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A RELUCTANT MELODY
Then the old man taught it to him. But it wasn't much use, Otter thought, since he had to hide it..Agnes's suspicion that Barty would be a child
prodigy had grown from seed to full fruit on the morning of the boy's first birthday, when he'd sat in his highchair, counting green-grape-and-apple
pies. Through the following two years, ample proof of high intelligence and wondrous talents ripened Agnes's suspicion into conviction..He'd acted
boldly, recklessly, without scoping the territory to be sure Prosser was alone. The accountant lived by himself, but a visitor might be present..Agnes
pulled the stack of cards in front of her. She discarded the first two, as Maria would have done, and turned over the third..Returning to his
apartment, Edom had to pass under the limbs of the majestically crowned oak that dominated the deep yard between the house and the garage..Cain
turned the pistol on Barty, but when Tom charged, Cain swung toward him once more. The round that he fired would have been a crippler, maybe a
killer, except that Angel launched herself off the window seat behind Cain and gave him a hard shove, spoiling his aim. The killer stumbled and
then shimmered..They would have given him an antinausea medication. It most likely wasn't going to work quickly enough to save him..Stepping
forward, Agnes said, "When Barty holds my hand and walks me through the rain, I get wet even while he stays dry. The same for all the rest of us
here ... except Angel.".Lipscomb said, "We're only two and a half blocks from the best Armenian restaurant in the city. I'll dash over there, bring
back some chilled bubbly and an early dinner, if you'll allow me."."-and when I get up off the street, my clothes are a mess, and I've got this
face.".Any reasonable person would agree that the line between legitimate and harassment was hair-thin..This colored person's grave, however, was
uphill of Naomi's. Over time, as the body decomposed up there, its juices would mix with the soil. When rain saturated the ground, subsurface
drainage would carry those juices steadily downslope, until they seeped into Naomi's grave 'let mingled with her remains. This seemed highly
inappropriate to Junior..Drawing from a well of inspiration deeper than instinct, Junior knew that if ever he crossed paths with a man named
Bartholomew, he must be prepared to deal with him as aggressively as he had dealt with Naomi. And without delay..A speeding truck passed,
stirring the fog, and the white broth churned past the car windows, a disorienting swirl..With Angel at breakfast, instead of just Uncle Jacob, at
least Barty had someone to talk to, even if she did insist on speaking more often through her dolls than directly. Apparently, the dolls were on the
table, propped up with bowls. The first, Miss Pixie Lee, had a high-pitched, squeaky voice. The second, Miss Velveeta Cheese, spoke in a three
year-old's idea of what a throaty-voiced, sophisticated woman sounded like, although to Barty's ear, this was more suitable to a stuffed bear..On the
high marsh-Dragonfly-A description of Earthsea..A deep storm of silence, anti-thunder, the house fully drenched in a muffling rain of
soundlessness..their work, tears were followed by reminiscences that brought a smile and soothed, and hope was always found to be the flower that
bloomed from every seed of hopelessness..In the foyer again, about six feet inside the front door, he stood the wineglass on the floor. He placed the
bottle of Merlot beside the glass, the red rose beside the bottle.."Toes," he repeated immediately in his sweet, piping voice. This was a new word
for him..Vanadium clearly spent a lot of time in the kitchen; it was the only room in the house that felt comfortable and lived-in. Lots of culinary
gadgets, appliances. Pots and pans hanging from a ceiling rack. A basket of onions, another of potatoes. A grouping of bottles with colorful labels
proved to be a collection of olive oils..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..Sitting on a stool at the counter, he ordered a cheeseburger,
coleslaw, french fries, and a cherry Coke..Vanadium's wounds were too grievous to pass for accidental injuries. Even if there were some way to
disguise them through clever staging, no one would believe that Victoria had died in a freak fall and that Vanadium, rushing to her side, had
