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A sudden strange weakness, a formless dread, dropped Agnes out of her crouch and onto her knees beside the boy.."What's this?" the man asked
her, as Sinatra swooped through "Come Fly with Me.".exercise. Although they expected him to be dizzy, he had no difficulty whatsoever with his
balance, and in spite of feeling a little drained, he wasn't as weak as they thought he was. He could have toured the hospital unassisted, but he
played to their expectations and used the wheeled walker..When Renee, sweetly oblivious of her looming doom, claimed to have inherited a sizable
industrial-valve fortune, Junior thought she might be inventing the wealth or at least exaggerating to make herself more desirable. But when he
accompanied her back to her place, he discovered a level of luxury that proved she wasn't a shop girl with fantasies..Junior wanted to kill her. Kill
him. Whatever. But he sensed that Renee knew more than a little about dirty fighting and that the outcome of a violent confrontation would not be
easy to predict.."From 1604 through 1610, Erzebet Bathory, sister of the Polish king, with the assistance of her servants, tortured and killed six
hundred girls. She bit them, drank their blood, tore their faces off with tongs, mutilated their private parts, and mocked their screams.".They were
childless. It had to be that way. Truthfully, Paul felt no regrets about missing out on fatherhood. Because they were a family of two, they were
closer than they might have been if fate bad made children possible, and he treasured their relationship..Otter said nothing..The kiss was lovely,
long and easy, full of restrained passion that boded well for nights to come in the marriage bed..In the cab, pulling into traffic, the driver said, "The
mister tells me you're the star of the show tonight.".Indeed, the winter storm had dampened neither his hair nor his clothes. The rain appeared to
slide away from him a millimeter before contact, as though the water and the man were composed of matter and antimatter that must either repel
each other or, on contact, trigger a cataclysmic blast that would shatter the very foundation of the universe.."And to the north of us," Agnes said,
drawing him out, "Janey Carter went off to college last year, and she's their only child.".She wouldn't answer him, but he was as convinced by her
silence as he would have been by a blurted confession--or by a denial, for that matter. Her wild eyes convinced him, too, and her trembling mouth.
Naomi had come back to be with him, and it could be argued that Seraphim had returned in a sense, too, for this girl was the flesh of Seraphim's
flesh, born out of her death..The doors slid open, and they rolled Barty corridor to corridor, past the scrub sinks, to a waiting surgical nurse in green
cap, mask, and gown. She alone effected his transfer into the positive pressure of the surgery..As he entered, the visitor's back was to Junior, and he
moved toward the table, where dead Victoria sat with her head on her folded arms. She looked for all the world as though she were just resting..By
comparison, the strip club-neon aglow, theater lights twinkling----looked warm, cozy. Welcoming..Junior joined the throngs, although he had no
gift list or feeling for the season. He just needed to get out of his apartment, because he was convinced that the phantom singer would soon
serenade him again..A table candle glowed in an amber glass. To Nolly, in this glimmering light, Kathleen's face was more radiant than the
flame.."And even in her dreams, you're determined to be there for her. There was a boogeyman, I have no doubt you would kick his hairy ass, and
he wouldn't come around again, ever. So you just go in this gallery,."It's all the same. Cars, trains, ships, all the same," Jacob insisted. "You
remember the Toya Maru? Japanese ferry capsized back in September '54. Eleven hundred sixty-eight people dead. Or worse, in '48, off
Manchuria, God almighty, the boiler exploded on a Chinese merchant ship, six thousand died. Six thousand on a single ship!".He was a patriotic
guy, and he preferred American rock to the British brand. He had nothing against the English, no prejudices against people of any nationality.
