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Wednesday, with a swiftness that confirmed its eagerness to make a deal, the state supplied records on the fire tower. For five years, a significant
portion of the maintenance funds had been diverted by bureaucrats to other uses. And for three years, the responsible maintenance supervisor filed
an annual report on this specific tower, requesting immediate funds for fundamental reconstruction; the third of these documents, submitted eleven
months prior to Naomi's fall, was composed in crisis language and stamped urgent..Carrying him to the window, gazing up at the stars, the moon,
she said, "I'll always read to you, Barty.".Another machine beside the first, stocked with copies of a sexually explicit publication for gays, fired a
quarter that hit Junior's forehead. The next snapped against the bridge of his nose.."Not that trains are any better. Look at the Bakersfield crash back
in '60. Santa Fe Chief, out of San Francisco, smashed into an oil-tank truck. Seventeen people crushed, burned in a river of fire.".The blinds were
raised, the windows bare. Usually, she liked the smoky, reddish-gold glow of the city at night, but this once it made her uneasy..The sill was about
four and a half feet off the lavatory floor. With both hands, Junior levered himself onto it.."Chateau Le Bucks, 1886. We can have a bottle of that or
you could buy a new car, and personally I believe thirst comes before transportation.".Yet had the obstacles been piled twice as high, the time had
come to put into words what they felt for each other and to decide what they intended to do about it. Celestina knew that in depth and intensity, as
well as in the promise of passion, Wally's love for her equaled hers for him; out of respect for her and perhaps because the sweet man doubted his
desirability, he tried to conceal the true power of his feelings and actually thought he succeeded, though in fact he was radiant with love. His
once-brotherly kisses on the cheek, his touches, his admiring looks were all still chaste but ever more tender with the passage of time; and when he
held her hand-as in the gallery this evening-whether as a show of support or simply to keep her safely beside him in a crosswalk on a busy street,
dear Wally was overcome by a wistfulness and a longing that Celestina vividly remembered from Junior high school, when thirteen-year-old boys,
their gazes filled with purest adoration, would be struck numb and mute by the conflict between yearning and inexperience. On three occasions
recently, he seemed on the brink of revealing his feelings, which he would expect to surprise if not shock her, but the moment had never been quite
right..Suddenly remembering the doctor's assurance to Neddy that they would be out of this building by week's end, Celestina said, "But we've
nowhere to go.".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..". . . then how come you couldn't walk where
your eyes were healthy and leave the tumors there," she remembered..Otter stated it as an unfortunate fact, not as a moral assertion. Hound looked
at him with appreciation. Living with the pirate king, he was sick of boasts and threats, of boasters and threateners..The two men introduced
themselves. The physician was Dr. Jim Parkhurst. His manner was easy and affable, and his soothing voice, either by nature or by calculation, was
as healing as balm..Angel brightened at the sight of the coin turning end-over-end across his knuckles. "I could learn to do that," she
asserted..Maria looked stricken when she answered the doorbell, for she intuited that a visit, instead of a call, meant the worst.."When you cut
Naomi's string, you put an end to the effects that I her music would have on the lives of others and on the shape of the future. YOU struck a discord
that can be heard, however faintly, all the way to the farthest end of the universe.".Once, he had been a superb driver. For the past decade, his
performance behind the wheel depended on his mood..Maybe he went a little crazy then. He wouldn't deny a brief, transient madness..Junior had
come to the gumshoe four days ago, with business that might have made a reputable investigator uncomfortable. He needed to discover whether
Seraphim White had given birth at a San Francisco hospital earlier this month and where the baby might be found. Since he wasn't prepared to
reveal any relationship to Seraphim, and since he resisted devising a cover story on the assumption that a competent private detective would at once
see through it, his interest in this baby inevitably seemed sinister.."Cancer," she whispered, and superstitiously reproached herself for speaking the
word aloud, as though thereby she'd given power to the malignancy and ensured its existence..When the police operator answered, Junior shrieked,
"I've been shot! Jesus! Shot! Help me, an ambulance, oooohhhh shit! Hurry!".On Christmas Eve, 1996, the family gathered in the middle of the
three houses for dinner. The living-room furniture had been moved aside to the walls, and three tables had been set end to end, the length of the
room, to accommodate everyone..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..Tossing the knave onto the table, Agnes said, "Barty doesn't seem too impressed with this devil.".Aware of the mortician's new edginess,
Jacob was convinced that his initial distrust of Panglo was justified. This twitchy little guy seemed to have something to hide. Jacob didn't have to
be a cop to recognize nervousness born of guilt..When at last he spoke, real grief, quiet but profound, softened his voice: "March first, three years
ago, my wife and two sons-Danny and Harry, both seven, twins-were coming home from visiting her parents in New York. Shortly after takeoff ...
