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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..She tried to raise her right hand, but it flopped uselessly and would not
respond,."It's just that you never know what anyone's hand has been up to recently," Jacob explained. "That respectable banker down the street
might have thirty dismembered women buried in his backyard. The nice church-going lady next door might be sleeping in the same bed with the
rotting corpse of a lover who tried to jilt her, and for a hobby she makes jewelry from the finger bones of preschool children she's tortured and
murdered.".When Agnes crunched the ice, the nurse said, "No, no. Don't swallow it all at once. Let it melt.".From the public hallway on the ground
level, stairs led to the upper three floors. He would be able to hear anyone descending long before they arrived..By the time he arrived at his
apartment, Junior could think of no better action to take, so he phoned Simon Magusson, his attorney in Spruce Hills..Dressed entirely in a shade of
pink that darkened to rouge when wet, Angel squealed and deserted Barty. Spotted-streaked-splashed, with false tears on her cheeks, with a darkly
glimmering crown of rain jewels in her hair, she raced up the steps as though she were a princess abandoned by her coachman, and allowed herself
to be scooped into her grandmother's arms..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.."But what made you
choose that life? You must have committed to the seminary awfully young.".The attorney's admission surprised Junior. This was probably as close
as Magusson would ever get to saying, Maybe you didn't kill your wife, after all, but he was by nature a nasty prick, so even an implied apology
was more than Junior had ever expected to receive..Like autumn-red ivy, lushly leafed vines of flame crawled up the house. The porch under them
was ablaze, as well. Shingles smoldered beneath their feet, and flames ringed the roof on which they stood..Nolly adored her laugh, so musical and
girlish. He would have made all sorts of a fool out of himself, anytime, just to hear it..He remembered the collection of Caesar Zedd self-help drivel
that had occupied a place of honor in the wife killer's former home in Spruce Hills. Cain owned a hardcover and a paperback of each of Zedd's
works. The more expensive editions had been pristine, as though they were handled only with gloves; but the text in the paperbacks had been
heavily underlined, and the corners of numerous pages had been bent to mark favorite passages..In the tree, the girl grinned. "Even if he stays up
there until dawn, he'll still be coming down in the dark, won't he. Oh, we'll be fine, Aunt Aggie..An outrageously sexy redhead hit on him as he
selected from an array of bomb-shaped canapes on a tray held by a waiter dressed as a ragged and soot-smeared blast survivor. Myrtle, the redhead,
preferred to be called Scamp, which Junior entirely understood. She wore a DayGlo green miniskirt, a spray-on white sweater, and a green
beret.."What car?" Celestina asked, stopping at the bottom of the steps and turning to look..As Obadiah lowered himself into a well-worn armchair,
he said to Edom, "Son, don't I know you from somewhere?".The station wagon rolled out, the Volkswagen bus followed it, and Wally brought up
the rear. "Wagons, ho!" he announced. The morning that it happened, Barty ate breakfast in the Lampion kitchen with Angel, Uncle Jacob, and two
brainless friends..According to the brief biographic note with the picture, Celestina White was a graduate of San Francisco's Academy of Art
College. She had been born and raised in Spruce Hills, Oregon, the daughter of a minister..Instead of immediately killing anyone, Junior returned
to his apartment on the afternoon of December 29, and went to bed, fully clothed. To calm down. To think about focus..The voice continued,
issuing from a device that stood on the desk beside the phone. "Please don't bang up. This is a telephone answering machine Leave a message after
you bear the tone, and I will return your call later ".After just twenty-one days, the boy's adaptation to blindness was amazing but clearly the
gathered audience stood in anticipation of something more remarkable than his unhalting progress and unerring sense of direction..The dinner guest
leaned back into the car, as though to retrieve something. Perhaps he, too, had been considerate enough to bring a small gift for his
hostess.."Bartholomew, huh?" asked Wally as he piloted them through banks of earthbound clouds.."Consider what I told you," Dr. Salk urged.
