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Young boys, however, are not moved by scenery, especially not when their hearts are adventuring on Mars..The boy didn't at once answer, and
when Agnes looked up from Red Planet, she saw that he was staring oddly at her. He squinted, as if puzzled, and said, "The twisty spots just
jumped off the page right up on your face.".Glorying in the cloudless day and the warmer than usual weather, he drove seventy miles north,
through phalanxes of evergreens that marched down the steep hills to the scenic coast. All the way, he monitored the traffic in his rearview mirror.
No one followed him..Paul in the guest room again. Sweeping a bedside lamp to the floor, lifting the nightstand..Atop the dead woman, Vanadium's
leather ID holder ignited. The identification card would bum, but the badge was not likely to melt. The police would also identify the revolver..He
had been surprised to learn her age. She didn't appear to be that old. Thirty or not, Victoria was unusually attractive.."It was in your heart, too, and
anything that's in your heart is there for anyone to see. Will your father marry us?".Edom and Jacob Isaacson were her older brothers, who lived in
two small apartments above the four-car garage at the back of the property.."Now this. But even if your dad had cooperated with me, nothing
would have changed. Since Phimie never revealed his name, I wouldn't have been able to go after Cain any differently or more effectively."."Too
bad. You might have used that to bargain with.".Although the mummifying fog wound white mysteries around even the most ordinary objects and
wrapped every citizen in anonymity, Vanadium preferred to approach the apartment building with utmost discretion. Whatever the length of his
stay in this place, he would never arrive or depart through the front door or even through the basement level garage-until perhaps his last day..Paul
recalled the letter he had written to Reverend Harrison White a couple weeks after the death of Joey Lampion. He'd carried it home from the
pharmacy on the day that Perri died, to ask for her opinion of it. The letter had never been mailed..No, impossible. He had killed Victoria almost a
year and a half before this phone call. When you were dead, you were gone forever..Had Kathleen Klerkle been a man, she would have enjoyed
larger quarters in a newer building in a better part of town. She was more gentle and respectful of the patient's comfort than any male dentist Nolly
had ever known, but prejudice hampered women in her profession..Barty came out of the house with the library copy of Podkayne Of Mary, which
his mother had promised to read to him later, in the hospital. "Are we all going?" he asked..The narrow brick-paved serviceway lay five feet below.
The maniac had knocked over trash cans while making his escape, but he wasn't tumbled among the rest of the garbage..He met her eyes, but at
once shifted his gaze to the porch floor again. "I've come to say ... how sorry I am, how miserably sorry.".And the mills of capitalism provide them.
Supply meets demand. Fantasy becomes a commodity, an industry..This wasn't the same Enoch Cain whom Vanadium had known three years ago
in Spruce Hills. That man had been utterly ruthless but not a wild, raging animal, coldly determined but never obsessive. That Cain had been too
calculating and too self-controlled to have been swept into the emotional frenzy required to produce this blood graffiti and to act out the symbolic
mutilation of Bartholomew with a knife..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..Likewise, she wasn't prepared to deal with a monster like the father, if one day he came for Angel. And he would come. She knew. In
these events as in all things, Celestina White glimpsed a pattern, complex and mysterious, and to the eye of an artist, the symmetry of the design
required that one day the father would come. She wasn't prepared to deal with the creep now, but by the time that he arrived, she would be ready
for him..From time to time, he halted, leaning against the walker as if in need of rest. He took care occasionally to grimace-convincingly, not too
theatrically---and to breathe harder than necessary..From the chair in the comer, where Agnes sat, it seemed that Joshua took an inordinately long
time on what was usually a quick examination. Worry so weighed on her that the physician's customary thoroughness seemed, this time, to be filled
with dire meaning.."He knew how you felt about having too much life insurance. So he didn't disclose it to you.".The tone sounded, as promised,
and a man's voice spoke from the box: "It's Max. You're psychic. I found the hospital here. Poor kid bad a cerebral hemorrhage, arising from a
