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Celestina stood listening until she heard Wally open the outer door and then close it.."So I drew attention to myself. Raised suspicions. One night,
in St. Louis, this rube recognized me from my performing days, even though I'd changed my looks. It was a high-stakes game, but the players
weren't high-class. They ganged up on me, beat me, and then smashed my hands, one finger at a time, with a tire iron.".Glaring and red-faced,
lowering his voice almost to a whisper, Neddy said, "I'm sorry, but you've got me all wrong. I'm not like Renee and you.".The minister's threat had
been forgotten, repressed. At the time, only half--heard, merely kinky background to lovemaking, these words had amused Junior, and he'd given
no serious thought to their meaning, to the message of retribution contained in them. Now, in this moment of extreme danger, the inflamed boil of
repressed memory burst under pressure, and Junior was shocked, stunned, to realize that the minister had put a curse on him!.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..The little hands, so weak now but someday strong: Would they eventually be capable of savagery, as were the
father's hands? Misbegotten offspring. This seed of a demonic man whom Phimie herself had called sick and evil. However innocent-looking now,
what pain might she eventually in-- on others? What outrages might she commit in years to come? Although Celestina searched intently, she could
not glimpse the father's evil in the child..Incredibly, the thief left behind the most valuable items: the collection of hardcover first editions of Caesar
Zedd's complete body of work. The box stood open, its contents having been explored in haste, but not a single volume was missing..As best he
could, he examined his clothes. They were better pressed than he expected, and not noticeably soiled..At 11:45, on her way to bed, Agnes stopped
at Barty's room and found him propped against pillows. The book was not particularly large as books went, but it was big in proportion to the boy;
unable to hold it open with his hands alone, he rested his entire left arm across the top of the volume..Jacob made more fire sounds as he stripped
the clear cellophane off a second new deck of playing cards, then off a third and a fourth..In the living room stood a Christmas tree, and under the
tree lay prettily wrapped presents. Junior enjoyed opening all of them, but he didn't find anything he wanted to keep..than the crows. Tumbled on
the grass, in fragments: the broken trophy for the prize rose, the symbol of his sinful.Two more uniformed officers had entered the kitchen, fresh
from their search of the apartment. They were amused..With a tenderness that surprises and moves Celestina, the tall nurse closes the dead girl's
eyes. She opens a fresh, clean sheet and places it over the body, from the feet up, covering the precious face last of all..For the next few days, they
would eat all their meals in the suite. Most likely, Cain had left San Francisco. And even if the killer hadn't fled, this was a big city, where a chance
encounter with him was unlikely. Yet having, assumed the role of guardian, Tom Vanadium had a zero tolerance for risk, because the inimitable
Mr. Cain had proved himself to be a master of the unlikely..Junior was accustomed to having women seduce him. His good looks were a blessing
of nature. His commitment to improving his mind made him interesting. Most important, from the books of Caesar Zedd, he had learned how to be
irresistibly charming..The bright side was easy to see. If Vanadium's reputation among other cops and among prosecutors was that of a paranoid, a
pathetic a after phantom perpetrators, his unsupported belief that Naomi."Yes. Sodium chloride will work, too. Common salt. Mix enough of it with
water, and it's generally effective.".He briefly closed his hand around the three coins, then with a snap of his wrist, flung them at Nolly, who
flinched. But either the coins were never flung or they vanished in midair-and his hand was empty..Vanadium was surely unaware of any
connection between Junior and Seraphim White. And now the girl could never talk..Tom received a fierce hug, too, and a sisterly kiss, and he was
grateful for them. He had been a loner for too long, as a hunter of men pretty much had to be when on a long hard road of recuperation and then on
a mission of vengeance, even if he called it a mission of justice. During the few days he'd spent guarding Celestina and Grace and Angel in the city,
and subsequently during the week with Wally, Tom had felt that he was part of a family, even if it was just a family of friends, and he had been
surprised to realize how much he needed that feeling..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.."No. Charming," she disagreed. "There's a meaning to it. Everything has a
meaning, dear.".He was about to lift the body out of the chair when he heard the car in the driveway. He might not have caught the sound of the
engine so distinctly and so early if the stereo had not been in the process of changing albums..Everyone was silent. The day was morgue-still. The
crows had fled the sky, but a single hawk gilded soundlessly, like justice with its prey in sight, high above the tower..In the motel office, Junior
paid for another night in advance. His preference in lodgings didn't run to greasy carpeting, cigarette-scarred furniture, and the whispery scuttling
of cockroaches in the dark, but though feeling better, he was too tired and shaky to drive..Vanadium owned so few clothes that the two bags had
sufficient capacity to accommodate half the contents of the closet and dresser..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..Ever since he'd searched Vanadium's
house, over fourteen months ago, Junior had enjoyed learning about other people by touring their homes in their absence. Because he was unwilling
to risk arrest for breaking and entering, these explorations were rare, other than in the homes of women whom he'd dated long enough to justify
swapping keys. Happily, in this golden age of trust and easy relationships, as little as a week of hot sex could lead to key-level
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commitment..Neighbors might not be home. And by the time he knocked, asked to use the phone, dialed ... Too great a waste of time..When
Celestina first entered his ICU cubicle, the sight of his face scared her in spite of the surgeon's assurances. Gray, he was, and sunken-cheeked-as
though this were the eighteenth century and so many medicinal leeches had been applied to him that too much of his essential substance had been
sucked out..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.."You'd never cheat me. I know you.
