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"Crafty men" is what they called wizards in those days..do further testing, of course, but not until he's been stabilized at least twelve hours.
Personally, I don't think we'll find any physical cause. Most likely, this was psychological-acute nervous emesis, caused by severe anxiety, the
shock of losing his wife, seeing her die.'.We cherish the old stories for their changelessness. Arthur dreams eternally in Avalon. Bilbo can go "there
and back again," and "there" is always the beloved familiar Shire. Don Quixote sets out forever to kill a windmill... So people turn to the realms of
fantasy for stability, ancient truths, immutable simplicities..The boy dashed for the front passenger's door. Agnes didn't follow him, because she
knew that he would politely but pointedly express frustration if any attempt was made to help him with a task that he could perform himself..He
nervously fingered the fabric of his slacks, outlining the quarter in his pocket. Still there..Jacob cooked corn bread, cheese-and-parsley omelettes,
and crisp home fries with a dash of onion salt.."Wish I could describe his face. Frosty the Snowman was never that white. The surveillance van is
parked right there, two spaces south of the vending machines--"."You'll need time to ... adjust to this," he said. "Perhaps you've got to call family.. .
.".After two years of rehabilitation, Tom had been pronounced as fit as ever, a miracle of modem medicine and willpower. But right now he seemed
to have been put back together with spit and string and Scotch tape. Arms pumping, legs stretching, he felt every one of those eight months of coma
in his withered-and-rebuilt muscles, in his calcium depleted-and-rebuilt bones..Shifting the Suburban out of park, Wally said, "I didn't know
Baptists indulged in wagering.".As Nolly hung his raincoat and his porkpie hat on a rack by the hall door, Kathleen Klerkle appeared in the
entrance to the nearest of the two treatment rooms. "Are you ready to suffer?".Still on her knees, she raised the weapon and realized that she was
going to shoot the maniac in the back, that she had no other choice, because her inexperience didn't allow her to aim for a leg or an arm. The moral
dilemma overwhelmed her, but so did an image of Phimie lying dead in bloody sheets on the surgery table. She pulled the trigger and rocked with
the recoil..Polio, largely an affliction of younger children, had stricken her two weeks before her fifteenth birthday. Thirty years ago.."Maybe he's a
character I saw in a movie or read in a novel. I'm a member of the Book-of-the-Month Club. I'm always reading one thing or another. I don't
remember a character named B-Bartholomew, but maybe I read the book years ago.".Before he taught himself to read books, he also taught himself
numbers, and then how to read a clock. The significance of time had a more profound impact on him than Agnes could understand, perhaps
because acquiring an awareness of the infinite nature of the universe and the finite nature of each human life-and fully understanding the
implications of this knowledge-takes most of us till early adulthood if not later, whereas for Barty, the vast glories of the universe and the
comparatively humble nature of human existence were recognized, contemplated, and absorbed in a matter of weeks..The slur faded from his voice
in minutes, but he suspected that straining too long to sustain this borrowed vision could result in a stroke or worse..Reading the dates on the
headstone, he saw that the minister's daughter had died on the seventh of January, the day after Naomi had fallen from the fire tower. If ever asked,
Junior would have no trouble accounting for his whereabouts on that day..Here again were these peculiar grammatical constructions, which
sometimes she had thought were just the mistakes that even a prodigy could be expected to make, and which sometimes she had interpreted as
expressions of fanciful speculations, but which lately she had suspected were of a more complex-and perhaps darker-nature. Now her dread took
form, and she wondered if the personality disorders that had shaped her brothers' lives could have roots not just in the abuse they had taken from
their father, but also in a twisted genetic legacy that could manifest again in her son. In spite of his great gifts, Barty might be destined for a life
limited by a psychological problem of a unique or at least different-nature, first suggested by these occasional conversations that seemed not fully
coherent..Celestina breezed through the open door with Angel. "No vanilla wafers. You'll be up all night with a sugar rush."."Oh, sure, I know,"
Mary said. "But when it's a bad place, you feel it before you go in. So you just go around to the next place that isn't bad. No big deal.".Junior
couldn't see the lights of the nearest other houses. Either those structures were screened by trees or the neighbors weren't home..Twilight, nearly
gone and purple in the west, inspired a bright violet line along the crest of an incoming bank of bay fog, as though the mist were shot through with
a luminous vein of neon, transforming the entire sparkling city into a stylish cabaret just now opening for business. The night, soft as a woman
come to dance, carried a steely blade of cold in its black-silk skirts..But the boy played no tricks against his father. He took his beatings in silence
