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Seeing her, Joey leaped up front his armchair again. He managed to hold on to his book this time, but he stumbled into the footstool and nearly lost
his balance..with an encircling and suggestive lick, and then licked his lips, too, when the cold steel slipped free of them.."Sure they do," Barty
said. "But I think Maria embroidered the birds just because they were pretty.".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..This was not the same card he'd found at his bedside, under
two dimes and a nickel, on the night following Naomi's funeral. He had torn that one and had thrown it away..In the foyer, Hanna Rey and Nellie
Oatis sat side by side on the stairs. Hanna, the housekeeper, was gray-haired and plump. Nellie, was Perri's daytime- companion, could have passed
for Hanna's sister..More good American music. The Supremes were Negroes, sure, but Junior was not a bigot. Indeed, he had once made passionate
love to a Negro girl..PERRI'S POLIO-WHITTLED body did not test the strength of her pallbearers. The minister prayed for her soul, her friends
mourned her loss, and the earth received her..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.His musical abilities were most
likely an offshoot of his more extraordinary talent for math. He said that music was numbers, and what he seemed to mean was that he could all but
instantly translate the notes of any song into a personal numerical code, retain it, and repeat the song by repeating the memorized sequence of code.
When he read sheet music, he saw arrangements of numbers..Prepared for any contingency, Junior listened to the house until he was certain that he
needed the knife for no one else..Eventually, he settled on a mental image of a bowling pin as his "seed." This was a smooth, elegantly shaped
object that invited languorous contemplation, but it did not tease his libido..Under a declining moon, he fled discreetly three blocks to his
Suburban, parked on a parallel street. He encountered no traffic, and on the way, he stripped off the gardening gloves and discarded them in a
Dumpster at a house undergoing remodeling..He was confused initially, frowning at the heart monitor and at the IV rack that loomed over him.
When his eyes met Celestina's, his gaze clarified, and the smile that he found for her brought as much light into her heart as the diamond ring he
had slipped onto her finger so few hours before..Although the only light on the back porch came from the pale beams that filtered out through the
curtains on the kitchen windows, all these faces seemed luminous, almost preternaturally aglow, like the kiln-fired countenances of saints in a dark
church, lit solely by the flames of votive candies. The rain-a music of sorts, and the jasmine and incense, and the moment sacred..From time to
time, customers had crossed the cocktail lounge to drop folding money into a fishbowl atop the piano, tips for the musician. A few had requested
favorite -tunes..During those spells when she was too shaky to draw, she stood at the window, gazing at the storied city..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..He got behind the wheel of the Studebaker, started the engine, did a hard
180-degree turn, using more lawn than driveway, and cried out in terror when Vanadium moved noisily in the backseat..It was the best he could do
in protest against the misuse of good work and a good ship. He was pleased with himself. When the ship was launched (and all seemed well with
her, for her fault would not show up until she was out on the open sea) he could not keep from his teachers what he had done, the little circle of old
men and midwives, the young hunchback who could speak with the dead, the blind girl who knew the names of things. He told them his trick, and
the blind girl laughed, but the old people said, "Look out. Take care. Keep hidden.".The stump was capped at the end of the internal cuneiform,
depriving Junior of everything from the metatarsal to the tip of the toe. He was delighted with this result, because successful reattachment would
have been a calamity..Paul sat by himself, at the far end of the restaurant from them. He ordered orange juice and waffles..The poor girl's blood
pressure soared in spite of the medication. She suffered a violent seizure,.Since her conversation with Joshua Nunn the previous Thursday, she'd
had more than four days to armor herself for the worst. She prepared for it as well as any mother could while still holding on to her sanity.."Yes. In
syrup form. It's a good item for your home medicine chest, in case your child ever swallows poison and you need to purge it from him quickly.".He
had difficulty picturing the detective puttering in the garden on weekends. Unless there were bodies buried under the roses..Her life was so blessed
