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There were effective actions and ineffective actions, socially acceptable and unacceptable behavior, wise and stupid decisions that could be made.
But if you wanted to achieve maximum self-realization, you had to understand that any choice you made in life was entirely value neutral. Morality
was a primitive concept, useful in earlier stages of societal evolution, perhaps, but without relevance in the modem age..Rising from his chair and
rolling down his shirt-sleeves, Nolly said, "If you'll be our guest for dinner, I suspect we'll all have a fascinating evenings.".He thought he heard the
tick-scrape-rattle-clink of Industrial Woman on the prowl. In the living room. Now the hall. Approaching..Downstairs again, as Agnes reached the
foot of the stairs, she began to worry that she had done too thorough a job on the khakis and that the extent of the damage would raise
suspicions..Because drugs foil all efforts at self-improvement, Junior had no use for the cocaine and acid. He didn't dare sell them to recover his
money; even five thousand dollars wasn't worth risking arrest. Instead, he gave the pharmaceuticals to a group of young boys playing basketball in
a schoolyard, and wished them a Merry Christmas. The twenty-fourth of December began with rain, but the storm moved south soon after dawn.
Sunshine tinseled the city, and the streets filled with last-minute holiday shoppers..In that instant, she knew the dreadful shape of the future, if not
its fine details..Lifting his martini, theatrically gesturing to the tablecloth where the glass had stood, as though the lack of coins proved that he, too,
had sorcerous power, Nolly said, "Another round of this magical concoction? ".WHEN DR. JIM PARKHURST made his evening rounds, Junior
didn't continue to feign sleep but asked earnest questions to which he knew most of the answers, having eavesdropped on the conversation between
the physician and Detective Vanadium.."You don't get the heebie-jeebies," Max said. "You give 'em. Tell me what's wrong.".make a worrywart
life-insurance salesman like me seem just as light hearted as a schoolgirl.".Under Celestina's guidance, the menfolk-Wally, Edom, Jacob, Paul,
Tom-had packed cartons of canned and dry goods, plus numerous boxes of new spring clothing for the children on their route. All those items had
been loaded into the vehicles the previous evening..He hit Celestina with the big question, the huge question, just as she paused in her babbling to
suck in a deep breath, the better to spout even more nonsense, whereupon this panicky inhalation caught in her breast, caught so stubbornly that she
was certain she would need the attention of paramedics to start breathing again, but then Wally popped open the box, revealing a lovely
engagement ring, the sight of which made the trapped breath explode from her, and then she was breathing fine, although snuffling and crying and
just generally a mess. "I love you, Wally.".So after waiting two months for the superhot Harrison White case to cool down, Junior returned instead
to Spruce Hills, traveled bald and pocked and passing as Pinchbeck, under the cover of night.."Wait," said Deed, holding out one hand either
beseechingly or to block the door.."Tame him or bury him," said Losen, and turned to more important matters.."We've mapped three routes to the
top," Angel said, "and each offers different challenges. Barty's eventually going to climb all of them, but he's starting with the hardest.".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."You may be eating yourself into an early grave, Vinnie, but poor Jacob has murdered his own soul, and that's infinitely worse.".As
yet, he hadn't taken either an antiemetic or antihistamine to ward off vomiting and hives, because he wanted to medicate -against those conditions
as shortly before the violence as was practical, to ensure maximum protection. He'd intended to dose himself only after he followed Celestina home
from the gallery and could be reasonably certain that he had located the lair of Bartholomew..Having survived the night, Edom and Jacob were
waiting in the hall. Each kissed his nephew, but neither could speak..Junior hadn't noticed when the detective stopped turning the coin across his
knuckles..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..The
moment that the roof of the car vanished beneath the water, Junior hurried away, retracing on foot the route he had driven. He didn't have to go all
the way back to Vanadium's place, only to the dark house where he'd left Victoria Bressler. He had a date with a dead woman..The night that
followed might as well have been a night in Hell, though a hell in which Satan provided an electrolytically balanced beverage..Down the stairs,
through the ground floor, quickly, soundlessly, breath held at times, listening for the other's breathing, listening for the softest squeak of
rubber-soled shoes, although the hard clack of cloven hoofs and a whiff of sulfur would not have been surprising. At last he went to the kitchen,
full circle from the shiny quarter on the breakfast table to the quarter again. No Cain..A knife already lay on the counter nearby. He used it to slice
four pats of butter, yellow and creamy, each half an inch thick, off the end of the stick..Books were stacked high on a nearby table, favorite novels
and volumes of verse, all of which Agnes had read before. With time so limited, she preferred the comfort of the familiar to the possibility that new
writers and new stories would fail to please. Paul read to her often, as did Angel. Tom Vanadium sat with her, too, as did Celestina and Grace..As
soon as he was alone, however, Junior yearned for the nurse to return. Alone, he felt vulnerable, threatened..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.."Who is this?" he
demanded, although for a demand, the words came out too thin, too squeaky.."May 14, 1845, in Canton, China, a theater fire killed sixteen hundred
seventy. On December 8, 1863, a fire in the Church of La Compana, in Santiago, Chile, left two thousand five hundred and one dead. One hundred
fifty perished in a fire at a Paris charity bazaar: May 4, 1897. June 30, 1900, a dock fire in Hoboken, New Jersey, killed three hundred twenty-six. .
