peace of mind and to heal
the heart, but in the following few minutes, she learned more about humility than she had ever known before..Slamming through the door, letting it
bang shut behind him hard enough to crack the glass, crossing the porch, Tom took the beauty of the day like a fist in the gut. It was too blue and
too bright and too gorgeous to harbor death, and yet it did, birth and death, alpha and omega, woven in a design that flaunted meaning but defied
understanding. It was a blow, this day, a hard blow, brutal in its beauty, in its simultaneous promises of transcendence and loss..Requital.
Restitutional apology, which must have been learned in a law school where English was the second language. Even atonement..The head of the
hospital bed was elevated, and Perri lay on her back. Her eyes-were closed..Now the message ... Something about a hospital. Someone dying. A
cerebral hemorrhage..This rosarium was Edom's only relationship with nature that did not inspire terror in him. Agnes believed that Joey's
enthusiasm for the restoration of the garden was, in part, the reason why Edom had not tamed as far inward as Jacob and why he'd remained better
able than his twin to function beyond the walls of his apartment..Junior tipped his head back and gazed up toward the section of broken-out railing
along the high observation deck..Celestina intended to capture Nella as she was now, head at rest upon the pillow of, perhaps, her deathbed, eyes
closed and mouth slack, face ashen but serene. Then she would draw four more portraits, using bone structure and other physiological evidence to
imagine how the woman had looked at sixty, forty, twenty, and ten..In the foyer again, about six feet inside the front door, he stood the wineglass
on the floor. He placed the bottle of Merlot beside the glass, the red rose beside the bottle.."Our new roof," Bill said, pointing overhead, "will hold
through any hurricane. Fine work. You tell Agnes what fine."Nothing of the kind." Agnes smiled at Barty and wiggled her finger in his grip.
"They've always been my salvation. I don't know what I'd do without them.".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..Whether the cop was
unhinged or not, Junior had nothing to gain by talking to him, especially in this disorienting darkness. He was exhausted, achy, with a sore throat,
and he couldn't trust himself to be as.Walking was part of a fitness regimen that he took seriously. He would never be called upon to save the
world, like the pulp heroes in the tales he enjoyed; however, he had solemn responsibilities he was determined to meet, and to do so, he must
maintain good health..Returning to his apartment, Edom had to pass under the limbs of the majestically crowned oak that dominated the deep yard
between the house and the garage..After tucking the flashlight under his belt, he grabbed the lip of the Dumpster with both hands. The metal was
gritty, cold, and wet..From late morning until dinner, people arrived and departed, raised toasts to a merry Christmas and to peace on earth, to
health and to happiness, reminisced about Christmases past, marveled about the first heart transplant performed this very month in South Africa,
and prayed that the soldiers in Vietnam would come home soon and that Bright Beach would lose no precious sons in those far jungles..Snapping
the cylinder into place, he rose to his feet. Already he had a new plan, and the cop's revolver was the most important tool that he required to
implement it..Striving to appear casual, but obviously unnerved, the pencil-thin man backed off again. "The paintings are lovely, wonderful, I'm
enormously impressed. I'm a friend of the artist's, you know. She was a tenant of mine, I was her landlord during her early college years, in her
salad days, a nice little studio apartment, before the baby. A lovely girl, 1 always knew she'd be a success, it was so apparent in even her earliest
work. I just had to come tonight, even though a friend's covering two of my four sets. I couldn't miss this.".Your deeds ... will return to you,
magnified beyond imagining ... the spirit of Bartholomew ... will find you ... and mete out the terrible judgment that you deserve..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.."Two weeks to go. I'm not going to miss that. I've cleared all
appointments off my calendar."."I was never Cary Grant, to begin with," said Vanadium, still ceaselessly rolling the quarter across his fingers, "so I
had no big emotional investment in my appearance. Cosmetic surgery would have added another year of recuperation time, probably much longer,
and I was anxious to get after Cain. Seemed to me this mug of mine might be just the thing to scare him into an incriminating mistake, even a
confession.".She got out of the cab and stood on the sidewalk in front of the gallery, her legs as shaky as those of a newborn colt..The room was
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bright enough for him to confirm that he was alone. The interior of the box in which Naomi now resided could be no more silent than this
house..He felt so happy, he was improving every day in every way, life just got better-but then something happened that was worse than the
shooting. It ruined his day, his week, the rest of his year..Otter was silent a while. Then he said in a low voice, "Clay, and gravel, and under that the
rock that bears garnets. All under this part of the city is that rock. I don't know the names.".When he held fast to his sanity, common sense
eventually told him that the coin must have been left much earlier in the night, soon after he had set out for Victoria's house. In fact, in spite of the
new locks, Vanadium must have stopped here on his way to see Victoria, unaware that he would meet his death in her kitchen-and at the hands of
the very man he was tormenting..In his room, he settled on the bed with his constipating snacks and the county telephone book. Because he had
packed the directory with the Zedd collection, the thief hadn't gotten it.."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.".With a thin hiss of disgust, Junior pulled away
from the thing, whatever it was, withdrew the flashlight from his belt, and listened intently for sounds in the alleyway. No voices. No footsteps.