slipped and tumbled and sustained mortal head injuries, as well. Such a strong whiff of slapstick would put even the Spruce Hills police on to the
scent of murder.."I just wanted everyone to come see the spider, that's all. It was a really, really icky interesting bug.".Angel didn't join the grieving
women, but sat on the floor in front of the television, switching back and forth between Gunsmoke and The Monkees. Too young to be genuinely
involved in either show, nevertheless she occasionally made gunfire sounds when Marshal Dillon went into battle or invented her own lyrics to sing
along with the Monkees..Perhaps the paramedic had given him an injection, a sedative. the howling ambulance rocked along on this most
momentous day, Junior Cain wept profoundly but quietly--and achieved temporary peace in a dreamless sleep..The glimmering bay and the
shimmering amber candlelight provided the perfect atmosphere for the song that arose now from the piano in the bar..Busily, earnestly, with great
satisfaction, Junior redirected his anger at Celestina and at the man with her. These two were, after all, guardians of the true Bartholomew, and
therefore Junior's enemies..STILL WEARING HIS white pharmacy smock over a white shirt and black slacks, striding purposefully along the
streets of Bright Beach, under a malignant-gray twilight sky worthy of a Weird Tales cover, with ominous accompanying rhythm provided by
wind-clattered palm fronds overhead, Paul Damascus headed home for the day..Turning to face his four trailing escorts, all of whom were hunch
shouldered and stiff-necked with tension, Barty said, "What's for dinner? ".Yet in her heart, she wouldn't relinquish hope for a miracle. This was an
amazing boy, a prodigy, a boy who could walk where the rain wasn't, already himself a miracle, and it seemed that anything might happen, that Dr.
Chan might suddenly rush into the waiting room, surgical mask dangling from his neck, face aglow, with news of a spontaneous rejection of the
cancer..In spite of the gloom, the boy's miraculous accomplishment was evident: his clothes and hair were dry as though he'd worn a coat and
hood..So Otter worked along with them with a clear head and an angry heart. They were in a trap. What's the use of a gift of power, he thought, if
not to get out of a trap?.In each savings account, he deposited five hundred dollars in cash. He tucked twenty thousand in crisp new bills into each
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safe-deposit box..Her fear, Agnes suddenly realized, arose from her father's often expressed conviction that an attempt to excel at anything was a
sin that would one day be grievously punished. All forms of amusement were sinful, by his way of thinking, and all those who sought even the
simplest entertainment were lost souls; however, those who desired to amuse others were the worse sinners, because they were overflowing with
pride, striving to shine, eager to make themselves into false gods, to be praised and adored as only God should be adored. Actors, musicians,
singers, novelists were doomed to hell by the very acts of creation which, in their egomania, they saw as the equal of their Creator's work. Striving
to excel at anything, in fact, was a sign of corruption in the soul, whether one wanted to be recognized as a superior carpenter or car mechanic, or a
grower of prize roses. Talent, in her father's view, was not a gift from God, but from the devil, meant to distract us from prayer, penitence, and
duty..Ever the romantic, he wanted to surprise her. Voila! Flowers, wine, and moi. Since their electrifying connection in the hospital, she had been
yearning for him; but she wouldn't expect a visit for a few weeks yet. He was eager to see her face brighten with delight..Truly, the time spent
helping Agnes had given her uncountable new subjects for paintings and had begun to bring to her work a new depth that excited her. "When you
pour out your pockets into the pockets of others," Agnes had once said, "you just wind up richer in the morning than you were the night
before.".voice was flat, a drone; he had delivered not an emotional threat, but a quiet promise..On one wall hung an impressive array of gardening
tools. In the comer was a potting bench..Finally, only thirty miles south of Spruce Hills, he reluctantly acknowledged that slow deep breathing,
positive thoughts, high self esteem, and firm resolve weren't sufficient to subdue his treacherous bowels. He needed to find lodging for the night.