and learned to hide his gift..The voice had come not from the armchair in the corner, but from immediately beside the bed..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..Agnes ran to the
kitchen, where she had been working when the doorbell rang, packing boxes of groceries to be delivered with the honey-raisin pear pies that she
and Jacob had baked this morning..Two things about him were remarkable, beginning with his face. His head was wrapped with white gauze
bandages, so he looked like Claude Rains in The Invisible Man or like Humphrey Bogart in that movie about the escaped convict who has plastic
surgery to foil the police and to start a new life with Lauren Bacall. Blond hair sprouted from the top of the elaborate wrappings. Otherwise, only
his eyes, his nostrils, and his lips were uncovered..If Vanadium was watching, however, he would interpret the pitch of the coin to mean that his
unconventional strategy was working, that Junior's nerves were frayed to the breaking point. With an adversary as indefatigable as this cuckoo cop,
you dared never show weakness..Since the cops believed that Junior accidentally shot himself while searching for a nonexistent burglar, he was
already in their book as an idiot. If he tried to explain how Vanadium had tormented him with the quarter, and how a quarter turned up, of all
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places, in his cheeseburger, they would figure him for a hopeless hysteric..Over the following hour, as Walter Panglo guided Jacob through the
planning of the funeral, Jacob recounted the gruesome details of numerous airliner crashes, shipwrecks, train collisions, coal-mine disasters, darn
collapses, hotel fires, nightclub fires, pipeline and oil-well explosions, munitions--plant explosions.....Traumatized by the violence in her mother's
bedroom, not fully aware of what happened to Wally, Angel had been tearful and anxious. A thoughtful physician gave her a glass of orange juice
spiked with a small dose of a sedative, and a nurse provided pillows. Bedded down on two pillow-padded chairs, wearing a rose-colored robe over
yellow pajamas, she gave herself as fully to sleep as she always did, sedative or not, which was every bit as fully as she gave herself to life when
she was awake..Each booth was at a large window, and each window provided a view of the street. Vanadium wasn't out there, watching from the
sidewalk, either: no glimpse of his pan-flat face shining in the December sun..Junior took two steps toward him, sighting the gun on his face. "Why
should I be afraid of a stumbling blind boy no bigger than a midget?".After much oily commiseration, sanctimonious babble about Naomi having
gone to a better place, and insincere talk of the government's desire always to ensure the public safety and to treat every citizen with compassion,
Knacker or Hisscus, or Nork, finally got around to the issue of compensation..Now, without realizing when it had happened, he had been lowered
from his knees to his right side. Head elevated and tilted by one of the paramedics. So he could expel the bile, the blood, rather than choke on
it..Certain the caller was the police operator, Junior screamed as though in agony, wondering if his cries sounded genuine, since he'd had no
opportunity to rehearse. Then, in spite of the painkiller, his cries suddenly were genuine..If the state police did get involved, and even if they found
evidence that the accident was staged, they would most likely point the finger of blame at the man for whom Victoria had been preparing
dinner..With his refreshed drink, studying Celestina's photograph in the brochure, Junior returned to the living room. She was as stunning as her
sister, but unlike her poor sister, she wasn't dead and was, therefore, an appealing prospect for romance. From her, he must learn whatever she
knew that might help him in the Bartholomew hunt, without alerting her to his motive. At the same time, there was no reason that they couldn't
have a fling, a love affair, even a serious future together..The sill was about four and a half feet off the lavatory floor. With both hands, Junior
levered himself onto it..When Junior tried to lift Victoria, her voluptuousness lost its appeal. As dead weight, she was heavier than he expected..In
the tree, the girl grinned. "Even if he stays up there until dawn, he'll still be coming down in the dark, won't he. Oh, we'll be fine, Aunt Aggie..With
every step through the long night walk, Paul had considered what he would say, must say, if this encounter ever took place. Now all his practiced
words deserted him..For eight months following that night, until late September of 1965, Vanadium had been in a coma, and his doctors had not
expected him to regain consciousness. A passing motorist had found him lying along the highway near the lake, soaked and muddy. When, after his
long sleep, he awakened in the hospital, withered and weak, he'd had no memory of anything after walking into Victoria's kitchen-except a vague,
dreamlike recollection of swimming up from a sinking car..He slipped the card out from under the change, turned it over. A joker. Printed in red
block letters across the card was a name, BARTHOLOMEW..Hound meant well in sending the young man to Samory, but he did not understand
the quality of Otter's will. Nor did Otter himself. He was too used to obeying others to see that in fact he had always followed his own bent, and too
young to believe that anything he did could kill him..That saving smile once more returned lost harmony to the scarred and broken face. "Not me.
