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Sweet-tempered, generous, honest, kind Naomi had surely been incapable of murdering anyone-least of all the man she loved..Through miles of
worry, natural beauty, imagined omens, and the iron-red sands of Mars, they drove at last to Franklin Chan's offices in Newport Beach..Knacker,
Hisscus, and Nork, all talking at once, then failing silent as if they were a single organism, then talking in rotation but interrupting one another,
tried to advance their agenda..Now, here, lying on a bed in the emergency room of a Sacramento hospital, on a Saturday afternoon only six weeks
before the camellia festival, Junior suffered under the care of a resident physician who was so young as to raise the suspicion that he was merely
playing doctor..Maria turned sideways in her chair and dealt from the top of the four-deck stack, onto the table in front of Barty..With the infant in
her arms, the heavyset nurse pressed in beside Celestina, who."I guess so, but it's not that. I was thinking of something my little girl said.".Besides,
he couldn't any longer afford to spend endless hours either learning a new language or attending the opera. His life was too full, leaving him
insufficient time for the Bartholomew search..You ever hear it, Enoch? I'm that someone for you, of course, in a romantic sense.".In reaction to a
terrible sense of weightlessness, Agnes's two-fisted grip on the steering wheel grew so tight her hands ached. She held on with all her strength, as if
at real risk of floating out of the car and up toward the source of the raveling skeins of rain..Junior decided to attend the festivities, after all,
motivated by the prospect of connecting with a woman more pliant than the Bavol Poriferan sculpture..By the first of November, they moved his
mother's bed into the living room, so she could be in the center of things, where always she had been, though they admitted no guests now, only
members of their family with its many names..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..He might not have this future-living thing down perfectly, but he
was absolutely terrific at anger..Mocked by the silvery ping-ting-jingle of the maniac detective emptying his ghostly pockets, Junior ran..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..Celestina intended to capture Nella as she was now, head at rest upon the pillow of, perhaps, her deathbed, eyes closed and mouth slack, face
ashen but serene. Then she would draw four more portraits, using bone structure and other physiological evidence to imagine how the woman had
looked at sixty, forty, twenty, and ten..just as the smile curved to completion, however, an awful thing happened. The humiliation began with a
loud gurgle in his gut..he wasn't wholly without feeling, of course. A poignant current of sadness eddied in his heart, a sadness at the thought of the
love and the happiness that he and the nurse might have known together. But it was her choice, after all, to play the tease and to deal with him so
cruelly..Ashamed and scared, she told no one. Although a victim, she blamed herself, and the prospect of being exposed to ridicule so horrified her
that despair got the better of good judgment.."Now, I'm doubtless," Vanadium said, his voice returning to the uninflected drone that Junior had
come to loathe but that he now preferred to the unsettling voice of quiet passion. "No matter what the situation, no matter how knotty the question,
I always know what to do.."He's a wonderful boy, so very bright, so very full of life. Blindness will be hard, but it won't be the end. He'll cope
without the light. It'll be so difficult at first, but this boy ... eventually he'll thrive.".Halos and rainbows loomed in her memory, ominous as they had
never been before..How ironic it would be if Celestina, the aunt of Seraphim's bastard boy, proved to be the heart mate for whom Junior had been
longing through the past few years of unsatisfying relationships and casual sex. This seemed unlikely, considering the jejune quality of her
paintings, but perhaps he could help her to grow and to evolve as an artist. He was an open-minded man, without prejudices, so anything could
happen after the child was found and killed..'A energy fighting over jurisdiction. We cooperate. The sheriff can de not to put a lot of his limited
resources into this, and no one will blame him. He can call it an accident and close the case, and he won't.You struck a discord that can he heard,
however faintly, all the way to the farthest end of the universe.....At the foot of the bed: a cedar chest. Four feet long, two feet wide, perhaps three
high. Brass handles..Every distorted shape, every smear of color, every swath of light and shudder of shadows resisted her attempts to relate them
to the world she knew, as if shimmering before her were the landscape of a dream..He traveled prairies and mountains and valleys, passed fields
rich in every imaginable crop, crossed great forests and wide rivers. He walked in fierce storms when thunder crushed the sky and lightning tore it,
walked in wind that skinned the bare earth and sheared green tresses from trees, and walked also in sun-scrubbed days as blue and clean as ever
there had been in Eden.."Why do they let a man like that keep his badge?" Junior asked. "He's outrageous, wholly unprofessional.".with an
encircling and suggestive lick, and then licked his lips, too, when the cold steel slipped free of them..Sometimes he thought he walked for Perri,
using the steps she had stored up and never taken, giving expression to her unfulfilled yearning to travel. At other times, he thought he walked for
the solitude that allowed him to remember their life in fine detail-or to forget. To find peace--or seek adventure. To gain understanding through
contemplation---or to scrub all thought from his mind. To see the world or to be rid of it. Perhaps he hoped that coyotes would stalk him through a
bleak twilight or a mountain lion set upon him on a hungry dawn, or a drunk driver run him down..stubbornly withholds them is to take a bitterly
cold shower while pressing ice against one's genitals, until the desired facts are recalled or hypothermic collapse ensues..He wasn't entirely sure
what all he hoped to find. Perhaps an envelope or a cash box with folding money, which a fleeing murderer would surely pause to take with him.