their plane went down.".After too many years investigating homicides, after too much experience of human evil, perhaps he had grown both
misanthropic and paranoid..The possibility that he'd left a clear fingerprint on the watch crystal had to be judged remote. And the band had been too
textured to take a print useful to the police..As though frightened of the gentle certainty in Celestina's eyes, the doctor turned away from he, and
toward the window once more..During the drive, he alternated between great gales of delighted laughter and racking sobs wrought by pain and
self-pity. The voodoo Baptist was dead, the curse broken with the death of he who had cast it. Yet Junior must endure this final devastating
plague.."Blood tests should reveal whether the child's yours or not. That also might explain all this.".Heinlein dreamed of traveling to far worlds.
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Prior to his death, John Kennedy had promised that men would walk on the moon before the end of the decade. Barty wanted nothing so grand,
only to read a few stories, to lose himself in the wonderful private pleasure of books, because soon each story would be a listening experience only,
no longer entirely a private journey..He must be careful in his approach to her. He dared not rush into this. Think it through. Devise a strategy. This
valuable opportunity must not be wasted..At this extreme end of town, no streetlamps lit the pavement. With only moonlight to reveal him, he
wasn't likely to be recognized if anyone happened to glance out a window..White as a Viking winter, these magnificent choppers, and as straight as
the kernel rows in the corn on Odin's high table. Superb occlusal surfaces. Exquisite incisor ledges. Bicuspids of textbook formation nestled in
perfect alignment between molars and canines..around an anemone's mouth, poised to snare, lazily but relentlessly, any passing prize..The gray
pants of her jogging suit, speckled with rain that had blown in through the shattered windshield, were suddenly soaked. Her water had
broken..Although to Paul this was no more than childish chatter, Tom knew at once that the girl referred to his explanation for why he wasn't sad
about his damaged face: the salt and pepper shakers representing two Toms, the hit-and-run rhinoceros, the different worlds all in one place. "Yes,
Angel. That's something like what I was talking about.".He had experienced considerable self-revelation during the past eighteen hours, but of all
the new qualities he had discovered in himself, Junior was most proud of the realization that he was such a profoundly sensitive person. This was
an admirable character trait, but it would also be a useful screen behind which to commit whatever ruthless acts were required in this dangerous
new life he'd chosen.."Stop it, stop it! " Agnes, only ten years old, slender and shaking, but wild with righteousness, until now held in thrall by her
own fear, by the memory of all the beatings that she herself has taken. She screams at their father and strikes him with a book she's brought from
the house. The Bible. She strikes their father with the Bible, from which he's read to them every night of their lives. He drops the roses, tears the
holy book out of Agnes's hands, and pitches it across the yard. He rakes up a handful of the scattered roses, intending to make his son resume this
dinner of sin, but here comes Agnes once more, the Bible recovered, brandishing it at him, and now she says what all of them know to be true but
what none of them has ever dared say, what even Agnes herself will never again dare to say after this day, not while the old man lives, but she
dares to say it now, holding the Bible toward him, so he can see the gold-embossed cross upon the imitation-leather cover. "Murderer," Agnes says.
"Murderer " And Edom knows that they're all as good as dead now, that their father will slaughter them right here, right this minute, in his rage.