that she could have dealt with a horde of locusts, let alone a few mosquitoes.."The piece that's intrigued me," Junior revealed, "is the one that's
rather like a c-c-candlestick. It's quite different from the others.".The guesswork of a wizard is close to knowledge, though he may not know what it
is he knows. The first sign of Otter's gift, when he was two or three years old, was his ability to go straight to anything lost, a dropped nail, a
mislaid tool, as soon as he understood the word for it. And as a boy one of his dearest pleasures had been to go alone out into the countryside and
wander along the lanes or over the hills, feeling through the soles of his bare feet and throughout his body the veins of water underground, the lodes
and knots of ore, the lay and interfolding of the kinds of rock and earth. It was as if he walked in a great building, seeing its passages and rooms,
the descents to airy caverns, the glimmer of branched silver in the walls; and as he went on, it was as if his body became the body of earth, and he
knew its arteries and organs and muscles as his own. This power had been a delight to him as a boy. He had never sought any use for it. It had been
his secret..She slammed it shut before he could stop her, whether he had intended to stop her or not, and she engaged the deadbolt lock.."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
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voice of quiet passion. "No matter what the situation, no matter how knotty the question, I always know what to do..If the ace of diamonds, in
quartet, must be taken seriously, then why not the rest of the draw?.Maintaining a brutal strangling pressure, Junior turned his head aside, to protect
his eyes. He kneed Neddy in the crotch, crunching the remaining fight out of him..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..He paused, giving them a chance to ask
the obvious question-and then smiled at their reticence..Running footsteps, heading toward the ambulance. Apparently Kenny. The second
paramedic..The shakes returned, became more violent than previously--and then once more passed..Over generous slices of Black Forest cake and
coffee, Jacob at first held forth on the explosion of a French freighter, carrying a cargo of ammonium nitrate, at a pier in Texas City, Texas, back in
1947. Five hundred and seventy-six had perished..Celestina was maneuvered aside as the surgical team began resuscitation procedures. Stunned,
she backed away from the table until she encountered a wall. In southern California, as dawn of this new momentous day looms.His mouth was dry
when he said to Angel, "Well, it seems pretty magical to me-that flipped-coin trick.".Embarrassed, cold, abruptly frightened, she returned to the
Old West, where night on the low desert was warm. The campfire flickereded welcomingly. John Wayne put an arm around her and said, "There
are no dead husbands or dead babies here," and though he intended only to reassure her, she was overcome by misery until Shirley MacLaine took
her aside for some heart-to-heart girl talk. Agnes woke again and was no longer chilled, but feverish. Her lips were cracked, her tongue rough and
dry..Room to room through the upstairs. Checking closets. Behind furniture. Bathrooms. In Paul's private spaces. No Cain..The quarter, silvery.
Under the patriot's neck, the date: 1965. Coincidentally, the year that Naomi had been killed. The year that Tom had first met Cain. The year that
all this had begun..As though Amelia Earhart, the long-lost aviatrix, had reached out of her twilight zone and snared the two bits, no tumbling coin
glinted in the air above the desk.."But I had greater facility with cards than most magicians. I trained with Moses Moon, greatest card mechanic of
his generation.".He said this as though confident Agnes would understand what he meant, with a smile and with a glint in his eyes that almost
became a wink, as if they were members of a secret society in which these three repeated words were code, embodying a complex meaning other
than what was apparent to the uninitiated..After using a paring knife to section and core an apple, Paul withdrew a sheet of stationery from his desk
and uncapped a fountain pen. His penmanship was old-fashioned -in its neatness, as precise and appealing as fine calligraphy. He wrote: Dear
Reverend White ....A pang of regret pierced her, that her boy's precocity should deny him this fine fantasy, as her morose father had denied it to
her. "He's real," she asserted..Neither guilt nor remorse plagued him. Good and bad, right and wrong, were not issues to him. Actions were either
effective or ineffective, wise or stupid, but they were all value neutral..As woe begone a widower as anyone could expect, Junior spent every night
