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"It isn't that, Daddy. You remember, when we were all together the day before yesterday, how afraid Phimie was of this man. Not just for herself ...
for the baby.".Their apartment was in a four-story Victorian house that dripped gingerbread, in the exclusive Pacific Heights district. It had been
converted to apartments with deep respect for the architecture, years before Wally bought it..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.This was a test of Junior's gullibility, and he would not give Vanadium the satisfaction of searching his robe for the coin.."A ship without an
anchor can never be at rest," he answered. "It's at the mercy of the sea.".Shaking off this peculiar case of the spooks, Barty proceeded toward the
stairs. Just when he reached the newel post, he heard the faint creak of the marker floorboard behind him..FOR THE BETTER PART of a week, on
doctor's orders, Agnes avoided stairs. She took sponge baths in the ground-floor powder room and slept in the parlor, on a sofa bed, with Barty
nearby in a bassinet..As a young man, he had performed first in nightclubs catering to Negroes and in theaters like Harlem's Apollo. During World
War II, he'd been part of a USO troupe entertaining soldiers throughout the Pacific, later in North Africa, and following D-Day, in Europe..The
driver's door opened, shoving aside a damaged tea table, and a man climbed out of the Pontiac..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..He got in the Suburban, pulled the door shut, but didn't at once start the engine.."Whatever you're
paying here, that's what you'll pay for the new place," Lipscomb said..While Jacob had shuffled, Agnes had taken little Barty from his bassinet into
her arms. She was surprised and discomfited to discover that the baby was to have his fortune told first..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?".He followed an alleyway to the building's service entrance, for which he possessed a key that wasn't provided to other
tenants. He unlocked the steel door and stepped into a small, dimly lighted receiving room with gray walls and a speckled blue linoleum
floor..After examining Phimie, who was nauseous, Daines prescribed an anticonvulsant, an antiemetic, and a sedative, all intravenously..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..Maria Elena Gonzalez--such an imposing figure in spite of her diminutive stature that even three
names seemed insufficient to identify her-was still present. Although the crisis had passed, she wasn't ready to trust that nurses and doctors, by
themselves, could provide Agnes with adequate care..Magically, a shiny quarter appeared in Thomas Vanadium's right hand. It turned end over
end, knuckle to knuckle, disappeared between thumb and forefinger, and reappeared at the little finger, beginning its cross-hand journey once
more..While the doctor proceeded with his evening rounds, the nurse remained with Junior until it was clear that the tranquilizer had calmed him
and that he was no longer in danger of succumbing to another bout of hemorrhagic vomiting..The telephone rang, putting an end to their chat, but
Agnes would remember the substance of it later that year, on the day before Christmas, when Barty took a walk in the rain and changed forever
his.Celestina dropped to one knee in front of Angel, to tie the drawstrings of the hood under the girl's chin..Agnes returned home from a pie run
with the usual team-grown to five vehicles, including paid employees-to find a gathering in the yard and Barty halfway up the oak..Junior no longer
leaned casually on the casing. He put both hands flat against the door.."Jacob scares people," Agnes said. "No one would eat a pie that Jacob
delivered without having it tested at a lab.".Junior was educated. He wasn't merely a masseur with a fancy title; he had earned a hill bachelor of
science degree with a major in rehabilitation therapy. When he watched television, which he never did to excess, he rarely settled for frivolous
game shows or sitcoms like Gomer Pyle or The Beverly Hillbillies, or even I Dream of Jeannie, but committed himself to serious dramas that
required intellectual involvement-Gunsmoke, Bonanza, and The Fugitive. He preferred Scrabble to all other board games, because it expanded
one's vocabulary. As a member in good standing of the Book-of-the-Month Club, he'd already acquired nearly thirty volumes of the finest in
contemporary literature, and thus far he'd read or skim-read more than six of them. He would have read all of them if he had not been a busy man
with such varied interests; his cultural aspirations were greater than the time he was able to devote to them.."Miss White was admitted to St. Mary's
late January fifth," said Nolly, "with dangerous hypertension, a complication of pregnancy.".Junior tipped his head back and gazed up toward the
section of broken-out railing along the high observation deck..Too far from Spruce Hills to be a popular make-out spot for teenagers, Quarry Lake
was a turnoff for young lovers also because it had a reputation as haunted territory. Over five decades, four quarry workers had died in mining
accidents. County lore included stories of ghosts roaming the depths of the excavation before it was flooded-and subsequently the shoreline, after
the lake was filled..On the high marsh-Dragonfly-A description of Earthsea..Celestina smiled distractedly. Since arriving at the hotel an hour ago,
she had been openly debating with herself whether to call her parents in Spruce Hills or to wait until later in the afternoon, when she might be able
to report not just that she had a fianc?, and not only that she had a fianc? who'd been shot and nearly killed, but also that his condition had been
upgraded from critical to serious. As she'd explained to Tom, in addition to worrying them with the news about Cain, she'd be stunning them with
the announcement that she was going to marry a white man twice her age. "My folks don't have one ounce of prejudice between them, but they sure
do have firm ideas about what's appropriate and what's not." This would ring the big bell at the top of the White Family Scale of the Inappropriate.
