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STUDIES IN HEMIPTERA DISSERTATION
Unerringly, in the darkness, he found her face with both hands. Smoothed her brow. Traced her eyes with fingertips. Her nose, her lips. Her
cheeks..The night was in flight, however, and he had a lot to do before it swooped straight into morning..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..where everyone spoke
a single language and had all the blueberry pies they needed..He picked up Angel, picked up Barty. "Hold on." He carried them out of the room,
down the stairs, out of the house, to the yard under the great tree, where they would wait for the police, and where they would not see Jacob's body
when the coroner removed it by way of the front door.."It was... the only dream that mattered," Joey said. "You ... loving me. It was a good life
because of you.".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.".He'd wanted to give Celestina more help than she would accept. She continued working nights as a waitress for two years, while she
completed classes at the Academy of Art College, and she quit her job only when she began to sell her paintings for enough to equal her wages and
gratuities.."Doesn't look so spooky to me." She turned the knave of spades so the baby could see it. "Does he scare you, Barty?".Mustering all her
hostess skills, Agnes gradually turned the conversation from disastrous explosions to Fourth of July fireworks, and then to reminiscences of
summer evenings when she, Joey, Edom, and Jacob.Barty, at the head of the table, sensed Mary's approach only as she was about to touch him. She
put a hand on his arm and said, "Daddy, will you turn your chair away from the table and let me sit on your lap?".Paul Damascus remained busy,
filling prescriptions, until he was finally able to take a lunch break at two-thirty.."Really? You really think that?" he asked in his flat voice, which
he sometimes wished were more musical, but which he knew lent a sober conviction to anything he said. "You think something so delicious could
come from a fat, smelly, dirty, snorting old pig?".He briefly closed his hand around the three coins, then with a snap of his wrist, flung them at
Nolly, who flinched. But either the coins were never flung or they vanished in midair-and his hand was empty..Celestina breezed through the open
door with Angel. "No vanilla wafers. You'll be up all night with a sugar rush.".Hard experience had taught him, however, that killing someone he
knew, while occasionally necessary, didn't release stress. Or if it did briefly release stress, then unforeseen consequences always contributed to
even worse future stress..Junior closed his eyes at once and let his jaw sag, breathing through his mouth, feigning sleep..He knew the sermon, of
course. The example of Bartholomew. The theme of chain-reaction in human lives. The observation that a small kindness can inspire greater and
ever-greater kindnesses of which we never learn, in lives distant both in time and space..He paused, not sure how to proceed. He was not
accustomed to writing letters to total strangers.."Well, you see, that's the funny thing about all the important choices we make. If we make a really
big wrong choice, if we do the really awful wrong thing, we're given another chance to continue on the right path. So the very moment I stupidly
stepped off the curb without looking, I created another world where I did look both ways and saw the rhinoceros coming. And so-".Looking toward
the nearest window, where the wet night kissed the glass, he said, "Lawn sprinklers?".Reflecting upon her son's clever, diligent, and uncomplaining
adaptation to darkness, she wished that she had described to him the dazzling sunset under which they had made their journey home. Although her
words might have been inadequate to the spectacle, he would have elaborated on them to create a picture in his mind; with his creative skills, the
world that he'd lost with his sight might be remade in equal splendor in his imagination..Although he didn't believe in destiny, in fate, in anything
more than himself and his own ability to shape his future, Junior couldn't deny how extraordinary it was that this woman should cross his path at
this precise moment in his life, when he was frustrated to the point of cerebral hemorrhage by his inability to find Bartholomew, confused and
nervous about the phantom singer and other apparently supernatural events in his life, and generally in a funk unlike any he had ever known before.
