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THE MAN OF MANY HATS
THE SANDMAN WAS powerless to cast a spell of sleep while Junior spent the night flushing away enough water to drain a reservoir..I know
what you're thinking," her mother said, reaching across the table and placing one hand over Celestina's. "I know how useless you feel, how
helpless, how small, but you must remember this . . ..Even without the dangling cigarette and without the cynical sneer, Nolly had an air of
toughness worthy of Sam Spade, largely because the face that nature had given him was a splendid disguise for the sentimental sweetie who lived
behind it. With his bull neck, with his strong hands, with his shirt-sleeves rolled up to expose his lovely hairy forearms, he made a properly
intimidating impression: as if Humphrey Bogart, Sydney Greenstreet, and Peter Lorre had been put in a blender and then poured into one suit..By
Friday morning, September 10, little more than forty-eight hours after the shooting, he felt good and was in fine spirits..Leaving three of the pats in
the container, he carefully placed the fourth on the vinyl-tile floor..Celestina said, "Phimie wasn't a mind reader. That's science fiction, Dr.
Lipscomb."."Maybe," said Angel. "Or maybe to The Monkees ... or maybe to where you didn't get run down by the rhinosharush.".Then the hero
got in the sedan with his friends, and they drove away into the sun-splashed morning..Outside, he discovered that some worthless criminal wretch
had broken into his Suburban during the night. The suitcase and Book-of-the-Month selections were gone. The creep even swiped the Kleenex, the
chewing gum, and the breath mints from the glove, compartment..Then from San Francisco International, through the fog-shrouded streets of the
night city, to St. Mary's, to Room 724. And to the discovery that Phimie's blood pressure was so high-210 over 126-that she was in a hypertensive
crisis, at risk of a stroke, renal failure, and other life-threatening complications..Lifted from his despair by this exhilarating wrath, Junior turned
away from the mirror, looking for the bright side once more. Perhaps it was the bathroom window..For guidance, Agnes couldn't rely entirely on
any of the child rearing books in her library. Barty's unique gifts presented her with special parenting problems. Now, when he asked if he could
stay up even later, to read about John Thomas Stuart and Lummox, John's pet from another world, she granted him permission..Slow deep breaths.
Per Zedd, slow deep breaths. Any state of anxiety, regardless of how powerful, could be ameliorated or even dissipated.murdered would be
discounted. And if every death was suspicious to him, then he would quickly lose interest in Junior and move on to a new enthusiasm, harassing
some other poor devil..This brilliant mouthful was not nature's work alone. With what Nolly must have spent to obtain this smile, some fortunate
dentist had kept a mistress in jewelry through her most nubile years.."No," Agnes said, shaking loose the grip of irrational fear. "Wait. This is
absurd. It's just a card. And we're all curious.".Friday, after dinner, when he'd heard enough of Maria's method of fortune-telling to know that four
decks were required, that only every third draw was read, and that aces-especially red aces-were the most propitious cards to receive, Jacob had
taken great pleasure in preparing for Barty the most favorable first eight cards that could possibly be dealt. This was a small gift to cheer Agnes, on
whose heart Joey's death weighed as heavily as iron chains..Yes, he suspected that he would require a great deal of rest to prepare himself for this
vixen. Even in her loose white uniform and stodgy rubber-soled shoes, she was an incomparably erotic figure. She would be a lioness in bed..As
Wally followed them inside, Celestina grinned at him. "From the car to the living room, all as neat as a well-practiced ballet. We've got a big
headstart on this married thing.".Perhaps his sister intuited what Edom was about to say, because she didn't let him get started.."Guilt," said the
