How To Cure Depression And Anxiety

HOW TO CURE DEPRESSION AND ANXIETY
"Miss White was admitted to St. Mary's late January fifth," said Nolly, "with dangerous hypertension, a complication of pregnancy.".Handing
Angel to Grace, Lipscomb said, "I own some investment properties. There's a two-bedroom unit available in one of them."."Nonsense," Agnes
breezed on, "it's no imposition. You'll be a great help with my baking, the pie deliveries, all the work that I put aside during Barty's surgery and
recovery. It'll either be fun, or I'll wear you down to the bone, but either way, you won't be bored. I've got two extra rooms. One for Celie and
Angel, and one for Grace. When your Wally arrives, we can move Angel in with Grace, or she can bunk with me."."She was a hero, just like you. I
wanted you ... I wanted you to see her and to know her name. Perri Damascus. That was her name.".Here, now, came the anaconda smile. "Did you
argue about the baby, Enoch? Maybe she wanted it, and you didn't. Guy like you--a baby would cramp your style. Too much responsibility.".She
refused to look at him, the way her mother had refused to look at him when he'd been making love to her in the parsonage. She began twisting a red
pencil in a handheld sharpener, making sure that the shavings fell into a can kept for that purpose. "I saw it here."."All right. Well ... Jesuits are
encouraged to pursue education in any subject that interests them, not theology alone. I was deeply interested in physics.".He knew what she made
of it, all right, and he could see that the others on the porch knew as well, and likewise he could see that all of them wanted to hear him confirm the
conclusion at which Agnes had arrived long before he'd come here with Wally this evening. Even in the dining room, before the proof in the rain,
Tom had recognized the special bond between the blind boy and this buoyant little girl. In fact, he couldn't have arrived at any conclusion different
from the one Agnes reached, because like her, he believed that the events of every day revealed mysterious design if you were willing to see it, that
every fife had profound purpose..Yet that evening, when she'd accepted his proposal and asked if he wasn't frightened, he said, "Not
anymore.".Hound told his master that they had the hexer in a safe place, and Losen said, "Who was he working for?".Renee Vivi spoke with a
silken southern accent. Vivacious without being cloyingly coquettish, well-educated and well-read but never pretentious, direct in her conversation
without seeming either bold or opinionated, she was charming company..By comparison, the strip club-neon aglow, theater lights
twinkling----looked warm, cozy. Welcoming..Junior knew that he must remain vigilant. Vigilant and focused until January 12 had come and gone.
Eight days to go.."Me, me," Celestina said. "In fact, fianc?es should come first.".This room didn't face the street by which Cain would approach the
building, so Vanadium switched on the lights. He spent fifteen minutes examining the mundane contents of the cupboards, searching for nothing in
particular, merely getting an idea of how the suspect lived-and, admittedly, hoping for an item as helpful to a conviction as a severed head in the
refrigerator or at least a plastic-wrapped kilo of marijuana in the freezer.."What room has Mrs. Lombardi been moved to?" she asked. "I'd like to ...