From my perspective, psychology is just one more of those easy sources of false meaning-like sex, money, and drugs. But I will admit to knowing
a thing or two about evil.".The longer they were required to lie low in fear, the more likely Celestina would be to cast caution aside and return to
Pacific Heights, Tom knew her well enough to be sure that she was a fighter rather than a runner. Being in hiding frustrated her. Day by day, hour
by hour, with no target date for resuming a normal life, she would quickly lose patience. Rubbed raw, her dignity and sense of justice would
compel her to act-perhaps more out of emotion than out of reason..Although the mummifying fog wound white mysteries around even the most
ordinary objects and wrapped every citizen in anonymity, Vanadium preferred to approach the apartment building with utmost discretion. Whatever
the length of his stay in this place, he would never arrive or depart through the front door or even through the basement level garage-until perhaps
his last day..This was not a ghost. This was not a walking dead man. This was something else, but until he knew what it was, who it was, the only
person he could possibly look for was Vanadium..Agnes discovered, from her research, that among child prodigies, Barty was not a wonder of
wonders. Some math whizzes were absorbed by algebra and even by geometry before their third birthdays. Jascha Heifetz, became an
accomplished violinist at three, and by six, he played the concertos of Mendelssohn and Tchaikovsky; Ida Haendel performed them when she was
five..Trying to ignore his phantom toe, which itched furiously, he searched the apartment. He proceeded carefully, determined not to shoot himself
in the foot accidentally this time..Both the red and the white wines were too cheap for Junior's taste' so he drank Dos Equis beer and got two kinds
of high by inhaling enough secondhand pot smoke to cure the state of Virginia's entire annual production of hams. Among the two or three hundred
partyers, some were tripping on some exhibited the particular excitability and talkativeness typical of cokeheads, but Junior succumbed to none of
these temptations. Self-improvement and self control mattered to him; he didn't approve of this degree of self indulgence..She worried that her
anxiety would prove contagious, that when her fear infected her boy, he would be less able to fight whatever hateful thing had taken seed in his
right eye..Copyright (c) 1999 by Ursula K. Le Guin. "Dragonfly" first appeared in Legends.."Three hundred and ninety-six of the dead were
children under the age of ten," Jacob continued. "A passenger train was tumbled off the tracks, killing twenty. Another train with tank cars got
smashed around, and oil spilled across the flood waters, ignited, and all these people clinging to floating debris were surrounded by flames, no way
to escape. Their choice was being burned alive or drowning.".Aware of the dangers of dehydration, he drank a bottle of water and put two
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half-gallon containers of Gatorade in the Suburban..where everyone spoke a single language and had all the blueberry pies they needed..Fourth and
last, he was surprised that Kickmule was a legitimate surname. This information wasn't of immediate importance to him, but if ever his Gammoner
and Pinchbeck identities were compromised and he required false ID in a new name, he would call himself Eric Kickmule. Or possibly Wolfgang
Kickmule. That sounded really tough. No one would mess with a man named Kickmule..Suddenly so many of Zedd's greatest maxims seemed to
conflict with one another, when previously they had together formed a reliable philosophy and guide to success..The search for Cain was
secondary. Getting to the revolver took Priority. Regain the gun and then proceed room by haunted room to hunt him down. Hunt him down, if he
was here. And if Cain didn't do the hunting first.."You should be with your children," Agnes worried. Maria looked up. "My babies are sitted with
my sister.".Without a word, Joshua Nunn and the paramedic retreated to the foyer. The parlor doors slid shut..He hadn't intended to enter the
gallery. No one in his usual circles would attend this show, unless in such a state of chemically altered consciousness that they wouldn't be able to
recall the event in the morning, so he wasn't likely to be recognized or remembered. Yet it seemed unwise to risk being identified as a reception
attendee if Celestina White's little Bartholomew and maybe the artist herself were murdered later. The police, in their customary paranoia, might
suspect a link between this affair and the killings, which would motivate them to seek out and.Wait here in the car. Give them time to settle down.