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.".He arrived at the open door, grinning. No Cheshire-cat grin, hanging disembodied on the air, teeth without tabby. Grin with full Barty..The
tenderness with which Grace acceded to Phimie's desire, at the expense of her own peace of mind, filled Celestina with emotion. She'd always
admired and loved her mother to an extent that no words-or work of art-could adequately describe, but never more than now..THE CRISP
CRACKLE of faux flames, the way they made them in the days of radio dramas, back in the 1930s and '40s, when he was a boy:
cellophane.."Other Bartys and other Agneses in other houses like this-all here together now.".Agnes wanted to reach out and touch him, but she
found that she didn't have the strength to raise her arm. She was no longer holding her belly, either. Both hands lay at her sides, palms up, and even
the simple act of curling her fingers required surprising effort and concentration..Eventually, dinner over, cleanup finished, when Maria and the
uncles had gone, Agnes and Barty faced the stairs together. She followed, holding his cane, which he said he preferred not to use in the house,
prepared to catch him if he stumbled..Celebration of course, would lead to incarceration and perhaps to electrocution. With Vanadium, the maniac
cop, likely to be found lurking under the bed or masquerading as a nurse to catch him in an unguarded moment, Junior had to recover at a pace that
his physician would not find miraculous. Dr. Parkhurst expected to discharge him no sooner than the following morning..Excessive insurance,
Agnes believed, was a temptation to fate. "A reasonable policy, yes, that's fine. But a big one ... it's like betting on death."."That discord sets up lots
of other vibrations, some of which will return to you in ways you might expect-and some in ways you could never see coming. Of the things you
couldn't have seen coming, I'm the worst.".He wanted an explanation, but no one could give him the one that he needed, because nobody but he
himself knew the significance and symbolism of the quarter..Deciduous black oaks lined the street. All were leafless at this time of year, gnarled
limbs clawing at the moon..What didn't come as a surprise to Paul was Agnes's determination that the Whites, during their period of lying low,
should stay with her and Barty..More than twice, worried nurses-and even a resident internist braved the tumult to check on Junior's condition.