Here was a link to Seraphim and, through Seraphim, to Bartholomew..When she went upstairs at 2:10 in the morning, she found the boy fast asleep
in the soft lamplight, Tunnel in the Sky at his side..Down the stairs, through the ground floor, quickly, soundlessly, breath held at times, listening
for the other's breathing, listening for the softest squeak of rubber-soled shoes, although the hard clack of cloven hoofs and a whiff of sulfur would
not have been surprising. At last he went to the kitchen, full circle from the shiny quarter on the breakfast table to the quarter again. No Cain..At
eight o'clock in the evening, Junior parked two blocks past the target house. He walked back to the Prosser residence, gloved hands in the pockets
of his raincoat, collar turned up..An unfortunately bumpy ride for the deceased: along the hallway, through the foyer, across the entry threshold,
down the porch steps, across a lawn dappled with pine shadows and yellow moonlight, to the graveled driveway. No complaints..As the nurse gave
Junior the injection, Parkhurst said, "You're an exceptionally sensitive man, Enoch. That's a quality to be much admired in an often unfeeling
world. But in your current condition, your sensitivity is your worst enemy.".This was one of many things about Agnes that amazed Edom. If he had
dared to make a list of all the qualities that he admired in her, he would have sunk into despair at the consideration of how much better she had
coped with adversity than either he or Jacob..So burning with anger was he that his car, by direct thermal transmission from his hands upon the
wheel, should have been glowing cherry red in the January night, should have been scorching tunnels of clear dry air through the cold fog. Rancor,
virulence, acrimony, vehemence: All words learned for the purpose of self-improvement were useless to him now, because none adequately
conveyed the merest minimum of his anger, which swelled as vast and molten as the sun, far more formidable than his assiduously enhanced
vocabulary..Her life was so blessed that she could have dealt with a horde of locusts, let alone a few mosquitoes..Coughing, spitting saliva that was
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bitter with toxic chemicals, Paul followed her, slapping frantically at his clothes when fire singed his shirt..Having been an object of Thomas
Vanadium's fixation, Junior felt fortunate to have survived. He shuddered..After too many years investigating homicides, after too much experience
of human evil, perhaps he had grown both misanthropic and paranoid..He was able to play peekaboo in his fifth month instead of his eighth, stand
while holding on to something in his sixth instead of eighth..No one could put him in prison because of his dreams. "I can't remember. Those are
the worst, when you're not able to remember them-don't you think? They're always so silly when you can recall the details. When you draw a blank
... they seem more threatening.".Toward the front of the house, along a hallway suddenly as dark as a tunnel, toward a vague light in the seething
gloom. And here a window at the end of the hall..Junior would have liked to pursue spiritual matters with Sklent, but numerous other partyers
wanted their time with the great man. In parting, sure that he would give the artist a laugh, Junior withdrew the brochure for "This Momentous
Day" from his jacket and coyly asked for an opinion of Celestina White's paintings..Walking away, he was aware of the many faces at the
windows, all as stupid as the faces of cud-chewing cows. He had given them something to talk about when they returned from lunch to their shops
and offices. He'd reduced himself to an object of amusement for strangers, had briefly become one of the city's army of eccentrics..He wasn't a
marksman, anyway. He couldn't handle anything more than close-up work..When Agnes had asked him to deliver the pies, before she had set out
with Joey for the hospital the previous day, Edom had wanted to beg off, but he had agreed without hesitation. He was prepared to suffer every
viciousness that nature could throw at him in this life, but he could not endure seeing disappointment in his sister's eyes..Panic set in when he began
to wonder if these intestinal spasms were going to prevent him from leaving Spruce Hills. In fact, what if they required hospitalization?.A fine
carpenter can wield a hammer with an economy of movement and accuracy as elegant as the motions of a symphony conductor with a baton. A cop
directing traffic can make a rough ballet out of the work. However, of all the humble tasks that men and women can transform into visual poetry by
the application of athletic agility and grace, clambering into a Dumpster holds the least promise of beautification..He'd been invited to a Christmas
Eve celebration with a satanic theme, but he hadn't intended to go. The party was not being thrown by real Satanists, which might have been
interesting, but by a group of young artists, all nonbelievers, who shared a wry sense of humor..Of firm but pliable rubber, custom-formed to his
