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CHEMICAL COORDINATION AND INTEGRATION
In a neatly groomed neighborhood of unassuming houses, Vanadium's place was as unremarkable as those around it: a single-story rectangular box
of no discernible architectural style. White aluminum siding with green shutters. An attached two-car garage.."You look as if you've seen a ghost,"
said Vinnie, and Agnes wished the threat were as simple as a restless spirit, groaning and rattling its chains, like Dickens's Marley come to
Ebenezer Scrooge on Christmas Eve..Not incidentally, the project served as a vehicle by which some older citizens, in financial crisis, could
receive money in a way that spared their dignity, gave them hope, and repaired their damaged self esteem. Agnes asked Obadiah to enrich the
project by accepting a one year grant to record the story of his life with the help of the head librarian.."She reads too much hard-boiled detective
fiction," Nolly said. "And lately, she's talking about writing it.".His mother tried to explain. "It's as if you'd found some great jewel," she said, "and
what's one of us to do with a diamond but hide it? Anybody rich enough to buy it from you is strong enough to kill you for it. Keep it hid. And keep
away from great people and their crafty men!".He pushed on the door, but still it resisted, and he surprised himself by letting out a bellow of
frustration that expressed quite the opposite of self-control, though no one listening could have the slightest doubt about his determination to
commit and command..The strange barrage of lightning, putting an end to the rain rather than initiating it, had been a clue. The rapid clearing of the
sky-indicating a stiff wind at high altitudes, while stillness prevailed at ground level-a sudden plunge in the humidity, and an unseasonable warmth
confirmed the coming catastrophe..The second medic wheeled the gurney to the rear of the van, calling for one of the policemen to accompany him
to the hospital. Apparently, he needed help if he was to deliver the baby and also stabilize Apes while en route..He produced her coat as if by
legerdemain. Magically, she found her arms in the sleeves and the collar around her neck, though given her size lately, putting on anything other
than a hat usually required strategy and persistence..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..Junior was aware that all the cops were watching him as he stared down
at the body, and he frantically tried to think what an innocent husband would be likely to do or say, but his imagination failed him. His thoughts
could not be organized..Heart racing, but reminding himself that strength and wisdom arose from a calm mind, Junior stood in the center of the
small kitchen, slowly turning to study every angle of the room.."Oh, it certainly is! It certainly is enough! But ... I don't regret much, you know. But
I do regret not being here to see why you and Angel have been brought together. I know it'll be something lovely, Barty. Something so fine.".His
silent tears accomplished what his words could not: Nork, Knacker, and Hisscus retreated, urging him to speak to his attorney, promising to return,
once more expressing their deepest condolences, perhaps as abashed as attorneys and political appointees could get, but certainly confused and
unsure how to proceed when dealing with a man so untouched by greed, so free of anger, so forgiving as the widower Cain..Many nights, his sleep
wasn't half as restful as he would have wished, for he often dreamed of walking in a wasteland. Sometimes, desert salt flats stretched in all
directions, with here and there a monument of weather-gnarled rock, all baking under a merciless sun. Sometimes, the salt was snow, and the
monuments of rock were ridges of ice, revealed in the hard glare of a cold sun. Regardless of the landscape, he walked slowly, though he had the
desire and the energy to proceed faster. His frustration built until it was so intolerable that he woke, kicking in the tangled sheets, restless and
edgy..Junior leaned forward and slid the packet of cash across the desk, toward the detective. "There's more where this came from.".On this January
twilight, as Maria Elena Gonzalez drove south along the coast from Newport Beach, all men of the sea must have been reaching for bottles of rum
to celebrate the fruit-punch sky: ripe cherries in the west, blood oranges overhead, clustered grapes dark purple in the east..One detail. One only. It
was a crucial detail, however, one that she absolutely must confirm before she left St. Mary's, even if she would be required to look at the child
once more, this spawn of violence, this killer of her sister.."It's a boy," Joey assured her, as though he had been given a vision. Thick blood sluiced
across his lower lip, down his chin, bright arterial blood. "Baby, no," she pleaded..Having anticipated a problem of one kind or another, Junior
withdrew a packet of crisp new hundred-dollar bills from an inside jacket pocket. The bank band still wrapped the stack, and on it was printed
$10,000..Leavening his tortured voice as best he could with shock and hurt, as though deeply wounded by the need to speak these words, Junior
Cain said, "You ... you think I killed her, don't you? That's crazy.".Aftermath had a way of being discovered, often at the worst of all possible
