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Having been so wounded by one death, Celestina could not imagine how Lipscomb could have survived the loss of his entire family. Pity knotted
her heart and cinched her throat so that she spoke in little more than a whisper: "Was that the American Airlines. . .".During the rest of that first
year, he walked to Palm Springs and back, a round trip of more than two hundred miles, and north to Santa Barbara..Leaning forward from his
armchair, white hair as radiant as the wings of cherubim, Obadiah waved one misshapen hand over the deck, never closer than ten inches to the
cards. "Now please spread them out in a fan on the table, facedown.".Kid's room. Bartholomew's room. Furniture in cheerful primary colors. Pooh
posters on the wall.."Cancer," he said, because that was more tragic and far less suspicious than a fall from a fire tower..Polio, largely an affliction
of younger children, had stricken her two weeks before her fifteenth birthday. Thirty years ago..No weekend had ever passed so quickly, and no
midnight had ever brought with it such dread..Junior glanced over his shoulder even as Celestina turned and fled. He caught only a glimpse of her
disappearing into the inner hallway..Perhaps this particular worry was not ordinary maternal concern. If a sixth sense is at work in all of us, then
perhaps subconsciously Apes was aware of the tragedy to come: the tumors, the surgery, the blindness..As one of the two paramedics hurried to the
ambulance van and scrambled into the driver's seat, Agnes suffered another contraction so severe that for a tremulous moment, at the peak of the
agony, she almost lost consciousness..He found it difficult to make a painful personal revelation sound sincere when delivered in a shout, but he
managed well enough to bring a shine of tears to her eyes: "Part of my left foot was shot off in this upcountry sweep we did."."God bless us, every
one," Agnes repeated with all her extended family, and after a sip of the wine, she made an excuse to check on something in the kitchen, where she
pressed hot tears into a cool, slightly damp dishtowel to prevent the telltale swelling of her eyes..After a minute, he slipped his hand into his pocket.
The quarter was still there..They didn't mind, and down they went in a controlled descent that was nevertheless too quick for Agnes..According to
the newspapers, the police also credited him with the murders of Naomi, Victoria Bressler, and Ned Gnathic (whom they had connected to
Celestina). He was wanted, too, for the attempted murder of Dr. Walter Lipscomb (evidently Ichabod), for the attempted murder of Grace White,
and for assault with intent to kill Celestina White and her daughter, Angel, and for the assault on Lenora Kickmule (whose foxtail-bedecked
Pontiac he had stolen in Eugene, Oregon)..This was not the same card he'd found at his bedside, under two dimes and a nickel, on the night
following Naomi's funeral. He had torn that one and had thrown it away..Instead of sitting behind his desk, he settled into the second of two patient
chairs, beside her. This, too, indicated bad news..Prudence required that they strategize as though Enoch Cain were Satan himself, as though every
fly and beetle and rat provided eyes and ears for the killer, as though ordinary precautions could never foil him..If the angular mass was Neddy, the
vaguely warm, damp something must be the strangled man's protruding tongue..Through the big window beyond her, the charry branches of the
massive oak tree formed a black cat's cradle against the sky, leaves quivering slightly, as though nature herself trembled in trepidation of what
Junior Cain might do..By dawn, when the intestinal paroxysms finally passed, this bold new man of adventure felt as flat and limp as road
kill..After Agnes read the final words on the final page, Barty was drunk on speculation, chattering about what-might-have-happened-next to these
characters that had become his friends. He talked nonstop while changing into his pajamas, while peeing, while brushing his teeth, and Agnes
wondered how she would wind him down to sleep..For Gammoner, exactly as for Pinchbeck, Google had provided: a driver's license that was
actually registered with the California Department of Motor Vehicles, and that would, therefore, stand up to any cop's inspection; a legitimate
social-security card; a birth certificate actually on file with the cited courthouse; and an authentic, valid passport..Suddenly she realized-Good
Lord!-that someone else had a had inside her, up the very center of her, massaging her uterus in the same lazy pattern as that made by the piece of
melting ice on her belly..From the public hallway on the ground level, stairs led to the upper three floors. He would be able to hear anyone
