The Cat With The Feathers

THE CAT WITH THE FEATHERS
Beautiful she was, both of face and form, even with her mouth gaping wide and her eyes rolled back in her skull. How bright her future might have
been if she had not chosen to deceive. A tease was, in essence, a deceiver-promising what she never intended to deliver..A Description of
Earthsea.Every nerve in Junior's body was a tautly strung trigger wire. If something set him off, he might explode so violently that he'd blow
himself into a psychiatric ward..In his blindness, Barty listened to her reports and, through her, saw more than he could have seen if never he had
lost his eyes..Agnes held a smile as best she could, determined that her son's final glimpse of her face would not leave him with a memory of her
despair..Yet the most enduring relationship he had all year was with the ghostly singer. On February 18, he returned home in the afternoon, from a
class in spirit channeling, and heard singing as he opened his front door. That same voice. And the same hateful song. As faint as before, repeatedly
rising and falling..He tried to lean back as he dropped, with the hope that he would fall under her, providing cushion if they met with sidewalk
instead of lawn.."God bless us, every one," Agnes repeated with all her extended family, and after a sip of the wine, she made an excuse to check
on something in the kitchen, where she pressed hot tears into a cool, slightly damp dishtowel to prevent the telltale swelling of her eyes..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..Currently, the rental market was extremely tight. The first day of his
search resulted only in the discovery that he was going to have to pay more than he expected even for modest quarters..The universe was vast and
Barty small, yet the boy's immortal soul made him as important as galaxies, as 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..Yet, with no
recollection of rising from his chair, he found that he had shouldered his backpack and crossed the room. The three men looked up
expectantly..This was only a fraction of Paul's collection. Thousands of additional issues filled rooms at home..Junior spoke the three words aloud
and felt a strange resonance between them and his dim memories of Reverend White's voice on that long-ago night. Yet the link, if any actually
existed, remained elusive..From, the darkness of his room, Barty now spoke the words for which Agnes had been waiting, his whisper soft yet
resonant in the quiet house: "Good-night, Daddy.".Otter shook his head..Fathoms of silence flooded the line. Still, she listened. He sensed her there,
though as if at a great depth.."I don't just think so. And I don't just know it. I feel it, exactly like you feel all the ways things are. I'll bet you feel it,
too.".A pang of regret pierced her, that her boy's precocity should deny him this fine fantasy, as her morose father had denied it to her. "He's real,"
she asserted.."Wouldn't live in the Caribbean if you paid me," Bill said. "All that humidity. All those bugs.".Celestina had chosen to shelter the
bastard boy, and in so doing, she had declared herself to be Junior's enemy, though he'd never done anything to her, not anything. She didn't
deserve him, really, not even one quick bang before the bang of the gun, and maybe after he shot Ichabod, he'd let her beg for a taste of the Cain
cane, but deny her.."It doesn't have to be grand," she said, with a seductive leer, "but if we're going to wait, then the wedding better be
soon.".Agnes ran to the kitchen, where she had been working when the doorbell rang, packing boxes of groceries to be delivered with the
honey-raisin pear pies that she and Jacob had baked this morning..Finally he began: Greetings on this momentous day. I'm writing to you about an
exceptional woman, Agnes Lampion, whose life you have touched without knowing, and whose story may interest you..Running footsteps, heading
toward the ambulance. Apparently Kenny. The second paramedic..WITH A CRASH as loud as the dire crack of heaven opening on Judgment Day,
the Ford pickup broadsided the Pontiac. Agnes couldn't hear the first fraction of her scream, and not much of the rest of it, either, as I.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.."That's enough?" "Silly man." "Cain looks like a movie star." "Does he have nice
teeth?" she asked. "They're good. Not perfect." "So kiss me, Mr. Perfect.".Shortly past nine o'clock, an hour after Edom and Jacob had gone, Barty
came downstairs, book in hand. "The twisties are back.".use it. The cop was no threat to the English army, as Joan had been, but as far as Junior
was concerned, the creep most definitely deserved to be burned at the stake..Everyone was silent. The day was morgue-still. The crows had fled the
sky, but a single hawk gilded soundlessly, like justice with its prey in sight, high above the tower..In a cabinet above the bench, Junior found a pair
of clean, cotton gardening gloves. He tried them on, and they fit well enough..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..Concerned that Junior's crying jag would trigger spasms of the abdominal muscles and
ultimately another attack of hemorrhagic vomiting, the nurse had with her a tranquilizer. She wanted him to use the apple juice to wash down the
pill..Succinctly, Edom told Jacob about visiting Obadiah, the magician with the mangled hands. Then: "When we left, I followed Agnes, and
Obadiah held me back to say, 'Your secret's safe with me.'"."To support my eyelids. And because without anything in the sockets, I look gross.
