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"Why do they let a man like that keep his badge?" Junior asked. "He's outrageous, wholly unprofessional.".Here again were these peculiar
grammatical constructions, which sometimes she had thought were just the mistakes that even a prodigy could be expected to make, and which
sometimes she had interpreted as expressions of fanciful speculations, but which lately she had suspected were of a more complex-and perhaps
darker-nature. Now her dread took form, and she wondered if the personality disorders that had shaped her brothers' lives could have roots not just
in the abuse they had taken from their father, but also in a twisted genetic legacy that could manifest again in her son. In spite of his great gifts,
Barty might be destined for a life limited by a psychological problem of a unique or at least different-nature, first suggested by these occasional
conversations that seemed not fully coherent.."It's a lot," Angel insisted. "Wally gave me an Oreo, last time I saw him. You like Oreos?".Then her
breath caught repeatedly in her breast as her throat tightened against the influx of air. One particularly difficult inhalation dissolved into a sob, and
she wept..While Junior had been hospitalized , Vanadium had searched his lace, with or without a warrant. Turnabout was satisfying..Junior hoped
that he hadn't been betrayed by eyeshine in the fraction of a second before he closed his eyes to slits..Although faint and somewhat hollow, the
woman's crooning was pure and so on-note that this a cappella rendition fell as pleasantly on the ear as any voice sweetened by an orchestra. Yet
the song had a disturbing quality, as well, an eerie note of yearning, longing, a piercing sadness. For want of a better word, her voice was
haunting..On December 18, as the Beatles' "Hello Goodbye" rocketed up the charts, Junior boiled over with frustration at his inability to find either
love or Seraphim's baby, so he drove across the Golden Gate Bridge, to Marin County and all the way to the town of Terra Linda, where he killed
Bartholomew Prosser..Junior held the silencer-fitted 9-mm pistol under his left arm, clamped against his side, freeing both hands to use the
automatic pick.."This is Detective Bellini, with the San Francisco Police Department. Is everything all right there?"."Cancer," he said, because that
was more tragic and far less suspicious than a fall from a fire tower.."Thirsty," Agnes rasped. Her voice was Sahara sand abrading anienct stone,
the dry whisper of a pharaoh's mummy talking to itself in a vaulted sealed for three thousand years..So runs the water away, away,."Other Bartys
and other Agneses in other houses like this-all here together now.".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..Houses made settling noises all the time. That was one reason why he couldn't rely much on sound to guide him through the
darkness. A noise he thought had been made by the weight of his tread might as easily have been produced by the house itself as it adjusted to
the."My scar," he confessed, "is inexperience. For a man my age, Agnes, I'm in some ways unbelievably innocent. I wouldn't trade the years with
Perri for anything or anyone, but intense as it was, our love didn't include ... Well, I mean, you may find me inadequate.".Agnes's sharp intake of
breath caused Edom to look up from his nephew's name. Pale, she was, her eyes as haunted as old mansions..Two high-quality deadbolt locks.