to see her before I go.".Frantically, he squirmed around on the floor until he was facing the entrance to the kitchen. Through tears of pain, he
expected to see a Frankensteinian shadow loom in the hall, and then the creature itself, gnashing its fork-tine teeth, its corkscrew nipples
spinning..FOR JUNIOR CAIN, the Year of the Horse (1966) and the Year of the Sheep (1967) offered many opportunities for personal growth and
self-improvement. Even if by Christmas Eve, '67, Junior would not be able to take a dry walk in the rain, this nevertheless was a period of great
achievement and much pleasure for him..Seraphim White had come to California to give birth to him in or to spare her parents-and their
congregation--embarrassment..Perhaps these two months of frustration had brought him to this: hair-trigger nerves, fevered imagination, and
anticipation distilled into dread..This morning, as Barty stood to one side listening, his mother asked Maria for poems by Emily Dickinson..She was
not going to be as forthright with Barty as she had insisted that Joshua Nunn be with her, in part because she was too shaken to risk
forthrightness..Tom proved to be more useful than either a cop or a priest to Pie Lady Services, when he discovered a talent for money management
that protected their funds from twelve percent inflation and in fact brought them a handsome return in real terms..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..Nevertheless, being cautious even as he seized the day--or the night, in this case-he parked a short distance from his destination, on a
parallel street. He walked the last three blocks..He'd been a godsend to Celestina, because his love of children and a new sense of fun that he'd
discovered in himself were showered on Angel. He was Uncle Wally. Waddling Wally, Wobbly Wally, Wally Walrus, Wally Werewolf. Wally Wit
Duh Funny Accents. Wiggle Eared Wally. Whistling Wally. Wrangler Wally. He was Good Golly Wally the Friend of All Polliwogs. Angel adored
him, adored him, and he could have loved her no more if she had been one of the sons that he had lost. Overwhelmed by her classes, her
waitressing job, her painting, Celestina could always count on Wally to step in to share the child rearing. He wasn't merely Angel's honorary uncle,
but her father in all senses except the legal and biological; he wasn't just her doctor, but a guardian angel who fretted over her mildest fever and
worried about all the ways the world could wound a child..She was of two minds about this. She wanted him, wanted to be held and cherished, to
satisfy him and to be satisfied. But she was the daughter of a minister: The concept of sin and consequences was perhaps less deeply ingrained in
some daughters of bankers or bakers than in a child of a Baptist clergyman. She was an anachronism in this age of easy sex, a virgin by choice, not
by lack of opportunity. Although she'd recently read a magazine article containing the claim that even in this era of free love, forty-nine percent of
brides were virgins on their wedding day, she didn't believe it and assumed that she'd chanced upon a publication that had fallen through a reality
warp between this world and a more prudish one parallel to it. She was no prude, but she wasn't a spendthrift, either, and her honor was a treasure
that shouldn't be thoughtlessly thrown away. Honor! She sounded like a maid of old, pining in a castle tower, waiting for her Sir Lancelot. I'm not
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just a virgin, I'm a freak! But even putting the idea of sin aside for a moment, assuming that maidenly honor was as pass? as bustles, she still
preferred to wait, to savor the thought of intimacy, to allow expectation to build, and to start their conjugal life together with no slightest possibility
of regret. Nevertheless, she had decided that if he was ready for the commitment that she believed he'd already teetered on the edge of expressing
three times, then she would set aside all misgivings in the name of love and would lie down with him, and hold him, and give of herself with all her
heart..He shook so badly that he couldn't remove the cap from the bottle. He was proud to be more sensitive than most people, to be so full of
feeling, but sometimes sensitivity was a curse..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..Somewhere, he does. Daddy died here, but be
didn't die every place I am. it's lonely for me here, but not lonely for me everywhere..Her hands shook as she counted out the fare and the tip from
her wallet. "I'm scared sick. Maybe you should just take me right back home.".Agnes hadn't asked him to keep his strange feat a secret from his
uncles. In truth, she had come home in such a curious state of mind that even as she'd worked with Jacob to prepare dinner and even as she'd
overseen Edom's setting of the table, she hesitated to tell them what had happened on the run from Joey's grave to the station wagon. She fluctuated
between guarded euphoria and fear bordering on panic, and she didn't trust herself to recount the experience until she had taken more time to
