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For a while he enjoyed being challenged to figure the number of seconds elapsed since a particular historical event. Given the date, he did the
calculations in his head, providing a correct answer in as little as twenty seconds, rarely taking more than a minute..As yet, he hadn't taken either an
antiemetic or antihistamine to ward off vomiting and hives, because he wanted to medicate -against those conditions as shortly before the violence
as was practical, to ensure maximum protection. He'd intended to dose himself only after he followed Celestina home from the gallery and could be
reasonably certain that he had located the lair of Bartholomew..voice was flat, a drone; he had delivered not an emotional threat, but a quiet
promise..On the sofa, Celestina finally worked up the courage to dial her parents' number in Spruce Hills.."But let's pretend it's me, okay? So here I
am, stepping off the curb without looking both ways-".The window didn't face the street. It overlooked a five-foot-wide passageway between this
house and the next. The police might not spot him leaving..Nevertheless, when the points of soreness in his brow and cheeks gradually grew worse,
he stopped at a service station near Courtland, bought a bottle of Pepsi from a vending machine, and washed down yet another capsule of
antihistamines. He also took another antiemetic, four aspirin, and-although he felt no trembling in his bowels-one more dose of paregoric..Snap,
snap, snap! Three more quarters ricocheted off the left side of his face-temple, cheek, jaw.."When we pull away, people are waving across the street
at the UPS truck, and the driver, he sees them, and he stands there, kind of confused, and then he waves back.".Although the distance to the ground
was only ten feet, she would be risking too much by running blindly off the roof and leaping to clear the fringe of fire at the edge. A landing on the
lawn might end well. But if she fell onto the walkway, she might break a leg or her back, depending on the angle of impact..After examining
Phimie, who was nauseous, Daines prescribed an anticonvulsant, an antiemetic, and a sedative, all intravenously..Walking away, he was aware of
the many faces at the windows, all as stupid as the faces of cud-chewing cows. He had given them something to talk about when they returned from
lunch to their shops and offices. He'd reduced himself to an object of amusement for strangers, had briefly become one of the city's army of
eccentrics..Hackachaks to browbeat him into a despairing, exhausted, disgusted compliance with their greed..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?".Now the hole was revealed. Damp earthen walls. In the shadow of the casket, the bottom of the grave was dark and hidden from
view.."Maybe because we didn't want to be called witches," said Obadiah with a smile, "and give folks one more reason to hang us.".Maria,
puzzled but cooperative, left the room as instructed, and Barty removed the correct book from the stack on the table, without anyone's guidance. He
sat in the armchair at his mother's side and began to read:.Wally Lipscomb's face, as long and narrow as ever, seemed not at all like the dour visage
of an undertaker, as once it had, but rather like the rubbery mug of one of those circus clowns who can make you laugh as easily by striking an
exaggeratedly sad frown as by putting on a goofy grin. She saw a warmth of spirit where once she had seen spiritual indifference, vulnerability
where once she had seen an armored heart, great expectations where once she had seen withered hope; she saw kindness and gentleness where they
had always been but now in more generous measure than before. She loved this long, narrow, homely, wonderful face, and she loved the man who
wore it..Maybe he would get lucky, and an airliner would fall out of the sky right now, right here, obliterating him in an instant..The man's voice
echoed hollowly in Junior's ears, as if coming from the far end of a tunnel. Or from the terminus of a death-row hallway, on the long walk between
the last meal and the execution chamber..During the cleaning, installation of new carpet, and painting that had followed the removal of the diarrheic
pig set loose by one of Cain's disgruntled girlfriends, the wife killer had spent a few nights in a hotel. Nolly took advantage of the opportunity to
bring his associate James Hunnicolt--Jimmy Gadget-onto the premises to provide a customized, undetectable, exterior window-latch release.."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 more than twenty-three years, he'd given his big toe little consideration, had taken it for granted, had treated it with shameful neglect.