hyperensive crisis caused by ... eclampsia, I think it is. Baby survived. Call me, huh?".Beyond the window, behind veils of rain and fog, the
metropolis appeared to be more enigmatic than Stonehenge, as unknowable as any city in our dreams..He considered calling her, but he didn't know
what he would say if she answered..Without using his flashlight, depending only on the moon, he ascended through the cemetery to the service
road.."I wouldn't just whack anyone, not even a worm bucket like Cain, any more than I would commit suicide. Remember, I believe in eternal
consequences.".Now Barty peered at the card, smacked his lips, smiled, and said, "Ga." With a flatulent squawk of the butt trumpet, he soiled his
diaper,.Junior hurried out of the kitchen and along the hallway to the front door. He ran silently, landing on his toes like a dancer. His natural
athletic grace was one of the things that drew so many women to him..Aftermath was not important. Only movement mattered. Just forget the
busload of nuns smashed on the tracks, and stay with the onrushing train. Keep moving, looking forward, always forward..Another stiff might have
required dragging; but Neddy weighed hardly more than a five-foot-ten breadstick. Junior hauled the body off the ground and slung it over one
shoulder in a fireman's carry..In spite of the bravado of the responses in Junior's unspoken half of the conversation, he was increasingly unnerved
by Vanadium. The cop was a lunatic, all right, but he was something more than a mere nut case.."Done," Agnes said. "Now put away the three
dollars, and let's have our lesson before my water breaks.".Shortly before ten o'clock, Junior returned to the cemetery and left his Suburban where
the Negro mourners had parked earlier in the day. His was the only vehicle on the service road.."Our little girl's going to walk backward her whole
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life if you drive in reverse all the way to the hospital.".After supper in a roadside diner, Paul returned to his room and studied a tattered map of the
western United States, the latest of several he'd worn out over the years. Depending on the weather and the steepness of the terrain, he might be
able to reach Spruce Hills, Oregon, in ten days..pending storm gathered as if called forth by a curse cooked up from eye of newt, toe of frog, wool
of bat, and tongue of dog..Celestina looked up from the scarred top of the desk toward the fog-white sky beyond the window, from reality to the
promise..Harmless though they were, the sight of them, swaddled and for the most part concealed, first troubled him and then quickly brought him
--inexplicably, irrationally, undeniably--to the trembling edge of outright fear..When he closed his eyes, he saw a bowling pin, a leftover image
from his with-seed days. In less than a minute, he was able to make the pin dematerialize, filling his mind with featureless, soundless, soothing,
white nothingness..Switching on the windshield wipers, Joey said, "That's the first time I've ever heard you admit that either of your brothers is
odd."..These weren't lakes of blood, just smears, so Junior could wipe them up quickly, once he got the corpse out of the hallway, but the sight of
them further infuriated him. He was here to bring closure to all the unfinished business of Spruce Hills, to free himself from vengeful spirits, to
better his life and plunge henceforth entirely into a bright new future. He wasn't here, damn it, to do building maintenance.."Not that trains are any
better. Look at the Bakersfield crash back in '60. Santa Fe Chief, out of San Francisco, smashed into an oil-tank truck. Seventeen people crushed,
burned in a river of fire.".Or as her father often said, happily mocking his own rhetorical eloquence: "Brighten the comer where you are, and you
will light the world.".You scrawl names on the walls with your own blood, play Psycho with a Sheetrock stand-in for Janet Leigh-and then fly off
to Reno for a weekend of blackjack, stage shows, and all-you-can-eat buffets. Not likely..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..Fortunately, just as he was about to declare his
gut feelings to his superior and risk dismissal, he saw his potential patient. At fifteen, Seraphim was breathtakingly beautiful, in her own way as
striking as Naomi, and instinct told Junior that the chance of being physically or morally polluted by her was negligible.."Well, the lab could detect
abnormally high salt levels, but that wouldn't matter in court. He could say he ate a lot of salty foods."."It's what?" asked the detective, for with the
exception of his teeth, he was not a self-improved individual..He thought he heard the soft swoosh of knife-edge wings slicing the January air. He