moments, which he had learned from movies and from crime stories in the media and even from personal experience. Discovery always brought the
police at high speed, sounding their sirens and full of enthusiasm, because those bastards were the most past-focused losers on the face of the earth,
utterly consumed by their interest in aftermath..Gradually he grew calm. His great frosty exhalations diminished to a diaphanous dribble that
evaporated two inches from his lips.."Your mind is as fascinating as ever," he said. "Your soul as beautiful. Listen, Per, since we were thirteen, I
was never primarily interested in your body. You flatter yourself shamelessly if you think it was all that special even before the polio.".The
sidewalks were crowded with businessmen in suits, hippies in flamboyant garb, groups of smartly attired suburban ladies in town to shop, and the
usual forgettably dressed rabble, some smiling and some surly and some mumbling but as blank-eyed as mannequins, who might be hired assassins
or poets, for all he knew, eccentric millionaires in mufti or carnival geeks who earned their living by biting heads off live chickens..When his
stomach rolled uneasily and his scalp prickled, he was seized by panic, certain that he was going to suffer both violent nervous emesis and severe
hives, breaking out and chucking up at the same time. He popped the capsules into his mouth but couldn't produce enough saliva to swallow them,
so he turned on the faucet, filled his cupped hands with water, and drank, dribbling down the front of is jacket and sweater..Pity warmed the
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physician's ascetic face. "You loved your wife very much, didn't you?"."D'you have a bag?".From the chair in the comer, where Agnes sat, it
seemed that Joshua took an inordinately long time on what was usually a quick examination. Worry so weighed on her that the physician's
customary thoroughness seemed, this time, to be filled with dire meaning..Tom Vanadium liked this man at once. Cop instinct told him that
Damascus was honest and reliable. Priestly insight suggested even more impressive qualities..Relieved but still wary, he toured the small house
again to be sure doors and windows were locked..Instead of engaging in the confrontation for which he had been pressing ever since his first visit,
Vanadium surprised Junior by breaking eye contact, turning from the bed, and crossing the room to the door..the beast would find them one day,
but she hadn't spoken of that possibility in perhaps two and a half years..By telephone, he had been prepared for this boy. Strange as it was to find a
Bartholomew in their lives, given Enoch Cain's peculiar obsession, Tom nonetheless agreed with Celestina that the wife killer could have no way to
know about this child-and could certainly have no logical reason to fear him. The only thing they had in common was Harrison White's sermon,
which had inspired this boy's name and might have planted the seed of guilt in Cain's mind.."I knew," said Wally, braking for a red traffic light,
"that you'd be thinking of Phimie now, and thinking of her would lead you to your father's words, because as short as her life might have been,
Phimie was a Bartholomew. She left her mark.".In the brief silence between cuts on the album, he heard the clink of the wineglass against the bottle
of Merlot, as the visitor evidently gathered them from the floor..He found nothing especially gratifying, switched off the lights, and moved on to
the living room. If Cain was coming home, he could glance up from the street and see lights ablaze here, so Vanadium resorted to a small
flashlight, always carefully hooding the lens with one hand..Perhaps she was afflicted with only expressive aphasia, but she must be confused to
some degree. The baby, which would be placed for adoption, was not hers to name..Blink, the living room. Turning off Sinatra halfway through "It
Gets Lonely Early.".Paul was a dear man, different from Joey in appearance but so like him at heart. She shocked him by insisting they go at once
to his house, to his bedroom. Red-faced as no pulp hero ever had been, Paul stammered out that he wasn't expecting intimacy of her so soon, and
she assured him that he wasn't going to get it so soon, either..Startled, he braked to a halt. Agnes didn't say anything until Joey had taken three or
four deep,.For her, the suspense that grew throughout dinner didn't have much to do with whether or not Wally would pop the question, because if
he didn't broach the subject this time, she intended to take the initiative. Instead, Celestina was more tense about whether or not Wally expected
that a heartfelt expression of commitment should be sufficient to induce her to sleep with him..Junior was disturbed that the mysterious chanteuse
had been performing when he wasn't home. He felt violated. Invaded..Orange firelight bloomed in the living room below, a wave of heat washed
over Paul, and immediately behind the heat came greasy masses of roiling black smoke, drawn to the stairwell as to a flue..After a minute, he
slipped his hand into his pocket. The quarter was still there..Either this chatterbox was at all times a babbling airhead or Junior particularly
disconcerted him.."And in a lot of somewheres," said Barty, "things are worse for us than here. Some somewheres, you died, too, when I was born,