Nevertheless, he believed that the American Top 40 ought to feature American music exclusively..For a finder's fee, Junior was put in touch with a
papermaker named Google. This was not his real name, but with his crossed eyes, large rubbery lips, and massively prominent Adam's apple, he
was as perfect a Google as ever there had been.."You look as if you've seen a ghost," said Vinnie, and Agnes wished the threat were as simple as a
restless spirit, groaning and rattling its chains, like Dickens's Marley come to Ebenezer Scrooge on Christmas Eve..An emergency kit in the trunk
of his car contained a flashlight. He fetched it and sweetened the bribe to the valet..She wanted so badly to believe, to see her son made whole
again, and the funny thing was that she could believe, and without emotional risk, because it was true..WHEN AT LAST Paul Damascus reached
the parsonage late Friday afternoon, January 12, he arrived on foot, as he arrived everywhere these days..Edom complied, and in the arc of red
Bicycle patterns, one card revealed too much white comer, because it was the only one face up..She worried that her anxiety would prove
contagious, that when her fear infected her boy, he would be less able to fight whatever hateful thing had taken seed in his right eye..He was a man
with a plan, focused, committed, ready to act and then think, as soon as he was able to act. A spasm of pain weakened his hand. Cartridges slipped
through his fingers, fell to the floor..Shrieking like carrion-eating birds waiting for their wounded dinner to die, the Hackachaks twice drew stern
warnings from nurses. They were told to quiet down and respect the patients in neighboring rooms..She struggled, wept, pretended disgust, faked
shame, swore to bring the police down on him. Another man, not as highly skilled at reading men as Junior, might have thought the girl's resistance
was genuine, Sat her charges of rape were sincere. Any other man might have backed off, but Junior was neither fooled nor confused..With his
refreshed drink, studying Celestina's photograph in the brochure, Junior returned to the living room. She was as stunning as her sister, but unlike
her poor sister, she wasn't dead and was, therefore, an appealing prospect for romance. From her, he must learn whatever she knew that might help
him in the Bartholomew hunt, without alerting her to his motive. At the same time, there was no reason that they couldn't have a fling, a love affair,
even a serious future together..Even Barty seemed to be attentive, but Angel happily applied crayons to a coloring book and hummed softly to
herself..On December 18, as the Beatles' "Hello Goodbye" rocketed up the charts, Junior boiled over with frustration at his inability to find either
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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..He reached toward the dead man's closed hand, but he couldn't find the courage to touch it. He was afraid that if he pried
open the stiff fingers, he would discover a quarter inside..Agnes wasn't able to interpret his expression, not because he was in the least difficult to
read, but because her perceptions were skewed by sudden fear and a flood of adrenaline. Her heart seemed to spin like a flywheel in her breast..Out
of Phimie's humiliation, terror, suffering, and death had come Angel, whom Celestina had first and briefly hated, but whom now she loved more
than she loved Wally, more than she loved herself or even life itself. Phimie, through Angel, had brought Celestina both to Wally and to a fuller
understanding of their father's meaning when he spoke of this momentous day, an understanding that brought power to her painting and so deeply
touched the people who saw and bought her art..Opening the directory to the marker, he found a card tucked between the pages. A joker, with
BARTHOLOMEW in red block letters..Sad symbols of a romance not meant to be, the red rose and the bottle of wine lay on the floor of the foyer.
With the corpse gone, no signs of violence remained..The can struck Junior hard in the face, breaking his nose, before he could duck..She shivered,
and Edom, thinking that she had caught a chill ripped off his suit jacket and draped it over her shoulders..Judging by Grace's expression when Paul
plucked the chest off the floor, he figured it was heavy. He had no way of knowing for sure, because he was in a weird state, so saturated with
adrenaline that his heart squirted blood through his arteries at a speed Zeus couldn't have matched with the fastest lightning bolts in his quiver. The
chest felt no heavier than a pillow, which couldn't be right, even if it was empty..Copyright (c) 2001 by Ursula K. Le Guin All rights reserved. No
part of this publication may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopy, recording,
or any information storage and retrieval system, without permission in writing from the publisher..Junior wasn't concerned that the shots would
attract unwanted attention. These large rural properties and a plenitude of muffling trees made it unlikely that the nearest neighbor would hear
anything.."Better. Fear doesn't require him even to seduce a woman or to buy a bottle of whiskey. He just needs to open himself to it, and he will be
