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Before he could replay the memory for further contemplation, Junior saw Ichabod exiting the house. The man returned to the Buick, seeming to
float through the mist, like a phantom on a moor. He started the engine, quickly hung a U-turn in the street, and drove uphill to the house from
which he had earlier collected Bartholomew..A sense of fellowship in extraordinary times drew everyone closer, to hug, to touch, to share the
wonder. For a long moment, even in the symphony of the storm, in spite of all the plink-tink-hiss-plop-rattle that arose from every rain-beaten work
of man and nature, they seemed to stand here in a hush as deep as Tom had ever heard..Cain turned the pistol on Barty, but when Tom charged,
Cain swung toward him once more. The round that he fired would have been a crippler, maybe a killer, except that Angel launched herself off the
window seat behind Cain and gave him a hard shove, spoiling his aim. The killer stumbled and then shimmered.."And," Joshua cautioned, "you
better prepare for a long day. I'm pretty sure Dr. Chan will want to consult with an oncologist.".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.."Water can break?" Maria asked, looking toward the faucet at the kitchen sink. She sighed. "I have so much to be
learned."."Well," Tom said, "those people who think it's just a trick generally react bigger than you folks, and you know it's real.".On hearing of
Bartholomew's-and/or Celestina's-death, Neddy would be on the phone to the police, pointing them toward Junior, in twelve seconds. Maybe
fourteen..Twice during dinner, he seemed to draw near The Subject, but then he circled around it and flew off, each time to report some news of
little relevance or to recount something funny that Angel had said..During the rest of that first year, he walked to Palm Springs and back, a round
trip of more than two hundred miles, and north to Santa Barbara..Rudy Hackachak--Big Rude to his friends-was six feet four, as rough-hewn as a
log sculpture carved with a woodsman's ax. In a green polyester suit with sleeves an inch too short, an unfortunate urine yellow shirt, and a tie that
might have been the national flag of a third world country famous for nothing but a lack of design sense, he looked like Dr. Frankenstein's beast
gussied up for an evening of barhopping in Transylvania..According to the brief biographic note with the picture, Celestina White was a graduate
of San Francisco's Academy of Art College. She had been born and raised in Spruce Hills, Oregon, the daughter of a minister..Nurses were
supposed to be angels of mercy. She had shown him no mercy. And she was certainly no angel..No one in Junior's circles seemed to care about the
crisis in American music. He supposed he had a greater awareness of injustice than did most people..Move, move, like a runaway train, leaving the
dead nuns--or at least one dead musician-far behind..Ferocious pirates, ruthless secret agents, brain-eating aliens from distant galaxies, super
criminals hell-bent on ruling the world, bloodthirsty vampires, face-gnawing werewolves, savage Gestapo thugs, mad scientists, satanic cultists,
insane carnival freaks, hate-crazed Ku Klux Klansmen, knife-worshiping thrill killers, and emotionless robot soldiers from other planets had
slashed, stabbed, burned, shot, gouged, torn, clubbed, crushed, stomped, hanged, bitten, eviscerated, beheaded, poisoned, drowned, radiated, blown
up, mangled, mutilated, and tortured uncounted victims in the pulp magazines that Paul had been reading since childhood. Yet not one scene in
those hundreds upon hundreds of issues of colorful tales withered a corner of his soul as did a glimpse of Barty's empty sockets. The sight wasn't in
the least gory, nor even gruesome. Paul cringed and looked away only because this evidence of the boy's loss too pointedly made him think about
the terrible vulnerability of the innocent in the freight-train path of nature, and threatened to tear off the fragile scab on the anguish that he still felt
over Perri's death..On the drive home, Junior dropped the knife down a storm drain in Larkspur. He tossed the gloves in a Dumpster in Corte
Madera..Abruptly, without a cannonade of thunder, without artillery strikes of lightning, the storm broke. As loud as marching armies, rain tramped