They asked if he really felt up to entertaining visitors, these visitors..I. In the Dark Time."Simon's a good man. Now that he pretty much knows
Cain pushed the wife, he doesn't feel better about representing him just because the payoff was big. And in the current case, he's not Cain's lawyer,
so there's no conflict of interest, no ethics problem, so he's got a chance to set things right a little."."Just now." Although Angel tried to sound
nonchalant, she was trembling. "I'm not sure I can do it again.".ice bags. I almost laughed at his tendency to morbidness and self dramatization. The
living dead had not come to get him: just some rubber ice bags..By the first of November, they moved his mother's bed into the living room, so she
could be in the center of things, where always she had been, though they admitted no guests now, only members of their family with its many
names..body on the flight out of San Francisco. When finally her obligations were met, she.Scamp had fabulous legs, and her bralessness left no
doubts about the lusciousness and authenticity of her chest, but after an hour of conversation about something or other, before suggesting that they
leave together, Junior maneuvered her into a reasonably private corner and discreetly put a hand up her skirt, just to confirm that his gender
suspicions were correct..In spite of the ravages of illness and age, beauty remained in the old woman's face. Her bone structure was superb. In
youth, she must have been stunning..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.Seven or eight years after Tehanu was published,
I was asked to write a story set in Earthsea. A mere glimpse at the place told me that things had been happening there while I wasn't looking. It was
high time to go back and find out what was going on now..An affecting but difficult-to-define note in Dr. Lipscomb's voice brought Celestina
slowly out of the office chair, to her feet. Perhaps it was wonder. Or fear. Or reverence. Perhaps all three.."They've gone to bed. They're tired,"
Wally told her as he put the car in gear and released the hand brake. "Aren't you?".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.."Go home. Sleep," he
said. "You'll be no help to your sister if you wind up a patient here yourself.".Strapped to the bracing board, semi-immobilized to prevent the
accidental dislodgement of the intravenous feed, Junior's right arm felt half numb, stiff from disuse..Now, after removing the four decks of cards
from the pressboard packs in which they had come, Jacob lined them up side by side on the scarred maple top of the table..For a spirit, the maniac
lawman appeared disturbingly solid. He wore a tweed sports jacket and slacks that, as far as Junior could tell, were the same clothes he'd worn on
the night he died. Apparently, even the ghosts of Sklent's atheistic spiritual world were stuck for eternity in the clothes in which they had
perished..By the grace of Caesar Zedd and Remy Martin, Junior eventually slipped into undulant currents of sleep, and as he drifted away on those
velvet tides, he took some solace from the thought that come what may, December 29 would be a better day than December 28..She wasn't
listening closely to him. Numb. She felt as though she were half anesthetized. She was looking past him, at nothing, and his Voice seemed to be
coming to her through several layers of surgical masks, though he now wore none at all..He still had work to do here. Properly disposing of
Thomas Vanadium, however, was the most urgent piece of business..Lipscomb women gladly obey the wishes of Lipscomb men-unless they
disagree, of course, or don't disagree but are just feeling mulish..She approached the kitchen table and swept her hand across it, to emphasize its
emptiness..Then the police in Spruce Hills would want to know why he had been screwing around with an underage Negro girl if his marriage to
Naomi had been as perfect, as fulfilling, as he claimed. Unfair as it seems, there is no statute of limitations on murder. Closed files can be dusted
off and opened again; investigations can be resumed. And although authorities would have little or no hope of convicting him of murder on
whatever meager evidence they could dig up, be would be forced to spend another significant portion of his fortune on attorney fees..Nolly finally
disturbed the quiet: "Well, sir ... you're quite a psychologist.".Instead of opening his left fist, Tom lifted his martini with his right, and on the
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tablecloth under the glass lay the coin..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..Sitting in Simon Magusson's mahogany-paneled office, reading the
contents of this file, Junior was aghast. "I could have been killed.".He turned from the cowering girl and studied the boy, who stood a few steps
inside the room, holding a can of soda in each hand. The artificial eyes were convincing, but they didn't possess the knowing look that so troubled
him in the strange girl..A man came out of the stone tower. He passed them, walking hurriedly with a queer shambling gait, staring straight ahead.
