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Instead, she saw Phimie reborn. She saw, as well, a child endangered. Somewhere out there was a rapist capable of extreme cruelty and violence, a
man who would--if Phimie was correct--react unpredictably if ever he learned of his."Why? What was he going to get out of it?".Neddy's face
didn't appear to be as pale as it had been earlier. An undertone of gray, possibly blue, darkened the skin..Jacob was hiding something. Until he had
spoken of Josef Krepp, his every response had been formed as a question, which had always been his preferred method of avoidance when
conversation involved a subject that made him uncomfortable..CELESTINA RETURNED TO Room 724 to collect Phimie's belongings from the
tiny closet and from the nightstand..The window mechanism creaked, the two tall panes began to open outward but too slowly, and the cold white
night exhaled a chill plume of breath into the room..With his mother, his uncles, and Maria hovering just two steps behind, Barty followed the
driveway, not bothering with the cane, keeping his right foot on the concrete, his left foot on the grass, until he came to a jog in the pavement,
which apparently he'd been seeking. He stopped, facing due north, considered for a moment, and then pointed due west: "The oak tree's over
there.".Junior Cain felt as if his heart had been lanced by a needle so thin that the muscle still contracted rhythmically but painfully around it. She
did? She. . . she wrote that?".Wally's help, not just with the apartment, but with his time and love, had made an incalculable difference..Although
she had acutely felt the loss of Joey during the past three years, she had never missed him as much as she missed him now. Marriage is an
expression of love and respect and trust and faith in the future, but the union of husband and wife is also an alliance against the challenges and
tragedies of life, a promise that with me in your corner, you will never stand alone..interminably against the ignition plate before, at last, he was
able to insert it. "Should be a boy, because then you'll always have a man around the house.".Suddenly, even in the heart of a great city, the
alleyway seemed as lonely as an English moor, and not a smart place to seek asylum from a vengeful spirit. Casting aside all pretense of
self-control, Junior sprinted for the next street, where the sight of multitudes, swarming in winter sunshine, filled him not with paranoia or even
uneasiness, anymore, but with an unprecedented feeling of brotherhood..When Angel came in search of Barty, breathless with excitement, he was
chatting with Tom Vanadium in the foundation's office above the garages. Years ago, the two apartments had been combined and expanded when
the garages under them were doubled in size, providing better living quarters for Tom and working space, as well..Lipscomb shifted his gaze from
the street below to the source of the rain. "Phimie was not gone long, perhaps a minute-a minute and ten seconds at most-and when she was with us
again, it was clear from her condition that the cardiac arrest was most likely secondary to a massive cerebral incident. She was disoriented,
paralysis on the right side ... with the distortion of the facial muscles that you saw. Her speech was slurred at first, but then something strange
happened. . ..hearts represented either a rival in love or a lover who would betray an enemy who would deeply wound the heart. The knave of
diamonds was someone who would cause financial grief. The knave of clubs was someone who would wound with words: one who libeled or
slandered, or who assaulted you with mean-spirited and unjust criticism..The phone rang at 3:20 in the afternoon, just after he switched off the
radio in disgust. Sitting in the breakfast nook, the Oakland telephone directory open in front of him, he almost said, Find the father, kill the son,
instead of, "Hello.".Outside, flames churned to the left and right of the opening. The front of the house was afire..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 red hood.."Maria is
coming by with Francesca and Bonita," Agnes said. "We might as well put all the extensions in the table. Barty, call Uncle Jacob and Uncle Edom
and invite them for dinner.".He knew she wouldn't just step back to calculate her batting average, so he rolled at once, out of her way, immensely
relieved that he could move, because judging by the pain coruscating across his back, he wouldn't have been surprised if she had broken his spine
and paralyzed him. The chair crashed down again, exactly where Junior had been sprawled an instant before..By dawn, when the intestinal
paroxysms finally passed, this bold new man of adventure felt as flat and limp as road kill..With a bark of pain, chest to chest with defeat, the killer
was borne downward by the fragrant weight, in a clink and clatter of brass handles..Everyone confronted Agnes with expressions of puzzlement
and expectation, and she looked from one to another. Paul. Maria. Francesca. Bonita. Grace. Edom. Jacob. Finally Celestina..Vanadium nodded.