across the roof..On January 1, 1966, five days before Barty's first birthday, Agnes discovered him, in his playpen, engaged in unusual toe play. He
wasn't simply, randomly tickling or tugging on his toes. Between thumb and forefinger, he firmly pinched the little piggy on his left foot, and then
one by one pinched his way to the biggest toe. His attention shifted to his right foot, on which he first pinched the big toe before systematically
working down to the smallest..Martinis were ordered all around. None here observed a vow of absolute sobriety..Sapphires and emeralds, dazzling
gems set in clearest white, ebony pupils at the center. Beautiful mysteries, these eyes, but no different now than they had ever been, as far as she
could tell.."She was a hero, just like you. I wanted you ... I wanted you to see her and to know her name. Perri Damascus. That was her
name.".They didn't mind, and down they went in a controlled descent that was nevertheless too quick for Agnes.."Maria is coming by with
Francesca and Bonita," Agnes said. "We might as well put all the extensions in the table. Barty, call Uncle Jacob and Uncle Edom and invite them
for dinner.".The presence of the brochure disturbed Vanadium also because he assumed that after being dead-ended by Nolly, Cain had
subsequently discovered that Celestina had taken custody of the baby to raise it as her own. For some reason, the nine-toed wonder originally
believed the child was a boy, but if he'd tracked down Celestina, he now knew the truth..Junior couldn't imagine why some Negro stranger would
want to intrude. He hoped there wouldn't be trouble..In the noble ruin of his face, Thomas Vanadium's smoke-gray eyes were striking, filled with a
beautiful ... sorrow. Not self-pity. He clearly didn't regard himself as a victim. This, Kathleen felt, was the sorrow of a man who had seen too much
of the suffering of others, who knew the evil ways of the world. These were eyes that read you at a glance, that shone with compassion if you
deserved it, and that glared with a terrifying judgment if compassion wasn't warranted..Her case of polio had been so severe that braces and
crutches were never an option. Muscle rehabilitation had been ineffective..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
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what-for that she could, and she held fast to hope, but she received the visitors nonetheless, just in case..Junior must have shouted shut up more
than he realized, because the neighbors began to pound on the wall to silence him..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..During Junior's brief stroll, the sidewalk ended, giving way to the graveled shoulder
of the road. He saw no one on foot, and no vehicles passed him..This was tedious work and might cot bear fruit. He needed to begin somewhere,
however, and the telephone directory was the most logical starting point..AFTER UNDERGOING TESTS for brain tumors or lesions, to ascertain
whether his seizure of violent emesis might, in fact, have a physical cause, Junior was returned to his hospital room shortly before noon..His words
echoed back to her from July: My cold's just here, not every place I am..Although Junior had not answered, Vanadium said, "Yes, I thought you
heard it.".Perhaps Dr. Parkhurst, too, was disturbed by this fascistic and fanatical spew sampling, because he became brusque. "I have a few
appointments to keep. By the time I make evening rounds, I expect Mr. Cain to."I'm captivated more by painting than I am by most dimensional
work," Junior explained. "Really, the only sculpture I've acquired is Poriferan's.".Halted by the unmistakable meaning of the expressions on these
women's faces, Paul was grateful that Nellie was briefly stricken mute. He didn't believe he had the strength to receive the news that she had tried
to deliver..During the past few hours, he had changed his life again, as dramatically as he had changed it on that fire tower almost three years
ago..As Junior blew his nose and blotted his eyes, Vanadium said, "I believe YOU actually loved her in some strange way.".IN NEED OF OIL, the
hand crank squeaked, but the tall halves of the casement window parted and opened outward into the alleyway..He prepared his knives and guns.