We'd have Christmas twice a year and parties for half birthdays.".Bartholomew had been able to focus his eyes much sooner than the average baby
was supposed to be able to focus. To a surprising extent, he was already engaged in the world around him..Instead of answering the question,
meaning to imply that he believed Junior already knew the facts, Thomas Vanadium said, "I was able to get a warrant to search your house." Junior
thought this must be a trick. No hard evidence existed to indicate that Naomi had died at the hands of another rather than by accident..How ironic it
would be if Celestina, the aunt of Seraphim's bastard boy, proved to be the heart mate for whom Junior had been longing through the past few years
of unsatisfying relationships and casual sex. This seemed unlikely, considering the jejune quality of her paintings, but perhaps he could help her to
grow and to evolve as an artist. He was an open-minded man, without prejudices, so anything could happen after the child was found and
killed..From a cutlery drawer, Tom withdrew a knife. The largest and sharpest blade in the small collection..Perhaps this particular worry was not
ordinary maternal concern. If a sixth sense is at work in all of us, then perhaps subconsciously Apes was aware of the tragedy to come: the tumors,
the surgery, the blindness..unwittingly oversell any strong reaction, striking a false note and raising suspicions.."Brush your teeth, too," Celestina
said, leaning against the jamb in the open doorway..They would have given him an antinausea medication. It most likely wasn't going to work
quickly enough to save him.."Thursday it is," he said, clearly delighted to be receiving only a third of the fair-market rental from his
apartment..Nothing remained to be done but to press her shoe in the butter and hammer her head into the comer of the oven door..Because he hadn't
heard Victoria Bressler speak in so long-and then only on two occasions-and because the woman on the phone had spoken so softly, Junior couldn't
tell whether or not their voices were one and the same.."I didn't know it myself till I realized I was right in your neighborhood. I assumed your
mother and Angel would be here, and I hoped you might be. If I'm intruding-".The lid of the cooler wasn't on as tight as it ought to have been.
From around one edge slipped a thin and sinuous stream of smoke. Something on fire.."He's an attorney, and this grieving husband comes to him
with a big liability case. There's money to be made.".Leavening his tortured voice as best he could with shock and hurt, as though deeply wounded
by the need to speak these words, Junior Cain said, "You ... you think I killed her, don't you? That's crazy.".The verdant hills to the east lay like
slumbering giants under blankets of winter grass, bright in the morning sun. But when the shadows of clouds sailed off the sea and gathered inland,
the slopes darkened to a blackish green, as somber as shrouds, and a landscape that had appeared to be sleeping forms now looked dead and
cold..Sliding Victoria's chair away from the table, he turned her to face him. He adjusted her body so that her head was tipped back and her arms
were hanging slack at her sides..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..More often than not, in a social situation, regardless of
its nature, there came a time when Edom had to bolt, and here now was the time, not because he floundered at a loss for words, not because he
became panicked that he would say the wrong thing or would knock over his coffee cup, or would in some way prove himself foolish or as clumsy
as a clown in full pratfall, but in this instance because he didn't want to bring his tears into Agnes's day. Recently she'd had too many tears in her
life, and though these were not tears of anguish, though they were tears of love, he didn't want to burden her with them..Agnes remained mystified
by this talk, but a week before, in the rain-swept cemetery, she had learned there was substance to it..The paramedic, fingers pressed to the radial
artery in Junior's right wrist, must have felt a rocket-quick acceleration in his pulse rate..In Losen's service was a man who called himself Hound,
because, as he said, he had a nose for witchery. His employment was to sniff Losen's food and drink and garments and women, anything that might
be used by enemy wizards against him; and also to inspect his warships. A ship is a fragile thing in a dangerous element, vulnerable to spells and
