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Ordinarily, she would have returned to the first of the candles and offered a second fragment to Saint Peter. In this case, however, she entrusted it to
the least known of the apostles, because she was sure that he must have special significance in this matter..Sparky Vox-with less training in
theology and philosophy than his guest, but with a spiritual insight that any overeducated Jesuit would have to admire, even if grudgingly-had
settled Vanadium's uneasy conscience. "The problem with movies and books is they make evil look glamorous, exciting, when it's no such thing.
It's boring and it's depressing and it's stupid. Criminals are all after cheap thrills and easy money, and when they get them, all they want is more of
the same, over and over. They're shallow, empty, boring people who couldn't give you five minutes of interesting conversation if you had the
piss-poor luck to be at a party full of them. Maybe some can be monkey-clever some of the time, but they aren't hardly ever smart. God must surely
want us to laugh at these fools, because if we don't laugh at 'em, then one way or another, we give 'em respect. If you don't mock a bastard like
Cain, if you fear him too much or even if you just look at him in an all-solemn sort of way, then you're paying him more respect than I ever intend
to. Another glass of wine?".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..Fear of the unknown is a weakness, for it presumes dimensions to life beyond human control. Zedd teaches that nothing is beyond our
control, that nature is just a mindlessly grinding machine with no more mysteries in it than we will find in applesauce..He continued until four aces
of hearts and four aces of diamonds were on the table in front of him. These eight draws he had prepared, and this effect was his intention..The first
was an ace of hearts. This, Maria said, was a very good card, indeed. It meant that Barty would be lucky in love..We know a dozen different
Arthurs now, all of them true. The Shire changed irrevocably even in Bilbos lifetime. Don Quixote went riding out to Argentina and met Jorge Luis
Borges there. Plus c'est la meme chose, plus fa change..Shifting the Suburban out of park, Wally said, "I didn't know Baptists indulged in
wagering.".From the public hallway on the ground level, stairs led to the upper three floors. He would be able to hear anyone descending long
before they arrived..Because of the events regarding Barty and Angel back in January, Celestina, Grace, and Wally were no longer displaced
persons waiting to return to San Francisco. They had begun anew here in Bright Beach; and judging by all indications, they were going to be as
happy and as occupied with useful work as it was possible to be on this troubled side of the grave..He closed his eyes again and seemed asleep, but
then as she clicked off the lamp, he murmured, "You have your halo again.".A cheer went up from family and friends, and Agnes could only
imagine what it must feel like to be Barty, both blind and blessed, his heart as rich in courage as in kindness..In Oregon, standing at Junior Cain's
bedside, turning a quarter across the knuckles of his left hand, Thomas Vanadium asks about the name that his suspect had spoken in the grip of a
nightmare.."It's all the same. Cars, trains, ships, all the same," Jacob insisted. "You remember the Toya Maru? Japanese ferry capsized back in
September '54. Eleven hundred sixty-eight people dead. Or worse, in '48, off Manchuria, God almighty, the boiler exploded on a Chinese merchant
ship, six thousand died. Six thousand on a single ship!".Only now, as the tide of adrenaline began to ebb, Paul wondered who could possibly have
wanted to kill a man of peace and God, a man as good as Harrison White..He supposed Victoria might have a visitor. Perhaps a relative or a
girlfriend. Not a man. No. She knew who her man was, and she would have no other while she waited for the chance to surrender to him and to
consummate the relationship that had begun with the spoon and the ice in the hospital ten days previously.."Oil and natural-gas pipelines will
fracture, explode. A sea of fire will wash cities, killing hundreds of thousands more."."She's got preeclampsia. It's a condition that occurs in about
five percent of pregnancies, virtually always after the twenty-fourth week, and usually it can be treated successfully. But I'm not going to sugarcoat
this, Celestina. In her case, it's more serious. She hasn't been seeing a doctor, no prenatal care, and here she is in the middle of her thirtyeighth
week, about ten days from delivery.".When he got no response, he wedged the toe of his right loafer under the guy's chest and, with some effort,
