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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 behind him,
to the right, but now to the left..In a red coat with a red hood, Bartholomew appeared first in the arms of the tall lanky man, the Ichabod Crane
look-alike, who also had a large tote bag hanging from his shoulder..Thus far, none of these women of mercy was as lovely as Victoria Bressler, the
ice-serving nurse who was hot for him. Nevertheless, he kept looking and remained hopeful..Yet his curious attraction to these newborns kept him
at the window, and he began to believe that unconsciously he had intended to come here from the moment he guided his walker out of his room.
He'd been compelled to come. Drawn by some mysterious magnetism..This was different earthquake weather from that of ten days ago, when he'd
made the pie deliveries alone. Then: blue sky, unseasonable warmth, low humidity. Now: low gray clouds, cool air, high humidity..Junior didn't
find anything to explain her paranoia-though, to his surprise, he discovered six books by Caesar Zedd in her small library. The pages were
dog-eared; the text was heavily underlined..Having been an object of Thomas Vanadium's fixation, Junior felt fortunate to have survived. He
shuddered.."Whatever you're paying here, that's what you'll pay for the new place," Lipscomb said..He had nothing against Negroes. He didn't wish
them ill. He wasn't prejudiced. Live and let live. He believed that as long as they stayed with their own kind and abided by the rules of a polite
society, like everyone else, they had a right to live in peace..Convinced that the house was playing tricks on him, Barty went downstairs, step by
measured step, to the foyer and the ground-floor hall..An alley opened on Junior's left. He stepped out of the crowd, into this narrow service way
shaded by tall buildings, and walked even more briskly, still not quite running because he continued to believe that he possessed the unshakable
calm and self-control of a highly self improved man..He was astonished that adoption records would be sealed and so closely guarded when a child
was being placed with a member of its immediate family, with its mother's sister..Find the father, kill the son. In just nine days, Junior bedded four
beautiful women: one on Christmas Eve, the next on Christmas Night, the third on New Year's Eve, and the fourth on New Year's Day. For the first
time in his life-and on all four occasions-his joy in the act was less than complete.."Because He didn't want you to be a dog." She finished tying a
bow in the drawstrings. "There. You look just like an M&M.".Thanksgiving dinner was a fine affair, and Christmas was even better. On New
Year's Eve, Wally downed one drink too many and more than once offered to perform surgery on any member of the family, free of charge "right
here, right now," as long as the procedure was within his area of expertise..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..This baffled Junior. To the best of his recollection, during the weeks that Seraphim
had come to him for physical therapy, she had never mentioned an older sister or any sister at all.."Yes," she assured him, though her gaze had
dropped from his mouth to his hand, so small, which she held in hers..Trembling and sweating, he turned his back to the view window. As he
retreated from the creche, he expected the oppressive pall of fear to lift, but it grew heavier..Following little Bartholomew's murder, however,
people might remember the man who had been asking after the mother, Celestina. Junior wasn't just any man, either; irresistibly handsome, he left
an indelible impression on people, especially on women. Inevitably, the cops would be knocking on his door, sooner or later..Tuesday morning,
while he showered with a swimming cockroach that was as exuberant as a golden retriever in the motel's lukewarm water, Junior vowed never to
kill again. Except in self-defense..He remembered the collection of Caesar Zedd self-help drivel that had occupied a place of honor in the wife
killer's former home in Spruce Hills. Cain owned a hardcover and a paperback of each of Zedd's works. The more expensive editions had been
pristine, as though they were handled only with gloves; but the text in the paperbacks had been heavily underlined, and the corners of numerous
pages had been bent to mark favorite passages..Hackachaks to browbeat him into a despairing, exhausted, disgusted compliance with their
greed..She pushed her chair back from the table and got to her feet, and everyone followed her example.."I really am sorry about this," Junior said,
regretting the necessity to deny her the right to look good at her own funeral, "but it's got to appear to be a crime of passion."."I only told you about
that," said Grace, "because it was a very handsome shirt, and I thought you might want to get one for Wally.".She only half understood their frantic
conversation, partly because the ability to concentrate was draining from her along with her lifeblood, but also because she was distracted by Joey.