hexes. As soon as Hound came aboard the new galley he scented something. "Well, well," he said, "who's this?" He walked to the helm and put his
hand on it. "This is clever," he said. "But who is it? A newcomer, I think." He sniffed appreciatively. "Very clever," he said..The magazine covers
were colorful, lurid, full of violence and eeriness and the coy sexual suggestiveness of a more innocent time. Most days, he read a story while
eating the two pieces of fruit that were his lunch, but sometimes he lost himself in a particularly vivid illustration, daydreaming about far places
and great adventures..rearview mirror was not hung with one of those tacky decorative deodorizers. The seats, regularly treated with leather soap,
were softer and more supple than they had been when the car had shipped out of.This is, of course, the purpose of art: to disturb you, to leave you
uneasy with yourself and wary of the world, to undermine your sense of reality in order to make you reconsider all that you think you know. The
finest art should shatter you emotionally, devastate you intellectually, leave you physically ill, and fill you with loathing for those cultural traditions
that bind us and weigh us down and drown us in a sea of conformity. Junior had learned this much, already, from his art appreciation course..Three
doors in the dark hallway: one to the right, ajar, and two to the left, both closed..After a hesitation, she said, "You're the boogeyman, except when I
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saw you, I was hiding under the bed where you're supposed to be.".In the execution, he was likewise scrupulous, for he didn't want the grownups to
see what Angel saw; he preferred they believe it was sleight of hand-or magic. After the usual moves, he briefly closed his right hand around the
coin, then with a snap of his wrist, flung it at Angel, simultaneously distracting with flourishes aplenty..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 his ringleted yellow hair, coiled
mustache, and haughty right file, this was a jack that looked as if he might be a knave in the worst sense of the word..With her brothers, she
adjourned to the waiting room, where the three of them sat drinking vending-machine coffee, black, from paper cups..By November 1967, the
Father Brown detective stories, written for mystery-loving adults by G. K. Chesterton, thrilled Barty. This series of books would retain a special
place in his heart for the rest of his life-as would Robert Heinlein's The Star Beast, which was among his Christmas gifts that year..Or as her father
often said, happily mocking his own rhetorical eloquence: "Brighten the comer where you are, and you will light the world.".Atop the dead woman,
Vanadium's leather ID holder ignited. The identification card would bum, but the badge was not likely to melt. The police would also identify the
revolver..He half expected to hear Thomas Vanadium in the distance, softly singing "Someone to Watch over Me.".Even though the detective was
on the wrong track, Junior was beginning to feel aggrieved. As any good citizen, he was willing, even eager to cooperate with responsible
policemen who conducted their investigation by the book. This Thomas Vanadium, however, in spite of his monotonous voice and drab
appearance, gave off the vibes of a fanatic..Shuddering with dread, he placed one hand against the door and slowly pushed it open..He ardently
wished that he hadn't killed her with such merciful swiftness. If he'd tortured her first, he would now have the memory of her suffering from which
to take consolation..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..pride, his one great shining moment but also his sinful pride. Clubbed with the trophy first, fists later. And now,
here,.His precious wife had fallen from the tower and died only hours before this girl was born. This girl ... this vessel..Even as this news pleased
Junior, it also saddened him. He was not merely interring a lovely wife, but also his first child. He was burying his family..On a morning in July,
Junior was visiting the public library, poring through the stacks in search of exotic volumes on the occult, when the phantom voice rose nearby.
Here, the singing sounded softer than in his apartment, little more than a murmur, and also threadier.."What aren't you telling us?" her mother
pressed, intuiting the existence of a larger story, if not the amazing nature of it..Eye to eye with Tom, Celestina herself did some clear-seeing.