At this hour, they would put the kid to bed first. Then Ichabod and Celestina would go to their room, undress for the night..When she discovered
she was pregnant, Phimie dealt with this new trauma as other naive fifteen-year-olds had done before her: She sought to avoid the scorn and the
reproach that she imagined would be heaped upon her for having failed to reveal the rape at the time it occurred. With no serious thought to
long-term consequences, focused solely on the looming moment, in a state of denial, she made plans to conceal her condition as long as
possible..Barty set one other rule: "Without dying first ... and you have to be sure you can get back."."Paul," she said, "you've got a lovely house,
but Celestina and Grace are doers. They need to keep occupied. They'll go stir-crazy if they don't stay busy. Am I right, ladies?".Bartholomew
might be a teenager living with his parents or a dependent adult residing with family; if so, he wouldn't be revealed in this search, because the
phone would not be listed in his name. Or maybe the guy loathed his first name and never used it except in legal matters, going by his middle
name, instead..Agnes was so weary, her eyes so sore and grainy, that even this soft radiance stung. She almost closed her eyes and gave herself to
sleep again, that little brother of Death, which was now her only solace. What she saw in the lamplight, however, compelled her attention..This was
his door, however, not hers. She did not possess a ticket to ride the train that had come for him. He boarded, and the train was gone, and with it the
light in his eyes. She lowered her mouth to his, kissing him one last time, and taste of his blood was not bitter, but sacred..When he dared to look in
the mirror above the sink, he expected to see a haggard face, sunken eyes, but the grim experience had left no visible mark. He quickly combed his
hair. Indeed, he looked so fine that women would as usual caress him with their yearning gazes when he made his way back through the
gallery..The coin stopped turning across his knuckles and, as though with volition of its own, it slipped into the tight curve of his curled forefinger.
With a snap of his thumb, he flipped the quarter into the air..He tugged on a pair of thin latex surgical gloves. Flexed his hands. All right..Initially,
lying drowsily in the sumptuous comfort of Pratesi cotton sheets with black silk piping, Junior assumed that he was in a twilight state between
wakefulness and sleep, and that the singing must be a lingering fragment of a dream. Although rising and falling, the voice remained so faint that
he didn't at once identify the tune, but when he recognized "Someone to Watch over Me," he sat up in bed and threw back the covers..Switching on
the windshield wipers, Joey said, "That's the first time I've ever heard you admit that either of your brothers is odd.".Fifteen feet separated them,
with guests intervening. Yet this stranger's attention could have felt no more disturbingly intense to Junior if they had been alone in the room and
but a foot apart..Agnes's contractions were getting more frequent and slightly more severe, so she said, "All right, but let me go tell Edom and
Jacob that we're leaving.".Maybe his pursuit of the matter sprang from mere curiosity, the desire to discover what a child of his might look like;
however, if something else lay behind his interest, the motivation would not be benign. Whatever Cain's intentions, he would prove to be at least an
annoyance to Celestina and the little girl-and possibly a danger..In spite of his dumpy appearance-and especially in the dark, where appearances
didn't count-Vanadium had the aura of a mystic. Although Junior didn't believe in mystics or in the various unearthly powers they claimed to
possess, he knew that mystics who believed in themselves were exceptionally dangerous people..She leaned forward in her seat, and toward him, so
he could see her more directly, and when she put one trembling hand against his cheek, his head dropped forward on neck muscles as limp as rags,
his chin.He hadn't learned much from the call other than that they hadn't found Vanadium in his Studebaker at the bottom of Quarry Lake..By
invoking the word emergency, Celestina was able quickly to reach her own physician in San Francisco. He agreed to treat Phimie and to have her
admitted to St. Mary's upon her arrival from Oregon..During the past three years, he'd suffered much because of these sisters, including most
recently the humiliation in the Dumpster with the dead musician, Celestina's pencil-necked friend with a propensity for postmortem licking. The