rolled him onto his back.."It seems it was his own idea, your majesty.".Onward he came, past the left front fender, gleefully hopping up and down,
as if on a pogo stick, still waving..After a day of work, the pencil portrait of Nella Lombardi was finished. The second piece in the series-an
extrapolation of her appearance at age sixty-was begun..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."."Your father
denies the rape ever occurred, apparently out of what I'd call a misguided willingness to trust in divine justice.".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.."Or at least, if the police knew the truth at that time, they hadn't yet gone public with it. I had no reason to mention it to you back
then. I didn't even know Vanadium was missing.".From the moment the girl was admitted on the evening of January 5, the nurses at St. Mary's
Hospital in San Francisco called her Phimie, too, not because they knew her well enough to love her, but because that was the name they heard
Celestina use..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.."I'll do your share of the housework for a month. If I'm closer to the date, you
clean up all my pie-baking and other kitchen messes for a month-the bowls and pans and mixers, everything.".During the five years following
Agnes's death, their family of many names thrived. Barty and Angel had brought them all together in this place fifteen years previously, but the
destiny about which Toni had spoken on the back porch, that night in the rain, seemed to be in no hurry to manifest itself Barty could find no
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painless way to sustain secondhand sight, so he lived without the light. Angel had no reason to shove anyone else into the world of the big bugs,
where she'd pushed Cain. The only miracles in their lives were the miracles of love and friendship, but the family remained convinced of eventual
wonders, even as they got on with the day at hand..The gurney, one wheel rattling. The young orderly behind it, dressed all in white. And the nurse
again..Finally Angel dropped and slithered, vanishing under the overhanging bedclothes with a final flurry of yellow socks.."What aren't you telling
us?" her mother pressed, intuiting the existence of a larger story, if not the amazing nature of it..The artist, six feet four and two hundred fifty
pounds, looked markedly more dangerous in person than in his scary publicity photo. Still in his twenties, he had white hair that fell limp and
straight to his shoulders. Dead-white skin. His deep-set eyes, as silver-gray as rain with an albino-pink undertone, had a predatory glint as chilling
as that in the eyes of a panther. Terrible scars slashed his face, and red hash marks covered his big hands, as though he'd frequently defended
himself barehanded against men armed with swords..As Tom Vanadium studied the stained and ravaged wall again, a cold and quivery uneasiness
settled insectivally onto his scalp and down the back of his neck, quickly bored into his blood, and nested in his bones. He had the terrible feeling
that he was not dealing with a known quantity anymore, not with the twisted man he'd thought he understood, but with a new and even more
monstrous Enoch Cain. Carrying the tote bag full of Angel's dolls and coloring books, Wally crossed the sidewalk ahead of Celestina and climbed
the front steps.."What's this?" the man asked her, as Sinatra swooped through "Come Fly with Me.".As Lipscomb picked up the freshened baby,
Grace said, "That was as effective as any minister's wife could've been with an impossible parishioner-and, oh, do I wish we could sometimes be
that pointed.".Kneeling at her side, Junior placed the decorative pillow over her lovely face and pressed down firmly while Frank Sinatra finished
"Hello, Young Lovers," and sang perhaps half of "All or Nothing at All." Victoria never regained consciousness, never had a chance to struggle.."I
can talk to you," he said to Salk. "You'll understand. She was hero, the only one I ever knew till I met you. I've read about them all my life, in pulp
magazines and paperbacks. But Perri ... she was the real thing. She didn't save tens of thousands-hundreds of thousands of children like you've
done, didn't change the world as you've changed it, but she faced every day without complaint, and she lived for others. Not through them. For
them. People called her to share their problem, and she listened and cared, and they called her with their good news be cause she took such joy in it.
They asked for her advice, and though she was inexperienced, really, so short of experience in so many ways, she always knew what to say, Dr.