"Murderer," she says accusingly, behind the shield of the Bible, and she doesn't mean that he is killing Edom, but that he killed their mother, that
they heard him in the night, three years before, heard the short but awful struggle, and know that what happened was no accident. Roses fall from
his skinned and pierced hands, a flurry of petals yellow and petals red. He rises and takes a step toward Agnes, his dripping fists crimson with his
blood and with Edom's. Agnes doesn't back away, but thrusts the book toward him, and scintillant sunlight caresses the cross. Instead of tearing the
book out of her hands again, their father stalks away, into the house, surely to return with club or cleaver ... yet they will see no more of him this
day. Then Agnes-with tweezers for the thorns, with a basin full of warm water and a washcloth, with iodine and Neosporin and bandages-kneels
beside him in the yard. Jacob, too, comes forth from the dark crawlspace under the porch, having watched in terror from behind the latticework
skirt. He is shaking, crying, flushed with embarrassment because he didn't intervene, although he was wise to hide, for the disciplinary beating of
one twin usually leads to the pointless beating of the other. Agnes gradually settles Jacob by involving him in the treatment of his brother's wounds,
and to Edom she says, often thereafter, "I love your roses, Edom. I love your roses. God loves your roses, Edom." Overhead, agitated wings quiet
to a soft flutter, and the shrieking crows grow silent. The air pools as still and heavy as the water in a hidden lagoon within a secret glade, in the
perfect garden of the unfallen.....The musician's bird-sharp gaze grew dull. His pink tongue protruded from his mouth, like a half-eaten worm.."Just
now." Although Angel tried to sound nonchalant, she was trembling. "I'm not sure I can do it again.".As if a door had briefly opened between this
windless day and another world, a single gust rattled rain against the windows..Behind his masking hands, the physician let out a thin sound, as
though he were trying to pull from his heart an anguish that was embedded like a bur with countless sharp, hooked thorns..With a paper towel,
Junior wiped the revolver. He dropped it on the floor beside the riddled nurse..He didn't even dare to pretend to wake up now, with a mutter and a
yawn because the detective would know that he was faking, that he had been awake all along. And if he'd been feigning unconsciousness,
eaves.Posing as a counselor with Catholic Family Services, he phoned each listed Bartholomew, with a question related to his or her recent
adoption. Those who expressed bafflement, and who claimed not to have adopted a child, were generally stricken from his list..He traveled prairies
and mountains and valleys, passed fields rich in every imaginable crop, crossed great forests and wide rivers. He walked in fierce storms when
thunder crushed the sky and lightning tore it, walked in wind that skinned the bare earth and sheared green tresses from trees, and walked also in
sun-scrubbed days as blue and clean as ever there had been in Eden..The Church nourished the soul, while the occult nourished the imagination. In
Mexico, where physical comforts were often few and hope of a better life in this world was hard won, both the soul and the imagination must be
fed if life was to be livable.."Retinoblastoma is usually unilateral," Dr. Chan continued, "occurring in one eye. Bartholomew has tumors in
both.".The head of the hospital bed was elevated, and Perri lay on her back. Her eyes-were closed..Tom believed that the girl had an intuitive
understanding of the true complexity of the world, but she was only three, after all, and neither ready nor able to absorb the scientific theory that
supported her intuition..Sweet-tempered, generous, honest, kind Naomi had surely been incapable of murdering anyone-least of all the man she
loved..A sedan had come to a stop in the graveled driveway, over to the right of the house, almost out of view. As Junior watched, the headlights
were doused. The engine shut off. The driver's door opened. A man got out of the car, a shadowy figure in the fearsome yellow moonlight. The
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dinner guest.."Phimie said the creep thought it was funny, but using Daddy's voice as background music also ... well, aroused him, maybe because
it further humiliated her and because he knew it would humiliate our father. But we never told Daddy that part of it. Neither of us saw any useful
reason for telling him.".Slow deep breathing forgotten, gasping like a drowning swimmer, a sudden sweat dripping from his brow, Junior used one
foot to prod the fallen man..Previously, Miss Pixie Lee had been from Texas, but Angel had recently heard that Georgia was famous for its
peaches, which at once captured her imagination. Now Pixie Lee had a new life in a Georgia mansion carved out of a giant peach..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..Licky took him down into the mines to show him the gangues, the kinds of earth the ore was likely to occur in.
