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THE DIVIDING LINE HISTORIES OF WILLIAM BYRD II OF WESTOVER
On Joey's side, there was no family to provide help. His mother had died of leukemia when he was four. His dad, fond of beer and brawling--like
father not like son-was killed in a bar fight five years later. Without close relatives willing to take him in, Joey went to an orphanage. At nine he
wasn't prime adoption material-babies were what was wanted-and he'd been raised in the institution..Unfortunately, Caesar Zedd had not written a
self-help book on how to commit homicide and escape the consequences thereof, and as before, Junior was entirely on his own..With his startling
combination of a Mediterranean complexion and rust-red hair, his good looks, and his fit physique, Paul had the exotic appearance of a pulp-fiction
hero. In particular, he liked to imagine that he might pass for Doc Savage's brother..From the far end of the table, Agnes said, "For starters, Tom,
we all want to hear about the rhinoceros and the other you.".Barty's mathematical genius proved to have a valuable practical application. Even in
his blindness, he perceived patterns where those with sight did not. Working with Tom Vanadium, he devised strikingly successful investment
strategies based on subtleties of the stock market's historical performance. By the 1980s, the foundation's annual return on its endowment averaged
twenty-six percent: excellent in light of the fact that the runaway inflation of the 1970s had been curbed..They had not come to Junior yesterday in
their grief, if in fact they had thought to grieve..Mocked by the silvery ping-ting-jingle of the maniac detective emptying his ghostly pockets, Junior
ran.."He worked in your shipyard, your highness." Losen liked to be called by kingly titles..In spite of the gloom, the boy's miraculous
accomplishment was evident: his clothes and hair were dry as though he'd worn a coat and hood..The Hackachaks were present, of course. Junior
had not yet agreed to join them in their pursuit of blood money. They would give him little privacy or rest until they had what they wanted..He
snatched up the wine list before she could look at it. "If you're paying, then I'm ordering whatever costs the most, regardless of what it tastes
like.".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.."Jacob scares people," Agnes said. "No one would eat a pie that Jacob delivered
without having it tested at a lab.".Olive complexion, no less smooth than the skin of a calamata. Eyes as lustrous as pools shimmering with a
reflection of eternity and stars..In the years since I began to write about Earthsea I've changed, of course, and so have the people who read the
books. All times are changing times, but ours is one of massive, rapid moral and mental transformation. Archetypes turn into millstones, large
simplicities get complicated, chaos becomes elegant, and what everybody knows is true turns out to be what some people used to think..The pair of
sliding doors at the living-room archway stood half open. Beyond, voices drew Paul against his will..In reaction to a terrible sense of
weightlessness, Agnes's two-fisted grip on the steering wheel grew so tight her hands ached. She held on with all her strength, as if at real risk of
floating out of the car and up toward the source of the raveling skeins of rain..The ninth card was a jack of spades. Maria called it a knave of and at
the sight of it, her bright smile dimmed..Although, by unspoken agreement, they avoided any talk of loss and death, the mood remained grim.
Angel sat in thoughtful silence, pushing her food around her plate rather than eating it. Her demeanor intrigued Tom, and he noticed that it worried
her mother, who put a different interpretation on it than he did..The most shameful thing Junior found was the "art" on the walls. Tasteless,
sentimentalized realism. Bright landscapes. Still lifes of fruit and flowers. Even an idealized group portrait of Prosser, his late wife, and Zelda. Not
one painting spoke to the bleakness and terror of the human condition: mere decoration, not art..When Junior cut open a grapefruit for breakfast, he
didn't find a quarter in it..Rudy Hackachak--Big Rude to his friends-was six feet four, as rough-hewn as a log sculpture carved with a woodsman's
ax. In a green polyester suit with sleeves an inch too short, an unfortunate urine yellow shirt, and a tie that might have been the national flag of a
third world country famous for nothing but a lack of design sense, he looked like Dr. Frankenstein's beast gussied up for an evening of barhopping
in Transylvania..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.."Who...who're you?"