Blades and bullets. Fortune favors the bold, the self-improved, the self-evolved, the focused..A residual tension drained out of Junior. He was
somewhat surprised that he had still been concerned about the song..Golden lamplight gilded the front windows downstairs. He would sit with
Victoria on the living-room sofa, sipping wine as they got to know each other. She might tell him to call her Vicky, and maybe he'd ask her to call
him Eenie, the affectionate name Naomi had given him when he wouldn't tolerate Enoch. Soon, they would be necking like two crazy kids. Junior
would disrobe her on the sofa, caressing her smooth pliant body, her skin buttery in the lamplight, and then he would carry her, naked, to the dark
bedroom upstairs..He was having difficulty focusing his attention on the problem at hand. Through his mind, odd and disconnected thoughts rolled
like slow, greasy, eye-of-the-hurricane waves on an ominous sea.."I'll always know your face," he promised. "Even if you have to go away and
you're gone a hundred years, I'll remember what you looked like, how you felt.".For a moment, none of them spoke. The silence was as flawless as
the preternatural hush reputed to precede the biggest quakes..Agnes, who inherited the property, would have welcomed her brothers in the main
house. Although both were willing to visit her for an occasional dinner or to sit in rocking chairs on the porch, on a summer night, neither could
abide living in that ominous place..When the highway passed through a sunless ravine, he had broken into a sour sweat at the sight of the bloody
pulsing reflections of the revolving rooftop beacons on the bracketing cut-shale walls. Now and then, the siren shrieked to clear traffic ahead, and
he felt the urge to scream with it, to let loose a wail of terror and anguish and confusion and loss..She started toward the door, stopped, and turned
to him in the dark. "Kid of mine?".This morning, as Barty stood to one side listening, his mother asked Maria for poems by Emily
Dickinson..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..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..Junior considered slipping quietly around the
house, peering in windows, to be sure she was alone, before approaching directly. If she saw him, however, his wonderful surprise would be
spoiled..Earthquake weather. Southern Californians had many definitions of that term, but Edom knew he was right this time. Thunder would roll
again soon, but it would arise from underfoot..He opened the solid doors on the bottom of the breakfront, did not find what he was looking for,
checked in the sideboard next, and there it was, a small liquor supply. Scotch, gin, vodka. He selected a full bottle of vodka..In this case, he was
sure that vanity was not a fault, not the result of a swollen ego, but merely healthy self-esteem. That he was irresistible to women wasn't simply his
biased opinion, but an observable and undeniable fact, like gravity or the order in which the planets revolved t around the sun..Later, in early '66,
out of his coma and recovering sufficiently to have visitors, Vanadium spent a most difficult hour with his old friend Harrison White. Out of
respect for the memory of his lost daughter, and not at all out of concern for his image as a minister, the reverend had refused to acknowledge
either that Seraphim had been pregnant or that she'd been raped-although Max Bellini had already confirmed the pregnancy and believed, based on
cop's instinct, that it had been the consequence of rape. Harrison's attitude seemed to be that Phimie was gone, that' nothing could be gained by
opening this wound, and that even if there was a villain involved, the Christian thing was to forgive, if not forget, and to trust in divine justice..He
phoned her before leaving, to be sure she was home. She didn't work weekend shifts at the hospital; but maybe she would have gone out on this
night off. When she answered, he recognized her seductive voice-and devilishly muttered, "Wrong number.".Neddy talked when Celestina paused
for breath, talked over her when she didn't pause, heard only his own mellifluous voice and was pleased to conduct both sides of the conversation,
wearing her down as surely as-though far more rapidly than-the sand-filled winds of Egypt diminished the pharaohs' pyramids. He talked through
the first polite "Excuse me" of the tall man who stepped into the open doorway behind him, through the second and third, and then with an
abruptness that was as miraculous as any cure at the shrine of Lourdes, he fell silent when the visitor put a hand on his shoulder, eased him gently
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aside, and entered the apartment..He first eased from aisle to aisle, but soon moved more quickly, convinced that the singer would be found beyond
the next turn, and then the next. Was that her trailing shadow he had glimpsed, slipping around the comer ahead of him? Her womanly scent
lingering in the air after her passage?.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 ....This declaration was received seriously by Edom and Jacob, as if the devil often strolled the streets of Bright Beach