Sufficient protection against the average intruder, but inadequate to keep out a self-improved man with channeled anger..The head of the hospital
bed was elevated, and Perri lay on her back. Her eyes-were closed..Yet, uncaught, the quarter would have dropped to the floor. Junior would have
heard it ring off the tiles. Which he hadn't..Clutching the red rose in his left hand, the brightly wrapped gift box half crushed in his right, Thomas
Vanadium lay at Junior's mercy, with no tricks to perform, no quarter to set dancing across his knuckles,.Regrettably, his radiant smile only
emphasized, by contrast, the dire shortcomings of the face from which it beamed. Lumpish, pocked, wart-stippled, darkened by a permanent beard
shadow with a bluish cast, this countenance was beyond the powers of redemption possessed by the best plastic surgeons in the world, which was
no doubt why Nolly applied his resources strictly to dental work..Two more uniformed officers had entered the kitchen, fresh from their search of
the apartment. They were amused..ANGEL WAS DRESSED in as much red as the devil himself: bright red shoes, red socks, red leggings, red
skirt, red sweater, and a knee length red coat with a red hood..The afternoon was winding down, and the lowering sky seemed to be drawn steadily
toward the earth by threads of gray light that reeled westward, ever faster, over the horizon's spool. The air smelled like rain waiting to happen..As
a young man, he had performed first in nightclubs catering to Negroes and in theaters like Harlem's Apollo. During World War II, he'd been part of
a USO troupe entertaining soldiers throughout the Pacific, later in North Africa, and following D-Day, in Europe.."Maybe he's a character I saw in
a movie or read in a novel. I'm a member of the Book-of-the-Month Club. I'm always reading one thing or another. I don't remember a character
named B-Bartholomew, but maybe I read the book years ago.".Everyone agreed, and the order was placed when their waiter brought appetizers:
crab cakes for Nolly, scampi for Kathleen, and calamari for Tom..Earlier, after sprinting down the fire road, he had been breathing hard when he
reached his Chevy, and by the time that he'd raced to Spruce Hills, the nearest town, he had spiraled down into this strange condition. His driving
became so erratic that a black-and-white had tried to pull him over, but by then he was a block from a hospital, and he didn't stop until he got there,
taking the entry drive too sharply, jolting across the curb, nearly slamming into a parked car, sliding to a stop in a no-parking zone at the
emergency entrance, lurching like a drunkard as he got out of the Chevy, screaming at the cop to get an ambulance..At the head of the line, Paul
waved a red handkerchief out of the window of the station wagon.."When you called earlier in the year, to ask for a referral to a private investigator
down there, the woman had recently turned up dead and Vanadium was gone, but no one put the two together at first."."Brush your teeth, too,"
Celestina said, leaning against the jamb in the open doorway..As hard of head as she was hard of heart, Victoria had not sustained serious brain
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damage, only a concussion.."They're all the family I have," Junior said with what he hoped sounded like sorrow and long-suffering love..Indeed, as
Celestina and the kid reached the foot of the steps to this second house, Bartholomew pointed, and the woman turned to look back. She appeared to
stare straight at the Mercedes, though the fog made it impossible for Junior to be sure..On the short return trip to the ophthahnologist, Agnes crazily
considered driving past Chan's office building, cruising onward--ever onward-into the sparkling December night, not just back to Bright Beach,
where the bad news would simply come by phone, but to places so far away that the diagnosis could never catch up to them, where the disease
would remain unnamed and therefore would have no power over Barty..Studying the brochure, Junior felt that the best response to this artist's work
was to go directly into the bathroom, stick one finger down his throat, and purge himself. Considering his medical history, however, he couldn't
afford to be such an expressive critic..The doors were unlocked on a pickup parked next to the Pontiac. Junior lifted the granny onto the front seat
of the truck. She was so light, so unpleasantly angular, and she rustled so much that she might have been a new species of giant mutant insect that
mimicked human appearance. He was glad, after all, that he hadn't killed her: Granny's prickly--bur spirit might have proved to be as difficult to
eradicate as a cockroach infestation. With a shudder, he tossed her purse on top of her, and slammed the truck door..Inevitably, he had to wonder if
Naomi had kept her pregnancy secret because, indeed, she suspected that the child wasn't her husband's..Though they had expected the cause of the
explosion, both Paul and Harrison were halted by shock at the sight of all this ruination. They had expected to find the car jammed into the wall of