Junior rasped, still badly rattled by the nightmare and by Vanadium's presence, but quick-witted enough to stay within the clueless character that he
had been playing..Nothing in his reading offered a satisfactory explanation for what had been happening to him. None of the women filled the hole
in his heart, and all of the Bartholomews were harmless. Only the needlepoint offered any satisfaction, but though Junior was proud of his
craftsmanship, he knew that a grown man couldn't find fulfillment in stitchery alone..He hurried the length of the diner, pushing past waitresses,
checking out all three of the possibilities, but of course, none of them was the dead detective--or anyone else Junior had ever seen before. He was
looking for--what?--a ghost, but vengeful ghosts didn't sit down to a meat-loaf lunch in the middle of a hauntin.Suddenly Junior intuited the
identity of the man in the chair. Beyond question, this was the plainclothes police officer with the birthmark..Having booked the suite for three
nights, Tom expected that he would spend far fewer late hours in his bed than sitting watch in the shared living room..Undiminished antiperistaltic
waves coursed through his duodenum, stomach, and esophagus, and now he gasped desperately for air between each expulsion, without much
success..Edom bit his lower lip, shook his head, and stubbornly clung to Barty's left foot..The bow business had started a few months ago. Angel
said she wanted to look pretty in her sleep, in case she met a handsome prince in her dreams..She heard the door, and when she opened her eyes,
the bay had already slid out of the car, into the downpour again. She called him back, but he kept going..As the afternoon waned toward a
portentous dusk and toward the gallery reception for Celestina White, Junior prepared his knives and guns..Yet the coin was as real as dead Naomi
broken on the stony ridge at the foot of the fire tower..At the head of the line, Paul waved a red handkerchief out of the window of the station
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wagon..Junior was aware that all the cops were watching him as he stared down at the body, and he frantically tried to think what an innocent
husband would be likely to do or say, but his imagination failed him. His thoughts could not be organized..Gradually, she perceived that Lipscomb
was more troubled than he should have been, considering that his patient had died through no fault of his own..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..She
started to get up from the chair behind the desk, but he encouraged her to stay seated..At sunset, the boy stood in the backyard, gazing up through
the branches of the giant oak as an orange sky darkened to coral, to red, to purple, to indigo..Some information she'd withheld from him: that the
cancer might already have spread, that he might still die even after his eyes were removed-and that if it hadn't yet spread, it might soon do so..He
must be careful in his approach to her. He dared not rush into this. Think it through. Devise a strategy. This valuable opportunity must not be
wasted..For an instant, his attention had been distracted by Vanadium's presentation of his empty hands. Nevertheless, there was no way the cop
could have snatched the coin out of the air..with an encircling and suggestive lick, and then licked his lips, too, when the cold steel slipped free of
them..In August, he developed an interest in meditation. He began with concentrative meditation-the form called meditation "with seed"--in which
you must close your eyes, mentally focus on a visualized object, and clear your mind of all else..Twenty minutes later, at home, he poured sherry
over ice. Sipping, he stood in the living room, admiring his two paintings..Paul pulled her back. He gently but firmly thrust her through the open
door of the guest room in which he'd spent the night. "Stay here, wait."."A wonderful wedding," Celestina promised her, taking a pair of pajamas
from a dresser drawer.."Pie, pie, pie, pie, pie, pie, pie, pie," Barty repeated in the same tone of self-satisfied delight that he used when announcing
"Barty potty.".While you're trying to decide, hand me a knife, and I'll cut your jugular you brainless medical-school dropout..Urgency gripped the
paramedics. The rescuers' equipment and the pieces of the car door were dragged out of the way to make a path for a gurney, its wheels clattering
across pavement littered with debris..Junior jammed on the brakes, slammed the gearshift into park, threw open the door, and plunged from the car.