home alone. By Sunday, he'd slept without companionship eight nights since being discharged from the hospital..This was a relaxation technique
that had worked often before. He had teamed it from a brilliant book, How to Have a Healthier Life through Autohypnosis..Junior glanced over his
shoulder even as Celestina turned and fled. He caught only a glimpse of her disappearing into the inner hallway..A nurse in surgical greens
appeared. "Pull up the sleeves of your scrub nearly to your elbows. Scrub hard. I'll tell you when to stop.".Google didn't realize that he was an
object of disgust. He wiggled his eyebrows in what he evidently assumed to be an expression of male camaraderie, and he nudged Junior with one
elbow..The artist, six feet four and two hundred fifty pounds, looked markedly more dangerous in person than in his scary publicity photo. Still in
his twenties, he had white hair that fell limp and straight to his shoulders. Dead-white skin. His deep-set eyes, as silver-gray as rain with an
albino-pink undertone, had a predatory glint as chilling as that in the eyes of a panther. Terrible scars slashed his face, and red hash marks covered
his big hands, as though he'd frequently defended himself barehanded against men armed with swords..The modulated electronic brrrrr was similar
to the sound of the telephone in Vanadium's cramped study, on Sunday night. Junior was transported back to that place, that moment in time..And
so at the age of thirty-one, after more than twenty-eight years of blindness with a few short reprieves, Barty Lampion received the gift of sight from
his ten-year-old daughter. 1996 through 2000: Day after day, the work was done in memory of Agnes Lampion, Joey Lampion, Harrison White,
Seraphim White, Jacob Isaacson, Simon Magusson, Tom Vanadium, Grace White, and most recently Wally Lipscomb, in memory of all those who
had given so much and, though perhaps still alive in other places, were gone from here..Her belief in fortune-telling and in the curious ritual she
was about to undertake weren't condoned by the Church. Mysticism of this sort was, in fact, considered to be a sin, a distraction from faith and a
perversion of it.."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."."It was. But maybe that's not the whole story. Anyway, we know the usual
poses these guys strike, the attitudes they think are deceptive and clever. Most of them are so obvious, they might as well just stick their willy in a
light socket and save us a lot of trouble. This, however, is a new approach. Tends to make you want to believe in the poor guy.".At the next comer,
instead of continuing south, Junior angled aggressively in front of oncoming pedestrians, stepped off the curb, and headed east, traversing the,
intersection against the advice of a Don't Walk sign. Horns blared, a city bus nearly flattened him, but he made.Junior's agony might have made
him howl like a cankered dog or might even have dropped him to his knees if he hadn't used the pain to fuel his anger. His knobby countenance
was so sensitive that the light breeze flailed his skin as cruelly as if it had been a barbed lash. Empowered by rage even more beautiful than his
countenance was monstrous, he crossed the parking lot, looking through car windows in the hope of seeing keys dangling from an ignition.."The
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girl's baby," said Nolly, "was placed with Catholic Family Services for adoption.".In her campaign to keep her weight gain to a minimum, anorexia
was her ally. She learned to find pleasure in hunger pangs..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..He had nothing against Negroes. He didn't wish them ill. He wasn't prejudiced. Live and let live. He
believed that as long as they stayed with their own kind and abided by the rules of a polite society, like everyone else, they had a right to live in
peace..During the cleaning, installation of new carpet, and painting that had followed the removal of the diarrheic pig set loose by one of Cain's
disgruntled girlfriends, the wife killer had spent a few nights in a hotel. Nolly took advantage of the opportunity to bring his associate James
Hunnicolt--Jimmy Gadget-onto the premises to provide a customized, undetectable, exterior window-latch release.."Me too." He closed the ring
box. Took a deep breath. Opened the box again. "Celestina, when I met you, my heart was beating but it was dead. It was cold inside me. I thought
it would never be warm again, but because of you, it is. You have given my life back to me, and I want now to give my life to you. Will you marry
me?".Frowning, Panglo, said, "Terrible, you're right, so many terrible things happen, but I don't see why trains-".Tom didn't understand Edom's
comment or the smiles that it drew, but otherwise, he was impressed by the ease with which these people absorbed what he had said and by the