He didn't care about a swimming pool or a king-size bed, or a free continental breakfast. The only amenity that mattered was indoor
plumbing..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..In addition to these scavengers, another presence was here, unseen but not unfelt. The chill of this
invisible entity pierced Junior to the marrow: the stubborn, vicious, psychotic, prickly-bur spirit of Thomas Vanadium, maniac cop, not satisfied to
haunt the house in which he'd died, not ready yet to seek reincarnation, but instead pursuing his beleaguered suspect even after death, capering--to
paraphrase Sklent like an invisible, filthy, scabby monkey here on this city street, in bright daylight..She closed her eyes, and he thought that she
was gone, but then she opened them again. "There is one place beyond all the ways things are.".Finally: "A trial lawyer, whether specializing in
criminal or civil matters, is like an actor, Mr. Cain. He must believe deeply in his role, in the truth of his portrayal, if he's to be convincing. I always
believe in the innocence of my clients in order to achieve the best possible settlement for them."."Nick," he suggested, as though any reason existed
for her to be on a first-name basis with the man who killed her husband. "I wasn't drinking. ".-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..In the
morning, at breakfast, from this calmer perspective, he looked back at his tantrum in the middle of the night and wondered if he might be in
psychological trouble. He decided not. In November and December, Junior studied arcane texts on the supernatural, went through new women at a
pace prodigious even for him, found three Bartholomews, and finished ten needlepoint pillows..Tom had no idea who Perri might be, but
something in the way Grace asked the question and the way she regarded Paul suggested that she knew something about Perri that had won her
deep respect and admiration..Tom caused less of a stir in the restaurant than Kathleen had expected. Other diners noticed him, of course, but after
one or two looks of shock or pity, they appeared indifferent, though this was undoubtedly the thinnest pretense of indifference. The same quality in
him that elicited deferential regard from the waiter apparently ensured that others would be courteous enough to respect his privacy..must either
change her mind or commit herself to a more difficult and challenging life than any she had envisioned only this morning.."After Elfarran and
Morred perished and the Isle of Solea sank beneath the sea, the Council of the Wise governed for the child Serriadh until he took the throne. His
reign was bright but brief. The kings who followed him in Enlad were seven, and their realm increased in peace and wealth. Then the dragons came
to raid among the western lands, and wizards went out in vain against them. King Akambar moved the court from Berila in Enlad to the City of
Havnor, whence he sent out his fleet against invaders from the Kargad Lands and drove them back into the East. But still they sent raiding ships
even as far as the Inmost Sea. Of the fourteen Kings of Havnor the last was Maharion, who made peace both with the dragons and the Kargs, but at
great cost. And after the Ring of the Runes was broken, and Erreth-Akbe died with the great dragon, and Maharion the Brave was killed by
treachery, it seemed that no good thing happened in the Archipelago.."The girl's baby," said Nolly, "was placed with Catholic Family Services for
adoption.".No longer pinned to the bed by an intravenous feed of fluids and medications, provided with pajamas and a thin cotton robe to replace
his backless gown, Junior was encouraged to test his legs and get some.In the morning, after Agnes showered and dressed, when she went
downstairs, she discovered Barty already at the kitchen table, eating a bowl of cereal while riveted to the book. Finished with breakfast, he returned
to his room, reading as he went..Otter was silent a while. Then he said in a low voice, "Clay, and gravel, and under that the rock that bears garnets.
All under this part of the city is that rock. I don't know the names."."Well, it's true," he said, finally turning the key in the proper direction and
firing up the engine..Earlier in the week, Junior had looked up Thomas Vanadium in the telephone directory. He expected the number to be
unlisted, but it was published. What he wanted more than a number was an address, and he found that as well.."That's exactly how I hoped he
would be." Relieved, he followed Agnes to the living room. "Listen, Aggie, you know, I don't have anything against Jacob, but-".She sat on the end
of the table, where Barty had sat, now at eye level with the standing physician..Houses made settling noises all the time. That was one reason why
he couldn't rely much on sound to guide him through the darkness. A noise he thought had been made by the weight of his tread might as easily
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have been produced by the house itself as it adjusted to the.Back in January, when he received the disappointing report from Nolly Wulfstan, Junior