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Besides, they were preparing for the funeral of a parishioner, and from personal experience, Celestina knew their day would be full. Nevertheless,
at ten minutes past eleven, after picking at her breakfast, she finally decided to call them..This saving spirit retreated, and in his place came a young
paramedic in a black-and-yellow rain slicker over hospital whites. "Just want to be sure there's no spinal injury before we move you. Can you
squeeze my hands?".people that he was innocent and, in fact, constitutionally incapable of premeditated murder..Junior stalked her, but she eluded
him. Always, the song seemed to arise from the next room, but when he passed through the doorway into that space, the voice then sounded as if it
came from the room that he'd just left..In his light backpack, he carried one change of clothes, spare socks, candy bars, bottled water. He planned
his journeys to be in a town every nightfall, where he washed one set of clothes and donned the other..She got a can of soda, returned to the table,
and sat down as if finished with her explorations. "You're okay, Barty.".Instead of immediately killing anyone, Junior returned to his apartment on
the afternoon of December 29, and went to bed, fully clothed. To calm down. To think about focus.."I never saw a Moor--never saw the Sea--Yet
know I how the Heather looks--And what a Billow be."".The wine tasted bitter, but Celestina knew that it was sweet. The bitterness was in her, not
in the legacy of the grape..Edom carried the honey-raisin pear pie, and Agnes toted Barty across the neatly cropped yard, to the front door. The bell
push triggered chimes that played the first ten notes of "That Old Black Magic," which they heard distinctly through the glass in the door..In his
apartment once more, enjoying a cognac and a handful of pistachios as Monday changed to Tuesday, he decided that he should make 'preparations
for the possibility that he might one day leave incriminating evidence in spite of his precautions. He ought to convert a portion of his assets into
easily portable and anonymous wealth, like gold coins and diamonds. Establishing two or three alternate identities, with documentation, also would
be wise..Through miles of worry, natural beauty, imagined omens, and the iron-red sands of Mars, they drove at last to Franklin Chan's offices in
Newport Beach..Off the hard surfaces of cabinets, refrigerator, and ovens, the twin reports crashed and rattled. The windowpanes briefly
thrummed..On Thursday, January 4, he used his John Pinchbeck identity to purchase a new Ford van with a cashier's check. He leased a private
garage space in the Pinchbeck name, near the Presidio, and stored the van there..As Junior stood at Seraphim's grave, his breath smoked from him
in the still night air, as though he were a dragon..He was in the kitchen at 11:20, spreading frosting on a large chocolate sheet cake while the
reverend expertly frosted a coconut-layer job..If he had known that he would break his solemn vow twice before the month was ended-and that
neither victim, unfortunately, would be a Hackachak--he might not have fallen asleep so easily. And he might not have dreamed of cleverly stealing
hundreds of quarters out of Thomas Vanadium's pockets while the baffled detective searched for them in vain..In his mind's eye, Junior saw the
coin in transit of the blunt fingers, moving more swiftly than previously because its passage was lubricated by blood..Murmuring on the edge of
sleep, Barty spoke to his father in all the places where Joey still lived: "Good-night, Daddy.".Vanadium flipped the quarter straight into the air and
at once spread his arms, palms turned up to show that his hands were empty..he had sat here with a pencil, making shopping lists. Now, instead of a
pencil, there was the Italian-made .22 pistol.."That won't do it.".This declaration was received seriously by Edom and Jacob, as if the devil often
strolled the streets of Bright Beach and from time had been known to snatch little babies from their mothers' and eat them with mustard.."Having
spent most of the last twenty years in this apartment, not being the one who has a car, how would I meet a Negro magician?".Worried that tears
would frighten Barty, that indulging in a few would result in a ruinous flood, Agnes held back the salt tides. A mother's duty proved to be the stuff
from which dams were built..The galerieur's icy demeanor thawed marginally at this proof of taste and financial resources. He either smiled or