so I never met you, either.".EARTHSEA.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..Focus. Prepare to kill Bartholomew and anyone who tries to protect Bartholomew on January
12. Prepare for all contingencies..Shaking with a fear that had nothing to do with Junior Cain and flying bullets, or even with memories of Josef
Krepp and his vile necklace, Tom Vanadium closed the sketch pad and put it on the window seat. He opened the window, and in rushed the
susurration of breeze-stirred oak leaves..Although he related well to the theme of moral relativism and personal autonomy in a value-neutral world,
Junior grew apprehensive about each impending scene of violence, and closed his eyes against the prospect of blood. He resented having to endure
ninety minutes of the film before Google finally settled into the seat beside him..His throat was still so raw from the explosive vomiting, seared by
stomach acid, that he sounded like a character from a puppet show for children on Saturday-morning television, hoarse and squeaky at the same
time. If not for the pain, he would have felt ridiculous, but the hot and jagged scrape of each word through his throat left him unable to.She sat at
the kitchen table, staring at the glass. After a while she emptied it in the sink without having taken a sip.."Fifteen fifty-six?" Bill frowned. "Hell, the
Chinese probably didn't even have mud back then.".One of his favorite gifts for Christmas 1967 was a twelve-hole chromatic harmonica with
forty-eight reeds providing a full three-octave range. Even in his little hands, and with the limitations of his small mouth, this more sophisticated
instrument enabled him to produce full-bodied versions of any song that appealed to him..Requital. Restitutional apology, which must have been
learned in a law school where English was the second language. Even atonement..It was then that village sorcery, and above all women's witchery,
came into the ill repute that has clung to it since. Witches paid dearly for practicing the arts they thought of as their own. The care of pregnant
beasts and women, birthing, teaching the songs and rites, the fertility and order of field and garden, the building and care of the house and its
furniture, the mining of ores and metals-these great things had always been in the charge of women. A rich lore of spells and charms to ensure the
good outcome of such undertakings was shared among the witches. But when things went wrong at the birth, or in the field, that would be the
witches' fault. And things went wrong more often than right, with the wizards warring, using poisons and curses recklessly to gain immediate
advantage without thought for what followed after. They brought drought and storm, blights and fires and sicknesses across the land, and the
village witch was punished for them. She didn't know why her charm of healing caused the wound to gangrene, why the child she brought into the
world was imbecile, why her blessing seemed to burn the seed in the furrows and blight the apple on the tree. But for these ills, somebody had to be
to blame: and the witch or sorcerer was there, right there in the village or the town, not off in the warlord's castle or fort, not protected by armed
men and spells of defense. Sorcerers and witches were drowned in the poisoned wells, burned in the withered fields, buried alive to make the dead
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earth rich again..Agnes wanted to tell them that all their efforts would be to no avail, that they should cease and desist, be kind and let her go. She
had no reason to stay here anymore. She was moving on to be with her dead husband and her dead baby, moving on to a place where there was no
pain, where no one was as poor as.Briefly, Junior felt humiliated. He wanted to drag the detective out of the car and stomp on his smug, dead
face..For more than two weeks, Agnes's heart had been a clangorous place, filled with the rattle and bang of hard emotions, but now a sort of quiet
had come upon it, a peace that, if it held, might one day allow joy again..and humble. They managed to worry up tuition for art school, but
Celestina worked as a waitress to pay for her studio apartment and other needs..Nevertheless, his sense of violation grew as he paced these now
songless rooms, mystified and frustrated. On April 19, the unmanned Surveyor 3, after landing on the lunar surface, began transmitting photos to
Earth, and when Junior stepped out of his morning shower, he again heard the eerie singing, which seemed to arise from a place more distant, more
alien, than the moon..Kaitlin had the piercing voice and talent for vituperation that marked her as a member of the Hackachak tribe, but for now she
was content to leave the vocal assault to her parents. The stare with which she drilled Junior, however, if brought to bear on a promising geological
formation, would core the earth and strike oil in minutes..The Hackachaks were present, of course. Junior had not yet agreed to join them in their
pursuit of blood money. They would give him little privacy or rest until they had what they wanted..The various flavors of canned soda were
always racked in the same order, allowing Barty to select what he wanted without error. He got orange for Angel, root beer for himself, and closed
the refrigerator..Junior found no answers before the owner of the diner blocked him from proceeding out of the kitchen into the storeroom and the