and from time had been known to snatch little babies from their mothers' and eat them with mustard..Jacob scared people. He was 'Edom's identical
twin, with Edom's boyish and pleasant face, as soft-spoken as Edom, well barbered and neatly groomed. Nevertheless, on the same mission of
mercy as Edom, Jacob would leave the pie recipients in a state of deep uneasiness if not outright terror. In his wake, they would bar the doors, load
guns if they owned any, and lay sleepless for a night or two..He turned from the cowering girl and studied the boy, who stood a few steps inside the
room, holding a can of soda in each hand. The artificial eyes were convincing, but they didn't possess the knowing look that so troubled him in the
strange girl..An unfortunately bumpy ride for the deceased: along the hallway, through the foyer, across the entry threshold, down the porch steps,
across a lawn dappled with pine shadows and yellow moonlight, to the graveled driveway. No complaints..The sight of her sister's blood and the
persistence of the flow made Celestina weak with apprehension. She was afraid she had done the wrong thing by delaying hospitalization..He
couldn't work up sufficient saliva to get the rasp out of his voice: "Then you could learn to do it.".He either detected their well-concealed surprise
or assumed they would be curious as to why, in spite of extensive surgery, he still wore this Boris Karloff face..Outside, flames churned to the left
and right of the opening. The front of the house was afire..Immediately at the thought of regurgitation, his abdominal muscles contracted like those
of a laboratory frog zapped by an electric current, and he choked on a rising horror..He squirmed deep under the covers, clamped a plump pillow
over his head to muffle the singing, and chanted, "Find the father, kill the son," until at last he fell exhausted into sleep..sport shirt just for no
reason at all, because she thought he'd look nice in it?".In all their years, neither twin had ever set foot beyond the limits of Bright Beach. They
both appeared nervous but determined..Grace, Celestina, and Paul expressed amusement and amazement at Angel's critical judgment..I. In the Dark
Time.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.."You didn't at all," Dr. Salk assured him. "I need to talk to you. If you would give me a little of your time...".Turning, turning, turning,
the mysterious warning in his mind: The spirit of Bartholomew ... will find you ... and mete out the terrible judgment that you deserve.."Does my
dad like Christmas?" Barty asked, sitting on the grave grass in front of the headstone..A sudden cold breeze blew down out of the moon, bearing a
faint alien scent, and the black boughs of the trees billowed and rustled like witches' skirts.."I could have been killed," Junior Cain repeated,
suddenly so horrorstruck by this realization that an iciness welled in his gut, and for a while he wasn't able to feel his extremities..Among those
present before the caravan returned were a few who should have known better than to allow this madness. Tom Vanadium, Edom, Maria. They
stared up at the boy, tense and solemn, and Agnes could only suppose that they, too, had arrived after the fact, with the boy already beyond easy
recall..Celestina jammed the shaft of the crank into the casing socket. Wouldn't fit. Her hands were shaking. Steel fins on the shaft of the crank had
to be lined up just-so with slots in the socket. She fumbled, fumbled..Although she had never seen snow other than in pictures and on film, this
deep-settled silence seemed to speak of failing flakes, of white muffling mantles, and she wouldn't have been in the least surprised if, stepping
outside, she had found herself in a glorious winter landscape, cold and crystalline, here on the always-snowless hills and shores of the California
Pacific..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?".their
work, tears were followed by reminiscences that brought a smile and soothed, and hope was always found to be the flower that bloomed from every
seed of hopelessness..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.".His exceptional sensitivity remained a curse. He had been more profoundly affected by
Victoria's and Vanadium's tragic deaths than he had realized. Wrenched, he was..He had never associated Enoch Cain's dreaded Bartholomew with
the disciple Bartholomew in Harrison White's sermon, which had been broadcast once in December '64, the month prior to Naomi's murder and
again in January `65. Even now, with blood-scrawled-and-stabbed Bartholomew on the wall and with This Momentous Day before him in the
brochure, Tom Vanadium couldn't quite make the connection. He strove to pull together the broken lengths in this chain of evidence, but they
remained separated by one missing link.."Well, sure," said Mary, "without dying first. That would be the easy way to get there. I'm a Lampion,
aren't I? Do we take the easy way, if we can avoid it? Did Daddy take the easiest way up the oak tree?".The telephone was operative, and
