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Until Nolly, Kathleen's life had been as short on romance as a saltless saltine is short on flavor. Her childhood and even her adolescence were so
colorless that she'd settled on dentistry as a career because it seemed, by comparison to what she knew, to be an exotic and exciting profession.
She'd dated a few men, but all were boring and none was kind. Ballroom-dancing lessons-and ultimately competitions-promised the romance that
dentistry and dating hadn't provided, but even dancing was somewhat a disappointment until her instructor introduced Kathleen to this balding,
bull-necked, lumpy, utterly wonderful Romeo..During Barty's hospitalization, they had graduated from the young adult novels by Robert Heinlein
to some of the same author's science fiction for general audiences. Now, pajamaed and in bed, with his sunglasses on the nightstand but his padded
eye patches still in place, Barty listened, rapt, to the beginning of Double Star.Three and a half days had passed since he'd pushed his wife off the
tower, and in that time he'd had no real fun. He was gregarious by nature, never one to turn down a party invitation. He liked to laugh, to love, to
live, but he couldn't enjoy life when he must remember at all times to appear bereft and to keep sorrow in his voice..He assumed that she hadn't
phoned the police to make a formal report. No need to go out of her way to slander Junior when Thomas Vanadium had been prowling the hospital
at all hours of the day and night, ready to lend an ear to any falsehood about him, as long as it made him appear to be a sleazeball and a wife
killer.."In cases like this, the malignancy is often more advanced in one eye than the other. If the size of the tumor requires it, we remove the eye
containing the greatest malignancy, and we treat the remaining eye with radiation.".The upper end of the bed was elevated. Otherwise, Agnes
would not have been able to see the room, for she was too weak to raise her head from the pillows.."I know Edom and Jacob have been a burden,"
said Vinnie, "you having to be responsible for them-".Finally sleeping, he had anxiety dreams of being in a public rest room, overcome by urgent
need, only to find that every stall was occupied by someone he had killed, all of them vengefully determined to deny him a chance for dignified
relief..He raised the window in the kitchen and climbed outside, onto the landing of the fire escape. Feeling like a high-roaming cousin to the
Phantom of the Opera, bearing the requisite fearsome scars if not the unrequited love for a soprano, Vanadium descended through the foggy night,
down two flights of the switchback iron stairs to the kitchen at Cain's apartment..LATE TUESDAY AFTERNOON in Bright Beach, as a darker
blue and iridescent tide rolled across the sky, seagulls rowed toward their safe harbors, and on the land below, shadows that had been upright at
work all day now stretched out, recumbent, preparing for the night..Through the cacophony of shattering glass, splintering wood, and cracking
plaster, Paul heard the hard roar of an engine, the blare of a horn, and suspected what must have happened. Some drunk or reckless driver had
crashed at high speed into the parsonage..Angel was lying on a towel on the convertible sofa, where Grace had just changed her diaper.."Bullpoop
might not be what they say, but it's the worst that we say. And in fact, in this house, bulldoody is preferred.".Junior intended to pack only a single
bag, leaving most of his clothes behind. He could afford a fine new wardrobe..When Angel came in search of Barty, breathless with excitement, he
was chatting with Tom Vanadium in the foundation's office above the garages. Years ago, the two apartments had been combined and expanded
when the garages under them were doubled in size, providing better living quarters for Tom and working space, as well..By November 1967, the
Father Brown detective stories, written for mystery-loving adults by G. K. Chesterton, thrilled Barty. This series of books would retain a special
place in his heart for the rest of his life-as would Robert Heinlein's The Star Beast, which was among his Christmas gifts that year..Hisscus, Nork,
and Knacker exchanged sharp glances, nonplussed. Finally, one of them said, "We couldn't do that, Mr. Cain. Not until you've consulted an
attorney.".This ended any hope of romance, and he was disappointed. A less self-controlled man might have seized a nearby bronze vase-fashioned
to resemble dinosaur stool-and stuffed her into it or vice versa..He yearned for a new heart mate. He was wise enough to know that no amount of
yearning could transform the wrong woman into the right one. Love couldn't be demanded, planned, or manufactured. Love always came as a
surprise, snuck up on you when you were least expecting it, like Anthony Perkins in a dress..people that he was innocent and, in fact,
