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From the far end of the table, Agnes said, "For starters, Tom, we all want to hear about the rhinoceros and the other you.".Her voice was soft,
almost a whisper, and charged with anxiety; but under other circumstances, it would have been sexy..As outgoing as his twin uncles were
introverted, Barty didn't withdraw from the festivities. Agnes never needed to remind him that family and guests took precedence over even the
most fascinating characters in fiction, and the boy's delight in the company of others pleased his mother and made her proud..They were childless.
It had to be that way. Truthfully, Paul felt no regrets about missing out on fatherhood. Because they were a family of two, they were closer than
they might have been if fate bad made children possible, and he treasured their relationship..Now, here, all three on the street and vulnerable at
once-the man, Celestina, the bastard boy..Maria Elena Gonzalez, where no one lived with fear like her brothers Edom and Jacob,.Yet the coin was
as real as dead Naomi broken on the stony ridge at the foot of the fire tower..yunh," so she nodded as vigorously as she was able to do, and
tightened her grip on Celestina's hand..Reverend White's murder received significant coverage throughout the nation, especially in West Coast
papers, because of its perceived racial motivation and because it involved the burning of a parsonage..a scene out of a movie about Robin Hood: a
battle with cudgels on a slippery log bridge over a river. "Yes. I ... I'm still soaked with sweat.".Returning his attention to his own shoes, Jacob said,
"So ... what am I supposed to do about this?".Although she knew how, and although she knew the pointlessness of asking why, Agnes asked,
"Why? Oh, Lord, why must a blind boy climb a tree?".Champagne, then, and two shopping bags packed full of Armenian takeout. Sou beurek,
mujadereh, chicken-and-rice biryani, stuffed grape leaves, artichokes with lamb and rice, orouk, manti, and more. Following a Baptist grace (said
by Grace), Wally and the three White women, a fourth present in spirit, sat around the Formica-topped table, feasting, laughing, talking about art
and healing and baby care and the past and tomorrow, while up on Nob Hill, Neddy Gnathic sat tuxedoed at a lacquered black piano, sprinkling
diamond-bright notes through an elegant room..She curled up in the armchair, watching Barty. She was greedy for the sight of him. She thought
she would not doze off, but would spend the night watching over him, yet exhaustion defeated her.."The piece that's intrigued me," Junior revealed,
"is the one that's rather like a c-c-candlestick. It's quite different from the others."."Poker." Keeping his hands high, like a penitent confessing sin at
a revival meeting and asking God to wash him clean, Obadiah said, "My specialty was close-up magic. Oh, I pulled a rabbit out of a hat more than
once, silk scarves from thin air, doves from silk scarves. But close was my love. Coins, but mostly ... cards.".In his mind's eye, he saw the
answering machine with uncanny clarity. That curious gadget. Sitting atop the scarred pine desk.."Oh? Do they rent their house out to pirates with
little pirate children, clowns with little clown children?".For a spirit, the maniac lawman appeared disturbingly solid. He wore a tweed sports jacket
and slacks that, as far as Junior could tell, were the same clothes he'd worn on the night he died. Apparently, even the ghosts of Sklent's atheistic
spiritual world were stuck for eternity in the clothes in which they had perished..Later, at home, after Agnes sent Edom back to his apartment, she
opened a bottle of vodka that she had bought on the way back from Maria's. She mixed it with orange juice in a waterglass..He wasn't a marksman,
anyway. He couldn't handle anything more than close-up work..Agnes's sharp intake of breath caused Edom to look up from his nephew's name.
