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MONDAY EVENING, January 15, Paul Damascus arrived at the hotel in San Francisco with Grace White. He had kept watch over her in Spruce
Hills for more than two days, sleeping on the floor in the hall outside her room both nights, remaining close by her side when she was in public.
They stayed with friends of hers until Harrison's funeral this morning, then flew south for a reunion of mother and daughter..Startled, Nolly
checked his shirt pocket and withdrew a quarter. "It's not the same one.".And though Barty was not shy, neither was he a show-off. He didn't seek
praise for his accomplishments, and in fact, they were little known outside of his immediate family. His satisfaction came entirely from learning,
exploring, growing..Fifteen feet separated them, with guests intervening. Yet this stranger's attention could have felt no more disturbingly intense
to Junior if they had been alone in the room and but a foot apart..In a magazine article about the hero, passing mention was made of a restaurant
where occasionally the great man ate breakfast..Even as this news pleased Junior, it also saddened him. He was not merely interring a lovely wife,
but also his first child. He was burying his family..Agnes's suspicion that Barty would be a child prodigy had grown from seed to full fruit on the
morning of the boy's first birthday, when he'd sat in his highchair, counting green-grape-and-apple pies. Through the following two years, ample
proof of high intelligence and wondrous talents ripened Agnes's suspicion into conviction..The night of Barty's birth, when Joey actually lay dead
in the pickup-bashed Pontiac, as a paramedic had rolled Agnes's gurney to the back door of the ambulance, she had seen her husband standing
there, untouched by that rain as her son was untouched by this. But Joey-dry-in-the-storm had been a ghost or an illusion fostered by shock and loss
of blood..Then from San Francisco International, through the fog-shrouded streets of the night city, to St. Mary's, to Room 724. And to the
discovery that Phimie's blood pressure was so high-210 over 126-that she was in a hypertensive crisis, at risk of a stroke, renal failure, and other
life-threatening complications..Celestina expected to be taken to a waiting room, but instead the nun escorted her to surgical prep..Among these
people was an old man whom they called, among themselves, the Changer. He showed Otter a few spells of illusion; and when the boy was fifteen
or so, the old man took him out into the fields by Serrenen to show him the one spell of true change he knew. "First let's see you turn that bush into
the seeming of a tree," he said, and promptly Otter did so. Illusion came so easy to the boy that the old man took alarm. Otter had to beg and
wheedle him for any further teaching and finally to promise him, swearing on his own true and secret name, that if he learned the Changer's great
spell he would never use it but to save a life, his own or another's..When he judged that he was near the porch steps, he probed with his cane. Two
paces later, the tip rapped the lowest step.."I only told you about that," said Grace, "because it was a very handsome shirt, and I thought you might
want to get one for Wally.".Everyone thought the moptops were the coolest thing ever--ever but to Junior, their music was just all right. He wasn't
stirred to sing along, and he didn't find their stuff particularly danceable..Although only half the stools at the counter were occupied, and none of
those close to Junior, customers were seated in most of the booths. Some had their backs to him, and three were about Vanadium's size..Celestina
extended her left hand, which shook so badly that she nearly knocked over both their wineglasses. "I will.".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..Grace, having just finished washing a sinkful of dishes, stood monitoring the application of the
icing and drying her hands, when the telephone rang. She picked it up, and as she said, "Hello," the front of the house exploded..The two women
stared at each other, and at last Celestina said, "Good Lord, what's happening here?".He took a long shower, as hot as he could tolerate, until his
muscles felt as soft as butter..She asked him how many fingers she was holding up, and he said four, and four it was. Then two fingers. Then seven.