People barf. Old ladies pass out. Little girls like you Pee their pants and run screaming.".The most shameful thing Junior found was the "art" on the
walls. Tasteless, sentimentalized realism. Bright landscapes. Still lifes of fruit and flowers. Even an idealized group portrait of Prosser, his late
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wife, and Zelda. Not one painting spoke to the bleakness and terror of the human condition: mere decoration, not art..Some listings didn't include
first names, only initials. Every time he came across the initial B, he put a red heck mark beside it with a fine point felt-tip pen..could not be a
person of the best intentions. Doctors and nurses wouldn't monitor their patients with the lights off..In spite of the bravado of the responses in
Junior's unspoken half of the conversation, he was increasingly unnerved by Vanadium. The cop was a lunatic, all right, but he was something
more than a mere nut case..He was relieved that he hadn't moved his head or made a sound. He wanted to understand as much of the situation as
possible before revealing that he was awake..Had Kathleen Klerkle been a man, she would have enjoyed larger quarters in a newer building in a
better part of town. She was more gentle and respectful of the patient's comfort than any male dentist Nolly had ever known, but prejudice
hampered women in her profession..He gently drew the covers over his wife's ruined body, to her thin shoulders, but arranged her right arm on top
of the blankets. He straightened and smoothed the folded-back flap of the top sheet..Stopping at the door without opening it, Vanadium turned to
stare at Junior, but said nothing..Tom opened his empty hands and then filled one of them with his water glass. The rattling ice belied his calm
face..Twilight, nearly gone and purple in the west, inspired a bright violet line along the crest of an incoming bank of bay fog, as though the mist
were shot through with a luminous vein of neon, transforming the entire sparkling city into a stylish cabaret just now opening for business. The
night, soft as a woman come to dance, carried a steely blade of cold in its black-silk skirts..The popeyed little toad smirked over there on the far
side of his pretentious desk..The man's voice echoed hollowly in Junior's ears, as if coming from the far end of a tunnel. Or from the terminus of a
death-row hallway, on the long walk between the last meal and the execution chamber..If the policeman's gray eyes had earlier been as hard as
nailheads, they were now points, and behind them was willpower strong enough to drive spikes through stone..There would be lots of aftermath
with three at once, especially if he took them out with point-blank head shots, but Junior was pumped full of reliable antiemetics, antidiarrhetics,
and antihistamines, so he felt adequately protected from his traitorous sensitive side. In fact, he wanted to see a significant quantity of aftermath
this time, because it would be proof positive that the boy was dead and that all this torment had come at last to an end..From time to time, he halted,
leaning against the walker as if in need of rest. He took care occasionally to grimace-convincingly, not too theatrically---and to breathe harder than
necessary.."Be quiet, sugarpie," she said, crossing the bedroom to the door, which stood only slightly ajar..The porch light wasn't on. No landscape
lighting brightened the backyard. Barty was a gray shadow moving through darkness and through the darkling drizzle..Rudy Hackachak--Big Rude
to his friends-was six feet four, as rough-hewn as a log sculpture carved with a woodsman's ax. In a green polyester suit with sleeves an inch too
short, an unfortunate urine yellow shirt, and a tie that might have been the national flag of a third world country famous for nothing but a lack of
design sense, he looked like Dr. Frankenstein's beast gussied up for an evening of barhopping in Transylvania..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.".If he woke, however, and saw her sitting vigil,
Barty would understand how terrible his condition might be.."I'm sure you would be, yes, but I'm afraid I don't have the patience to teach, I'm a
performer, not an instructor. I suppose I could give you the name of a good teacher.".The cop weighed too much to be carried any distance, the
blanket proved effective, the decision to drag him was wise, and the whole process was value neutral..She wanted so badly to believe, to see her
