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HE WOUNDED HEART A JOURNEY PHILOSOPHY AND PRACTICE OF HEALING EMO
Junior glimpsed Vanadium first in profile-and then, as the cop rode down and away, only the back of his head. He hadn't seen this man in almost
three years, yet he was instantly certain that this was no coincidental look-alike. Here went the filthy-scabby-monkey spirit itself..So smoothly did
the waiter move, that three martinis on a corklined mahogany tray seemed to float across the room in front of him and then hover beside their table
while he served the cocktails to the lady first, the guest second, and the host third.."Bet I could, and sell it, too," she said. "I might not be as good at
it as I am at teeth, but I'd be better than some I've read.".When she was finished with the dishtowel, she returned to the dining room, and though
dinner was underway, she called for another toast. Raising her glass, she said, "To Maria, who is more than my friend. My sister. I can't let you talk
about what I've given you without telling your girls that you've given back more. You taught me that the world is as simple as sewing, that what
seem to be the most terrible problems can be stitched up, repaired." She raised her glass slightly higher. "First chicken to be come with first egg
inside already. God bless.".Now came a slight but real risk of being heard inside: He pulled the trigger. The flat steel spring in the lock-release gun
caused the pick to jump upward, lodging some of the pins at the shear line. The snap of the hammer against the spring and the click of the pick
against the pin tumblers were soft sounds, but anyone near the other side of the door would more likely than not hear them; if she was one room
removed, however, the noise would not reach her..Junior had hoped not to be recognized by anyone at this affair. He regretted that he hadn't stuck
to his original plan, maintaining surveillance of the gallery from his parked car..Otter stated it as an unfortunate fact, not as a moral assertion.
Hound looked at him with appreciation. Living with the pirate king, he was sick of boasts and threats, of boasters and threateners..I Junior didn't
believe in ghosts, anyway. He believed in flesh and bone, stone and mortar, money and power, himself and the future..He was so innocent. This
sweet boy, this pure and stainless infant, couldn't possibly have an enemy in the world, and she could not imagine any son of hers earning enemies,
not if she raised him well. This was just a silly card reading..Beyond the windows, the winter night sifted sootily down through the twinkling city,
as he sat in his living room with a glass of Dry Sack in one hand and the picture of Celestina White in the other..She worried that he would need to
go to the bathroom during the night and that, half asleep, he might turn the wrong way, toward the stairs, and fall. Three times they paced off the
route from the doorway of his room to the hall bath. She would have walked it a hundred times and still not been satisfied, but Barty said, "Okay,
I've got it.".NOT IN A MOOD to garden, but wearing the proper gloves, Junior clicked on the foyer light, the hall light, the kitchen light, and
stepped around the clubbed-smothered-shot nurse, to the range, where he switched on the right oven, in which an unfinished pot roast was cooling,
and the left oven, in which the dinner plates waited to be warmed. He cranked up a flame again under the pot of water that had been boiling
earlier-and glanced hungrily at the uncooked pasta that Victoria had weighed and set aside,.The hall was deserted. Then a woman came out of one
of the offices and walked toward the gallery, without glancing at him.."My God," Junior said, pretending that his befuddlement had faded and that
his mind had just now clarified, "you think Naomi was murdered, don't you?".Using a three-step folding stool, he was able to get near enough to
one of the vent plates in the living room to determine whether it might be the source of the song. just then the singing stopped..This consequence of
rape, the baby, was less baby to Celestina than cancer, a malignancy excised rather than a life delivered. She had been no more impelled to study
the child than she would have been, charmed to examine the glistening gnarls and oozing convolutions of a freshly plucked tumor. Consequently,
she could remember nothing of its squinched face.."Jacob scares people," Agnes said. "No one would eat a pie that Jacob delivered without having
it tested at a lab.".Angel, on the window seat, wore nothing but white. White sneakers and socks. White pants. White T-shirt. Two white bows in
her hair.."Who?" she shouted, though they were perched side by side on a black-leather love seat..on both sides of the property, the neighbors can't
see, but some know, have always known, and have less interest.On the High Marsh."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.".The lawyer's eyes appeared as round
as his face. "Aggie, please don't tell me you've started to share Jacob's ... enthusiasms? "."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'.".It was the best he could do in protest against the
misuse of good work and a good ship. He was pleased with himself. When the ship was launched (and all seemed well with her, for her fault would
not show up until she was out on the open sea) he could not keep from his teachers what he had done, the little circle of old men and midwives, the
young hunchback who could speak with the dead, the blind girl who knew the names of things. He told them his trick, and the blind girl laughed,
but the old people said, "Look out. Take care. Keep hidden."."Tom, Wally, I'm sorry for the brusque introductions," Agnes Lampion apologized.
