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Barty sat at the kitchen table, reading Between Planets. From time to time, Agnes discovered him watching her at work or studying Maria's face
and her dexterous hands..Junior's attorney-Simon Magusson--insisted upon full disclosure of maintenance records and advisories relating to the fire
tower and to other forest-service structures for which the state and the county had sole or joint custodial responsibility. If a wrongful--death suit
was filed, this information would have to be divulged anyway during normal disclosure procedures prior to trial, and since maintenance logs and
advisories were of public record, Hisscus and Knacker and Nork agreed to provide what was requested..Thus began the first day of the last
weekend of their old lives. Maria visited on Saturday, sitting in the kitchen, embroidering the collar and cuffs of a blouse, while Agnes baked
pies..In the kitchen, he sat her in a chair and let her slump forward over the breakfast table. With her arms folded, with her head on her arms and
turned to one side, she appeared to be resting..Although her hands were shaking and her knees felt as though they might buckle, Agnes lifted two
pies off the table..Soon he realized this was a mistaken assumption, because when the instructor began trying to unknot him from his lotus position,
a defensive numbness deserted Junior, and he became aware of pain. Excruciating..Clenching his right hand around the quarter, waving left hand
over right, he intoned, "Jingle-jangle, mingle-jingle." Opening his right hand, he revealed that the coin had vanished..As Celestina settled on the
sofa with the phone in her lap, hesitating to dial until she worked up a bit more courage, Angel said to Tom, "So what happened to your
face?".With his empty sockets draped by unsupported lids, Barty rode home wearing padded eye patches under sunglasses, his cane propped
against the seat at his side, as though he were costumed for a role in a play filled with a Dickensian amount of childhood suffering..Celestina's
question had been about Phimie, but they had told her about the baby, and she was alarmed by their evasion..Murmuring on the edge of sleep,
Barty spoke to his father in all the places where Joey still lived: "Good-night, Daddy.".Routinely she dreamed of Joey. Not nightmares. No blood,
no reliving of the horror. In her dreams, she was on a picnic with Joey or at a carnival with him. Walking a beach. Watching a movie. A warmth
pervaded these scenes, an aura of companionship, love. Except eventually she always glanced away from Joey, and when she looked again, he was
gone, and she knew that he was gone forever..Wet cobblestones and tattered blacktop. Hurry, hurry. Past the lighted casement window in the
gallery men's room..The hardest was being in this room at the very moment when Phimie had moved on. Celestina knew beyond doubt that this
was the worst thing she would have to endure in all her life, worse than her own death when it came.."But you don't understand." She recounted the
extraordinary draw of aces during the fortune-telling session Friday evening..She asked Edom to stay in the main house, so Barty wouldn't be alone
while she visited Maria Gonzalez for an hour or two. He was pleased to oblige, settling down to watch a television documentary about volcanoes,
which promised to include stories about the 1902 eruption of Mont Pelee, on Martinique, which killed 28,000 people within minutes, and other
disasters of colossal proportions..Without excellence, of course, there would be no civilization, no progress, no joy; and Agnes was surprised that
this sharp bur of her father's philosophy had stuck deep in her subconscious, prickling and worrying her unnecessarily. She'd thought that she was
entirely clean of his influence..The two bereaved women huddled at one end of the living room, tearful, touching, talking quietly, wondering
together if there was any way that each could help the other to fill this sudden, deep, and terrible hole in their lives..Unbuttoning her blouse,
Celestina said, "Traditionally, puppies don't have a role in weddings.".Beautiful she was, both of face and form, even with her mouth gaping wide
and her eyes rolled back in her skull. How bright her future might have been if she had not chosen to deceive. A tease was, in essence, a
deceiver-promising what she never intended to deliver..Lipscomb said, "We're only two and a half blocks from the best Armenian restaurant in the
city. I'll dash over there, bring back some chilled bubbly and an early dinner, if you'll allow me.".Sometimes Celestina marveled at how intimately
and inextricably the tendrils of tragedy and joy were intertwined in the vine of life. Sorrow was often the root of future joy, and joy could be the
seed of sorrow yet to come. The layered patterns in the vine were so complex, so enrapturing in their lush detail and so fearsome in their wild
inevitability, that she could fill uncountable canvases, through many lifetimes as an artist, striving to capture the enigmatic nature of existence, in
all its beauty dark and bright, and in the end merely suggest the palest shadow of its mystery..Chicane wasn't alone. Sparky Vox, the building
superintendent, approached behind him and hovered. Seventy-two yet as spry as a monkey, Sparky didn't walk so much as scamper like a
capuchin..Edom complied, and in the arc of red Bicycle patterns, one card revealed too much white comer, because it was the only one face
up..Jacob had been born with the requisite dexterity and more than sufficient memory function. His personality disorder-which made him
unemployable and guaranteed that his social life would never involve endless rounds of parties-ensured that he would have the free time needed to
practice the most difficult techniques of card manipulation until he mastered them..Angel was adamant: "Nope. I could learn that. Like dressing
myself and saying thank-you.".Risking all, he turned his back on her and fled, and in spite of his expectations to the contrary, she allowed him to
escape..Shopping for fashion accessories relaxed Junior. He spent a few hours browsing for tie chains, silk pocket squares, and unusual belts.