service alley beyond. Simultaneously sweating and chilled, Junior cursed him, and the confrontation became ugly..that he could not entirely
analyze. Any amateur magician-indeed, anyone willing to practice enough hours, magician or not-could master this trick. It was mere skill, not
sorcery. "What was your motive, Enoch?".He no longer had any reason to follow an exercise regimen. For twenty-three years, he'd needed to
maintain good health in order to meet his responsibilities, but all the responsibilities that mattered to him had been lifted from his shoulders..Perri
was often fast asleep by nine-thirty, seldom later than ten o'clock while Paul never turned in earlier than midnight or one in the morning. In the later
hours, to the reassuring susurration of his wife's breathing, he returned to his pulp adventures..Outside, Celestina took Angel's hand as they
descended the front steps to the street.."Sure. That's how it works with everything. Everything that can happen does happen, and each different way
of happening makes a whole new place.".The pubescent physician returned with three colleagues, who crowded behind the privacy curtain to
proclaim that none of them had ever seen any case remotely like this before. The oldest-a myopic, balding lump-insisted on asking Junior probing
questions about his marital status, his family relationships, his dreams, and his self-esteem; the guy proved to be a clinical psychiatrist who
speculated openly about the possibility of a psychosomatic component..was trying her best to ensure the health of the baby while still remaining
slim enough to avoid suspicion..This was a California live oak, green even in winter, although its leaves were fewer now than they would be in
warmer seasons. The elaborate branch structure, reflected around him, was an exquisite and harmonious maze overlaying a mosaic of sunlight
green on grass, and something in its patterns suddenly touched him, moved him, seized his imagination. He felt as if he were balanced on the brink
of an astonishing insight..As a young man, he had performed first in nightclubs catering to Negroes and in theaters like Harlem's Apollo. During
World War II, he'd been part of a USO troupe entertaining soldiers throughout the Pacific, later in North Africa, and following D-Day, in
Europe..In his mind's eye, Junior saw the coin in transit of the blunt fingers, moving more swiftly than previously because its passage was
lubricated by blood..He had sworn this vow before. An argument could be made that he had broken it..Her lifelong optimism, her buoyancy, which
she had miraculously sustained through so many difficult years, would never survive this. She would no longer be a rock of hope for him and
Edom. Their future was despair, undiluted and unrelenting..At Thanksgiving dinner, again at the three tables set end to end, in the year of the triple
zero, Mary Lampion, now fourteen years old, made an interesting announcement over the pumpkin pie. In her travels where none but she could go,
after seven fascinating years of exploring a fraction of all the infinite worlds, she said she sensed beyond doubt that, as Barty's mother had told him
on her deathbed, there is one special place beyond all the ways things are, one shining place..When the third knave of spades appeared, Edom said
to Maria, "What kind of enemy does three in a row describe?".proud," she said, smiling as she quoted one of their father's most familiar sermons,
"nor powerful-".Grinning but with an odd edge of concern in his expression that Celestina could see even through her tears, Wally said, "Does that
mean you ... you will?".force open Edom's mouth. "Eat your sin, boy, eat your sin!" Edom resists eating his sin, but he's afraid for his eyes,.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..He either detected
their well-concealed surprise or assumed they would be curious as to why, in spite of extensive surgery, he still wore this Boris Karloff
face..Sweet-tempered, generous, honest, kind Naomi had surely been incapable of murdering anyone-least of all the man she loved..Maria set aside
two cards before turning another faceup. This was also an ace of hearts..She found the switch and clicked off the lamp again. "Good-night, young
prince."."There's nothing here for you," she said, stepping back from the door in order to close it..In the physician's eyes, a yearning to believe. In
his face, a squint of skepticism..Celestina put Angel down, and the girl raced to the bathroom as Wally stepped into the public hall and pulled the
apartment door shut behind him.."I was once doubting Thomas," said the detective, but not from beside the bed any longer. His voice seemed to
come from across the room, perhaps near the door, though he had made not a sound as he'd moved..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 the first and last of daylight. Through that city passes all
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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..Maria stopped
praying with her knuckle rosary and resorted to a long swallow of wine..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?".He couldn't remember on what principle he'd considered firing
Magusson. In spite of his faults, the attorney was highly competent..Opening the directory to the marker, he found a card tucked between the pages.