"And I'd like to hear about Cain's reactions in more detail. I've read your reports, of course, and they've been thorough, but necessarily condensed.
There'll be lots of subtleties that only reveal themselves in conversation. Often, the apparently insignificant details are the most important to me
when I'm devising strategy.".Allowing one month for the job might be optimistic. On the other hand, he'd had a long time to perfect a strategy..He
considered calling her, but he didn't know what he would say if she answered..Wonderful. Oh, perfect. So Neddy, a friend of Celestina's, knew that
Junior, reputed to be a vicious sadist, had attended this reception under a false name. If Junior really was a sleazy pervert of such rococo tastes that
he would be shunned even by the scum of the world, even by the deranged mutant offspring of a self-breeding hermaphrodite, then surely he was
capable of murder, too..Licky took him down into the mines to show him the gangues, the kinds of earth the ore was likely to occur in. A few
miners were working at the end of a long level.."I was once doubting Thomas," said the detective, but not from beside the bed any longer. His
voice seemed to come from across the room, perhaps near the door, though he had made not a sound as he'd moved..Briefly, Junior felt humiliated.
He wanted to drag the detective out of the car and stomp on his smug, dead face..If Vanadium appeared among these men, Junior would not only
puke out the contents of his stomach, but also would disgorge his internal organs, every last one of them, and spew up his bones, too, until he
emptied out everything within his skin..The universe was vast and Barty small, yet the boy's immortal soul made him as important as galaxies, as
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important as anything in Creation. This Agnes believed. She couldn't tolerate life without the conviction that it had meaning and design, though
sometimes she felt that she was a sparrow whose fall had gone unnoticed. Barty sat on the edge of the doctor's desk, legs dangling, holding Red
Planet, his place marked by an inserted finger..Junior was less surprised by his sudden assault on Victoria than by the failure of the bottle to break.
He was, after all, a new man since his decision on the fire tower, a man of action, who did what was necessary. But the bottle was glass, and he
swung forcefully, hard enough that it smacked her forehead with a sound like a mallet cracking against a croquet ball, hard enough to put her out in
an instant, maybe even hard enough to kill her, yet the Merlot remained ready to drink..He couldn't remember on what principle he'd considered
firing Magusson. In spite of his faults, the attorney was highly competent.."Here we are," said the driver, braking to a stop at the curb in front of the
gallery.."How's something so delicious come from a fat, smelly, dirty, snorting old pig?"."Well, with so much on His shoulders, He can't always
watch us directly, you know, with His fullest attention every minute, but He's always at least watching from the corner of His eye. You'll be all
right. I know you will.".Agnes, who inherited the property, would have welcomed her brothers in the main house. Although both were willing to
visit her for an occasional dinner or to sit in rocking chairs on the porch, on a summer night, neither could abide living in that ominous place..She
found the switch and clicked off the lamp again. "Good-night, young prince.".Rapt, frightened yet wonderstruck, Agnes leaned forward, squinting
between the whisking wipers..The police. The stupid police. Ringing the bell when they knew he'd been shot. Ringing the damn doorbell when he
lay here helpless, the Industrial Woman lurching toward him, his toe on the other side of the kitchen, ringing the doorbell when he was losing
enough blood to give transfusions to an entire ward of wounded hemophiliacs. The stupid bastards were probably expecting him to serve tea and a
plate of butter cookies, little paper doilies between each cup and saucer..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..He
wasn't a marksman, anyway. He couldn't handle anything more than close-up work.."Nature has no maternal instincts," Edom said quietly but with
conviction. "To think otherwise is sheer sentimentality at its worst. Nature is our enemy. She's a vicious killer.".Once he had toured the exhibition,
managing not to shudder openly, he tried to hang out within hearing distance of Celestina White, but without appearing to be listening with special