"Your Perri would want you to think about it.".Lifting his martini, theatrically gesturing to the tablecloth where the glass had stood, as though the
lack of coins proved that he, too, had sorcerous power, Nolly said, "Another round of this magical concoction? ".Junior levered up, scrambled up,
vaulted over, and crashed into the deep bin, with every intention of landing on his feet. But he overshot, slammed his shoulder into the back wall of
the container, fell to his knees, and sprawled facedown in the trash..For more than twenty-three years, he'd given his big toe little consideration, had
taken it for granted, had treated it with shameful neglect. Now this lower digit seemed precious, a comparatively small fixture of flesh, but as
important to his image of himself as his nose or either of his eyes..Then came the Year of the Tiger, 1974. Gasoline shortages, panic buying,
mile-long lines at service stations. Patty Hearst kidnapped. Nixon gone in disgrace. Hank Aaron toppled Babe Ruth's longstanding home-run
record, and the inflation rate topped fifteen percent, and the legendary Muhammad Ali defeated George Foreman to regain his world-heavyweight
title..In the face of his kindness, however, she couldn't refuse his request. She nodded..He rode up to the third of five floors in the service elevator,
which other tenants were permitted to use only when moving in or moving out, or when taking delivery of large items of furniture. Another
elevator, at the front of the building, was too public to suit his purposes..During the first year of her illness, she had been slowly weaned off an iron
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lung. Until she was seventeen, she required the chest respirator, but gradually gained the strength to breathe unassisted..For a driver who had just
engaged in a demolition derby with a house, the mummified man was steady on his feet and unhesitant in his actions. He turned to Harrison White
and shot him twice in the chest..Alone again with Wally, Celestina said, "They told me that once you regained consciousness, I can only visit ten
minutes at a time, and not that often, either.".Foreword.She woke weeping from the dreams, and she wanted no witnesses. She wasn't embarrassed
by her tears. She just didn't want to share them with anyone but Barty..She devoted half her work time to the neighbors-in-need route that Agnes
had established and steadily expanded, the other half to her painting. She was in no rush to mount a new show; anyway, she didn't dare renew
contact with the Greenbaum Gallery or with anyone at all from her past life, until the police found Enoch Cain.."Well, it still is to me. But what I've
been wondering ... when you talk about all the ways things are ... is there someplace where you don't have this problem with your eyes?".The word
need, instead of want, moved Paul to follow the doctor across the coffee shop..Tom Vanadium, on the other hand, was certain that Cain, having
prepared for the possibility that something would go wrong during his assault on Celestina, wouldn't be easy to locate or to apprehend. In
Vanadium's view, the maniac either had a bolt-hole waiting in the city or was already out of the SFPD's jurisdiction..He was focused enough, in
fact, to find Bob Chicane, kill the insulting bastard and get away with it..From childhood, Celestina was encouraged to be confident that life had
meaning, and when she'd needed to share that belief with Dr. Lipscomb as he struggled to come to terms with his experience in the operating room,
she'd done so without hesitation. Strangely, however, she herself was having difficulty absorbing these two small miracles..Nevertheless, Junior
was thrilled to hear the name Bartholomew, and to know that the boy of whom Celestina spoke was the Bartholomew of Bartholomews, the
menacing presence in his unremembered dream, the threat to his fortune and future that must be eliminated.."Fifteen fifty-six?" Bill frowned. "Hell,
the Chinese probably didn't even have mud back then.".He knew that he needed to get a grip on himself. But he could not keep his breathing slow
and deep, couldn't remember any of Zedd's other foolproof methods of self-control, couldn't recall a single useful meditative technique..He wanted,
all right, but -intuition warned him that he ought to continue to be discreet for a while longer..Crossing Spruce Hills with John, Paul, George,
Ringo, and dead Thomas, Junior headed back toward Victoria's place, where Sinatra was no longer singing.."-called himself King Obadiah,
Pharaoh of the Fantastic. He traveled all over the country playing nightclubs-".This Dry Sack-assisted effort at recollection, however, brought back