Suspicions might be raised if he left it behind. Perhaps a savings-account passbook..AS THE WULFSTAN PARTY was being seated at a window
table, slowly tumbling masses of cottony fog rolled across the black water, as if the bay had awakened and, rising from its bed, had tossed off great
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mounds of sheets and blankets..The formless apprehension with which she had awakened at 1:50, Tuesday morning, had returned to her from time
to time during the past couple days. Now, here it came again, pinching her throat and tightening her chest-at last beginning to take form..In fifty
years, until Angel, Tom had found no other like himself and now a second in little more than a week. "I can't do what you did.".On mechanic, he
again glanced meaningfully at Edom, who felt a response was expected. When he opened his mouth, he could think of nothing to say, except that at
Sanriku, Japan, on June 15, 1896, a 110 foot-high wave, triggered by an undersea quake, killed 27,100 people, most while they were in prayer at a
Shinto festival. Even to Edom, this seemed to be an inappropriate comment, so he said nothing. ,.That was another thing. Junior hadn't gotten his
noon meal, because the spirit of Vanadium had nearly caught up with him when he'd been browsing for tie chains and silk pocket squares before
lunch. Then he missed dinner, as well, because he had to maintain surveillance on Celestina when she didn't go straight home from the gallery. He
was hungry. He was starving. This, too, she had done to him. The bitch.."You should've seen this, Kathleen. He's dodging people on the sidewalk,
shoving them out of his way when he can't dodge them. Three long blocks, Jimmy and I watched the creep, till he turned the corner, three long
blocks all uphill, and it's a hill that would kill an Olympic athlete, but he doesn't slow down once.".Barty wore elfin-size, knitted blue pajamas
complete with feet, white rickrack at the cuffs and neckline, and a matching cap. His white blanket was decorated with blue and yellow
bunnies..Even as the morning matured, the fog and the rain conspired to bar all but a faint gray daylight from St. Mary's. Shadows
flourished.."Honey," she said, crouching to peer at him through the vertical slats of the playpen, "what're you doing?"."I'm going to recommend
that you be admitted overnight and that we lance these under hospital conditions. We'll use a sterile needle on some of them, but a number are so
large they're going to require a surgical knife and possibly the removal of the carbuncle core. This is usually done with a local anesthetic, but in this
instance, while I don't think general anesthesia will be required, we'll probably want to sedate you that is, put you in a twilight sleep.".He knew the
sermon, of course. The example of Bartholomew. The theme of chain-reaction in human lives. The observation that a small kindness can inspire
greater and ever-greater kindnesses of which we never learn, in lives distant both in time and space..On the day that Vanadium attended the
graveside service for Seraphim and subsequently stopped at Naomi's grave to needle Cain, he had suspected that Phimie didn't die in a traffic
accident, as claimed, but he hadn't for a moment thought that the wife killer was in any way connected. Now, finding this gallery brochure in the
nightstand drawer seemed to be one more bit of circumstantial proof of Cain's guilt..Beyond the window, Barty failed to do any of the things that
Agnes expected of a boy not fully enough part of the day to share its rain: He didn't flicker like an image on a static-peppered TV screen; he didn't
shimmer like a phantom figure in Sahara heat or blur like a reflection in a steam-clouded mirror..His alcohol-soured breath washed over Agnes as
he asked, "How's Bartholomew doing, is he okay, is the little guy in good health?".When she turned to him again, he had already slipped into his
jacket and snatched the car keys off the foyer table. He put his left hand under her right arm, as though Agnes were feeble and in need of sup-."He
worked in your shipyard, your highness." Losen liked to be called by kingly titles..Junior realized that killing Renee this very night would be an
