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F 2 FOUNDRESS AND FIRST SUPERIORESS GENERAL OF THE CONGREGATION OF
He reached the end of the alleyway, stumbled into the stream of pedestrians, nearly knocked over an elderly Chinese man, turned, and discovered ...
no Vanadium.."Living high. When I wasn't on the road, I had a fine house here in Bright Beach, not this rental shack I'm in now, but a nice little
place with an ocean view. You can guess what went wrong.".More than twice, worried nurses-and even a resident internist braved the tumult to
check on Junior's condition. They asked if he really felt up to entertaining visitors, these visitors..He was Father Tom again, having recommitted to
his vows three years previous. At his request, the Church had assigned him as the chaplain of Pie Lady Services..Being uniquely sensitive, he had
mourned Naomi with his entire body, with violent emesis and pharyngeal bleeding and incontinence. His grief had been so racking that it might
have killed him. Enough was enough..When he judged that he was near the porch steps, he probed with his cane. Two paces later, the tip rapped the
lowest step..Needlepoint provided no sanctuary. Junior's hands trembled just badly enough to make accurate stitchery impossible..When Paul
practiced the quarter trick, he usually did so on the sofa or in an armchair, and always in a room with carpeting, because when dropped on a hard
surface, the coin rolled and required too much chasing..He was no longer hopeful that they could have a future together. After sampling the Junior
Cain thrill machine, Celestina would want more, as women always did, but the time for a meaningful romance had now passed. For all the anguish
he'd been put through, however, he deserved the consolation of her sweet body at least once. A little compensation. Payback..Breath held, Celestina
confirmed what she had suspected about the child since the quick glimpse she'd had in the surgery. Its skin was cafe au lait with a warming touch
of caramel..Turning around in his seat, watching with amusement as Celestina fumbled nervously with the currency, the cabbie said, "You're not
scared, not you. Sitting back there so silent most all the way, you weren't thinking about being famous. You were thinking about that girl of
yours.".Joey couldn't raise his head, couldn't turn more directly toward her ... because his spine had been damaged, perhaps severed, and he was
paralyzed..In southern California, Agnes Lampion dreams of her newborn son. In Oregon, Junior Cain fearfully speaks a name in his sleep, and
Detective Vanadium, waiting to tell the suspect about his dead wife's diary, leans forward in his chair to listen, while ceaselessly- turning a quarter
across the thick knuckles of his right hand..As the afternoon waned toward a portentous dusk and toward the gallery reception for Celestina White,
Junior prepared his knives and guns.."This is most incommensurate," Junior said, recalling the word from a vocabulary-improvement course,
without need of ice applied to the genitals..murdered would be discounted. And if every death was suspicious to him, then he would quickly lose
interest in Junior and move on to a new enthusiasm, harassing some other poor devil..If the ace of diamonds, in quartet, must be taken seriously,
then why not the rest of the draw?.With Naomi, sex had been glorious, because they were bonded on multiple levels, all deeper than the mere
physical. They had been so close, so emotionally and intellectually entwined, that in making love to her, he'd been making love to himself; and he
would never experience a greater intimacy than that..Into her fevered mind came an image of a milk-glass infant, as translucent as Joey at the back
door of the ambulance. Fearing that this vision meant her child would be stillborn, she said, My baby, but no sound escaped her..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..Agnes's
contractions were getting more frequent and slightly more severe, so she said, "All right, but let me go tell Edom and Jacob that we're leaving.".I'm
not the first to observe that much of what quantum mechanics reveals about the nature of reality is uncannily compatible with faith, specifically
with the concept of a created universe. Several fine physicists have written about this before me. As far as I am aware, however, the notion that
human relationships reflect quantum mechanics is fresh with this book: Every human life is intricately connected to every other on a level as
profound as the subatomic level in the physical world; underlying every apparent chaos is strange order; and "spooky effects at a distance," as the
quantum-savvy put it, are as easily observed in human society as in atomic, molecular, and other physical systems. In this story, Tom Vanadium
must simplify and condense complex aspects of quantum mechanics into a few sentences in a single chapter, because although he isn't aware that
he's a fictional character, he is obliged to be entertaining. I hope that any physicists reading this will have mercy on him.."I'm a healer, not a