disfigured foot, a shoe insert filled the void left by his missing toe. This simple aid ensured that virtually all footwear was comfortable, and by
November, Junior walked with no discernible limp.."Tom," Kathleen said, "I know why you became a cop, I guess. St. Anselmo's Orphanage ... the
murders of those children.".Then he looked up at the massive limbs overhead, and the mood changed: A sense of impending insight at once gave
way to the fear that an unsuspected fissure in a huge limb might crack through at this precise moment, crushing him under a ton of wood, or that
the Big One, striking now, would topple the entire oak..By Thursday, the eruption passed from him. Because he'd had the self-control not to claw
his face or hands, he was presentable enough to venture out into the city; although if people in the streets could have Seen the weeping scabs and
inflamed scratches that tattooed his body and limbs, they would have fled with the grim certainty that the black.Wally Lipscomb parked in his
garage, switched off the engine, and started to get out of the Buick before he saw that Celestina had left her purse in the car..No longer pinned to
the bed by an intravenous feed of fluids and medications, provided with pajamas and a thin cotton robe to replace his backless gown, Junior was
encouraged to test his legs and get some.The fact that Barty saw twisty spots with either eye closed had prepared Agnes for this bleak news. Yet in
spite of the defense that foreknowledge provided her, the teeth of sorrow bit deep..Reminding himself that nature was merely a dumb machine,
utterly devoid of mystery, and that the unknown would always prove familiar if you dared to lift its veil, Junior discovered he could move. Each of
his feet seemed to weigh as much as one of Wroth Griskin's cast bronzes, but he crossed the sidewalk an went into Galerie Coquin..Agnes
remembered the blood, the awful red flood. Excruciating pain and such fearsome crimson torrents. She'd thought her baby had entered the world
stillborn on a tide of its own blood and hers..Now here was a thing, worse than the thought of a quarter in the closed hand: Neddy's eyes seemed to
follow Junior as he rooted among the trash bags..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.".CLOUDS SWARMED THE late-afternoon
sun, and the Oregon sky grew sapphire where still revealed. Cops gathered like bright-eyed crows in the lengthening shadow of the fire
tower..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..Either this
chatterbox was at all times a babbling airhead or Junior particularly disconcerted him..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..This didn't work for Junior. Strangely, when he focused on a mental image of any fruit-apple, peach, banana-his thoughts drifted to sex. He
became aroused and had no hope of clearing his mind..From Sparky, Tom Vanadium had borrowed a master key with which he could open the
door to Cain's apartment, but he preferred not to employ it as long as he could enter by a back route. The less often he used the halls that were
frequented by residents, the more likely he would be able to keep his flesh-and-blood presence a secret from Cain and sustain his ghostly
reputation. If too many tenants got a look at his memorable face, he would become a topic of discussion among neighbors, and the wife killer might
tumble to the truth..He knew the titles that he wanted: "Tunnel in the Sky, Between Planets, Starman Jones. ".In the living room stood a Christmas
tree, and under the tree lay prettily wrapped presents. Junior enjoyed opening all of them, but he didn't find anything he wanted to keep..Thereafter,
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he was repelled at the prospect of kissing her, and their relationship fell apart..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.".Her hands trembled as she attempted to fold her sister's clothes into the small suitcase. What should have been a simple task
became a daunting challenge; the fabric seemed to come alive in her hands and slip through her fingers, resisting every attempt to organize it.
When eventually she realized there was no reason to be neat, she tossed the garments into the bag without concern for wrinkling them..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..He already had the pistol he had taken from Frieda Bliss's
collection, but it didn't come with a sound-suppressor. He was preparing for all contingencies. Focus..Junior didn't know much about guns. He
didn't approve of them; he had never owned one..Junior had hoped not to be recognized by anyone at this affair. He regretted that he hadn't stuck to
his original plan, maintaining surveillance of the gallery from his parked car..Even at this post midnight hour, the lounge would sometimes be as
crowded with worried loved ones as at any other time of the day. This morning, however, the only life under the threat of the scythe appeared to be
Wally's; the sole vigil being kept was for him..Junior wasn't interested in Vietnam anymore, and he wasn't in the least troubled by the other news.