filled like a glass under a faucet. As difficult as this may be to comprehend, Cain would choose to be neck-deep in a bottomless pool of terror,
desperately trying to stay afloat, rather than to suffer that unrelieved hollowness. Fear can give shape and meaning to his life, and I intend not
merely to fill him with fear but to drown him in it.".In the face of his kindness, however, she couldn't refuse his request. She nodded..Number three
on the charts was "Mr. Lonely," by Bobby Vinton, an American talent from Canonsburg, Pennsylvania. Junior sang along.."No. Just tricks. Turn a
leaf to a gold piece. Seemingly.".Wally Lipscomb's face, as long and narrow as ever, seemed not at all like the dour visage of an undertaker, as
once it had, but rather like the rubbery mug of one of those circus clowns who can make you laugh as easily by striking an exaggeratedly sad frown
as by putting on a goofy grin. She saw a warmth of spirit where once she had seen spiritual indifference, vulnerability where once she had seen an
armored heart, great expectations where once she had seen withered hope; she saw kindness and gentleness where they had always been but now in
more generous measure than before. She loved this long, narrow, homely, wonderful face, and she loved the man who wore it.."He's not a real
contemporary person, not anyone Cain needs to fear. So how did he develop this obsession with finding someone named Bartholomew?" He met
Celestina's eyes, as if she might have answers for him. "Is there a real Bartholomew? And how does this tie in with his assault on you? Or is there
any tie-in at all?".Off with the cap. Yellow capsules in the bottle, also blue. He managed to shake one of each color into the palm of his left hand
without spilling the rest on the floor..Although a cold current crackled along the cable of her spine, Agnes smiled at the card. She was determined
to change the dark mood that had descended over them..he wasn't wholly without feeling, of course. A poignant current of sadness eddied in his
heart, a sadness at the thought of the love and the happiness that he and the nurse might have known together. But it was her choice, after all, to
play the tease and to deal with him so cruelly..Nolly, Kathleen, and Sparky had prepared him for Industrial Woman, but when the flashlight beam
flared off her fork-and-fan-blade face, Vanadium twitched in fright. Without fully realizing what he was doing, he crossed himself..The striking
resemblance between this artist and Seraphim, as well as the facts in the biographical sketch under the photo, argued that the two were
sisters.."We've mapped three routes to the top," Angel said, "and each offers different challenges. Barty's eventually going to climb all of them, but
he's starting with the hardest.".A calico cat appeared at Tom's side, running, pacing him. Cats were witches' familiars. Good luck or bad, this
cat?."Another year," Edom said, "and instead of me, Barty can drive the car for you.".With the determination of any pulp-magazine adventurer,
Paul walked in sunshine and in rain. He walked in heat and cold. Wind did not deter him, nor lightning.."They've gone to bed. They're tired," Wally
told her as he put the car in gear and released the hand brake. "Aren't you?".Junior felt unspeakably violated. This was outrageous: the inarguably
personal, very private contents of his stomach, scooped into a plastic evidence bag, without his permission, without even his knowledge..At the foot
of the bed: a cedar chest. Four feet long, two feet wide, perhaps three high. Brass handles..To his surprise, when Naomi expressed an interest in
romance, Junior was a bull again. He would have thought he had left his best stuff at Reverend Harrison White's parsonage..The vending machines
were designed to accept quarters, not to eject them. They didn't make change. Mechanically, this barrage wasn't possible..The roses filling the
countersunk vases in the comers of Joey's gravestone were not Edom-grown, but they were Edom-bought. He had visited the florist himself,
personally selecting each bloom from the inventory in the cooler; but he didn't have the courage to accompany Agnes and Barty to the grave..He
had taken refuge in meditation, because he'd been frustrated by his continuing failure in the Bartholomew hunt and disturbed by his apparently
paranormal experiences with quarters and with phone calls from the dead. More deeply disturbed than he had realized or had been able to
admit..Throughout lunch and, indeed, during his hours as an outpatient at the hospital, Barty gave no indication that he understood the gravity of
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his situation. He remained cheerful, charming the doctors and technicians with his sweet personality and precocious chatter..He lived high, on
Russian Hill, in a limestone-clad building with carved Victorian detail. His one-bedroom unit included a roomy kitchen with breakfast nook and a
spacious living room with windows looking down on twisty Lombard Street..by the ferocity of the beating and by years of fear and humiliation. So
he opens his mouth, just to end it, just to be.Requests for permission to make copies of any part of the work should be mailed to the following
address:."Only for a little while. Then he is joining me at the gallery, and after the show's over, we're having dinner together.".This surprised him.