"We'll have plenty of getting-to-know-each other time over dinner. But the people in this room have been waiting an entire week to hear from you,
Tom. We can't wait a moment longer.".At home, after phoning her folks, Celestina made a ham sandwich. She ate a quarter of it. Then two bites of
a chocolate croissant. One spoonful of butter pecan ice cream. Everything was without taste, more bland than Phimie's hospital food, and it cloyed
in her throat..Twice would indicate a dangerous mania. Three times would be indefensible. But once was healthy experimentation. A learning
experience..As Joey opened the driver's door and got in behind the steering wheel, he said, "Okay?"."Quick, very quick," he warned, helping Grace
through the fire framed window and onto the roof of the porch..Sliding one hand lightly along the railing, the boy quickly descended the short flight
of steps and walked onto the soggy lawn, into the rain..She whispered then: "You are my little lampion, Barty. You light the way for me."."I'm
going to recommend that you be admitted overnight and that we lance these under hospital conditions. We'll use a sterile needle on some of them,
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but a number are so large they're going to require a surgical knife and possibly the removal of the carbuncle core. This is usually done with a local
anesthetic, but in this instance, while I don't think general anesthesia will be required, we'll probably want to sedate you that is, put you in a twilight
sleep.".The two women stared at each other, and at last Celestina said, "Good Lord, what's happening here?".He preferred to venture inside the
house while some lights remained on. He didn't want to be reduced to creeping stealthily in the dark through strange rooms: The very idea filled his
guts with shiver chasing shiver..Everyone confronted Agnes with expressions of puzzlement and expectation, and she looked from one to another.
Paul. Maria. Francesca. Bonita. Grace. Edom. Jacob. Finally Celestina..He nodded. "The effect not only comes before a cause in this case, but
completely without a cause. The effect is staying dry in the rain, but the cause-supposedly walking in a dryer world-never occurs. Only the idea of
it.".Eventually she discovered within herself all the light that she needed to find her way through the crucial hours immediately ahead. At last she
knew what she must do, but she was not certain that she possessed the fortitude to do it..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.".Sunday evening, here he
was, cracking open four new decks, as if fresh cards might enable the magic to repeat..Ever the romantic, he wanted to surprise her. Voila! Flowers,
wine, and moi. Since their electrifying connection in the hospital, she had been yearning for him; but she wouldn't expect a visit for a few weeks
yet. He was eager to see her face brighten with delight..By the time the family was ushered out, protesting, at the end of evening visiting hours,
Junior hadn't succumbed to their pressure. If his conversion was to appear convincingly reluctant, he would have to resist them for at least another
few days..He prepared his knives and guns. Blades and bullets. Fortune favors the bold, the self-improved, the self-evolved, the focused..The
presence of the brochure disturbed Vanadium also because he assumed that after being dead-ended by Nolly, Cain had subsequently discovered
that Celestina had taken custody of the baby to raise it as her own. For some reason, the nine-toed wonder originally believed the child was a boy,
but if he'd tracked down Celestina, he now knew the truth.."That's enough?" "Silly man." "Cain looks like a movie star." "Does he have nice teeth?"