to him one thing in addition to all the sweet lubricious images of Seraphim naked. The voice of her father. On the tape recorder. The reverend
droning on and on as Junior pinned the devout daughter to the mattress..At Thanksgiving dinner, again at the three tables set end to end, in the year
of the triple zero, Mary Lampion, now fourteen years old, made an interesting announcement over the pumpkin pie. In her travels where none but
she could go, after seven fascinating years of exploring a fraction of all the infinite worlds, she said she sensed beyond doubt that, as Barty's mother
had told him on her deathbed, there is one special place beyond all the ways things are, one shining place..Neither Agnes nor Edom knew of Jacob's
great skill with cards. He had been discreet about his apprenticeship with Obadiah, and for almost twenty years, he'd resisted the urge to dazzle his
siblings with his expertise..Scamp had fabulous legs, and her bralessness left no doubts about the lusciousness and authenticity of her chest, but
after an hour of conversation about something or other, before suggesting that they leave together, Junior maneuvered her into a reasonably private
corner and discreetly put a hand up her skirt, just to confirm that his gender suspicions were correct..At the end of his fourth month, instead of in
his seventh, he said "Mama," and clearly knew what it meant. He repeated it when he wanted to get her attention..He nodded. "The effect not only
comes before a cause in this case, but completely without a cause. The effect is staying dry in the rain, but the cause-supposedly walking in a dryer
world-never occurs. Only the idea of it.".Alarmed, concerned that his patient's emotional reaction would lead to racking sobs, which in turn might
stimulate abdominal spasms and renewed vomiting, Parkhurst called for a nurse and prescribed the immediate administration of diazepam..Maria's
face gathered into a frown, like a piece of brown cloth cinched by a series of whipstitches. "Six lessons.".In the execution, he was likewise
scrupulous, for he didn't want the grownups to see what Angel saw; he preferred they believe it was sleight of hand-or magic. After the usual
moves, he briefly closed his right hand around the coin, then with a snap of his wrist, flung it at Angel, simultaneously distracting with flourishes
aplenty..it to the granite-topped secretary, and sat in front of the telephone. Previously,.Considering Junior's actions on his last night in Spruce
Hills, eleven months ago, he must be cautious now. Without incriminating himself, pretending ignorance, he hoped to learn if his carefully planned
scenario, regarding Victoria's death and Vanadium's sudden disappearance, had convinced the authorities-or whether something had gone wrong
that might explain the quarter at the diner..The nurse was in was gone, but Maria remained in attendance. She the vinyl-and-stainless-steel
armchair, busy at.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..From his early adolescence, Edom was drawn to gardening, taking special pleasure in the cultivation of
hybrid roses. He'd been only sixteen when one of his blooms earned first place in a flower show. When his father learned about the competition, he
regarded Edom's pursuit of the prize as a grievous sin of pride. The punishment left Edom bedridden for three days, and when he came downstairs
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at last, he discovered that his father had torn out all the rose bushes..Fear clotted in Junior's veins, and he stood like an impacted embolism in the
busy flow of pedestrians, certain that he himself would at any moment succumb to a stroke..Two teenage boys and one elderly woman scrambled
across the sidewalk, grabbing at the ringing rain of quarters. They caught some, but others bounced and twirled through their grasping fingers,
rolling-spinning away into the gutter..With his empty sockets draped by unsupported lids, Barty rode home wearing padded eye patches under
sunglasses, his cane propped against the seat at his side, as though he were costumed for a role in a play filled with a Dickensian amount of
childhood suffering..Agnes discovered, from her research, that among child prodigies, Barty was not a wonder of wonders. Some math whizzes
were absorbed by algebra and even by geometry before their third birthdays. Jascha Heifetz, became an accomplished violinist at three, and by six,
he played the concertos of Mendelssohn and Tchaikovsky; Ida Haendel performed them when she was five..Angel pointed to a Mercedes parked