A few miners were working at the end of a long level.."The Finder" takes place about three hundred years before the time of the novels, in a dark
and troubled time; its story casts light on how some of the customs and institutions of the Archipelago came to be. "The Bones of the Earth" is
about the wizards who taught the wizard who first taught Ged, and shows that it takes more than one mage to stop an earthquake. "Darkrose and
Diamond" might take place at any time during the last couple of hundred years in Earthsea; after all, a love story can happen at any time, anywhere.
"On the High Marsh" is a story from the brief but eventful six years that Ged was Archmage of Earthsea. And the last story, "Dragonfly," which
takes place a few years after the end of Tehanu, is the bridge between that book and the next one, The Other Wind (to be published soon). A dragon
bridge..In retrospect, he realized meditation didn't suit him. It was a passive activity, while by nature he was a man of action, happiest when
doing.."Vomiting. I'm told it was an exceptionally violent emetic episode." "He spewed like a fire hose," Vanadium said matter-of-factly..In regard
for Barty's tender age, Dr. Franklin Chan had arranged for Agnes to spend the night in her son's room, in the second bed, which currently wasn't
needed for a patient.."We'll need to talk about this a lot in the days to come, as we both have more time to think about it.".Scamp had fabulous legs,
and her bralessness left no doubts about the lusciousness and authenticity of her chest, but after an hour of conversation about something or other,
before suggesting that they leave together, Junior maneuvered her into a reasonably private corner and discreetly put a hand up her skirt, just to
confirm that his gender suspicions were correct.."Agnes," said the magician, "you better start meeting with that librarian now to record your own
life. If you don't get started for another forty years, by then you'll need a whole decade of talking to get it all down.".The owner's attitude softened
somewhat with Junior's reference to the quarter, and softened even further when together they returned to the counter to see the proof in the cheese.
He went from righteous anger to abject apology..He pushed on the door, but still it resisted, and he surprised himself by letting out a bellow of
frustration that expressed quite the opposite of self-control, though no one listening could have the slightest doubt about his determination to
commit and command..Tongue clamped between his teeth as he concentrated on keeping the blue crayon within the lines of the bunny, Barty
nodded. "Yeah..Junior lifted the pattie with a fork, found no quarter under it, and put the meat on one half of the bun. He constructed the sandwich
from these fixings, added ketchup and mustard, and took a great, delicious, satisfying bite..slow breaths, and then she pointed at the windshield.
"The hospital's that way.".Junior got in the car once more, slammed the door, and said, "Panfaced, double-chinned, half-bald, puke-collecting
creep.".She thought of herself as a creative person, a capable and efficient and committed person, but she did not think of herself as a strong person.
Yet she would need great strength for what lay ahead..The rough massage had only just begun to bring a little relief to Junior's legs when Sparky
returned with six stoppered rubber bags full of ice. "This was all the bags they had down at the drugstore.".Putting one hand on the object to which
she referred, Barty said, "Mom and I were listening to a book when you got here. This is a talking book.".When he closed his eyes, he saw a
bowling pin, a leftover image from his with-seed days. In less than a minute, he was able to make the pin dematerialize, filling his mind with
featureless, soundless, soothing, white nothingness..He moved the shaker across the tablecloth, rocking it back and forth to convey that he was
strolling without a care in the world..Junior realized that killing Renee this very night would be an unthinkable waste. Instead, he could marry her
first, enjoy her for a while, and eventually arrange an accident or suicide that left him with all-or at least a significant portion of her assets..On one
particular street in Bright Beach, however, the most significant event of the year occurred on a pleasant afternoon in early April, when Barty, now
nine years old, climbed to the top of the great oak and perched there in triumph, king of the tree and master of his blindness..All right, yes, it had
tiny hands and tiny feet, rather than hooked talons and cloven.Alarm contacts gleamed in the header, but the system wasn't currently
activated.."When we pull away, people are waving across the street at the UPS truck, and the driver, he sees them, and he stands there, kind of
confused, and then he waves back.".And as he grew, the boy seemed content with his own company and that of his mother and his uncles. Yet
Agnes worried that no children his age lived in their neighborhood. She thought he would be happier if he had a playmate or two..But she knew.