Now this lower digit seemed precious, a comparatively small fixture of flesh, but as important to his image of himself as his nose or either of his
eyes..There would be lots of aftermath with three at once, especially if he took them out with point-blank head shots, but Junior was pumped full of
reliable antiemetics, antidiarrhetics, and antihistamines, so he felt adequately protected from his traitorous sensitive side. In fact, he wanted to see a
significant quantity of aftermath this time, because it would be proof positive that the boy was dead and that all this torment had come at last to an
end..Her lead gaze was still surprisingly clear. How remarkable that the impact hadn't caused a starburst hemorrhage in either of her exquisite,
lavender-blue eyes. No blood, lust surprise..Celestina turned in her seat to look back at Wally and Angel, who were waving. "I guess I am."."You
could also dream of bananas," Celestina suggested as she turned down the bedclothes..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..Grinning but with an odd edge of concern in his expression that Celestina could see even through her tears, Wally said,
"Does that mean you ... you will?".This galerieur was tall, with silver hair, chiseled features, and the all-knowing, imperious manner of a
gynecologist to royalty. He wore a well-tailored gray suit, and his gold Rolex was the very watch that Wroth Griskin might have killed for in his
salad days..She couldn't explain her anxiety to him, because he believed in the supremacy of laws, in the justice that might be delivered in this fife,
in a comparatively simple reality, and he would not comprehend the glorilously, frighteningly, reassuringly, strangely, and deeply complex reality
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Agnes occasionally perceived-usually peripherally, sometimes intellectually, but often with her heart. This was a world in which effect could come
before cause, in which what seemed to be coincidence was, in fact, merely the visible part of a far larger pattern that couldn't be seen whole..Even
Barty seemed to be attentive, but Angel happily applied crayons to a coloring book and hummed softly to herself..In regard for Barty's tender age,
Dr. Franklin Chan had arranged for Agnes to spend the night in her son's room, in the second bed, which currently wasn't needed for a patient..gob
of mucus in his throat. His face contorted with a misery that he did not have to fake, and he was astonished to feel tears spring to his eyes.."Well,
actually, I owe Phimie. It's what she said between her two deaths on the delivery table that's changed my life."."Many claimed Maharion's throne,
but none could keep it, and the quarrels of the claimants divided all loyalties. No commonwealth was left and no justice, only the will of the
wealthy. Men of noble houses, merchants, and pirates, any who could hire soldiers and wizards called himself a lord, claiming lands and cities as
his property. The warlords made those they conquered slaves, and those they hired were in truth slaves, having only their masters to safeguard them
from rival warlords seizing the lands, and sea-pirates raiding the ports, and bands and hordes of lawless, miserable men dispossessed of their living,
driven by hunger to raid and rob.".Junior's attorney-Simon Magusson--insisted upon full disclosure of maintenance records and advisories relating
to the fire tower and to other forest-service structures for which the state and the county had sole or joint custodial responsibility. If a
wrongful--death suit was filed, this information would have to be divulged anyway during normal disclosure procedures prior to trial, and since
maintenance logs and advisories were of public record, Hisscus and Knacker and Nork agreed to provide what was requested..A smoldering
cigarette, usually dangling aslant from one corner of a hard mouth set in a cynical sneer, was standard issue for tough-guy gumshoes, but Nolly
didn't smoke. His failure to develop this bad habit resulted in a less satisfyingly murky atmosphere than the clients of a private dick might
expect..Apparently, he'd been drooling for a long time. Where his chin and throat were not sticky, a crust of dried saliva glazed his skin..Second,
Thomas Vanadium received no mention: Therefore, his body hadn't been found in the lake. He still ought to be under suspicion in the Bressler case.