Only distant traffic noises so muffled that they sounded like the grunts and groans and low menacing growls of foraging animals, displaced
predators prowling the urban mist..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.."Yes, I'm nicely rounding myself into an early grave," he said almost cheerfully. "And I must admit to enjoying
it.".Heart racing, but reminding himself that strength and wisdom arose from a calm mind, Junior stood in the center of the small kitchen, slowly
turning to study every angle of the room.."Longer to wait between Christmases," she said. "And between birthdays. I'd save a bunch of money on
gifts.".The ninth piece was not art, certainly not a work by Griskin, and could disturb no one half as much as it rattled Junior. Upon a black pedestal
stood a pewter candlestick identical to the one that had cracked the skull of Thomas Vanadium and had added dimension to the cop's previously
pan-flat face..Gore made him sick. He refused to attend movies that dwelt on the consequences of violence, and he had even less of a stomach for
blood in real life..Agnes wanted to reach out and touch him, but she found that she didn't have the strength to raise her arm. She was no longer
holding her belly, either. Both hands lay at her sides, palms up, and even the simple act of curling her fingers required surprising effort and
concentration..For a long time, she stood beside the bed, holding his hand, confident that on some level he was aware of her presence, though he
gave no indication whatsoever that he knew she was there..Not limited to a survey of the nursing staff on a single floor of the hospital, Junior used
the elevators to roam higher and lower. Checking out the skirts..During the following day, January 6, as Phimie was wheeled around the hospital
for tests in various departments, Celestina remained in 724, working on her portfolio for a class in advanced portraiture. She was a Junior at the
Academy of Art College..When Agnes was surprised to discover that Barty's name had been inspired by the reverend's famous sermon, Paul was
startled. He had heard "This Momentous Day" on its first broadcast, and learning that it would be rerun three weeks later by popular demand, he'd
urged Joey to listen. Joey had heard it on Sunday, the second of January, 1965-just four days before the birth of his son..Turning away from the
window, Tom met her gaze. His smoke-gray eyes looked frosted, as though the fog ghosts had passed through the window and possessed him. But
then the flame on the table candle flared in a draft; lambent light melted the chill from his eyes, and she saw again the warmth and the beautiful
sorrow that had impressed her before..Neddy cooperated by not deigning to look back. Eventually, he stopped a young man who, judging by the
name tag on the lapel of his blazer, was a gallery employee. They put their heads together in conversation, and then the musician headed through an
archway into the second showroom..In fact, attorneys for the potential plaintiffs felt that Nork, Hisscus, and Knacker were too willing to reach an
accommodation, and they met the trio's conciliation with high suspicion. Naturally, the state didn't want to defend against a claim involving the
death of a beautiful young bride and her unborn baby, but their willingness to negotiate so early, from such a reasonable posture, implied that their
position was even weaker than it appeared to be.."Of all the things I might be meant to do with my life," he told Agnes, "I believe nothing will
matter more than the small part I've had in bringing together these two children.".In fifty years, until Angel, Tom had found no other like himself
and now a second in little more than a week. "I can't do what you did."."Guilt," said the detective. "If he killed her, wouldn't an overwhelming
sense of guilt be as likely as anguish to cause acute nervous emesis?".She bent down and kissed his cheek, his right eye, his left, his brow, his dry
cracked lips. "I love you so much. I wanted to die when I thought you weren't with me anymore..He knew that he needed to get a grip on himself.