Salk. Always the right thing. She had great heart and natural wisdom, and she cared so much.".The blonde was coming on to him, just as a score of
other women had done since his arrival, so Junior tried to balance seduction with information gathering. Putting his hand over the hand with which
she was gently massaging his thigh, he said, "I knew her brother in Nam. Then I got wounded, shipped out, lost touch. Like to find him.".So keep
moving. Don't get hung up on the disgusting aftermath. Keep whistling along like a runaway train. Clean up, clean out, roll on.."I really am sorry
about this," Junior said, regretting the necessity to deny her the right to look good at her own funeral, "but it's got to appear to be a crime of
passion.".At first, he couldn't gather the nerve to return to the kitchen. He was crazily certain that in his absence, the dead detective would have
risen and would be waiting for him..He and the homicide detective had been friends for almost thirty years, since Max had been a uniformed rookie
on the SFPD and Vanadium had been a young priest freshly assigned to St. Anselmo's Orphanage here in the city. Before choosing police work,
Max had contemplated the priesthood, and perhaps back then he had sensed the cop-to-be in Tom Vanadium..The pewter bludgeon slammed into
the back of his skull with a hard pack. The scalp tore, blood sprang forth, and the man fell as hard as Victoria had fallen under the influence of a
good Merlot, although he went facedown, not faceup as she had done..Escorting her home didn't require either a car or a long walk, because she
lived upstairs in the hotel where he'd had dinner. The top three floors of the building featured enormous owner-occupied apartments..The
slow-motion death ballet, in which Bonnie and Clyde were riddled with bullets, was the worst moment Junior had ever heard in a film. He didn't
see more than a brief glimpse of it, because he sat with his eyes squeezed shut. Nine days previously, at Google's instructions, Junior had rented
boxes at two mail-receiving services, using the name John Pinchbeck at one, Richard Gammoner at the other, and then he had supplied those
addresses to the papermaker. These were the two identities for which Google ultimately provided elaborate and convincing documentation..In spite
of her nature, Agnes could not find forgiveness in her heart this time. Words of absolution clotted in her throat. Her bitterness dismayed her, but
she could not deny it..The boy's difference was defined as much by what he didn't do as by what he did. For one thing, he didn't observe the
Terrible Twos, the period of toddler rebellion that usually frayed the nerves of the most patient parents. No tantrums for the Pie Lady's son, no
bossiness, no crankiness..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..Junior could only imagine how flattered Victoria
would be to receive the attentions of a twenty-three-year-old stud, flattered and grateful. When he contemplated all the ways she could express that
gratitude, there was barely enough room behind the wheel of the Suburban for him and his manhood..This was tedious work and might cot bear
fruit. He needed to begin somewhere, however, and the telephone directory was the most logical starting point..Based on the evidence, perhaps
Sklent never laughed, regardless of how clever the joke. He scowled fiercely at the paintings in the brochure, returned it to Junior, and snarled,
"Shoot the bitch.".Alarm contacts gleamed in the header, but the system wasn't currently activated..This sight that might inspire celebration among
sailors was denied to Barty, who rode in the backseat with Agnes. Neither could he see how the crimson sky studied its painted face in the mirror of
the ocean, nor how a burning blush shimmered on the waves, nor how the veil of night slowly returned modesty to the heavens..Bill wasn't
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impressed. "They build houses out of mud in China. No wonder everything falls down.".In the chilly darkness, his breath plumed visibly, frosted by
moonlight. The rapidity and raggedness of his radiant exhalations would have marked him as a guilty man if witnesses had been present..Magusson
was a small man behind a huge desk. His head appeared too large for his body, but his ears seemed no bigger than a pair of silver dollars. Large
protuberant eyes, bulging with shrewdness and feverish with ambition, marked him as one who'd be hungry a minute after standing up from a