son made whole again, and the funny thing was that she could believe, and without emotional risk, because it was true..Against the sight of
Franklin Chan's pity, which implied the hopelessness of Barty's condition, Agnes closed her eyes. But she opened them at once, because this
chosen darkness reminded her that unwanted darkness might be Barty's fate..Besides, Junior was reluctant to kill Vanadium, for real this time, and
risk discovering- that the detective's filthy-scabby-monkey spirit would in fact prove to be a relentless haunting presence that gave him no
peace..His first year in San Francisco was an eventful one for the nation and the world. Winston Churchill, arguably the greatest man of the century
thus far, died. The United States launched the first air strikes against North Vietnam, and Lyndon Johnson raised troop levels to 150,000 in that
conflict. A Soviet cosmonaut was the first to take a space walk outside an orbiting craft. Race riots raged in Watts for five fiery days. The Voting
Rights Act of 1965 was signed into law. Sandy Koufax, a Los Angeles Dodger, pitched a perfect game, in which no hitter reached first base. T. S.
Eliot died, and Junior purchased one of the poet's works through the Book-of-the-Month Club. Other famous people passed away: Stan Laurel, Nat
King Cole, Le Corbusier, Albert Schweitzer, Somerset Maugham.... Indira Gandhi became the first woman prime minister of India, and the Beatles'
inexplicable and annoying success rolled on and on..Heedless of the rules of standard police procedure, Tom raced to the doorway, crossed the
threshold, and saw Barty throw a can of soda at the shaved head and pocked face of a transformed Enoch Cain..Out of the car, along the sidewalk,
up the steps, from Mercedes to mist to murder. Pistol in his right hand, lock-release gun in his left, three knives in sheaths strapped to his
body..Unquestionably, if he hadn't killed Vanadium, the maniac cop would have blown him away. That was clearly an act of self-defense..During
the ten days since Joey's passing, a great many people had conveyed their condolences to Agnes, but until this man, she'd known all of them..Even
Angel, mere wisp of a cherubim, couldn't squeeze through a seven-inch opening..The funeral director and his assistant were the only people, other
than Junior, remaining at the grave. They asked if they might lower the casket or if he would rather that they wait until he was gone..Inevitably, he
had to wonder if Naomi had kept her pregnancy secret because, indeed, she suspected that the child wasn't her husband's..Just as the man turned
away, Junior got a glimpse of what he wore under a London Fog raincoat. Between the lapels of the coat: a white shirt with a wing collar, a black
bow tie, the suggestion of black-satin lapels like those on a tuxedo jacket..By the time they reached the seventh painting, alcohol and rich French
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cuisine and Jack Lientery's powerful art combined to devastate Frieda. She shuddered, leaned with one hand on a canvas, hung her head, and
committed an act of bad PR..She was a duplicitous bitch, too. After coming on to him, after teasing a reaction out of him, she had run off and
gossiped about him as though he had instigated the seduction. Worse, to make herself feel important, she had told the police her skewed version,
surely with much colorful embellishment..Quickly, he searched for the source, but in less than a minute, before he could trace the voice, it faded
away. Unlike that night in December, this time the singing didn't resume..Raised by a father to whom any form of amusement was blasphemy,
Agnes had never seen a magician perform until she was nineteen, when Joey Lampion, then her suitor, had taken her to a stage show. Rabbits
plucked out of top hats, doves conjured from sudden plumes of smoke, assistants sawn in half and mended to walk again; every illusion that had
been old even in Houdini's time was a jaw-dropping amazement to her that evening. Now she remembered a trick in which the magician had
poured a pitcher of milk into a funnel fashioned from a few pages of a newspaper, causing the milk to vanish when the funnel, still dry, was
unrolled to reveal ordinary newsprint. The thrill that had quivered through her that evening measured I on the Richter scale compared to the full