Pale, she was, her eyes as haunted as old mansions..Bent like an ape, he humped the musician north along the alley. The original cobblestone
pavement had been coated with blacktop, but in places the modem material had cracked and worn away, providing a treacherously uneven surface
made even more treacherous by a skin of moisture shed by the fog. He stumbled and slipped repeatedly, but he used his anger to keep his balance
and be a winner, until he found a distant enough dumpster..As the bitch began her backswing, Junior grabbed the chair. He didn't try to tear it out of
her hands, but used it to shove her as hard as he could..The diarrhea was over, finished, part of the past. Long ago he had learned never to dwell on
the past, never to be overly concerned about the worries of the present, but to be focused entirely on the future. He was a man of the future.."Did
they rush you straight in here or did you arrange all the insurance matters at reception, Mr. Pinchbeck?".Instead, he encountered an elderly woman
getting out of a red Pontiac with a fox tail tied to the radio antenna. A quick glance around confirmed that they were unobserved, so he clubbed her
on the back of the head with the butt of his 9-mm pistol..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..Alone with Paul, as he stood abashed, she removed her blouse and bra and, with arms crossed
over her breasts, revealed to him her savaged back. Whereas her father had used open-hand slaps and hard fists to teach his twin sons the lessons of
God, he preferred canes and lashes as the instruments of education for his daughter, because he believed that his direct touch might have invited
sin. Scars disfigured Agnes from shoulders to buttocks, pale scars and others dark, crosshatched and whorled..Junior was vigilant. He took note of
all those who approached the piano, whether they dropped money in the fishbowl or not.."I'm afraid you're wrong." When Tom opened his left
hand, the palm lay as bare as that of a blind beggar in a country of thieves. Meanwhile, his right hand had tightened into a fist again.."Well,
certainly, I understand," said Panglo, slowly lowering the offered hand, although he clearly didn't understand at all..In his seventies but vigorous
and full of fun, Sparky liked to take an occasional jaunt to Reno, to pump the slot machines and try a few hands of blackjack. The off-the-record,
tax-free monthly checks from Simon were gratefully received, ensuring the old man's cooperation with the conspiracy..He decided to use the tool
just three times on each deadbolt before trying the door. The less noise the better. Maybe luck would be with him..Kathleen hadn't noticed Tom
replace his glass on the table, over the quarter. When he lifted it to drain the last of the martini, two dimes and a nickel glittered on the tablecloth,
where previously the quarter had been..To the growing pile of ruin, she added one of Joey's cardigan sweaters, after popping loose one bone button
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and almost completely detaching a sewn-on patch pocket. A pair of knockabout khaki pants: quickly clip open the seat seam; cut the corner of' the
wallet pocket, then rip it with both hands; snip loose some stitching and half detach the cuff on the left leg..Young boys, however, are not moved
by scenery, especially not when their hearts are adventuring on Mars..Maria said, "It is ... the only thing ... I can do for him now, for you. I be
nobody, not."Well, actually, I owe Phimie. It's what she said between her two deaths on the delivery table that's changed my life.".After nudging
the door shut with his shoulder, Barty carried the sodas out of the kitchen and forward along the hall. Pausing at the livingroom archway, he said,
"Uncle Jacob?".As though the fog were a paralytic gas, Junior stood unmoving in the middle of the sidewalk. He really didn't want to climb into
that Dumpster.."It was... the only dream that mattered," Joey said. "You ... loving me. It was a good life because of you."."Acute nervous emesis,"
Junior croaked. "I've never thought of myself as a nervous person.".He got behind the wheel of the Studebaker, started the engine, did a hard
180-degree turn, using more lawn than driveway, and cried out in terror when Vanadium moved noisily in the backseat..If the wife killer had cut
himself accidentally, his writing on the wall indicated a hair-trigger temper and a deep reservoir of long-nurtured anger..Instead, her father asked,
"Is this emotion talking, Celie, or is this brain as much as heart?".Kitchen staff. All men. Some looked up in surprise; others were oblivious of him.