intensity.."What kept me going these past two and a half years was knowing that I could get my hands on Mr. Cain when I was finally well enough
to do something about him.".Somewhere in the world he had a deadly enemy: Bartholomew, who had something to do with babies, a total stranger
yet an implacable foe..He was simplifying and combining concepts, but he knew no other way to quickly give them a feel for the wonder, the
enigma, the sheer spookiness of the world revealed by quantum mechanics..Over the final refrain of "I'll Be Seeing You" came a man's voice from
the foyer, raised quizzically, with perhaps a note of surprise: "Victoria..Halfway home, he heard sirens and saw the beacons of approaching
emergency vehicles. He pulled the Suburban to the side of the road and watched as two fire trucks passed, followed by an ambulance..Mechanics
have reliably steady hands, yet Jacob's hands shook as he discarded two cards and slowly turned over the ninth draw.."Will do. Check out those
paintings he collects. People pay real money for them, even people who've never been in a looney bin.".The lack of offensive odors indicated that
he hadn't landed in a container filled with organic garbage. In the blackness, judging only by feel, he decided that almost everything was in plastic
trash bags, the contents of which were relatively soft-probably paper refuse..For a while, she couldn't get enough air. Felt suffocated. She drew
great, raw, shuddering breaths, and thought that she would never be able to quiet herself but quiet came..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.."Nothing of the kind."
Agnes smiled at Barty and wiggled her finger in his grip. "They've always been my salvation. I don't know what I'd do without them.".One detail.
One only. It was a crucial detail, however, one that she absolutely must confirm before she left St. Mary's, even if she would be required to look at
the child once more, this spawn of violence, this killer of her sister..Perhaps a lot of suspects were rattled and ultimately unnerved by this behavior.
Junior wouldn't be easily trapped. He was smart.."And you're saying fear can fill his emptiness as well as sex or booze?" Kathleen
wondered.."Longer to wait between Christmases," she said. "And between birthdays. I'd save a bunch of money on gifts.".yunh," so she nodded as
vigorously as she was able to do, and tightened her grip on Celestina's hand..Turning to face his four trailing escorts, all of whom were hunch
shouldered and stiff-necked with tension, Barty said, "What's for dinner? ".Sweet-tempered, generous, honest, kind Naomi had surely been
incapable of murdering anyone-least of all the man she loved.."Quitting medicine?" Celestina asked, baffled by his announcement and his upbeat
attitude..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.".Indeed, he would get through the rest of 1965 without resorting to another homicide. The
nonfatal shooting in September would be regrettable, quite messy, painful-but necessary, and calculated to do as little damage as possible..Paul
Damascus had gotten numerous invitations to dinner. No one thought that he should be alone on this difficult night.."From time to time now, you're
going to be written about," Helen warned. "Be prepared for a peevish critic or two, furious about your optimism.".Then the boy put new and
puzzling shadings on his meaning when he said, "Daddy died here, but he didn't die every place I am."."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.".Tom
said, "Now I'm going to add a human touch and a spiritual spin to all this. When each of us comes to a point where he has to make a significant
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moral decision affecting the development of his character and the lives of others, and each time he makes the less wise choice, that's where I myself
believe a new world splits off. When I make an immoral or just a foolish choice, another world is created in which I did the right thing, and in that
world, I am redeemed for a while, given a chance to become a better version of the Tom Vanadium who lives on in the other world of the wrong
choice. There are so many worlds with imperfect Tom Vanadiums, but always someplace ... someplace I'm moving steadily toward a state of
grace.".He capped the bottle, pocketed it, and then kicked the dead man, kicked him again, and spat on him..Junior was flattered, he really was.