Riding the up escalator in a department store, between the second and.Junior was pleasantly surprised by his flexibility and by his audacity. He
was, indeed, a new man, a daring adventurer, and by the day he grew more formidable.."Even in an infinite number of worlds," Wally objected,
"there's no place I was that stupid.".If their relationship had not been limited to a single evening of passion, if they had not been of two worlds, if
she had not been underage and therefore jailbait, they might have had an open romance, and then her death would have touched him more
deeply..Using the straight edge of a ruler to guide his eye down each column, Junior searched for Bartholomew, ignoring surnames. He had already
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checked to see if anyone in the county had Bartholomew for a last name; no one in this directory did..The beetle-green Pontiac waited in the
driveway, with a shine that tempted nature to throw around some bad weather. Joey always kept a spotless car, and he probably wouldn't have had
time to earn a living if he had resided in some shine-spoiling climate rather than in southern California..During the following day, January 6, as
Phimie was wheeled around the hospital for tests in various departments, Celestina remained in 724, working on her portfolio for a class in
advanced portraiture. She was a Junior at the Academy of Art College.."He'll just think I'm an incompetent detective. If he comes around wanting
his five hundred bucks back, I'll give it to him.".This wasn't art. This was pandering, mere illustration, more suitable for painting on velvet than on
canvas.."There's a fine George and Ira Gershwin song called 'Someone to Watch Over Me.'.Instinctively, he knew he should not give massages to
Negroes. He sensed that somehow he would be physically or morally polluted by this contact..He had met her in a university adult-extension course
tided "Increasing Self-Esteem Through Controlled Screaming." Participants were taught to identify harmful repressed emotions and dissipate them
through the authentic vocal imitations of a variety of animals..This show was hopeless, disastrous, stupid, foolish, painful, lovely, wonderful,
glorious, sweet.."As long as the case was open and you were the sole suspect," said the lawyer, "they couldn't negotiate an out-of-court settlement
with you. But they were afraid that if eventually they couldn't prove you killed her, then they'd be in an even worse position when a wrongful death
suit finally went before a jury.".Junior was at critical depth. The psychological pressure was at least five thousand pounds per square inch and
growing by the second. Implosion imminent..The silence in this city of the dead was complete. The night lay breathless, stirring not one whisper
from the stationed evergreens that stood sentinel over generations of bones..He doused the light and crouched motionless in the absolute darkness,
leaning against a wall of the dumpster to steady himself, because his feet were planted in slippery layers of fog-dampened plastic trash
bags..Suddenly so many of Zedd's greatest maxims seemed to conflict with one another, when previously they had together formed a reliable
philosophy and guide to success..Without the pillow, she wouldn't have been able to lift her head to look toward the back of the ambulance..In the
end, the reason for the walking was the walking itself. Walking gave him something to do, a needed purpose. Motion equaled meaning. Movement
became a medicine for melancholy, a preventive for madness..Words eluded him again, and he surveyed the coffee shop, as if someone might step
forward to speak for him. He realized people were staring, and embarrassment drew a tighter knot in his tongue..The receptionist, Rebecca, had
stayed late, just to keep company with Barty in the waiting room. As she settled into a chair beside the boy, he asked her if she knew what gravity
was on Mars, and when she confessed ignorance, he said, "Only thirty-seven percent what it is here. You can really jump on Mars.".By this time,
Vinton had finished, commercials had run, and the number-two song had started: "Come See About Me," by the Supremes..Dense, white, slowly
billowing masses of fog rolled through the neighborhood, scented with woodsmoke from numerous fireplaces, as though everything north to the
Canadian border were ablaze..Friday brought Scamp again, all of Scamp, all day, every way, wall-to-wall Scamp, so on Saturday he hadn't enough
energy to do more than shower..Rising from the chair and approaching the bed, the detective kept turning the quarter without hesitation. "She was a
very sweet girl. Very romantic. Her diary's full of rhapsodies about married life, about you. She thought you were the finest man she'd ever known
and the perfect husband.".squint-eyed, sharp-faced night clerk must not have been the owner, because he wasn't the type to have dreamed up cute