Her hands so pale, the palms both bruised..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.."I said it didn't work that way, and it
doesn't. Yet ... I don't actually walk in those other worlds to avoid the rain, but I sort of walk in the idea of those worlds. . . .".The minister's threat
had been forgotten, repressed. At the time, only half--heard, merely kinky background to lovemaking, these words had amused Junior, and he'd
given no serious thought to their meaning, to the message of retribution contained in them. Now, in this moment of extreme danger, the inflamed
boil of repressed memory burst under pressure, and Junior was shocked, stunned, to realize that the minister had put a curse on him!.Thereafter, he
was repelled at the prospect of kissing her, and their relationship fell apart..Apparently, he didn't lean back far enough, because amazingly he
landed on his feet in the winter-faded grass. The shock buckled him, and he dropped to his knees. Still cradling Grace, he lowered her to the ground
as gently as he'd ever lowered fragile Perri onto her bed-quite as if he had planned it this way..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."Who?" she shouted, though they were perched side by side on a black-leather love seat.."Yes, but it's a Catholic hospital, and they
offer this option to all unwed mothers-doesn't matter what their religion.".This time he didn't flip the quarter straight into the air. He tipped his
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hand, and with his thumb, he shot the coin toward Agnes..He briefly closed his hand around the three coins, then with a snap of his wrist, flung
them at Nolly, who flinched. But either the coins were never flung or they vanished in midair-and his hand was empty..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..Angel returned to the table for apple juice and to announce, "They got a cookie-jar Jesus!".For reasons of mice
and dust, doors at the Lampion house were never left ajar, let alone open this wide..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.."It's just
... the last time I saw him, he trapped me in a corner and told this god awful story, far more than I wanted to know, about some British murderer
back in the forties, this monstrous man who beat people to death with a hammer, drank their blood, then disposed of their bodies in a vat of acid in
his workroom." He shuddered..This was one of many things about Agnes that amazed Edom. If he had dared to make a list of all the qualities that
he admired in her, he would have sunk into despair at the consideration of how much better she had coped with adversity than either he or
Jacob..Some listings didn't include first names, only initials. Every time he came across the initial B, he put a red heck mark beside it with a fine
point felt-tip pen..Round of face and round of body, Vinnie didn't walk like other men; he seemed to bounce lightly along, as if inflated with a
mixture of gases that included enough helium to make him buoyant, though not so much that he was in danger of sailing up and away like a
birthday balloon. His smooth cheeks and merry eyes left a boyish impression, but he was a good attorney, and shrewd..Now, on his kitchenette
table, two nights after Maria's reading, Jacob finished integrating the four decks as he had done Friday in the dining room of the main house. His
work completed, he sat for a while, staring at the stack of cards, hesitant to proceed.."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.".Even when he saw no cop cadaver, no ghoulish grin, no two-bit eyes, Junior was not immediately relieved.
Warily, he circled the car, expecting to find the detective crouching and poised to spring..Agnes returned home from a pie run with the usual
team-grown to five vehicles, including paid employees-to find a gathering in the yard and Barty halfway up the oak..He spat on his right thumb,
scrubbed the thumb against one of the dried drips on the floor, rubbed thumb and forefinger together, and brought the freshened spoor to his nose.
He smelled blood..White's paintings, which Junior found naive, dull, and insipid in the extreme. She imbued her work with all the qualities that real
artists disdained: realistic detail, storytelling, beauty, optimism, and even charm..Still seeking some missing fact, some insight that would help him
understand the maniac's Bartholomew obsession, Tom asked more questions until Celestina suddenly realized and revealed what might be the
information that he sought: Cain's perverse insistence on playing the reverend's taped rough draft of "This Momentous Day" throughout his long
assault on her sister..In the neatly ordered bedroom, he removed his shoes. Stretching out on the bed, he stared at the ceiling, feeling useless..The
only light came from a reading lamp. An adjustable brass shade directed the light down onto a chair..The dining room again, but this time he
remembered how he had gotten here: by way of the living room..An authoritative note came into Parkhurst's voice, that emperor-of- tone that
probably was taught in a special medical-school course on intimidation, though he was striking this attitude a little too late to be entirely effective.
"My patient is in a fragile state. He mustn't be agitated, Detective. I really don't want you questioning him until tomorrow at the earliest.".The
paramedic put aside the needle, having used it, and grabbed the paddles of a.The dinner guest leaned back into the car, as though to retrieve
something. Perhaps he, too, had been considerate enough to bring a small gift for his hostess..Adding new growth to his forest of frustration, Tom
got up from the study desk, fetched the newspaper from the front doorstep, and went to the kitchen to make his morning coffee. He boiled up a pot
of strong brew and sat down at the knotty-pine table with a steaming mug full of black and sugarless solace..If the angular mass was Neddy, the
vaguely warm, damp something must be the strangled man's protruding tongue..MONDAY MORNING, far above Joe Lampion's grave, the
translucent blue California sky shed a rain of light so pure and clear that the world seemed to have been washed clean of all its stains..On the other
hand, killing a stranger like Bartholomew Prosser relieved stress better than sex did. Senseless murder was as relaxing to him as meditation without
seed, and probably less dangerous..The sound made by the dropping corpse indicated that cushioning trash lined the bottom of the bin, and also that
it was no more than half full. This improved chances that Neddy wouldn't be discovered until a dump truck tumbled him into a landfill-and even
then perhaps no eyes would alight upon him again except those of hungry rats..Celestina checked her wristwatch and saw that she was running late.