He stalked the cramped work aisles, eyes watering from the fragrant steam and the heat, seeking Vanadium, an answer..Yet, uncaught, the quarter
would have dropped to the floor. Junior would have heard it ring off the tiles. Which he hadn't..His exceptional sensitivity remained a curse. He had
been more profoundly affected by Victoria's and Vanadium's tragic deaths than he had realized. Wrenched, he was..With the second shot, the dead
woman tumbled out of her chair, and the chair clattered onto its side..Again he fired into the lock, squeezed the trigger a second time, and
discovered that no rounds remained in the magazine. Extra cartridges were distributed in his pockets.."You must be thinking of someone else," she
said, pushing a wad of bills into his hand. "Me, I'm a jellyfish in high heels.".At the conclusion of the ceremony, he relinquished his secondhand
sight. He would live in darkness until Easter of 1986, though every minute of the day was brightened by his wife..Shortly before three o'clock,
Thursday afternoon, in a state of agitation, Barty raced into the kitchen, where Agnes was baking buttermilk-raisin pies. Holding Red Planet open
to pages 104 and 105, he complained urgently that the library copy was defective. "There's twisty spots in the print, twisty-funny letters, so you
can't just exactly read all the words. Can we buy our own copy, go out and buy one right now?".Yet he didn't fault himself for a lack of sensitivity.
He'd met this woman only once before. He wasn't emotionally invested in her as he had been in sweet Naomi.."We'll need to talk about this a lot in
the days to come, as we both have more time to think about it.".Celestina jammed the shaft of the crank into the casing socket. Wouldn't fit. Her
hands were shaking. Steel fins on the shaft of the crank had to be lined up just-so with slots in the socket. She fumbled, fumbled..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..A man with beautiful celadon eyes, his face beaded with jewels of
rain, reached through the cut-away door and removed the blanket from Agnes..He halted, made a quick calculation, turned, and moved toward
where the back door ought to be. He found it half open..He had been surprised to learn her age. She didn't appear to be that old. Thirty or not,
Victoria was unusually attractive..Maria stood at the bedside, leaning with her forearms against the railing. A silver-and-onyx rosary tightly
wrapped her small brown hands, although she was not counting the beads or murmuring Hail Marys. I Her prayer was for Agnes's baby..His
in-laws' chances of receiving compensation for their pain and suffering over Naomi's death were seriously compromised if her husband did not hold
the state or county responsible. In this, as in nothing previously, they felt the need to stand united as a family.."Nah. Every secret society has a
secret handshake. We'll have this instead." Her face was still close to his, and she rubbed noses with him..By Sunday evening, a combination of
factors-deep commitment to the philosophy of Zedd, explosive testosterone levels, boredom, self-pity, and a desire to be a risk-taking man of action
once more-motivated Junior to splash a little Hai Karate behind each ear and go courting. Shortly after sunset, with a single red rose and a bottle of
Merlot, he set off for Victoria Bressler's place.."Well," Agnes said, "thank the Lord, we don't have tornadoes here in California.".The infant's 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..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..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..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..Without sigh or
complaint, he would walk back to her with the purse. The errand was no trouble. In fact, returning the purse would give him a chance to get another
good-night kiss..No one in Junior's circles seemed to care about the crisis in American music. He supposed he had a greater awareness of injustice
than did most people..Grace, of course, was a strong woman for whom faith was an armor against far worse than embarrassment. Celestina knew
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that Mom would suffer immeasurably more heartache by remaining in Oregon than what pain she might experience at her daughter's side, but
Phimie was too young, too naive, and too frightened to grasp that in this matter, as in all others, her mother was a pillar, not a reed..Jacob intended
to carry the luggage, and Edom announced that he would carry Barty. The boy, however, insisted on making his own way to the house.."I only told
