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FALL OF MAN OR PARADISE LOST TRANSLATED IN VERSE FROM THE ANGLO SA
Mechanics have reliably steady hands, yet Jacob's hands shook as he discarded two cards and slowly turned over the ninth draw..She proceeded
down the shadowy center aisle, genuflected at the chancel railing, and went to the votive rack..She twisted her sweat-drenched face in what might
have been frustration, closed her.Sklent came to mind, perhaps because of the strange drawing on the girl's sketch pad. Sklent at that Christmas Eve
party, only a few months ago but a lifetime away. The theory of spiritual afterlife without a need for God. Prickly-bur spirits. Some hang around,
haunting out of sheer mean stubbornness. Some fade away. Others reincarnate..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..Renee Vivi spoke with a silken
southern accent. Vivacious without being cloyingly coquettish, well-educated and well-read but never pretentious, direct in her conversation
without seeming either bold or opinionated, she was charming company..If not for Celestina's slutty little sister, Bartholomew would not exist. No
threat. Junior's life would be different, better..Neither guilt nor remorse plagued him. Good and bad, right and wrong, were not issues to him.
Actions were either effective or ineffective, wise or stupid, but they were all value neutral..Three doors in the dark hallway: one to the right, ajar,
and two to the left, both closed..Whereas the lone heart at the center of the rectangular white field inspired amazement and delight in her brothers
and in Maria, Agnes reacted to it with dread. She strove to mask her true feelings with a smile as thin as the edge of a playing card..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..Although she already knew that the answer could not be
cheerily optimistic, Celestina wondered, "Is the baby likely to be . . . normal?".He briefly considered playing dumb, but he knew she was too smart
for that. "Gunsmoke, you mean. Listen, I know you'll do whatever's necessary to keep Angel safe, because you love her so much. Love will
give.He feared that suicide was a ticket to Hell, and he knew that sinless Perri was not waiting for him in those lower realms..Polio, largely an
affliction of younger children, had stricken her two weeks before her fifteenth birthday. Thirty years ago.."It's been a tough few years," he said.
"Losing her ... and then getting out of Nam alive.".The muscles of his legs grew as hard as any of the landscapes that he trod. Granite thighs; calves
like marble, roped with veins..He had been walking ever since, two and a half years, with brief respites in Bright Beach..He took a long shower, as
hot as he could tolerate, until his muscles felt as soft as butter..Neddy, dressed for work but overdressed for his own funeral, slumped against the
wall, head bowed, chin on his chest. His pale hands were splayed at his sides, as though he were trying to strike chords from the floor tiles.."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-".By the time they reached the seventh painting, alcohol and rich
French 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..He doused the light and crouched motionless in the absolute darkness, leaning against a wall of the dumpster to
steady himself, because his feet were planted in slippery layers of fog-dampened plastic trash bags..THE DEAD DETECTIVE, grinning in the
moonlight, a pair of silvery quarters gleaming in the sockets once occupied by his eyes..Briefly, Junior felt humiliated. He wanted to drag the
detective out of the car and stomp on his smug, dead face..According to his wristwatch, the time was 9:05 in the morning on this momentous
day..In the kitchen, a delicious aroma wafted from the oven. On the stove stood a large pot over a low flame, and nearby was pasta to be added to
the water when it came to a boil.."You may be eating yourself into an early grave, Vinnie, but poor Jacob has murdered his own soul, and that's
infinitely worse.".Her case of polio had been so severe that braces and crutches were never an option. Muscle rehabilitation had been ineffective..A