descending long before they arrived..-Dumpsters and delivery trucks hulked against the building walls. Steam billowed out of street grates. The
gray shadows were no longer disturbed by a running shade in a tweed sports jacket..The musician's eyes met Junior's for an instant, widening with
surprise. Obviously he knew that Gammoner was a lie. So he must be aware of Junior's real identity..Descending the stairs, Edom said, "September
18, 1906, a typhoon slammed into Hong Kong. More than ten thousand died. The wind was blowing with such incredible velocity; hundreds of
people were killed by sharp pieces of debris-splintered wood, spear-point fence staves, nails, glass-driven into them with the power of bullets. One
man was struck by a windblown fragment of a Han Dynasty funerary jar, which cleaved his face, cracked through his skull, and embedded itself in
his brain.".Toward the front of the house, along a hallway suddenly as dark as a tunnel, toward a vague light in the seething gloom. And here a
window at the end of the hall..to believe that any man with such a hard gut slung over his belt, with a bull neck.A stab of horror punctured
Celestina as she failed to repress a mental image of a carnival-sideshow monster, half dragon and half insect, coiled in her sister's womb. She hated
the rapist's child but was appalled by her hatred, for the baby was blameless..Simon Magusson, lacking family, had left his estate to Tom. This
came as a surprise. The sum was so considerable that even though Tom was on a dispensation from his vows, which included his vow of property,
he was uncomfortable with his fortune. His comfort was quickly restored by contributing the entire inheritance to Pie Lady Services. They had been
brought together by two extraordinary children, by the conviction that Barty and Angel were part of some design of enormous consequence. But
more often than not, God weaves patterns that become perceptible to us only over long periods of time, if at all. After the past three eventful years,
there were now no weekly miracles, no signs in the earth or sky, no revelations from burning bushes or from more mundane forms of
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communication. Neither Barty nor Angel revealed any new astonishing talents, and in fact they were as ordinary as any two young prodigies can
be, except that he was blind and she served as his eyes upon the world.."Who else? I think there's romance in the air. The cow-eyed way he looks at
her, she could knock his knees out from under him just by giving him a wink.".The night seemed to be longer than a Martian month. Agnes dozed,
fitfully, waking more than once, sweaty and shaking, from a dream in which her son was taken from her in pieces: first his eyes, then his hands,
then his ears, his legs.....Her awful sense of weightlessness became something much better: buoyancy, an exhilarating lightness of spirit. Fear
remained with her-fear for Barty, fear of the future and of the strange complexity of Creation that she'd just glimpsed-but wonder and wild hope
now tempered it..she'd crossed herself during Edom's rant about the Tri-State Tornado of 1925. Then, she'd been warding off bad fortune; now,
with a smile and a look of wonder, she was acknowledging the grace of God, which, according to the cards, had been settled generously on
Bartholomew..Having been a volunteer instructor of English to twenty adult students over the years, having taught Maria Elena Gonzalez to speak
impeccable English without a significant accent, Agnes was little needed as a teacher by her son. Even more than other children, he asked why with
numbing regularity, why this and why that, but never the same question twice; and as often as not, he already knew the answer that he sought from
her and was only confirming the accuracy of his deduction. He was such an effective autodidact, he schooled himself better than any college of
professors that could have been assigned to him.."Wouldn't dream of asking you to make it a habit. Just this one time. If anguish, why not
guilt?".All windows opening onto the fire escape featured a laminated sandwich of glass and steel-wire mesh to prevent easy access by burglars.
Tom Vanadium knew all the tricks of the best B-and-E artists, but he didn't need to break in order to enter here..Requital. Restitutional apology,
which must have been learned in a law school where English was the second language. Even atonement..He had considered tracking down
Celestina-and the bastard boy--prior to her exhibition. The alumni office of her college might be one route to her. And further inquiries in the city's
fine-arts community would no doubt eventually provide him with her address..Celestina checked her wristwatch and saw that she was running late.