absorb it..In a state of wonderment that was laced with dread rather than delight, he looked up from the quarter, seeking an explanation from
Vanadium, expecting to see that anaconda smile..Leaving the engine running and the heater on, he got out of the car, leaned back inside, said,
"Better lock up while I'm gone," and then closed his door..Rescuers encouraged her to move safely away from the passenger's door, as far as
possible, to avoid being inadvertently injured as they tried to break in to her. She could go nowhere but to her dead husband..Zedd taught in this
world where dishonesty is the currency of social acceptance and financial success, you must practice some deceit to get along in life, but you must
never lie to yourself, or you are left with no one to trust..As Celestina settled on the sofa with the phone in her lap, hesitating to dial until she
worked up a bit more courage, Angel said to Tom, "So what happened to your face?".The detective wasn't the only person in the world who liked
"Someone to Watch over Me." Anyone in the lounge might have requested it. Or maybe this number was part of the pianist's usual repertoire.."I
was twenty-three. At St. Anselmo's I was the prefect of one dormitory floor. The floor on which all the murders occurred. After that ... I decided
maybe I could better protect the innocent if I were a cop. For a while, the law gave me more to hold on to than faith did.".hands as she had seen
surgeons do in movies, and she could almost believe that she was still at home, in bed, in the fevered throes of a terrible dream..The minister had
finished. The service was over. No one came to Junior with condolences, because they would see him again shortly, at the Ford dealership
buffet..When he came to himself, sick and weak from the poison and with an aching skull, he was in a room with brick walls and bricked-up
windows. The door had no bars and no visible lock. But when he tried to get to his feet he felt bonds of sorcery holding his body and mind,
resilient, clinging, tightening as he moved. He could stand, but could not take a step towards the door. He could not even reach his hand out. It was
a horrible sensation, as if his muscles were not his own. He sat down again and tried to hold still. The spellbonds around his chest kept him from
breathing deeply, and his mind felt stifled too, as if his thoughts were crowded into a space too small for them.."Too bad. You might have used that
to bargain with.".Striving to appear casual, but obviously unnerved, the pencil-thin man backed off again. "The paintings are lovely, wonderful, I'm
enormously impressed. I'm a friend of the artist's, you know. She was a tenant of mine, I was her landlord during her early college years, in her
salad days, a nice little studio apartment, before the baby. A lovely girl, 1 always knew she'd be a success, it was so apparent in even her earliest
work. I just had to come tonight, even though a friend's covering two of my four sets. I couldn't miss this.".Her hands trembled as she attempted to
fold her sister's clothes into the small suitcase. What should have been a simple task became a daunting challenge; the fabric seemed to come alive
in her hands and slip through her fingers, resisting every attempt to organize it. When eventually she realized there was no reason to be neat, she
tossed the garments into the bag without concern for wrinkling them..stopped by to help Agnes, and some offered to stay with her at night. She
gratefully accepted assistance with the housecleaning, laundry, and shopping, but she declined the all-night company because of her
dreams..Nothing in his reading offered a satisfactory explanation for what had been happening to him. None of the women filled the hole in his
heart, and all of the Bartholomews were harmless. Only the needlepoint offered any satisfaction, but though Junior was proud of his craftsmanship,
he knew that a grown man couldn't find fulfillment in stitchery alone..Reluctantly, Jacob finally returned the cards to the packs and admitted to
himself that superstition had seized him and would not let go. Somewhere in the world was a knave, a human monster-even worse, according to
Maria, a man as fearsome as the devil himself-and for reasons unknown, this beast wanted to harm little Barty, an innocent baby. By some grace
that Jacob could not understand, they had been warned, through the cards, that the knave was coming. They had been warned..Raised by a father to
whom any form of amusement was blasphemy, Agnes had never seen a magician perform until she was nineteen, when Joey Lampion, then her
suitor, had taken her to a stage show. Rabbits plucked out of top hats, doves conjured from sudden plumes of smoke, assistants sawn in half and
mended to walk again; every illusion that had been old even in Houdini's time was a jaw-dropping amazement to her that evening. Now she
remembered a trick in which the magician had poured a pitcher of milk into a funnel fashioned from a few pages of a newspaper, causing the milk
to vanish when the funnel, still dry, was unrolled to reveal ordinary newsprint. The thrill that had quivered through her that evening measured I on