But he could not keep his breathing slow and deep, couldn't remember any of Zedd's other foolproof methods of self-control, couldn't recall a
single useful meditative technique..Because of the events regarding Barty and Angel back in January, Celestina, Grace, and Wally were no longer
displaced persons waiting to return to San Francisco. They had begun anew here in Bright Beach; and judging by all indications, they were going to
be as happy and as occupied with useful work as it was possible to be on this troubled side of the grave..Sometimes he thought he walked for Perri,
using the steps she had stored up and never taken, giving expression to her unfulfilled yearning to travel. At other times, he thought he walked for
the solitude that allowed him to remember their life in fine detail-or to forget. To find peace--or seek adventure. To gain understanding through
contemplation---or to scrub all thought from his mind. To see the world or to be rid of it. Perhaps he hoped that coyotes would stalk him through a
bleak twilight or a mountain lion set upon him on a hungry dawn, or a drunk driver run him down..Such quiet filled the house that Agnes couldn't
hear even the murmuring miseries of the past..Nolly adored her laugh, so musical and girlish. He would have made all sorts of a fool out of himself,
anytime, just to hear it.."As long as the case was open and you were the sole suspect," said the lawyer, "they couldn't negotiate an out-of-court
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settlement with you. But they were afraid that if eventually they couldn't prove you killed her, then they'd be in an even worse position when a
wrongful death suit finally went before a jury."."I've already told them," Joey said, wheeling away from her and yanking open the door of the foyer
closet with such force that she thought he would tear it off its hinges..Rhythmic breathing. Slow and deep. Slow and deep. Per Zedd, the route to
tranquility is through the lungs..She heard the door, and when she opened her eyes, the bay had already slid out of the car, into the downpour again.
She called him back, but he kept going..Junior had thought the news was the lab report, which had found no ipecac in his spew. All that had been
distraction..He went in a pretense of blindness, gripping Angel's arm, but he missed nothing, and etched every detail in his memory, against the
need of them in the coming dark..Their station wagon stood along the service road, at least a hundred yards from the grave. With no wind to harry
it, the rain fell as plumb straight as the strands of beaded curtains, and beyond these pearly veils, the car appeared to be a shimmering dark
mirage..He stared I out at the congregated ghosts of fog, white multitudes that entirely obscured the bay, as if all the sailors ever lost at sea had
gathered here, pressing at the window, eyeless forms that nevertheless saw everything.."What car?" Celestina asked, stopping at the bottom of the
steps and turning to look..Having arrived at this same astonishing but nonetheless obvious conclusion, Harrison said, "Someone has to've been
hurt." He hurried out of the kitchen, through the dining room, with Paul close behind him..San Francisco's pre-Christmas cheer had deserted it. The
glow and glitter of the season had given way to a mood as dark and ominous as The Cancer Lurks Unseen, Version 1..Late Monday afternoon,
September 19, Junior returned wearily to his apartment, from another fruitless investigation of a Bartholomew, this one across the bay in Corte
Madera. Exhausted by his unending quest, depressed by lack of success, he sought refuge in meditation.."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.".The window gave way an instant before Celestina squeezed off the
shot. The man dropped out of sight. She didn't know if she had scored a hit..Her voice as bright as her bed ensemble, spiritual sister to baby chicks
everywhere, yellow Angel raised her head from the pillow and said, "Will you have a wedding?"."Just that she's aware of all the ways things are,"
Maria added. "Like you and Barty.".During the walk home: slow and deep, breathing slow and deep, moving not at a brisk clip, but strolling, trying
to let the tension slide away, striving to focus on good things like his full exemption from military service and his purchase of the Sklent
painting..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..He was still her boy. As always, her boy. Bartholomew. Barty. Her sweetie. Her kiddo..Speaking of bosoms,
everywhere in the loft were braless girls in sweaters and miniskirts, braless girls in T-shirts and miniskirts, braless girls in silk-lined rawhide vests
and jeans, braless girls in tie-dyed sash tops, with bared midriffs, and calypso pants. Lots of guys moved through the crowd, too, but Junior barely