nurse fussed over him as she helped him into bed, concerned about his paleness and his tremors. She was attentive, efficient, compassionate but she
wasn't in the least attractive, and he wished she would.calm. He tried to imagine what Victoria's breasts would look like, freed from all restraint..He
turned the brochure in his hands, to look at the front of it again. Gradually he began to suspect that the title of the exhibition might be what had
brought to mind the reverend's unremembered sermon..Also in the drawer was a pistol that he kept for home defense. He stared at it, trying to
decide whether to go downstairs and make a sandwich or kill himself.."Great guy. Do you have an address for her, a way maybe I could get in
touch about her brother?".The rocking chair stopped squeaking under her. She heard the sincerity in Vinnie's voice, and as her disbelief dissolved,
she was shocked into immobility. She whispered, "My little superstition.".hooves. This was no demon child. Its father's evil was'nt visibly
reflected in its small.AGNES ALWAYS ENJOYED Christmas Eve dinner with Edom and Jacob, because even they tempered their pessimism on
this night of nights. Whether the season touched their hearts or they wanted even more than usual to please their sister, she didn't know. If gentle
Edom spoke of killer tornadoes or if dear Jacob was reminded of massive explosions, each dwelt not on horrible death, as usual, but on feats of
courage in the midst of dire catastrophe, recounting astonishing rescues and miraculous escapes..She devoted half her work time to the
neighbors-in-need route that Agnes had established and steadily expanded, the other half to her painting. She was in no rush to mount a new show;
anyway, she didn't dare renew contact with the Greenbaum Gallery or with anyone at all from her past life, until the police found Enoch
Cain..Excessive insurance, Agnes believed, was a temptation to fate. "A reasonable policy, yes, that's fine. But a big one ... it's like betting on
death.".If their relationship had not been limited to a single evening of passion, if they had not been of two worlds, if she had not been underage
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and therefore jailbait, they might have had an open romance, and then her death would have touched him more deeply..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.."What room has Mrs. Lombardi been moved to?"
she asked. "I'd like to ... to see her before I go.".During Junior's brief stroll, the sidewalk ended, giving way to the graveled shoulder of the road. He
saw no one on foot, and no vehicles passed him..Because the upper part of the hospital bed was somewhat raised, he didn't have to lift his head
from the pillow to study the corner where the phantom waited. He peered beyond the IV rack, past the foot of the.Think, think. A three-minute
drive to the Lampion place. Maybe two minutes, running stop signs, cutting comers.."There's a valuable lesson in that," Agnes said. "Others can
learn from it if you care to share. But if you want to record your life only up to the card cheating, that's okay, too. Even that far, it's a fascinating
journey, a story that shouldn't be lost with you when you pass on. Libraries are packed with biographies of movie stars and politicians' most of
them not capable of as much meaningful self-analysis as you'd get from a toad. We don't need to know more about celebrities' lives, Obadiah. What
might help us, what might even save us, is knowing more about the lives of real people who've never made it even medium but who know where
they came from and why.".She stood just inside the front door of the apartment, admiring herself in a full-length mirror, waiting patiently for
Celestina, who was packing dolls, coloring books, tablets, and a large collection of crayons into a zippered satchel..Drawing from a well of
inspiration deeper than instinct, Junior knew that if ever he crossed paths with a man named Bartholomew, he must be prepared to deal with him as
aggressively as he had dealt with Naomi. And without delay..Junior had seen the silvery coin snapping off the cop's thumb and spinning upward.