His chin shone and his chest was wet with spittle leaking from his lips..In his light backpack, he carried one change of clothes, spare socks, candy
bars, bottled water. He planned his journeys to be in a town every nightfall, where he washed one set of clothes and donned the other..On a positive
note, the apartment was heated by a gas furnace. A leak, a spark, an explosion, and he would never have to see poor Agnes in her misery.."All
right," Celestina conceded, and looked relieved. "Thank you, Paul. You're not only an exceptionally brave man but a gracious one, as well.".To be
fair, with her exceptional beauty, she would have been the center of attention even in a gathering of real artists. Junior had little chance of getting at
Seraphim's bastard boy without going through this woman and killing her as well; but if his luck held and he could eliminate Bartholomew without
Celestina realizing who had done the deed, then he might yet have a chance to discover if she was as lubricious as her sister and if she was his heart
mate..Once, he had been a superb driver. For the past decade, his performance behind the wheel depended on his mood..THOUGH OTHERS
MIGHT see magic in the world, Edom was enthralled only by mechanism: the great destructive machine of nature grinding everything to dust. Yet
wonder suddenly bloomed in him at the sight of the ace bearing his nephew's name..Too late for interrogation now, with Vanadium bludgeoned
into eternal sleep and resting under many fathoms of cold bedding..Sweaty, chilled, trembling, weak-kneed, watery-eyed with self-pity, Junior
spread a plastic garbage bag on the driver's seat. He got in the Suburban, twisted the key in the ignition, and groaned as the engine vibrations
threatened to undo him..Reverend White's murder received significant coverage throughout the nation, especially in West Coast papers, because of
its perceived racial motivation and because it involved the burning of a parsonage..By the time his ferocious in-laws had finished with him, Junior
would have won the sympathy of Knacker, Hisscus, Nork, and everyone else who might have harbored doubts about his role in Naomi's demise.
Perhaps even Thomas Vanadium would find his suspicion worn away..Only now, as the tide of adrenaline began to ebb, Paul wondered who could
possibly have wanted to kill a man of peace and God, a man as good as Harrison White.."Couldn't carry these three ladies," he said. "Svelte as they
are, they still weigh more than a backpack.".Agnes supposed Jacob trembled in anticipation of the crash of an airliner or at least a light aircraft.
Edom might be calculating the odds that this serene place-at this specific hour-would be the impact point for one of those planet-killing asteroids
that reputedly wiped most life off the earth every few hundred thousand years or so..During the drive, he alternated between great gales of
delighted laughter and racking sobs wrought by pain and self-pity. The voodoo Baptist was dead, the curse broken with the death of he who had
cast it. Yet Junior must endure this final devastating plague..As before, the name tolled through him like the ominous note of the deepest bass bell
in a cathedral carillon, struck on a cold midnight..She thought of herself as a creative person, a capable and efficient and committed person, but she
did not think of herself as a strong person. Yet she would need great strength for what lay ahead.."Is it as bad as that?" Celestina wondered
plaintively, though she knew the answer. "I love San Francisco. The city inspires my work. I've built a life here. Is it really as bad as that?".The
lack of offensive odors indicated that he hadn't landed in a container filled with organic garbage. In the blackness, judging only by feel, he decided
that almost everything was in plastic trash bags, the contents of which were relatively soft-probably paper refuse..Luck favored Paul: The hero was
here, having breakfast. He and two other men were deep in conversation at a comer table..Junior suspected that no one other than this man's mother
called him Tom. He was probably "Detective" to some and "Vanadium" to most who knew him..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..After mentally reviewing what he must say, after working up a nervous edge, he dialed the SFPD emergency
number..Turning his patched eyes in the general direction of his mother, Barty said, "Oops.".No. Not exactly then. Not at the sight of the coin or
the detective. He had felt this way at Vanadium's mention of the name that he, Junior, had supposedly spoken in his nightmare.."You should've
seen this, Kathleen. He's dodging people on the sidewalk, shoving them out of his way when he can't dodge them. Three long blocks, Jimmy and I