unthinkable waste. Instead, he could marry her first, enjoy her for a while, and eventually arrange an accident or suicide that left him with all-or at
least a significant portion of her assets..The mortician and his assistant had nearly finished dismantling the frame of the winch. Soon a worker
would close the hole..They introduced themselves as Knacker, Hisscus, and Nork, but Junior didn't bother to associate names with faces, partly
because the men were so alike in appearance and manner that their own mothers might have had difficulty figuring out which of them to blame for
never calling. Besides, he was still tired from his recent ramble through the hospital-and unnerved by the thought of some baleful-eyed
Bartholomew prowling the world in search of him..PZ7.L52I5 Tal 2001 [Fic]-dc21

2001016554.For a while he enjoyed being challenged to

figure the number of seconds elapsed since a particular historical event. Given the date, he did the calculations in his head, providing a correct
answer in as little as twenty seconds, rarely taking more than a minute..Junior wanted to shoot all of them, but he said, "Take it. Keep it. Get it the
hell out of here.".Agnes was not fully aware of how she was lifted from the car, but she remembered looking back and seeing Joey's body huddled
in the tangled shadows of the wreckage, remembered reaching toward him, desperate for the anchorage that he had always given her, and then she
was on the gurney and moving..Although she had acutely felt the loss of Joey during the past three years, she had never missed him as much as she
missed him now. Marriage is an expression of love and respect and trust and faith in the future, but the union of husband and wife is also an
alliance against the challenges and tragedies of life, a promise that with me in your corner, you will never stand alone..Celestina sensed an easy
camaraderie between these two men, but also tension that was perhaps related to the reference to an illegal search.."Simon's a funny duck,"
Vanadium said, "but I like him more than a little and trust him implicitly. He wanted to know what he could do to help. Initially, my speech was
slurred, I had partial paralysis in my left arm, and I'd lost fifty-four pounds. I wasn't going to be looking for Cain for a long time, but it turned out
Simon knew where he was.".Some acts were distasteful, too, such as searching the lunatic lawman for his car keys and his badge..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.."You remember things?" the girl asked, her fingertips still pressed lightly to his cheek..Tom opened his empty hands and then
filled one of them with his water glass. The rattling ice belied his calm face..He was a pretty good detective, but as regarded the minutiae of daily
fife, he wasn't as organized as he would like to be. He never remembered to set aside his holey socks for darning; and once he had worn a hat with
a bullet hole in it for nearly a year before he'd at last thought to buy a new one..Three minutes by car, maybe two without stop signs. He could just
about run it as fast as drive it. He had a bit of a gut on him. He wasn't the man he used to be. Ironically, however, after the coma and the rehab, he
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wasn't as heavy as he had been before Cain sunk him in Quarry Lake..He also concluded arrangements to open an account for Gammoner in a
Grand Cayman Island bank and one for Pinchbeck in Switzerland..He planned, as soon as they took him out of his cell, to use the old Changers
spell of self-transformation and so escape. Surely his life was in danger, and it would be all right to use the spell? Only he couldn't decide what to
turn himself into-a bird, or a wisp of smoke, what would be safest? But while he was thinking about it, Losen's men, used to wizard's tricks,
drugged his food and he ceased to think of anything at all. They dumped him into a mule-cart like a sack of oats. When he showed signs of reviving
during the journey, one of them bashed him on the head, remarking that he wanted to make sure he got his rest..The paramedic snatched the oxygen
feed from his patient's nose and quickly elevated his head, providing a purge towel to catch the thin ejecta.."Yes. Sodium chloride will work, too.