Now it was gone, as though it had vanished in midair..This back blow wasn't just sport, either, but more like Vietnam as lie sometimes told women
that he remembered it. As though pitched by a grenade blast, Junior went from his feet to the floor with chin-rapping impact, teeth guillotining
together so hard that he would have severed his tongue if it had been between them..As though frightened of the gentle certainty in Celestina's eyes,
the doctor turned away from he, and toward the window once more..His dry tongue, his parched mouth, his desiccated throat felt packed fall of
sand, and his voice lay buried alive down there..Waking from a bad dream, he sometimes thought he heard the ratcheting of gear-wheel feet. The
scrape and creak of rusted iron joints. The clink of rake-tine fingers rattling against one another..Although the only light on the back porch came
from the pale beams that filtered out through the curtains on the kitchen windows, all these faces seemed luminous, almost preternaturally aglow,
like the kiln-fired countenances of saints in a dark church, lit solely by the flames of votive candies. The rain-a music of sorts, and the jasmine and
incense, and the moment sacred..In the gallery windows, eight of the nine sculptures were so disturbing that many passersby, catching sight of
them, blanched and looked away and hurried on. Not everyone can be a connoisseur..The hateful window. The hateful, frozen window. Celestina
wrenched on the crank with all of her strength, and felt something give a little, wrenched, but then the crank popped out of the socket and rapped
against the sill..At 11:45, on her way to bed, Agnes stopped at Barty's room and found him propped against pillows. The book was not particularly
large as books went, but it was big in proportion to the boy; unable to hold it open with his hands alone, he rested his entire left arm across the top
of the volume..The owner, also the pilot on this trip, was pleased to be paid cash in advance, in crisp hundred-dollar bills, rather than by check or
credit card. He accepted payment hesitantly, however, and with an unconcealed grimace, as though afraid of contracting a contagion from the
currency. "What's wrong with your face?".If killing the wrong Bartholomew had broken a dam in Junior and released a lake of tension, whacking
the right Bartholomew would set loose an ocean of pent-up stress, and he would feel free as he'd not felt since the fire tower. Freer than he'd been
in his entire life..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..He wiped
the steering wheel and every surface that he might have touched during the drive from Victoria's to the detective's place, where he'd acquired the
gardening gloves that he still wore. He got out of the car and, with the door open, wiped the exterior handle..Once in a while, however, he reverted
to his roots, to the food that gave him comfort. Thus, the cheeseburger and its decadent accoutrements.."Don't get me started on cyclones!" Edom
hurried through the house and out to the station wagon, to fetch the boxes of groceries..impress the hell out of the hoity-toity types, take their
money, and get famous."."I was once doubting Thomas," said the detective, but not from beside the bed any longer. His voice seemed to come
from across the room, perhaps near the door, though he had made not a sound as he'd moved..For an instant, she appeared to be frowning. Then he
realized this couldn't be a frown. It must be a smoldering look of desire..Wet cobblestones and tattered blacktop. Hurry, hurry. Past the lighted
casement window in the gallery men's room..Nicholas Deed was not the knave. He had already brought all the ruin into their lives that he was
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going to bring..When Agnes crunched the ice, the nurse said, "No, no. Don't swallow it all at once. Let it melt.".Junior was at critical depth. The
psychological pressure was at least five thousand pounds per square inch and growing by the second. Implosion imminent..Junior suspected that no
one other than this man's mother called him Tom. He was probably "Detective" to some and "Vanadium" to most who knew him.."Will do. Check
out those paintings he collects. People pay real money for them, even people who've never been in a looney bin."."Nick," he suggested, as though
any reason existed for her to be on a first-name basis with the man who killed her husband. "I wasn't drinking. ".Although not quite as young as
Bavol Poriferan, this artist was equally adored by critics and widely regarded as a genius. He went by a single and mysterious name, Sklent, and in
the publicity photo of him that was posted in the gallery, he looked dangerous..And now she didn't need him anymore. He gazed at her face, held
her cooling hand; his anchor was slipping away from him, leaving him adrift..Skinny, pasty-faced, chattering sissy," he hissed, still so furious with
Neddy that he wanted to jam the pianist's head in the toilet even though he was dead. Jam his head in and stomp on him. Stomp him into the bowl.