10-point sense of wonder quaking through her at the sight of Barty as dry as if he'd spent the afternoon perched fireside..Reflections of those tracks
appeared as stigmatic tears on the long face of the physician..Although Dr. Lipscomb spoke almost as softly as the long-winded pianist, and though
the physician's narrow face was homely and devoid of any trace of violent temperament, Neddy Gnathic flinched from him and retreated across the
threshold, into the hallway..To Perri's bed, a journey of only a few steps, but farther than unwanted Rome. The carpet seeming to pull at his feet, to
suck like mud under his shoes. The air as thick as liquid in his resistant to his progress..Maria's mother, visiting from Mexico, was babysitting, so
Maria came without her children, as a guest, joining Agnes and the laugh-a-minute Isaacson twins, chroniclers of destruction. They ate in the
dining room, rather than at the kitchen dinette, with a lace-trimmed tablecloth, the good china, crystal wineglasses, and fresh flowers..Outside, he
turned to look at the display windows. He expected to see the candlestick, supernaturally apparent only from this side of the glass, but it wasn't
there. Throughout the autumn, Junior read book after book about ghosts, poltergeists, haunted houses, ghost ships, s?ances, spirit rapping, spirit
manifestation, spirit writing, spirit recording, trance speaking, conjuration, exorcism, astral projection, Ouija-board revelation, and
needlepoint..Sitting forward in his armchair, Obadiah lowered his hands to his knees, and in thoughtful silence, he stared at them..The minister's
threat had been forgotten, repressed. At the time, only half--heard, merely kinky background to lovemaking, these words had amused Junior, and
he'd given no serious thought to their meaning, to the message of retribution contained in them. Now, in this moment of extreme danger, the
inflamed boil of repressed memory burst under pressure, and Junior was shocked, stunned, to realize that the minister had put a curse on him!.Nolly
raised his martini glass in a toast. "To Kathleen Klerkle Wulfstan, dentist and associate detective."."That's exactly how I hoped he would be."
Relieved, he followed Agnes to the living room. "Listen, Aggie, you know, I don't have anything against Jacob, but-".At last: the humiliating
backless gown, the precious drugs, even a pretty nurse who seemed to like him, and then oblivion..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..Tossing the knave onto the table, Agnes said, "Barty doesn't seem too impressed with this devil.".In August, he developed
an interest in meditation. He began with concentrative meditation-the form called meditation "with seed"--in which you must close your eyes,
mentally focus on a visualized object, and clear your mind of all else..With a shiver, Kathleen said, "We'd like to know more about why we did the
things we did for you. Why the quarters? Why the song?"."I'm interested in one of the smaller Griskins," said Junior, managing to appear calm,
although his mouth was dry with fear and his mind spun with crazy images of the maniac cop, dead and rotting but nevertheless lurching around
San Francisco..Although to Paul this was no more than childish chatter, Tom knew at once that the girl referred to his explanation for why he
wasn't sad about his damaged face: the salt and pepper shakers representing two Toms, the hit-and-run rhinoceros, the different worlds all in one
place. "Yes, Angel. That's something like what I was talking about.".Junior said nothing. He was still upset with Naomi for hiding the pregnancy
from him, but he was delighted that the baby would have been his. Now Vanadium couldn't claim that Naomi's infidelity and the resultant bastard
had been the motive for murder..Finally: "A trial lawyer, whether specializing in criminal or civil matters, is like an actor, Mr. Cain. He must
believe deeply in his role, in the truth of his portrayal, if he's to be convincing. I always believe in the innocence of my clients in order to achieve
the best possible settlement for them.".Junior opened his eyes and saw that only the second of the two rounds had found its intended mark. The first
had cracked through the center of a cabinet door, surely shattering dishes within..The masterpiece that Junior purchased was small, a
sixteen-inch-square canvas, but it cost twenty-seven hundred dollars. The entire picture-titled The Cancer Lurks Unseen, Version 1-was flat black,