grimaced at a vague but unpleasant smell-hard to tell which-and identified himself as the owner, Maxim Coquin..She worried that he would need to
go to the bathroom during the night and that, half asleep, he might turn the wrong way, toward the stairs, and fall. Three times they paced off the
route from the doorway of his room to the hall bath. She would have walked it a hundred times and still not been satisfied, but Barty said, "Okay,
I've got it.".Now, here on this sunny ridge in Oregon, miles from any train and farther still from any nuns, Junior applied this artistic insight to his
own situation, overcame his squeamishness, and regained some momentum of his own. He approached his fallen wife, stood over her, and stared
down into her fixed eyes as he said, "Naomi'.".Too much had happened in those rooms. They were stained dark with family history, and in the
night, when either Edom or Jacob slept under that gabled roof, the past came alive again in dreams..With a cry of alarm, he bolted to the bathroom
and made it with not a second to spare. He seemed to be on the throne long enough to have witnessed the rise and fall of an empire..Earlier, before
leaving home, he had taken a preventive dose of paregoric. For now, at least, his bowels were quiet..Reading the dates on the headstone, he saw
that the minister's daughter had died on the seventh of January, the day after Naomi had fallen from the fire tower. If ever asked, Junior would have
no trouble accounting for his whereabouts on that day..He missed Naomi. She'd always known exactly the right thing to say or do, improving his
mood with a few words or with just her touch, when he was feeling down.."All right," Celestina conceded, and looked relieved. "Thank you, Paul.
You're not only an exceptionally brave man but a gracious one, as well."."Not only coal miners. Old as you are in some ways, you're still too young
for me to explain. I will someday.".In the six weeks since conception, she must have missed at least one menstrual period. She hadn't complained
of morning sickness, but surely she'd experienced it. It was highly unlikely that she'd been unaware of her condition.."-and the under girding of the
observation platform itself is unstable. The whole thing could have fallen down with us on it!".With the great tree ninety degrees to his left, he was
able to locate the back-porch steps at forty-five degrees. He pointed with the cane, which otherwise he had not used. "The porch?".Having settled
on the sofa with Agnes and Barty, prepared to serve comfortably in the role of quiet observer, Edom was alarmed to have suddenly become the
subject of conversation. He was also alarmed to be called "son," because in his thirty-six years, the only person ever to have addressed him in that
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fashion had been his father, dead for a decade yet still a terror in Edom's dreams..When Agnes was surprised to discover that Barty's name had been
inspired by the reverend's famous sermon, Paul was startled. He had heard "This Momentous Day" on its first broadcast, and learning that it would
be rerun three weeks later by popular demand, he'd urged Joey to listen. Joey had heard it on Sunday, the second of January, 1965-just four days
before the birth of his son..Because you can walk in the rain without getting wet, because you walk in SOME OTHER PLACE, and God knows
where that place is or whether YOU COULD GET STUCK THERE somehow, get stuck there AND NEVER COME BACK, and if you can do
this, there's surely other impossible things you can do, and even as smart as you are, you can't know the dangers of doing these things--nobody
could know-and then there are the people who'd be interested in you if they knew you can do this, scientists who'd want to poke at you, and worse
than the scientists, DANGEROUS PEOPLE who would say that national security comes before a mother's rights to her child, PEOPLE WHO
MIGHT STEAL YOU AWAY AND NEVER LET ME SEE YOU AGAIN, which would be like death to me, because I want You to have a
normal, happy life, a good life, and I want to protect you and watch you grow UP and be the fine man I know you will be, BECAUSE USE I
LOVE YOU MORE THAN ANYTHING, AND YOU'RE SO SWEET, AND YOU DON'T REALIZE HOW SUDDENLY, HOW HORRIBLY,
THINGS CAN GO WRONG..The room was bright enough for him to confirm that he was alone. The interior of the box in which Naomi now
resided could be no more silent than this house..His precious wife had fallen from the tower and died only hours before this girl was born. This girl