she asked. "They're good. Not perfect." "So kiss me, Mr. Perfect.".At last Maria answered Jacob's question in a murmur, making the f sign of the
cross once more as she spoke. "Never saw four. Never even just I see three. But four ... is to be the devil himself.".Barty stood in the rain,
surrounded by the rain, pummeled by the rain, with the rain. Saturated grass squished under his sneakers. The droplets, in their millions, didn't
bend-slip-twist magically around his form, didn't hiss into steam a millimeter from his skin. Yet he remained as dry as baby Moses floating on the
river in a mother-made ark of bulrushes..Tom Vanadium's uninflected but curiously hypnotic voice, his pensive manner, his gray eyes so beautiful
in that fractured face, his air of measured melancholy, and his evident intelligence gave him a presence that was simultaneously as solid as a great
mass of granite and yet otherworldly..Yes, she did, she had one, but not much of one, and compared to the McIntosh in Google's throat, this was
just a bitty crab apple, easy to overlook, not excessive for a woman.."Well," Agnes said, "thank the Lord, we don't have tornadoes here in
California.".Simon Magusson, lacking family, had left his estate to Tom. This came as a surprise. The sum was so considerable that even though
Tom was on a dispensation from his vows, which included his vow of property, he was uncomfortable with his fortune. His comfort was quickly
restored by contributing the entire inheritance to Pie Lady Services. They had been brought together by two extraordinary children, by the
conviction that Barty and Angel were part of some design of enormous consequence. But more often than not, God weaves patterns that become
perceptible to us only over long periods of time, if at all. After the past three eventful years, there were now no weekly miracles, no signs in the
earth or sky, no revelations from burning bushes or from more mundane forms of communication. Neither Barty nor Angel revealed any new
astonishing talents, and in fact they were as ordinary as any two young prodigies can be, except that he was blind and she served as his eyes upon
the world..Though she was only a week past her third birthday, Angel always selected her own clothes and carefully dressed herself. Usually she
preferred monochromatic outfits, sometimes with a single accent color expressed only in a belt or a hat, or a scarf. When she mixed several colors,
the initial impression that she gave was of chromatic chaos-but on second look, you began to see that these unlikely combinations were more
harmonious than they had first seemed..Although Dr. Lipscomb spoke almost as softly as the long-winded pianist, and though the physician's
narrow face was homely and devoid of any trace of violent temperament, Neddy Gnathic flinched from him and retreated across the threshold, into
the hallway..Refusing to give the cop the satisfaction of a reply to the news of the unborn baby's paternity, Junior stared unwaveringly into the
grave and said, "Whose funeral were you attending?".The glittering room appeared unchanged. Even the piano player seemed to be the man who'd
been at the keyboard back then, though his yellow-rose boutonniere and probably his tuxedo, as well, were new..He wasn't entirely sure what all he
hoped to find. Perhaps an envelope or a cash box with folding money, which a fleeing murderer would surely pause to take with him. Suspicions
might be raised if he left it behind. Perhaps a savings-account passbook.."Some Baptists are opposed to drink, Doctor, but we're the wicked variety.
Though all we have is a warm bottle of Chardonnay.".If she'd connected with his left side, as she intended, she might have broken his arm or
cracked a few ribs. But lie saw the chair coming, and as agile as a base runner dodging a shortstop's tag, he turned away from her, taking the blow
across his back..Junior spoke the three words aloud and felt a strange resonance between them and his dim memories of Reverend White's voice on
that long-ago night. Yet the link, if any actually existed, remained elusive..He was uncharacteristically restive. His stoic nature, his long learned
Jesuit philosophy regarding the acceptance of events as they unfold, and the acquired patience of a homicide detective were insufficient to prevent
frustration from taking root in him. In the more than two months since Enoch Cain vanished, following the murder of Reverend White, no trace of
the killer had been found. Week by week, the slender sapling of frustration had grown into a tree and then into a forest, until Tom began every
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morning by looking out through the tightly woven branches of impatience..Hers were the most feminine hands he'd ever seen. Slender, soft, prettier
than Naomi's. He had no idea what she was talking about..On Tuesday evening, September 7, after half an hour in the lotus position, thinking about
nothing whatsoever but a white pin with two black bands at its neck and the number I painted on its head, Junior went to bed at eleven o'clock and
set his alarm for three in the morning, when he intended to shoot himself..he had sat here with a pencil, making shopping lists. Now, instead of a
pencil, there was the Italian-made .22 pistol..The living room no longer doubled as sleeping quarters. Perri's hospital bed had been taken away.