detective. "If he killed her, wouldn't an overwhelming sense of guilt be as likely as anguish to cause acute nervous emesis?".Angel followed him at
two steps, and when she stood beside his chair, watching him open the soft drink, Barty said, "Why were you following me?".After moving all of a
hundred feet, Celestina and Wally-with Grace fretting that someone would be hurt-had torn down the high stave fence between properties, for
theirs had become one family with many names: Lampion, White, Lipscomb, Isaacson. When backyards were joined and a connecting walkway
poured, Barty's travels from house to house were greatly simplified, and regular visits by the Gonzalez, Damascus, and Vanadium branches of the
clan were also facilitated..Junior kept both forged driver's licenses in his wallet, in addition to the one that featured his real name. He stowed
everything else in Pinchbeck's and Gammoner's safe-deposit boxes, along with the emergency cash..Initially, the Pacific could not be seen beyond
an opaque lens of fog, Yet later, when the mist retreated, the sea itself became a portent of sightlessness: Spread flat and colorless in the morning
light, the glassy water reminded her of the depthless eyes of the blind, of that terrible sad vacancy where vision is denied..."Don't worry," Celestina
told him, "after what we've seen this past week, we're still with you.".When he dared to look in the mirror above the sink, he expected to see a
haggard face, sunken eyes, but the grim experience had left no visible mark. He quickly combed his hair. Indeed, he looked so fine that women
would as usual caress him with their yearning gazes when he made his way back through the gallery.."I ALWAYS EAT CAV-EE-JAR FOR
BREAKFAST," said Velveeta Cheese in her stuffed-bear voice..If the directory proved to be of no help, Junior would proceed next to the registry
office at the county courthouse, to review the records of births going back to the turn of the century if necessary. Bartholomew, of course, might
not have been born in the county, might have moved here as a child or an adult. If he owned property, he'd show up on the register of deeds.
Whether a landowner or not, if he did his civic duty every two years, he would appear on the voter rolls..Immediately at the thought of
regurgitation, his abdominal muscles contracted like those of a laboratory frog zapped by an electric current, and he choked on a rising
horror..Some information she'd withheld from him: that the cancer might already have spread, that he might still die even after his eyes were
removed-and that if it hadn't yet spread, it might soon do so..In the chilly darkness, his breath plumed visibly, frosted by moonlight. The rapidity
and raggedness of his radiant exhalations would have marked him as a guilty man if witnesses had been present..Vanadium continued in his
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characteristic drone, a tone at odds with the colorful content of his speech: "A man takes one look at his wife's body, starts to sweat harder than a
copulating hog, spews like a frat boy at the end of a long beer-chugging contest, and chucks till he chucks up blood-that's not the response of your
average murderer.".Looking up at the mirror above the sink, he saw reflected not the self-improved and fully realized man that he'd worked so hard
to become, but the pale, round-eyed little boy who had hidden from his mother when she had been in the deepest and darkest end of one of her
cocaine-assisted, amphetamine-spiced mood swings, before she traded cold reality for the warm coziness of the asylum. As if some whirlpool of
time was spinning him backward into the hateful past, Junior felt his hard-won defenses being stripped away..Maria, however, lived comfortably
with both the Catholicism and the occultism in which she had been raised. In Hermosillo, Mexico, the latter had been nearly as important to the
spiritual life of her family as had been the former..When at last he spoke, real grief, quiet but profound, softened his voice: "March first, three years
ago, my wife and two sons-Danny and Harry, both seven, twins-were coming home from visiting her parents in New York. Shortly after takeoff ...