constitutionally incapable of premeditated murder..After his conversation with Magusson, however, Junior realized this fear was irrational. If the
detective had miraculously escaped the cold waters of the lake, he would have been in need of emergency medical treatment. He would have
staggered or crawled to the county highway in search of help, unaware that Junior had framed him for Victoria's murder, too badly wounded to care
about anything but getting medical attention..The day before Christmas, along the California coast. Although sun gilded the morning, clouds
gathered in the afternoon, but no snow would ease sled runners across these roofs..Unable to continue Tehanu's story (because it hadn't happened
yet) and foolishly assuming that the story of Ged and Tenar had reached its happily-ever-after, I gave the book a subtitle: "The Last Book of
Earthsea.".He knew that the only movement in those staring, sightless eyes was the restless reflection of the flashlight beam as he probed the trash
with it. He knew he was being irrational, but nevertheless he was reluctant to turn his back on the corpse. Repeatedly in the midst of searching, he
snapped his head up, whipping his attention to Neddy, certain that from the comer of his eye, he had seen the dead gaze following him..Twice
during dinner, he seemed to draw near The Subject, but then he circled around it and flew off, each time to report some news of little relevance or
to recount something funny that Angel had said..Lipscomb said, "We're only two and a half blocks from the best Armenian restaurant in the city.
I'll dash over there, bring back some chilled bubbly and an early dinner, if you'll allow me.".on both sides of the property, the neighbors can't see,
but some know, have always known, and have less interest.This unfailing consistency of packaging enables card mechanics, professional gamblers,
sleight-of-hand magicians-to manipulate a new deck with confidence that they know, starting, where every card can be found in the stack. An
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expert mechanic with practiced and dexterous hands can appear to shuffle so thoroughly that even the most suspicious observer will be satisfied-yet
he will still know exactly where every card is located in the deck. With masterly manipulation, he can place the cards in the order that he wishes, to
achieve whatever effect he desires.."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..Tommy James and the Shondells, good American boys, had a
record farther down the charts-"Hanky Panky"-that Junior felt was better than the Beatles' tune. The failure of his countrymen to support
homegrown talent aggravated him. The nation seemed eager to surrender its culture to foreigners..The police. The stupid police. Ringing the bell
when they knew he'd been shot. Ringing the damn doorbell when he lay here helpless, the Industrial Woman lurching toward him, his toe on the
other side of the kitchen, ringing the doorbell when he was losing enough blood to give transfusions to an entire ward of wounded hemophiliacs.
The stupid bastards were probably expecting him to serve tea and a plate of butter cookies, little paper doilies between each cup and saucer..Not all
of the pins were knocked to the shear line with a single pull of the trigger. Three pulls were the minimum required, sometimes as many as six,
depending on the lock..Using this apartment as a base, Nolly and Kathleen had conducted some of the small skirmishes in the first phase of the war,
including the ghost serenades. They left the place tidy. Indeed, the only sign that they had ever been here was a packet of dental floss left behind on
the sill of a living-room window.."God bless us, every one," Agnes repeated with all her extended family, and after a sip of the wine, she made an
excuse to check on something in the kitchen, where she pressed hot tears into a cool, slightly damp dishtowel to prevent the telltale swelling of her
eyes..Recently, Wally administered to Angel a set of apperception tests for three-year-olds, and the results indicated that she might not ever be a
math whiz or a verbal gymnast, but that she might be highly talented in other ways. Her appreciation of color, her innate understanding of the
derivation of secondary hues from the primary colors, her sense of spatial relationships, and her recognition of basic geometric forms regardless of
the angle at which they were presented were all far beyond what was exhibited by other kids her age. Wally said she was visually, rather than
verbally, gifted, that she would undoubtedly exhibit increasing precociousness in matters artistic, that she might follow Celestina's career path, and
that she might even prove to be a prodigy..The two women stared at each other, and at last Celestina said, "Good Lord, what's happening
here?".The wife killer was evil; and his evil would be expressed one way or another, regardless of the forces that affected his actions. If he'd not