A joker, with BARTHOLOMEW in red block letters..He prepared his knives and guns. Blades and bullets. Fortune favors the bold, the
self-improved, the self-evolved, the focused..Such behavior as hers was unlikely to lead to self-discovery, self improvement, and fulfillment. We
make our own misery in this life. For better or worse, we create our own futures..Using the straight edge of a ruler to guide his eye down each
column, Junior searched for Bartholomew, ignoring surnames. He had already checked to see if anyone in the county had Bartholomew for a last
name; no one in this directory did..Head lowered, as if his visit to Jacob were a weight that bowed him, his attention was on the ground. Otherwise,
he might not have noticed, might not have been halted by, the intricate and beautiful pattern of sunlight and shadow over which he walked.."When
we pull away, people are waving across the street at the UPS truck, and the driver, he sees them, and he stands there, kind of confused, and then he
waves back.".A sense of fellowship in extraordinary times drew everyone closer, to hug, to touch, to share the wonder. For a long moment, even in
the symphony of the storm, in spite of all the plink-tink-hiss-plop-rattle that arose from every rain-beaten work of man and nature, they seemed to
stand here in a hush as deep as Tom had ever heard..AT THE END OF THE fourth book of Earthsea, Tehanu, the story had arrived at what I felt to
be now. And, just as in the now of the so-called real world, I didn't know what would happen next. I could guess, foretell, fear, hope, but I didn't
know..Junior was starving, but he didn't trust his bowels enough to risk dinner in a restaurant. The affliction seemed to have passed, but it might
recur when he had food in his system again..She worried that he would need to go to the bathroom during the night and that, half asleep, he might
turn the wrong way, toward the stairs, and fall. Three times they paced off the route from the doorway of his room to the hall bath. She would have
walked it a hundred times and still not been satisfied, but Barty said, "Okay, I've got it.".Because this kind of fictional fact, like maps of imaginary
realms, is of real interest to some readers, I include the description after the stories. I also redrew the geographical maps for this book, and while
doing so, happily discovered a very old one in the Archives in Havnor..Perhaps hoping to discover which runaway freight train or exploding
factory would smear him across the landscape, Jacob pushed aside his dessert plate and shuffled each deck separately, then shuffled them together
until they were well mixed. He stacked them in front of Maria..Another pocket. More cartridges. Trying to squeeze just two into the magazine, but
his hands shaking and slippery with sweat..Hackachaks to browbeat him into a despairing, exhausted, disgusted compliance with their greed.."Love
you," Wally said, and Celestina repeated it, and he said, "I'm gonna stand in the hall till I hear you set both locks.".Between Isleton and Locke,
Junior first became aware of several points of soreness on his face. He could feel no swelling, no cuts or scrapes, and the rearview mirror revealed
only the fine features that had caused more women's hearts to race than all the amphetamines ever manufactured..The ball of sodden Kleenex was
gripped so tightly in Junior's left hand that had its carbon content been higher, it would have been compacted into a diamond. He saw Vanadium
staring at his clenched fist and sharp white knuckles. He tried to ease up on the wad of Kleenex, but he wasn't able to relent..Instead of answering
the question, meaning to imply that he believed Junior already knew the facts, Thomas Vanadium said, "I was able to get a warrant to search your
house." Junior thought this must be a trick. No hard evidence existed to indicate that Naomi had died at the hands of another rather than by
accident..The muscles of his legs grew as hard as any of the landscapes that he trod. Granite thighs; calves like marble, roped with veins..Indeed, he
would get through the rest of 1965 without resorting to another homicide. The nonfatal shooting in September would be regrettable, quite messy,
painful-but necessary, and calculated to do as little damage as possible..At home, Agnes had no appetite, but she fixed Barty a cheese sandwich,