prosecutor. I'm not in the habit of making accusations, especially not against my own patients."."Done," Agnes said. "Now put away the three
dollars, and let's have our lesson before my water breaks."."I thought so," Angel said, dubiosity squinching her face. "Mrs. Ornwall made me
cheese.".After a while, when no plane crashed on top of him, Jacob got up, went into the kitchen, and mixed a batch of dough for Agnes's favorite
treats. Chocolate-chip cookies with coconut and pecans..When Nolly sighed and frowned, his lumpish face seemed in danger of sliding off his
skull, like oatmeal oozing off a spoon. "Mr. Cain, much as I regret it, I'm afraid I'm going to have to return half of the retainer you gave me.".To
become a physical therapist, Junior had taken more than massage classes, so he knew what hematemesis meant. Hematemesis: vomiting of
blood..Eventually, dinner over, cleanup finished, when Maria and the uncles had gone, Agnes and Barty faced the stairs together. She followed,
holding his cane, which he said he preferred not to use in the house, prepared to catch him if he stumbled.."Search me. But I didn't tell him
different. The less he knows, the better. I can't figure his motivation, but if you were tracking this guy by his spoor, you'd want to look for the
imprint of cloven hooves.".Trying to ignore his phantom toe, which itched furiously, he searched the apartment. He proceeded carefully,
determined not to shoot himself in the foot accidentally this time..And somewhere Selma Galloway, their neighbor, was not a spinster but a married
woman with grandchildren..She told him to stay on the line, stay on no matter what, told him to keep talking to her, and he hung up..ANGEL WAS
DRESSED in as much red as the devil himself: bright red shoes, red socks, red leggings, red skirt, red sweater, and a knee length red coat with a
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red hood..Stepping forward lightly, lightly, as he swung the candlestick, Junior saw the dinner guest stiffen, perhaps sensing danger or at least
movement, but it was too late. The guy didn't even have time to turn his head or duck..He had nothing against Negroes. He didn't wish them ill. He
wasn't prejudiced. Live and let live. He believed that as long as they stayed with their own kind and abided by the rules of a polite society, like
everyone else, they had a right to live in peace..Someone named Bartholomew had adopted Seraphim's son and named the boy after himself Junior
applied the patience learned through meditation to the task at hand, and instinctively, he soon evolved a motivating mantra that continuously cycled
through his mind while he studied the telephone directories: Find the father, kill the son..Lientery's work met the criteria of great art, about which
Junior had learned in art-appreciation courses. It undermined his sense of reality, left him wary, filled him with angst and with loathing for the
human condition, and made him wish he hadn't just eaten dinner..Footsteps in the hall drew their attention to the open door, where the surgeon
appeared in his loose cotton greens..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.."Simon's a good man. Now that he pretty much knows Cain pushed the wife, he doesn't feel better
about representing him just because the payoff was big. And in the current case, he's not Cain's lawyer, so there's no conflict of interest, no ethics
problem, so he's got a chance to set things right a little.".White as a Viking winter, these magnificent choppers, and as straight as the kernel rows in
the corn on Odin's high table. Superb occlusal surfaces. Exquisite incisor ledges. Bicuspids of textbook formation nestled in perfect alignment
between molars and canines..The search for Cain was secondary. Getting to the revolver took Priority. Regain the gun and then proceed room by
haunted room to hunt him down. Hunt him down, if he was here. And if Cain didn't do the hunting first.."Too few," said Maria, "might mean you
made an admirably small number of moral mistakes but also that you failed to take reasonable risks and didn't make full use of the gift of
life.".WITH BRIGHT BEACH under assault by one miserable flu and by an uncountable variety of common colds, business was brisk this Monday
at Damascus Pharmacy..After examining Barty, Dr. Schurr sent them to the hospital for further tests. There they spent the rest of the day, except for
an hour break during which they ate lunch in a burger joint..In the three years since Perri's death, he had walked thousands of miles. He hadn't kept
a record of the cumulative distance, because he wasn't trying to get into Guinness or to prove anything.."I'm paying," Celestina insisted when they
were seated. "I'm now a successful artist, with untold numbers of critics just waiting to savage me.".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..At the bottom, the killer