Flush and flush, stomp and stomp..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.."I suspect," Tom said, "that any job you set your mind to, you'd be as good as you are at teeth.".Frankness and tough talk pleased her,
because too many people dealt with her as though her spirit were as frail as her limbs. She laughed with delight-but still refused him.."Now you
don't have to worry," Angel said, "about what happens to him if ever you're gone, Aunt Aggie. If he can do this, he can do anything, and you can
rest easy.".Vanadium's wounds were too grievous to pass for accidental injuries. Even if there were some way to disguise them through clever
staging, no one would believe that Victoria had died in a freak fall and that Vanadium, rushing to her side, had slipped and tumbled and sustained
mortal head injuries, as well. Such a strong whiff of slapstick would put even the Spruce Hills police on to the scent of murder..The sudden change
of subject, from the airliner crash to Phimie, confused Celestina..Confused, Panglo held out his right hand, but Jacob said, "Sorry, no offense, but I
don't shake with anyone."."Veal fit for kings," said their waiter, delivering the entrees, and one taste confirmed his promise..He did not answer
Hound's question..Paul watched as Barty hopped down from his chair and crossed the busy kitchen in a straight line to the wall phone, without one
hesitant move..Celestina was better equipped to embrace this transcendental experience for what it appeared to be. She was not one of those artists
who celebrated chaos and disorder, or who found inspiration in pessimism and despair. Wherever her eyes came to rest, she saw order, purpose,
exquisite design, and either the pale flicker or the fierce blaze of a humbling beauty. She perceived the uncanny not merely in old houses where
ghosts were said to roam or in eerie experiences like the one Lipscomb had described, but every day in the pattern of a tree's branches, in the
rapturous play of a dog with a tennis ball, in the white whirling currents of a snowstorm-in every aspect of the natural world in which insoluble
mystery was as fundamental a component as light and darkness, as matter and energy, as time and space..This time, however, the singing lasted
longer than before, long enough for him to become suspicious of the heating ducts. These rooms had ten-foot ceilings, and the ducts opened high in
the walls..After an interminable silence, the detective said, "Do you know what believe about life, Enoch?".Agnes dropped to one knee before the
boy and held him gently by the shoulders. "Let me look."."Soon as Cain is out of sight, we yank up our tricky vending machines, then haul the real
ones out of the van and bolt 'em down again. Slick, fast. People are still picking up quarters when we finish. And get this-they want to know where
the camera is.".With his mother, his uncles, and Maria hovering just two steps behind, Barty followed the driveway, not bothering with the cane,
keeping his right foot on the concrete, his left foot on the grass, until he came to a jog in the pavement, which apparently he'd been seeking. He
stopped, facing due north, considered for a moment, and then pointed due west: "The oak tree's over there.".Stepping forward lightly, lightly, as he
swung the candlestick, Junior saw the dinner guest stiffen, perhaps sensing danger or at least movement, but it was too late. The guy didn't even
have time to turn his head or duck..Celestina didn't hear gunfire, but she couldn't mistake the bullets for anything else when they cracked through
the door..At the open kitchen door, arms laden with a stack of four bakery boxes, her mother said, "Will you get those last four pies for me there on
the table? And don't jostle them, dear.".Now that Tom knew what to look for, the gloom couldn't conceal the incredible truth..Otter shrugged..Nolly
raised his martini glass in a toast. "To Kathleen Klerkle Wulfstan, dentist and associate detective.".No doubt thinking about the land of the big
bugs, into which she had pushed Enoch Cain, which was exactly what Barty had suddenly thought about, Angel said, "Honey, this is amazing, it's
wonderful, but you've got to be careful.".He capped the bottle, pocketed it, and then kicked the dead man, kicked him again, and spat on him.."And
you're saying fear can fill his emptiness as well as sex or booze?" Kathleen wondered..Celestina was unable to talk reason to him, and even her
mother, Grace, who was living here for the interim and who was always oil on the stormiest of waters, couldn't bring a moment's calm to the velvet
squall that was Neddy Gnathic in full blow. He had learned about the baby five days ago, and he had been building force ever since, like a tropical