except for a small gnarled mass, bile-green and pus-yellow, in the upper-right quadrant. Worth every penny..Eventually she discovered within
herself all the light that she needed to find her way through the crucial hours immediately ahead. At last she knew what she must do, but she was
not certain that she possessed the fortitude to do it..For the first time in many months, Barty didn't want to sleep in the dark. They left the door of
the room open, admitting some of the fluorescent glow from the hallway..In the late-afternoon light, on this Christmas Eve, Barty was no ghost, no
illusion..Murmuring on the edge of sleep, Barty spoke to his father in all the places where Joey still lived: "Good-night, Daddy.".In a sudden
desperate burst of action, Junior tore at the dead man's closed hand, sprang open the trap of fingers and palm-and did not find a quarter. Nor two
dimes and a nickel. Nor five nickels. Nothing. Zip. Zero..He was astonished that adoption records would be sealed and so closely guarded when a
child was being placed with a member of its immediate family, with its mother's sister.."I see. Sometimes. Just quick. For like a blink. Like when
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you stand between two mirrors. You know?".Already another contraction racked her, so intense that the pain was not limited to her lower back and
abdomen, but seared the length of her sphic, like an electric current leaping vertebra to vertebra. Her breath pinched in her chest as though her
lungs had collapsed..He couldn't work up sufficient saliva to get the rasp out of his voice: "Then you could learn to do it.".Jabbing his forefinger at
each of the remaining treats, Barty said, "Pie, pie.".Shuddering with dread, he placed one hand against the door and slowly pushed it
open..Although Paul had seen Tom Vanadium's clever coin trick, he didn't understand the rest of their conversation, and he assumed that for
everyone else-except Angel's mother-it was equally impenetrable. But taking their clue from the risen Celestina, all those present had fallen
silent..He didn't realize he was swinging the candlestick at Vanadium's face until he saw the blow land. And then he couldn't stop himself from
swinging it yet once more..Thrusting his finger toward the table with each repetition of the word, Barty happily insisted, "Pie, pie, pie, pie, pie, pie,
pie, pie.".Agnes wanted to reach out and touch him, but she found that she didn't have the strength to raise her arm. She was no longer holding her
belly, either. Both hands lay at her sides, palms up, and even the simple act of curling her fingers required surprising effort and
concentration..Knickknacks and mementos were not to be found anywhere in the house. And until now Junior had seen nothing hanging on the
barren walls except a calendar in the kitchen..Shrieking like carrion-eating birds waiting for their wounded dinner to die, the Hackachaks twice
drew stern warnings from nurses. They were told to quiet down and respect the patients in neighboring rooms..The cemetery had been mown for
the holiday. The scent of fresh cut grass grew more intense the longer Agnes met her son's radiant green-blue gaze, until the fragrance became
exquisitely sweet..Unbuttoning her blouse, Celestina said, "Traditionally, puppies don't have a role in weddings.".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..If she'd connected with his left side, as she intended, she might have broken his arm or cracked a few ribs. But lie saw the
chair coming, and as agile as a base runner dodging a shortstop's tag, he turned away from her, taking the blow across his back..They were in the
eastern hills, a mile from Jolene and Bill Klefton's place, where ten days ago, Edom had delivered blueberry pie along with the grisly details of the
Tokyo-Yokohama quake of 1923..Through nine months of quiet panic, however, Phimie grew less rational week by week, resorting to reckless
measures that endangered.A delay of a few hours, before getting her under a physician's care, might still be risky. But so was forcing her into a
local hospital to endure the mortification she desperately wanted to avoid..Like autumn-red ivy, lushly leafed vines of flame crawled up the house.
The porch under them was ablaze, as well. Shingles smoldered beneath their feet, and flames ringed the roof on which they stood..She searched the
child's unfocused eyes for some sign of the hateful father's wickedness..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.."What room has Mrs.