you about that," said Grace, "because it was a very handsome shirt, and I thought you might want to get one for Wally."."Will do. Check out those
paintings he collects. People pay real money for them, even people who've never been in a looney bin.".Shuddering with dread, he placed one hand
against the door and slowly pushed it open.."He'll just think I'm an incompetent detective. If he comes around wanting his five hundred bucks back,
I'll give it to him.".holding hands as they watched John Wayne in The Searchers, David Niven in Around the World in 80 Days. They were so
young then, sure they would live forever, and they were still young now, but for one of them, forever had arrived..The gas oven might blow up in
his face, at last bringing him peace, but if it didn't, he would at least have cookies for Agnes..As "It is." From a desk drawer, Nolly withdrew an
envelope and put it on top of the offered cash. "I'm returning five hundred of your thousand retainer." He pushed everything back toward
Junior.."In a way, he does," Vanadium said. "When you're as hollow as Enoch Cain, the emptiness aches. He's desperate to fill it, but he doesn't
have the patience or the commitment to fill it with anything worthwhile. Love, charity, faith, wisdom-those virtues and others are hard won, with
commitment and patience, and we acquire them one spoonful at a time. Cain wants to be filled quickly. He wants the emptiness inside poured full,
in quick great gushes, and right now. "."Even when I was a young boy," Tom continued, "the world felt a lot different to me from the way it looked
to other people. I don't mean I was smarter. I've got maybe a little better than average IQ, but nothing I could brag about. Flunked geography twice
and history once. No one would ever confuse me and Einstein. It's just, I felt ... such complexity and mystery that other people didn't appreciate,
such layered beauty, layers upon layers like phyllo pastry, each new layer more amazing than the last. I can't explain it to you without sounding like
a holy fool, but even as a boy, I wanted to serve the God who had created so much wonder, regardless of how strange and perhaps even beyond all
understanding He might be.".Startled, Nolly checked his shirt pocket and withdrew a quarter. "It's not the same one.".Happy weekend. His attitude
amazed her, and his strength in the face of darkness gave her courage..She shivered, and Edom, thinking that she had caught a chill ripped off his
suit jacket and draped it over her shoulders..Friday, January 14, eight days after Joey's death, Agnes closed the sofa bed, intending to sleep upstairs
from now on. And for the first time, since coming home, she cooked dinner without resort to friends'.Junior assumed the dead girl had come from a
family of stature in the Negro community, which would explain the stonecarver's accelerated service. Vanadium, according to his own words, was
a friend of the family; consequently, the father was most likely a police officer..According to the brief biographic note with the picture, Celestina
White was a graduate of San Francisco's Academy of Art College. She had been born and raised in Spruce Hills, Oregon, the daughter of a
minister.."That's kind of you," Panglo stammered, "but I have little time for reading, very little time.".The dining table could accommodate six, and
Agnes instructed Maria to set two places on each of the long sides, leaving the ends unused. "It'll be cozier if we all sit across from one
another.".Celestina stared curiously at Tom Vanadium. She had witnessed the effect of vanishment, though she hadn't actually seen the coin
disappear in midair. Yet she seemed to sense either that something more than sleight of hand had just transpired or that the trick had a meaning
she'd missed..do further testing, of course, but not until he's been stabilized at least twelve hours. Personally, I don't think we'll find any physical
cause. Most likely, this was psychological-acute nervous emesis, caused by severe anxiety, the shock of losing his wife, seeing her die.'."When you
called earlier in the year, to ask for a referral to a private investigator down there, the woman had recently turned up dead and Vanadium was gone,
but no one put the two together at first.".Off with the cap. Yellow capsules in the bottle, also blue. He managed to shake one of each color into the
palm of his left hand without spilling the rest on the floor..If killing the wrong Bartholomew had broken a dam in Junior and released a lake of
tension, whacking the right Bartholomew would set loose an ocean of pent-up stress, and he would feel free as he'd not felt since the fire tower.