depression aspiring to hurricane status..The moonlight had faded and the gentle waves had ebbed out of his mind's eye. He concentrated, trying to
force the phantom sea to flow back into view, but this was one of those rare occasions when a Zedd technique failed him''.quiet pool, sweet with the
fragrance of jasmine. Under the huge spreading oak. Grass oiled to a glossy green by the.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..Having anticipated a problem of one kind or another, Junior withdrew a packet of crisp new
hundred-dollar bills from an inside jacket pocket. The bank band still wrapped the stack, and on it was printed $10,000..Among themselves, the
authorities spoke more often than not in murmurs. Or perhaps Junior was too distracted to hear them clearly..Among these people was an old man
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whom they called, among themselves, the Changer. He showed Otter a few spells of illusion; and when the boy was fifteen or so, the old man took
him out into the fields by Serrenen to show him the one spell of true change he knew. "First let's see you turn that bush into the seeming of a tree,"
he said, and promptly Otter did so. Illusion came so easy to the boy that the old man took alarm. Otter had to beg and wheedle him for any further
teaching and finally to promise him, swearing on his own true and secret name, that if he learned the Changer's great spell he would never use it but
to save a life, his own or another's..As punctilious as you might expect any good accountant to be, Bartholomew Prosser didn't delay long enough
to make it necessary for Junior to ring the bell twice. The porch light came on..Like all ICU waiting rooms, where Death sits patiently, smiling in
anticipation, this lounge was clean but drab, and the utilitarian furnishings didn't pamper, as though bright colors and comfort might annoy the
ascetic Reaper and motivate him to cut down more patients than otherwise he would have done..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..In the execution,
he was likewise scrupulous, for he didn't want the grownups to see what Angel saw; he preferred they believe it was sleight of hand-or magic. After
the usual moves, he briefly closed his right hand around the coin, then with a snap of his wrist, flung it at Angel, simultaneously distracting with
flourishes aplenty..He shouldered past two counter waitresses, past the short-order cook who was working eggs and burgers and bacon on the open
griddle and grill. Whatever expression wrenched Junior's face, it must have been intimidating, for without protest but with walleyed alarm, the
employees squeezed aside to let him pass..Maybe the bright side was that the musician hadn't either wet his pants or taken a dump while in his
death throes. Sometimes, during a comparatively slow death like strangulation, the victim lost control of all bodily functions. He'd read it in a
novel, something from the Book-of-the-Month Club and therefore both life-enriching and reliable. Probably not Eudora Welty. Maybe Norman
Mailer. Anyway, the men's room didn't smell as fresh as a flower shop, but it didn't reek, either..In adversity lies great opportunity, as Caesar Zedd
teaches, and always, of course, there is a bright side even when you aren't able immediately to see it..The minister had finished. The service was
over. No one came to Junior with condolences, because they would see him again shortly, at the Ford dealership buffet..Now he shuffled the first of
the four decks precisely as he had shuffled the first deck on Friday evening, and he set it aside..As though one of the quarters had dropped into his
ear and triggered a golden oldie in the jukebox of his mind, Junior heard Vanadium's voice in the hospital room, in Spruce Hills, on the night of the
day when Naomi died: "en you cut Naomi's string, you put an end to the effects that her music would have on the lives of others and on the shape
of the future.....Fifteen feet separated them, with guests intervening. Yet this stranger's attention could have felt no more disturbingly intense to
Junior if they had been alone in the room and but a foot apart..The bright side was easy to see. If Vanadium's reputation among other cops and
among prosecutors was that of a paranoid, a pathetic a after phantom perpetrators, his unsupported belief that Naomi.Lowering his surgical mask,
Dr. Lipscomb approached Celestina, where she stood with her back pressed to the wall..He added verisimilitude to his threats by concluding with a
few hard punches where they wouldn't show, in her breasts and belly, and then he, went home to Naomi, to whom he'd been married, at that time,
less than five months..Saturday and Sunday, between. sessions with the directory, Junior cruised around the county on a series of pleasure