He was no longer in the wreck, but standing at the open rear door of the ambulance.."Toes," he repeated immediately in his sweet, piping voice.
This was a new word for him.."No. Charming," she disagreed. "There's a meaning to it. Everything has a meaning, dear.".To the right first. Kick
the door open, simultaneously firing two rounds, because maybe this was her bedroom, where she kept a gun. Mirrors shattered: a tintinnabulation
of falling glass on porcelain, glass on ceramic tile, a lot more noise than the shots themselves..This morning he had changed the sheets. Naomi's
scent was no longer with him in the bedclothes..The guy appeared vulnerable, his arms occupied with the kid and the bag, and Junior considered
bursting out of the Mercedes, striding straight to the Celestina-humping son of a bitch, and shooting him point-blank in the face. Brain-shot, he
would drop quicker than if the headless horseman had gotten him with an ax, and the kid would go down with him, and Junior would shoot the
bastard boy next, shoot him in the head three times, four times just to be sure..Kneeling at her side, Junior placed the decorative pillow over her
lovely face and pressed down firmly while Frank Sinatra finished "Hello, Young Lovers," and sang perhaps half of "All or Nothing at All."
Victoria never regained consciousness, never had a chance to struggle..Continuing to avert his eyes from the battered face and the two tone eyelids,
Junior found the keys in an exterior pocket of the sports jacket. The credentials were tucked in an interior pocket: a single-fold leather holder
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containing the shiny badge and a photo ID..Of firm but pliable rubber, custom-formed to his disfigured foot, a shoe insert filled the void left by his
missing toe. This simple aid ensured that virtually all footwear was comfortable, and by November, Junior walked with no discernible limp..Bill
wasn't impressed. "They build houses out of mud in China. No wonder everything falls down."."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.".Nolly, telling the story of his day's work, paused as
the waiter delivered two orders of the crab-cake appetizer with mustard sauce. "Nolly, Mrs. Wulfstan--enjoy!".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..Wally switched off the engine and killed the headlights. "Home,
where the heart is.".His throat was still so raw from the explosive vomiting, seared by stomach acid, that he sounded like a character from a puppet
show for children on Saturday-morning television, hoarse and squeaky at the same time. If not for the pain, he would have felt ridiculous, but the
hot and jagged scrape of each word through his throat left him unable to."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.".Ten months later, Simon called again, also regarding Cain, but this time the attorney was the
client, and Cain was the target. What Simon wanted Nolly to do was strange, to say the least, and it could be construed as harassment, but none of it
was exactly illegal. And for two years, beginning with the quarter in the cheeseburger, ending with the coin-spitting machines, all of it had been
great fun.."I didn't know her well. She didn't hang out or party much--especially after the baby.".Rudy's blue suit, as usual, pinched and shorted his
shambling frame. Here in a boneyard, he appeared to be not just a man with a bad tailor, but a grave robber who looted the dead for his
wardrobe.."Paul," she said, "you've got a lovely house, but Celestina and Grace are doers. They need to keep occupied. They'll go stir-crazy if they
don't stay busy. Am I right, ladies?".Dinner arrived, and Tom persuaded Celestina and Grace to come to the table for Angel's sake, even if they had
no appetite. After so much chaos and confusion, the child needed stability and routine wherever they could be provided. Nothing brought a sense of
order and normality to a disordered and distressing day more surely than the gathering of family and friends around a dinner table.."It's easy to see
you as a cop," Kathleen said. All the whacks, pops, and worm buckets just trip off your tongue, so to speak. But it takes some effort to remember
you're a priest, too.".Out of the car, along the sidewalk, up the steps, from Mercedes to mist to murder. Pistol in his right hand, lock-release gun in
his left, three knives in sheaths strapped to his body..Slow deep breathing forgotten, gasping like a drowning swimmer, a sudden sweat dripping
from his brow, Junior used one foot to prod the fallen man..The possibility that he'd left a clear fingerprint on the watch crystal had to be judged
remote. And the band had been too textured to take a print useful to the police..The night was in flight, however, and he had a lot to do before it
swooped straight into morning..Agnes was grateful for the speed with which these arrangements were made, but she was also disturbed. Chan's
expeditious management of Barty's case resulted in part from his friendship with Joshua, but an urgency arose, as well, during his examination of
the boy, from a suspicion that he remained reluctant to put into words. Dr. Morley Schurr, the oncologist, who had offices in a building near Hoag
Hospital, proved to be tall and portly, although otherwise much like Franklin Chan: kind, calm, and confident..His musical abilities were most
likely an offshoot of his more extraordinary talent for math. He said that music was numbers, and what he seemed to mean was that he could all but
instantly translate the notes of any song into a personal numerical code, retain it, and repeat the song by repeating the memorized sequence of code.