killed Naomi on the fire tower, he would have killed her elsewhere, when another opportunity for enrichment presented itself. If Victoria hadn't
become a victim, some other woman would have died instead. If Cain hadn't become obsessed with the strange conviction that someone named
Bartholomew might be the death of him, he would have filled his hollow heart with an equally strange obsession that might have led him, anyway,
to Celestina, but that would surely have brought violence down on someone else if not on her..He hadn't heard the cop get out of the chair and cross
the dark room. Difficult.Through the remainder of his dinner, he was entirely future focused, the past put safely out of mind. Until ....If such a
small quantity of crushed ice, taken in a single swallow, might cause."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.".Wednesday, with a swiftness that
confirmed its eagerness to make a deal, the state supplied records on the fire tower. For five years, a significant portion of the maintenance funds
had been diverted by bureaucrats to other uses. And for three years, the responsible maintenance supervisor filed an annual report on this specific
tower, requesting immediate funds for fundamental reconstruction; the third of these documents, submitted eleven months prior to Naomi's fall,
was composed in crisis language and stamped urgent..For a moment, none of them spoke. The silence was as flawless as the preternatural hush
reputed to precede the biggest quakes..Amazed, Agnes gaped at her baby. The throat lump that blocked her speech was part pride, part awe, and
part fear, though she didn't at once understand why this wonderful precociousness should frighten her..Think, think. A three-minute drive to the
Lampion place. Maybe two minutes, running stop signs, cutting comers..When pale light came to her eyes again, she heard the paramedic and the
cop talking anxiously as they worked on her, but she couldn't understand their words. They seemed to be speaking not just a foreign tongue but an
ancient language unheard on earth for a thousand years..If the detective believed that Seraphim had been raped, his natural desire to exact
vengeance for his friend's daughter might motivate him to commit the relentless harassment that Junior had endured now for four days.."He's a
wonderful boy, so very bright, so very full of life. Blindness will be hard, but it won't be the end. He'll cope without the light. It'll be so difficult at
first, but this boy ... eventually he'll thrive.".In addition to mulling over strategy, Tom had spent a lot of time lately brooding about culpability: his
own, not Cain's. By seizing on the name that he heard Cain speak in a dream, by making use of it in this psychological warfare, had he been the
architect of the killer's Bartholomew obsession, or if not the architect, then at least an assisting.Two of her largest and best paintings were in the
show windows, dramatically lighted. They were dazzling. They were dreadful. They were beautiful. They were hideous.."You did just fine, Tom,
just fine," Agnes said in a consoling tone that she might have used with a boy whose performance, at a piano recital, had been earnest but
undistinguished. "We were all quite impressed.".But the boy played no tricks against his father. He took his beatings in silence and learned to hide
his gift..She put down her fork, glanced around the restaurant once more, and leaned across the table. Blushing brighter, she softly sang the opening
lines of "Someone to Watch over Me.".To achieve certain narrative effects, I've fiddled slightly with the floor plan and the interior design of St.
Mary's Hospital in San Francisco. In this story, the characters who work at St. Mary's are fictional and are not modeled after anyone on the staff of
that excellent institution, either past or present..At the farthest end of the loft from the stereo speakers, voices nevertheless had to be raised in even
the most intimate exchanges. The artist who had created In the Baby 's Brain Lies the Parasite of Doom, Version 6, however, possessed a voice as
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deep, sharp-edged, and penetrating as his talent..Vanadium arrived and stood beside Junior. His black suit was cheap, but it fit better than
Rudy's..In his masterpiece The Beauty of Rage: Channel Your Anger and Be a Winner, Zedd explains that every fully evolved man is able to take
anger at one person or thing and instantly redirect it to any new person or thing, using it to achieve dominance, control, or any goal he seeks. Anger
should not be an emotion that gradually arises again at each new justifiable cause, but should be held in the heart and nurtured, under control but
sustained, so that the full white-hot power of it can be instantly tapped as needed, whether or not there has been provocation..Agnes's chilled bones.