the house, never this far inside. The speed required to penetrate this distance into the structure beggared Paul's skills of calculation and made him
wonder if even recklessness and alcohol were sufficient to produce, such a catastrophe..The night that followed might as well have been a night in
Hell, though a hell in which Satan provided an electrolytically balanced beverage..Knuckle over knuckle, snared in the web of thumb and
forefinger, vanishing into the purse of the palm, secretly traversing the hand, reappearing, knuckle over knuckle, the coin glimmered as it
turned..Finally he began: Greetings on this momentous day. I'm writing to you about an exceptional woman, Agnes Lampion, whose life you have
touched without knowing, and whose story may interest you..To the windows, then, drawing all the blinds securely down. And still, irrationally,
she felt watched..the floor, on a silk-covered pillow filled with goose down. With a sigh " he assumed the lotus position: spine straight, legs
crossed, hands at rest with the palms up..Month by month during Barty's first year, Agnes's belief in his exceptional intelligence was only
confirmed by his development. By the end of the second month of life, most babies will smile in response to a smile, and they are able to smile
spontaneously in the fourth month. Barty was smiling frequently in his second week. In the third month, many babies laugh out loud, but Barty's
first laugh came in his sixth week..Someone named Bartholomew had adopted Seraphim's son and named the boy after himself Junior applied the
patience learned through meditation to the task at hand, and instinctively, he soon evolved a motivating mantra that continuously cycled through his
mind while he studied the telephone directories: Find the father, kill the son..Nolly finally disturbed the quiet: "Well, sir ... you're quite a
psychologist.".As the paramedic shoved the gurney across the step-notched bumper, its collapsible legs scissored down. Agnes was rolled headfirst
into the ambulance..Vanadium sat in the chair, watching. With the perfect control of a sleight-of-hand artist, he turned a quarter end-over-end
across the knuckles of his right hand, palmed it with his thumb, caused it to reappear at his little finger, and rolled it across his knuckles again,
ceaselessly..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..I. In the Dark Time.In
recounting the fortune-telling session, Agnes had not told the magician about the four jacks of spades, only about the aces of diamonds and hearts.
She never wore her worries for anyone to see; and though she had made a joke of the appearance of the fourth knave on Friday, Edom knew that it
had deeply troubled her..Leaving Spruce Hills, Junior thought he was putting distance between himself and his enigmatic enemy, gaining time to
study the county phone directory and to plan his continuing search if that avenue of investigation brought him no success. Instead, he had walked
right into his adversary's lair..Barty set one other rule: "Without dying first ... and you have to be sure you can get back.".a time, from the carafe on
the nightstand. She spooned the ice into Junior's mouth not with the businesslike.Walking away, he was aware of the many faces at the windows,
all as stupid as the faces of cud-chewing cows. He had given them something to talk about when they returned from lunch to their shops and
offices. He'd reduced himself to an object of amusement for strangers, had briefly become one of the city's army of eccentrics..The attorney's
admission surprised Junior. This was probably as close as Magusson would ever get to saying, Maybe you didn't kill your wife, after all, but he was
by nature a nasty prick, so even an implied apology was more than Junior had ever expected to receive..Vanadium's vehicle, obviously not an
official police sedan, was a blue 1961 Studebaker Lark Regal. A dumpy and inelegant car, it looked as though it had been designed specifically to
complement the stocky detective's physique..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..Occasionally, when Junior returned
home from a day of gallery hopping or an evening at a restaurant, Industrial Woman-the artist's title-scared away his mellow mood. More than
once, he'd cried out in alarm before realizing this was just his prized Poriferan..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..In the top drawer, in addition to the expected items, Tom Vanadium found a gallery brochure for an art exhibition. In the hooded
flashlight beam, the name Celestina White seemed to flare off the glossy paper as though printed in reflective ink..They were in the rain, the
solid-glassy-pounding-roaring rain, every bit as much as Gene Kelly had been when he danced and sang and capered along a storm-soaked city
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street in that movie, but whereas the actor had been saturated by the end of the number, these two children remained dry. Tom's eyes strained to