And if new evidence cleared him of suspicion, then his disappearance should have been mentioned, and he should have been listed as another
possible victim of the Shamefaced Slayer, the Bandaged Butcher, as the tabloids had dubbed Junior..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..She figured that she could stay home, devoting herself to Barty, for perhaps three years before she would be wise to find work..He
suspected the blame lay with his exceptional sensitivity to violence, death, and loss. Previously it manifested as an explosive emptying of the
stomach, this time as a purging of lower realms..Somewhere, he does. Daddy died here, but be didn't die every place I am. it's lonely for me here,
but not lonely for me everywhere.."Ah, evidently you can read my mind. Scarier than heart reading any day. Maybe there's a thin line between
minister's daughter and witch.".Eventually she discovered within herself all the light that she needed to find her way through the crucial hours
immediately ahead. At last she knew what she must do, but she was not certain that she possessed the fortitude to do it..He took a long shower, as
hot as he could tolerate, until his muscles felt as soft as butter..Earlier, he had placed an open fifth of vodka on the table, in front of Victoria. The
nurse, no longer in the chair, sprawled on the floor as if she had emptied another bottle before this one..Alarm contacts gleamed in the header, but
the system wasn't currently activated..A cold wind raised a haunting groan as it harried itself around and around in the bronze hollow of the bell
atop the church steeple, shook dead needles from the evergreens, and resisted Paul's progress with what seemed to be malicious intent. Miles ago,
between the towns of Brookings and Pistol River, he had decided that he wouldn't again walk this far north at this time of year, even if the
guidebooks did claim that the Oregon coast was a comparatively temperate zone in winter..Done with dolls for now, Barty and Angel went upstairs
to his room, where the book that talked waited patiently in silence. With her colored pencils and a large pad of drawing paper, she clambered onto
the cushioned window seat. Barty sat up in bed and switched on the tape player that stood on the nightstand..I also wanted information on various
things that had happened back then, before Ged and Tenar were born. A good deal about Earthsea, about wizards, about Roke Island, about
dragons, had begun to puzzle me. In order to understand current events, I needed to do some historical research, to spend some time in the Archives
of the Archipelago..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..Avoiding the graveled driveway, on which he was more likely to scuff his freshly
polished loafers, he approached the house across the lawn, beneath the moon-sifting branches of a great pine that made itself useless for Christmas
by spreading as majestically as an oak.."Bullpoop might not be what they say, but it's the worst that we say. And in fact, in this house, bulldoody is
preferred.".He followed an alleyway to the building's service entrance, for which he possessed a key that wasn't provided to other tenants. He
unlocked the steel door and stepped into a small, dimly lighted receiving room with gray walls and a speckled blue linoleum floor..Oregon State
Police might find at least one reason to be suspicious of the tragic scenario that he was creating. He didn't know much about the technology that
police might employ at a crime scene, and he knew even less about forensic pathology. He was just doing the best job he could..Since dealing with
Victoria and the detective, Junior had taken pride in the fact that he'd kept his equanimity and, more important, his lunch. No acute nervous emesis,
as he'd suffered following poor Naomi's death. Indeed, he had an appetite..Only now, as the tide of adrenaline began to ebb, Paul wondered who
could possibly have wanted to kill a man of peace and God, a man as good as Harrison White..Sheena Hackachak, at forty-four, was more beautiful
than any current movie star. She looked twenty years younger than her true age, and she so resembled her late daughter that Junior felt a rush of
erotic nostalgia at the sight of her..madness or a brilliant deductive insight: Naomi, the hateful bitch, she poisoned me!.Looking toward the nearest
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window, where the wet night kissed the glass, he said, "Lawn sprinklers?".Holding a shaker in each hand, Tom walked them forward, causing them
to diverge slightly at first, but then moving them along exactly parallel to each other..Letting go of Maria, lowering her hand to her heart, Agnes
said, "I want to see him." After making the sign of the cross, Maria said, "They must to have keeped him in the eggubator until he is not dangerous.