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the Richter scale compared to the full 10-point sense of wonder quaking through her at the sight of Barty as dry as if he'd spent the afternoon
perched fireside..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..Nothing he had learned
about the supernatural had led him closer to a belief in ghosts and in all that ghosts implied. His faith still reposed entirely in Enoch Cain Jr., and he
refused to make room on his altar for anyone or anything other than himself.The fire department. The firemen could come without sirens, quietly
with their ladders, so as not to break Barty's concentration..Her hands shook, her entire body shook, and in her mind was a hard clatter of fear like
the wheels of a roller coaster rattling over poorly seamed tracks..Such behavior as hers was unlikely to lead to self-discovery, self improvement,
and fulfillment. We make our own misery in this life. For better or worse, we create our own futures..Initially, Helen Greenbaum, at Greenbaum
Gallery, had taken on three canvases, and had sold them within a month. She took four more, then another three when two of the four moved
quickly. By the time that she'd placed ten pieces with collectors, Helen decided to include Celestina in a show of six new artists. And now, already,
she had a show of her own..Celestina stared out for a moment, and then turned her head to look at Tom, with both the shade of the night and the
sparkle of the metropolis still captured in her eyes. "What was that all about?".On the nightstand waited a glass of water on a coaster and a
pharmacy bottle containing several capsules of a potent painkiller..Turning away from the window, Tom met her gaze. His smoke-gray eyes looked
frosted, as though the fog ghosts had passed through the window and possessed him. But then the flame on the table candle flared in a draft;
lambent light melted the chill from his eyes, and she saw again the warmth and the beautiful sorrow that had impressed her before..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..This philosophy had worked for him previously, but forgetting the aftermath was more difficult when the aftermath
was your own poor, torn, severed toe. Your own poor, torn, severed toe was infinitely more difficult to ignore than a busload of dead nuns..Now the
hole was revealed. Damp earthen walls. In the shadow of the casket, the bottom of the grave was dark and hidden from view..Repressing a smirk,
feigning a respectful solemnity, he dared to glance at Vanadium, but the detective stared into Naomi's grave as though he hadn't heard the
mockery-or, having heard it, didn't recognize it for what it was.."But you wouldn't be willing to use that skill in the King's service?".Grace declined
food, but Tom ordered for her, anyway, selecting those things that by now he knew Celestina liked, guessing that the mother's taste had shaped the
daughter's..On this occasion, however, he couldn't have focused on a book even if he'd had the strength to hold it. The fierce paroxysms that
clenched his guts also destroyed his ability to concentrate.."I believe I'll just wait here until Mr. Cain wakes," Vanadium said. "I've nothing more
pressing to do.".No one in Junior's circles seemed to care about the crisis in American music. He supposed he had a greater awareness of injustice
than did most people..Perplexed by their peculiar behavior, even slightly unnerved, Tom answered Maria's question. "I'm afraid there's nothing else
I can do, nothing more of a fantastic nature.".When he judged that he was near the porch steps, he probed with his cane. Two paces later, the tip
rapped the lowest step..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.".In Junior's estimation, this was not the way that a normal person lived. This was the home of a deranged loner, a
dangerously obsessive man..The rain was colder than it had been earlier, almost as icy as sleet. Or perhaps she was far hotter than before and felt
the chill more keenly on her fevered skin. Each droplet seemed to hiss against her face, to sizzle against her hands, with which she tightly gripped
her swollen abdomen as if she could deny Death the baby that it had come to collect.."Be quiet, sugarpie," she said, crossing the bedroom to the
door, which stood only slightly ajar..Snapping the cylinder into place, he rose to his feet. Already he had a new plan, and the cop's revolver was the
most important tool that he required to implement it.."From time to time now, you're going to be written about," Helen warned. "Be prepared for a
peevish critic or two, furious about your optimism."."Oh, it certainly is! It certainly is enough! But ... I don't regret much, you know. But I do regret
not being here to see why you and Angel have been brought together. I know it'll be something lovely, Barty. Something so fine.".He'd been invited
to a Christmas Eve celebration with a satanic theme, but he hadn't intended to go. The party was not being thrown by real Satanists, which might
have been interesting, but by a group of young artists, all nonbelievers, who shared a wry sense of humor..Dropped, the wineglass had shattered.