Freer than he'd been in his entire life..Tom stared down into the oceanic depths of the city, through the reefs of buildings, to the lamp-fish cars
schooling through the great trenches..The boy didn't at once answer, and when Agnes looked up from Red Planet, she saw that he was staring oddly
at her. He squinted, as if puzzled, and said, "The twisty spots just jumped off the page right up on your face."."What was it like, Enoch? Did you
look into her eyes when you pushed her?" Vanadium's uninflected monologue was like the voice of a conscience that preferred to torture by
droning rather than by nagging. "Or doesn't a woman-killing coward like you have the guts for that? ".She sat on the end of the table, where Barty
had sat, now at eye level with the standing physician..So they had cooked up this project, math and mayhem, geometry of limbs and branches,
arboreal science and childish stunt, a test of strategy and strength and skill-and of the scary limits of nine-year-old bravado..you greater strength
and determination than any other motive. But you should know this much.... You need to keep her safe for another reason. She's special. I don't
want to explain why she's special or how I know that she is, because this isn't the time or place, not with your dad's death and Wally in the hospital
and you still shaky from the attack.".Unfortunately, Caesar Zedd had not written a self-help book on how to commit homicide and escape the
consequences thereof, and as before, Junior was entirely on his own..Grace knew it, too, because she went limp with misery in his arms, ceased
struggling against him..Less cautious than the typical accountant, perhaps mellow in this season of peace, Prosser opened the door without
hesitation..But first, March 23: the bad date with Frieda Bliss, and what he discovered in his apartment when he came home that night..He was
wrong about this. On the final Friday of every month, in sunshine and in rain, Junior routinely took a walking tour of the six galleries that were his
very favorites, browsing leisurely in each and chatting up the galerieurs, with a one-o'clock break for lunch at the St. Francis Hotel. This was a
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tradition with him, and invariably at the end of each such day, he felt wonderfully cozy..Nothing in life was risk free, so he hesitated only a
moment: at the foot of the porch steps before climbing them and knocking on the door..NOLLY SAT BEHIND his desk, suit jacket draped over the
back of the chair, porkpie hat still squarely on his head, where it remained at virtually all times except when he was sleeping, showering, dining in
a restaurant, or making love..For forty-eight hours, he pumped himself full of prescription antihistamines, immersed himself in bathtubs brimming
with numbingly cold water, and lathered himself with soothing lotions. In misery, gripped by self-pity, he dared not think about the 9-mm pistol
that he had stolen from Frieda Bliss..At the front, a soft spotlight a focused on the life-size crucifix. The only additional illumination came from the
small bulbs over the stations of the cross, along both side walls, and from the flickering flames in the ruby glass containers on the votive-candle
rack.."Did he say I'd met him?" Jacob asked, squinting past Edom toward the bright sunlight at the open door..Nolly shuddered. "The wilds of
Oregon. I don't intend ever to go there until it's civilized.".With the salt and pepper shakers, Tom walked them through the
why-I'm-not-sad-about-my-face explanation that he'd given to Angel ten days previously..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.."Retinoblastoma is usually unilateral," Dr. Chan continued, "occurring in one eye. Bartholomew has tumors
in both.".Descending the stairs, Edom said, "September 18, 1906, a typhoon slammed into Hong Kong. More than ten thousand died. The wind was
blowing with such incredible velocity; hundreds of people were killed by sharp pieces of debris-splintered wood, spear-point fence staves, nails,
glass-driven into them with the power of bullets. One man was struck by a windblown fragment of a Han Dynasty funerary jar, which cleaved his
face, cracked through his skull, and embedded itself in his brain.".A surprising number of the women who had been his lovers were recreational
drug users, and over the past couple years, he had met several dealers who supplied them. From the least savory of these, he purchased five
thousand dollars' worth of cocaine and LSD to establish his credibility, after which he inquired about forged documents..He vanished through some
hole, some slit, some tear bigger than anything through which Tom flipped his quarters..After an interminable silence, the detective said, "Do you
know what believe about life, Enoch?".Behind her, he said, "And is that my gray cardigan? What did you do to my cardigan?".Immediately at the
thought of regurgitation, his abdominal muscles contracted like those of a laboratory frog zapped by an electric current, and he choked on a rising
horror..The nurse raised her eyes from Agnes to this other person. "Yes a chip of ice would be all right.".He hit Celestina with the big question, the
huge question, just as she paused in her babbling to suck in a deep breath, the better to spout even more nonsense, whereupon this panicky
inhalation caught in her breast, caught so stubbornly that she was certain she would need the attention of paramedics to start breathing again, but
then Wally popped open the box, revealing a lovely engagement ring, the sight of which made the trapped breath explode from her, and then she
was breathing fine, although snuffling and crying and just generally a mess. "I love you, Wally.".He was too sensitive a soul to be able to take
either a handsaw or a power saw to a corpse..Evidently, Jacob had made a quick trip to his apartment over the garage and, with no thought for mice
and dust, had not closed the back door. Junior said, "You've caused me a lot of trouble, you know." He'd been building a beautiful rage all night,
thinking about what he'd been through because of the girl's temptress mother, whom he saw so clearly in this pint-size bitch. "So much trouble.".Of
course, when turning a quarter across his knuckles, the cop had made no noise. And he had glided across the hospital room, in the dark, with feline
stealth..Considering his battered and stitched face, considering also his tragic and colorful history, Vanadium spoke with remarkably little drama.