When the nurse comes, I will make her to tell me when the baby is to be safe. But I can't be leave you. I watch. I watch over.".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..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.."I'm not sad," Tom said, "because though I have this face here in this world, I know there's another me-in fact,
lots of other Tom Vanadiums-who don't have this face at all. Somewhere I'm doing just fine, thank you.".The right side of the girl's face appeared
to be more strongly affected by gravity.The car shuddered, wrenched steel screamed, and a cry of triumph rose from the rescuers..FOR THE
BETTER PART of a week, on doctor's orders, Agnes avoided stairs. She took sponge baths in the ground-floor powder room and slept in the
parlor, on a sofa bed, with Barty nearby in a bassinet..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.".In Junior's estimation, this was not the way that a normal person lived. This was the home of a
deranged loner, a dangerously obsessive man..tasteful hint of it was on display; nothing about this beauty could be called cheap..Nurses were
supposed to be angels of mercy. She had shown him no mercy. And she was certainly no angel..Ursula K. Le Guin.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..Finally he began:
Greetings on this momentous day. I'm writing to you about an exceptional woman, Agnes Lampion, whose life you have touched without knowing,
and whose story may interest you.."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."."Jacob scares people," Agnes said. "No one would eat a pie that Jacob delivered without having it
tested at a lab."."I see. Sometimes. Just quick. For like a blink. Like when you stand between two mirrors. You know?".He was uncomfortable,
achy, thirsty, but he remained utterly still and observant. After a while, he realized that the sense of oppression with which he'd awakened was not
entirely a psychological symptom: Something heavy lay across his abdomen. And it was cold-so cold, in fact, that it had numbed his middle to the
extent that he hadn't immediately felt the chill of it. Shivers coursed through him. He clenched his jaws to prevent his teeth from chattering and
thereby alerting the man in the chair. Although he never took his eyes off the comer, Junior became preoccupied with trying to puzzle out what was
draped across his midsection. The mysterious observer made him sufficiently nervous that he couldn't order his thoughts as well as usual, and the
effort to prevent the shivers from shaking a sound out of him only further interfered with his ability to reason. The longer that he was unable to
identify the frigid object, the more alarmed he became. He almost cried out when into his mind oozed an image of Naomi's dead body, now past the
whitest shade of pale, as gray as the faint light at the window and turning pale green in a few places, and cold, all the heat of life gone from her
flesh, which was not yet simmering with any of the heat of decomposition that would soon enliven it again..The cemetery had been mown for the
holiday. The scent of fresh cut grass grew more intense the longer Agnes met her son's radiant green-blue gaze, until the fragrance became
exquisitely sweet..Life was too short to waste it working if you had the means to afford lifelong leisure..Junior reached the window seat and stared
down at her. "I don't believe that's true.".Dr. Chan's manner remained professional, providing the strength that Agnes required, but his pain was
evident when his gentle voice softened further: "These tumors are so advanced, we won't know until surgery if the malignancy has spread. We may
already be too late. And if we aren't too late, we'll have only a small window of opportunity. A small window. Eight days would entail too much
risk.".Lipscomb said, "We're only two and a half blocks from the best Armenian restaurant in the city. I'll dash over there, bring back some chilled
bubbly and an early dinner, if you'll allow me.".He had the capacity to be exceptional at anything to which he applied himself. Bob Chicane had
been right about that: Junior was far more intense than other men, possessed of greater gifts and the energy to use them..Walking was part of a