When he read sheet music, he saw arrangements of numbers..Junior's fear gave way to an appreciation for the irony in this situation. Gradually, he
regained the ability to smile, tossed the coin in the air, caught it, and dropped it in his pocket..The white Buick glided through the tides of fog like a
ghost ship plying a ghost sea..In the afternoon, Dr. Schurr came to the hospital to review test results and to reexamine Barty. When the early-winter
twilight gave way to night, he sent them back to Dr. Chan, and Agnes didn't press Schurr for an opinion. All day she'd been impatient for a
diagnosis, but suddenly she was loath to have the facts put before her..Caesar Zedd recommended not merely seizing the day but devouring it.
Chew it up, feed on the day, swallow the day whole. Feast, said Zedd, feast, approach life as a gourmet and as a glutton, because he who practices
restraint will have stored up no sustaining memories when famine inevitably comes..Angel raised her attention from the salt shaker to Tom's face,
studied his scars for a moment, and said, "No.".Now, here on this sunny ridge in Oregon, miles from any train and farther still from any nuns,
Junior applied this artistic insight to his own situation, overcame his squeamishness, and regained some momentum of his own. He approached his
fallen wife, stood over her, and stared down into her fixed eyes as he said, "Naomi'.".The masterpiece that Junior purchased was small, a
sixteen-inch-square canvas, but it cost twenty-seven hundred dollars. The entire picture-titled The Cancer Lurks Unseen, Version 1-was flat black,
except for a small gnarled mass, bile-green and pus-yellow, in the upper-right quadrant. Worth every penny..In answer, Wally came running with
his heavy medical bag, as he was vow doctor to some people on the pie route. "The weather's a lot better than I expected, so I went back to change
into lighter clothes.".This soiling of Naomi's memory was a sadness so poignant, so terrible, that he wondered if he could endure it. He felt his
mouth tremble and go soft, not with the urge to throw up again, but with something like grief if not grief itself. His eyes filled with tears..Five days
ago, reasoning that an unscrupulous attorney would know how to find an equally unscrupulous private detective, even across state borders, Junior
had phoned Simon Magusson, in Spruce Hills, for a confidential recommendation. Apparently, there also existed a brotherhood of the terminally
ugly, the members of which sent business to one another. Magusson-he of the large head, small ears, and protuberant eyes-had referred Junior to
Nolly Wulfstan..As though the fog were a paralytic gas, Junior stood unmoving in the middle of the sidewalk. He really didn't want to climb into
that Dumpster..When all were gathered on the porch, lined up across the head of the steps and along the railing, in chill damp air that smelled
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faintly of ozone and less faintly of jasmine, Barty said, "Mr. Vanadium, your quarter trick is really cool. But here's something out of Heinlein.".A
sofa and one armchair provided the seating in the living room. No coffee table. A small table beside the chair. A wall unit held a fine stereo system
and a few hundred record albums..While Jacob had shuffled, Agnes had taken little Barty from his bassinet into her arms. She was surprised and
discomfited to discover that the baby was to have his fortune told first..Her brothers' solemnity irritated Agnes. They appeared to be taking this
reading seriously, as though it were far more than just a little after-dinner entertainment..The hateful window. The hateful, frozen window.