His voice was calm, nearly flat, rising and falling so little that he almost talked in a monotone..Junior was glad for the chance to eavesdrop, not
only because he hoped to learn the nature and depth of Vanadium's suspicions, but also because he was curious-and concerned-about the cause of
the disgusting and embarrassing episode that had landed him here..Now, after removing the four decks of cards from the pressboard packs in which
they had come, Jacob lined them up side by side on the scarred maple top of the table..Rising, Celestina said to Tom, "Last Tuesday night, we had
to switch on the lawn sprinklers. This will be much better."."I already told you-anything in your heart is as easy to read as the open page of a
book."."You feel remorse, though," said Agnes. "I can see you do. And not just because of what happened to your hands.".The galerieur's icy
demeanor thawed marginally at this proof of taste and financial resources. He either smiled or grimaced at a vague but unpleasant smell-hard to tell
which-and identified himself as the owner, Maxim Coquin..Although he found Magusson's face sufficiently disturbing that he avoided looking at it
more than necessary, and though Magusson's bulging eyes were so moist with bitterness and with need that they inspired nightmares, Junior shifted
his gaze from his half-numb hands to his attorney. "Luck? I lost my wife. And my unborn baby.".When he returned to the kitchen to add ice and
sherry to his glass,he looked up White, Celestina in the San Francisco phone directory. Her number was listed; her address was not.."By law,
adoption records are sealed and so closely guarded that you'd have an easier time acquiring a complete roster of the CIA's deep cover agents
worldwide than finding this one baby.".By telephone, he had been prepared for this boy. Strange as it was to find a Bartholomew in their lives,
given Enoch Cain's peculiar obsession, Tom nonetheless agreed with Celestina that the wife killer could have no way to know about this child-and
could certainly have no logical reason to fear him. The only thing they had in common was Harrison White's sermon, which had inspired this boy's
name and might have planted the seed of guilt in Cain's mind..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..exercise. Although they
expected him to be dizzy, he had no difficulty whatsoever with his balance, and in spite of feeling a little drained, he wasn't as weak as they thought
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he was. He could have toured the hospital unassisted, but he played to their expectations and used the wheeled walker..As he was wheeled headfirst
into the operating room, Barty raised off the gurney pillow. He fixed his gaze on his mother until the door swung shut between them..The
Finder.Almost as an afterthought, as he was leaving, he tucked the brochure for "This Momentous Day" into a jacket pocket. There would be
amusement value in hearing a group of cutting-edge young artists analyze Celestina's greeting-card images. Besides, as the Academy of Art
College was the premier school of its type on the West Coast, a few of the partygoers might actually know her and be able to give him some
valuable background. The party raged in a cavernous loft on the third-and top-floor of a converted industrial building, the communal residence and
studio of a group of artists who believed that art, sex, and politics were the three hammers of violent revolution, or something like that..After
carefully wiping her fingers on a paper napkin, Maria examined the garments with interest. She carried her living as the seamstress at Bright Beach
Dry Cleaners. At the sight of each rent, popped button, and split seam she clucked her tongue..After a hesitation, she said, "You're the boogeyman,
except when I saw you, I was hiding under the bed where you're supposed to be."
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