Pushing a tangle of wet hair away from her face, she realized that her hands were shaking..Prepared for any contingency, Junior listened to the
house until he was certain that he needed the knife for no one else..Sitting in Simon Magusson's mahogany-paneled office, reading the contents of
this file, Junior was aghast. "I could have been killed.".When he was baking, the world seemed to be a less dangerous place. Sometimes, making a
cake, he forgot to be afraid..The quiet passion in Vanadium's voice was genuine, expressed with reason but not fervor, not in the least sentimental
or unctuous-which made it more disturbing. "Vibrations in one string set up soft, sympathetic vibrations in all the other strings, through the entire
body of the instrument.".In the kitchen, he sat her in a chair and let her slump forward over the breakfast table. With her arms folded, with her head
on her arms and turned to one side, she appeared to be resting..After checking her carotid artery and detecting no pulse, Junior returned to the sofa
in the living room. He fluffed the little pillow and left it precisely as he had found it..Two more uniformed officers had entered the kitchen, fresh
from their search of the apartment. They were amused..holding hands as they watched John Wayne in The Searchers, David Niven in Around the
World in 80 Days. They were so young then, sure they would live forever, and they were still young now, but for one of them, forever had
arrived..If killing the wrong Bartholomew had broken a dam in Junior and released a lake of tension, whacking the right Bartholomew would set
loose an ocean of pent-up stress, and he would feel free as he'd not felt since the fire tower. Freer than he'd been in his entire life.."A friend's
daughter. They say she died in a traffic accident down in San Francisco. She was even younger than Naomi.".Her first year at college, she had
hoped only to be able one day to earn a living as an illustrator for magazines or on the staff of an advertising agency. A career in the fine arts, of
course, was every painter's fantasy, the full freedom to explore her talent; but she would have been grateful for the realization of a much humbler
dream. Now, she was just twenty-three, and the world hung before her like a ripe plum, and she seemed able to reach high enough to pluck it off
the branch..Those who had just met her and those who were overly charmed by eccentricity called her Seraphim, her name complete. Her teachers,
neighbors, and casual acquaintances called her Sera. Those who knew her best and loved her the most deeply--like her sister, Celestina called her
Phimie..In the spring and summer of '66, he flew to Memphis, Tennessee, stayed a few days, and walked 288 miles to St. Louis. From St. Louis he
hiked west 253 miles to Kansas City, Missouri, and then southwest to Wichita. From Wichita to Oklahoma City. From Oklahoma City east to Fort
Smith, Arkansas, from whence he rode home to Bright Beach on a series of Greyhound buses..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..The symptoms that terrified Phimie-the headache, crippling abdominal pain, dizziness, vision problems-had entirely relented. Possibly they
had been more psychological than physical in nature..Junior found no answers before the owner of the diner blocked him from proceeding out of
the kitchen into the storeroom and the service alley beyond. Simultaneously sweating and chilled, Junior cursed him, and the confrontation became
ugly..The maniac detective was still on the floor where he had died. The red rose and the gift box occupied his hands..she'd crossed herself during
Edom's rant about the Tri-State Tornado of 1925. Then, she'd been warding off bad fortune; now, with a smile and a look of wonder, she was
acknowledging the grace of God, which, according to the cards, had been settled generously on Bartholomew..Fully clothed, she lay atop the
bedspread. She intended to listen to a little classical music before brushing her teeth...Only two explanations occurred to him. First, bureaucracies
slavishly follow the rules even when the rules make no sense. Second, the Ugliest Private Detective in the World, Nolly Wulfstan, was an
incompetent dunce..Focus. Get Ichabod all the way inside. Act now, think later. No, no, proper focus requires an understanding of the need to ize:
scrutinize, analyze, and prioritize. Get the bitch, get the bitch! Slow deep breaths. Channel the beautiful rage. A fully evolved man is self-controlled
and calm. Move, move, move!.Nolly sighed. "Well, I guess if you were going to just plug him, you could've done that already, soon as you got to
town.".In the six weeks since conception, she must have missed at least one menstrual period. She hadn't complained of morning sickness, but
surely she'd experienced it. It was highly unlikely that she'd been unaware of her condition..By this time, Vinton had finished, commercials had