Common salt. Mix enough of it with water, and it's generally effective.".Junior forgot all about seduction. "And she--what?--She adopted her
sister's baby?".Celestina extended her left hand, which shook so badly that she nearly knocked over both their wineglasses. "I will."."so she's
married," Junior said, figuring that maybe Celestina wasn't his heart mate, after all..He didn't want to risk marrying weapon and silencer here in the
hall, where he might be seen. Besides, complications could arise from being splattered with Neddy's blood. Aftermath was disgusting, but it was
also highly incriminating. For the same reason, he was loath to use a knife.."If they always go there, smoosh--smoosh, then you're going to wind up
with one really fat finger." *.Retracing his path across the kitchen, he caught a faint whiff of jasmine from the backyard. Funny, jasmine here
inside. Two paces later, he felt a draft..In her arms she held Bartholomew. The infant was not heavily bundled, for the weather was unseasonably
mild..He had bribed a parking attendant to keep his Mercedes at the curb in a valet zone, in front of a nearby restaurant, so it would be instantly
available when needed. He could also leave the car and follow Celestina on foot if she chose to stroll home from here..Not all of the pins were
knocked to the shear line with a single pull of the trigger. Three pulls were the minimum required, sometimes as many as six, depending on the
lock.."What's this?" the man asked her, as Sinatra swooped through "Come Fly with Me.".Now that efforts were being made to control the
preeclampsia, Dr. Daines had scheduled a series of tests for the following day. He expected to recommend a cesarean section as soon as Phimie's
e's blood pressure was reduced and stabilized, but he didn't want to risk this surgery before determining what complications might have resulted
from her restricted diet and the compression of her abdomen..Frustrated again, she said simply, "Whenever Edom and Jacob talk about these things,
I want you to be sure always to keep in mind that life's about living and being happy, not about dying.".Reading about child prodigies, Agnes
learned that most if not all math whizzes also possessed musical talent. To a lesser but still impressive extent, many young geniuses in the music
world were also proficient at math..Fortunately, he recognized his vulnerability. Until the evening reception for Celestina White, he must spend
every hour of the day in calming activities, soothing himself in order to ensure that he would be cool and effective when the time came to act..Two
of her largest and best paintings were in the show windows, dramatically lighted. They were dazzling. They were dreadful. They were beautiful.
They were hideous..Rising, Celestina said to Tom, "Last Tuesday night, we had to switch on the lawn sprinklers. This will be much better.".This
was a memory, not a real voice. Even after you became an accomplished meditator, the mind resisted this degree of blissful oblivion and tried to
sabotage it with aural and visual memories..The walls were barren. The only art in these rooms was a single sculpture. Junior was taking university
extension courses in art appreciation and almost daily haunting the city's countless galleries, constantly deepening and refining his knowledge. He
intended to refrain from acquiring a collection until he was as expert on the subject as any director of any museum in the city..The ship of night
floated over the city and cast down nets of darkness, gathering millions of lights like luminous fishes in its black toils..First he tore two paper
towels from a wall-mounted dispenser and held one in each hand, as makeshift gloves. He was determined to leave no fingerprints.."No, I don't see
it," Chicane repeated. "There's no benefit to a meditation marathon. Twenty minutes is enough, man. Half an hour at the most. You relied on your
internal clock, didn't you?".He didn't want to lean inside and peer over the front seat. He had no weapon. He would be unbalanced, vulnerable..The
sensual memories of his torrid evening with Seraphim had left Junior aroused. Unfortunately, the only female nearby was Industrial Woman, and
he wasn't that desperate..WHEN A GLASS OF chilled apple juice at dawn stayed on his stomach, Junior Cain was allowed a second glass, though
he was admonished He was also given three saltines..Off the hard surfaces of cabinets, refrigerator, and ovens, the twin reports crashed and rattled.