He spun around to face the menace, loose gravel shifting treacherously underfoot..Supposing that this new enthusiasm was an attempt to uncover
skullduggery in Seraphim's accident, then the girl would be doing Junior a service even after her demise. Whether or not the traffic accident was an
accident, Junior hadn't had anything to do with it..mouth was turned down in half a frown. From the corner of her lips oozed a stream.Now, here,
lying on a bed in the emergency room of a Sacramento hospital, on a Saturday afternoon only six weeks before the camellia festival, Junior
suffered under the care of a resident physician who was so young as to raise the suspicion that he was merely playing doctor.."Guilt," said the
detective. "If he killed her, wouldn't an overwhelming sense of guilt be as likely as anguish to cause acute nervous emesis?".When Paul practiced
the quarter trick, he usually did so on the sofa or in an armchair, and always in a room with carpeting, because when dropped on a hard surface, the
coin rolled and required too much chasing..He felt some guilt at this-but only a little. His sister had done much for him; but jobless, ruled by his
obsessions, hobbled by too much of his father's dour nature, there wasn't a lot that he could do for her. Just this benign deceit with the
cards.."Would you like a little tea and a piece of crumb cake?" Grace asked as smoothly as if, in The Big Book of Etiquette for Ministers' Wives,
this were the preferred response to the announcement of a startling career change..Neither guilt nor remorse plagued him. Good and bad, right and
wrong, were not issues to him. Actions were either effective or ineffective, wise or stupid, but they were all value neutral..Anyway, the thing that
scared her was not the monstrous father of this child. The fearsome thing was the decision that she had made a few minutes ago, in the unused
hospital room on the seventh floor..The traffic light turned green. Now onward home. Rolex recovered and bright upon his wrist, Junior Cain drove
his Mercedes with a restraint that required more self-control than he had realized he could tap, even with the guidance of Zedd..We have inhabited
both the actual and the imaginary realms for a long time. But we don't live in either place the way our parents or ancestors did. Enchantment alters
with age, and with the age..Reluctantly, Jacob finally returned the cards to the packs and admitted to himself that superstition had seized him and
would not let go. Somewhere in the world was a knave, a human monster-even worse, according to Maria, a man as fearsome as the devil
himself-and for reasons unknown, this beast wanted to harm little Barty, an innocent baby. By some grace that Jacob could not understand, they
had been warned, through the cards, that the knave was coming. They had been warned..Four blocks from his office, on a street more upscale than
his own, Nolly came to the Tollman Building. Built in the 1930s, it had an Art Deco flair. The public areas featured travertine floors, and a
WPA-ers mural extolling the machine age brightened a lobby wall..Because, since childhood, Jacob had been drawn to stories and images of doom,
to catastrophe on both the personal and the planetary scale-from theater fires to all-out nuclear war-he had a flamboyant imagination second to none
and a colorful if peculiar intellectual life. For him, therefore, the most difficult part of learning card manipulation had been coping with the tedium
of practice, but for years he had applied himself diligently, motivated by his love and admiration for his sister, Agnes.."If there's a presentation, I
assume then I'm the presentee," he said, taming his chair sideways to the table and taking her into his lap. "Just remember, I never wear
neckties.".When the sound-suppressor was properly attached to the pistol, Junior Cain leaned closer to the girl, peered into her eyes, and whispered,
"Naomi, are you in there?" Near the top of the stairs, Barty thought he heard voices in his bedroom. Soft and indistinct. When he stopped to listen,
the voices fell silent, or maybe he only imagined them..Nevertheless, Junior was thrilled to hear the name Bartholomew, and to know that the boy
of whom Celestina spoke was the Bartholomew of Bartholomews, the menacing presence in his unremembered dream, the threat to his fortune and
future that must be eliminated..Barty set one other rule: "Without dying first ... and you have to be sure you can get back.".When Junior tried to lift
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Victoria, her voluptuousness lost its appeal. As dead weight, she was heavier than he expected..THE SUN ROSE above clouds, above fog, and with
the gray day came a silver drizzle. The city was lanced by needles of rain, and filth drained from it, swelling the gutters with a poisonous
flood..Airborne, Phimie complained of ringing in her ears, which might have been related to the flight. She also suffered an episode of double
vision and, in the airport after landing, a nosebleed, which appeared to be related to her previous symptoms..Grimacing, she said, "I told the police
about your disgusting little come--on with the ice spoon.".Still looming over her, he snatched the pad out of her hands and examined the sketch.