about forty feet behind the Buick, just as its headlights went off..Thrilled to have inspired this awe in her, he closed the book. "Remember what we
talked about a long time ago? You asked me how come, if I could walk where the rain wasn't. . . ".I. In the Dark Time.FOR AMERICANS OF
Chinese descent-and San Francisco has a large Chinese population-1965 was the Year of the Snake. For Junior Cain, it was the Year of the Gun,
though it didn't start out that way.."So what I am is I'm your talking eyes." Lowering her hand from his face, Angel said, "Do you know where
bacon comes from?".Grinning but with an odd edge of concern in his expression that Celestina could see even through her tears, Wally said, "Does
that mean you ... you will?".Friday night, mystified and troubled, he hadn't slept much, and each time that he dozed off, he had dreamed of being
alone in a bosky woods, stalked by a sinister presence, unseen but undeniable. This predator crept in silence through the underbrush,
indistinguishable from the lowering trees among which it glided, as fluid and as cold as moonlight, but darker than the night, gaining on him
relentlessly. Each time that he sensed it springing toward him for the kill, Jacob woke, once with Barty's name on his lips, calling out to the boy as
though in warning, and once with two words: the knave. . . ..No longer able to judge the boy's degree of sleepiness by his eyes, she relied on him to
tell her when to stop reading. At his request, she closed the book after forty-seven pages, at the end of Chapter 2..Leashed like a dog, he walked
along, sullen and shivering with sickness and rage. He stared around him, seeing the stone tower, stacks of wood by its wide doorway, rusty wheels
and machines by a pit, great heaps of gravel and clay. Turning his sore head made him dizzy..Aware of the mortician's new edginess, Jacob was
convinced that his initial distrust of Panglo was justified. This twitchy little guy seemed to have something to hide. Jacob didn't have to be a cop to
recognize nervousness born of guilt..Serving a formal dinner was Agnes's way of declaring-to herself more than to anyone else in attendance-that
the time had come for her to get on with life for Bartholomew's sake, but also for her own..Angel. A less exotic synonym for her own name.
Seraphim's angel. The angel of an angel..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..Junior was vigilant. He took note of all those who approached the piano,
whether they dropped money in the fishbowl or not.."We do look somewhat alike," Edom said, shifting his attention to Jacob's left ear..The
afternoon was winding down, and the lowering sky seemed to be drawn steadily toward the earth by threads of gray light that reeled westward, ever
faster, over the horizon's spool. The air smelled like rain waiting to happen.."And maybe," said Agnes, caught up in the speculation, "when your
life comes to an end in all those many branches, what you're finally judged on is the shape and the beauty of the tree.".Commodified fantasy takes
no risks: it invents nothing, but imitates and trivializes. It proceeds by depriving the old stories of their intellectual and ethical complexity, turning
their action to violence, their actors to dolls, and their truth- telling to sentimental platitude. Heroes brandish their swords, lasers, wands, as
mechanically as combine harvesters, reaping profits. Profoundly disturbing moral choices are sanitized, made cute, made safe. The passionately
conceived ideas of the great story-tellers are copied, stereotyped, reduced to toys, molded in bright-colored plastic, advertised, sold, broken, junked,
replaceable, interchangeable.."I'm afraid you're wrong." When Tom opened his left hand, the palm lay as bare as that of a blind beggar in a country
of thieves. Meanwhile, his right hand had tightened into a fist again..He placed a hand on her shoulder. "Don't beat up on yourself She's come this
far. And though I don't know the hospital in Oregon, I doubt the level of care would equal what she'll receive here.".Blind he remained until an
afternoon in May 1993, when at last the miracle occurred, and the meaning that Tom Vanadium had foreseen so long ago began to manifest..At the
far end of the table, Agnes shot up from her chair as her son said rain, and as he said wet, she spoke warningly: "Barty!".the hilly streets of the city,
ignoring all traffic lights and stop signs, pegging the speedometer needle at its highest mark, as though he might eventually be air-cooled by
sufficient speed. He wanted to slam through unwary pedestrians, crack their bones, and send them tumbling.."This will stay with you," Mary said.