With Angel's short legs and layers of red, there was no point in trying to hurry..Curiosity brought him here. Curiosity and a talent for
self-preservation. Earlier, Vanadium had not come to Naomi's graveside as a mourner. He had been there as a cop, on business. Perhaps he had
been at the other funeral on business, too..A door slammed, and after the briefest of internal debates about whether to ize or act, Junior left Ichabod
straddling the threshold. He must get to Celestina before she reached a telephone, and then he could come back and finish moving the body..As
nimble as a geriatric cat, crying out with pain, Junior nevertheless sprang onto the deep windowsill and shoved against the twin panes of the
window. They were already partly open-but they were also stuck. Crouched on the deep sill, pushing against the parted casement panes of the tall
French window, using not just muscle but the entire weight of his body, leaning into them, the maniac tried to force his way out of the bedroom..At
the head of the line, Paul waved a red handkerchief out of the window of the station wagon..Maria was hand-repairing some of Joey's clothes,
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which Agnes had meticulously damaged earlier in the day..To Agnes, Jacob said, "Likely to be a sunnier fortune if the cards are bright and fresh,
don't you think?".At the end of his fourth month, instead of in his seventh, he said "Mama," and clearly knew what it meant. He repeated it when he
wanted to get her attention..He could have killed Vanadium while the cop slept; however, that would be far less satisfying than engaging in a little
psychological warfare and leaving the devious bastard alive to suffer remorse when two more children died under his watch..Taking her silence for
assent, Tom continued: "Your father is gone from here, gone forever, but he still lives in other worlds. This isn't a statement of faith alone. If Albert
Einstein were still alive and standing here, he'd tell you that it's true. Your father is with you in many places, and so is Phimie. In many places, she
didn't die in childbirth. In some worlds, she was never raped, her life never blighted. But there's an irony in that, isn't there? Because in those
worlds, Angel doesn't exist-yet Angel is a miracle and a blessing." He looked up from the city to the woman. "So when you're lying in bed tonight,
kept awake by grief, don't think just about what you've lost with your father and Phimie. Think about what you have in this world that you've never
known in some others-Angel. Whether God's a Catholic, a Baptist, a Jew, a Muslim, or a quantum mechanic, He gives us compensation for our
pain, compensation right here in this world, not just in those parallel to it and not just in some afterlife. Always compensation for the pain ... if we
recognize it when we see it.".A Description of Earthsea.The fire department. The firemen could come without sirens, quietly with their ladders, so
as not to break Barty's concentration.."All right," Celestina said, "yes, of course." She could see no harm in humoring Phimie. "Angel. Angel
White. Now, you calm down, you relax, don't stress yourself.".She thought that she already knew all about humility, about the necessity of it, about
the power of it to bring peace of mind and to heal the heart, but in the following few minutes, she learned more about humility than she had ever
known before..As Tom Vanadium studied the stained and ravaged wall again, a cold and quivery uneasiness settled insectivally onto his scalp and
down the back of his neck, quickly bored into his blood, and nested in his bones. He had the terrible feeling that he was not dealing with a known
quantity anymore, not with the twisted man he'd thought he understood, but with a new and even more monstrous Enoch Cain. Carrying the tote
bag full of Angel's dolls and coloring books, Wally crossed the sidewalk ahead of Celestina and climbed the front steps.."When you didn't answer
the doorbell, man, I just knew what must have happened," Chicane told Junior..The Bright Beach Library was open until nine on Friday evening.
Arriving an hour before closing, they returned the Heinlein novels that Barty had already read and checked out the three that he wanted. In a spirit
of optimism, they borrowed a fourth, Podkayne of Mars..Easter still lay a few weeks away, but already Celestina had begun decorating more than a
hundred baskets, so that nothing would need to be done at the last minute except add the candy. Her living room was a warren of baskets, ribbons,
bows, beads, bangles, shredded cellophane in green and purple and yellow and pink, and decorative little plush-toy bunnies and baby chicks..The
coin stopped turning across his knuckles and, as though with volition of its own, it slipped into the tight curve of his curled forefinger. With a snap
of his thumb, he flipped the quarter into the air.."New York City, March 25, 1911, the Triangle Shirtwaist factory fire-one hundred forty-six
dead.".On second thought-no. If Seraphim had told anyone she'd been raped, the police would have been at Junior's doorstep in minutes, with a
warrant for his arrest. No matter that they would have no proof. In this age of high sympathy for the previously oppressed, the word of a teenage
Negro girl would have greater weight than Junior's clean record, fine reputation, and heartfelt denials..With a prayer to the Holy Mother, Maria
held one third of a knave of spades to the bright flame of the first candle. When it caught fire, she dropped the fragment into the votive glass, and as
it was consumed, she said aloud, "For Peter," referring to the most prominent of the twelve apostles.."Oh," Celestina White replied, "yes, every
day. I'm currently engaged on an entire series of works inspired by Bartholomew.".Wally-Dr. Walter Lipscomb, who delivered Angel and who
became her godfather-never worried when the girl seemed to be developing too slowly, counseling that every child was an individual, with his or
her particular learning pace. Wally's double specialty--obstetrics and pediatrics-gave him credibility, of course, but Celestina had worried,
anyway..This Detroit-built gondola would swiftly navigate the Styx without a black-robed gondolier to pole it onward..Blink, the living room.