Of course, Oregon was not the Deep South. It was a progressive state. Nevertheless, he was surprised. Oregon wasn't home to many Negroes,
either, a handful compared to those in other states, and yet until now Junior supposed that they had their own cemeteries.."But nothing equals a
quake for killing. Big one in Shaanxi, China, killed eight hundred thirty thousand.".Last night, in the superintendent's basement apartment, as they
shared a bottle of wine, Sparky had told Vanadium numerous weird tales about Cain: The Night He Shot Off His Toe, The Day He Was Saved
from a Meditative Trance and Paralytic Bladder, The Day the Psychotic Girlfriend Brought a Vietnamese Potbellied Pig to His Apartment When
He Was Out and Fed It Laxatives and Penned It in His Bedroom ....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.".On the third of June, he found another useless Bartholomew, and on Saturday, the twenty-fifth, two deeply
disturbing events occurred. He switched on his kitchen radio only to discover that "Paperback Writer," yet another Beatles song, had climbed to the
top of the charts, and he received a call from a ea woman..Based on the evidence, perhaps Sklent never laughed, regardless of how clever the joke.
He scowled fiercely at the paintings in the brochure, returned it to Junior, and snarled, "Shoot the bitch.".As the storm failed to dampen Joey, so
the rotating red-and-white beacons on the surrounding police vehicles did not touch him. The.Agnes wanted to tell them that all their efforts would
be to no avail, that they should cease and desist, be kind and let her go. She had no reason to stay here anymore. She was moving on to be with her
dead husband and her dead baby, moving on to a place where there was no pain, where no one was as poor as.On the sofa, Celestina finally worked
up the courage to dial her parents' number in Spruce Hills..As beautiful as they were, none of these women satisfied him as profoundly as Naomi
had satisfied him.."There's a valuable lesson in that," Agnes said. "Others can learn from it if you care to share. But if you want to record your life
only up to the card cheating, that's okay, too. Even that far, it's a fascinating journey, a story that shouldn't be lost with you when you pass on.
Libraries are packed with biographies of movie stars and politicians' most of them not capable of as much meaningful self-analysis as you'd get
from a toad. We don't need to know more about celebrities' lives, Obadiah. What might help us, what might even save us, is knowing more about
the lives of real people who've never made it even medium but who know where they came from and why.".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.."Why? What was he going to get
out of it?".Soon he realized this was a mistaken assumption, because when the instructor began trying to unknot him from his lotus position, a
defensive numbness deserted Junior, and he became aware of pain. Excruciating..I also wanted information on various things that had happened
back then, before Ged and Tenar were born. A good deal about Earthsea, about wizards, about Roke Island, about dragons, had begun to puzzle me.
In order to understand current events, I needed to do some historical research, to spend some time in the Archives of the Archipelago.."I wasn't
drinking," he said. "That's proven. But I admit being reckless, driving too fast in the rain. They cited me for that, for running the light.".She moved
beside him. "For one minute, after her heart stopped the first time, she wasn't here in St. Mary's, was she? Her body, yes, that was still here, but not
Phimie."."Well, sure," said Mary, "without dying first. That would be the easy way to get there. I'm a Lampion, aren't I? Do we take the easy way,
if we can avoid it? Did Daddy take the easiest way up the oak tree?".Your deeds ... will return to you, magnified beyond imagining ... the spirit of
Bartholomew ... will find you ... and mete out the terrible judgment that you deserve.."Wally," Celestina said, without hesitation, because suddenly
she saw something of a Wally in his green eyes, which were livelier than they had been before.."That would be John George Haigh," Agnes said,
checking Barty's diaper before nestling him tenderly in the crook of her arm.."I'm really not sad, Mom. I'm not. I don't like it this way, being blind.