Barty, buoyant as ever, seemed not to be much worried about the problem with his vision. He appeared to expect that it would pass like any
sneezing fit or cold..She switched on the windshield wipers. Repeatedly, in the, arc of cleared glass, the graveyard was revealed in sharp detail, and
yet the place remained less than fully familiar to her. Her whole world had been changed by Barty's dry walk in wet weather..Vanadium's vehicle,
obviously not an official police sedan, was a blue 1961 Studebaker Lark Regal. A dumpy and inelegant car, it looked as though it had been
designed specifically to complement the stocky detective's physique..At last he said, "And there he is, hands in front of his face, quarters bouncing
off him, these kids and this old lady scrambling around him to snare some change."."Nicholas Deed." On her tongue, the name was as bitter as a
dissolving aspirin..More likely than not, he would cross Bartholomew's path when he least expected, not as a consequence of his searching, but in
the normal course of a (lay. If that happened, he must be prepared to eliminate the threat immediately, by any means available to him..IN GOOD
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DARK SUITS, clean-shaven, as polished as their shoes, carrying valises, the three arrived in Junior's hospital room even before the usual start of
the working day, wise men without camels, not bearing gifts, but willing to pay a price for grief and loss. Two lawyers and a high-level political
appointee, they represented the state, the county, and the insurance company in the matter of the improperly maintained railing on the observation
platform at the fire tower..The toast now came to Celestina. "To Phimie, who will be with me in memory every hour of every day for the rest of my
life, until she is with me again for real. And to ... to this most momentous day.".With that thought, he made himself laugh. Unfortunately, his
laughter was high-pitched and shaky, and it scared the hell out of him..Dinner arrived, and Tom persuaded Celestina and Grace to come to the table
for Angel's sake, even if they had no appetite. After so much chaos and confusion, the child needed stability and routine wherever they could be
provided. Nothing brought a sense of order and normality to a disordered and distressing day more surely than the gathering of family and friends
around a dinner table..WALTER PANGLO, the only mortician in Bright Beach, was a sweet tempered wisp of a man who enjoyed puttering in his
garden when he wasn't planting dead people. He grew prize roses and gave them away in great bouquets to the sick, to young people in love, to the
school librarian on her birthday, to clerks who had been polite to him..Every mother also believes that her baby is smarter than other babies. Sadly,
time and the child's choices in life usually require her to adjust her opinion as she never will in the matter of physical beauty.."In a way, he does,"
Vanadium said. "When you're as hollow as Enoch Cain, the emptiness aches. He's desperate to fill it, but he doesn't have the patience or the
commitment to fill it with anything worthwhile. Love, charity, faith, wisdom-those virtues and others are hard won, with commitment and patience,
and we acquire them one spoonful at a time. Cain wants to be filled quickly. He wants the emptiness inside poured full, in quick great gushes, and
right now. ".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.".Agnes's faith told her that the world was infinitely complex and full of mystery, and in a peculiar way, Barty's talk of infinite
possibilities supported her belief and gave her the comfort to sleep. Monday morning, New Year's Day, Agnes carried two suitcases out of the back
door, set them on the porch, and blinked in surprise at the sight of Edom's yellow-and-white Ford Country Squire parked in the driveway, in front
of the garage. He and Jacob were loading their suitcases into the car..Outside, he turned to look at the display windows. He expected to see the
candlestick, supernaturally apparent only from this side of the glass, but it wasn't there. Throughout the autumn, Junior read book after book about
ghosts, poltergeists, haunted houses, ghost ships, s?ances, spirit rapping, spirit manifestation, spirit writing, spirit recording, trance speaking,
conjuration, exorcism, astral projection, Ouija-board revelation, and needlepoint..When the sound-suppressor was properly attached to the pistol,
Junior Cain leaned closer to the girl, peered into her eyes, and whispered, "Naomi, are you in there?" Near the top of the stairs, Barty thought he
heard voices in his bedroom. Soft and indistinct. When he stopped to listen, the voices fell silent, or maybe he only imagined them.."I'll never
forget it," Dr. Salk promised. With his attention still on Perri's pictures, he said, "But I'm afraid you give me far too much credit. I'm no superman. I
didn't do the work alone. So many dedicated people were involved.".Needlepoint, meditation, and even sex had not recently provided him with