fitness regimen that he took seriously. He would never be called upon to save the world, like the pulp heroes in the tales he enjoyed; however, he
had solemn responsibilities he was determined to meet, and to do so, he must maintain good health..Edom complied, and in the arc of red Bicycle
patterns, one card revealed too much white comer, because it was the only one face up..Tuesday, January 9, having cashed out a number of
investments during the past ten days, Junior made a wire transfer of one and a half million dollars to the Gammoner account in the Grand Cayman
bank..Barty approached stair climbing as a mathematical problem, calculating the precise movement of each leg and placement of each foot
necessary to successfully negotiate the obstacle. He proceeded less slowly on the next three steps than he had on the first three, and thereafter he
ascended with growing confidence, pumping his legs with machinelike precision..Tom himself had decided to build a new life here, as well,
assisting Agnes with her ever-expanding work. He was not yet sure whether this would include the rededication to his vows and a return to the
Roman collar, or whether he would spend the rest of his days in civvies. He was delaying that decision until the Cain case was resolved..WHEN
AT LAST Paul Damascus reached the parsonage late Friday afternoon, January 12, he arrived on foot, as he arrived everywhere these days..When
he held fast to his sanity, common sense eventually told him that the coin must have been left much earlier in the night, soon after he had set out for
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Victoria's house. In fact, in spite of the new locks, Vanadium must have stopped here on his way to see Victoria, unaware that he would meet his
death in her kitchen-and at the hands of the very man he was tormenting..Angel liked to perch sideways with a drawing tablet in the window seat in
Barty's room, look out at the oak tree from the upper floor, and draw pictures inspired by things she heard in whatever book he was currently
listening to. Everyone said she was a pretty good artist for a three-year-old, and Barty wished he could see how good she was. He wished he could
see Angel, too, just once..Those spike-sharp eyes, - tenpenny gray, nailed Junior to the bed, pinning him for scrutiny..In retrospect, he realized
meditation didn't suit him. It was a passive activity, while by nature he was a man of action, happiest when doing..His dry tongue, his parched
mouth, his desiccated throat felt packed fall of sand, and his voice lay buried alive down there..out of hand. "Well ... yes, I suppose so." Spineless,
unethical quack bastard, Junior thought bitterly..The girl smiled, as stunningly beautiful as he remembered her, but she was no longer fifteen, as she
had been when last he'd seen her. Since her death in childbirth nearly three years ago, she'd matured and grown lovelier than ever..In the closet, a
limited wardrobe did not fully occupy available rod space. On the floor, shoes were neatly arranged toe-to-heel..From, the darkness of his room,
Barty now spoke the words for which Agnes had been waiting, his whisper soft yet resonant in the quiet house: "Good-night, Daddy.".Sunday
morning, when Agnes returned from church, Edom and Jacob joined her for lunch. During the afternoon, Jacob helped her bake seven pies for
Monday delivery..Tommy James and the Shondells, good American boys, had a record farther down the charts-"Hanky Panky"-that Junior felt was
better than the Beatles' tune. The failure of his countrymen to support homegrown talent aggravated him. The nation seemed eager to surrender its
culture to foreigners..One worrisome problem: Neddy might be found in the container before it had been hauled away, instead of at the landfill that
preferably would serve as his next-to-last resting place. If his body was discovered here, it must be at a distance from any trash bin used by the
gallery. The less likely the cops were to connect Neddy to Greenbaum's art-sausage factory, the less likely they also were to connect the murder to
Junior.."Some places, it has to be like that." some places it has to be that your eyes are okay?".He rode up to the third of five floors in the service
elevator, which other tenants were permitted to use only when moving in or moving out, or when taking delivery of large items of furniture.