daylong feast. A button nose too severely turned up at the tip, an upper lip long enough to rival that of an orangutan, and a mean slash of a mouth
completed a portrait sure to repel any woman with eyesight; but if you wanted an attorney who was angry at the world for having been cursed with
ugliness and who could convert that anger into the energy and ruthlessness of a pit bull in the courtroom, even while using his unfortunate looks to
gain the jurors' sympathy, then Simon Magusson was the counselor for you..Late Thursday, following a nine-hour session with Hisscus, Nork, and
Knacker, Magusson--negotiating in conjunction with the Hackachak counsel-had indeed reached acceptable terms. Kaitlin Hackachak would
receive $250,000 for the loss of her sister. Sheena and Rudy would receive $900,000 to compensate them for their severe emotional pain and
suffering; this allowed them to undergo a lot of therapy in Las Vegas. Junior would receive $4,250,000. Magusson's fee was twenty percent prior to
trial-forty percent if a settlement had been reached after the start of court proceedings-which left Junior with $3,400,000. All payments to plaintiffs
were net of taxes..Prudence required that they strategize as though Enoch Cain were Satan himself, as though every fly and beetle and rat provided
eyes and ears for the killer, as though ordinary precautions could never foil him..For a moment," Lipscomb continued, "her voice became clear, no
longer slurred. She raised her head from the pillow, and her eyes fixed on me, all the confusion gone. She was so ... intense. She said ... she said,
'Rowena loves you.'.He could have killed someone named Henry or Larry, without risk of creating a Bartholomew pattern that would prickle like a
pungent scent in the hound-dog nostrils of Bay Area homicide detectives. But he restrained himself..From Joey's closet, she extracted an old blue
blazer that he seldom wore anymore. The lining was sagging, worn,.He snatched the woman's car keys off the pavement, slid behind the wheel of
the Pontiac, and drove off to find a pharmacy, the only stop that he intended to make until he reached Spruce Hills..THE DEAD DETECTIVE,
grinning in the moonlight, a pair of silvery quarters gleaming in the sockets once occupied by his eyes.."Bartholomew, huh?" asked Wally as he
piloted them through banks of earthbound clouds..He tucked his left arm tight against his side and threw himself against the door. The obstructing
furniture was heavy, but it moved an inch. If it would give one inch, it would give two, so it wasn't immovable, and he was already as good as in
there..That evening, he was filled with a greater sense of adventure than he'd felt since arriving in the city from Oregon. Consequently, he treated
himself to three glasses of a superb Bordeaux and a filet mignon in the same elegant hotel lounge where he had dined on his first night in San
Francisco, almost three years earlier..By his twelfth month, he was toilet-trained, and every time that he had the need to use his colorful little
bathroom chair, he proudly and repeatedly announced to everyone, "Barty potty.".Stepping into her digs was like passing through a time machine
into another century, traveling in space, as well, to the Europe of Louis XIV. The expansive, high-ceilinged rooms overwhelmed the eye with the
rich somber colors and the heavy forms of Baroque art and furniture. Shells, acanthus leaves, volutes, garlands, and scrolls-often gilded decorated
the museum-quality antique Bombay chests, chairs, tables, massive mirrors, cabinets, and etageres.."September 13, 1928. Lake Okeechobee,
Florida. Two thousand people died in a flood.".From her Volkswagen bus in the middle of the line, Maria joined them. "In case we get separated,
Agnes, I don't have an itinerary.".Thrilled by the music but unable to understand a word of the play, he arranged German lessons with a private
tutor..He reached toward the dead man's closed hand, but he couldn't find the courage to touch it. He was afraid that if he pried open the stiff
fingers, he would discover a quarter inside..He lay still, waiting for silence to return, so he could hear whether the great gong had drawn people into
the alley..Refusing to give the cop the satisfaction of a reply to the news of the unborn baby's paternity, Junior stared unwaveringly into the grave
and said, "Whose funeral were you attending?".Paul pulled her back. He gently but firmly thrust her through the open door of the guest room in
which he'd spent the night. "Stay here, wait.".Indeed, as Celestina and the kid reached the foot of the steps to this second house, Bartholomew