spellings for the sign out front. Judging by his appearance and attitude, he was a former Nazi death-camp commandant who fled Brazil one step
ahead of the Israeli secret service and was now hiding out in Oregon.."Thank you, Nurse Bressler," he said most solemnly, matching her tone,
barely able to control the urge to glance at her, smile, and give her another preview of his quick, pink tongue..Surprising himself more than anyone,
Edom also presented his collection to the university. Out with tornadoes, hurricanes, tidal waves, earthquakes, and volcanoes; bring in the roses. He
lightly renovated his small apartment, painted it in brighter colors, and throughout the autumn, he stocked his bookshelves with volumes on
horticulture, excitedly planning a substantial expansion of the rosarium come spring..Yet had the obstacles been piled twice as high, the time had
come to put into words what they felt for each other and to decide what they intended to do about it. Celestina knew that in depth and intensity, as
well as in the promise of passion, Wally's love for her equaled hers for him; out of respect for her and perhaps because the sweet man doubted his
desirability, he tried to conceal the true power of his feelings and actually thought he succeeded, though in fact he was radiant with love. His
once-brotherly kisses on the cheek, his touches, his admiring looks were all still chaste but ever more tender with the passage of time; and when he
held her hand-as in the gallery this evening-whether as a show of support or simply to keep her safely beside him in a crosswalk on a busy street,
dear Wally was overcome by a wistfulness and a longing that Celestina vividly remembered from Junior high school, when thirteen-year-old boys,
their gazes filled with purest adoration, would be struck numb and mute by the conflict between yearning and inexperience. On three occasions
recently, he seemed on the brink of revealing his feelings, which he would expect to surprise if not shock her, but the moment had never been quite
right..Yet he didn't fault himself for a lack of sensitivity. He'd met this woman only once before. He wasn't emotionally invested in her as he had
been in sweet Naomi.."He worked in your shipyard, your highness." Losen liked to be called by kingly titles..He was wrong about this. On the final
Friday of every month, in sunshine and in rain, Junior routinely took a walking tour of the six galleries that were his very favorites, browsing
leisurely in each and chatting up the galerieurs, with a one-o'clock break for lunch at the St. Francis Hotel. This was a tradition with him, and
invariably at the end of each such day, he felt wonderfully cozy..He halted, made a quick calculation, turned, and moved toward where the back
door ought to be. He found it half open..On the way home, he repeatedly checked the rearview mirror. No vehicle followed him..He must be careful
in his approach to her. He dared not rush into this. Think it through. Devise a strategy. This valuable opportunity must not be wasted.."For the love
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of God," Junior pleaded, "can't you please give me something for the pain?".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..Spacious, the living room was furnished for two purposes: as a parlor in which to receive visiting friends, but also with two beds, because
here Paul and Perri slept every night..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..Yet, with no recollection of rising from his chair, he found that he had shouldered
his backpack and crossed the room. The three men looked up expectantly..His right side, however, had come to rest against an object harder than
bagged paper, an angular mass. As the skull-rattling gong faded, allowing more clarity of thought, he realized that an unpleasant, vaguely warm,
damp something was pressed against his right cheek..Celestina was amazed by her own courage in combat and by the steady calm that served her
so well now. She wasn't shaken by the thought of what might have happened to her, and to her daughter, because her mind and her heart were with
Wally-and because, having been watered with hope all of her life, she had a deep reservoir on which to draw in a time of drought..He stabbed
Prosser, however, merely to relieve his frustration and to enliven the dull routine of a life made dreary by the tedious Bartholomew hunt and by
loveless sex. In return for more excitement, he'd assumed greater risk, to mitigate risk, he must have insurance..With his ringleted yellow hair,
coiled mustache, and haughty right file, this was a jack that looked as if he might be a knave in the worst sense of the word.."I was raised to
understand it," said Celestina, and when she looked across the room, she saw that her words had moved her mother..Upon arriving at the creche