run, and the number-two song had started: "Come See About Me," by the Supremes..This was not a ghost. This was not a walking dead man. This
was something else, but until he knew what it was, who it was, the only person he could possibly look for was Vanadium.."Honey," she said,
crouching to peer at him through the vertical slats of the playpen, "what're you doing?".When the nurse was gone, alone with his mother as they
waited for the orderly to bring a gurney, Barty said, "Come close.".He hadn't learned much from the call other than that they hadn't found
Vanadium in his Studebaker at the bottom of Quarry Lake..During the girl's final appointment, Junior discovered she would be home alone that
same night, her parents at a function she wasn't required to attend. She appeared to reveal this inadvertently, quite innocently; however, Junior was
a bloodhound when it came to smelling seduction, regardless of how subtle the scent..During the past three years, he'd suffered much because of
these sisters, including most recently the humiliation in the Dumpster with the dead musician, Celestina's pencil-necked friend with a propensity for
postmortem licking. The memory of that horror flared so vividly-every grotesque detail condensed into one intense and devastating flash of
recollection-that Junior's bladder suddenly felt swollen and full, although he had taken a long satisfying leak in an alleyway across the street from
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the restaurant at which the postcard-painting poseur had enjoyed a leisurely dinner with Ichabod..OTTER WAS THE SON of a boatwright who
worked in the shipyards of Havnor Great Port. His mother gave him his country name; she was a farm woman from Endlane village, around
northwest of Mount Onn. She had come to the city seeking work, as many came. Decent folk in a decent trade in troubled times, the boatwright and
his family were anxious not to come to notice lest they come to grief. And so, when it became clear that the boy had a gift of magery, his father
tried to beat it out of him..But he was more than she had ever imagined her boy to be, more than merely a prodigy..Junior shuddered. Vanadium
hadn't invented the name. It had genuine if inexplicable resonance with Junior that had nothing to do with the detective.."I mean," said Dr.
Lipscomb, "that I'm selling my practice and putting an end to my medical career. I wanted you to know.".Alone with Agnes, the physician said, "I
want you to take Barty to a specialist in Newport Beach. Franklin Chan. He's a wonderful ophthalmologist and ophthalmological surgeon, and right
now we don't have anyone like that here in town.".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.."Oh, Wally, I am worried. I'm deeply worried. My mama is
going to buy herself a first-class ticket to the fiery pit if she doesn't stop this prevaricatin'.".The corroded casement-operating mechanism began to
give way, as did the hinges, and the window sagged outward..The way one does research into nonexistent history is to tell the story and find out
what happened. I believe this isn't very different from what historians of the so-called real world do. Even if we are present at some historic event,
do we comprehend it-can we even remember it-until we can tell it as a story? And for events in times or places outside our own experience, we
have nothing to go on but the stories other people tell us. Past events exist, after all, only in memory, which is a form of imagination. The event is
real now, but once it's then, its continuing reality is entirely up to us, dependent on our energy and honesty. If we let it drop from memory, only
imagination can restore the least glimmer of it. If we lie about the past, forcing it to tell a story we want it to tell, to mean what we want it to mean,
it loses its reality, becomes a fake. To bring the past along with us through time in the hold-alls of myth and history is a heavy undertaking; but as
Lao Tzu says, wise people march along with the baggage wagons.."In addition," Daines said, "her pelvis is small, which would present problems of
delivery even in an ordinary pregnancy. And the muscle fibers in the central canal of her cervix, which ought to be softening in anticipation of
labor, are still tough. I don't believe the cervix will dilate well enough to facilitate birth."."It seems it was his own idea, your majesty."."September
27, 1962. Barcelona, Spain. A flood killed four hundred forty-five people.".His instructor, Bob Chicane-who visited twice a week for an
hour-advised him to imagine a perfect fruit as the object of his meditation. An apple, a grape, an orange, whatever..Opening his eyes blinking back
his tears just as more agonizing contractions knotted his abdomen, he could see ribbons of red in the watery green mess that gushed from him.