their plane went down.".The words of Robert Louis Stevenson, well read, poured another time and place into the room as smoothly as lemonade
pouring from pitcher into glass..Never had the familiar red Bicycle design of the U.S. Playing Card Company looked ominous before, but it was
fearsome now, as strange voodoo veve or satanic conjuration pattern..That night her sleep was deeper than it had been in a long time, deep as she
had expected sleep would never be again, and she was not plagued by any dreams at all, not a dream of children suffering, nor of tumbling in a car
along a rain-washed street, nor of thousands of windblown dead leaves rattling-hissing along a deserted street and every leaf in fact a jack of
spades..If such a small quantity of crushed ice, taken in a single swallow, might cause.Alarm contacts gleamed in the header, but the system wasn't
currently activated..The Benediction service had concluded, and the worshipers had departed. Gone, too, were the priest and the altar boys..In bed,
lights out, Junior marveled at his daredevil spirit. He never stopped surprising himself..Worried that tears would frighten Barty, that indulging in a
few would result in a ruinous flood, Agnes held back the salt tides. A mother's duty proved to be the stuff from which dams were built..In answer,
Wally came running with his heavy medical bag, as he was vow doctor to some people on the pie route. "The weather's a lot better than I expected,
so I went back to change into lighter clothes."."You figure all this," Jolene asked, "because Mother Nature gives us a nice warm day in
January?".Reluctant to leave Joey's body with the oddly jumpy mortician, Jacob nevertheless crossed the porch of the Victorian style funeral home
and left without glancing back. He walked one mile home, alert to passing traffic, especially cautious at intersections..Harrison was a Baptist,
Vanadium a Catholic, and although they approached the same faith from different angles, they weren't coming to it from different planets, which
was the feeling Vanadium had been left with following their conversation. It was true that Enoch Cain could never be brought successfully to trial
for the rape of Phimie, subsequent to her death and in the absence of her testimony. And it was also uncomfortably true that exploring the
possibility that Cain was the rapist would tear open the wounds in the hearts of everyone in the White family, to no useful effect. Nevertheless, to
rely on divine justice alone seemed naive, if not morally questionable..He lived high, on Russian Hill, in a limestone-clad building with carved
Victorian detail. His one-bedroom unit included a roomy kitchen with breakfast nook and a spacious living room with windows looking down on
twisty Lombard Street..Instead, as he settled into the offered chair, he withdrew a picture of Perri from his wallet. It was an old black-and-white
school photograph, slightly yellow with age, taken in 1933, the year he'd begun to fall in love with her, when they were both thirteen..Barty
whispered: "The North Pole Society of Not Evil Adventurers is now in session.".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..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.This morning, as Barty stood to one side listening, his
mother asked Maria for poems by Emily Dickinson.."I'll do your share of the housework for a month. If I'm closer to the date, you clean up all my
pie-baking and other kitchen messes for a month-the bowls and pans and mixers, everything.".The boy wasn't translucent, as his father's ghost had
been on that drizzly January night almost three years ago. The same drowned light of this gray afternoon that revealed the gravestones and the
dripping.The unmatched suite of bedroom furniture, cheap and scarred, might have been purchased at a thrift shop. A double bed and one
nightstand. A small dresser..On this momentous day, however, drawing provided no solace. Frequently, her hands shook, and she could not control
the pencil..Later, after they finished eating but were still sitting at the table over coffee, the conversation turned solemn, although for the moment,
the subject wasn't the late Harrison White. How long the two women and the girl must hide out, when and where they would be able to resume
lives as normal as might still be possible for them: These were the issues of the moment..Descending the stairs, Edom said, "September 18, 1906, a
typhoon slammed into Hong Kong. More than ten thousand died. The wind was blowing with such incredible velocity; hundreds of people were
killed by sharp pieces of debris-splintered wood, spear-point fence staves, nails, glass-driven into them with the power of bullets. One man was
struck by a windblown fragment of a Han Dynasty funerary jar, which cleaved his face, cracked through his skull, and embedded itself in his
brain.".The city was less than seven miles on a side, only forty-six square miles, but Junior was nevertheless faced with a daunting task. Hundreds
of thousands of people resided within the city limits..She wanted so badly to believe, to see her son made whole again, and the funny thing was that
she could believe, and without emotional risk, because it was true..AFTER SPENDING Wednesday as a tourist, Junior began to look for a suitable