The windowpanes briefly thrummed..Bill wasn't impressed. "They build houses out of mud in China. No wonder everything falls down.".He didn't
realize he was swinging the candlestick at Vanadium's face until he saw the blow land. And then he couldn't stop himself from swinging it yet once
more..Junior Cain definitely was not a crazed sex-killer, not driven to homicide by weird lusts beyond his control. A single night of sex and
death-an indulgence never to be repeated-wouldn't require serious self-examination or a reconsideration of his self-image..More likely than not, he
would cross Bartholomew's path when he least expected, not as a consequence of his searching, but in the normal course of a (lay. If that happened,
he must be prepared to eliminate the threat immediately, by any means available to him..She shook her head, and red bows fluttered. "No. 'Cause
you didn't just move it around.".On Joey's side, there was no family to provide help. His mother had died of leukemia when he was four. His dad,
fond of beer and brawling--like father not like son-was killed in a bar fight five years later. Without close relatives willing to take him in, Joey went
to an orphanage. At nine he wasn't prime adoption material-babies were what was wanted-and he'd been raised in the institution..But first, March
23: the bad date with Frieda Bliss, and what he discovered in his apartment when he came home that night..Although Thomas Vanadium was
unconscious, perhaps even dead, and though both nailhead-gray eyes were closed, Junior knew those eyes were watching him, watching through
the lids..Havnor Great Port is the city at the heart of the world, white-towered above its bay; on the tallest tower the sword of Erreth-Akbe catches
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the first and last of daylight. Through that city passes all the trade and commerce and learning and craft of Earthsea, a wealth not hoarded. There
the King sits, having returned after the healing of the Ring, in sign of healing. And in that city, in these latter days, men and women of the islands
speak with dragons, in sign of change..Rubbermaid container from his own pantry. Junior would never again use it to store leftover soup..At eleven
o'clock Saturday morning, having just settled in the hotel after arriving from St. Mary's, they were waiting for the SFPD to deliver suitcases of
clothes and toiletries that Rena Moller, Celestina's neighbor, had packed according to her instructions. While waiting, the three of them took an
early lunch-or a late breakfast-at a room service table in the living room..Aware that his tension was building intolerably, Junior decided that he
needed Scamp more than he dreaded her. He spent the remainder of Wednesday, until dawn Thursday, with the indefatigable redhead, whose
bedroom contained a vast collection of scented massage oils in sufficient volume to fragrantly lubricate half the rolling stock of every railroad
company doing business west of the Mississippi..Yet for all his love of reading and of music, events suggested that for mathematics he had a still
greater aptitude..When the subject shifted to card tricks and fortune-telling, Maria admitted to practicing divination with standard playing
cards..Soundlessly, reluctantly, Agnes pulled the bedroom door nearly shut, and went down to the kitchen, where she sat alone, drinking coffee and
nibbling at mysteries. Of all the gifts that Barty opened on Christmas morning, the hardback copy of Robert Heinlein's The Star Beast was his
favorite. Instantly enchanted by the promise of an amusing alien creature, space travel, an exotic future, and lots of adventure, he seized every
opportunity throughout the busy day to crack open those pages and to step out of Bright Beach into stranger places..judging by the evidence, the
nurse was home alone, but Junior raised his voice above the music and called out, "Hello? Is anyone here?".Obadiah tossed the pack of cards to
Edom, startling him. "Son, you'll have to help me. My fingers have no finesse anymore.".Nevertheless, when the points of soreness in his brow and
cheeks gradually grew worse, he stopped at a service station near Courtland, bought a bottle of Pepsi from a vending machine, and washed down
yet another capsule of antihistamines. He also took another antiemetic, four aspirin, and-although he felt no trembling in his bowels-one more dose
of paregoric..She might have attributed his problem to eyestrain from all the reading he'd done during the past few days. She might have put drops
in his eyes, told him to leave the books alone for a while, and sent him into the backyard to play. She might have counseled herself not to be one of
those alarmist mothers who detected pneumonia in every sniffle, a brain tumor behind every headache..Studying the brochure, Junior felt that the
best response to this artist's work was to go directly into the bathroom, stick one finger down his throat, and purge himself. Considering his medical
history, however, he couldn't afford to be such an expressive critic..But with the silencer attached, the pistol was useful only for close-up work.