It's ... hard." His small voice, musical as are the voices of most children, touching in its innocence, spun a fragile thread of melody in the dark, and
seemed too sweet to be speaking of these bitter things. "Real hard. But being sad won't help. Being sad won't make me see again.".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..In the Suburban with Wally and Grace, as they waited to hit the trail, Celestina said, "He took her to a
movie again, Tuesday night.".Celestina was unable to talk reason to him, and even her mother, Grace, who was living here for the interim and who
was always oil on the stormiest of waters, couldn't bring a moment's calm to the velvet squall that was Neddy Gnathic in full blow. He had learned
about the baby five days ago, and he had been building force ever since, like a tropical depression aspiring to hurricane status..He traveled prairies
and mountains and valleys, passed fields rich in every imaginable crop, crossed great forests and wide rivers. He walked in fierce storms when
thunder crushed the sky and lightning tore it, walked in wind that skinned the bare earth and sheared green tresses from trees, and walked also in
sun-scrubbed days as blue and clean as ever there had been in Eden..Walking rather than riding was now nothing more than a matter of habit. And
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by walking, he could delay his arrival at a house that had grown strange to him, a house in which every noise he made, since Monday, seemed to
echo as if through vast caverns..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."."We don't believe it does, do we, Daddy? We don't believe blood tells. We believe we're born to hope, under a mantle
of mercy, don't we?".Her special son, walking where the rain wasn't, had made all things seem possible..Truly, the time spent helping Agnes had
given her uncountable new subjects for paintings and had begun to bring to her work a new depth that excited her. "When you pour out your
pockets into the pockets of others," Agnes had once said, "you just wind up richer in the morning than you were the night before.".Rising slowly
like the blade in the hands of an ax murderer as deliberate as an accountant, Thomas Vanadium's gaze arced from Junior's clenched fist to his
face..Turning, turning, turning, the mysterious warning in his mind: The spirit of Bartholomew ... will find you ... and mete out the terrible
judgment that you deserve.."After the quake," Edom said, "forty thousand people took refuge in a two-hundred-acre open area, a military depot. A
quake-related fire swept through so fast they were killed standing up, so tightly packed together they died as a solid mass of bodies.".Alone, Junior
sat in the breakfast nook with a pot of coffee and an entire Sara Lee chocolate fudge cake..which was beginning to come into view, was as sharp as
pins and needles, sheer torture to her eyes..Instead, he was given a small color brochure featuring samples of the artist's work. It also contained the
same photograph of her smiling face that graced the window..As Tom Vanadium studied the stained and ravaged wall again, a cold and quivery
uneasiness settled insectivally onto his scalp and down the back of his neck, quickly bored into his blood, and nested in his bones. He had the
terrible feeling that he was not dealing with a known quantity anymore, not with the twisted man he'd thought he understood, but with a new and
even more monstrous Enoch Cain. Carrying the tote bag full of Angel's dolls and coloring books, Wally crossed the sidewalk ahead of Celestina
and climbed the front steps..I believe the universe is sort of like an unimaginably vast musical with an infinite number of strings.".In the glamorous
cocktail lounge of this elegant hotel, Junior was necessarily forced to use other of Zedd's techniques-and more brandy--to liberate from his
subconscious the name of the caller on the Ansaphone. Max. The caller had said, It's Max..Holding hands, Barty and Angel led the adults into the
kitchen, to the back door. This procession had a ceremonial quality that intrigued Tom, and by the time they stepped onto the porch, he was
impatient to know why everyone-except he and Wally-was emotionally airborne, one degree of altitude below euphoria.."I was raised to understand
it," said Celestina, and when she looked across the room, she saw that her words had moved her mother..He decided to use the tool just three times
on each deadbolt before trying the door. The less noise the better. Maybe luck would be with him..He held forth the single red rose. "For you. Not
that it compares. No flower could.".Through the door came the sound of running water splashing in a sink. Neddy washing his hands..rearview
mirror was not hung with one of those tacky decorative deodorizers. The seats, regularly treated with leather soap, were softer and more supple
than they had been when the car had shipped out of.In a rocking chair, holding her tiny son in her arms, Agnes cried quietly. Often, Barty slept
through her weeping. Awakened, he smiled or squinched his face into a puzzled frown..Rising from the chair and approaching the bed, the