resolve this paradox, even though he knew that all miracles defied resolution..Lowering his surgical mask, Dr. Lipscomb approached Celestina,
where she stood with her back pressed to the wall..when red aces weft followed by disturbing jacks, Agnes had pretended to take her son's card-told
fortune lightly, especially the frightful part of it. In fact, a coldness had twisted through her heart..Last night, in the superintendent's basement
apartment, as they shared a bottle of wine, Sparky had told Vanadium numerous weird tales about Cain: The Night He Shot Off His Toe, The Day
He Was Saved from a Meditative Trance and Paralytic Bladder, The Day the Psychotic Girlfriend Brought a Vietnamese Potbellied Pig to His
Apartment When He Was Out and Fed It Laxatives and Penned It in His Bedroom ....In a minute or two, one of the cops returned, crouching close
as the medics worked. "There's no intruder.".Spinning off the stool, he had also spun out of control. Second by second, twin storms of anger and
fear whirled stronger within him..With one tiny hand, Barty reached up for his mother. She gave him her forefinger, to which the sugar-bag boy
clung tenaciously..Bartholomew didn't merely have something to do with babies. Bartholomew was a baby..As the last of the flan was served and
Maria's girls took their seats once more, Barty blinked at the candles and said, "Gone now," even though the tiny spectrums still shimmered in the
cut crystal. He turned his full attention to the flan with such enthusiasm that his mother soon stopped puzzling over rainbows..Setting out after dark,
Paul had walked south, following the coastal highway. He was accompanied by the windy rush of passing traffic, but later only by the occasional
cry of a blue heron, the whisper of a salty breeze in the shore grass, and the murmur of the surf. Without pushing himself too hard, he reached La
Jolla by dawn..A nuclear-powered sound system blasted out the Doors, Jefferson Airplane, the Mamas and the Papas, Strawberry Alarm Clock,
Country Joe and the Fish, the Lovin' Spoonful, Donovan (unfortunately), the Rolling Stones (annoyingly), and the Beatles (infuriatingly). Megatons
of music crashed off the brick walls, made the many-paned metal framed windows reverberate like the drumheads in a hard-marching military
band, and created simultaneously an exhilarating sense of possibility and a sense of doom, the feeling that Armageddon was coming soon but that it
was going to be fun..As Tom reached Celestina, she said, "Shots." She said, "Gunshots." She held the receiver in one hand and pulled at her hair
with the other, as if with the administration of a little pain, she might wake up from this nightmare. She said, "He's in Oregon.".The two men
detached and rolled up the pleated green skirt that hung from the rectangular frame of the graveyard winch on which the casket was suspended.
Green, rather than black, because Naomi loved nature: Junior had been thoughtful about the details of the service..Or perhaps the sorrow was less
sadness than yearning. He had to move on, but he was loath to begin this strange journey without her..They introduced themselves as Knacker,
Hisscus, and Nork, but Junior didn't bother to associate names with faces, partly because the men were so alike in appearance and manner that their
own mothers might have had difficulty figuring out which of them to blame for never calling. Besides, he was still tired from his recent ramble
through the hospital-and unnerved by the thought of some baleful-eyed Bartholomew prowling the world in search of him.."Fifty died in London,
in '57, when two trains crashed. And a hundred twelve were crushed, torn, mangled, in '52, also England.".At first light, a nurse arrived to perform
preliminary surgical prep on Barty. She pulled the boy's hair back and captured it under a tight fitting cap. With cream and a safety razor, she
shaved off his eyebrows.."Nonsense," Agnes breezed on, "it's no imposition. You'll be a great help with my baking, the pie deliveries, all the work
that I put aside during Barty's surgery and recovery. It'll either be fun, or I'll wear you down to the bone, but either way, you won't be bored. I've
got two extra rooms. One for Celie and Angel, and one for Grace. When your Wally arrives, we can move Angel in with Grace, or she can bunk
with me.".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..Magically, a shiny
quarter appeared in Thomas Vanadium's right hand. It turned end over end, knuckle to knuckle, disappeared between thumb and forefinger, and
reappeared at the little finger, beginning its cross-hand journey once more..Meanwhile, before they needed to plan the wedding, there was time for
an orange soda and a root beer, and more of Dr Jekyll and Mr Hyde..On the two-chair bed beside her mother, Angel issued small cries of distress in
her sleep. Whatever presences flocked around her in the dream, they weren't baby chickens..She was sopping, shivering. Water streamed from her
soaked hair, down her face, as she wiped at her beaded eyelashes with one dripping hand..Aside from purchasing the T S. Eliot book, which he