... this vessel..He was a patriotic guy, and he preferred American rock to the British brand. He had nothing against the English, no prejudices
against people of any nationality. Nevertheless, he believed that the American Top 40 ought to feature American music exclusively..Based on the
evidence, perhaps Sklent never laughed, regardless of how clever the joke. He scowled fiercely at the paintings in the brochure, returned it to
Junior, and snarled, "Shoot the bitch.".The friendship, the work, and not least of all the sense of home and belonging that everyone felt within
minutes of crossing Agnes's threshold-these things appealed to Celestina and Grace. But they didn't want Paul to feel that his hospitality was
unappreciated..At the bedside, Joshua Nunn, friend and physician, looked up as Paul approached. He rose as though under a yoke of iron..By this
time, Vinton had finished, commercials had run, and the number-two song had started: "Come See About Me," by the Supremes..Junior phoned a
twenty-four-hour-a-day locksmith and paid premium post midnight rates to have the double deadbolts re-keyed..Perhaps, reluctant to admit to
herself that she had yearned for him to do everything that he'd done, she had slowly been inflamed by guilt, until she convinced herself that she
had, indeed, been raped. Psychotic little bitch.."And maybe," said Agnes, caught up in the speculation, "when your life comes to an end in all those
many branches, what you're finally judged on is the shape and the beauty of the tree.".Although she had slept well and though her hemorrhaging
had been successfully arrested, Agnes was too weak to manage breakfast alone. A simple spoon was as heavy and as unwieldy as a shovel..Nolly
was, as usual, "Nolly" to everyone, but here Kathleen was "Mrs. Wulfstan.".Sitting at the desk, Celestina phoned her parents again. She shook
uncontrollably, but her voice was steady..With his refreshed drink, studying Celestina's photograph in the brochure, Junior returned to the living
room. She was as stunning as her sister, but unlike her poor sister, she wasn't dead and was, therefore, an appealing prospect for romance. From
her, he must learn whatever she knew that might help him in the Bartholomew hunt, without alerting her to his motive. At the same time, there was
no reason that they couldn't have a fling, a love affair, even a serious future together..The boy-wonder physician turned to Junior again and
assumed an expression of compassion so inauthentic that if he'd been playing a doctor on even the cheesiest daytime soap opera, he'd have been
stripped of his actor's-union card, fired, and possibly horsewhipped on a live television special. "We'll be doing the procedure this afternoon, so I
wouldn't want to give you anything much for the pain just prior to anesthesia and sedation. But don't you worry, Mr. Pinchbeck. Once we've lanced
these boils, when you wake up, ninety percent of the pain will be gone.".Grace White was petite, and Paul wasn't. Otherwise he might not have
been able to halt her determined rush toward her husband, might not have been able to scoop her off her feet and, carrying her in his arms, spirit her
to safety..If he had cut himself intentionally for the express purpose of writing the name in blood, then the reservoir of anger was deeper still and
pent up behind a formidable dam of obsession..Along the hall, every step measured, he stayed near the wall farthest from the staircase..As before,
the name tolled through him like the ominous note of the deepest bass bell in a cathedral carillon, struck on a cold midnight.."Less than a year and a
half ago, Hurricane Flora--she killed over six thousand in the Caribbean.".He had nothing against Negroes. He didn't wish them ill. He wasn't
prejudiced. Live and let live. He believed that as long as they stayed with their own kind and abided by the rules of a polite society, like everyone
else, they had a right to live in peace.."I think we could wind up as crazy as he is, if we tried long enough to puzzle out his twisted logic.".Tom was
aware that something had happened here during the past week, an important development that Celestina mentioned on the phone but that she
declined to discuss. He didn't harbor any expectations of what he'd find when she escorted him and Wally into the Lampion dining room, but if he'd
tried to imagine the scene awaiting him, he wouldn't have pictured a s?ance..Paul in the guest room again. Sweeping a bedside lamp to the floor,