"Where would you have seen this?"."Loved her? Of course I loved her. Naomi was beautiful and so kind ... and funny. She was the best ... the best
thing that ever happened to me.".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..Fragments of the broken
wineglass crunched under his shoes as he crossed the small kitchen to the dinette. He opened the bottle of vodka and put it on the table in front of
the dead woman.."Better hurry," Wally advised, gracing Celestina's other cheek with a dryer kiss..The birthmarked man identified himself as
Detective Thomas Vanadium. He did not use the familiar, diminutive form of his name, as had the doctor, and his voice was as uninflected as his
face was flat and homely..The short walk across the room, to the hero's table, looked more daunting to Paul than the trek he'd just completed. He
was nobody, a small-town pharmacist who missed more work each month, who relied increasingly on his worried employees to cover for him, and
who would lose his business if he didn't get a grip on himself. He had never done a great deed, never saved a life. He had no right to impose upon
this man, and now he knew he hadn't the nerve to do so, either..Her voice was flat and a little hard. Another man might have mistaken her tone for
disapproval, for impatience, even for quiet anger..FOR AMERICANS OF Chinese descent-and San Francisco has a large Chinese population-1965
was the Year of the Snake. For Junior Cain, it was the Year of the Gun, though it didn't start out that way..They hadn't been close to Naomi, who'd
once said she felt like Romulus and Remus, raised by wolves, or like Tarzan if he'd fallen into the hands of nasty gorillas. To Junior, Naomi was
Cinderella, sweet and good, and he was the love-struck prince who rescued her..Besides, even before he had fully turned on his charm, before he
had shown her that a ride on the Junior Cain love machine would make other men seem forever inadequate, Renee was so hot for him that it might
have been wise to open a bottle of champagne to douse her when spontaneous combustion destroyed her Chanel suit..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..He turned
over the two most recent discards. Neither was a jack of spades, and both were what he expected them to be..When Agnes woke at 1:50 A.M., she
was in the grip of a vague apprehension for which she couldn't identify a source..Even though he now knew what a hateful person the nurse was, he
remained strongly attracted to her. He was not the kind of man, however, who would take advantage of an unconscious woman.."Paul told us the
night he first came to the parsonage. About Agnes here ... and what had happened to Barty. And all about his late wife, Perri. I feel like I know
Bright Beach already."."Go home. Sleep," he said. "You'll be no help to your sister if you wind up a patient here yourself.".Angel was adamant:
"Nope. I could learn that. Like dressing myself and saying thank-you.".Hound was sorry for him. "You know, if it was Gelluk questioning you, he'd
have everything you know out of you just with a word or two, and your wits with it. I've seen what old Whiteface leaves behind when he asks
questions. Listen, can you work with the wind at all?"."Yes," she admitted, her face still close to his, "I'm afraid. But Dr. Chan is a fine surgeon,
and this is a very fine hospital.".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..Before Celestina probed and perhaps touched upon a sore tooth of
truth, Tom launched into the story of King Obadiah, Pharaoh of the Fantastic, who had taught him all he knew about sleight of hand..Kathleen
watched him with obvious amusement, aware that he was savoring her suspense as much as he was the appetizer..About ten feet from the trunk of
the oak, Barty departed his straight route and began to circle the tree..Caution discarded, Junior went inside, for the same reason that a dedicated
opera aesthete might once a decade attend a country-music concert: to confirm the superiority of his taste and to be amused by what passed for
music among the great unwashed. Some might call it slumming..She worried that they would argue with her, and though she knew that she was
committed to her decision, she was afraid to have that commitment tested just yet..When he pushed Naomi, profit was the motive. He killed
Victoria and Vanadium in self-defense. Those three deaths were necessary.."If he and Agnes were your age, I'd agree. But she's got ten years on
you, and he's got twenty, and no previous generations were as wild as yours.".With a tenderness that surprises and moves Celestina, the tall nurse
closes the dead girl's eyes. She opens a fresh, clean sheet and places it over the body, from the feet up, covering the precious face last of
all..Frequently, people told Agnes that she should find an agent for Barty, as he was wonderfully photogenic; modeling and acting careers, they