memory of that horror flared so vividly-every grotesque detail condensed into one intense and devastating flash of recollection-that Junior's bladder
suddenly felt swollen and full, although he had taken a long satisfying leak in an alleyway across the street from the restaurant at which the
postcard-painting poseur had enjoyed a leisurely dinner with Ichabod..He had been stowed in a storeroom of one of the old palaces that Losen had
appropriated. It had no window, its door was cross-grained oak barred with iron, and spells had been laid on that door that would have kept a far
more experienced wizard captive. There were men of great skill and power in Losen's pay. Hound did not consider himself to be one of them. "All I
have is a nose," he said. He came daily to see that Otter was recovering from his concussion and dislocated shoulder, and to talk with him. He was,
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as far as Otter could see, well-meaning and honest. "If you won't work for us they'll kill you," he said. "Losen can't have fellows like you on the
loose. You'd better hire on while he'll take you.".Junior released Neddy and, letting him slide down the wall to the floor, returned to the door to
lock it. Reaching for the latch, he suddenly expected the door to fly open, revealing Thomas Vanadium, dead and risen. The ghost didn't appear, but
Junior was shaken by the mere thought of such a supernatural confrontation in the middle of this crisis..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.."Who else? I think there's romance in the air. The cow-eyed way he looks
at her, she could knock his knees out from under him just by giving him a wink.".64 just a little bit ago," the girl said. "I was sitting on the porch,
having a Popsicle, and I just figured it out.".Police identified Junior as the prime suspect, and newspapers featured his photograph in most stories.
They referred to him as "handsome," "dashing," "a man with movie-star good looks." He was said to be well known in San Francisco's avant-garde
arts community. He got a thrill when he discovered that Sklent was quoted as calling him "a charismatic figure, a deep thinker, a man -with
exquisite artistic taste .... so clever he could get away with murder as easily as anyone else might get away with double-parking. " "It's people like
him," Sklent continued, "who confirm the view of the world that informs my painting.".Tom Vanadium merely arched one eyebrow, as if to say
that more than a single answer ought to be obvious..He spent the afternoon with her and stayed for dinner. He ate at her bedside, feeding both
himself and her, balancing the progress of his meal with hers, so they finished together. He'd never fed her before, yet he wasn't awkward with her,
or she with him, and later what he remembered of dinner was the conversation, not the logistics..Edom drove, happy to assist Agnes. He was
happier still that he didn't have to make the pie deliveries alone..If Junior had realized that they were driving only a block and a half, he wouldn't
have followed them in the Mercedes. He would have gone the rest of the way on foot. When he pulled to the curb again, a few car lengths behind
the Buick, he wondered if he had been spotted..Focus. Get Ichabod all the way inside. Act now, think later. No, no, proper focus requires an
understanding of the need to ize: scrutinize, analyze, and prioritize. Get the bitch, get the bitch! Slow deep breaths. Channel the beautiful rage. A
fully evolved man is self-controlled and calm. Move, move, move!.Agnes supposed Jacob trembled in anticipation of the crash of an airliner or at
least a light aircraft. Edom might be calculating the odds that this serene place-at this specific hour-would be the impact point for one of those
planet-killing asteroids that reputedly wiped most life off the earth every few hundred thousand years or so..Unable to run, he raised his arms
defensively, crossing them in front of his face, though the impact of the coins wasn't painful. Volleys flicked off his fingers, palms, and wrists..On
the morning in August that Agnes came home from Dr. Joshua Nunn's office with the results of tests and with a diagnosis of acute myeloblastic
leukemia, she asked that everyone pack up and caravan, not to deliver pies, but to visit an amusement park. She wanted to ride the roller coaster,
spin on the Tilt-A-Whirl, and mostly watch the children laugh. She intended to store up the memory of Barty's laughter as he had stored up the
sight of her face in advance of the surgery to remove his eyes..Holding hands, Barty and Angel led the adults into the kitchen, to the back door.