hadn't found time to read, Junior was only peripherally aware of current events, because they were, after all, current, while he tried always to focus
on the future. The news of the day was but a faint background music to him, like a song on a radio in another apartment..Putting one hand on the
object to which she referred, Barty said, "Mom and I were listening to a book when you got here. This is a talking book.".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..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.."Nature has no maternal instincts," Edom said
quietly but with conviction. "To think otherwise is sheer sentimentality at its worst. Nature is our enemy. She's a vicious killer.".The silence on the
line was not merely that of a caller holding her tongue. It was abyssal and perfect, as no silence on a telephone ever can be, without the faintest hiss
or crackle of static, no hint of breathing or."Not only coal miners. Old as you are in some ways, you're still too young for me to explain. I will
someday.".For a while he enjoyed being challenged to figure the number of seconds elapsed since a particular historical event. Given the date, he
did the calculations in his head, providing a correct answer in as little as twenty seconds, rarely taking more than a minute..By comparison, the strip
club-neon aglow, theater lights twinkling----looked warm, cozy. Welcoming..He chased after none of these lovelies beyond a few dates, and none
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of them pursued him when he was done with them, although surely they were distressed if not bereft at losing him..The night was in flight,
however, and he had a lot to do before it swooped straight into morning..Thanks to his intelligence and his personality, Barty's presence was so
great for his age that Agnes tended to think of him as being physically larger and stronger than he actually was. As the scent of grass grew more
complex and even more appealing, she saw her son more clearly than she'd seen him in a while: quite small, fatherless yet brave, burdened with a
gift that was a blessing but that also made a normal boyhood impossible, forced to grow up at a up faster pace than any child should be required to
endure. Barty was achingly delicate, so vulnerable that when Agnes looked at him, she felt a little of the awful sense of helplessness that burdened
Edom and Jacob..This colored person's grave, however, was uphill of Naomi's. Over time, as the body decomposed up there, its juices would mix
with the soil. When rain saturated the ground, subsurface drainage would carry those juices steadily downslope, until they seeped into Naomi's
grave 'let mingled with her remains. This seemed highly inappropriate to Junior..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..The hall was deserted. Then a woman came out of one of the offices and walked toward the gallery,
without glancing at him..Instead, he imagined Vanadium's blunt fingers moving over the intravenous apparatus with surprising delicacy, reading
the function of the equipment as a blind man would read Braille with swift, sure, gliding fingertips. He imagined the detective finding the injection
port in the main drip line, pinching it between thumb and forefinger. Saw him produce a hypodermic needle as a magician would pluck a silk scarf
from the ether. Nothing in the syringe except deadly air. The needle sliding into the port ....When the subject shifted to card tricks and
fortune-telling, Maria admitted to practicing divination with standard playing cards..She kicked off her shoes and sat beside him in bed, with her
back against the headboard, still holding his hand. Even though this darkness wasn't as deep as Barty's, Agnes found that she was better able to
control her emotions when she couldn't see him. "I think you must be sad, kiddo. You hide it well, but you must be."."I suspect," Tom said, "that
any job you set your mind to, you'd be as good as you are at teeth.".As instructed earlier by phone, Junior purchased a large box of Raisinettes and
a box of Milk Duds at the refreshment stand, and then he sat in one of the last three rows in the center section, eating the Milk Duds, grimacing at
the sticky noises his shoes made when he moved them on the tacky floor, and waiting for Google to find him..Rowena loves you, Phimie had told
him, briefly repressing the effects of her stroke to speak with clarity. Beezil and Feezil are safe with her Messages from his lost wife and children,
where they waited for him beyond this life..As if vengeful spirits weren't trouble enough, he had for three years been struggling unwittingly against
the terrible power of the minister's curse, black Baptist voodoo that made his life miserable. He knew now why he had been plagued by violent
nervous emesis, by epic diarrhea, by hideously disfiguring hives. The failure to find a heart mate, the humiliation with Renee Vivi, the two nasty
cases of gonorrhea, the disastrous meditative catatonia, the inability to learn French and German, his loneliness, his emptiness, his thwarted