imagination with which they began to expand upon his speculation. It was almost as though they had long known the shape of what he'd told them
and that he was only filling in a few confirming details..Three doors in the dark hallway: one to the right, ajar, and two to the left, both
closed.."Worlds," ventured Jacob, "in which that oil-tank truck never stopped on the railroad tracks in Bakersfield, back in '60. So the train never
crashed into it and those seventeen people never died.".The vending machines were designed to accept quarters, not to eject them. They didn't make
change. Mechanically, this barrage wasn't possible..Junior didn't make the mistake of thinking that Magusson's new conciliatory attitude meant they
were friends, that confidences could be shared or truths exchanged. The money-grubbing toad's only real friend would always be the one he saw in
a mirror. If he discovered that Junior was having a great time post-Naomi, Magusson would store the information until he found a way to use it to
his advantage..He halted, made a quick calculation, turned, and moved toward where the back door ought to be. He found it half open..He went
directly to the kitchen and drew a glass of water at the sink faucet. He swallowed two antiemetic tablets that he had brought with him, to guard
against vomiting..His attention, as morbid as a circling vulture, settled upon the pianist's right hand. The left was open, palm down. But the right
was crumpled shut, palm up..The second time, armed with the previously calculated fact that each regular year contains 3,153,600 seconds, and that
a leap year contains an additional 86,400, she vetted Barty's answer in only four minutes. Thereafter, she accepted his numbers without
verification..A sedan had come to a stop in the graveled driveway, over to the right of the house, almost out of view. As Junior watched, the
headlights were doused. The engine shut off. The driver's door opened. A man got out of the car, a shadowy figure in the fearsome yellow
moonlight. The dinner guest..From San Francisco south to Orange County Airport on a crowded commuter flight, then farther south along the coast
by rental car, Paul Damascus brought Grace, Celestina, and Angel to the Lampion house. "Before we go to my place, there's someone I very much
want you to meet. She's not expecting us, but I'm sure it'll be okay.".The three of them, gathered around her in the quick, held fast to her, as if
Death couldn't take what they refused to release..Junior could almost feel sorry for this sad, stocky, haunted detective, deranged by years of
difficult public service.."Take care you don't beat evil into him," said his aunt.."Sure they do," said Wally as he unlocked the two deadbolts. "But
you gotta be twenty-one years old to get a license for one.".Golden lamplight gilded the front windows downstairs. He would sit with Victoria on
the living-room sofa, sipping wine as they got to know each other. She might tell him to call her Vicky, and maybe he'd ask her to call him Eenie,
the affectionate name Naomi had given him when he wouldn't tolerate Enoch. Soon, they would be necking like two crazy kids. Junior would
disrobe her on the sofa, caressing her smooth pliant body, her skin buttery in the lamplight, and then he would carry her, naked, to the dark
bedroom upstairs..PUDDLED ON THE pan-flat face, the port-wine birthmark. In the center of the stain, the closed eye, concealed by a purple lid,
as smooth and round as a grape.."It isn't just the rotten railing," Junior said, still paging through the report, his outrage growing. "The stairs are
unsafe.".If he hadn't been such a rational, stable, no-nonsense person all of his life, Junior might have thought he was losing his mind..This was his
door, however, not hers. She did not possess a ticket to ride the train that had come for him. He boarded, and the train was gone, and with it the
light in his eyes. She lowered her mouth to his, kissing him one last time, and taste of his blood was not bitter, but sacred..He had assumed that the
dinner guest was Victoria's lover, but suddenly he realized that this might not be the case. The man might be nothing more than a friend. Her father
or a brother. In which case the invitation to romance-posed by the coquettishly arranged wine and rose-would be so wildly inappropriate that the
visitor would know at.When she tried to speak to him, she could no more easily raise her voice than she could extend a hand to him..Agnes's sharp
intake of breath caused Edom to look up from his nephew's name. Pale, she was, her eyes as haunted as old mansions..Friday, December 29, was a
grand day: cool but not cold; high scattered clouds ornamenting a Wedgwood-blue sky. The streets were agreeably abustle but not swarming like