apartment on Thursday. In spite of his new wealth, he did not intend to pay hotel-room rates for an extended period..From the floor, Junior
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snatched up the bottle of wine that had twice failed to shatter. His lucky Merlot..Initially, lying drowsily in the sumptuous comfort of Pratesi cotton
sheets with black silk piping, Junior assumed that he was in a twilight state between wakefulness and sleep, and that the singing must be a lingering
fragment of a dream. Although rising and falling, the voice remained so faint that he didn't at once identify the tune, but when he recognized
"Someone to Watch over Me," he sat up in bed and threw back the covers..After prying Junior out of the meditative position, Chicane pushed him
onto his back and vigorously--indeed, violently--massaged his thighs and calves. "Really bad muscle spasms," he explained..He had come to
believe that every well-rounded, self-improved person ought to have a craft at which he excelled, and needlepoint appealed to him more than either
pottery-making or decoupage. For pottery, he would require a potter's wheel and a cumbersome kiln; and decoupage was too messy, with all the
glue and lacquer. By December, he began his first project: a small pillowcase featuring a geometric border surrounding a quote from Caesar Zedd,
"Humility is for losers.".The busboy swept the empty appetizer plates away as the waiter arrived simultaneously with small salads. Fresh martinis
followed..He went in a pretense of blindness, gripping Angel's arm, but he missed nothing, and etched every detail in his memory, against the need
of them in the coming dark.."September 20, 1902, Birmingham, Alabama, church fire--one hundred fifteen dead. March 4, 1908, Collinwood,
Ohio, school fire, one hundred seventy-six dead.".Junior poured half the vodka over the corpse, splashed some around other parts of the kitchen,
and spilled the last on the cook top, where it trickled toward the active burner. This was not an ideal accelerant, not as effective as gasoline, but by
the time he threw the bottle aside, the spirits found the flame..room, heavier and colder than the ice bags that were draped across Junior's
midsection..This Monday afternoon, he longed for the escape and solace of half-hour pulp adventure. But he decided that he ought to at last
compose the letter he'd been meaning to write for at least ten days..Kathleen and Nolly shifted their attention to Tom's clenched left hand, although
the quarter could not possibly have traveled from one fist to the other.."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.".Three years ago, in St. Mary's Hospital, with Phimie's warning fresh in her mind,
Celestina swore that she would be ready when the beast came, but here he came, and she was as not ready as possible. Time passes, the perception
of a threat fades, life becomes busier, you work your butt off as a waitress, you graduate college, your little girl grows to be so vital, so vivid, so
alive that you know she just has to live forever, and after all, you are the daughter of a minister, a believer in the power of compassion, in the
Prince of Peace, confident that the meek shall inherit the earth, so in three long years, you don't buy a gun, nor do you take any training in
self-defense, and somehow you forget that the meek who will one day inherit the earth are those who forego aggression but are not those so
pathetically meek that they won't even defend themselves, because a failure to resist evil is a sin, and the willful refusal to defend your life is the
mortal sin of passive suicide, and the failure to protect a little yellow M&M girl will surely buy you a ticket to Hell on the same express train on
which the slave traders rode to their own eternal enslavement, on which the masters of Dachau and old Joe Stalin traveled from power to
punishment, so here, now, as the beast throws himself against the door, as he shoves aside the barricade, with what precious little time you have
left, fight. Junior shoved through the blocked door, into the bedroom, and the bitch hit him with a chair. A small, slat-back side chair with a tie-on
seat cushion. She swung it like a baseball bat, and there must have been some Jackie Robinson blood in the White family line, because she had the
power to knock a fastball from Brooklyn to the Bronx..A music tradition was deeply rooted in the Negro community. No similar tradition in magic
existed..when red aces weft followed by disturbing jacks, Agnes had pretended to take her son's card-told fortune lightly, especially the frightful
part of it. In fact, a coldness had twisted through her heart..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..Although only half the stools at the counter were occupied, and none of those close
to Junior, customers were seated in most of the booths. Some had their backs to him, and three were about Vanadium's size..A fine carpenter can
wield a hammer with an economy of movement and accuracy as elegant as the motions of a symphony conductor with a baton. A cop directing
traffic can make a rough ballet out of the work. However, of all the humble tasks that men and women can transform into visual poetry by the