With Angel's short legs and layers of red, there was no point in trying to hurry..With only a faint twinge of sentimental longing, he drove away
from the house that had been his and Naomi's love nest for fourteen blissful months..Either operating on first-aid knowledge of his own or
responding to an instruction from the medic, the cop slipped a foam pillow under Agnes's head..By habit, she shifted her attention to his eyes,
because though the scientific types insist that the eyes themselves are incapable of expression, Agnes knew what every poet knows: To see the
condition of the hidden heart, you must look first where scientists will not admit to looking at all..Immediately at the thought of regurgitation, his
abdominal muscles contracted like those of a laboratory frog zapped by an electric current, and he choked on a rising horror..To Agnes, Jacob said,
"Likely to be a sunnier fortune if the cards are bright and fresh, don't you think?".During the past few years, he had discovered that a lousy few
million could buy even more freedom than he had thought when he'd shoved Naomi off the fire tower. Great wealth, fifty or a hundred million,
would purchase not only greater freedom, and not just the ability to pursue even more ambitious self-improvement, but also power..Certain
disbelief insulated her against immediate surprise. She shook her head. "That's not possible.".His mouth was dry when he said to Angel, "Well, it
seems pretty magical to me-that flipped-coin trick.".The six-foot-tall statue was of a nude woman, formed from scrap metal, some of it rusted and
otherwise corroded. The feet were made from gear wheels of various sizes and from bent blades of broken meat cleavers. Pistons, pipes, and barbed
wire formed her legs. She was busty: hammered soup pots as breasts, corkscrews as nipples. Rake-tine hands were crossed defensively over the
misshapen bosom. In a face sculpted from bent forks and fan blades, empty black eye sockets glared with hideous suffering, and a wide-mouthed
shriek accused the world with a silent but profound cry of horror..Junior had almost fumbled his fork when he recognized the tune. His heart raced.
His hands were suddenly clammy..Tammy--the stock analyst, broker, and cat-food-eating feline fetishist-whom he had dated from Christmas of '65
through February of '66, had given him the timepiece in return for all the trading commissions and perfect sex that he had given her..His happy
expectation thickened into dread when he spotted the ambulance at the curb. And in the driveway stood the Buick that belonged to Joshua Nunn,
their family doctor..In a magazine article about the hero, passing mention was made of a restaurant where occasionally the great man ate
breakfast..The verdant hills to the east lay like slumbering giants under blankets of winter grass, bright in the morning sun. But when the shadows
of clouds sailed off the sea and gathered inland, the slopes darkened to a blackish green, as somber as shrouds, and a landscape that had appeared to
be sleeping forms now looked dead and cold..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.Many police agencies required an officer to carry a
firearm even when off duty. If the Oregon State Police had no such rule, Vanadium most likely carried one anyway, because in his crazy-as-a-snake
mind,.madness or a brilliant deductive insight: Naomi, the hateful bitch, she poisoned me!.Perhaps these two months of frustration had brought him
to this: hair-trigger nerves, fevered imagination, and anticipation distilled into dread..With that thought, he made himself laugh. Unfortunately, his
laughter was high-pitched and shaky, and it scared the hell out of him..Hope was the handmaid to Agnes's faith. She always held fast to the belief
that the future would be bright, but right now she was hesitant to test that optimism even with a harmless card reading. Yet, as with the fifth place
setting, she was reluctant to object.."You know Mommy," Barty said, almost desperately sponging up the sight of his little girl's face and wringing
the images into his memory to sustain him in the next long darkness..Paul withdrew the pistol from the drawer. The weapon didn't feel as good to
him as guns always felt in the hands of pulp heroes..Paul stayed with her, sometimes wincing at the ground as though the danger were there, not
above-which, in a sense, it was, because impact rather than the fall itself is the killer-and at other times putting his arms around her, staring up at
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the boy above. But he, too, was silent..When finally he found his voice, it was rough-sawn with a blade of grief. "My wife. Perri. Perris
Jean.".Flanked by Dumpsters and trash cans, through steam rising out of grates in the pavement, past parked delivery trucks, here came the dead
cop. Running..the sentences. The substance of what she said and the tone in which she said it were so perfect that it almost seemed as though an
angel had relieved her of this burden by possessing her long enough to help her son understand what must happen and why..After a silent moment
of surprise, Nork or Knacker, or Hisscus, said, "Your sentiment is understandable, Mr. Cain, but it's customary in these matters--".Several large
Dumpsters hulked nearby, dark rectangles less seen than suggested in the slowly churning murk, like forms in a dream, as ominous as graveyard
sarcophaguses, each as suitable for a musician's carcass as any of the others..Impressed by the sureness and swiftness with which the blind boy
negotiated the steps and set off across the lawn, Tom didn't initially notice anything unusual about his stroll through the deluge..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..SERAPHIM AETHIONEMA WHITE was nothing whatsoever like her name, except that she had as
kind a heart and as good a soul as any among the hosts in Heaven. She did not have wings, as did the angels after which she had been named, and
she couldn't sing as sweetly as the seraphim, either, for she had been blessed with a throaty voice and far too much humility to be a performer.