dared not look up. More in his throat. The agony. Darkness poured into his head, as if it were blood rising relentlessly from his flooded stomach
and esophagus..Reminding himself that nature was merely a dumb machine, utterly devoid of mystery, and that the unknown would always prove
familiar if you dared to lift its veil, Junior discovered he could move. Each of his feet seemed to weigh as much as one of Wroth Griskin's cast
bronzes, but he crossed the sidewalk an went into Galerie Coquin..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..Heaven, and his words touched
a tenderness in her, overlaying an arc of pain across the curve of her smile.."If you're a dowser, better dowse," said Licky, coming up alongside him
and looking sidelong into his face. "And if you're not, you'd better dowse all the same. That way you'll stay above ground longer.".The morning
that it happened, Tom Vanadium rose later than usual, shaved, showered, and then used the telephone in Paul's downstairs study to call Max Bellini
in San Francisco and to speak, as well, with authorities in both the Oregon State Police and the Spruce Hills Police Department..So quick, this
violence, over even as it began. Because he had no interest in aftermath, however, Junior suffered no disappointment at the briefness of the thrill.
The past was past, and as he closed the front door and stepped around the body, he focused on the future..Junior couldn't imagine why some Negro
stranger would want to intrude. He hoped there wouldn't be trouble.."I'm a less philosophical sort than Kathleen," Nolly said, "so what I've been
wondering is where you learned the tricks with the quarter. How is it you're priest, cop-and amateur magician?".By lunch, he had turned the final
page, and he was so full of the tale that he seemed to have no room for food. While his mother kept reminding him to eat, he regaled her with the
details of John Thomas Stuart's great adventures with Lummox, as though every word that Heinlein had written were not science fiction, but
truth..The lawyer's eyes appeared as round as his face. "Aggie, please don't tell me you've started to share Jacob's ... enthusiasms? ".Embarrassed,
Kathleen stopped singing, but to the other woman, Nolly said, "It is a lovely voice, isn't it? Haunting, I think."."I'm paying," Celestina insisted
when they were seated. "I'm now a successful artist, with untold numbers of critics just waiting to savage me.".Knickknacks and mementos were
not to be found anywhere in the house. And until now Junior had seen nothing hanging on the barren walls except a calendar in the kitchen..His
precious wife had fallen from the tower and died only hours before this girl was born. This girl ... this vessel..Two more uniformed officers had
entered the kitchen, fresh from their search of the apartment. They were amused.."I'm not a burglar, Mr. Cain. No client has enough money to make
me risk prison. Besides, even if you could steal their files, you would probably discover that the babies' identities are coded, and without the code,
you'd still be nowhere.".Lined up on the kitchen table were green-grape-and-apple pies. The thick domed crusts, with their deeply fluted edges,
were the coppery gold of precious coins..Junior glanced over his shoulder even as Celestina turned and fled. He caught only a glimpse of her
disappearing into the inner hallway..Besides, he wasn't on the Greenbaum Gallery customer list and didn't have an invitation..Celestina expected to
be taken to a waiting room, but instead the nun escorted her to surgical prep..Their struggle to put their sorrow into words moved Agnes not
because they cared so deeply, but because in the end they were unable to express themselves adequately. Without the relief provided by expression,
their anguish grew corrosive. Their lifelong introversion left them without the social skills to unburden themselves or to provide solace to others.
Worse, their obsessions with death, in all its many means and mechanisms, had prepared them to expect Barty's cancer, which left them neither
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shocked nor capable of consolation, but merely resigned. Ultimately, in great frustration, each twin was reduced to fragmented sentences, crippled
gestures, quiet tears-and Agnes became the only consoler..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..Recalling how the title of the exhibition
had resonated with him when first he'd seen the gallery, brochure, Junior felt certain now that a tape-recorded early draft of this sermon was the
kinky "music" that accompanied his evening of passion with Seraphim. He couldn't remember one word of it, let alone any element that would
have deeply moved a national radio audience, but this didn't mean that he was shallow or incapable of being touched by philosophical speculations.