Celestina wrenched on the crank with all of her strength, and felt something give a little, wrenched, but then the crank popped out of the socket and
rapped against the sill..Paul's Mediterranean complexion didn't make a blush easy to detect, but Tom thought his face brightened until it was a
shade or two closer to the color of his rust-red hair. His eyes, usually so direct, evaded Celestina..AT THE END OF THE fourth book of Earthsea,
Tehanu, the story had arrived at what I felt to be now. And, just as in the now of the so-called real world, I didn't know what would happen next. I
could guess, foretell, fear, hope, but I didn't know..He was able to play peekaboo in his fifth month instead of his eighth, stand while holding on to
something in his sixth instead of eighth..At the bedside, Joshua Nunn, friend and physician, looked up as Paul approached. He rose as though under
a yoke of iron..In retrospect, he realized meditation didn't suit him. It was a passive activity, while by nature he was a man of action, happiest when
doing..that he could not entirely analyze. Any amateur magician-indeed, anyone willing to practice enough hours, magician or not-could master
this trick. It was mere skill, not sorcery. "What was your motive, Enoch?".Junior considered leaving before Vanadium-still seventy-five yards
away-arrived. He was afraid he would appear to be fleeing..Putting an arm around Paul's shoulders, Dr. Salk walked with him along a street lined
with eucalyptuses and Torrey pines, to a nearby pocket park. They sat on a bench in the sunshine and watched duck waddle on the shore of a
man-made pond..No inquiring voice echoed off the passage walls, no accusatory shout. He was alone with the cadaver in this mist-shrouded
moment of the metropolitan night-but perhaps not for long,.But first, in early July, he stopped taking French lessons. It was an impossible
language. Difficult to pronounce. Ridiculous sentence constructions. Anyway, none of the good-looking women he met spoke French or cared
whether he did..The cop had unzipped the top of her jogging suit and pulled up the roomy T-shirt.Edom, who had never made it big, medium, or
little, watched his sister blur before him. He strove to contain the shimmering hotness in his eyes. His love was not for magic, and his pride was not
in any skill he possessed, for he possessed none worth noting. His love was for his good sister; she was his pride, too, and he felt that his small life
had precious meaning as long as he was able to drive her on days like this, carry her pies, and occasionally make her smile..A smoldering cigarette,
usually dangling aslant from one corner of a hard mouth set in a cynical sneer, was standard issue for tough-guy gumshoes, but Nolly didn't smoke.
His failure to develop this bad habit resulted in a less satisfyingly murky atmosphere than the clients of a private dick might expect..Maria said, "It
is ... the only thing ... I can do for him now, for you. I be nobody, not.Inexplicably, each repetition of Bartholomew heightened Junior's anxiety.