significant relief of tension. The paintings of Sklent and the works of Zedd were packed in the van, where he couldn't at the moment take solace
from them..More than twice, worried nurses-and even a resident internist braved the tumult to check on Junior's condition. They asked if he really
felt up to entertaining visitors, these visitors..Instead of gaping at her as though she had been possessed by an inarticulate demon, Wally urgently
fumbled a small box out of his jacket pocket and blurted, "Will you marry me?".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.....Meanwhile, she could offer him only a few pieces of ice, which he was forbidden to chew. "Let them melt in your mouth."."I'm paying,"
Celestina insisted when they were seated. "I'm now a successful artist, with untold numbers of critics just waiting to savage me."."I don't just think
so. And I don't just know it. I feel it, exactly like you feel all the ways things are. I'll bet you feel it, too."."In the early hours of January seventh,"
Nolly continued, "Miss White died in childbirth, as you figured.".He felt remarkably well when he arrived home: calm, proud of his quick thinking
and stalwart action, pleasantly tired. He hadn't chosen to kill again; this obligation had been thrust on him by fate. Yet he had proven that the
boldness he'd shown on the fire tower, rather than being a transient strength, was a deeply rooted quality..The cop had picked up the .22 pistol,
using a pencil through the trigger guard, to prevent the destruction of fingerprints..She couldn't explain her anxiety to him, because he believed in
the supremacy of laws, in the justice that might be delivered in this fife, in a comparatively simple reality, and he would not comprehend the
glorilously, frighteningly, reassuringly, strangely, and deeply complex reality Agnes occasionally perceived-usually peripherally, sometimes
intellectually, but often with her heart. This was a world in which effect could come before cause, in which what seemed to be coincidence was, in
fact, merely the visible part of a far larger pattern that couldn't be seen whole..Nolly was, as usual, "Nolly" to everyone, but here Kathleen was
"Mrs. Wulfstan.".After moving all of a hundred feet, Celestina and Wally-with Grace fretting that someone would be hurt-had torn down the high
stave fence between properties, for theirs had become one family with many names: Lampion, White, Lipscomb, Isaacson. When backyards were
joined and a connecting walkway poured, Barty's travels from house to house were greatly simplified, and regular visits by the Gonzalez,
Damascus, and Vanadium branches of the clan were also facilitated..He didn't allow himself to ponder why Vanadium had come here or what
relationship might have existed between the cop and Victoria. All that was for later consideration, after he had dealt with this unholy mess..He
could have killed Vanadium while the cop slept; however, that would be far less satisfying than engaging in a little psychological warfare and
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leaving the devious bastard alive to suffer remorse when two more children died under his watch..The subcontractor who built the quarter-spitting
coin boxes was James Hunnicolt, but everyone called him Jimmy Gadget. He specialized in electronic eavesdropping, building cameras and
recorders into the most unlikely objects, but he could do just about anything requiring inventive mechanical design and construction..demons:
hypodermoclysis ... intravenous oxytocin ... maintain perfect asepsis, and I mean perfect, at all times ... a few oral preparations of ergot as soon as
it's safe to give her anything by mouth.And like John Kennedy's death, Zedd's passing was cloaked in mystery, inspiring widespread suspicion of
conspiracy. Only a few believed that he had committed suicide, and Junior was certainly not one of those gullible fools. Caesar Zedd, author of
You Have a Right to Be Happy, would never have blown his brains out with a shotgun, as the authorities preferred the public to
believe..Professional magic was not a field in which many Negroes could find their way to success. Obadiah was one of a rare
brotherhood..Clutching the purse as though determined to resist robbery even in death, the guy dropped, sprawled, shuddered, and lay still. He'd
gone down with no shout of alarm, with no cry of mortal pain, with so little noise that Junior wanted to kiss him, except that he didn't kiss men,
alive or dead, although a man dressed as a woman had once tricked him, and though a dead pianist had once given him a lick in the dark..Fortifying
herself with more coffee, Jolene said, "Edom, you were going to tell us how Joey's coping with fatherhood.".Neddy occupied the entire spacious
fourth floor of the house. The third and second floors were each divided into two apartments, the ground floor into four studio units, all of which he
rented out..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.
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