He'd been so distracted by the erotic perfection of Seraphim's young body and so busy jumping her that he wouldn't have remembered a word,
either, if Zedd himself had been sitting on the bed, discussing the human condition with his customary brilliance..She realized she hadn't turned on
the radio. Before she could reach for the switch, she was asleep..Her hands were locked together in her lap, gripped so tightly for so long that the
muscles in her forearms ached. "What's wrong?".The striking resemblance between this artist and Seraphim, as well as the facts in the biographical
sketch under the photo, argued that the two were sisters..She dealt with them equally, too, favoring neither-except in-the matter of pie delivery. On
those rare occasions when she could not make these rounds herself and when she had no one to turn to but a brother, Agnes always asked for
Edom's help..In the glamorous cocktail lounge of this elegant hotel, 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..Suitcases seemed to be
missing. Some clothes, as well. Could mean a weekend vacation..Of course, he had the Pinchbeck and Gammoner identities waiting, two escape
hatches. But he didn't want to use them. He liked his life on Russian Hill, and he was loath to leave it..Apparently, he'd been drooling for a long
time. Where his chin and throat were not sticky, a crust of dried saliva glazed his skin..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..Fascinated by this strange new realm, Angel returned to her chair periodically, between explorations, to sip apple juice
and to reveal her latest discoveries: "They got yellow shelf paper. They got potatoes in a drawer. They got four kinds of pickles in the refrigerator.
They got a toaster under a sock with pictures of birds on it.".Thrusting his finger toward the table with each repetition of the word, Barty happily
insisted, "Pie, pie, pie, pie, pie, pie, pie, pie.".As usual, Vanadium had spoken in a monotone, putting no special emphasis on those two words. Yet
Junior sensed that the detective harbored doubts about the explanation of the girl's death..With that thought, he made himself laugh. Unfortunately,
his laughter was high-pitched and shaky, and it scared the hell out of him.."And," Joshua cautioned, "you better prepare for a long day. I'm pretty
sure Dr. Chan will want to consult with an oncologist.".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.When her hand went limp in Celestina's, her body sagged, too, and her eyes were no longer either focused or rolling wildly.
They shimmered into stillness, darkled with death, as the cardiac monitor sang the one long note that signified flatline..All right, yes, it had tiny
hands and tiny feet, rather than hooked talons and cloven.Zedd endorses self-pity, but only if you learn to use it as a springboard to anger, because
anger-like hatred--can be a healthy emotion when properly channeled. Anger can motivate you to heights of achievement you otherwise would
never know, even just the simple furious determination to prove wrong the bastards who mocked you, to rub their faces in the fact of your success.
Anger and hatred have driven all great political leaders, from Hider to Stalin to Mao, who wrote their names indelibly across the face of history,
and who were-each, in his own way-eaten with self-pity when young.."The pepper tree had been whispering in the breeze, the roses nodding their
bright heads. Now a stillness came into the cemetery, as if rising from beneath the grass, from out of that city of the lost.."You'd never cheat me. I
know you. We'd have Christmas twice a year and parties for half birthdays.".Jacob Isaacson--twin brother of Edom-knew nothing negative about
Panglo, but he didn't trust him. If the mortician had been caught prying gold teeth from the dead and carving satanic symbols in their buttocks,
Jacob would have said, "It figures." If Panglo had saved bottles of infected blood from diseased cadavers, and if one day he ran through town,
splashing it in the faces of unsuspecting citizens, Jacob would not have raisers one eyebrow in surprise..After arranging to have the gallery deliver
his acquisition, Junior stopped in a nearby diner for lunch. The place specialized in superb heartland food: meat loaf, fried chicken, macaroni and
cheese..Now, after removing the four decks of cards from the pressboard packs in which they had come, Jacob lined them up side by side on the
scarred maple top of the table..When Frieda finished retching and passed out in a heap, Junior left her on the floor and immediately set out to
explore her rooms..Caesar Zedd recommended not merely seizing the day but devouring it. Chew it up, feed on the day, swallow the day whole.