Another elevator, at the front of the building, was too public to suit his purposes..He was no longer in his scrubs, but wore gray wool slacks and a
blue cashmere sweater over a white shirt. Face somber, he looked less like an obstetrician engaged in the business of life than like a professor of
philosophy forever pondering the inevitability of death..Sunday evening, here he was, cracking open four new decks, as if fresh cards might enable
the magic to repeat..Years earlier, a stream had been diverted to fill the vast excavation. Stock fish were added, mostly trout and bass.."Supposing
he's senile, wouldn't he possibly think you were his long- lost brother or someone?".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..A cast-bronze figure, fixed to
lacquered walnut in want of raw dogwood, suffered above the bed. This crucifix, contrasting starkly with the white walls, reinforced the impression
of monastic economy..Koko changed directions with a fantastic pivot turn and bounded after the girl..Over many proud generations and at least to
the extent of second cousins, no one on either side of Celestina's family had skin of this light color. They were without exception medium to dark
mahogany, many shades darker than this infant..Junior forgot all about seduction. "And she--what?--She adopted her sister's baby?".Vanadium's
smile, in that tragically fractured face, might have alarmed most people, but Kathleen found it appealing because of the indestructible spirit it
revealed..Along the hall to his room. Fast and low through the doorframe. Wary of the closet door standing two inches ajar..Occasionally he woke
in the night and heard himself murmuring the mantra aloud, which apparently he had been repeating ceaselessly in his sleep. "Find the father, kill
the son." In April, Junior discovered three Bartholomews. Investigating these targets, prepared to commit homicide, he learned that none had a son
named Bartholomew or had ever adopted a child..They introduced themselves as Knacker, Hisscus, and Nork, but Junior didn't bother to associate
names with faces, partly because the men were so alike in appearance and manner that their own mothers might have had difficulty figuring out
which of them to blame for never calling. Besides, he was still tired from his recent ramble through the hospital-and unnerved by the thought of
some baleful-eyed Bartholomew prowling the world in search of him..At Tom Vanadium's request, the taxi dropped him one block from his
new-and temporary-home shortly before ten o'clock in the evening..Because you can walk in the rain without getting wet, because you walk in
SOME OTHER PLACE, and God knows where that place is or whether YOU COULD GET STUCK THERE somehow, get stuck there AND
NEVER COME BACK, and if you can do this, there's surely other impossible things you can do, and even as smart as you are, you can't know the
dangers of doing these things--nobody could know-and then there are the people who'd be interested in you if they knew you can do this, scientists
who'd want to poke at you, and worse than the scientists, DANGEROUS PEOPLE who would say that national security comes before a mother's
rights to her child, PEOPLE WHO MIGHT STEAL YOU AWAY AND NEVER LET ME SEE YOU AGAIN, which would be like death to me,
because I want You to have a normal, happy life, a good life, and I want to protect you and watch you grow UP and be the fine man I know you
will be, BECAUSE USE I LOVE YOU MORE THAN ANYTHING, AND YOU'RE SO SWEET, AND YOU DON'T REALIZE HOW
SUDDENLY, HOW HORRIBLY, THINGS CAN GO WRONG..Indeed, as Celestina and the kid reached the foot of the steps to this second house,
Bartholomew pointed, and the woman turned to look back. She appeared to stare straight at the Mercedes, though the fog made it impossible for
Junior to be sure.."No. But I'm sure as can be, the kid is better off undiscovered by the likes of him.".Using all is powers of concentration, which
were formidable, Junior sought to silence the phantom Chicane. At first, the voice steadily faded, but soon it grew louder again, and more
insistent..Maria's mother, visiting from Mexico, was babysitting, so Maria came without her children, as a guest, joining Agnes and the
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laugh-a-minute Isaacson twins, chroniclers of destruction. They ate in the dining room, rather than at the kitchen dinette, with a lace-trimmed
tablecloth, the good china, crystal wineglasses, and fresh flowers..Junior didn't believe in gods, devils, Heaven, Hell, life after death. He put his
faith in one thing: himself..Weird, this kid. Making him uneasy. All in white, with her incomprehensible yammering about talking books and
talking dogs and her mother driving pies, and working on a damn strange drawing for a little girl..He'd never taken too much from any one game.
He was a discreet thief, charming his victims with amusing patter. Because he was so ingratiating and seemed only mildly lucky, no one begrudged
him his winnings. Soon, he was more flush than he'd ever been as a magician..On the two-chair bed beside her mother, Angel issued small cries of
distress in her sleep. Whatever presences flocked around her in the dream, they weren't baby chickens..For Junior, 1968-the Chinese Year of the
Monkey--would be the Year of the Plastic Surgeon. He would require extensive dermabrasion to restore the smoothness and tone to his skin, to be
as irresistibly kissable as he had been before. While at it, he would need surgery to make subtle changes in his features. Tricky. He didn't want to
trade perfection for anonymity. He must take care to ensure that his postsurgery look, when he let his hair grow in and perhaps dyed it, would be as
devastating to women as his previous appearance..glimmered along the barrel of a hypodermic syringe in the hand of the paramedic,
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