detective kept turning the quarter without hesitation. "She was a very sweet girl. Very romantic. Her diary's full of rhapsodies about married life,
about you. She thought you were the finest man she'd ever known and the perfect husband.".Recognizing the danger of saying the wrong thing, the
potential for self-incrimination, Junior clenched his jaws and waited..Without using his flashlight, depending only on the moon, he ascended
through the cemetery to the service road..Although the small tin-and-plastic harmonica was more toy than genuine instrument, the boy blew and
siphoned surprisingly complex music from it. As far as Apes could tell, he never hit a sour tone..mother's understanding of the world and of her
own existence. Unlike most other toddlers, Barty was entirely comfortable with change. From bottle to drinking glass, from crib to open bed, from
favorite foods to untried flavors, he delighted in the new. Although Agnes usually remained near at hand, Barty was as pleased to be put
temporarily in the care of Maria Gonzalez as in the care of Edom, and he smiled as brightly for his dour uncle Jacob as for anyone..As his drying
tears became stiff on his cheeks, Junior decided that he would most likely have to kill Vanadium to be rid of him and fully safe. No problem. And
in spite of his exquisite sensitivity, he was convinced that wasting the detective would not trigger in him another bout of vomiting. If anything, he
might pee his pants in sheer delight.."Sure. That's how it works with everything. Everything that can happen does happen, and each different way
of happening makes a whole new place."."And there's more," said Vinnie Lincoln, as round as Santa Claus and cherry-cheeked with pleasure at
being able to bear these gifts. "The policy contained a double-indemnity clause in the event of death by accident. The complete tax-free payout is
one and a half million.".Although she would have felt ridiculous phrasing this question in these words to any other three-year-old, no better way
existed to ask it of her special son: "Kiddo ... do you realize you're speaking of your dad in the present tense?".Part of him knew this sound was his
heartbeat, not the footfalls of an otherworldly pursuer, but that part of him wasn't dominant at the moment. He moved faster, not exactly running,
but hurrying like a man late for an appointment.."I'm not sure which is more unusual-the site of the eruption, the number of boils, or the size of
them.".This night in Weott, with the high solemn silence of the redwood forests out there now and waiting to embrace him in the morning, he slept
without dreams..Ferocious pirates, ruthless secret agents, brain-eating aliens from distant galaxies, super criminals hell-bent on ruling the world,
bloodthirsty vampires, face-gnawing werewolves, savage Gestapo thugs, mad scientists, satanic cultists, insane carnival freaks, hate-crazed Ku
Klux Klansmen, knife-worshiping thrill killers, and emotionless robot soldiers from other planets had slashed, stabbed, burned, shot, gouged, torn,
clubbed, crushed, stomped, hanged, bitten, eviscerated, beheaded, poisoned, drowned, radiated, blown up, mangled, mutilated, and tortured
uncounted victims in the pulp magazines that Paul had been reading since childhood. Yet not one scene in those hundreds upon hundreds of issues
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of colorful tales withered a corner of his soul as did a glimpse of Barty's empty sockets. The sight wasn't in the least gory, nor even gruesome. Paul
cringed and looked away only because this evidence of the boy's loss too pointedly made him think about the terrible vulnerability of the innocent
in the freight-train path of nature, and threatened to tear off the fragile scab on the anguish that he still felt over Perri's death..All day, for reasons he
couldn't quite put into words, Junior had carried that quarter in a pocket of his bathrobe. From time to time, he had taken it out to examine it..Agnes
pulled the stack of cards in front of her. She discarded the first two, as Maria would have done, and turned over the third.."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.".Besides, the
possibilities repulsed him. The very thought of a splendid-looking woman like Victoria submitting to a grotesque like Vanadium would have
withered his soul if he had possessed a soul..During the first months, the journeys were eight or ten miles: along the shoreline north and south of
Bright Beach, and inland to the desert beyond the hills. He left home and returned the same day..Jacob had become a card mechanic for one
purpose. Not because he'd ever be a gambler. Not to wow friends with card tricks. Not because the challenge intrigued him. He wanted to be able to
give Agnes winning cards once in a while, if she was losing too frequently or needed to have her spirits lifted. He didn't feed her winning hands
often enough to make her suspicious or to make the games less fun for Edom or Joey. He was judicious. The effort he expended-the thousands of
hours of practice-was repaid with interest each time Agnes laughed with delight after being dealt a perfect hand.
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