"It's shared sight from all the other yous in all the other places, but you won't have to make any effort to hold on to it. No headaches. No problems
ever. Merry Christmas, Daddy.".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.".The boy dashed for the front passenger's door. Agnes didn't follow
him, because she knew that he would politely but pointedly express frustration if any attempt was made to help him with a task that he could
perform himself..Those spike-sharp eyes, - tenpenny gray, nailed Junior to the bed, pinning him for scrutiny..Robert Heinlein saved her. Over hot
dogs and chips, she read to Barty from Red Planet, beginning at the top of page 104. He had previously shared enough of the story with Agnes so
that she felt connected to the narrative, and soon she was sufficiently involved with the tale that she was better able to conceal her anguish..a time,
from the carafe on the nightstand. She spooned the ice into Junior's mouth not with the businesslike.His apartment, over the large garage, was
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reached by a set of exterior stairs. The space was divided into two rooms. The first was a combination living room and kitchenette, with a corner
dining table seating two. Beyond was a small bedroom with adjoining bath..Junior descended the escalator two steps at a time, not content to let it
carry him along at its own pace. When he reached the second floor, however, he found that Vanadium's ghost had done what ghosts do best: faded
away. Abandoning his search for the perfect tie chain but determined to remain calm, Junior decided to have lunch at the St. Francis
Hotel..Airborne, Phimie complained of ringing in her ears, which might have been related to the flight. She also suffered an episode of double
vision and, in the airport after landing, a nosebleed, which appeared to be related to her previous symptoms..Using a false name, claiming that he
was an adoptee, Junior made inquiries with several child-placement organizations, as well as with state and federal agencies. He discovered that
Wulfstan's story was true: Adoption records were sealed by law for the protection of the birth parents, and getting at them was all but
impossible..But the other learning he had been given had made Otter touchy in these matters, delicate of conscience. The big galley they were
building now would be rowed to war by Losen's slaves and would bring back slaves as cargo. It galled him to think of the good ship in that vicious
usage. "Why can't we build fishing boats, the way we used to?" he asked, and his father said, "Because the fishermen can't pay us.".Regrettably, at
2:00 A.M., February 28, waking alone in Tammy's bed, Junior sought her out and found her snacking in the kitchen. Forsaking a fork in favor of
her fingers, she was eating a.Dr. Lipscomb inclined his head slightly toward the pianist, in the manner of a stem headmaster about to emphasize a
lesson with a sharp twist of the offending boy's ear. "Miss White and the baby will have vacated these premises by the end of the week-unless you
insist on bothering them with your chatter. For every minute you harass them, their departure will be extended one day."."It sure is," Barty said.