This procession had a ceremonial quality that intrigued Tom, and by the time they stepped onto the porch, he was impatient to know why
everyone-except he and Wally-was emotionally airborne, one degree of altitude below euphoria..Sitting on the edge of the bed, Maria lightly salted
the runny eggs and spooned them into Agnes's mouth. "Eggs is as chickens does.".WHILE THE SLATS of ash-gray light slowly lost their meager
luster, and sable shadows metastasized in sinister profusion, the sentinel silence remained unbroken between Junior Cain and the birthmarked
man..He had dragged Ichabod halfway across the threshold when he heard someone say, "No.".Agnes held a smile as best she could, determined
that her son's final glimpse of her face would not leave him with a memory of her despair.."Better. Fear doesn't require him even to seduce a
woman or to buy a bottle of whiskey. He just needs to open himself to it, and he will be filled like a glass under a faucet. As difficult as this may be
to comprehend, Cain would choose to be neck-deep in a bottomless pool of terror, desperately trying to stay afloat, rather than to suffer that
unrelieved hollowness. Fear can give shape and meaning to his life, and I intend not merely to fill him with fear but to drown him in it.".A table
candle glowed in an amber glass. To Nolly, in this glimmering light, Kathleen's face was more radiant than the flame.."Wrong about what, sugarpie
smoosh--smoosh?" Celestina asked as Wally pulled to the curb again and parked..Perched on a chair with two plump bed pillows to boost her,
Angel extracted one crisp strip from her club sandwich and asked Tom, "Where's bacon come from?".The sound-suppressor didn't render the pistol
entirely silent, but the three soft reports, each like a quiet cough muffled by a hand, wouldn't have carried beyond the hallway..A rescuer instructed
her to close her eyes and turn her face away from the passenger's door. He shoved a quilted mover's blanket through the window and arranged this
protective padding along her right side..He nodded. "The effect not only comes before a cause in this case, but completely without a cause. The
effect is staying dry in the rain, but the cause-supposedly walking in a dryer world-never occurs. Only the idea of it.".All he cared about was Red
Planet, and what might happen after page 103. He had carried the book with him to the doctor's office, and on the way home in the car; he
repeatedly opened it, squinting at the lines of type, trying to read around or through the "twisty" spots. "Jim and Frank and Willis, they're in deep
trouble.".He was a patriotic guy, and he preferred American rock to the British brand. He had nothing against the English, no prejudices against
people of any nationality. Nevertheless, he believed that the American Top 40 ought to feature American music exclusively..The dining room
again, but this time he remembered how he had gotten here: by way of the living room..Grace and Celestina fell at once into the rhythms of kitchen
work, not only brewing the coffee, but also helping Agnes with the pies..Celestina stood listening until she heard Wally open the outer door and
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then close it..Using a clean rag that they had brought to polish the engraved face of the memorial, Barty said, "Is he good with numbers like
me?"."Take care you don't beat evil into him," said his aunt..They came to her, picked up the luggage that she had put down, and Edom said, "I'll
drive.".Curious to know what Neddy had said, Junior quickly approached the same gallery staffer. "Excuse me, but I've been looking for my friend
ever so long in this mob, and then I saw him talking to you-the gentleman in the London Fog and the tux-and now I've lost him again. He didn't say
if he was leaving, did he? He's my ride home."."Sometimes she wrote little paragraphs to God, very touching and humble notes of gratitude,
thanking Him for bringing you into her life."."I'm not sure which is more unusual-the site of the eruption, the number of boils, or the size of
them.".Yes, he suspected that he would require a great deal of rest to prepare himself for this vixen. Even in her loose white uniform and stodgy
rubber-soled shoes, she was an incomparably erotic figure. She would be a lioness in bed..the stems, thorns sharp against his tongue. And then
Agnes. Agnes in the yard, screaming.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..Succinctly, Edom told Jacob about visiting Obadiah, the magician with the
mangled hands. Then: "When we left, I followed Agnes, and Obadiah held me back to say, 'Your secret's safe with me.'".Considering his battered
and stitched face, considering also his tragic and colorful history, Vanadium spoke with remarkably little drama. His voice was calm, nearly flat,
rising and falling so little that he almost talked in a monotone.
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