watched the creep, till he turned the corner, three long blocks all uphill, and it's a hill that would kill an Olympic athlete, but he doesn't slow down
once.".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..On Thursday, December 28, employing forged driver's licenses and social-security cards as identification,
Junior opened small savings accounts and also rented safe-deposit boxes for Pinchbeck and Gammoner at different banks with which he'd never
previously done business, using the mailing addresses that he'd established earlier..Their story would be that Cain's gun had jammed just as Tom
had entered Barty's bedroom. Too cowardly for hand-to-hand combat, the Shamefaced Slayer had fled through the open window. He was loose
once more in an unsuspecting world..Snapping the cylinder into place, he rose to his feet. Already he had a new plan, and the cop's revolver was the
most important tool that he required to implement it..As Obadiah lowered himself into a well-worn armchair, he said to Edom, "Son, don't I know
you from somewhere?".His inner turmoil boiled ever more fiercely, and the external evidence of it grew more obvious. In the cool air of the fading
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afternoon, he perspired as profusely as a man already being strapped into an electric chair; it streamed, gushed. He shook, shook, and he was half
convinced that he could hear his bones rattling together like the shells of hard-boiled eggs in a rolling cook pot..Being blind had few consolations,
but Barty found that not being able to look at his uncles' files and books was one of them. In the past, he never really, in his heart, wanted to see
those pictures of dead people roasted in theater fires and drowned bodies floating in flooded streets, but a few times he peeked. His mom would
have been ashamed of him if she'd discovered his transgression. But the mystery of death had an undeniable creepy allure, and sometimes a good
Father Brown detective story simply didn't satisfy his curiosity. He always regretted looking at those photos and reading the grim accounts of
disaster, and now blindness spared him that regret..The container-eye-level at the top, battered, rust-streaked, beaded with condensation-was larger
than some in the alleyway, with a bifurcated lid. Both halves of the lid were already raised..Through nine months of quiet panic, however, Phimie
grew less rational week by week, resorting to reckless measures that endangered.He didn't pause to lock the house behind them. Bright Beach, in
1965, was as free of criminals as it was untroubled by lumbering brontosaurs..Her father respected and admired Tom, so she was thankful for his
presence. And anyone who could survive whatever catastrophe had left him with this cubistic face was a man she wanted on her team in a
crisis.."July 14, 1960, in Guatemala City, Guatemala, a fire in a mental hospital-two hundred twenty-five dead."."You sounded as though you were
in a lot of distress. You were frightened of this Bartholomew.".Reading the dates on the headstone, he saw that the minister's daughter had died on
the seventh of January, the day after Naomi had fallen from the fire tower. If ever asked, Junior would have no trouble accounting for his
whereabouts on that day.."Maybe it's not where the heart is," Wally corrected himself. "Maybe it's where the buffalo roam.".As Wally got behind
the wheel and closed his door, Angel said, "Mommy, where's fog come from? And don't say Hawaii.".AS MEANINGFUL AS Jacob's death had
been within the small world of his family, Agnes Lampion never lost sight of the fact that there were more resonant deaths in the larger world
before 1968 ended and the Year of the Rooster followed. On the fourth of April, James Earl Ray gunned down Martin Luther King on a motel
balcony in Memphis, but the assassin's hopes were foiled when, because of this murder, freedom grew more vigorously from the richness of a in
martyr's blood. On June 1, Helen Keller died peacefully at eighty-seven. Blind and deaf since early childhood, mute until her adolescence, Miss
Keller led a life of astonishing accomplishment; she learned to speak, to ride horses, to waltz; she graduated cum laude from Radcliffe, an
inspiration to millions and a testament to the potential in even the most blighted life. On June 5, Senator Robert F. Kennedy was assassinated in the
kitchen of the Ambassador Hotel in Los Angeles. Unknown numbers died when Soviet tanks invaded Czechoslovakia, and hundreds of thousands
perished in the final days of the Cultural Revolution in China, many eaten in acts of cannibalism sanctioned by Chairman Mao as acceptable
political action. John Steinbeck, novelist, and Tallulah Bankhead, actress, came to the end of their journeys in this world, if not yet in all others.