Aethionema were delicate flowers, either pale-or rose-pink, and while this girl, just sixteen, was beautiful by any standard, she was not a delicate
soul but a strong one, not likely to be shaken apart in even the highest wind..... That discord sets up lots of other vibrations, some of which will
return to you in ways you might expect ....Not incidentally, the project served as a vehicle by which some older citizens, in financial crisis, could
receive money in a way that spared their dignity, gave them hope, and repaired their damaged self esteem. Agnes asked Obadiah to enrich the
project by accepting a one year grant to record the story of his life with the help of the head librarian..Glaring and red-faced, lowering his voice
almost to a whisper, Neddy said, "I'm sorry, but you've got me all wrong. I'm not like Renee and you.".Agnes meant to stop Maria from turning the
eleventh card, but her curiosity was equal to her apprehension..On October 15, Junior acquired a third Sklent painting: The Heart Is Home to
Worms and Beetles, Ever Squirming, Ever Swarming, Version 3..Shaking his head, his coffee cup rattling against the saucer, Edom said, "Uh, no,
sir, no, I don't think we've ever met till now.".The barren white walls, the stark furniture starkly arranged, the rigorous exclusion of bric-a-brac and
mementos: this resulted in the closest thing to a true monastic cell to be found outside of a monastery. The only quality of the apartment that
identified it as a secular residence was its comfortable size, and if Industrial Woman had been replaced with a crucifix, even size might have been
insufficient to rule out residence by some fortunate friar..Sobbing desperately, he dropped the telephone handset on the secretary, seized the
dishtowel. He wrapped the cloth tightly around the shattered stump, applying pressure to diminish the bleeding..than the left: slack yet with a
pulled look. The left eyelid drooped. That side of her.Dr. Zedd's death, just last Thanksgiving, had been a blow to Junior, a loss to the nation, to the
entire world. He considered it a tragedy equal to the Kennedy assassination one year previous..There was an otter in our brook.Junior glimpsed
Vanadium first in profile-and then, as the cop rode down and away, only the back of his head. He hadn't seen this man in almost three years, yet he
was instantly certain that this was no coincidental look-alike. Here went the filthy-scabby-monkey spirit itself..She found the switch and clicked off
the lamp again. "Good-night, young prince.".Using the straight edge of a ruler to guide his eye down each column, Junior searched for
Bartholomew, ignoring surnames. He had already checked to see if anyone in the county had Bartholomew for a last name; no one in this directory
did..That night, in Barty's room, after Agnes had listened to his prayers and then had tucked him in for the night, she sat on the edge of his bed.