Paul's bed had been moved to a room upstairs, where for the past three nights, he had tried to sleep..He'd wanted to give Celestina more help than
she would accept. She continued working nights as a waitress for two years, while she completed classes at the Academy of Art College, and she
quit her job only when she began to sell her paintings for enough to equal her wages and gratuities.."Too bad. You might have used that to bargain
with.".She lost track of him. Fear knocked, knocked, on the door of her heart, because she was sure that he had vanished the way ships supposedly
disappeared in the Bermuda Triangle..This momentous day. In every ending, new beginnings. But, thank God, no ending here..If the aftermath of
his encounter with Vanadium had not been so messy, Junior might have paused for dinner before wrapping up his work here. The walk back from
Quarry Lake had taken almost two hours, in part because he had ducked out of sight in the trees and brush each time that he heard traffic
approaching. He was famished. Regardless of how well-prepared the food, however, ambience was a significant factor in the enjoyment of any
meal, and bloodstained decor was not, in his view, conducive to fine dining..If he killed Bartholomew and got away clean, as he expected that he
would, then he could subsequently return everything in the van to the apartment. He was just being prudent by planning for his future, because the
future was, after all, the only place he lived..Eventually, Junior remembered the quarter. He reached into the right pocket of the thin cotton
bathrobe, but the coin wasn't there, as it should have been. The left pocket also was empty..By now, all here assembled knew Celestina well enough
that Tom's final example raised an affectionate laugh from the group..Evidently, last evening, prior to keeping a dinner date with Victoria, when the
taunting detective had illegally entered Junior's house and placed another quarter on the nightstand, he had seen the directory open on the kitchen
table. Deducing the meaning of the red check marks, he inserted this card and closed the book: another small assault in the psychological warfare
that he'd been waging..In his mind's eye, Junior saw the coin in transit of the blunt fingers, moving more swiftly than previously because its passage
was lubricated by blood..Celestina succumbed to a fit of giggles. Before she could control them, she used up two Kleenex to blow her nose and to
blot the laughter from her eyes..When the two vertical panes of the casement window were still less than seven inches apart, they stuttered. The
mechanism produced a dismal grinding rasp that sounded like a guttural pronunciation of the problem itself, c-c-c-corrosion, and seized
up..Looking up at the mirror above the sink, he saw reflected not the self-improved and fully realized man that he'd worked so hard to become, but
the pale, round-eyed little boy who had hidden from his mother when she had been in the deepest and darkest end of one of her cocaine-assisted,
amphetamine-spiced mood swings, before she traded cold reality for the warm coziness of the asylum. As if some whirlpool of time was spinning
him backward into the hateful past, Junior felt his hard-won defenses being stripped away..Speaking of bosoms, everywhere in the loft were braless
girls in sweaters and miniskirts, braless girls in T-shirts and miniskirts, braless girls in silk-lined rawhide vests and jeans, braless girls in tie-dyed
sash tops, with bared midriffs, and calypso pants. Lots of guys moved through the crowd, too, but Junior barely noticed them..With a portion of his
profits from Tammy Bean's stock picks, Junior had bought a second painting by Sklent. Titled In the Baby's Brain Lies the Parasite of Doom,
Version 6, it was so exquisitely repellent that the artist's genius could not be in doubt..If Junior had realized that they were driving only a block and
a half, he wouldn't have followed them in the Mercedes. He would have gone the rest of the way on foot. When he pulled to the curb again, a few
car lengths behind the Buick, he wondered if he had been spotted.."In the early hours of January seventh," Nolly continued, "Miss White died in
childbirth, as you figured."."I can't sleep half the time," Deed said, twisting the baseball cap in his hands. "I've lost weight, and I'm so nervous,
jumpy.".When he came to himself, sick and weak from the poison and with an aching skull, he was in a room with brick walls and bricked-up
windows. The door had no bars and no visible lock. But when he tried to get to his feet he felt bonds of sorcery holding his body and mind,
resilient, clinging, tightening as he moved. He could stand, but could not take a step towards the door. He could not even reach his hand out. It was
a horrible sensation, as if his muscles were not his own. He sat down again and tried to hold still. The spellbonds around his chest kept him from
breathing deeply, and his mind felt stifled too, as if his thoughts were crowded into a space too small for them..She didn't have experience with
guns, but having seen him trying to press cartridges into the magazine, she knew how to load. She inserted one round. Then a second.