Women couldn't get enough of him. The story of his life. They never let go gracefully. He was wanted, needed, adored, worshiped. Women kept
calling after they should have taken the hint and gone away, insisted on sending him notes and gifts even after he told them it was over. Junior
wasn't surprised that women would return from the dead for him, nor was he surprised that women he'd killed would try to find a route back to him
from Beyond, without malice, without vengeance in their hearts, merely yearning to be with him again, to hold him and to fulfill his needs. As
gratified as he was by this tribute to his desirability, he simply didn't have any romantic feelings left for Naomi and Seraphim. They were the past,
and he loathed the past, and if they wouldn't let him alone, he would never be able to live in the future..break and conversation among the
customers fell into a lull. When the bar phone rang, though it was muted, he heard it at his table..Their evenings together were comfortable bliss,
though usually they just watched television, or he read to her. She enjoyed being read to: mostly historical novels and occasional mysteries..During
the first months, the journeys were eight or ten miles: along the shoreline north and south of Bright Beach, and inland to the desert beyond the hills.
He left home and returned the same day..The hospital room was softly lighted, and shadows roosted on all sides like a flock of slumbering
birds..She slipped into her shoes and stood for a moment watching his lips move as he gave thanks for his blessings and as he asked that blessings
be given to others who needed them.."It seems it was his own idea, your majesty.".After the detective returned the box to the nightstand, the coin
began to turn again..Certain the caller was the police operator, Junior screamed as though in agony, wondering if his cries sounded genuine, since
he'd had no opportunity to rehearse. Then, in spite of the painkiller, his cries suddenly were genuine.."Mom always says that pigs will surely fly
one day if ever Daddy chooses to convince them that they've got wings.".He snatched up the wine list before she could look at it. "If you're paying,
then I'm ordering whatever costs the most, regardless of what it tastes like.".Startled, Celestina said, "Good grief, you're spooky. How could you
know what I'm thinking?"."It was... the only dream that mattered," Joey said. "You ... loving me. It was a good life because of you.".IN NEED OF
OIL, the hand crank squeaked, but the tall halves of the casement window parted and opened outward into the alleyway..lawn before they knew
that the prodigy's invisible cloak wouldn't accommodate him as it did the girl. Cool, drenching rain pounded Tom at once, and he scooped Barty off
the steps as Grace had gathered up.Nolly finally disturbed the quiet: "Well, sir ... you're quite a psychologist.".Junior wanted to kill her. Kill him.
Whatever. But he sensed that Renee knew more than a little about dirty fighting and that the outcome of a violent confrontation would not be easy
to predict..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..Intuition told Tom Vanadium that the
removal of the paintings was significant, but he wasn't a talented enough Sherlock to leap immediately to the meaning of their absence..Junior
raised his voice even further: "In those old movies, the Little Rascals.".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..As his drying tears became stiff on his cheeks, Junior decided that he would most likely have to kill Vanadium to be rid of him and fully
safe. No problem. And in spite of his exquisite sensitivity, he was convinced that wasting the detective would not trigger in him another bout of
vomiting. If anything, he might pee his pants in sheer delight.."Some Baptists are opposed to drink, Doctor, but we're the wicked variety. Though
all we have is a warm bottle of Chardonnay.".He knew that the only movement in those staring, sightless eyes was the restless reflection of the
flashlight beam as he probed the trash with it. He knew he was being irrational, but nevertheless he was reluctant to turn his back on the corpse.