Turning off Sinatra halfway through "It Gets Lonely Early.".Celestina, surprised by Lipscomb's arrival, was still mentally numb from Neddy's
harangue. "Doctor, I didn't know you were coming.".The sirens shrieked so loud that he felt a sympathetic vibration in his dental fillings, and with
a sharp cry of brakes, a great red truck turned the comer, at once followed by a second..By mid-March, he had exhausted the possibilities of
Bartholomew as a surname. By the time that he shot himself in September, he had combed through the first quarter million listings in the directory
in search of those whose first names were Bartholomew.."Apple juice, lime Jell-O, and four soda crackers," said the detective. "If you don't have
enough of a conscience to make you confess,.Celestina stared at the small, brown face, opening herself to the anger and hatred with which she had
regarded this child in the operating room..He wanted Celestina to sit in her seat and use her lap belt, but she insisted on cuddling next to him, as if
she were a high-school girl and he were her teenage beau.."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?".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..His enjoyment of the art was diminished by these associations, and as Junior turned away from Industrial Woman, his attention was
suddenly captured by the quarters. Three lay on the floor at her gear wheel-and-meat-cleaver feet. They had not been here earlier..The gray pants of
her jogging suit, speckled with rain that had blown in through the shattered windshield, were suddenly soaked. Her water had broken..Then he
curled up in one of the big armchairs in the living room and began the book again. This was the first time he had ever reread a novel-and he
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finished it at midnight..The boy wasn't translucent, as his father's ghost had been on that drizzly January night almost three years ago. The same
drowned light of this gray afternoon that revealed the gravestones and the dripping.The longer they were required to lie low in fear, the more likely
Celestina would be to cast caution aside and return to Pacific Heights, Tom knew her well enough to be sure that she was a fighter rather than a
runner. Being in hiding frustrated her. Day by day, hour by hour, with no target date for resuming a normal life, she would quickly lose patience.
Rubbed raw, her dignity and sense of justice would compel her to act-perhaps more out of emotion than out of reason..Bartholomew had been able
to focus his eyes much sooner than the average baby was supposed to be able to focus. To a surprising extent, he was already engaged in the world
around him.."I get peed off, and I miss some things terrible. But I'm not sad. And you've got to not be sad, either, 'cause it spoils everything.".This
humble house wasn't where you expected to hear an elaborate custom doorbell-or even any doorbell at all, since knuckles on wood were the
cheapest announcement of a visitor..Focus, Caesar Zedd teaches, is the sole quality that separates millionaires from the flea-ridden, sore-pocked,
urine-soaked winos who five in cardboard boxes and discuss vintages of Ripple with their pet rats. Millionaires have it, winos don't. Likewise,
nothing but the ability to focus separates an Olympic athlete from a cripple who lost his legs in a car wreck. The athlete has focus, and the cripple
doesn't. After all, Zedd notes, if the cripple had it, he would have been a better driver, an Olympic athlete, and a millionaire..". . . then how come
you couldn't walk where your eyes were healthy and leave the tumors there," she remembered..To his surprise, when Naomi expressed an interest
in romance, Junior was a bull again. He would have thought he had left his best stuff at Reverend Harrison White's parsonage..As always in
uncertainty, she asked herself what her mother would do in this situation. Grace, of infinite grace, unfailingly did precisely the needed thing, knew
exactly the right words to console, to enlighten, to charm a smile out of even the miserable. Often, however, the needed thing involved no words,
because in our journey we so often feel abandoned, and we need only to be reassured that we are not alone..Frowning, Panglo, said, "Terrible,
you're right, so many terrible things happen, but I don't see why trains-"."No, the more I think about it, the more it feels like this is just kids. Some
kids goofing around, that's all. I- guess Vanadium got deeper under my skin than I realized, so when this came up, I couldn't think straight about
it."."I can't sleep half the time," Deed said, twisting the baseball cap in his hands. "I've lost weight, and I'm so nervous, jumpy.".After she flushed,
Angel stood on a stepstool and washed her hands at the sink..The tone sounded, as promised, and a man's voice spoke from the box: "It's Max.