spooned potato salad into a dish, added a bag of corn chips and a Coke, and served this late dinner on a tray, in his room, where he was already in
bed and reading Tunnel in the Sky..Jacob's mentor had been a man named Obadiah Sepharad. They had met when Jacob was eighteen, during a
period when he'd been committed to a psychiatric ward for a short time, his eccentricity having been briefly mistaken for something worse..The
kids insisted on knowing what was meant by the line about the chicken, and this led to the laying of a coopful of Why-did-the
chicken-cross-the-road jokes, which Edom and Jacob had memorized in childhood as an act of rebellion against their humorless father..pride, his
one great shining moment but also his sinful pride. Clubbed with the trophy first, fists later. And now, here,."Doesn't look so spooky to me." She
turned the knave of spades so the baby could see it. "Does he scare you, Barty?"."Yours is a harder job than mine," Lipscomb told Grace, dandling
Angel as he spoke. "I have no doubt of that.".In Room 724, standing alone at her sister's bedside, watching the girl sleep, Celestina told herself that
she was coping well. She could handle this unnerving development without calling in either of her parents..Ever the romantic, he wanted to surprise
her. Voila! Flowers, wine, and moi. Since their electrifying connection in the hospital, she had been yearning for him; but she wouldn't expect a
visit for a few weeks yet. He was eager to see her face brighten with delight..At the head of the line, Paul waved a red handkerchief out of the
window of the station wagon..But she knew. Barty, buoyant as ever, seemed not to be much worried about the problem with his vision. He
appeared to expect that it would pass like any sneezing fit or cold..From the phone, Barty proceeded directly to the refrigerator. He opened the
door, got a can of orange soda, and returned without hesitation to his chair at the table..Tom said, "Now I'm going to add a human touch and a
spiritual spin to all this. When each of us comes to a point where he has to make a significant moral decision affecting the development of his
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character and the lives of others, and each time he makes the less wise choice, that's where I myself believe a new world splits off. When I make an
immoral or just a foolish choice, another world is created in which I did the right thing, and in that world, I am redeemed for a while, given a
chance to become a better version of the Tom Vanadium who lives on in the other world of the wrong choice. There are so many worlds with
imperfect Tom Vanadiums, but always someplace ... someplace I'm moving steadily toward a state of grace.".The poster announced an upcoming
show, titled "This Momentous Day," by the young artist calling herself Celestina White. Dates for the exhibition were Friday, January 12, through
Saturday, January 2 7..support as he had only pretended to need it previously. He felt as if he had become the mere shell of a man and that the right
note would shatter him as a properly piercing tone can shatter crystal..On he went, up he went, trunk to limb, limb to branch, branch to limb, to
limb, to trunk. Hand over hand up the vertical parts, gripping with his knees, then standing and walking like a tightrope artist along limbs
horizontal to the ground, swinging over empty air and stepping from one woody walkway to another, ever upward toward the highest bower,
dwindling as though he were growing younger during the ascent, becoming a smaller and smaller boy. Forty feet, fifty feet, already far higher than
the house, striving toward the green citadel at the summit..In his seventies but vigorous and full of fun, Sparky liked to take an occasional jaunt to
Reno, to pump the slot machines and try a few hands of blackjack. The off-the-record, tax-free monthly checks from Simon were gratefully
received, ensuring the old man's cooperation with the conspiracy..They were in the rain, the solid-glassy-pounding-roaring rain, every bit as much
as Gene Kelly had been when he danced and sang and capered along a storm-soaked city street in that movie, but whereas the actor had been
saturated by the end of the number, these two children remained dry. Tom's eyes strained to resolve this paradox, even though he knew that all
miracles defied resolution.
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