drives-testing the theory that the maniac cop was no longer following him. Apparently, Simon Magusson was correct: The case had been closed.."If
you don't, your feeling gland isn't working. Want me to read you to sleep?".Martinis were ordered all around. None here observed a vow of
absolute sobriety..He placed a phone call to Kaitlin Hackachak, his trollish and avaricious sister-in-law, asking her to dispose of Naomi's things,
their furniture, and whatever of his own possessions he chose to leave behind. Although she had been awarded a quarter of a million dollars in the
family settlement with the state and county, Kaitlin would be at the house by dawn's first light if she thought she might make ten bucks from
liquidating its contents..Every distorted shape, every smear of color, every swath of light and shudder of shadows resisted her attempts to relate
them to the world she knew, as if shimmering before her were the landscape of a dream..This venerable old building, as solidly constructed as a
castle, was well-insulated; noises in other apartments rarely penetrated to Junior's. Never before had he heard a neighbor's voice distinctly enough
to comprehend the words spoken-or, in this case, sung..The striking resemblance between this artist and Seraphim, as well as the facts in the
biographical sketch under the photo, argued that the two were sisters..Because he hadn't heard Victoria Bressler speak in so long-and then only on
two occasions-and because the woman on the phone had spoken so softly, Junior couldn't tell whether or not their voices were one and the
same..His right side, however, had come to rest against an object harder than bagged paper, an angular mass. As the skull-rattling gong faded,
allowing more clarity of thought, he realized that an unpleasant, vaguely warm, damp something was pressed against his right cheek..And the irony
of ironies: With her talent deepening to a degree that she had never dared hope it would, with collectors responding to her vision to an extent she
had never imagined possible, with her goals already exceeded, and with great vistas of possibility opening before her, she would throw it all away
with some regret but with no bitterness if required to choose between art and Angel, for the child had proved to be the greater blessing. Phimie was
gone, but Phimie's spirit fed and watered her sister's life, bringing forth a great abundance.."From time to time now, you're going to be written
about," Helen warned. "Be prepared for a peevish critic or two, furious about your optimism."."I'm a less philosophical sort than Kathleen," Nolly
said, "so what I've been wondering is where you learned the tricks with the quarter. How is it you're priest, cop-and amateur magician?"."Nicholas
Deed." On her tongue, the name was as bitter as a dissolving aspirin..Because his pinching fingers deformed the shape of her mouth, her voice was
compressed: "I see all the ways you are.".When Junior complained of severe thirst, Victoria explained that he was to have nothing by mouth until
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morning. He would be put on a liquid diet for breakfast and lunch. Soft foods might be allowable by dinnertime tomorrow..To have the best chance
of becoming a master mechanic, any young apprentice needs a mentor. The art of total card control cannot be learned entirely from books and
experimentation..Saturday morning, Paul made himself useful by assisting Grace with food preparation and by setting out the plates, flatware, and
glasses on the dining-room sideboard..At home, Agnes had no appetite, but she fixed Barty a cheese sandwich, spooned potato salad into a dish,
added a bag of corn chips and a Coke, and served this late dinner on a tray, in his room, where he was already in bed and reading Tunnel in the
Sky..From San Francisco south to Orange County Airport on a crowded commuter flight, then farther south along the coast by rental car, Paul
Damascus brought Grace, Celestina, and Angel to the Lampion house. "Before we go to my place, there's someone I very much want you to meet.
She's not expecting us, but I'm sure it'll be okay."."After the quake," Edom said, "forty thousand people took refuge in a two-hundred-acre open
area, a military depot. A quake-related fire swept through so fast they were killed standing up, so tightly packed together they died as a solid mass
of bodies."."At home," Otter said. It wasn't a lie. He did have a pouch at home. He kept his fine-work tools and his bubble level in it. And he wasn't
altogether lying about the wind. Several times he had managed to bring a bit of magewind into the sail of a boat, though he had no idea how to
combat or control a storm, as a ship's weatherworker must do. But he thought he'd rather drown in a gale than be murdered in this hole.
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