was not convinced that the private detective had exercised due diligence in his investigation. He suspected that Wulfstan's ugliness was matched by
his laziness..That Olympian purge had, however, made him appear to be both emotionally and physically devastated by the loss of his wife. He
couldn't have calculated any stratagem more likely to convince most.After a long time the door opened and several men came in. He could do
nothing against them as they gagged him and bound his arms behind him. "Now you won't weave charms nor speak spells, young'un," said a broad,
strong man with a furrowed face, "but you can nod your head well enough, right? They sent you here as a dowser. If you're a good dowser you'll
feed well and sleep easy. Cinnabar, that's what you're to nod for. The King's wizard says it's still here somewhere about these old mines. And he
wants it. So it's best for us that we find it. Now I'll walk you out. It's like I'm the water finder and you're my wand, see? You lead on. And if you
want to go this way or that way you dip your head, so. And when you know there's ore underfoot, you stamp on the place, so. Now that's the
bargain, right? And if you play fair I will.".Evidently, her face was knotted with the effort to remember what the child had looked like, for the
physician said, "Yes? What's wrong?".he had sat here with a pencil, making shopping lists. Now, instead of a pencil, there was the Italian-made .22
pistol..Even when he saw no cop cadaver, no ghoulish grin, no two-bit eyes, Junior was not immediately relieved. Warily, he circled the car,
expecting to find the detective crouching and poised to spring..This was the same woman who had been stripping the second bed when Celestina
arrived earlier. Now she was here to remake the first..He swept the immediate area with the flashlight, and shadows spun with shadows, waltzing
spirits in the ballroom of the night..Now, since he didn't intend to date this woman again, he grabbed the only chance he might ever have to learn
the intimate, eccentric details of her life. He began in her kitchen, with the contents of the refrigerator and cupboards, concluding his tour in her
bedroom..By the time this operation concluded and the sulphurous Mr. Cain was brought to some form of justice, Simon might have spent twenty
or twenty-five percent of the fee that he'd collected from the liability settlement in the matter of Naomi Cain's death. The attorney put a substantial
price on his dignity and reputation.."Our little girl's going to walk backward her whole life if you drive in reverse all the way to the
hospital.".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..When Angel came
in search of Barty, breathless with excitement, he was chatting with Tom Vanadium in the foundation's office above the garages. Years ago, the
two apartments had been combined and expanded when the garages under them were doubled in size, providing better living quarters for Tom and
working space, as well..Like a disc fish with silvery scales, the coin lay in the cup of Junior's palm. Directly over his life line..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.".Although her hands were shaking
and her knees felt as though they might buckle, Agnes lifted two pies off the table..Junior didn't find anything to explain her paranoia-though, to his
surprise, he discovered six books by Caesar Zedd in her small library. The pages were dog-eared; the text was heavily underlined..The cop had
unzipped the top of her jogging suit and pulled up the roomy T-shirt.When the nurse was gone, alone with his mother as they waited for the orderly
to bring a gurney, Barty said, "Come close.".Supposing that this new enthusiasm was an attempt to uncover skullduggery in Seraphim's accident,
then the girl would be doing Junior a service even after her demise. Whether or not the traffic accident was an accident, Junior hadn't had anything
to do with it..Into the autumn of 1967, Junior reviewed hundreds of thousands of phone listings, and occasionally he located a rare Bartholomew. In
San Rafael or Marinwood. In Greenbrae or San Anselmo. Located and investigated and cleared them of any connection with Seraphim White's
bastard baby..She herself had been too nervous to eat anything. She'd held the same glass of untasted champagne throughout the evening, clutching
it as though it were a mooring buoy that would prevent her from being swept away in a storm.."I was once doubting Thomas," said the detective,
but not from beside the bed any longer. His voice seemed to come from across the room, perhaps near the door, though he had made not a sound as
he'd moved..Apparently Maria wished that she'd brought a rosary to dinner. With the fingers of her right hand, she pinched the knuckles of her left,
one after the other, as if they were beads.."It doesn't have to be grand," she said, with a seductive leer, "but if we're going to wait, then the wedding
better be soon."."Well," Agnes said, "thank the Lord, we don't have tornadoes here in California.".The walk-in closet, which Vanadium next