You're psychic. I found the hospital here. Poor kid bad a cerebral hemorrhage, arising from a hyperensive crisis caused by ... eclampsia, I think it
is. Baby survived. Call me, huh?".She fussed over him, took his temperature, and spooned two chips of ice into his parched mouth. Leaving, she
gave Celestina a meaningful look and tapped her wristwatch..With Barty's presence, Christmas Eve dinners had become even more agreeable,
especially this year when he was almost-three-going-on-twenty. He talked about the visits to friends that he and his mother and Edom had made
earlier in the day, about Father Brown, as if that cleric-detective were real, about the puddle-jumping toads that had been singing in the backyard
when he and his mother had arrived home from the cemetery, and his chatter was engaging because it was full of a child's charm yet peppered with
enough precocious observations to make it of interest to adults..His profession was cocktail piano, though he didn't have to earn a living at it. He
had inherited a fine four-story house in a good neighborhood of San Francisco and also a sufficient income from a trust fund to meet his needs if he
avoided extravagance. Nevertheless, he worked five evenings a week in an elegant lounge in one of the grand old hotels on Nob Hill, playing
highly refined drinking songs for tourists, businessmen from out of town, affluent gay men who stubbornly continued to believe in romance in an
age that valued flash over substance, and unmarried heterosexual couples who were working up a buzz to ensure that their rigorously planned
adulteries would seem glamorous.."I'm interested in one of the smaller Griskins," said Junior, managing to appear calm, although his mouth was
dry with fear and his mind spun with crazy images of the maniac cop, dead and rotting but nevertheless lurching around San Francisco..On January
1, 1966, five days before Barty's first birthday, Agnes discovered him, in his playpen, engaged in unusual toe play. He wasn't simply, randomly
tickling or tugging on his toes. Between thumb and forefinger, he firmly pinched the little piggy on his left foot, and then one by one pinched his
way to the biggest toe. His attention shifted to his right foot, on which he first pinched the big toe before systematically working down to the
smallest..For a finder's fee, Junior was put in touch with a papermaker named Google. This was not his real name, but with his crossed eyes, large
rubbery lips, and massively prominent Adam's apple, he was as perfect a Google as ever there had been..A shiver of awe traveled Celestina's spine,
because she knew what the physician's next words would surely be..With a portion of his profits from Tammy Bean's stock picks, Junior had
bought a second painting by Sklent. Titled In the Baby's Brain Lies the Parasite of Doom, Version 6, it was so exquisitely repellent that the artist's
genius could not be in doubt..With every step through the long night walk, Paul had considered what he would say, must say, if this encounter ever
took place. Now all his practiced words deserted him..Barty's release from Hoag Presbyterian had been delayed by an infection, and thereafter he
had spent three days in a Newport-area rehabilitation hospital. Rehab consisted largely of orientation to his new dark world, since his lost function
could not be recovered by either diligent exercise or therapy..In his mind's eye, he saw the answering machine with uncanny clarity. That curious
gadget. Sitting atop the scarred pine desk..THIS IS THE FIRST PAGE of the Book of the Dark, written some six hundred years ago in Berila, on
Enlad:.He wasn't a marksman, anyway. He couldn't handle anything more than close-up work..He might not have this future-living thing down
perfectly, but he was absolutely terrific at anger..Sitting in Simon Magusson's mahogany-paneled office, reading the contents of this file, Junior
was aghast. "I could have been killed.".murdered would be discounted. And if every death was suspicious to him, then he would quickly lose
interest in Junior and move on to a new enthusiasm, harassing some other poor devil..Animal instinct told Junior that the business with the quarter
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in the diner and now these quarters in his living room were related to his failure to find Bartholomew, Seraphim White's bastard child. He couldn't
logically explain the connection; but as Zedd teaches, animal instinct is the only unalloyed truth we will ever know..She twisted her
sweat-drenched face in what might have been frustration, closed her.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?".Out of respect for his mother, Barty struggled to hold fast to his eyeless second sight, living in the idea of a world where he still had
vision, until she had been accorded the honors she deserved and had been laid to rest beside his father..Junior shuddered. Vanadium hadn't invented
the name. It had genuine if inexplicable resonance with Junior that had nothing to do with the detective..Agnes thought crazily of their early dates
and the first years of their marriage. They had occasionally gone to the drive-in, sitting close,.Junior had left the front door locked, because if
unlocked, it would look as though he had wanted to facilitate their entry, and it would make them suspicious of the whole scenario.
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