window, he had been in a buoyant mood. As he studied the quiet scene, however, he grew uneasy..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..Phimie's stubbornly high blood pressure,
the presence of protein in her urine, and other symptoms indicated her preeclampsia wasn't a recent development; she was at increased risk of
eclampsia. Her hypertension was gradually coming under control-but only by resort to more aggressive drug therapy than the physician preferred to
use..The boy's silvery giggles rang as merrily as sleigh bells, his Christmas spirit undampened. "Not between, Mommy. Nobody could do that. I
just ran where the rain wasn't."."My little girl," she said, and belatedly she realized that this might not be a policeman, after all, but someone trying
to determine if she and Angel were alone in the apartment..He had considered tracking down Celestina-and the bastard boy--prior to her exhibition.
The alumni office of her college might be one route to her. And further inquiries in the city's fine-arts community would no doubt eventually
provide him with her address..When the third knave of spades appeared, Edom said to Maria, "What kind of enemy does three in a row
describe?".He was so innocent. This sweet boy, this pure and stainless infant, couldn't possibly have an enemy in the world, and she could not
imagine any son of hers earning enemies, not if she raised him well. This was just a silly card reading..This trick, however, was far more difficult
than walking where the rain wasn't. Sustaining vision took both a mental and physical toll from him..where everyone spoke a single language and
had all the blueberry pies they needed..So that my mind could move about among the years and centuries without getting things all out of order,
and to keep contradictions and discrepancies at a minimum while I was writing these stories, I became (somewhat) more systematic and
methodical, and put my knowledge of the peoples and their history together into "A Description of Earthsea." Its function is like that of the first big
map I drew of all the Archipelago and the Reaches, when I began to work on A Wizard of Earthsea over thirty years ago: I needed to know where
things are, and how to get from here to there-in time as well as in space.."--and we're from different worlds, which I respect. I respect you and your
wonderful family ... your centeredness, your certainty. I want to do this only because it's what I owe you.".The slamming of Junior's heart sounded
as loud to him as mortar rounds. He stepped back and sideways, out of the vending machine's line of fire..She rushed on: "I'm one of the best
waitresses they have, so if I ask for dinner shifts only, I'll get them. Tips are better at dinner. And working the one shift, four and a half to five
hours, I'll have a regular schedule.".Tom pointed to the nearly finished martini that stood on the table before him. Balanced on the thin rim of the
glass: impossibly, precariously--the coin..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..She heard the door, and when she opened her eyes, the bay had already slid out of the car, into the downpour
again. She called him back, but he kept going..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..Choking fumes, blinding soot. A licking heat told him that slithering fire had followed the smoke
up the stairs and now coiled perilously close in the murk..FOR THE BETTER PART of a week, on doctor's orders, Agnes avoided stairs. She took
sponge baths in the ground-floor powder room and slept in the parlor, on a sofa bed, with Barty nearby in a bassinet..Dishes dried and put away,
Jacob retired to the living room and settled contentedly into an armchair, where he would probably become so enthralled with his new book of dam
disasters that he would forget to make luncheon sandwiches until Barty and Angel rescued him from the flooded streets of some dismally
unfortunate town..At the end of the famous sermon, Celestina's father had wished to all well-meaning people that into their lives should fall a rain
of benign effects from the kind and selfless actions of countless Bartholomews whom they would never meet. And he assures those who are selfish
or envious or lacking in compassion, or who in fact commit acts of great evil, that their deeds will return to them, magnified beyond imagining, for
they are at war with the purpose of life. If the spirit of Bartholomew cannot enter their hearts and change them, then it will find them and mete out
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the terrible judgment they deserve..An IV rack stood beside the bed, dripping fluid into his vein, replacing the electrolytes that he had lost through
vomiting, most likely medicating him with an antiemetic as well. His right arm was securely strapped to a supporting board, to prevent him from
bending his elbow and accidentally tearing out the needle..What if the stubborn, selfish, greedy, grubbing, vicious, psychotic, evil spirit of Thomas