explored, contained fewer clothes than he expected. Only half the rod space was being used. A lot of empty hangers rang softly, eerily against one
another as he conducted a casual examination of Cain's wardrobe..When she complimented him on being such a good little soldier, abiding his cold
with no complaint, he shrugged. Without looking up from the coloring book, he said, "It's just here.".This wasn't thrill killing-which, now that he'd
had time to think about it, he realized was beneath him, even if in the service of personal growth. This would be murder for good, justifiable
cause.."I know what you mean. Mr. Cain, I'd never turn my back on that much money if there was any damn way at all I could earn it.".CLOUDS
SWARMED THE late-afternoon sun, and the Oregon sky grew sapphire where still revealed. Cops gathered like bright-eyed crows in the
lengthening shadow of the fire tower..Yes, she did, she had one, but not much of one, and compared to the McIntosh in Google's throat, this was
just a bitty crab apple, easy to overlook, not excessive for a woman..Finished, Joshua excused himself and went down the hall to his office. He was
gone perhaps five minutes, and when he returned, he sent Barty off to the waiting room, where the receptionist kept a jar of lemon- and
orange-flavored hard candies. "A few of them have your name on 'em, Bartholomew.".In the glamorous cocktail lounge of this elegant hotel,
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Junior was necessarily forced to use other of Zedd's techniques-and more brandy--to liberate from his subconscious the name of the caller on the
Ansaphone. Max. The caller had said, It's Max..Paul checked the back of the Suburban, since he fancied himself the wagonmaster. He wanted to be
sure that the goods were loaded in such a way that they were unlikely to slide or be damaged. "Packed tight. Looks just fine," he declared, and
closed the tailgate door.."Guilt," said the detective. "If he killed her, wouldn't an overwhelming sense of guilt be as likely as anguish to cause acute
nervous emesis?".Ten months later, Simon called again, also regarding Cain, but this time the attorney was the client, and Cain was the target.
What Simon wanted Nolly to do was strange, to say the least, and it could be construed as harassment, but none of it was exactly illegal. And for
two years, beginning with the quarter in the cheeseburger, ending with the coin-spitting machines, all of it had been great fun..Now, here, lying on
a bed in the emergency room of a Sacramento hospital, on a Saturday afternoon only six weeks before the camellia festival, Junior suffered under
the care of a resident physician who was so young as to raise the suspicion that he was merely playing doctor..Footsteps in the hall drew their
attention to the open door, where the surgeon appeared in his loose cotton greens.."What's below us?" Hound pointed to the floor, paved with rough
slate flags..Needlepoint provided no sanctuary. Junior's hands trembled just badly enough to make accurate stitchery impossible..Everyone thought
the moptops were the coolest thing ever--ever but to Junior, their music was just all right. He wasn't stirred to sing along, and he didn't find their
stuff particularly danceable..She lived with her parents then. They had converted the dining room to a bedroom for her..At the conclusion of the
ceremony, he relinquished his secondhand sight. He would live in darkness until Easter of 1986, though every minute of the day was brightened by
his wife..Although he had made no effort to summon them, tears spilled from Junior's closed eyes. They weren't drawn from him by thoughts of
poor Naomi. These next few days-perhaps weeks-were going to be tedious, until he could have Nurse Victoria Bressler. Under the circumstances,
he had good reason to feel sorry for himself..On the other hand, one needed to believe in something. Junior didn't clutter his mind with superstitious
nonsense or allow himself to be constrained by the views of bourgeois society or by its smug concepts of right and wrong, good and evil. From
Zedd, he'd learned that he was the sole master of his universe. Self-realization through self-esteem was his doctrine; total freedom and guiltless
pleasure were the rewards of faithful adherence to his principles. What he believed in-the only thing he believed in-was Junior Cain, and in this he
was a fiercely passionate believer, devout unto himself Consequently, as Caesar Zedd explained, when any man was clearheaded enough to cast off
all the false.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..In a monotone that gave new meaning to deadpan, the
detective added: "I'm the only one who was there who doesn't have a dry-cleaning bill.".Throughout this procedure, Barty appeared solemn and
thoughtful. When he had squeezed the tenth toe, he stared at it, brow furrowed..Although, to her eyes, the natural world had an ominous cast this
morning, she was also aware of its great beauty. She wanted Barty to store up every magnificent vista, every exquisite detail..They were dining by
candlelight. Vanilla-scented bougies stood on the sideboard, across the room, glimmering in glass chimneys, but Barty pointed instead to five squat