application of athletic agility and grace, clambering into a Dumpster holds the least promise of beautification..A calico cat appeared at Tom's side,
running, pacing him. Cats were witches' familiars. Good luck or bad, this cat?.Now, since he didn't intend to date this woman again, he grabbed the
only chance he might ever have to learn the intimate, eccentric details of her life. He began in her kitchen, with the contents of the refrigerator and
cupboards, concluding his tour in her bedroom..He stood watching until the car cruised out of sight, and even after it dwindled to a speck and
vanished in the distance, he stared at the point in the street where it had last been, stared while a breeze turned playful, tossing eucalyptus leaves
around his feet, stared until at last he turned and began the long walk home..Agnes had the craziest notion that he was counting them, when at is
age, Of course, he would have no concept of numbers..Barty read aloud as Agnes drove, because she'd enjoyed the novel only from page 104. He
wanted to share with her the exploits of Jim and Frank and their Martian companion, Willis..Neddy favored a quick greeting, two curt pumps, but
Junior held fast after the handshake was over. He didn't grind the musician's knuckles, nothing so crude, just held on pleasantly but firmly. His
intention was to confuse and further rattle the man, taking advantage of his obvious dislike of having his personal space encroached upon, in the
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hope that Neddy would reveal why he'd been watching Junior so intently from across the room..Rising slowly like the blade in the hands of an ax
murderer as deliberate as an accountant, Thomas Vanadium's gaze arced from Junior's clenched fist to his face..A plate-size piece of the door had
been blasted away. Because of the light shining through from the room beyond, Junior could see that no part of the lock remained intact. In fact, he
peered through the hole in the door to the back of a piece of furniture that was jammed against it, whereupon the nature of the problem became
clear to him..He hurried into the bedroom and switched on the nightstand lamp, without concern for whether the light might be seen from the
street..Paul in the guest room again. Sweeping a bedside lamp to the floor, lifting the nightstand.."You're heaven-sent," Grace assured Paul at
breakfast Saturday morning. "With all your stories, you lifted our hearts when we most needed to be lifted.".Her case of polio had been so severe
that braces and crutches were never an option. Muscle rehabilitation had been ineffective..Having settled on the sofa with Agnes and Barty,
prepared to serve comfortably in the role of quiet observer, Edom was alarmed to have suddenly become the subject of conversation. He was also
alarmed to be called "son," because in his thirty-six years, the only person ever to have addressed him in that fashion had been his father, dead for a
decade yet still a terror in Edom's dreams..Scamp was a multitalented woman, with smoother skin than a depilated peach, with more delicious
roundnesses than Junior could catalog, but she proved not to be the remedy for his tension. Only Bartholomew, found and destroyed, could give
him peace..At the end of the famous sermon, Celestina's father had wished to all well-meaning people that into their lives should fall a rain of
benign effects from the kind and selfless actions of countless Bartholomews whom they would never meet. And he assures those who are selfish or
envious or lacking in compassion, or who in fact commit acts of great evil, that their deeds will return to them, magnified beyond imagining, for
they are at war with the purpose of life. If the spirit of Bartholomew cannot enter their hearts and change them, then it will find them and mete out
the terrible judgment they deserve..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..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..She had put aside a
half-finished pencil portrait of Phimie to develop several of Nella Lombardi.."It's what?" asked the detective, for with the exception of his teeth, he
was not a self-improved individual..Then the police in Spruce Hills would want to know why he had been screwing around with an underage Negro
girl if his marriage to Naomi had been as perfect, as fulfilling, as he claimed. Unfair as it seems, there is no statute of limitations on murder. Closed
files can be dusted off and opened again; investigations can be resumed. And although authorities would have little or no hope of convicting him of
murder on whatever meager evidence they could dig up, be would be forced to spend another significant portion of his fortune on attorney fees..She
bit her lower lip, held her breath, repressed the sob that sought release, and said, "I know.".He smiled ruefully. "Might be ready for a wedding by
then, but not a honeymoon."."Well, we have earthquakes here," Jolene said, "but back east they have all those hurricanes.".On one wall hung an
impressive array of gardening tools. In the comer was a potting bench..He found it difficult to make a painful personal revelation sound sincere
when delivered in a shout, but he managed well enough to bring a shine of tears to her eyes: "Part of my left foot was shot off in this upcountry