lifting the nightstand..In the bedroom, as he opened a suitcase on the bed, he saw the quarter. Shiny. Heads-up. On the nightstand..One of the
hardest things that she had ever done was to leave him then, alone in his room, with the hateful something still quietly growing in his eye. She
wanted to move the armchair close to his bed and watch over him throughout the night..He knew that he needed to get a grip on himself. But he
could not keep his breathing slow and deep, couldn't remember any of Zedd's other foolproof methods of self-control, couldn't recall a single useful
meditative technique.."Dr. Lipscomb delivered the baby like two minutes ago. The afterbirth hasn't even been removed yet," the nurse informed
her.."Hasn't the sheriff's department already reached a determination of accidental death?" Parkhurst asked. "They're good men, good cops, every
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last one of them," said Vanadiuin, "and if they've got more pity in them than I do, that's a virtue, not a shortcoming. What could Mr. Cain have
taken to make himself vomit?".Agnes drew him into her arms and lifted him off the desk and embraced him tightly, with his head on her shoulder
and his face nestled against her neck, as she'd held him when he was a baby.."The pepper tree had been whispering in the breeze, the roses nodding
their bright heads. Now a stillness came into the cemetery, as if rising from beneath the grass, from out of that city of the lost..The dear man cried
and kissed her scars and told her that she was as beautiful as any woman alive. They stood then for a while, embracing, his hands upon her back,
her breasts against his chest, and twice they kissed, but almost chastely, before she put on her blouse again..During the cleaning, installation of new
carpet, and painting that had followed the removal of the diarrheic pig set loose by one of Cain's disgruntled girlfriends, the wife killer had spent a
few nights in a hotel. Nolly took advantage of the opportunity to bring his associate James Hunnicolt--Jimmy Gadget-onto the premises to provide
a customized, undetectable, exterior window-latch release.."I doubted myself more than God, though Him, too. I had those boys' blood on my
hands. They were mine to protect, and I failed."."We have dams, though," said Jacob, gesturing with his fork. "The Johnstown Flood, 1889.
Pennsylvania, sure, but it could happen here. And that was a one, let me tell you. The South Fork Dam broke. Wall of water seventy feet high
totally destroyed the city. Your tornado killed almost seven hundred, but my dam killed two thousand two hundred and nine. Ninety-nine entire
families were swept from the earth. Ninety-eight children lost both parents.".The nurse raised her eyes from Agnes to this other person. "Yes a chip
of ice would be all right.".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..She was in Paul's arms again,
as though by magic, and he ran as fire broke through the cedar-shake shingles and as the roof shuddered under them. Airborne through billowing
smoke. Across flames that briefly caressed the soles of his shoes..Now her mooring was Wally Lipscomb-obstetrician, pediatrician, landlord, and
best friend--who arrived halfway through the reception. As she listened to Helen Greenbaum's sales report, Celestina held Wally's hand so tightly
that had it been a plastic champagne flute, it would have cracked..As always in uncertainty, she asked herself what her mother would do in this
situation. Grace, of infinite grace, unfailingly did precisely the needed thing, knew exactly the right words to console, to enlighten, to charm a smile
out of even the miserable. Often, however, the needed thing involved no words, because in our journey we so often feel abandoned, and we need
only to be reassured that we are not alone..At the end of his fourth month, instead of in his seventh, he said "Mama," and clearly knew what it
meant. He repeated it when he wanted to get her attention..One moment, girl and yellow vinyl ball. The next moment, gone as if they'd never
been..A cheer went up from family and friends, and Agnes could only imagine what it must feel like to be Barty, both blind and blessed, his heart
as rich in courage as in kindness.."No, that's not necessary," Junior said, trying to sound casual. "Considering what you told me, I'm sure whoever's
bothering me here can't be Vanadium. I mean, him being on the run, with plenty of his own troubles, the last thing he'd do is follow me here just to
screw with my head a little."."By law, adoption records are sealed and so closely guarded that you'd have an easier time acquiring a complete roster