the corridors of a hive, as sometimes they could be. San Franciscans, reliably a pleasant lot, were still in a holiday mood and, therefore, even
quicker to smile and more courteous than usual.."There's a fine George and Ira Gershwin song called 'Someone to Watch Over Me.'.he was
prepared to find Vanadium sitting at the pine table, enjoying- a cup of coffee. The kitchen was deserted..Nurses were supposed to be angels of
mercy. She had shown him no mercy. And she was certainly no angel..In the living room stood a Christmas tree, and under the tree lay prettily
wrapped presents. Junior enjoyed opening all of them, but he didn't find anything he wanted to keep..the beast would find them one day, but she
hadn't spoken of that possibility in perhaps two and a half years..If the state police did get involved, and even if they found evidence that the
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accident was staged, they would most likely point the finger of blame at the man for whom Victoria had been preparing dinner..In the neatly
ordered bedroom, he removed his shoes. Stretching out on the bed, he stared at the ceiling, feeling useless.."When you called earlier in the year, to
ask for a referral to a private investigator down there, the woman had recently turned up dead and Vanadium was gone, but no one put the two
together at first.".PAUL DAMASCUS WAS walking the northern coast of California: Point Reyes Station to Tomales, to Bodega Bay, on to
Stewarts Point, Gualala, and Mendocino. Some days he put in as little as ten miles, and other days he traveled more than thirty..Shaking her head,
Celestina said, "I can only pay for a studio apartment, something small.".A blood test might prove that Junior was the father. Accusations might
sooner or later be made against him by bitter and hate-filled members of her family, perhaps not even with the hope of sending him to prison, but
solely for the purpose of getting their bands on a sizable pan of his fortune, in the form of child support..Judging by his great pleasure in learning,
Barty didn't feel robbed of anything. To him, the world was an orange of infinite layers, which he peeled and savored with increasing
delight..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..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..Celestina often thought of his wife and
twin boys-Rowena, Danny, and Harry--dead in that airliner crash six years ago, and sometimes she was pierced by a sense of loss so poignant that
they might have been members of her own family. She grieved as much over their loss of Wally as over his loss of them, and as blasphemous as the
thought might be, she wondered why God had been so cruel as to sunder such a family. Rowena, Danny, and Harry had crossed all waters of
suffering and lived now eternally in the kingdom. One day they would all be rejoined with the special husband and father they had lost; but even
the reward of Heaven seemed inadequate compensation for being denied so many years here on earth with a man as good and kind and big of heart
as Walter Lipscomb..For breakfast, he avoided sugar. He ate cold roast beef and drank milk laced with a double shot of brandy..In that slow, flat
delivery with which Junior was becoming increasingly impatient, Detective Vanadium said, "We all were, Doctor. It was another election year,
remember? More than once during that campaign, I could've chugged ipecac. What else would work if I wanted to have a good vomit?".For the
past two days, Junior had eaten only binding foods, and late this afternoon, he had taken a preventive dose of paregoric, as well..On December 18,
as the Beatles' "Hello Goodbye" rocketed up the charts, Junior boiled over with frustration at his inability to find either love or Seraphim's baby, so
he drove across the Golden Gate Bridge, to Marin County and all the way to the town of Terra Linda, where he killed Bartholomew Prosser.."He's
crafty, you say. Can you use him?".When the two vertical panes of the casement window were still less than seven inches apart, they stuttered. The
mechanism produced a dismal grinding rasp that sounded like a guttural pronunciation of the problem itself, c-c-c-corrosion, and seized up..The
coin stopped turning, pinched flat between the knuckles of the cops middle and ring fingers. He retrieved a box of Kleenex from the nightstand and
offered it to his suspect. "Here.".He wanted an explanation, but no one could give him the one that he needed, because nobody but he himself knew
the significance and symbolism of the quarter..Tom had acted with the best intentions-but also with the intelligence and the good judgment that
God had given him and that he had spent a lifetime honing. Good intentions alone can be the cobblestones from which the road to Hell is built;
however, good intentions formed through much self-doubt and second-guessing, as Tom's always were guided by wisdom acquired from