Repeatedly in the midst of searching, he snapped his head up, whipping his attention to Neddy, certain that from the comer of his eye, he had seen
the dead gaze following him..Several large Dumpsters hulked nearby, dark rectangles less seen than suggested in the slowly churning murk, like
forms in a dream, as ominous as graveyard sarcophaguses, each as suitable for a musician's carcass as any of the others..Sitting in the client's chair,
across the cigarette-scarred desk from Nolly, Junior heard or imagined that he heard the scurry of tiny rodent feet behind him, and something
chewing on paper inside a pair of rust spotted filing cabinets. Repeatedly, he wiped at the back of his neck or reached down to rub a hand over his
ankles, convinced that insects were crawling on him..It was the best he could do in protest against the misuse of good work and a good ship. He
was pleased with himself. When the ship was launched (and all seemed well with her, for her fault would not show up until she was out on the open
sea) he could not keep from his teachers what he had done, the little circle of old men and midwives, the young hunchback who could speak with
the dead, the blind girl who knew the names of things. He told them his trick, and the blind girl laughed, but the old people said, "Look out. Take
care. Keep hidden.".Maria, however, lived comfortably with both the Catholicism and the occultism in which she had been raised. In Hermosillo,
Mexico, the latter had been nearly as important to the spiritual life of her family as had been the former..Leaving three of the pats in the container,
he carefully placed the fourth on the vinyl-tile floor..The moment he had seen the building in which Nolly maintained an office-an aged three-story
brick structure in the North Beach district, a seedy strip club occupying the ground floor-Junior knew he'd found the breed of snoop he needed. The
detective was at the top of six flights of narrow stairs-no elevator-at the end of a dreary hallway with worn linoleum and with walls mottled by
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stains of an origin best left unconsidered. The air smelled of cheap disinfectant, stale cigarette smoke, stale beer, and dead hopes..Later, at home in
bed, after Nolly proved the value of oysters, he and Kathleen lay holding hands. Following a companionable silence, he said, "It's a mystery.".A
deep storm of silence, anti-thunder, the house fully drenched in a muffling rain of soundlessness..The owner's attitude softened somewhat with
Junior's reference to the quarter, and softened even further when together they returned to the counter to see the proof in the cheese. He went from
righteous anger to abject apology..Instead of sitting behind his desk, he settled into the second of two patient chairs, beside her. This, too, indicated
bad news.."Well, maybe you're right," Bellini said somewhat acerbically, before departing, "but then you've had the advantage of an illegal search,
while I'm hampered by such niceties as warrants.".In the bedroom, as he opened a suitcase on the bed, he saw the quarter. Shiny. Heads-up. On the
nightstand..Wednesday, with a swiftness that confirmed its eagerness to make a deal, the state supplied records on the fire tower. For five years, a
significant portion of the maintenance funds had been diverted by bureaucrats to other uses. And for three years, the responsible maintenance
supervisor filed an annual report on this specific tower, requesting immediate funds for fundamental reconstruction; the third of these documents,
submitted eleven months prior to Naomi's fall, was composed in crisis language and stamped urgent..She only half understood their frantic
conversation, partly because the ability to concentrate was draining from her along with her lifeblood, but also because she was distracted by Joey.
He was no longer in the wreck, but standing at the open rear door of the ambulance..As he entered, the visitor's back was to Junior, and he moved
toward the table, where dead Victoria sat with her head on her folded arms. She looked for all the world as though she were just resting..He no
longer had any reason to follow an exercise regimen. For twenty-three years, he'd needed to maintain good health in order to meet his
responsibilities, but all the responsibilities that mattered to him had been lifted from his shoulders..This seemed to be a statement of great mystery
and beauty, and Agnes was still contemplating it when the last of the ice melted on her tongue. Instead of more ice, sleep was spooned into her, as
dark and rich as baker's chocolate..Friday, December 29, was a grand day: cool but not cold; high scattered clouds ornamenting a Wedgwood-blue
sky. The streets were agreeably abustle but not swarming like the corridors of a hive, as sometimes they could be. San Franciscans, reliably a
pleasant lot, were still in a holiday mood and, therefore, even quicker to smile and more courteous than usual..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..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..It was then that village sorcery, and above all women's witchery, came into the ill repute that has clung to it since. Witches paid
dearly for practicing the arts they thought of as their own. The care of pregnant beasts and women, birthing, teaching the songs and rites, the