"Honey, I was wondering.... Now that you've had more time to think, could you explain to me what happened?".Leashed like a dog, he walked
along, sullen and shivering with sickness and rage. He stared around him, seeing the stone tower, stacks of wood by its wide doorway, rusty wheels
and machines by a pit, great heaps of gravel and clay. Turning his sore head made him dizzy.."I only told you about that," said Grace, "because it
was a very handsome shirt, and I thought you might want to get one for Wally.".calm. He tried to imagine what Victoria's breasts would look like,
freed from all restraint..SHORTLY BEFORE one o'clock, the Hackachaks descended in a fury, eyes full of bloody intent, teeth bared, voices
shrill..Sweet-tempered, generous, honest, kind Naomi had surely been incapable of murdering anyone-least of all the man she loved..Apparently, he
didn't lean back far enough, because amazingly he landed on his feet in the winter-faded grass. The shock buckled him, and he dropped to his
knees. Still cradling Grace, he lowered her to the ground as gently as he'd ever lowered fragile Perri onto her bed-quite as if he had planned it this
way..Another of Junior's self-improvement projects, since moving to California, was to become a knowledgeable gourmet, also a connoisseur of
fine wines. San Francisco was the perfect university for this education, because it offered innumerable world-class restaurants in every imaginable
ethnic variety..A pianist or saxophonist could go a long way on his talent and self instruction, but a would-be stage magician eventually needed a
mentor to reveal the most closely guarded secrets of illusion and to help him master the skills of deception needed for the highest-level
prestidigitation. In a craft practiced almost exclusively by white men, a young man.When he dared to look in the mirror above the sink, he expected
to see a haggard face, sunken eyes, but the grim experience had left no visible mark. He quickly combed his hair. Indeed, he looked so fine that
women would as usual caress him with their yearning gazes when he made his way back through the gallery..Meanwhile, before they needed to
plan the wedding, there was time for an orange soda and a root beer, and more of Dr Jekyll and Mr Hyde..At home, after phoning her folks,
Celestina made a ham sandwich. She ate a quarter of it. Then two bites of a chocolate croissant. One spoonful of butter pecan ice cream.
Everything was without taste, more bland than Phimie's hospital food, and it cloyed in her throat..In southern California, Agnes Lampion dreams of
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her newborn son. In Oregon, Junior Cain fearfully speaks a name in his sleep, and Detective Vanadium, waiting to tell the suspect about his dead
wife's diary, leans forward in his chair to listen, while ceaselessly- turning a quarter across the thick knuckles of his right hand..surreptitiously with
Junior. He was accustomed to being an object of desire. This night, however, the only lady he cared about was San Francisco herself, and he
wanted to be alone with her..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..Worse, the people who adopted Seraphim's baby might be
anywhere in the nine-county Bay Area. Millions of phone listings to scan..Friday brought Scamp again, all of Scamp, all day, every way,
wall-to-wall Scamp, so on Saturday he hadn't enough energy to do more than shower..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..By air from San Francisco south to Orange County Airport, then farther south along the coast by rental car,
one week in the wake of Paul Damascus and his three charges, following directions provided by Paul, Tom Vanadium brought Wally Lipscomb to
the Lampion house..Only madmen were capable of such butchery. Hopeless lunatics like Ed Gein, out there in Wisconsin, arrested just seven years
ago, when Junior had been sixteen. Ed, the inspiration for Psycho, had constructed mobiles out of human noses and lips. He used human skin to
make lampshades and to upholster furniture. His soup bowls had once been human skulls. He ate the hearts and selected other organs of his
victims, wore a belt fashioned from nipples, and occasionally danced under the moon while masked by the scalp and face of a woman he had
murdered..He was a man of medicine and science, who had been served well by hard logic and by an unwavering commitment to reason. He wasn't
prepared easily to accept the notion that logic and reason, while essential tools to anyone hoping to lead a full and happy life, were nevertheless
sufficient to describe either the physical world or the human experience.."Are you all right?" he asked as he opened the passenger's door and helped
her into the car..The family didn't exist in anticipation of developments with Barty and Angel, didn't put the pair at the center of their world.