But the bottle of Merlot had survived again, rolling across the vinyl-tile floor until it bumped gently against the base of a cabinet..find the
detective's unlikely theory and persistent questioning to be tedious. "I seriously doubt that a dose of ipecac would produce such a violent response
as in this case-not pharyngeal hemorrhage, for God's.She was lost in his eyes: She wanted to pass through his eyes as Alice had passed through the
looking glass, follow the beautiful radiance that was fading now, go with him through the door that had been opened for him and accompany him
out of this rain-swept day into grace..Agnes knew now why this prognostication had dismayed rather charmed her: If you dared to believe in the
good fortune predicted he cards, then you were obliged to believe in the bad, as well..Cypresses lined the entry drive to the cemetery. Tall and
solemn, the trees kept guard, as though posted to prevent restless spirits from roaming out into the land of the living.."Six hundred ninety-five
people were killed in three states. Winds so powerful that some of the bodies were thrown a mile and a half from where they were snatched off the
ground.".Those ominous words again, turning through his memory, reel to reel. This time he actually heard them spoken. The voice commanded
minded attention with a deeper timbre and crisper diction than his own..Did she poison herself as well? Was it her intention to kill him and commit
suicide?."I'm really not sad, Mom. I'm not. I don't like it this way, being blind. It's ... hard." His small voice, musical as are the voices of most
children, touching in its innocence, spun a fragile thread of melody in the dark, and seemed too sweet to be speaking of these bitter things. "Real
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hard. But being sad won't help. Being sad won't make me see again.".When Agnes and Paul returned from a honeymoon in Carmel, they discovered
that Edom had finally cleared out Jacob's apartment. He donated his twin's extensive files and books to a university library that was building a
collection to satisfy a growing professorial and student interest in apocalyptic studies and paranoid philosophy.."Your father denies the rape ever
occurred, apparently out of what I'd call a misguided willingness to trust in divine justice.".Instead of engaging in the confrontation for which he
had been pressing ever since his first visit, Vanadium surprised Junior by breaking eye contact, turning from the bed, and crossing the room to the
door..Junior said nothing. He was still upset with Naomi for hiding the pregnancy from him, but he was delighted that the baby would have been
his. Now Vanadium couldn't claim that Naomi's infidelity and the resultant bastard had been the motive for murder..Barty's mathematical genius
proved to have a valuable practical application. Even in his blindness, he perceived patterns where those with sight did not. Working with Tom
Vanadium, he devised strikingly successful investment strategies based on subtleties of the stock market's historical performance. By the 1980s, the
foundation's annual return on its endowment averaged twenty-six percent: excellent in light of the fact that the runaway inflation of the 1970s had
been curbed..Sometimes, just the thought of getting in the car and venturing into the dangerous world was intolerable. Then he settled into his
La-ZBoy and waited for the natural disaster that would soon scrub him off the earth as though he had never existed.."Nevertheless, even if Muffin
assaulted you, she's otherwise such a sweet little thing. What would Maria think of you if you told her you'd smashed poor Muffin with a
shovel?".Stepping forward lightly, lightly, as he swung the candlestick, Junior saw the dinner guest stiffen, perhaps sensing danger or at least
movement, but it was too late. The guy didn't even have time to turn his head or duck..The prickly-bur ghosts of two little children didn't concern
him. At worst, they were spiritual gnats..Hound meant well in sending the young man to Samory, but he did not understand the quality of Otter's
will. Nor did Otter himself. He was too used to obeying others to see that in fact he had always followed his own bent, and too young to believe
that anything he did could kill him.."Done," Agnes said. "Now put away the three dollars, and let's have our lesson before my water
breaks.".Anyway, the thing that scared her was not the monstrous father of this child. The fearsome thing was the decision that she had made a few
minutes ago, in the unused hospital room on the seventh floor..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..Then her breath caught repeatedly in her breast as her throat tightened against the influx of air. One
particularly difficult inhalation dissolved into a sob, and she wept.."Well, Uncle Jacob doesn't understand kids. Anyway, this is pretty good
stuff.".Then it would stop. The torment would stop. Surely. His sense of drift, of sliding aimlessly through the days, would lift from him, and he
would find purpose once more in determined self-improvement. He would definitely learn French and German. He would take cooking classes and
become a culinary master. Karate, too..In each savings account, he deposited five hundred dollars in cash. He tucked twenty thousand in crisp new
bills into each safe-deposit box..Celestina's question had been about Phimie, but they had told her about the baby, and she was alarmed by their
evasion..The bitch was getting tired, but Junior still didn't like his odds in a hand-to-hand confrontation. Her hair was disarranged. Her eyes flashed
with such wildness that he was half convinced he saw elliptical pupils like those of a jungle cat. Her lips were skinned back from her teeth in a
snarl..As the fragrances of wet wool and sodden denim rose from her sweater and jeans, Agnes switched on the heater and angled the vanes of the
middle vent toward Barty. "Honey, turn that other vent toward yourself.".the social worker and her family. Husband, wife, daughter, son. The little
girl smiled shyly through braces. The boy was impish..The study was the size of a bathroom. The cramped space barely allowed for a battered pine
desk, a chair, and one filing cabinet.."I didn't know her well. She didn't hang out or party much--especially after the baby.".His attention, as morbid
as a circling vulture, settled upon the pianist's right hand. The left was open, palm down. But the right was crumpled shut, palm up..This was not
the time to ponder the nature of the relationship between the treacherous Miss Bressler and Vanadium. Junior had a bloody trail to cover, and
precious time was ticking away..The reverend said, "I'm sure you underestimate my parishioners, Celestina. They won't be scandalized. They'll
open their hearts.".Considering his battered and stitched face, considering also his tragic and colorful history, Vanadium spoke with remarkably
little drama. His voice was calm, nearly flat, rising and falling so little that he almost talked in a monotone..THOUGH OTHERS MIGHT see magic
in the world, Edom was enthralled only by mechanism: the great destructive machine of nature grinding everything to dust. Yet wonder suddenly
bloomed in him at the sight of the ace bearing his nephew's name..He nervously fingered the fabric of his slacks, outlining the quarter in his pocket.