had pushed the cedar chest aside and clambered to his feet. From out of his raveled Tutankhamen windings, he peered up at Paul and fired one shot
without taking aim, almost halfheartedly, before disappearing into the living room..Suddenly and seriously creeped out, Junior wanted to get away
from this nut case. Yet he was frozen by morbid fascination..He intended to mash the sole of Victoria's right shoe in the pat of butter and leave a
long smear on the floor, as though she slipped on it and fell toward the ovens..He took a long shower, as hot as he could tolerate, until his muscles
felt as soft as butter..Head lowered, as if his visit to Jacob were a weight that bowed him, his attention was on the ground. Otherwise, he might not
have noticed, might not have been halted by, the intricate and beautiful pattern of sunlight and shadow over which he walked..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..Neddy possessed all the musical talent, but Junior had the muscle. Pinned against the wall, his
throat in the vise of Junior's hands, Neddy needed a miracle if he were ever again to sweep another glissando from a keyboard..Junior intended to
pack only a single bag, leaving most of his clothes behind. He could afford a fine new wardrobe..They lived too far from the nearest railroad tracks.
He could not rationally expect a derailed train to crash through the garage..Eventually he put the quarter on the nightstand, switched off the lamp,
and slipped into bed..Edom and Jacob Isaacson were her older brothers, who lived in two small apartments above the four-car garage at the back of
the property..He summoned enough courage to approach the nightstand. His hand trembled. He half expected the quarter to be illusory; to
disappear between his pinching fingers, but it was real..Alone, Junior sat in the breakfast nook with a pot of coffee and an entire Sara Lee chocolate
fudge cake..The wine tasted bitter, but Celestina knew that it was sweet. The bitterness was in her, not in the legacy of the grape.."Agnes," said the
magician, "you better start meeting with that librarian now to record your own life. If you don't get started for another forty years, by then you'll
need a whole decade of talking to get it all down.".He heard her explain that the title of the exhibition had been inspired by one of her father's
sermons, which aired on a nationally syndicated weekly radio program more than three years ago. This wasn't a religious program, per se, but
rather one concerned with a search for meaning in life; it usually broadcast interviews with contemporary philosophers as well as speeches by
them, but from time to time featured a clergyman. Her father's sermon received the greatest response from listeners of anything aired on the
program in twenty years, and three weeks later, it was rerun by popular demand..Supposing that this new enthusiasm was an attempt to uncover
skullduggery in Seraphim's accident, then the girl would be doing Junior a service even after her demise. Whether or not the traffic accident was an
accident, Junior hadn't had anything to do with it..Murmuring on the edge of sleep, Barty spoke to his father in all the places where Joey still lived:
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"Good-night, Daddy.".The currents of irrational fear, which bring periodic turbulence to virtually every childhood, didn't disturb the smoothly
flowing river of Barty's first three years. He showed no fear of the doctor or the dentist,.WEDNESDAY, fully two days after delivering
honey-raisin pear pies with Agnes, Edom worked up the nerve to visit Jacob..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..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.."I'm going to tell you something about
your father that might comfort you," he said, "but you can't ask me for more than I'm ready to say right now. It's all a part of what I'll discuss with
you in Bright Beach.".The sound made by the dropping corpse indicated that cushioning trash lined the bottom of the bin, and also that it was no
more than half full. This improved chances that Neddy wouldn't be discovered until a dump truck tumbled him into a landfill-and even then
perhaps no eyes would alight upon him again except those of hungry rats..Too late. The parsonage was fully engulfed. With luck, they would save
the church..She worried that her anxiety would prove contagious, that when her fear infected her boy, he would be less able to fight whatever
hateful thing had taken seed in his right eye..The word need, instead of want, moved Paul to follow the doctor across the coffee shop.."When you
cut Naomi's string, you put an end to the effects that I her music would have on the lives of others and on the shape of the future. YOU struck a
discord that can be heard, however faintly, all the way to the farthest end of the universe.".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 style. Too much responsibility.".The
reception was from six o'clock to eight-thirty. If she were to arrive on time, guardian angels would have to be perched on all the traffic lights along