Vanadium, which had earlier pursued Junior through another alleyway in broad daylight, had followed him into this one in the more ghost-friendly
hours of the night, and what if that spirit were standing just outside the Dumpster right now, and what if it closed the bifurcated lid and slipped a
bolt through the latch rings, and what if Junior were trapped here with the thoroughly strangled corpse of Neddy Gnathic, and what if the flashlight
failed when he tried to switch it on again, and then what if in the pitch-blackness he heard Neddy say, "Does anyone have a special request?"."You
feel remorse, though," said Agnes. "I can see you do. And not just because of what happened to your hands."."But in 'This Momentous Day,'
Bartholomew is just the disciple, the historical figure, and he's also a metaphor for the unforeseen consequences of even our most ordinary
actions.".The one piece he had purchased was by a young Bay Area artist, Bavol Poriferan, about whom art critics nationwide were in agreement:
He was destined for a long and significant career. The sculpture had cost over nine thousand dollars, an extravagance for a man trying to live on the
income of his hard-won and prudently invested fortune, but its presence in his living room immediately identified him, to cognoscenti, as a person
of taste and cutting-edge sensibilities..Tom had no idea who Perri might be, but something in the way Grace asked the question and the way she
regarded Paul suggested that she knew something about Perri that had won her deep respect and admiration..One of the paramedics knelt beside the
body, checking Naomi for a pulse, although in these circumstances, his action was such a formality that it was almost harebrained..As he passed the
living-room archway, he said, "Watch out for tidal waves, Uncle Jacob."."Be quiet, sugarpie," she said, crossing the bedroom to the door, which
stood only slightly ajar..He tucked his left arm tight against his side and threw himself against the door. The obstructing furniture was heavy, but it
moved an inch. If it would give one inch, it would give two, so it wasn't immovable, and he was already as good as in there..By nature, she was
unable to hold fast to resentment, couldn't nurture a grudge, and was incapable of vengeance. She had forgiven even her father, who had put her
through hell for so long, who had blighted the lives of her brothers, and who had killed her mother. Forgiving was not the same as condoning.
Forgiving did not mean that you had to exonerate or forget..As kids-living in a house that was run like a prison, stifled by the oppressive rule of a
morose father who believed that any form of entertainment was an offense against God-they conducted secret card games as their primary act of
rebellion. A deck of cards was small enough to hide quickly and to keep hidden successfully even during one of their father's painstakingly
thorough room searches..If the sight of his daughter almost drove him to his knees, the sight of his wife, also his first in seven years, lifted him until
he was virtually floating across the grass..Jacob had become a card mechanic for one purpose. Not because he'd ever be a gambler. Not to wow
friends with card tricks. Not because the challenge intrigued him. He wanted to be able to give Agnes winning cards once in a while, if she was
losing too frequently or needed to have her spirits lifted. He didn't feed her winning hands often enough to make her suspicious or to make the
games less fun for Edom or Joey. He was judicious. The effort he expended-the thousands of hours of practice-was repaid with interest each time
Agnes laughed with delight after being dealt a perfect hand..On the High Marsh.And when she finally looked directly at him, blinked at him, her
lashes flicking off a spray of fine droplets, Agnes saw that Barty was dry. Not a single jewel of rain glimmered in his thick dark hair or on the
baby-smooth planes of his face. His shirt and sweater were as dry as if they had just been taken off a hanger and from a dresser drawer. A few
drops darkened the legs of the boy's khaki pants--but Agnes realized this was water that had dripped from her arm as she'd reached across him to
adjust the vent..They agreed that to the outside world, Barty must continue to appear to be a sightless man-or otherwise either be treated like a freak
or be subjected, perhaps unwillingly, to experimentation. In the modern world, there was no tolerance for miracles. Only family could be told of
this development.."-and wherever he went, between his shows, he always gave free performances at nursing homes, schools for the deaf-".During
the past three years, he'd suffered much because of these sisters, including most recently the humiliation in the Dumpster with the dead musician,
Celestina's pencil-necked friend with a propensity for postmortem licking. The memory of that horror flared so vividly-every grotesque detail