sweep we did.".At the sight of her photograph, she felt herself flush. She hoped none of the pedestrians passing between her and the gallery would
look from the photo to her face and recognize her. What had she been.Prudence required that they strategize as though Enoch Cain were Satan
himself, as though every fly and beetle and rat provided eyes and ears for the killer, as though ordinary precautions could never foil him..He had
time to think of quite a few, because he drove five miles per hour below the posted speed limit. He couldn't risk being stopped for a traffic violation
when Thomas Vanadium, the human stump, was dead and bundled in the back..Minutes later, once more in a corridor conference with Dr. Daines,
she was forced to temper her new optimism..'She didn't reach into your thoughts and pluck out the name Rowena. Or Beezil or Feezil.'.Because the
tower stood on a ridgeline that marked the divide between county and state property, most of the attending constabulary were county deputies, but
two state troopers were present, as well..He slid his chair sideways to the secretary and leaned forward with the gun in both hands..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..Through the door came the sound of running water splashing in a sink. Neddy washing his hands..Outside, he turned to look at the display
windows. He expected to see the candlestick, supernaturally apparent only from this side of the glass, but it wasn't there. Throughout the autumn,
Junior read book after book about ghosts, poltergeists, haunted houses, ghost ships, s?ances, spirit rapping, spirit manifestation, spirit writing, spirit
recording, trance speaking, conjuration, exorcism, astral projection, Ouija-board revelation, and needlepoint..She heard the door, and when she
opened her eyes, the bay had already slid out of the car, into the downpour again. She called him back, but he kept going..Before he could replay
the memory for further contemplation, Junior saw Ichabod exiting the house. The man returned to the Buick, seeming to float through the mist, like
a phantom on a moor. He started the engine, quickly hung a U-turn in the street, and drove uphill to the house from which he had earlier collected
Bartholomew..Adding new growth to his forest of frustration, Tom got up from the study desk, fetched the newspaper from the front doorstep, and
went to the kitchen to make his morning coffee. He boiled up a pot of strong brew and sat down at the knotty-pine table with a steaming mug full
of black and sugarless solace.."I don't like the old crazy doctor," she said, still drawing. "I wish it was about bunnies on vacation-or maybe a toad
learns to drive a car and has adventures.".The funeral was at two o'clock, after which family and friends of the deceased would gather here in the
parsonage for a social, to break bread together and to share their memories of the loved one lost..Barty followed the movement of her hand, raised
his gaze to her eyes, hesitated, and then said questioningly, "No pie?".To the right first. Kick the door open, simultaneously firing two rounds,
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because maybe this was her bedroom, where she kept a gun. Mirrors shattered: a tintinnabulation of falling glass on porcelain, glass on ceramic tile,
a lot more noise than the shots themselves..Flanking the wheelchair, Edom and Jacob spent less time watching the graveside service than studying
the sky. Both brothers frowned at that cloudless blue, as though seeing thunderheads..BARTY TODDLED, Barty walked, and ultimately Barty
carried a pie for his mother on one of her delivery days, wary of his balance and solemn with responsibility..The gray pewter appeared to be
mottled with a black substance. Perhaps char. As though it had been soiled in a fire..Up flew his hands, as white as doves, flapping as though trying
to escape from the sleeves of his raincoat, as if he were a magician rather than a musician.."Done," Agnes said. "Now put away the three dollars,
and let's have our lesson before my water breaks.".Instead, he imagined Vanadium's blunt fingers moving over the intravenous apparatus with
surprising delicacy, reading the function of the equipment as a blind man would read Braille with swift, sure, gliding fingertips. He imagined the
detective finding the injection port in the main drip line, pinching it between thumb and forefinger. Saw him produce a hypodermic needle as a
magician would pluck a silk scarf from the ether. Nothing in the syringe except deadly air. The needle sliding into the port ....The calls to Bellini in
San Francisco and to others in Oregon were made with a prayer for news, but the prayer went unanswered. Cain had not been seen, heard from,
smelled, intuited, or located by the pestering clairvoyants who had attached themselves to the sensational case..Tom stared at the girl's
drawing-quite a good one for a child her age, rough in style, but with convincing detail-and if skin could be said to crawl, his must have moved all
the way around his body two or three times before settling down again where it belonged. "Are these ... ?".able to reconcile these opposed forces,
she was all but paralyzed by indecision.
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