After passing through a sound-suppressor, the bullet would exit the muzzle at a lower than usual velocity, perhaps with an added wobble, and
accuracy would drop drastically at a distance..He hit Celestina with the big question, the huge question, just as she paused in her babbling to suck
in a deep breath, the better to spout even more nonsense, whereupon this panicky inhalation caught in her breast, caught so stubbornly that she was
certain she would need the attention of paramedics to start breathing again, but then Wally popped open the box, revealing a lovely engagement
ring, the sight of which made the trapped breath explode from her, and then she was breathing fine, although snuffling and crying and just generally
a mess. "I love you, Wally.".On Tuesday, less than twenty-four hours after Naomi's funeral, Knacker, Hisscus, and Nork--representing the state and
the county held preliminary meetings with Junior's lawyer and with the attorney for the grieving Hackachak clan. As before, the well-tailored trio
was conciliatory, sensitive, and willing to reach an accommodation to prevent the filing of a wrongful-death suit..A spirit-shredding bleakness
clawed at her, but she couldn't permit it to leave her in tatters. If she traded hope for despair, as her brothers had done, Bartholomew would be
finished before he'd begun. She owed him optimism, lessons in the joy of life..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 not
quite as young as Bavol Poriferan, this artist was equally adored by critics and widely regarded as a genius. He went by a single and mysterious
name, Sklent, and in the publicity photo of him that was posted in the gallery, he looked dangerous..Sometimes, just the thought of getting in the
car and venturing into the dangerous world was intolerable. Then he settled into his La-ZBoy and waited for the natural disaster that would soon
scrub him off the earth as though he had never existed..Consequently, Edom was abroad in the land with pies and parcels, following a list of names
and addresses provided by his sister, even though he believed an unprecedentedly violent earthquake, the fabled Big One, was likely to strike
before noon, certainly before dinner. This was the last day of the rest of his life..Junior felt a little lightheaded. He felt strange. He hoped he wasn't
coming down with the flu..All he cared about was Red Planet, and what might happen after page 103. He had carried the book with him to the
doctor's office, and on the way home in the car; he repeatedly opened it, squinting at the lines of type, trying to read around or through the "twisty"
spots. "Jim and Frank and Willis, they're in deep trouble.".Oregon State Police might find at least one reason to be suspicious of the tragic scenario
that he was creating. He didn't know much about the technology that police might employ at a crime scene, and he knew even less about forensic
pathology. He was just doing the best job he could..Finally Vanadium said, "According to the lab report, the baby she was carrying was almost
certainly yours.".With everyone in the diner now aware of Junior, with every head turned toward him and with every wary eye tracking him, he
dropped the bun cap and the mustard dispenser on the floor. Barging through the swinging gate at the end of the lunch counter, he entered the
narrow work area behind it..Although Zedd counsels living in the future, he recognizes the need to have full recollection of the past when
absolutely needed. One of his favorite techniques for jolting memories loose when the subconsciously.She held his face in both hands and kissed
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each of his beautiful jewel eyes. "You ready?".Magusson considered the assaults on Victoria and on Vanadium to be hideous crimes, of course, but
he also viewed them as affronts to his own dignity and reputation. He expected a felonious client, rewarded with four and a quarter million instead
of jail time, to be grateful and thereafter to walk a straight line..With every step through the long night walk, Paul had considered what he would
say, must say, if this encounter ever took place. Now all his practiced words deserted him..Jacob made more fire sounds as he stripped the clear
cellophane off a second new deck of playing cards, then off a third and a fourth..He turned from the cowering girl and studied the boy, who stood a
few steps inside the room, holding a can of soda in each hand. The artificial eyes were convincing, but they didn't possess the knowing look that so
troubled him in the strange girl..Junior was educated. He wasn't merely a masseur with a fancy title; he had earned a hill bachelor of science degree
with a major in rehabilitation therapy. When he watched television, which he never did to excess, he rarely settled for frivolous game shows or
sitcoms like Gomer Pyle or The Beverly Hillbillies, or even I Dream of Jeannie, but committed himself to serious dramas that required intellectual
involvement-Gunsmoke, Bonanza, and The Fugitive. He preferred Scrabble to all other board games, because it expanded one's vocabulary. As a
member in good standing of the Book-of-the-Month Club, he'd already acquired nearly thirty volumes of the finest in contemporary literature, and
thus far he'd read or skim-read more than six of them. He would have read all of them if he had not been a busy man with such varied interests; his
cultural aspirations were greater than the time he was able to devote to them..Admitting to the likelihood that he would never again devote himself
seriously to his business, Paul sold it to Jim Kessel, long his good right hand and fellow pharmacist.
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