condensed into one intense and devastating flash of recollection-that Junior's bladder suddenly felt swollen and full, although he had taken a long
satisfying leak in an alleyway across the street from the restaurant at which the postcard-painting poseur had enjoyed a leisurely dinner with
Ichabod..During the preparation of the cards, Barty had fallen asleep in his mother's arms, but with the revelation of his name on the ace, he had
awakened again, perhaps because with his head resting on her bosom, he was alarmed by the sudden acceleration of her heartbeat..Designed by
Linda Lockowitz Text set in Adobe Jenson First edition ACBGIKJHFDB.She told them of Phimie's request that the baby be named Angel. "At the
time, I assumed she wasn't able to think clearly because of the stroke..Nolly, telling the story of his day's work, paused as the waiter delivered two
orders of the crab-cake appetizer with mustard sauce. "Nolly, Mrs. Wulfstan--enjoy!".Thereafter, he was repelled at the prospect of kissing her, and
their relationship fell apart..By dawn, when the intestinal paroxysms finally passed, this bold new man of adventure felt as flat and limp as road
kill..Barty never cried. In the hospital neonatal unit, he'd been a marvel to the nurses, because when the other newborns were squalling in chorus,
Barty had been unfailingly serene..Yet the most enduring relationship he had all year was with the ghostly singer. On February 18, he returned
home in the afternoon, from a class in spirit channeling, and heard singing as he opened his front door. That same voice. And the same hateful
song. As faint as before, repeatedly rising and falling..If either of them suspected that she was lying, it was Edom. He looked puzzled, but he didn't
pursue the issue..Each page comprised four columns of names and numbers, most with addresses. Approximately one hundred names filled each
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column, four hundred to a page..He had been stowed in a storeroom of one of the old palaces that Losen had appropriated. It had no window, its
door was cross-grained oak barred with iron, and spells had been laid on that door that would have kept a far more experienced wizard captive.
There were men of great skill and power in Losen's pay. Hound did not consider himself to be one of them. "All I have is a nose," he said. He came
daily to see that Otter was recovering from his concussion and dislocated shoulder, and to talk with him. He was, as far as Otter could see,
well-meaning and honest. "If you won't work for us they'll kill you," he said. "Losen can't have fellows like you on the loose. You'd better hire on
while he'll take you.".IN NEED OF OIL, the hand crank squeaked, but the tall halves of the casement window parted and opened outward into the
alleyway..He wondered if the hawk had descended in a constricting gyre, justice coming down, but he could not lift his head to see..Barty's reading
and writing skills appeared to be related to his talent for math, as well. To him, language was first phonics, a sort of music that symbolized objects
and ideas, and this music was then translated into written "syllables using the alphabet-which he saw as a system of math employing twenty-six
digits instead of ten..Junior hadn't paid attention to everyone who visited the pianist though surely he'd have noticed a certain stump in a cheap
suit..Exactly. The shock. The devastating loss. Junior felt it now, anew, and was afraid he might betray himself with tears, although he seemed to
be done with vomiting..The infant Bartholomew was here in San Francisco. He must be found. He must be dispatched. By the time Junior devised a
plan of action to locate the child, he was so hot with anger that he was sweating, and he stripped off one of his two pairs of briefs..ready to hear me.
However long you need. But something ... something extraordinary happened here before you arrived.".Imagination like all living things lives now,
and it lives with, from, on true change. Like all we do and have, it can be co-opted and degraded; but it survives commercial and didactic
exploitation. The land outlasts the empires. The conquerors may leave desert where there was forest and meadow, but the rain will fall, the rivers
will run to the sea. The unstable, mutable, untruthful realms of Once-upon-a-time are as much a part of human history and thought as the nations in
our kaleidoscopic atlases, and some are more enduring..Jacob scared people. He was 'Edom's identical twin, with Edom's boyish and pleasant face,
as soft-spoken as Edom, well barbered and neatly groomed. Nevertheless, on the same mission of mercy as Edom, Jacob would leave the pie
recipients in a state of deep uneasiness if not outright terror. In his wake, they would bar the doors, load guns if they owned any, and lay sleepless
for a night or two.
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