"You're special, too, in lots of obvious ways. But like Angel, you're special in some secret way ... aren't you?".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..Junior realized he was on the verge of babbling, and with an effort, he silenced
himself..Celestina breezed through the open door with Angel. "No vanilla wafers. You'll be up all night with a sugar rush.".Although the ace of
hearts had only positive meanings, and although, according to Maria, multiple appearances, especially in sequence, meant increasingly positive
things, a series of chills nevertheless riffled through Agnes's spine, as if her vertebrae were fingers shuffling..Tom Vanadium's uninflected but
curiously hypnotic voice, his pensive manner, his gray eyes so beautiful in that fractured face, his air of measured melancholy, and his evident
intelligence gave him a presence that was simultaneously as solid as a great mass of granite and yet otherworldly..Better still, he was able to have
the girl to the accompaniment of her father's voice, which was even kinkier than doing her in the parsonage. When Junior rang the bell, Seraphim
had been in her room, listening to a tape of a sermon her father was composing. The good reverend usually dictated a first draft, which his daughter
then transcribed. For three hours, Junior went at her mercilessly, to the rhythms of her father's voice. The reverend's "presence" was deliciously
perverse and stimulating to his sense of erotic invention. When Junior was finished, there was nothing sexual that Seraphim could ever do with a
man that she had not learned from him..Each page comprised four columns of names and numbers, most with addresses. Approximately one
hundred names filled each column, four hundred to a page..Agnes called their two-car parade a Christmas caravan, which appealed to Barty's sense
of magic and adventure. Repeatedly he turned in his seat and rose to his knees to look back at his uncle Edom, waving vigorously..SHORTLY
BEFORE one o'clock, the Hackachaks descended in a fury, eyes full of bloody intent, teeth bared, voices shrill..Besides, even before he had fully
turned on his charm, before he had shown her that a ride on the Junior Cain love machine would make other men seem forever inadequate, Renee
was so hot for him that it might have been wise to open a bottle of champagne to douse her when spontaneous combustion destroyed her Chanel
suit..The January air was crisp, fragrant with evergreens and with the faint salty scent of the distant sea. A curiously yellow moon glowered like a
malevolent eye, studying him from between ragged ravelings of dirty clouds..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 Agnes woke at 1:50 A.M., she was in the grip of a vague apprehension for which
she couldn't identify a source..the floor, on a silk-covered pillow filled with goose down. With a sigh " he assumed the lotus position: spine straight,
legs crossed, hands at rest with the palms up..impress the hell out of the hoity-toity types, take their money, and get famous.".stopped by to help
Agnes, and some offered to stay with her at night. She gratefully accepted assistance with the housecleaning, laundry, and shopping, but she
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declined the all-night company because of her dreams..Besides, Junior was reluctant to kill Vanadium, for real this time, and risk discovering- that
the detective's filthy-scabby-monkey spirit would in fact prove to be a relentless haunting presence that gave him no peace..She was so hot that the
ice melted quickly. A thin trickle slid down her throat, but not enough to take the Sahara out of her voice when she said, "More.".This was one of
many things about Agnes that amazed Edom. If he had dared to make a list of all the qualities that he admired in her, he would have sunk into
despair at the consideration of how much better she had coped with adversity than either he or Jacob.."The quarter in the sandwich," Nolly said,
because that was the first stunt that Simon Magusson had paid him to perform.."It was. But maybe that's not the whole story. Anyway, we know the
usual poses these guys strike, the attitudes they think are deceptive and clever. Most of them are so obvious, they might as well just stick their willy
in a light socket and save us a lot of trouble. This, however, is a new approach. Tends to make you want to believe in the poor guy.".As if he'd been
presented with many previous photos under these circumstances, Jonas Salk accepted the picture. "Your daughter?".Having survived the night,
Edom and Jacob were waiting in the hall. Each kissed his nephew, but neither could speak..The terror he hid from her vanished with the recital of
their vows. He knew from their first kiss as husband and wife that this was his destiny. What a great adventure they'd had together these past
twenty-three years, one that Doc Savage might have envied..Perhaps a lot of suspects were rattled and ultimately unnerved by this behavior. Junior
wouldn't be easily trapped. He was smart..Junior examined the music collection. The policeman's taste ran to big band music and vocalists from the
swing era..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..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..Eventually Agnes came to suspect that for all the pleasure the boy took in math and for all his aptitude
with numbers, his greatest gift and his deepest passion lay elsewhere. He was finding his way toward a destiny both more astonishing and stranger
than the lives of any of the many prodigies about whom she'd read..For a moment, Junior drew a blank on Renee. Reluctantly, he trolled the past
and fished up the painful memory: the gorgeous transvestite in the Chanel suit, heir or heiress to an industrial-valve fortune.."You know where it
comes from," her mother said with a yawn that betrayed her exhaustion after a night with no sleep and too much drama..She owned a
public-relations firm specializing in artists, and over dinner she rhapsodized about the work of Jack Lientery. His current series of