Lombardi been moved to?" she asked. "I'd like to ... to see her before I go."."I wouldn't just whack anyone, not even a worm bucket like Cain, any
more than I would commit suicide. Remember, I believe in eternal consequences.".On this occasion, however, he couldn't have focused on a book
even if he'd had the strength to hold it. The fierce paroxysms that clenched his guts also destroyed his ability to concentrate..The 9-mm pistol and
the ammunition were on the foyer table. With trembling hands, Junior tore open the boxes and loaded the gun..As hard of head as she was hard of
heart, Victoria had not sustained serious brain damage, only a concussion..To achieve certain narrative effects, I've fiddled slightly with the floor
plan and the interior design of St. Mary's Hospital in San Francisco. In this story, the characters who work at St. Mary's are fictional and are not
modeled after anyone on the staff of that excellent institution, either past or present.."Thank you, Nurse Bressler," he said most solemnly, matching
her tone, barely able to control the urge to glance at her, smile, and give her another preview of his quick, pink tongue.."In addition to that policy,"
said Vinnie, "there's another. . .--he filled his lungs, hesitated, then exhaled the air and the sum with a tremor---'seven hundred fifty thousand.
Three-quarters of a million dollars.".Because drugs foil all efforts at self-improvement, Junior had no use for the cocaine and acid. He didn't dare
sell them to recover his money; even five thousand dollars wasn't worth risking arrest. Instead, he gave the pharmaceuticals to a group of young
boys playing basketball in a schoolyard, and wished them a Merry Christmas. The twenty-fourth of December began with rain, but the storm
moved south soon after dawn. Sunshine tinseled the city, and the streets filled with last-minute holiday shoppers..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.On a shelf above one of the clothes rods stood a single piece of Mark Cross luggage, an elegant and expensive
two-suiter. The rest of the high shelf was empty-enough space for as many as three more bags..At 3:3 1 A.M., even the early-winter dawn wasn't
near, yet Junior was too awake to return to bed. Though sweet, though melancholy, never ominous, the ghostly singing had left him feeling ...
threatened. He considered taking a shower and getting an early start on the day. But he kept remembering Psycho: Anthony Perkins dressed in
women's clothes and wielding a butcher knife..In the tree, the girl grinned. "Even if he stays up there until dawn, he'll still be coming down in the
dark, won't he. Oh, we'll be fine, Aunt Aggie..Yet through the summer of 1966, following this call, he acted like a man who was haunted. A sudden
draft, even if warm, chilled him and caused him to turn in circles, seeking the source. In the middle of the night, the most innocent of sounds could
scramble him from bed and send him on a search of the apartment, flinching from harmless shadows and twitching at looming invisibilities that he
imagined he saw at the edges of his vision.."Getting her into her shoes and coat sooner than Monday required a bribe," Wally said.."If he gets back
within the next hour, better ring me at his place so I can scoot.".Nevertheless, he stepped away from the wall, and with his hands extended to full
arm's length, he turned, feeling the lightless world around him. Nothing. No one..He also concluded arrangements to open an account for
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Gammoner in a Grand Cayman Island bank and one for Pinchbeck in Switzerland..which was beginning to come into view, was as sharp as pins
and needles, sheer torture to her eyes..In the park, rocketing along on the roller coaster, Barty had an experience, a reaction to more than the canted
turns and steep plunges. He grew excited in much the way that Agnes had seen him excited when grasping a new and arcane mathematical theory.
At the end of the ride, he wanted to get back on immediately, and so they did. There are no long waits for the blind at amusement parks: always to
the head of the line. Agnes rode twice again with him, and then Paul twice, and finally Angel accompanied him three times. This roller-coaster
obsession wasn't about thrills or even amusement. His exuberance gave way to a thoughtful silence, especially after a seagull flew within inches of
his face, feathers thrumming, startling him, on the next-to-last rollick along the tracks. Thereafter, the park held little interest for him, and all he
would say was that he'd thought of a new way to feel things-by which he meant all the ways things are-a fresh angle of approach to that
mystery..He was having difficulty focusing his attention on the problem at hand. Through his mind, odd and disconnected thoughts rolled like
slow, greasy, eye-of-the-hurricane waves on an ominous sea..She held his face in both hands and kissed each of his beautiful jewel eyes. "You
ready?".He realized that like so many women, Seraphim wanted it, asked for it-yet had no place in her self-image to accommodate the truth that she
was sexually aggressive. She wanted to think of herself as shy, demure, virginal, as innocent as a minister's daughter ought to be which meant that
to get what she wanted, she required Junior to be a brute. He was happy to oblige.
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