The name resonated not just in his ear, but in his blood and bones, in body and mind, as if he were a great bronze bell and Bartholomew the
clapper..of fists, hard blows, and his father's heavy breathing as he deals out the punishment. Edom himself lies face down in.By the time his
ferocious in-laws had finished with him, Junior would have won the sympathy of Knacker, Hisscus, Nork, and everyone else who might have
harbored doubts about his role in Naomi's demise. Perhaps even Thomas Vanadium would find his suspicion worn away..The window gave way an
instant before Celestina squeezed off the shot. The man dropped out of sight. She didn't know if she had scored a hit..Requests for permission to
make copies of any part of the work should be mailed to the following address:.Tom plucked the quarter off the glass, folded it into his right fist,
and then at once opened his hand, which was now empty..An exceptionally attractive woman, alone at the bar, stirred his desire. Glossy black hair:
the tresses of night itself, shorn from the sky.She stood just inside the front door of the apartment, admiring herself in a full-length mirror, waiting
patiently for Celestina, who was packing dolls, coloring books, tablets, and a large collection of crayons into a zippered satchel.."It doesn't have to
be grand," she said, with a seductive leer, "but if we're going to wait, then the wedding better be soon.".When Agnes was surprised to discover that
Barty's name had been inspired by the reverend's famous sermon, Paul was startled. He had heard "This Momentous Day" on its first broadcast, and
learning that it would be rerun three weeks later by popular demand, he'd urged Joey to listen. Joey had heard it on Sunday, the second of January,
1965-just four days before the birth of his son..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..They had not come to Junior yesterday in
their grief, if in fact they had thought to grieve..Now, on his kitchenette table, two nights after Maria's reading, Jacob finished integrating the four
decks as he had done Friday in the dining room of the main house. His work completed, he sat for a while, staring at the stack of cards, hesitant to
proceed..A sense of mystery overcame Agnes, unnerving but not entirely or even primarily unpleasant..you greater strength and determination than
any other motive. But you should know this much.... You need to keep her safe for another reason. She's special. I don't want to explain why she's
special or how I know that she is, because this isn't the time or place, not with your dad's death and Wally in the hospital and you still shaky from
the attack.".He had difficulty picturing the detective puttering in the garden on weekends. Unless there were bodies buried under the roses..Junior
hadn't suffered a paranormal experience since the early- morning hours of October 18, when he'd drifted up from a vile dream of worms and beetles
to hear the ghostly singer's faint a cappella serenade. Shouting at her to shut up, he had awakened neighbors..For the first time since walking to La
Jolla to meet Jonas Salk, Paul planned a journey with a specific purpose.."You'll catch pneumonia," she warned, reaching across the boy to flip the
passenger's-side vent toward him.."After Elfarran and Morred perished and the Isle of Solea sank beneath the sea, the Council of the Wise
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governed for the child Serriadh until he took the throne. His reign was bright but brief. The kings who followed him in Enlad were seven, and their
realm increased in peace and wealth. Then the dragons came to raid among the western lands, and wizards went out in vain against them. King
Akambar moved the court from Berila in Enlad to the City of Havnor, whence he sent out his fleet against invaders from the Kargad Lands and
drove them back into the East. But still they sent raiding ships even as far as the Inmost Sea. Of the fourteen Kings of Havnor the last was
Maharion, who made peace both with the dragons and the Kargs, but at great cost. And after the Ring of the Runes was broken, and Erreth-Akbe
died with the great dragon, and Maharion the Brave was killed by treachery, it seemed that no good thing happened in the Archipelago..Edom had
turned away from the box of groceries that he was packing. Frowning at the pies, he said, "You don't think. . ..In his seventies but vigorous and full
of fun, Sparky liked to take an occasional jaunt to Reno, to pump the slot machines and try a few hands of blackjack. The off-the-record, tax-free
monthly checks from Simon were gratefully received, ensuring the old man's cooperation with the conspiracy.."If I ever have trots, you'll know."
And then in the Cheese voice: "CAN WE LISTEN TO THE BOOK TALK IN YOUR ROOM?".Maria arranged five place settings instead of four.