These two years were disturbing to him only because of Thomas Vanadium..If the ace of diamonds, in quartet, must be taken seriously, then why
not the rest of the draw?.When the ophthalmologist saw her misery, his kind face softened further, and his pity became palpable..Turning away
from the window, Tom met her gaze. His smoke-gray eyes looked frosted, as though the fog ghosts had passed through the window and possessed
him. But then the flame on the table candle flared in a draft; lambent light melted the chill from his eyes, and she saw again the warmth and the
beautiful sorrow that had impressed her before.."And, listen, if you leave too soon behind me, I've got a guy watching, and he'll put a hollow-point
thirty-eight in your ass.".The Worry Bear carries worries in his pockets. Under his Panama hat and in two gold lockets. Carries worries on his back
and under his arms. Nevertheless, dear old Worry Bear has his charms... So he calls it the King. If you find him his King, he'll treat you well. He's
often here. Come on, I'll show you. Dog can't track till he's had the scent.".He wanted the most expensive box for Joey; but Joey, a modest and
prudent man, would have disapproved. Instead, he selected a handsome but not ornate casket just above the median price..Agnes pulled the stack of
cards in front of her. She discarded the first two, as Maria would have done, and turned over the third..As if a door had briefly opened between this
windless day and another world, a single gust rattled rain against the windows..Startled, Junior sat up straight, clutching the silencer-fitted pistol,
but the cruiser didn't abruptly brake and pull to the curb in front of the Mercedes, as he expected..His dry tongue, his parched mouth, his desiccated
throat felt packed fall of sand, and his voice lay buried alive down there..Glass in the door next to Agnes cracked, dissolved. Pebbly blacktop like a
dragon flank of glistening scales hissed past the broken window, inches from her face..Standing near the foot of the bed in a shapeless blue suit,
Vanadium might have been the work of an eccentric artist who had carved a man out of Spam and dressed the meaty sculpture in thrift-shop
threads.."For one thing, jurors might conclude that the authorities never really suspected you and tried to frame you for murder to conceal their
culpability in the poor maintenance of the tower. By far, most of the cops think you're innocent anyway.".might be grumpy and would certainly be
torpid, bleary-eyed, and uncommunicative. Angel awake was always fully awake, soaking up color texture-mood, marveling in the baroque detail
of Creation, and generally lending support to the apperception--test prediction that she might be an art prodigy..Agnes had lifted him to this perch.
Now she smoothed his hair, straightened his shirt, and retied his loosened shoelaces, finding it even harder than she had expected to say what
needed to be said. She thought she might require Dr. Chan's presence, after all..If he woke, however, and saw her sitting vigil, Barty would
understand how terrible his condition might be..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..The night that followed might as well have been a night in Hell, though a hell in which Satan provided an
electrolytically balanced beverage..Instead, her father asked, "Is this emotion talking, Celie, or is this brain as much as heart?".Her fear, Agnes
suddenly realized, arose from her father's often expressed conviction that an attempt to excel at anything was a sin that would one day be
grievously punished. All forms of amusement were sinful, by his way of thinking, and all those who sought even the simplest entertainment were
lost souls; however, those who desired to amuse others were the worse sinners, because they were overflowing with pride, striving to shine, eager
to make themselves into false gods, to be praised and adored as only God should be adored. Actors, musicians, singers, novelists were doomed to
hell by the very acts of creation which, in their egomania, they saw as the equal of their Creator's work. Striving to excel at anything, in fact, was a
sign of corruption in the soul, whether one wanted to be recognized as a superior carpenter or car mechanic, or a grower of prize roses. Talent, in
her father's view, was not a gift from God, but from the devil, meant to distract us from prayer, penitence, and duty..Sweet-tempered, generous,
honest, kind Naomi had surely been incapable of murdering anyone-least of all the man she loved..This soiling of Naomi's memory was a sadness
so poignant, so terrible, that he wondered if he could endure it. He felt his mouth tremble and go soft, not with the urge to throw up again, but with
something like grief if not grief itself. His eyes filled with tears..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..knew Phimie died in