When only a mortified silence followed his remark, he added: "Gee, I thought that was kinda funny.".Lipscomb turned to Celestina. "Before
lapsing into semicoherence again, your sister said, 'Beezil and Feezil are safe with her,' which may sound less than coherent to you, but not to
me.".sky grew sullen in the early twilight, and the city once more arrayed itself in the red gesso and gold leaf that had indirectly illuminated
Celestina's apartment ceiling the previous night..Such quiet filled the house that Agnes couldn't hear even the murmuring miseries of the past.."So I
drew attention to myself. Raised suspicions. One night, in St. Louis, this rube recognized me from my performing days, even though I'd changed
my looks. It was a high-stakes game, but the players weren't high-class. They ganged up on me, beat me, and then smashed my hands, one finger at
a time, with a tire iron."."I doubted myself more than God, though Him, too. I had those boys' blood on my hands. They were mine to protect, and I
failed.".On the afternoon of November ninth, when Paul and Barty were with her, reminiscing, and Angel was in the kitchen, getting drinks for
them, his mother gasped and stiffened. Breathless, she paled past chalk, and when she could breathe and speak again, she said, "Get Angel now. No
time to bring the others.".quiet pool, sweet with the fragrance of jasmine. Under the huge spreading oak. Grass oiled to a glossy green by the.Junior
stepped back and squeezed off two shots, aiming for the lock. One round tore a chunk out of the jamb, but the other cracked through the door,
shattering more than wood, and the brass knob wobbled and almost fell out.."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.".Junior stood at the window for a long time, not because he was
pretending to rest, and not because any of the attending nurses was a looker. He was transfixed, and for awhile he didn't know why..Junior Cain
was committed to continuous self-improvement. He believed in the need constantly to expand his knowledge and horizons order to better
understand himself and the world. The quality of life was solely the responsibility of oneself he author of How to Have a Healthier Life through
Autohypnosis was Dr. Caesar Zedd, a renowned psychologist and best-selling author of a dozen self-help texts, all of which Junior owned in
addition to the literature that he had acquired from the book club. When he had been only fourteen, he'd begun buying Dr. Zedd's titles in
paperback, and by the time he was eighteen, when he could afford to do so, he'd replaced the paperbacks with hardcovers and thereafter bought all
the doctor's new books in the higher-priced editions. The collected works.Kathleen savored her martini. "Mmmm ... as cold as a hit man's heart and
as crisp as a hundred-dollar bill from the devil's wallet.".He pushed back the bedclothes and sat up, leaning against the pillows and headboard.
"This is maybe a hard thing for you to do, but it's really important.".Barty had awakened able to read. On the page, lines of type no longer twisted
under his gaze..Something was due to happen in this peculiar, extended, almost casual haunting under which he had suffered for more than two
years, since finding the quarter in his cheeseburger. While all around him in the streets, people bustled in good cheer, Junior slouched along in a
sour mood, temporarily having forgotten to look for the bright side..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..In a magazine article about the hero, passing mention was made of a restaurant where occasionally the great man ate breakfast..He had
taken refuge in meditation, because he'd been frustrated by his continuing failure in the Bartholomew hunt and disturbed by his apparently
paranormal experiences with quarters and with phone calls from the dead. More deeply disturbed than he had realized or had been able to
admit..Barty rounded the tree and returned to the porch. He climbed the steps and stood before Tom..When he reached the Suburban and closed his
right hand around the handle on the driver's door, he felt something peculiar against his palm. A small, cold object balanced there..Opening his eyes
blinking back his tears just as more agonizing contractions knotted his abdomen, he could see ribbons of red in the watery green mess that gushed
from him. Bright red. Gastric blood would be dark. This must be pharyngeal blood. Unless an artery had ruptured in his stomach, torn by the
incredible violence of these intransigent spasms, in which case he was puking his life away.."Would you pretend to wake up if I tried to smother
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you?" asked Detective Vanadium..Paul withdrew the pistol from the drawer. The weapon didn't feel as good to him as guns always felt in the hands
of pulp heroes..For the first few bites of crab in a light cornmeal crust, Nolly suspended their conversation. Bliss..At Tom Vanadium's request, the
taxi dropped him one block from his new-and temporary-home shortly before ten o'clock in the evening.."Once out of the coma and stabilized for a
few weeks, I was transferred to a hospital in Portland, where I had to undergo eleven surgeries.".He tried to lean back as he dropped, with the hope
that he would fall under her, providing cushion if they met with sidewalk instead of lawn.."Yes, I was." She didn't tell him that her fear had not
been allayed by his assurances or by his second walk in the rain..Although she had slept well and though her hemorrhaging had been successfully
arrested, Agnes was too weak to manage breakfast alone. A simple spoon was as heavy and as unwieldy as a shovel..For a moment, Junior drew a
blank on Renee. Reluctantly, he trolled the past and fished up the painful memory: the gorgeous transvestite in the Chanel suit, heir or heiress to an
industrial-valve fortune.
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