Feast, said Zedd, feast, approach life as a gourmet and as a glutton, because he who practices restraint will have stored up no sustaining memories
when famine inevitably comes..The moment that the roof of the car vanished beneath the water, Junior hurried away, retracing on foot the route he
had driven. He didn't have to go all the way back to Vanadium's place, only to the dark house where he'd left Victoria Bressler. He had a date with
a dead woman..In truth, he was terrified. Although his need for her company was so profound that it seemed to arise from his marrow, a part of him
marveled-and trembled-at his dedicated pursuit of her.."It's a miracle both of you didn't go through that railing," the attorney agreed..On January 1,
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1966, five days before Barty's first birthday, Agnes discovered him, in his playpen, engaged in unusual toe play. He wasn't simply, randomly
tickling or tugging on his toes. Between thumb and forefinger, he firmly pinched the little piggy on his left foot, and then one by one pinched his
way to the biggest toe. His attention shifted to his right foot, on which he first pinched the big toe before systematically working down to the
smallest..At the bedside, Joshua Nunn, friend and physician, looked up as Paul approached. He rose as though under a yoke of iron..She expected
him to be gone, snatched by an accomplice who had come in the back way while Deed had distracted her at the front door..By his twelfth month, he
was toilet-trained, and every time that he had the need to use his colorful little bathroom chair, he proudly and repeatedly announced to everyone,
"Barty potty.".Raising his revolver, Tom squeezed off two shots, but the gun didn't discharge..Bent like an ape, he humped the musician north
along the alley. The original cobblestone pavement had been coated with blacktop, but in places the modem material had cracked and worn away,
providing a treacherously uneven surface made even more treacherous by a skin of moisture shed by the fog. He stumbled and slipped repeatedly,
but he used his anger to keep his balance and be a winner, until he found a distant enough dumpster.."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-"."Oh? Do they rent their
house out to pirates with little pirate children, clowns with little clown children?".Dr. Walter Lipscomb's fingers were longer and more supple than
the pianist's, and he had the presence of a great symphony conductor for whom a raised baton was superfluous, who commanded attention by the
mere fact of his entry. A tower of authority and self-possession, he said to the becalmed Neddy, "I am this child's physician. She was born
underweight and held in hospital to cure an ear infection. You sound as if you have an incipient case of bronchitis that will manifest in twenty-four
hours, and I'm sure you wouldn't want to be responsible for this baby being endangered by viral disease.".He spent the afternoon with her and
stayed for dinner. He ate at her bedside, feeding both himself and her, balancing the progress of his meal with hers, so they finished together. He'd
never fed her before, yet he wasn't awkward with her, or she with him, and later what he remembered of dinner was the conversation, not the
logistics..The shriek of the sirens groaned into silence. The police must have pulled to the curb in the street..Second, Thomas Vanadium received
no mention: Therefore, his body hadn't been found in the lake. He still ought to be under suspicion in the Bressler case. And if new evidence
cleared him of suspicion, then his disappearance should have been mentioned, and he should have been listed as another possible victim of the
Shamefaced Slayer, the Bandaged Butcher, as the tabloids had dubbed Junior..What the commodifiers of fantasy count on and exploit is the
insuperable imagination of the reader, child or adult, which gives even these dead things life-of a sort, for a while..Holding a shaker in each hand,
Tom walked them forward, causing them to diverge slightly at first, but then moving them along exactly parallel to each other..PERRI'S
POLIO-WHITTLED body did not test the strength of her pallbearers. The minister prayed for her soul, her friends mourned her loss, and the earth
received her.."Making too many wrong choices," Grace White said, "produces too many branches-a gnarled, twisted, ugly growth."."Oh, that's me,
all right. I'm on the FBIs most-wanted list for criminal pie jostling.".Allowing one month for the job might be optimistic. On the other hand, he'd
had a long time to perfect a strategy.."Chateau Le Bucks, 1886. We can have a bottle of that or you could buy a new car, and personally I believe
thirst comes before transportation.".Agnes invited everyone to stay for dinner. The pies were no sooner finished than large cook pots, saucepans,
colanders, and other heavy artillery were requisitioned from the Lampion culinary arsenal..Maria set aside two cards before turning another faceup.