red candles distributed through the centerpiece of pine sprays and white carnations..be entombed in one of those memorial walls, well above
ground level, where nothing was likely to seep into them..Barty approached stair climbing as a mathematical problem, calculating the precise
movement of each leg and placement of each foot necessary to successfully negotiate the obstacle. He proceeded less slowly on the next three steps
than he had on the first three, and thereafter he ascended with growing confidence, pumping his legs with machinelike precision..An elderly Negro
gentleman answered the door. His hair was such a pure white that in contrast to his plum-dark skin, it appeared to glow like a nimbus around his
head. With his equally radiant goatee, his kindly features, and his compelling black eyes, he seemed to have stepped out of a movie about a jazz
musician who, having died, was on earth once more as someone's angelic guardian..That happened ten years ago, the first and last time anyone shot
at Nolly. The real work of a private eye had nothing in common with the glamorous stuff depicted on television and in books. This was a low-risk
profession full of dull routine, as long as you chose your cases wisely--which meant staying away from clients like Enoch Cain..Maybe the watch
wouldn't be discovered with the corpse. Maybe it would settle into the trash and not be found until archaeologists dug out the landfill two thousand
years from now.."Who...who're you?" Junior rasped, still badly rattled by the nightmare and by Vanadium's presence, but quick-witted enough to
stay within the clueless character that he had been playing.."This is Detective Bellini, with the San Francisco Police Department. Is everything all
right there?".Tuesday morning, while he showered with a swimming cockroach that was as exuberant as a golden retriever in the motel's lukewarm
water, Junior vowed never to kill again. Except in self-defense..At the bed, he spread the garment across his pillow. Lying down, he pressed his
face into the sweater. The sweet subtle scent of Naomi was as effective as a lullaby, and soon he dozed off..Later, when the seven of them were
gathered at the dinner table, the adults raised glasses of Chardonnay, the children raised tumblers of Pepsi, and Maria gave the toast. "To
Bartholomew, the image of his father, who was the kindest man I've ever known. To my Bonita and my Francesca, who brighten every day. To
Edom and Jacob, from who ... from whom I've learned so much that has made me think about the fragility of life and made me realize how precious
is every day. And to Agnes, my dearest friend, who has given me, oh, so much, including all these words. God bless us, every one."."Fourteen. It's
usually the family that's behind an expression of the calling at such a young age, but in my case, I had to argue my folks into it.".The stumpy ghost
departed the sliding stairs at the second floor and walked off into women's sportswear.."One of the things I was searching for in your house was a
life insurance policy on your wife. I didn't find one. Didn't find any canceled checks for the premium, either.".She slipped into her shoes and stood
for a moment watching his lips move as he gave thanks for his blessings and as he asked that blessings be given to others who needed
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them.."You're the one who said your cold's just here. Maybe it stays in the kitchen, hoping it'll get a piece of pie.".Nothing in life was risk free, so
he hesitated only a moment: at the foot of the porch steps before climbing them and knocking on the door..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.....He had nothing against men or women of color. Live and let live. One earth, one people. All of that..Those who
had just met her and those who were overly charmed by eccentricity called her Seraphim, her name complete. Her teachers, neighbors, and casual
acquaintances called her Sera. Those who knew her best and loved her the most deeply--like her sister, Celestina called her Phimie..Angel raised
her attention from the salt shaker to Tom's face, studied his scars for a moment, and said, "No.".When Seraphim's bastard baby was dead, evidence
of paternity would die with it-and any claim for child support. Even Vanadium's stubborn, selfish, greedy, grubbing, vicious, psychotic, evil spirit
would have to recognize that all hope of bringing Junior down was lost, and it would at last either dissipate in frustration or be reincarnated..Golden
lamplight gilded the front windows downstairs. He would sit with Victoria on the living-room sofa, sipping wine as they got to know each other.
She might tell him to call her Vicky, and maybe he'd ask her to call him Eenie, the affectionate name Naomi had given him when he wouldn't
tolerate Enoch. Soon, they would be necking like two crazy kids. Junior would disrobe her on the sofa, caressing her smooth pliant body, her skin
buttery in the lamplight, and then he would carry her, naked, to the dark bedroom upstairs.
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