experience, are all that can be asked of us. Unintended consequences that should have been foreseeable are, he knew, the stuff of damnation, but
those that we can't foresee, he hoped, are part of some design for which we can't be held responsible..Too rattled to want lunch at the St. Francis
Hotel or anywhere else, Junior returned to his apartment..The decision had already been made that Grace would move in with Celestina and
then-following the wedding-with Celestina and Wally. In Spruce Hills, she had dear friends whom she would miss, but there was nothing else in
Oregon to draw her back, other than the narrow plot beside Harrison, where she expected eventually to be buried. The parsonage fire had destroyed
all her personal effects and every family treasure from Celestina's grade-school spelling-bee medals to the last precious photograph. She wanted
only to be close to her one remaining daughter and her granddaughter, to be part of the new life that they would build with Wally Lipscomb..Sitting
on the edge of the bed, Maria lightly salted the runny eggs and spooned them into Agnes's mouth. "Eggs is as chickens does.".EACH
MOMENTOUS DAY, the work was done in memory of his mother. At Pie Lady Services, always, they sought new recipes and new ways to
brighten the corner where they were..He wanted to say: The vain, power-mad politicians who milk cheers from ignorant crowds, the sports stars
and preening actors who hear themselves called heroes and never object, they should all wither with shame at the mention of your name. Your
vision, your struggle, the years of grueling work, your enduring faith when others doubted, the risk you took with career and reputation--it's one of
the great stories of science, and I'd be honored if I could shake your band..It wasn't as if this was Junior's first encounter with a dead body. In the
past few years, he'd become as comfortable with the deceased as any mortician might be. They were as unremarkable to him as cupcakes were to a
baker..Because of the events regarding Barty and Angel back in January, Celestina, Grace, and Wally were no longer displaced persons waiting to
return to San Francisco. They had begun anew here in Bright Beach; and judging by all indications, they were going to be as happy and as occupied
with useful work as it was possible to be on this troubled side of the grave..Fresh from sedative-assisted sleep, which hadn't ended until they were
in the taxi between the hospital and the hotel, Angel had proved as fully resilient as only children could be when they still retained their innocence.
She didn't understand how seriously Wally had been hurt, of course, but if the attack by Cain had terrorized her while she'd watched it from beneath
her mother's bed, she didn't seem in danger of being permanently traumatized..Strangely, as sometimes happened in this room, his missing toe
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itched. There was no point in removing his shoe and sock to scratch the stump, because that would provide no relief. Curiously, the itch was in the
phantom toe itself, where it could never be scratched..After carrying the two pieces of luggage to the car in the garage, he returned to the study. He
sat at the desk and examined the contents of the drawers, then turned to the file cabinet..Alone, Junior sat in the breakfast nook with a pot of coffee
and an entire Sara Lee chocolate fudge cake..He was a virile young man, desired by many, and life was short. Poor Naomi, her lovely face and her
look of shock still fresh in his memory, was a constant reminder of how suddenly the end could come. No one was guaranteed tomorrow. Seize the
day..face looked familiar, and he sensed that he had seen it before in a disquieting context, although the man's identity eluded him..."You're one to
talk," Celestina said. "Who was it told us they were sitting hand in hand on the front-porch swing.".During the girl's final appointment, Junior
discovered she would be home alone that same night, her parents at a function she wasn't required to attend. She appeared to reveal this
inadvertently, quite innocently; however, Junior was a bloodhound when it came to smelling seduction, regardless of how subtle the scent..In spite
of the ravages of illness and age, beauty remained in the old woman's face. Her bone structure was superb. In youth, she must have been
stunning..Amazed, Agnes gaped at her baby. The throat lump that blocked her speech was part pride, part awe, and part fear, though she didn't at
once understand why this wonderful precociousness should frighten her.."I've got one of those faces so ordinary you see it everywhere," said
Edom, and decided to tell the story of the Tri-State Tornado of 1925.
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