the way.."It's just that you never know what anyone's hand has been up to recently," Jacob explained. "That respectable banker down the street
might have thirty dismembered women buried in his backyard. The nice church-going lady next door might be sleeping in the same bed with the
rotting corpse of a lover who tried to jilt her, and for a hobby she makes jewelry from the finger bones of preschool children she's tortured and
murdered.".Although he related well to the theme of moral relativism and personal autonomy in a value-neutral world, Junior grew apprehensive
about each impending scene of violence, and closed his eyes against the prospect of blood. He resented having to endure ninety minutes of the film
before Google finally settled into the seat beside him..Two of her largest and best paintings were in the show windows, dramatically lighted. They
were dazzling. They were dreadful. They were beautiful. They were hideous..Smiling, pulling the blanket more tightly around herself, she said,
"You look after your old mom, don't you?"."You're one to talk," Celestina said. "Who was it told us they were sitting hand in hand on the
front-porch swing.".He was so innocent. This sweet boy, this pure and stainless infant, couldn't possibly have an enemy in the world, and she could
not imagine any son of hers earning enemies, not if she raised him well. This was just a silly card reading.."It's a miracle both of you didn't go
through that railing," the attorney agreed..At eleven o'clock Saturday morning, having just settled in the hotel after arriving from St. Mary's, they
were waiting for the SFPD to deliver suitcases of clothes and toiletries that Rena Moller, Celestina's neighbor, had packed according to her
instructions. While waiting, the three of them took an early lunch-or a late breakfast-at a room service table in the living room..An authoritative
note came into Parkhurst's voice, that emperor-of- tone that probably was taught in a special medical-school course on intimidation, though he was
striking this attitude a little too late to be entirely effective. "My patient is in a fragile state. He mustn't be agitated, Detective. I really don't want
you questioning him until tomorrow at the earliest.".So many stops, too little time at each, a dazzle of Christmas trees decorated every one to a
different taste, offers of butter cookies and hot chocolate or lemon crisps and eggnog, morning chats in bright kitchens steeped in wonderful
cooking odors and-in the chillier afternoon good wishes exchanged in front of hearth fires, gifts accepted as well as given, cookies taken in trade
for pecan cakes, "Silver Bells" and "Hark How the Bells" and "Jingle-Bell Rock" on the radio: Therewith they arrived at three o'clock in the
afternoon, Christmas Eve, their deliveries completed before Santa's had begun..Yet Agnes feared him, for reasons similar to those that might cause
a superstitious primitive to tremble in the presence of a witch doctor. Although he was a healer, his dark knowledge of the mysteries of cancer
seemed to give him godlike power; his judgment carried the force of fate, and his was the voice of destiny..What didn't come as a surprise to Paul
was Agnes's determination that the Whites, during their period of lying low, should stay with her and Barty..The previous April, the lads from
Liverpool had claimed all five of the top five. Real Americans, like the Beach Boys and the Four Seasons, were forced to settle for lower numbers.
It made you wonder who had really won the Revolutionary War..Saturday morning, he walked to a drugstore in town and purchased eight decks of
cards. With four, he passed the day re-creating, again and again, what he'd done at the dining-room table the previous evening. The four knaves
never appeared..Cops at the doorstep, the lunatic bitch with the chair, the clergyman's curse-all this amounted to more than even a committed man
could handle. Get out of the present, go for the future..He almost opened the paper atop the quarter before seeing it. Shiny. Liberty curved across
the top of the coin, above the head of the patriot, and under the patriot's chin were stamped the words In God We Trust..More likely than not, this
was a lie, and the detective was, setting him up. Suddenly Junior wished that he had denied dreaming..Vanadium was no ordinary cop, as he
himself had said. In his obsession, convinced that Junior had murdered Naomi and impatient with the need to find evidence to prove it, what was to
stop the detective if he decided to deal out justice himself? What was to prevent him from walking up to the Suburban right now and shooting his
suspect pointblank?.Using the brochure as an ice-breaker, Junior circulated through the throng, seeking anyone who'd attended the.The infant's
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smile was so captivating and his puzzlement so comically earnest that both expressions worked on Agnes's misery as surely as yeast leavens dough.