fertility and order of field and garden, the building and care of the house and its furniture, the mining of ores and metals-these great things had
always been in the charge of women. A rich lore of spells and charms to ensure the good outcome of such undertakings was shared among the
witches. But when things went wrong at the birth, or in the field, that would be the witches' fault. And things went wrong more often than right,
with the wizards warring, using poisons and curses recklessly to gain immediate advantage without thought for what followed after. They brought
drought and storm, blights and fires and sicknesses across the land, and the village witch was punished for them. She didn't know why her charm of
healing caused the wound to gangrene, why the child she brought into the world was imbecile, why her blessing seemed to burn the seed in the
furrows and blight the apple on the tree. But for these ills, somebody had to be to blame: and the witch or sorcerer was there, right there in the
village or the town, not off in the warlord's castle or fort, not protected by armed men and spells of defense. Sorcerers and witches were drowned in
the poisoned wells, burned in the withered fields, buried alive to make the dead earth rich again..Maybe he went a little crazy then. He wouldn't
deny a brief, transient madness..He woke at noon, eyes gummed shut with the effluence of sleep. He felt lousy, but he was in control of himself-and
strong enough to fetch his suitcase, which he'd been unable to carry upon arrival.."Sometimes it's sad here, Mommy. But it's not sad every place
you are. Lots of places, Daddy's with you and me, and we're happier, and everything's okay.".The cheerful tides of friends and neighbors, over the
years, had washed away nearly all the stains that the dark rage of Agnes's father had impressed on these rooms. She hoped her brothers might
eventually see that hatred and anger are only scars upon a beach, while love is the rolling surf that ceaselessly smooths the sand..She was
astonished and moved. "I'm a hopeless throwback to the nineteenth century. How could you realize what's been on my mind?"."It isn't that, Daddy.
You remember, when we were all together the day before yesterday, how afraid Phimie was of this man. Not just for herself ... for the
baby.".Lipscomb turned to Celestina. "Before lapsing into semicoherence again, your sister said, 'Beezil and Feezil are safe with her,' which may
sound less than coherent to you, but not to me.".Barty whispered: "The North Pole Society of Not Evil Adventurers is now in session.".Now,
trouble. Different from what he'd experienced before but just as powerful and terrifying. He didn't need to regurgitate, but he desperately needed to
evacuate..Junior approached the headstone from behind, circled it, and shone the flashlight on the chiseled facts:.Those ominous words again,
turning through his memory, reel to reel. This time he actually heard them spoken. The voice commanded minded attention with a deeper timbre
and crisper diction than his own..Bracing her feet against the floorboards, clutching the seat with her left hand, fiercely gripping the door handle
with her right, she prayed, prayed that the baby would be all right, that she would live at least long enough to bring her child into this wonderful
world, into this grand creation of endless and exquisite beauty, whether she herself lived past the birth or not..A moment later, in the corridor, as
Nolly locked the door to his suite, Kathleen linked her right arm through Vanadium's left. "Do I call you Detective Vanadium, Brother, or
Father?".First, Victoria Bressler was listed as one of his victims, although as far as he knew, the authorities still had every reason to attribute her
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murder to Vanadium..Perhaps because Celestina was her father's daughter, with his faith in humanity, she was always deeply moved by the
kindnesses of strangers and saw in them the shape of a greater grace. "Does your wife know what a lucky woman she is?".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..This room didn't face the street by which Cain would approach the
building, so Vanadium switched on the lights. He spent fifteen minutes examining the mundane contents of the cupboards, searching for nothing in
particular, merely getting an idea of how the suspect lived-and, admittedly, hoping for an item as helpful to a conviction as a severed head in the
refrigerator or at least a plastic-wrapped kilo of marijuana in the freezer..No turning back. In the fuming blackness, they would become disoriented
in seconds, fall, and suffocate as surely as they would burn. Besides, the open window, providing draft, would draw the fire rapidly down the
hallway at their backs..She leaned forward in her seat, and toward him, so he could see her more directly, and when she put one trembling hand
against his cheek, his head dropped forward on neck muscles as limp as rags, his chin.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.."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..In a cabinet above the bench, Junior found a pair of clean, cotton gardening gloves. He
tried them on, and they fit well enough..Spinning off the stool, he had also spun out of control. Second by second, twin storms of anger and fear
whirled stronger within him..sport shirt just for no reason at all, because she thought he'd look nice in it?"
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