assured her, were his for the asking. Though her son was indeed a fine-looking lad, Agnes knew he wasn't as exceptionally handsome as many
perceived him to be. Rather than his looks, what made Barty so appealing, what made him seem extraordinarily good-looking, were other qualities:
an unusual gracefulness for a child, such a physical easiness in every movement and posture that it seemed as though some curious personal
relationship with time had allowed him twenty years to become a three-year-old; an unfailingly affable temperament and quick smile that possessed
his entire face, including his mesmerizing green blue eyes. Perhaps most affecting of all, his remarkable good health was expressed in the lustrous
sheen of his thick hair, in the golden-pink glow of his summer-touched skin, in every physical aspect of him, until there were times when he
seemed radiant.."You'd never cheat me. I know you. We'd have Christmas twice a year and parties for half birthdays.".This morning, Damascus
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had left the house early, before Vanadium came downstairs, which was perfect for Junior's purposes. While the maniac cop was finishing his shave
and shower, Junior crept upstairs to check his room. He discovered the revolver in the second of the three places that he expected it to be, did his
work, and returned the weapon to the nightstand drawer in precisely the position that he had found it. Narrowly avoiding an encounter with
Vanadium in the hall, he retreated to the ground floor. After some fussing over the most effective placement, he left the quarter and the
luggage-just as Vanadium, the human stump, clumped down the stairs. Junior experienced an unexpected delay when the detective spent half an
hour making phone calls from the study, but then Vanadium went into the kitchen, allowing him to slip out of the house and complete his work..As
it turned out, Seraphim was a virgin. This thrilled Junior. He was inflamed also by the thought of ravishing her in her parents' house ... an by the
kinky fact that their house was a parsonage..EACH MOMENTOUS DAY, the work was done in memory of his mother. At Pie Lady Services,
always, they sought new recipes and new ways to brighten the corner where they were..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..The girl sucked in deep lungsful of the weary clouds. "Better hold tight, Mommy, I'm gonna float.".Draped across his midsection, the
terrible cold weight had chilled his flesh; but now his bone marrow prickled with ice at the thought of the birthmarked detective sitting silently in
the dark, watching. Junior would have preferred dealing with Naomi, dead and risen and seriously pissed, rather than with this dangerously patient
man..He could have killed someone named Henry or Larry, without risk of creating a Bartholomew pattern that would prickle like a pungent scent
in the hound-dog nostrils of Bay Area homicide detectives. But he restrained himself..It occurred to her that the knave had come, as foretold by the
cards on that night long ago. She had expected the knave to be a man with sharp eyes and a wicked heart, but the curse was cancer and not a man at
all..The same thought had occurred to her, a consolation that might make acceptance of these riches possible. Yet she remained chilled by the
thought of receiving a life-changing amount of money as the consequence of a death..The morning that it happened, Tom Vanadium rose later than
usual, shaved, showered, and then used the telephone in Paul's downstairs study to call Max Bellini in San Francisco and to speak, as well, with
authorities in both the Oregon State Police and the Spruce Hills Police Department..Kitchen to dining room, dining room to hallway, keeping his
back to the wall, easing quickly along, then into the foyer. Wait here, listening.."Look at it this way, Aggie. All the pies, all the things you do-that's
betting on life. And now you've just been given the great blessing of being able to place larger bets.".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..His attention, as morbid as a circling vulture, settled upon the pianist's right hand. The left was open, palm down. But the right
was crumpled shut, palm up..His daughter, his affliction, his millstone, granddaughter of the boil-giving voodoo Baptist ....The man, whom the
others called Licky, led him out into a hot, bright morning that dazzled his eyes. Leaving his cell he had felt the spellbonds loosen and fall away,
but there were other spells woven about other buildings of the place, especially around a tall stone tower, filling the air with sticky lines of
resistance and repulsion. If he tried to push forward into them his face and belly stung with jabs of agony, so that he looked at his body in horror for
the wound; but there was no wound. Gagged and bound, without his voice and hands to work magic, he could do nothing against these spells.