Enough..Barty let go of the girl's hand, and although he remained dry, the storm at once found her where she'd been hiding in the silver-black folds
of its curtains..Bartholomew had been able to focus his eyes much sooner than the average baby was supposed to be able to focus. To a surprising
extent, he was already engaged in the world around him..Walking was part of a fitness regimen that he took seriously. He would never be called
upon to save the world, like the pulp heroes in the tales he enjoyed; however, he had solemn responsibilities he was determined to meet, and to do
so, he must maintain good health..Kathleen expected this would prove to be true. She herself was not frightened by Thomas Vanadium's
appearance; but then she had been prepared for it before she first saw him. And she wasn't a murderer, fearful of retribution, to whom this
particular face would seem like Judgment personified..Vanadium owned so few clothes that the two bags had sufficient capacity to accommodate
half the contents of the closet and dresser..At the grave, they arrived with red and white roses. Agnes carried the red, and Barty brought the
white..Naked, dripping, he roamed the apartment. As on the night of December 13, the voice seemed to arise from thin air: ahead of him, then
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behind him, to the right, but now to the left..She rushed on: "I'm one of the best waitresses they have, so if I ask for dinner shifts only, I'll get them.
Tips are better at dinner. And working the one shift, four and a half to five hours, I'll have a regular schedule."."The mass of these malignancies
suggest they will soon spread-or have already spread-out of the eye to the orbit. There is no hope that radiation therapy will work in this instance,
and no time to risk trying it even if there were hope. No time at all. No time. Dr. Schurr and I agree, to save Bartholomew's life, we must remove
both eyes immediately."."I'm not saying there's anything wrong with it, you understand," Neddy whispered with a sort of fierce conciliation, "but
I'm not gay, and I'm not interested in teaching you the piano or anything else. Besides, after the stories Renee told about you, I can't imagine why
you think any friend of his ... hers would get near you. You need help. Renee is what she is, but she's not a bad person, she's generous and she's
sweet. She doesn't deserve to be beaten, abused, and ... and all those horrible things you did. Excuse me.".Junior was reminded of a scene in an old
movie, something Naomi wanted to watch, a love story set during the Black Plague: a horse drawn cart rolling through the medieval streets of
London or Paris, the driver ringing a hand bell and crying, "Bring out your dead, bring out your dead!" If contemporary San Francisco had
provided such a convenient service, he wouldn't have had to toss Neddy Gnathic in the Dumpster in the first place..They were as gracious as any
people he had ever met, but they also seemed genuinely interested in his story. He wasn't surprised that."Wrong about what, sugarpie
smoosh--smoosh?" Celestina asked as Wally pulled to the curb again and parked..DOWN SHE WENT, abruptly and hard, with a clatter and thud,
her natural grace deserting her in the fall, though she regained it in her posture of collapse..almost recoiled in disgust. She held the newborn so that
its mother could look into.If her beautiful son was to be a prodigy of any kind, she would thank God for his talent and would do anything she could
to help him achieve his destiny..the hilly streets of the city, ignoring all traffic lights and stop signs, pegging the speedometer needle at its highest
mark, as though he might eventually be air-cooled by sufficient speed. He wanted to slam through unwary pedestrians, crack their bones, and send
them tumbling..And the irony of ironies: With her talent deepening to a degree that she had never dared hope it would, with collectors responding
to her vision to an extent she had never imagined possible, with her goals already exceeded, and with great vistas of possibility opening before her,
she would throw it all away with some regret but with no bitterness if required to choose between art and Angel, for the child had proved to be the
greater blessing. Phimie was gone, but Phimie's spirit fed and watered her sister's life, bringing forth a great abundance..Bob gently encouraged him
to return by degrees from the deep meditative state, return, return, return.....Furious, he squeezed off two shots. Passing the living-room archway,
Tom saw Jacob in the armchair, under the reading lamp, slumped as if asleep over the book. His crimson bib confirmed that he wasn't just
sleeping..The cop had unzipped the top of her jogging suit and pulled up the roomy T-shirt.A SEVERE THIRST INDICATED to Agnes that she
wasn't dead. There would be no thirst in paradise..Halfway home, he heard sirens and saw the beacons of approaching emergency vehicles. He
pulled the Suburban to the side of the road and watched as two fire trucks passed, followed by an ambulance.."There's a fine George and Ira
Gershwin song called 'Someone to Watch Over Me.'.Agnes hadn't asked him to keep his strange feat a secret from his uncles. In truth, she had
come home in such a curious state of mind that even as she'd worked with Jacob to prepare dinner and even as she'd overseen Edom's setting of the