pointed, and the woman turned to look back. She appeared to stare straight at the Mercedes, though the fog made it impossible for Junior to be
sure..Instead, trying not to let Barty see the depth of her concern, she told him to get his jacket from the front closet, and she got hers, and leaving
the buttermilk-raisin pies unfinished, she drove him to the doctor's office, because he was her reason to breathe, the engine of her heart, her hope
and joy, her everlasting bond to her lost husband. Dr. Joshua Nunn was only forty-eight, but he had appeared grandfatherly since Agnes had first
gone to him as a patient after the death of her father, more than ten years ago. His hair turned pure white before he was thirty. Every day off, he
either worked assiduously on his twenty-foot sportfisher, Hippocratic Boat, which he scraped and painted and polished and repaired with his own
hands, or puttered around Bright Bay in it, fishing as though the fate of his soul depended on the size of his catch; consequently, he spent so much
time in the salt air and sun that his perpetually tan face was well-wizened at the corners of his eyes and as appealingly creased as that of the best of
grandfathers. Joshua applied the same diligence to the preservation of a round belly and a second chin that he brought to the maintenance of his
boat, and considering his wire-rimmed eyeglasses and bow tie and suspenders and the elbow patches on his jacket, he seemed to have intentionally
sculpted his physical appearance to put his patients at ease, as surely as he had selected his wardrobe for the same purpose..No inquiring voice
echoed off the passage walls, no accusatory shout. He was alone with the cadaver in this mist-shrouded moment of the metropolitan night-but
perhaps not for long,."August, 1931. Along the Huang He River in China. Three million seven hundred thousand people died in a great flood,"
Edom said..The window didn't face the street. It overlooked a five-foot-wide passageway between this house and the next. The police might not
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spot him leaving..than the crows. Tumbled on the grass, in fragments: the broken trophy for the prize rose, the symbol of his sinful."Get this
through your head, you shit-for-brains. I lost a daughter, a precious daughter, my Naomi, the light of my life.".Forward, under the spreading black
branches of the massive tree, receiving continuous green-tongued murmurs of encouragement from the breeze-stirred leaves, Barty was Barty,
determined and undaunted..The disease hadn't corrupted her heart, and it had left her face untouched, as well. Lovely, she was, as she had always
been..If Junior was not discreet, and if gossip about the widower Cain and the sexy nurse began to circulate, Vanadium would be on the case again
even if it had been closed. The cop was sick, hateful, driven by unknowable inner demons. Although he might for the moment have been reined in
by those in higher office, mere gossip of a spicy nature would be excuse enough for him to open the file again, which he'd surely do without
informing his superiors..Agnes called their two-car parade a Christmas caravan, which appealed to Barty's sense of magic and adventure.
Repeatedly he turned in his seat and rose to his knees to look back at his uncle Edom, waving vigorously.."For the love of God," Junior pleaded,
"can't you please give me something for the pain?"."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.".gob of mucus in
his throat. His face contorted with a misery that he did not have to fake, and he was astonished to feel tears spring to his eyes..'She didn't reach into
your thoughts and pluck out the name Rowena. Or Beezil or Feezil.'.He'd once spoken that very sentiment to her. Golden haze, sun in the heart. His
words had melted her, tears had sprung into her eyes, and sex been better than ever..Never would he pause to reload at this desperate penultimate
moment, when success or failure might be decided in mere seconds. That would be the choice of a man who thought first and acted later, the
behavior of a born loser..Junior had left the front door locked, because if unlocked, it would look as though he had wanted to facilitate their entry,
and it would make them suspicious of the whole scenario.."Fear?" Kathleen asked, more interested in Vanadium's words than in his prestidigitation.
"You said you're offering fear to Cain ... as if that was something he would want.".Standing over the body, he squeezed off the last three shots.