Her bitter tears turned sweet.."Do you know about the earthquake that destroyed seventy percent of Tokyo and all of Yokohama on September 1,
1923?" he asked..So runs the water away, away,.If blood tests revealed that Junior wasn't the father, Vanadium would have a motive. It wouldn't be
the right motive, because Junior truly hadn't known either that his wife was pregnant or that she was possibly screwing around with another man.
But the detective would be able to sell it to a prosecutor, and the prosecutor would convince at least a few jurors.."More than remorse," the
magician said. "Shame. I come from good people. I wasn't raised to be a cheat. Sometimes, trying to figure how I went wrong, I think it wasn't the
need for money that ruined me. At least not that alone, not even that primarily. It was pride in my skill with the cards, frustrated pride because I
wasn't getting enough nightclub work to show off as much as I wanted to.".of the deceased. This memorial was modest, neither large nor
complicated in design. Nevertheless, often the carvers in this line of business followed days after the morticians, because the stones to which they
applied their craft demanded more labor and less urgency than the cold bodies that rested under them..mouth was turned down in half a frown.
From the corner of her lips oozed a stream.This was not the same card he'd found at his bedside, under two dimes and a nickel, on the night
following Naomi's funeral. He had torn that one and had thrown it away..Junior kept both forged driver's licenses in his wallet, in addition to the
one that featured his real name. He stowed everything else in Pinchbeck's and Gammoner's safe-deposit boxes, along with the emergency
cash..Junior's agony might have made him howl like a cankered dog or might even have dropped him to his knees if he hadn't used the pain to fuel
his anger. His knobby countenance was so sensitive that the light breeze flailed his skin as cruelly as if it had been a barbed lash. Empowered by
rage even more beautiful than his countenance was monstrous, he crossed the parking lot, looking through car windows in the hope of seeing keys
dangling from an ignition..Angel brightened at the sight of the coin turning end-over-end across his knuckles. "I could learn to do that," she
asserted..Although the piano was at some distance and the restaurant was a little noisy, Kathleen recognized the tune at once. She looked up from
her veal, her eyes full of merriment..In the spring and summer of '66, he flew to Memphis, Tennessee, stayed a few days, and walked 288 miles to
St. Louis. From St. Louis he hiked west 253 miles to Kansas City, Missouri, and then southwest to Wichita. From Wichita to Oklahoma City. From
Oklahoma City east to Fort Smith, Arkansas, from whence he rode home to Bright Beach on a series of Greyhound buses..the social worker and her
family. Husband, wife, daughter, son. The little girl smiled shyly through braces. The boy was impish..The accountant lived in a white Georgian
house on a street fined with huge old evergreens.."Wouldn't dream of asking you to make it a habit. Just this one time. If anguish, why not
guilt?".And though Barty was not shy, neither was he a show-off. He didn't seek praise for his accomplishments, and in fact, they were little known
outside of his immediate family. His satisfaction came entirely from learning, exploring, growing..For a while, Celestina had worried that the girl
was slower to walk than other children, slower to talk, and slower to develop her vocabulary, even though Celestina read aloud to her from
storybooks every day. Then, during the past six months, Angel had caught up in a rush though she traveled a road somewhat different from what
the childrearing books described. Her first word was mama, which was fairly standard, but her second was blue, which for a while came out "boo."