Bright red. Gastric blood would be dark. This must be pharyngeal blood. Unless an artery had ruptured in his stomach, torn by the incredible
violence of these intransigent spasms, in which case he was puking his life away..In the present, long after the execution of Josef Krepp, half a
block ahead, lay the Lipscomb house. Beyond it, the Lampion place..He found nothing especially gratifying, switched off the lights, and moved on
to the living room. If Cain was coming home, he could glance up from the street and see lights ablaze here, so Vanadium resorted to a small
flashlight, always carefully hooding the lens with one hand.."You're all right, we've got you now." His soft yet reverberant voice was so unearthly
that his words seemed to convey an assurance more profound and more comforting than their surface meaning..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.."Of all the things I might be meant to do with my life," he told Agnes, "I believe nothing will matter more than the
small part I've had in bringing together these two children.".This morning, only his love for his sister, Agnes, gave him the courage to drive and to
become the pie man..To Nolly, Kathleen said, "This is why I married you. To be around talk like this.".He woke at noon, eyes gummed shut with
the effluence of sleep. He felt lousy, but he was in control of himself-and strong enough to fetch his suitcase, which he'd been unable to carry upon
arrival.."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.".The toast now came to Celestina. "To Phimie,
who will be with me in memory every hour of every day for the rest of my life, until she is with me again for real. And to ... to this most
momentous day.".AS THE WULFSTAN PARTY was being seated at a window table, slowly tumbling masses of cottony fog rolled across the
black water, as if the bay had awakened and, rising from its bed, had tossed off great mounds of sheets and blankets..Prudence required that they
strategize as though Enoch Cain were Satan himself, as though every fly and beetle and rat provided eyes and ears for the killer, as though ordinary
precautions could never foil him..On the nightstand stood a stainless-steel carafe beaded with condensation. Maria took the cap off the water carafe,
and with a longhandled spoon, she scooped out a chip of ice. Cupping her left hand.Maria Gonzalez arrived with her daughters, and while it was
natural for Angel to be drawn to the company of older girls, she had no interest in anyone but Barty..Admitting to the likelihood that he would
never again devote himself seriously to his business, Paul sold it to Jim Kessel, long his good right hand and fellow pharmacist..Celestina had
wanted to go to Oregon for the service, but Tom, Max Bellini, the Spruce Hills police, and Wally Lipscomb-to whom, by Sunday, she'd begun
talking almost hourly on the telephone-all advised strenuously against making the trip. A man as crazed and as reckless as Enoch Cain, expecting to
find her at the funeral home or the cemetery, might not be deterred by a police guard, no matter what its size..As a homicide detective, Vanadium
had a career-spanning ninety eight percent closure-and-conviction record on the cases he handled. Once convinced he had found the guilty party, he
didn't rely solely on solid police work. He augmented the usual investigative procedures and techniques with his own brand of psychological
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warfare-sometimes subtle, sometimes not-which frequently encouraged the perpetrator to make mistakes that convicted him..Losen, a sea-pirate
who called himself King of the Inmost Sea, was then the chief warlord in the city and all the east and south of Havnor. Exacting tribute from that
rich domain, he spent it to increase his soldiery and the fleets he sent out to take slaves and plunder from other lands. As Otters uncle said, he kept
the shipwrights busy. They were grateful to have work in a time when men seeking work found only beggary, and rats ran in the courts of
Maharion. They did an honest job, Otter's father said, and what the work was used for was none of their concern..Around the dinner table, the
adults applauded, but the tougher audience squinted at the ceiling, toward which she believed the coin had arced, then at the table, where it ought to
have fallen among the water glasses or in her creamed corn. At last she looked at Tom and said, "Not magic.".Edom and Jacob arrived, dinner was
served, and while the food was wonderful, the conversation was better-even though the twins occasionally shared their vast knowledge of train
wrecks and deadly volcanic eruptions. Paul didn't contribute much to the talk, because he preferred to bask in it. If he hadn't known any of these
people, if he had walked into the room while they were in the middle of dinner, he would have thought they were family, because the warmth and
the intimacy-and in the twins' case, the eccentricity-of the conversation were not what he expected of such newly made friends. There was no
pretense, no falsity, and no avoidance of any awkward subject, which meant there were sometimes tears, because the death of Reverend White was
such a fresh wound in the hearts of those who loved him. But in the healing ways of women that remained mysterious to Paul even as he watched
them do
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