attempts to find and kill the bastard boy born of Phimie's womb: All these things and more, much more, were the hateful consequences of the
vicious, vindictive voodoo of that hypocritical Christian. As a highly self-improved, fully evolved, committed man who was comfortable with his
raw instincts, Junior should be sailing through life on calm seas, under perpetually sunny sides, with his sails always full of wind, but instead he
was constantly cruelly battered and storm-tossed through an unrelenting night, not because of any shortcomings of mind or heart, or character, but
because of black magic.."so she's married," Junior said, figuring that maybe Celestina wasn't his heart mate, after all..Round one hit Ichabod in the
left thigh, because Junior fired while bringing the weapon up from his side, but the next two were solid torso scores. This was not bad for an
amateur, even if the distance to target was nearly short enough to define their encounter as hand-to-hand combat, and Junior decided that if the
deformation of his left foot hadn't prevented him from fighting in Vietnam, he would have acquitted himself exceptionally well in the war..When
he woke, he was in a hospital bed, his upper body slightly elevated. The only illumination was provided by a single window: an ashen light too
dreary to be called a glow, trimmed into drab ribbons by the.Junior had heard of this invention, but until now he'd never seen one. He supposed that
an obsessive like Vanadium might go to any lengths, including this exotic technology, to avoid missing an important call..At first, he couldn't
gather the nerve to return to the kitchen. He was crazily certain that in his absence, the dead detective would have risen and would be waiting for
him..Another thought: The young gallery employee would remember that Junior had asked after Neddy and had followed him toward the men's
room. He would provide a description, and because he was an art connoisseur, therefore visually oriented, he'd most likely provide a good
description, and what the police artist drew wouldn't be some cubist vision in the Picasso mode or a blurry impressionistic sketch, but a portrait
filled with vivid and realistic detail, like a Norman Rockwell painting, ensuring apprehension..With his bent thumb against the crook of his
forefinger, he flipped the quarter. Even as the coin snapped off the thumbnail and began to stir the air, Tom flung up both hands, fingers spread to
show them empty and to distract. Yet on a second look, the coin was not airborne as it had seemed to be, no longer spinning-wink, wink-before
their dazzled eyes. It had vanished as though into the payment slot of an ethereal vending machine that dispensed mystery in return.."He worked in
your shipyard, your highness." Losen liked to be called by kingly titles..When he was baking, the world seemed to be a less dangerous place.
Sometimes, making a cake, he forgot to be afraid..Although to Paul this was no more than childish chatter, Tom knew at once that the girl referred
to his explanation for why he wasn't sad about his damaged face: the salt and pepper shakers representing two Toms, the hit-and-run rhinoceros, the
different worlds all in one place. "Yes, Angel. That's something like what I was talking about.".The coin stopped turning, pinched flat between the
knuckles of the cops middle and ring fingers. He retrieved a box of Kleenex from the nightstand and offered it to his suspect. "Here."."Simon's a
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funny duck," Vanadium said, "but I like him more than a little and trust him implicitly. He wanted to know what he could do to help. Initially, my
speech was slurred, I had partial paralysis in my left arm, and I'd lost fifty-four pounds. I wasn't going to be looking for Cain for a long time, but it
turned out Simon knew where he was.".Looking toward the nearest window, where the wet night kissed the glass, he said, "Lawn sprinklers?".With
the salt and pepper shakers, Tom walked them through the why-I'm-not-sad-about-my-face explanation that he'd given to Angel ten days
previously..Although the ace of hearts had only positive meanings, and although, according to Maria, multiple appearances, especially in sequence,
meant increasingly positive things, a series of chills nevertheless riffled through Agnes's spine, as if her vertebrae were fingers shuffling..Phimie
must be honored now with laughter instead of with tears, because her life had left Celestina with so many memories of joy and with joy personified
in Angel. To fend off tears, she said, "Listen, Clark Kent, we women need our little secrets, our private thoughts. If you can really read my heart
this easily, I guess I'm going to have to start wearing lead brassieres.".A spirit-shredding bleakness clawed at her, but she couldn't permit it to leave
her in tatters. If she traded hope for despair, as her brothers had done, Bartholomew would be finished before he'd begun. She owed him optimism,
lessons in the joy of life..With a paper towel, Junior wiped the revolver. He dropped it on the floor beside the riddled nurse.
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