Finished, he detested guns more than ever.."And in a lot of somewheres," said Barty, "things are worse for us than here. Some somewheres, you
died, too, when I was born, so I never met you, either.".As she commented on each masterpiece, Frieda grew steadily less coherent. She had drunk
a few cocktails, the better part of a bottle of Cabernet Sauvignon, and two after-dinner brandies..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..He had never associated Enoch Cain's
dreaded Bartholomew with the disciple Bartholomew in Harrison White's sermon, which had been broadcast once in December '64, the month prior
to Naomi's murder and again in January `65. Even now, with blood-scrawled-and-stabbed Bartholomew on the wall and with This Momentous Day
before him in the brochure, Tom Vanadium couldn't quite make the connection. He strove to pull together the broken lengths in this chain of
evidence, but they remained separated by one missing link..Licky did not take him into the roaster tower, but back to the barracks. From a locked
room he brought out a small, soft, thick, leather bag that weighed heavy in his hands. He opened it to show Otter the little pool of dusty brilliance
lying in it. When he closed the bag the metal moved in it, bulging, pressing, like an animal trying to get free..The expectation with which Tom had
been greeted on his arrival was as thin as the air at Himalayan heights compared to the rich stew of anticipation now aboil..Holding hands, Barty
and Angel led the adults into the kitchen, to the back door. This procession had a ceremonial quality that intrigued Tom, and by the time they
stepped onto the porch, he was impatient to know why everyone-except he and Wally-was emotionally airborne, one degree of altitude below
euphoria..Angel raised her attention from the salt shaker to Tom's face, studied his scars for a moment, and said, "No.".He paused, not sure how to
proceed. He was not accustomed to writing letters to total strangers..Chase after her on foot. Shoot her in the car. Maybe. He'd have five rounds left
if he used one on the man, four on Bartholomew..Although, by unspoken agreement, they avoided any talk of loss and death, the mood remained
grim. Angel sat in thoughtful silence, pushing her food around her plate rather than eating it. Her demeanor intrigued Tom, and he noticed that it
worried her mother, who put a different interpretation on it than he did..Otter's humble teachers had taught him pride. They had trained into him a
deep contempt for wizards who worked for such men as Losen, letting fear or greed pervert magic to evil ends. Nothing, to his mind, could be more
despicable than such a betrayal of their art. So it troubled him that he couldn't despise Hound..Instead, he was given a small color brochure
featuring samples of the artist's work. It also contained the same photograph of her smiling face that graced the window.."It's just ... the last time I
saw him, he trapped me in a corner and told this god awful story, far more than I wanted to know, about some British murderer back in the forties,
this monstrous man who beat people to death with a hammer, drank their blood, then disposed of their bodies in a vat of acid in his workroom." He
shuddered..The city was less than seven miles on a side, only forty-six square miles, but Junior was nevertheless faced with a daunting task.
Hundreds of thousands of people resided within the city limits..Gazing into the mirror, which ought to have been clouded with self-pity as though
with steam, Junior Cain searched for his anger and found it. This was a black and bitter anger, as poisonous as rattlesnake venom; with little
difficulty, his heart was distilling it into purest rage.."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..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.."All right," Agnes said, and as she voiced her acceptance, she was shivered by a sudden fear for which she couldn't at
once identify a cause..She started toward the door, stopped, and turned to him in the dark. "Kid of mine?".Yet when he put her down in the upstairs
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hall, she cried out for her husband--"Harry!" "-and tried to plunge once more into the narrow stairwell..The reverend couldn't easily escape church
obligations on such short notice, but Grace wanted to be with her daughters. Phimie, however, pleaded that only Celestina accompany her..No time
for horror, disgust. Every second mattered now, and every minute might cost another life.."I'm captivated more by painting than I am by most
dimensional work," Junior explained. "Really, the only sculpture I've acquired is Poriferan's.".Already the fortune foretold, which she had strived to
dismiss as a game with no consequences, was coming true..With effort, she managed to say, "I'm sorry, sweetie," but her voice was sufficiently
distorted by anguish that even to herself, she sounded like a stranger..They were driven to St. Mary's by Detective Bellini in a police sedan. Tom
Vanadium-a friend of her father's whom she had met a few times in Spruce Hills, but whom she didn't know well--literally rode shotgun, tensed to
react, wary of the occupants of other vehicles on.After the paralytic bladder seizures had passed and Junior had drained Lake Mead, Chicane
recommended plenty of caffeine and sugar to guard against an unlikely but not impossible spontaneous return to a trance state. "Anyway, after
pumping alpha waves for as long as you just did, you shouldn't actually need to sleep anytime soon."
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