paintings-emaciated babies against backdrops of ripe fruit and other symbols of plenty-had critics swooning..When he located the new grave,
approximately where he'd guessed that it would be, he was surprised to find a black granite headstone already set in place, instead of a temporary
marker painted with the."Blood tests should reveal whether the child's yours or not. That also might explain all this.".For a finder's fee, Junior was
put in touch with a papermaker named Google. This was not his real name, but with his crossed eyes, large rubbery lips, and massively prominent
Adam's apple, he was as perfect a Google as ever there had been..He might not have this future-living thing down perfectly, but he was absolutely
terrific at anger..Confused, Panglo held out his right hand, but Jacob said, "Sorry, no offense, but I don't shake with anyone.".No matter. He was a
future-focused, focused man. The past is for losers. No, wait, humility is for losers. "The past is the teat that feeds those too weak to face the
future." Yes, that was the line from Zedd that Junior had stitched on a needlepoint pillow..This was the same woman who had been stripping the
second bed when Celestina arrived earlier. Now she was here to remake the first..Because the upper part of the hospital bed was somewhat raised,
he didn't have to lift his head from the pillow to study the corner where the phantom waited. He peered beyond the IV rack, past the foot of
the.surreptitiously with Junior. He was accustomed to being an object of desire. This night, however, the only lady he cared about was San
Francisco herself, and he wanted to be alone with her..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..Had Junior been chest-deep in wet concrete, he would have been more mobile than he was
now. He had no feeling in his legs..might be grumpy and would certainly be torpid, bleary-eyed, and uncommunicative. Angel awake was always
fully awake, soaking up color texture-mood, marveling in the baroque detail of Creation, and generally lending support to the apperception--test
prediction that she might be an art prodigy..And so at the age of thirty-one, after more than twenty-eight years of blindness with a few short
reprieves, Barty Lampion received the gift of sight from his ten-year-old daughter. 1996 through 2000: Day after day, the work was done in
memory of Agnes Lampion, Joey Lampion, Harrison White, Seraphim White, Jacob Isaacson, Simon Magusson, Tom Vanadium, Grace White,
and most recently Wally Lipscomb, in memory of all those who had given so much and, though perhaps still alive in other places, were gone from
here..Having been an object of Thomas Vanadium's fixation, Junior felt fortunate to have survived. He shuddered..Phimie must be honored now
with laughter instead of with tears, because her life had left Celestina with so many memories of joy and with joy personified in Angel. To fend off
tears, she said, "Listen, Clark Kent, we women need our little secrets, our private thoughts. If you can really read my heart this easily, I guess I'm
going to have to start wearing lead brassieres."."I'm sure you would be, yes, but I'm afraid I don't have the patience to teach, I'm a performer, not an
instructor. I suppose I could give you the name of a good teacher."."It's even worse," Junior rasped, convinced that he was losing some indefinable
advantage if the cop left without playing out this moment as it would usually unfold in an intellectual television crime drama like Perry Mason or
Peter Gunn..Kathleen had never heard a religious calling described in such odd words as these, and she was surprised, indeed, to hear a priest refer
to God as "strange.".His inner turmoil boiled ever more fiercely, and the external evidence of it grew more obvious. In the cool air of the fading
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afternoon, he perspired as profusely as a man already being strapped into an electric chair; it streamed, gushed. He shook, shook, and he was half
convinced that he could hear his bones rattling together like the shells of hard-boiled eggs in a rolling cook pot..The full nature of the nightmare
continued to elude him, but he became convinced that good reason for his fear existed, that the dream had been more than a dream. He had a
nemesis named Bartholomew not merely in dreams, but in the real world, and this Bartholomew had something to do with ... babies..The high point
of his day was coming home to Perri. They met when they were thirteen, married at twenty-two. In May they would celebrate their twenty-third
anniversary..The spectral singer didn't exhibit her blood-and-bone sisters' reluctance to pursue her man..The sight of the heavily bandaged face
apparently pressed all of the compassion buttons in the reverend, because he broke out of his paralytic shock and started forward-before he
registered the weapon..Then he closed his eyes, held the revolver in both hands, and at point-blank range, he shot the dead woman
twice..Unsupervised meditation without seed, in sessions longer than an hour, entails risk. To his horror, Junior would discover some of the dangers
in September..Currently, the rental market was extremely tight. The first day of his search resulted only in the discovery that he was going to have
to pay more than he expected even for modest quarters..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.....He couldn't see into the next aisle through the gaps between
rows of books, because the shelves had solid backs..AS GREASY WITH FEAR sweat as a pig on a slaughterhouse ramp, Junior woke from a
nightmare that he could not remember. Something *is reaching for him-that's all he could recall, hands clutching at him out of the dark-and then he
was awake, wheezing. Night still pressed at the glass beyond the venetian blind. The pharmacy lamp in the comer was aglow, but the chair that
had been beside it was no longer there. It had been moved closer to Junior's bed.
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