Instead, they did the good work, shared the satisfactions that came daily with being part of Pie Lady Services, and got on with life.."I didn't know it
myself till I realized I was right in your neighborhood. I assumed your mother and Angel would be here, and I hoped you might be. If I'm
intruding-".In fact, though he strained hard to recall their conversations, he could dredge up nothing that Seraphim had said during therapy, as if
he'd been stone-deaf in those days. The only things he retained were sensual impressions: the beauty of her face, the texture of her skin, the
firmness of her flesh under his ministering hands..1969 through 1973: the Year of the Rooster, chased by the Year of the Dog, followed fast by the
Pig, faster by the Rat, with the Ox passing in a stampede pace. Eisenhower dead. Armstrong, Collins, Aldrin on the moon: one giant step on soil
untouched by war. Hot pants, plane hijackings, psychedelic art. Sharon Tate and friends murdered by Manson's girls seven days before Woodstock,
the Age of Aquarius stillborn, but the death unrecognized for years. McCartney split, Beatles dissolved. Earthquake in Los Angeles, Truman dead,
Vietnam sliding into chaos, riots in Ireland, a new war in the Middle East, Watergate..This unfailing consistency of packaging enables card
mechanics, professional gamblers, sleight-of-hand magicians-to manipulate a new deck with confidence that they know, starting, where every card
can be found in the stack. An expert mechanic with practiced and dexterous hands can appear to shuffle so thoroughly that even the most
suspicious observer will be satisfied-yet he will still know exactly where every card is located in the deck. With masterly manipulation, he can
place the cards in the order that he wishes, to achieve whatever effect he desires..No, impossible. He had killed Victoria almost a year and a half
before this phone call. When you were dead, you were gone forever.."Well," Kathleen said, "even if the money wasn't so nice, I'd be sorry to see
this case end.".He had never expressed opposition to starting a family. She'd had no reason to fear telling him that she was carrying their
child.."Take care you don't beat evil into him," said his aunt.."Love you," Wally said, and Celestina repeated it, and he said, "I'm gonna stand in the
hall till I hear you set both locks.".The ninth card was a jack of spades. Maria called it a knave of and at the sight of it, her bright smile
dimmed..Edom felt uneasy in this kingdom of a strange god. The god that his brother feared was humanity, its dark compulsions, its arrogance.
Edom, on the other hand, trembled before Nature, whose wrath was so great that one day she would destroy all things, when the universe collapsed
into a super dense nugget of matter the size of a pea..Celestina almost begged off, almost told him that she had no interest in whatever curiosity of
medicine or physiology he might have witnessed. The only miracle that would have mattered, Phimie's survival, had not been granted..The
apartment above Elena's Fashions could be reached by a set of exterior stairs at the back of the building. The climb had never before taxed Agnes in
the least, but now it took away her breath and left her legs trembling by the time she reached the top landing..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..Barty turned away from her,
surveyed the kitchen, and said, "Ah. The twisty is me.".On this January twilight, as Maria Elena Gonzalez drove south along the coast from
Newport Beach, all men of the sea must have been reaching for bottles of rum to celebrate the fruit-punch sky: ripe cherries in the west, blood
oranges overhead, clustered grapes dark purple in the east..A pang of regret pierced her, that her boy's precocity should deny him this fine fantasy,
as her morose father had denied it to her. "He's real," she asserted..He had assumed that the dinner guest was Victoria's lover, but suddenly he
realized that this might not be the case. The man might be nothing more than a friend. Her father or a brother. In which case the invitation to
romance-posed by the coquettishly arranged wine and rose-would be so wildly inappropriate that the visitor would know at.As his drying tears
became stiff on his cheeks, Junior decided that he would most likely have to kill Vanadium to be rid of him and fully safe. No problem. And in
spite of his exquisite sensitivity, he was convinced that wasting the detective would not trigger in him another bout of vomiting. If anything, he
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might pee his pants in sheer delight..His inner turmoil boiled ever more fiercely, and the external evidence of it grew more obvious. In the cool air
of the fading afternoon, he perspired as profusely as a man already being strapped into an electric chair; it streamed, gushed. He shook, shook, and
he was half convinced that he could hear his bones rattling together like the shells of hard-boiled eggs in a rolling cook pot..I. In the Dark Time."I
wasn't drinking," he said. "That's proven. But I admit being reckless, driving too fast in the rain. They cited me for that, for running the light.".His
first word after mama was papa, which she taught him while showing him pictures of Joey. His third word: pie..The January air was crisp, fragrant
with evergreens and with the faint salty scent of the distant sea. A curiously yellow moon glowered like a malevolent eye, studying him from
between ragged ravelings of dirty clouds.."Your mind is as fascinating as ever," he said. "Your soul as beautiful. Listen, Per, since we were
thirteen, I was never primarily interested in your body. You flatter yourself shamelessly if you think it was all that special even before the
polio.".Traumatized by the violence in her mother's bedroom, not fully aware of what happened to Wally, Angel had been tearful and anxious. A
thoughtful physician gave her a glass of orange juice spiked with a small dose of a sedative, and a nurse provided pillows. Bedded down on two
pillow-padded chairs, wearing a rose-colored robe over yellow pajamas, she gave herself as fully to sleep as she always did, sedative or not, which
was every bit as fully as she gave herself to life when she was awake.
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