But James Lovell, William Anders, and Frank Borman-the first men to orbit the moon-traveled 250,000 miles into space, and all returned
alive.."Yes," she assured him, though her gaze had dropped from his mouth to his hand, so small, which she held in hers..Hunched over his desk,
leaning forward conspiratorially, his piggy eyes glittering like those of an ogre discussing his favorite recipe for cooking children, Nolly said, "I've
been able to confirm your suspicions..He didn't bother to press Vanadium's hand around the weapon. There wasn't going to be a wealth of evidence
for the Scientific Investigation Division to sift through, anyway, when the fire was finally put out: just enough charred clues to allow them an easy
conclusion..Therefore, after the nasty shooting, as the Bartholomew hunt continued, so did the good life..There was a valuable lesson to be learned
from the encounter with Renee Vivi: Many things in this life are not what they first appear to be. To Junior, however, the lesson was not worth
learning if he had to live with the vivid memory of his humiliation..The busboy swept the empty appetizer plates away as the waiter arrived
simultaneously with small salads. Fresh martinis followed..During the following ten days, he withdrew money from several accounts. He converted
selected paper assets into cash, as well..On October 15, Junior acquired a third Sklent painting: The Heart Is Home to Worms and Beetles, Ever
Squirming, Ever Swarming, Version 3..At last: the humiliating backless gown, the precious drugs, even a pretty nurse who seemed to like him, and
then oblivion..Spruce Hills, but also those in the entire county, maybe seventy or eighty thousand..The nurse noted that the maximum weight
capacity of the elevator allowed all of them to take the same cab, if they didn't mind being squeezed a little..buttery sunshine, and emerald-black
where the shadows of limbs and leaves overlay it. Fat crows as black as."Frozen firing pin," Cain said. His smile was venomous. "I worked on it. I
hoped you'd get here in time to see the consequences of your stupid games.".He switched on his flashlight. In the beam, on the blacktop, a silver
disc. Like a full moon in a night sky..He had difficulty picturing the detective puttering in the garden on weekends. Unless there were bodies buried
under the roses..The telephone was operative, and Vanadium dialed the number of the building superintendent, Sparky Vox. Sparky had an
apartment in the basement, on the upper of two subterranean floors, adjacent to the garage entrance..there in more genteel and gilded ages, and her
flights of imagination sometimes acquired such vivid detail that they were eerily like memories..Artificial eyes were on order. He would soon
return to Newport Beach for a third fitting before implant. They weren't glass, as commonly believed, but thin plastic shells that fit neatly behind
the eyelids in the cavities left after surgery. On the inner surface of the transparent artificial cornea, the artificial iris would be skillfully
hand-painted, and movement of the ocular prosthesis could be achieved by attaching the eye-moving muscles to the conjunctiva..Far from idiotic,
Junior's cause was his survival and salvation, and he committed himself to it with every fiber of his body, with all of his mind and heart..The
detective shrugged. "The girl might've had her baby at a third rate hospital, one with poor control of patients' records and a less professional staff.
Or the kid might have been placed for adoption through some baby brokerage in it strictly for the money. Then there would've been opportunities to
signore-bellandinis-flug-zur-sonne.pdf
Page 4/7

Signore Bellandinis Flug Zur Sonne

learn something. But as soon as I discovered it was St. Mary's, I knew we were screwed.".Missing windshield. Considering that the space was
pinched by the crumpled roof, however, and in light of Agnes's pregnancy and imminent second-stage labor, the severe contortions involved in this
extraction would be too dangerous.."Wish I could describe his face. Frosty the Snowman was never that white. The surveillance van is parked right
there, two spaces south of the vending machines--".At the front door of the funeral home, as Panglo was showing him out, Jacob leaned close. "Joe
Lampion didn't have any gold teeth.".Sometimes, in his mind, Tom wasn't running along the residential streets of Bright Beach, but along the
corridor of the dormitory wing over which he had served as prefect. He was cast back in time, to that dreadful night. A sound wakes him. A fragile
cry. Thinking it a voice from his dream, he nevertheless gets out of bed, takes up a flashlight, and checks on his charges, his boys. Low-wattage
emergency lamps barely relieve the gloom in the corridor. The rooms are dark, doors ajar according to the rules, to guard against the danger of
stubborn locks in the event of fire. He listens. Nothing. Then into the first room-and into a Hell on earth. Two small boys per room, easily and
silently overcome by a grown man with the strength of madness. In the sweep of the flashlight beam: the dead eyes, the wrenched faces, the blood.
Another room, the flashlight jittering, jumping, and the carnage worse. Then in the hall again, movement in the shadows. Josef Krepp captured by
the flashlight. Josef Krepp, the quiet custodian, meek by all appearances, employed at St. Anselmo's for the past six months with nary a problem,
with only good employee reviews attached to his record. Josef Krepp, here in the corridor of the past, grinning and capering in the flashlight,
wearing a dripping necklace of souvenirs.
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