noticed them.."I've always wanted to learn the piano myself," Junior claimed, "but I guess you really have to start young."."Your father denies the
rape ever occurred, apparently out of what I'd call a misguided willingness to trust in divine justice.".THE MORNING THAT it happened was
bright and blue in March, two months after Barty took Angel for a dry walk in wet weather, seven weeks after Celestina married Wally, and five
weeks after the happy newlyweds completed their purchase of the Galloway house next door to the Lampion place. Selma Galloway, retired from a
professorship years earlier, had subsequently retired further, taking advantage of the equity in her long-owned home to buy a little condo on the
beach in nearby Carlsbad..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.".Although only half the stools at the counter were
occupied, and none of those close to Junior, customers were seated in most of the booths. Some had their backs to him, and three were about
Vanadium's size..Junior's fear gave way to an appreciation for the irony in this situation. Gradually, he regained the ability to smile, tossed the coin
in the air, caught it, and dropped it in his pocket..Junior decided to attend the festivities, after all, motivated by the prospect of connecting with a
woman more pliant than the Bavol Poriferan sculpture..At the conclusion of the ceremony, he relinquished his secondhand sight. He would live in
darkness until Easter of 1986, though every minute of the day was brightened by his wife..He yearned for a new heart mate. He was wise enough to
know that no amount of yearning could transform the wrong woman into the right one. Love couldn't be demanded, planned, or manufactured.
Love always came as a surprise, snuck up on you when you were least expecting it, like Anthony Perkins in a dress..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..The boy didn't at once answer, and when Agnes looked up from Red Planet, she saw
that he was staring oddly at her. He squinted, as if puzzled, and said, "The twisty spots just jumped off the page right up on your face.".After the
detective returned the box to the nightstand, the coin began to turn again..The tone sounded, as promised, and a man's voice spoke from the box:
"It's Max. You're psychic. I found the hospital here. Poor kid bad a cerebral hemorrhage, arising from a hyperensive crisis caused by ... eclampsia,
I think it is. Baby survived. Call me, huh?".Judging by the smeariness of the letters and by the fact that some had run before they dried, the writing
instrument hadn't been a felt-tip marker, as Vanadium first thought. A spattering of red droplets on the closed lid of the toilet and across the beige
marble floor, all dry now, gave rise to a suspicion..Joey couldn't raise his head, couldn't turn more directly toward her ... because his spine had been
damaged, perhaps severed, and he was paralyzed..You struck a discord that can he heard, however faintly, all the way to the farthest end of the
universe.....Hope was the handmaid to Agnes's faith. She always held fast to the belief that the future would be bright, but right now she was
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hesitant to test that optimism even with a harmless card reading. Yet, as with the fifth place setting, she was reluctant to object..He knew she
wouldn't just step back to calculate her batting average, so he rolled at once, out of her way, immensely relieved that he could move, because
judging by the pain coruscating across his back, he wouldn't have been surprised if she had broken his spine and paralyzed him. The chair crashed
down again, exactly where Junior had been sprawled an instant before.."Maybe." In truth, Tom didn't believe that any of this could be learned even
by one adept taking instruction from another adept. They were born with the same special perception, but with different and strictly limited abilities
to interact with the multiplicity of worlds that they could detect. He wasn't able to explain even to himself how he could send a coin or other small
object Elsewhere; it was something he just felt, and each time that the coin vanished, the authenticity of the feeling was proved. He suspected that
when Barty walked where the rain wasn't, the boy employed no conscious techniques; he simply decided to walk in a dry world while otherwise
remaining in this wet one-and then he did. Woefully incomplete wizards, sorcerers with just a trick or two each, they had no secret tome of
enchantments and spells to teach to an apprentice..Six captain's chairs encircled the big round table, one for everybody, including Agnes, but only
Paul and Barty stayed seated..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?"
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