of the CIA's deep cover agents worldwide than finding this one baby.".He was a man with a plan, focused, committed, ready to act and then think,
as soon as he was able to act. A spasm of pain weakened his hand. Cartridges slipped through his fingers, fell to the floor..They were in the rain, the
solid-glassy-pounding-roaring rain, every bit as much as Gene Kelly had been when he danced and sang and capered along a storm-soaked city
street in that movie, but whereas the actor had been saturated by the end of the number, these two children remained dry. Tom's eyes strained to
resolve this paradox, even though he knew that all miracles defied resolution..The unmatched suite of bedroom furniture, cheap and scarred, might
have been purchased at a thrift shop. A double bed and one nightstand. A small dresser..Junior needed something in his life, a missing element
without which he could never be complete, something more than a heart mate, more than German or French, or karate, and for as long as he could
remember, he'd been searching for this mysterious substance, this enigmatic object, this skill, this thingumajigger, this dowhacky, this flumadiddle,
this force or person, this insight, but the problem was that he didn't know what he was searching for, and so often when he seemed to have found it,
he hadn't found it after all, therefore he worried that if ever he did find it, then he might throw it away, because he would not realize that it was, in
fact, the very jigger or gigamaree that he'd been in search of since childhood..Turning his attention to Barty, Obadiah broke into a smile, revealing a
gold upper tooth. "Something here is sweeter than that lovely pie. What's the child's name?".Turning in circles, he tipped his head back, presenting
his face to the streaming sky, laughing..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..With his ringleted yellow hair, coiled mustache, and haughty right file, this was a jack that looked as if he might be a knave in the worst
sense of the word..One hand on the railing, he ascended the first three steps slowly. Pausing on each, he slid his foot forward and back on the
carpet, runner to judge the depth of the tread relative to his small foot. He ran the toe of his right shoe up and down the riser between each tread,
gauging the height..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..In spite of its dazzle, the
detective's smile was nonetheless melancholy, proof that he was sincere when he said that Seraphim's baby was beyond their reach..I got
Starkweather, killing all those people with no hope of personal gain. You got maniac cops and this new war in Vietnam..Tommy James and the
Shondells, good American boys, had a record farther down the charts-"Hanky Panky"-that Junior felt was better than the Beatles' tune. The failure
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of his countrymen to support homegrown talent aggravated him. The nation seemed eager to surrender its culture to foreigners..Eventually, when
he had gone through the entire directory, if he'd had no success, he would phone each red-checked listing and ask for Bartholomew. A few hundred
calls, no doubt. Some would involve long-distance charges, but he could afford the toll..squint-eyed, sharp-faced night clerk must not have been the
owner, because he wasn't the type to have dreamed up cute spellings for the sign out front. Judging by his appearance and attitude, he was a former
Nazi death-camp commandant who fled Brazil one step ahead of the Israeli secret service and was now hiding out in Oregon..Junior was flattered,
he really was. Women couldn't get enough of him. The story of his life. They never let go gracefully. He was wanted, needed, adored, worshiped.
Women kept calling after they should have taken the hint and gone away, insisted on sending him notes and gifts even after he told them it was
over. Junior wasn't surprised that women would return from the dead for him, nor was he surprised that women he'd killed would try to find a route
back to him from Beyond, without malice, without vengeance in their hearts, merely yearning to be with him again, to hold him and to fulfill his
needs. As gratified as he was by this tribute to his desirability, he simply didn't have any romantic feelings left for Naomi and Seraphim. They were
the past, and he loathed the past, and if they wouldn't let him alone, he would never be able to live in the future.
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