childbirth, not an accident, and Max's instincts told him rape. I explained to your dad why Cain was the man. I wanted whatever information he
might have. But I suppose ... sitting there, looking at my face, he decided that Cain is indeed the biggest hornet's nest ever, and he didn't want to put
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his daughter and granddaughter at greater risk than necessary.".The popeyed little toad smirked over there on the far side of his pretentious
desk.."You can't take much of anything by mouth for a few hours yet," said the nurse. "Nausea is too great a risk. Retching might start you
hemorrhaging again.".when red aces weft followed by disturbing jacks, Agnes had pretended to take her son's card-told fortune lightly, especially
the frightful part of it. In fact, a coldness had twisted through her heart..He paused, giving them a chance to ask the obvious question-and then
smiled at their reticence..This wasn't the same Enoch Cain whom Vanadium had known three years ago in Spruce Hills. That man had been utterly
ruthless but not a wild, raging animal, coldly determined but never obsessive. That Cain had been too calculating and too self-controlled to have
been swept into the emotional frenzy required to produce this blood graffiti and to act out the symbolic mutilation of Bartholomew with a
knife..Ever the romantic, he wanted to surprise her. Voila! Flowers, wine, and moi. Since their electrifying connection in the hospital, she had been
yearning for him; but she wouldn't expect a visit for a few weeks yet. He was eager to see her face brighten with delight..After examining Phimie,
who was nauseous, Daines prescribed an anticonvulsant, an antiemetic, and a sedative, all intravenously..Under a declining moon, he fled discreetly
three blocks to his Suburban, parked on a parallel street. He encountered no traffic, and on the way, he stripped off the gardening gloves and
discarded them in a Dumpster at a house undergoing remodeling..Lowering his surgical mask, Dr. Lipscomb approached Celestina, where she
stood with her back pressed to the wall.."Well, certainly, I understand," said Panglo, slowly lowering the offered hand, although he clearly didn't
understand at all.."One hour," he announced, establishing a countdown. In sixty minutes, his internal clock would rouse him from a meditative
state..Even someone of saintly habits and selfless behavior might be a monster in his heart, filled with unspeakable desires, which he might act
upon only once or never..The sedative was mild, but Phimie was asleep in mere minutes. She was exhausted by her long ordeal and by her recent
lack of sleep.."Could you undo the spell you put on her?".If Junior was patient, he could slip in there, find Bartholomew, kill the boy in bed, whack
Ichabod second, and still have a chance to make love to Celestina..He couldn't see into the next aisle through the gaps between rows of books,
because the shelves had solid backs..Almost thirty years from the seminary--even farther from it if measured by degrees of lost innocence, by miles
of rough experience Tom Vanadium set out to kill a man. Given the chance to disarm Cain, given the opportunity to merely wound him, he would
nevertheless go for the head shot or the heart shot, play jury and executioner, play God, and leave to God the judgment of his stained soul..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..Because this kind of fictional fact, like maps of imaginary realms, is of real interest to some readers, I include the description
after the stories. I also redrew the geographical maps for this book, and while doing so, happily discovered a very old one in the Archives in
Havnor..Nicholas Deed was not the knave. He had already brought all the ruin into their lives that he was going to bring..He had been thankful that
during the long trance, he hadn't wet himself. Now he would gladly have accepted any amount of humiliation rather than suffer these vicious
cramps..During the past ten days, he'd proved that he was clever, bold, with exceptional inner resources. He needed to tap his deep well of strength
and resolve now, more than ever. He'd been through far too much, accomplished too much, to be brought down by mere biology..When Victoria
failed to answer the door, this man would not simply go away. He had been invited. He was expected. Lights were on in the house. The lack of a
response to his knock would be taken as a sign that something was amiss..stubbornly withholds them is to take a bitterly cold shower while
pressing ice against one's genitals, until the desired facts are recalled or hypothermic collapse ensues..Agnes delighted in their conversations. Barty
was far ahead of the language learning curve for his age, but he was still a child, and his observations were filled with innocence and charm. "You