table, she hesitated to tell them what had happened on the run from Joey's grave to the station wagon. She fluctuated between guarded euphoria and
fear bordering on panic, and she didn't trust herself to recount the experience until she had taken more time to absorb it..The front door was
unlocked. This was no longer one house; it had been converted to an apartment building..Whereas Paul had been confounded in his desire to
express his admiration for Salk, he was able to speak about Perri at length and with ease. Her wit, her heart, her wisdom, her kindness, her beauty,
he goodness, her courage were the threads in a narrative tapestry that Pad could have continued weaving for all the rest of his days. Since her death,
he hadn't been able to talk about her with anyone he knew, because his friends tended to focus on him, on his suffering, when he wanted them only
to understand Perri better, to realize what an exceptional person she had been. He wanted her to be remembered, after he was gone, wanted her
grace and her fortitude to be recalled and respected. She was too fine a woman to leave without a ripple in her wake, and the thought that her
memory might pass away with Paul himself was anguishing..Footsteps in the hall drew their attention to the open door, where the surgeon appeared
in his loose cotton greens..The voice continued, issuing from a device that stood on the desk beside the phone. "Please don't bang up. This is a
telephone answering machine Leave a message after you bear the tone, and I will return your call later ".A door slammed, and after the briefest of
internal debates about whether to ize or act, Junior left Ichabod straddling the threshold. He must get to Celestina before she reached a telephone,
and then he could come back and finish moving the body..Switching on the lights as he went, Junior sought the source of the serenade. He carried
the 9-mm pistol, which would have been useless against a spirit visitor; but his extensive reading about ghosts hadn't convinced him that they were
real. His faith in the effectiveness of bullets and pewter candlesticks, for that matter-remained undiminished..Mechanics have reliably steady hands,
yet Jacob's hands shook as he discarded two cards and slowly turned over the ninth draw..For more than twenty-three years, he'd given his big toe
little consideration, had taken it for granted, had treated it with shameful neglect. Now this lower digit seemed precious, a comparatively small
fixture of flesh, but as important to his image of himself as his nose or either of his eyes..He slept outdoors rarely and otherwise stayed in
inexpensive motels, boardinghouses, and YMCAs..As beautiful as they were, none of these women satisfied him as profoundly as Naomi had
satisfied him..Following a month of recuperation and postoperative medical care, Junior was able to return to his twice-a-week classes in art
appreciation. He resumed, as well, his almost daily strolls through the city's better galleries and fine museums..In the end, the reason for the
walking was the walking itself. Walking gave him something to do, a needed purpose. Motion equaled meaning. Movement became a medicine for
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melancholy, a preventive for madness..Downstairs, two shots cracked, and an instant after the second, an explosion shook the parsonage as though
the long-promised Judgment were at hand. This was a real explosion, not the impact of another runaway Pontiac..Neither customers nor staff could
be found in the first of the three large rooms. Only cheaper galleries were crowded with browsers and unctuous sales personnel. In an establishment
as upscale as Coquin, the hoi polloi were discouraged from gawking, while the high value and extreme desirability of the art were made evident by
the staff's almost pathological aversion to promoting the merchandise..Tom stared down into the oceanic depths of the city, through the reefs of
buildings, to the lamp-fish cars schooling through the great trenches..Phimie's speech had been slurred later, as well, immediately following the
birth of the baby, when she had struggled to convey her desire to name her daughter Angel..Livor mortis had already set in, blood draining to the
lowest points of her body, leaving the fronts of her bare legs, one side of each bare arm, and her face ghastly pale..Snapping the cylinder into place,
he rose to his feet. Already he had a new plan, and the cop's revolver was the most important tool that he required to implement it..Wally's own
house was in the same neighborhood, a block and a half away, a three-story Victorian gem that he entirely occupied..In addition to these
scavengers, another presence was here, unseen but not unfelt. The chill of this invisible entity pierced Junior to the marrow: the stubborn, vicious,
psychotic, prickly-bur spirit of Thomas Vanadium, maniac cop, not satisfied to haunt the house in which he'd died, not ready yet to seek
reincarnation, but instead pursuing his beleaguered suspect even after death, capering--to paraphrase Sklent like an invisible, filthy, scabby monkey
here on this city street, in bright daylight.."Where did it go?" Grace asked her granddaughter, making as much effort as she could to lighten the
mood for the girl's sake.."I believe I'll just wait here until Mr. Cain wakes," Vanadium said. "I've nothing more pressing to do."
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