At three, an average child would be doing exceptionally well to identify four colors; Angel could name eleven, including black and white, because
she was able routinely to differentiate pink from red, and purple from blue..Being blind had few consolations, but Barty found that not being able to
look at his uncles' files and books was one of them. In the past, he never really, in his heart, wanted to see those pictures of dead people roasted in
theater fires and drowned bodies floating in flooded streets, but a few times he peeked. His mom would have been ashamed of him if she'd
discovered his transgression. But the mystery of death had an undeniable creepy allure, and sometimes a good Father Brown detective story simply
didn't satisfy his curiosity. He always regretted looking at those photos and reading the grim accounts of disaster, and now blindness spared him
that regret..His dry tongue, his parched mouth, his desiccated throat felt packed fall of sand, and his voice lay buried alive down there..Junior's
throat wasn't half as sore as it had been the previous afternoon, and to these men, his soft, coarse voice must have sounded not abraded, but raw
with emotion. "I don't care what's customary. I don't want anything. I don't blame anyone. These things happen. If you have a liability release with
you, I'll sign it right now.".By the time he arrived at his apartment, Junior could think of no better action to take, so he phoned Simon Magusson,
his attorney in Spruce Hills..Frankness and tough talk pleased her, because too many people dealt with her as though her spirit were as frail as her
limbs. She laughed with delight-but still refused him..This wasn't thrill killing-which, now that he'd had time to think about it, he realized was
beneath him, even if in the service of personal growth. This would be murder for good, justifiable cause.."But you wouldn't be willing to use that
skill in the King's service?".As nimble as a geriatric cat, crying out with pain, Junior nevertheless sprang onto the deep windowsill and shoved
against the twin panes of the window. They were already partly open-but they were also stuck. Crouched on the deep sill, pushing against the
parted casement panes of the tall French window, using not just muscle but the entire weight of his body, leaning into them, the maniac tried to
force his way out of the bedroom.."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.".Four blocks from his office, on a street more upscale than his own, Nolly came
to the Tollman Building. Built in the 1930s, it had an Art Deco flair. The public areas featured travertine floors, and a WPA-ers mural extolling the
machine age brightened a lobby wall..Through miles of worry, natural beauty, imagined omens, and the iron-red sands of Mars, they drove at last
to Franklin Chan's offices in Newport Beach..terrified, the thorns pricking so close to his eyes, green points combing his lashes. He's too weak to
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resist, disabled.Still looming over her, he snatched the pad out of her hands and examined the sketch. "Where would you have seen this?".At the
grave, they arrived with red and white roses. Agnes carried the red, and Barty brought the white..Edom had turned away from the box of groceries
that he was packing. Frowning at the pies, he said, "You don't think. . ..He couldn't see into the next aisle through the gaps between rows of books,
because the shelves had solid backs.."Anyway, something clicked in me on the roller coaster, and I grasped a new angle of approach to the
problem. I've figured out that I can walk in the idea of sight, sort of sharing the vision of another me, in another reality, without actually going
there." He smiled into her astonishment. "So what do you say about that?".At many houses, strings of Christmas lights painted patterns of color at
the eaves, around the window frames, and along the porch railings-all so blurred by fog that Junior seemed to be moving through a dreamscape
with Japanese lanterns..Then Junior saw the blood on the right cuff of Vanadium's shirt. Blood dripping from his hand, too..Also in the drawer was
a pistol that he kept for home defense. He stared at it, trying to decide whether to go downstairs and make a sandwich or kill himself..Crossing
Spruce Hills with John, Paul, George, Ringo, and dead Thomas, Junior headed back toward Victoria's place, where Sinatra was no longer
singing..As they savored the icy martinis, she asked about the client, and Nolly said, "He bought the story. I won't be seeing him again.".Far from
idiotic, Junior's cause was his survival and salvation, and he committed himself to it with every fiber of his body, with all of his mind and heart..In
fifty years, until Angel, Tom had found no other like himself and now a second in little more than a week. "I can't do what you did.".A tune clinked
off the keys of a phantom piano in Junior's mind, "Someone to Watch over Me." The hawk-eyed watcher was the pianist at the elegant hotel lounge
where Junior had enjoyed dinner on his first night in San Francisco, and twice since.
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