Vanadium dialed the number of the building superintendent, Sparky Vox. Sparky had an apartment in the basement, on the upper of two
subterranean floors, adjacent to the garage entrance..In the physician's eyes, a yearning to believe. In his face, a squint of skepticism..Here, now,
came the anaconda smile. "Did you argue about the baby, Enoch? Maybe she wanted it, and you didn't. Guy like you--a baby would cramp your
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style. Too much responsibility.".You struck a discord that can he heard, however faintly, all the way to the farthest end of the universe....."If there's
a presentation, I assume then I'm the presentee," he said, taming his chair sideways to the table and taking her into his lap. "Just remember, I never
wear neckties.".Indeed, he would get through the rest of 1965 without resorting to another homicide. The nonfatal shooting in September would be
regrettable, quite messy, painful-but necessary, and calculated to do as little damage as possible..Her voice was flat and a little hard. Another man
might have mistaken her tone for disapproval, for impatience, even for quiet anger..Harmonizing with Diana Ross, Mary Wilson, and Florence
Ballard, he drove to the granite quarry three miles beyond the town limits..Reflecting upon her son's clever, diligent, and uncomplaining adaptation
to darkness, she wished that she had described to him the dazzling sunset under which they had made their journey home. Although her words
might have been inadequate to the spectacle, he would have elaborated on them to create a picture in his mind; with his creative skills, the world
that he'd lost with his sight might be remade in equal splendor in his imagination..Focus, Caesar Zedd teaches, is the sole quality that separates
millionaires from the flea-ridden, sore-pocked, urine-soaked winos who five in cardboard boxes and discuss vintages of Ripple with their pet rats.
Millionaires have it, winos don't. Likewise, nothing but the ability to focus separates an Olympic athlete from a cripple who lost his legs in a car
wreck. The athlete has focus, and the cripple doesn't. After all, Zedd notes, if the cripple had it, he would have been a better driver, an Olympic
athlete, and a millionaire..Later in the month, from Sparky Vox, Junior learned the building had a four-pipe, fan-coil heating system serving
discrete ductwork for each apartment. Voices couldn't carry from residence to residence in the heating-cooling system, because no apartments
shared ducting. Throughout the spring, summer, and autumn of 1967, Junior met new women, bedded a few, and had no doubt that each of his
conquests experienced with him something she had never known before. Yet he still suffered from an emptiness in the heart..By now, Junior
realized that he had been locked in a meditative trance for at least eighteen hours. He had settled into the lotus position at five o'clock Monday
afternoon-and Bob Chicane had shown up or their regular instruction session at eleven Tuesday morning..After the service, among those who came
to Agnes at graveside, trying to express the inexpressible, was Paul Damascus, the owner of Damascus Pharmacy on Ocean Avenue. Of Mideastern
extraction, he had dark olive skin and, incredibly, rust--red hair. With his rust-red eyebrows, lashes, and mustache, his handsome face looked like
that of a bronze statue with a curious patina..The lack of offensive odors indicated that he hadn't landed in a container filled with organic garbage.
In the blackness, judging only by feel, he decided that almost everything was in plastic trash bags, the contents of which were relatively
soft-probably paper refuse..Another of Junior's self-improvement projects, since moving to California, was to become a knowledgeable gourmet,
also a connoisseur of fine wines. San Francisco was the perfect university for this education, because it offered innumerable world-class restaurants
in every imaginable ethnic variety..The fully evolved man never has to rely on the gods of fortune, Zedd tells us, because he makes his luck with
such reliability that he can spit in the faces of the gods with impunity..He tugged on a pair of thin latex surgical gloves. Flexed his hands. All
right..Nolly's gums were in great shape, too: firm, pink, no sign of recession, snug to the neck of each tooth..The diminutive mortician spoke a few
comforting words instead of commenting on the dental history of the deceased, and when he put a consoling hand on Jacob's shoulder, Jacob
cringed from his touch..Junior Cain was committed to continuous self-improvement. He believed in the need constantly to expand his knowledge
and horizons order to better understand himself and the world. The quality of life was solely the responsibility of oneself he author of How to Have
a Healthier Life through Autohypnosis was Dr. Caesar Zedd, a renowned psychologist and best-selling author of a dozen self-help texts, all of
which Junior owned in addition to the literature that he had acquired from the book club. When he had been only fourteen, he'd begun buying Dr.