Licky had tied one end of a braided leather cord around his neck and held the other end, following him. He let Otter walk into a couple of the
spells, and after that Otter avoided them. Where they were was plain enough: the dusty pathways bent to miss them..The stump was capped at the
end of the internal cuneiform, depriving Junior of everything from the metatarsal to the tip of the toe. He was delighted with this result, because
successful reattachment would have been a calamity..Wonderful. Oh, perfect. So Neddy, a friend of Celestina's, knew that Junior, reputed to be a
vicious sadist, had attended this reception under a false name. If Junior really was a sleazy pervert of such rococo tastes that he would be shunned
even by the scum of the world, even by the deranged mutant offspring of a self-breeding hermaphrodite, then surely he was capable of murder,
too..Nevertheless, when the points of soreness in his brow and cheeks gradually grew worse, he stopped at a service station near Courtland, bought
a bottle of Pepsi from a vending machine, and washed down yet another capsule of antihistamines. He also took another antiemetic, four aspirin,
and-although he felt no trembling in his bowels-one more dose of paregoric..Celestina, standing next to Agnes, put an arm around her waist, as
perhaps she had once been in the habit of doing with her sister.."No. But I'm sure as can be, the kid is better off undiscovered by the likes of
him.".After a silent moment of surprise, Nork or Knacker, or Hisscus, said, "Your sentiment is understandable, Mr. Cain, but it's customary in these
matters--".Junior didn't believe in gods, devils, Heaven, Hell, life after death. He put his faith in one thing: himself..Turning away from the
window, Celestina grabbed the girl and pushed her toward the bed, whispering, "Down, under."."Why are you here?" "Where else I should be and
for why? I watch you over." As the tears cleared from Agnes's eyes, she saw that Maria was sewing. A shopping bag stood to one side of the chair,
and to the other side, open on the floor, a case contained spools of thread, needles, a pincushion, a pair of scissors, and other supplies of a
seamstress's trade..Later in the month, from Sparky Vox, Junior learned the building had a four-pipe, fan-coil heating system serving discrete
ductwork for each apartment. Voices couldn't carry from residence to residence in the heating-cooling system, because no apartments shared
ducting. Throughout the spring, summer, and autumn of 1967, Junior met new women, bedded a few, and had no doubt that each of his conquests
experienced with him something she had never known before. Yet he still suffered from an emptiness in the heart..'She didn't reach into your
thoughts and pluck out the name Rowena. Or Beezil or Feezil.'.In the three years since Perri's death, he had walked thousands of miles. He hadn't
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kept a record of the cumulative distance, because he wasn't trying to get into Guinness or to prove anything..Quickly, he searched for the source,
but in less than a minute, before he could trace the voice, it faded away. Unlike that night in December, this time the singing didn't resume..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..Sitting on the edge of the bed, taking his hand, she stared at his sweet little bow of a mouth, whereas before she would have
met his eyes. "Tell me.".Beyond the window, behind veils of rain and fog, the metropolis appeared to be more enigmatic than Stonehenge, as
unknowable as any city in our dreams..Requests for permission to make copies of any part of the work should be mailed to the following
address:."Retinoblastoma is usually unilateral," Dr. Chan continued, "occurring in one eye. Bartholomew has tumors in both."."Because Cain had
called him to get a recommendation of a P. I. here in San Francisco," said Kathleen. "To find out what happened to Seraphim White's baby.".At the
mention of her son's name, Agnes stiffened. There were numerous ways for Deed to have learned the baby's name, yet it seemed wrong for him to
know it, wrong to use it, the name of this child he had nearly orphaned, had almost killed..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.
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