Still there..A MOMENTOUS DAY for Celestina, a night of nights, and a new dawn in the forecast: Here began the life about which she'd dreamed
since she was a young girl..We cherish the old stories for their changelessness. Arthur dreams eternally in Avalon. Bilbo can go "there and back
again," and "there" is always the beloved familiar Shire. Don Quixote sets out forever to kill a windmill... So people turn to the realms of fantasy
for stability, ancient truths, immutable simplicities..She struggled, wept, pretended disgust, faked shame, swore to bring the police down on him.
Another man, not as highly skilled at reading men as Junior, might have thought the girl's resistance was genuine, Sat her charges of rape were
sincere. Any other man might have backed off, but Junior was neither fooled nor confused..The parsonage was a clean, respectable, and even
charming house, but nothing about it might be called grand. No sweeping staircase offered a glamorous showcase adequate for Scarlett O'Hara.
Instead, the stairs were enclosed, accessed by a door in one comer of the living room..Smiling, pulling the blanket more tightly around herself, she
said, "You look after your old mom, don't you?".proud," she said, smiling as she quoted one of their father's most familiar sermons, "nor
powerful-".The spectral singer didn't exhibit her blood-and-bone sisters' reluctance to pursue her man..Cops at the doorstep, the lunatic bitch with
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the chair, the clergyman's curse-all this amounted to more than even a committed man could handle. Get out of the present, go for the
future..Furrowing her brow and narrowing her eyes as though prepared to scold him, she slowly lowered her face to his, until their noses were
touching, and she whispered, "Because it's more fun if it's secret."."He'll just think I'm an incompetent detective. If he comes around wanting his
five hundred bucks back, I'll give it to him.".Jacob trusted no one but Agnes and Edom. He'd trusted Joey Lampion, too, after years of wary
observance. Now Joey was dead, and his corpse was in the embalming chamber of the Panglo Funeral Home..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..By Thursday, the eruption
passed from him. Because he'd had the self-control not to claw his face or hands, he was presentable enough to venture out into the city; although if
people in the streets could have Seen the weeping scabs and inflamed scratches that tattooed his body and limbs, they would have fled with the
grim certainty that the black."Thursday it is," he said, clearly delighted to be receiving only a third of the fair-market rental from his
apartment..Sparky Vox-with less training in theology and philosophy than his guest, but with a spiritual insight that any overeducated Jesuit would
have to admire, even if grudgingly-had settled Vanadium's uneasy conscience. "The problem with movies and books is they make evil look
glamorous, exciting, when it's no such thing. It's boring and it's depressing and it's stupid. Criminals are all after cheap thrills and easy money, and
when they get them, all they want is more of the same, over and over. They're shallow, empty, boring people who couldn't give you five minutes of
interesting conversation if you had the piss-poor luck to be at a party full of them. Maybe some can be monkey-clever some of the time, but they
aren't hardly ever smart. God must surely want us to laugh at these fools, because if we don't laugh at 'em, then one way or another, we give 'em
respect. If you don't mock a bastard like Cain, if you fear him too much or even if you just look at him in an all-solemn sort of way, then you're
paying him more respect than I ever intend to. Another glass of wine?"
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