Zedd's titles in paperback, and by the time he was eighteen, when he could afford to do so, he'd replaced the paperbacks with hardcovers and
thereafter bought all the doctor's new books in the higher-priced editions. The collected works.One of his favorite gifts for Christmas 1967 was a
twelve-hole chromatic harmonica with forty-eight reeds providing a full three-octave range. Even in his little hands, and with the limitations of his
small mouth, this more sophisticated instrument enabled him to produce full-bodied versions of any song that appealed to him..As she turned away
from him and continued along the hall toward the kitchen, Agnes said, "They'll be as good as new when she's mended them.''.Now came a slight
but real risk of being heard inside: He pulled the trigger. The flat steel spring in the lock-release gun caused the pick to jump upward, lodging some
of the pins at the shear line. The snap of the hammer against the spring and the click of the pick against the pin tumblers were soft sounds, but
anyone near the other side of the door would more likely than not hear them; if she was one room removed, however, the noise would not reach
her..Alarmed, concerned that his patient's emotional reaction would lead to racking sobs, which in turn might stimulate abdominal spasms and
renewed vomiting, Parkhurst called for a nurse and prescribed the immediate administration of diazepam..So keep moving. Don't get hung up on
the disgusting aftermath. Keep whistling along like a runaway train. Clean up, clean out, roll on..He pushed on the door, but still it resisted, and he
surprised himself by letting out a bellow of frustration that expressed quite the opposite of self-control, though no one listening could have the
slightest doubt about his determination to commit and command..Of firm but pliable rubber, custom-formed to his disfigured foot, a shoe insert
filled the void left by his missing toe. This simple aid ensured that virtually all footwear was comfortable, and by November, Junior walked with no
discernible limp..Since her conversation with Joshua Nunn the previous Thursday, she'd had more than four days to armor herself for the worst.
She prepared for it as well as any mother could while still holding on to her sanity..Angel was lying on a towel on the convertible sofa, where
Grace had just changed her diaper..Barefoot, in midnight-blue silk pajamas, he walked through his rooms turning on lights in a considered pattern,
which he had settled upon after much thought and planning..Although a believer, Agnes was not at the moment able to spread the flowers and ferns
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of faith over the hard, ugly reality of death. Cowled and skeletal, Death was here, all right, scattering his seeds among all her gathered friends, one
day to reap them..Agnes had struggled recently to find a way to explain to Barty that his uncles had lost their hope, to convey also what it meant to
live without hope-and somehow to tell the boy all this without burdening him, at such a young age, with the details of what his monstrous
grandfather, Agnes's father, had done to her and to her brothers. The task was beyond her abilities. The fact that Barty was a prodigy six times over
didn't make his mother's work easier, because in order to understand her, he would require experience and emotional maturity, not just intellect..At
the end, with the salt Tom and the pepper Tom standing side by side in their different but parallel worlds, Maria said, "Seems like science
fiction.".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.".Some acts were distasteful, too, such as searching the lunatic lawman for his car keys and his badge..To Edom, humanity was obviously not
the greater of these two destructive forces. Men and women were part of nature, not above it, and their evil was, therefore, just one more example
of nature's malignant intent. They had stopped debating this issue years ago, however, neither man conceding any credibility to the other's
dogma.."If he gets back within the next hour, better ring me at his place so I can scoot."
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