mean your cold is like in your nose but not in your feet?".Strapped to the bracing board, semi-immobilized to prevent the accidental dislodgement
of the intravenous feed, Junior's right arm felt half numb, stiff from disuse..At the midpoint of the table, directly under the chandelier, the flashing
silvery disc turned through the air, turned, turned, turned out of this world into another.."After the war, for a while, I was able to get more
mainstream work. Racially ... things were changing. But I was getting older, too, and the entertainment business is always looking for someone
young, fresh. So I never made it big. Lord, I never even made it medium, but I got along okay. Until ... by the early 1950s, my booking agent found
it harder and harder to line up good dates, good clubs.".The coin stopped turning across his knuckles and, as though with volition of its own, it
slipped into the tight curve of his curled forefinger. With a snap of his thumb, he flipped the quarter into the air..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..The strand was
inclined toward the lake. He closed the door and got out of the way as the Studebaker rolled forward, gathering speed..Incredibly, Renee came after
him, slinky and seductive, trying to calm him and lure him back into an embrace..Earthquake weather. Southern Californians had many definitions
of that term, but Edom knew he was right this time. Thunder would roll again soon, but it would arise from underfoot.."It's not a specific brand you
can't have, it's the whole idea of a candy bar.".Commit and command. It doesn't matter so much whether the course of action to which you commit
is prudent or hopelessly rash, doesn't matter whatsoever whether society at large thinks it's a "good" thing that you're doing or a "bad" thing. As
long as you commit without reservation you will inevitably command, because so few people are ever willing to commit to anything, right or
wrong, wise or unwise, that those who plunge are guaranteed to succeed more often than not even when their actions are reckless and their cause is
idiotic..Paul was a dear man, different from Joey in appearance but so like him at heart. She shocked him by insisting they go at once to his house,
to his bedroom. Red-faced as no pulp hero ever had been, Paul stammered out that he wasn't expecting intimacy of her so soon, and she assured
him that he wasn't going to get it so soon, either..At the far end of the table, Agnes shot up from her chair as her son said rain, and as he said wet,
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she spoke warningly: "Barty!"."Wish I could describe his face. Frosty the Snowman was never that white. The surveillance van is parked right
there, two spaces south of the vending machines--".Symptoms of food poisoning usually appear within two hours of dining. The hideous intestinal
spasms had rocked him at least six hours after he'd eaten. Besides, if the culprit were food poisoning, he would have vomited; but he hadn't felt any
urge to spew..Furrowing her brow and narrowing her eyes as though prepared to scold him, she slowly lowered her face to his, until their noses
were touching, and she whispered, "Because it's more fun if it's secret.".If Vanadium was watching, however, he would interpret the pitch of the
coin to mean that his unconventional strategy was working, that Junior's nerves were frayed to the breaking point. With an adversary as
indefatigable as this cuckoo cop, you dared never show weakness..Remember the beauty of rage. Channel the anger and be a winner. Act now,
think later..As one of the two paramedics hurried to the ambulance van and scrambled into the driver's seat, Agnes suffered another contraction so
severe that for a tremulous moment, at the peak of the agony, she almost lost consciousness..Waking from a starry night in the Old West into
electric light, gazing up into a blur of faces sans cowboy hats, Agnes felt someone moving a piece of ice in slow circles over her bare abdomen.
Shivering as the cold water trickled down her sides, she tried to ask them why they were applying ice when she was already chilled to the bone, but
she couldn't find her voice..He slipped behind the door and raised the pewter candlestick over his head. Weighing perhaps five pounds, the object
made a formidable bludgeon, almost as good as a hammer..KATHLEEN IN THE candlelight, her ginger eyes a glimmer with images of the amber
flame. Icy martinis, extra olives in a shallow white dish. Beyond the tableside window, the legendary bay glimmered, too, darker and colder than
Kathleen's eyes, and not a fraction as deep..or the barber. Never was he afraid to fall asleep, and having fallen asleep, he appeared to have only
pleasant dreams.
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