This was also an ace of hearts..Bad news. Having been identified by another guest put Junior at risk of later being tied to the killing; having been
recognized by a close personal friend of Celestina White's was even worse. It had become imperative now that he know why the pianist had been
watching him from across the room with such intensity..As instructed earlier by phone, Junior purchased a large box of Raisinettes and a box of
Milk Duds at the refreshment stand, and then he sat in one of the last three rows in the center section, eating the Milk Duds, grimacing at the sticky
noises his shoes made when he moved them on the tacky floor, and waiting for Google to find him..On Tuesday evening, September 7, after half an
hour in the lotus position, thinking about nothing whatsoever but a white pin with two black bands at its neck and the number I painted on its head,
Junior went to bed at eleven o'clock and set his alarm for three in the morning, when he intended to shoot himself..His silent tears accomplished
what his words could not: Nork, Knacker, and Hisscus retreated, urging him to speak to his attorney, promising to return, once more expressing
their deepest condolences, perhaps as abashed as attorneys and political appointees could get, but certainly confused and unsure how to proceed
when dealing with a man so untouched by greed, so free of anger, so forgiving as the widower Cain..But the boy played no tricks against his father.
He took his beatings in silence and learned to hide his gift..With Naomi, sex had been glorious, because they were bonded on multiple levels, all
deeper than the mere physical. They had been so close, so emotionally and intellectually entwined, that in making love to her, he'd been making
love to himself; and he would never experience a greater intimacy than that..He heard her explain that the title of the exhibition had been inspired
by one of her father's sermons, which aired on a nationally syndicated weekly radio program more than three years ago. This wasn't a religious
program, per se, but rather one concerned with a search for meaning in life; it usually broadcast interviews with contemporary philosophers as well
as speeches by them, but from time to time featured a clergyman. Her father's sermon received the greatest response from listeners of anything
aired on the program in twenty years, and three weeks later, it was rerun by popular demand..Throughout the day, he tried not to think about the
four knaves. But he was an obsessive, of course, so in spite of all his trying, he did not succeed..On the nightstand stood a stainless-steel carafe
beaded with condensation. Maria took the cap off the water carafe, and with a longhandled spoon, she scooped out a chip of ice. Cupping her left
hand.When Paul practiced the quarter trick, he usually did so on the sofa or in an armchair, and always in a room with carpeting, because when
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dropped on a hard surface, the coin rolled and required too much chasing..Maria was hand-repairing some of Joey's clothes, which Agnes had
meticulously damaged earlier in the day..Nolly shook his head, setting a cotillion of warts and moles adance on his pendulous cheeks. "Ask any
adoptee who, as an adult, has tried to team the names of his real parents. Easier to drag a freight train up a mountain by your teeth.".He woke at
noon, eyes gummed shut with the effluence of sleep. He felt lousy, but he was in control of himself-and strong enough to fetch his suitcase, which
he'd been unable to carry upon arrival..He was filled with bitter remorse for having suspected Naomi of poisoning his cheese sandwich or his
apricots. She-had in fact adored him, as he had always believed. She would never have lifted a hand against him, never. Dear Naomi would have
died for him. In fact, she had..Paul didn't realize that Grace had followed them into the living room until she screamed. She started to push past
him, heading toward her husband even as Harrison went down..An exceptionally attractive woman, alone at the bar, stirred his desire. Glossy black
hair: the tresses of night itself, shorn from the sky.As she turned away from him and continued along the hall toward the kitchen, Agnes said,
"They'll be as good as new when she's mended them.''.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.
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