The fifth--complete with silverware, waterglass, and wineglass-was at the head of the table, in memoriam of Joey..Mary was at play here, and the
sight of her, his first in seven years, almost brought Barty to his knees. She was the image of her mother, and he knew that this must be at least a
little bit what Angel had looked like when, at three, she had initially arrived here in 1968, when she explored the kitchen on that first day and found
the toaster under a sock..The big trees on Vanadium's property also stood bare, allowing a relatively unobstructed view of the house. The back of
the residence as dark, but a soft light warmed two windows at the front..Junior raised his voice even further: "In those old movies, the Little
Rascals.".At Thanksgiving dinner, again at the three tables set end to end, in the year of the triple zero, Mary Lampion, now fourteen years old,
made an interesting announcement over the pumpkin pie. In her travels where none but she could go, after seven fascinating years of exploring a
fraction of all the infinite worlds, she said she sensed beyond doubt that, as Barty's mother had told him on her deathbed, there is one special place
beyond all the ways things are, one shining place..Instead, trying not to let Barty see the depth of her concern, she told him to get his jacket from
the front closet, and she got hers, and leaving the buttermilk-raisin pies unfinished, she drove him to the doctor's office, because he was her reason
to breathe, the engine of her heart, her hope and joy, her everlasting bond to her lost husband. Dr. Joshua Nunn was only forty-eight, but he had
appeared grandfatherly since Agnes had first gone to him as a patient after the death of her father, more than ten years ago. His hair turned pure
white before he was thirty. Every day off, he either worked assiduously on his twenty-foot sportfisher, Hippocratic Boat, which he scraped and
painted and polished and repaired with his own hands, or puttered around Bright Bay in it, fishing as though the fate of his soul depended on the
size of his catch; consequently, he spent so much time in the salt air and sun that his perpetually tan face was well-wizened at the corners of his
eyes and as appealingly creased as that of the best of grandfathers. Joshua applied the same diligence to the preservation of a round belly and a
second chin that he brought to the maintenance of his boat, and considering his wire-rimmed eyeglasses and bow tie and suspenders and the elbow
patches on his jacket, he seemed to have intentionally sculpted his physical appearance to put his patients at ease, as surely as he had selected his
wardrobe for the same purpose..One, two, three, four-Edom took away all the remaining pies. He pointed at Barty and then at the empty table..On
his nightstand, he found an envelope evidently placed there by Hanna, after she'd taken it from his pharmacy smock, which he had given her to
launder. The envelope contained the letter about Agnes Lampion that Paul had written to Reverend White in Oregon.."I don't ... don't understand."
Blinking sleepily, pretending to be still thickheaded from tranquilizers and whatever other drugs they were dripping into his veins, Junior was
pleased by the note of perplexity in his hoarse voice, although he knew that even an Oscar-caliber performance would not win over this
critic..Maria, however, lived comfortably with both the Catholicism and the occultism in which she had been raised. In Hermosillo, Mexico, the
latter had been nearly as important to the spiritual life of her family as had been the former..With a nimbleness and an alacrity that a lemur would
have admired, the girl ascended to the first crotch..On this chilly January night, no campers or fishermen had staked claims along the lake. Because
the trees were far enough back to be lost in the night, the immediate shore and the pooled blackness that it encircled appeared as desolate as any
landscape on a world without an atmosphere..After Bellini left, Tom questioned Celestina extensively, with an emphasis on Phimie's rape.
Although the subject was painful, she was grateful for the questions. Without this distraction, in spite of her well of hope, she might have allowed
her imagination to fashion terror after terror, until Wally had died a hundred times over in her mind..After tucking the flashlight under his belt, he
grabbed the lip of the Dumpster with both hands. The metal was gritty, cold, and wet..Needlepoint provided no sanctuary. Junior's hands trembled
just badly enough to make accurate stitchery impossible..A pink spot in the center of Victoria's forehead marked the point of impact. Soon it would
be an ugly bruise. The skull bone did not appear to have been cratered..From the plush pillowy shadows of the bed, Barty said, "Oh, look.
Christmas lights.".Sitting in Simon Magusson's mahogany-paneled office, reading the contents of this file, Junior was aghast. "I could have been
killed.".He had nothing against men or women of color. Live and let live. One earth, one people. All of that.."Everyone knows about Vanadium.
He's a crusader, self-appointed champion of truth, justice, and the American way. A holy fool, if you will. With the case closed, he has no authority
to harass you.".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..room, heavier and colder than the ice bags that were draped across Junior's midsection..A pathologically suspicious cop,
aware of Junior's acute.; emesis following Naomi's death, might imagine a connection between this epic bout of diarrhea and Victoria's murder, and
Vanadium's disappearance Here was an avenue of speculation that he did not want to encourage..A few minutes after dawn, in excellent weather,
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they flew out of Sacramento, bound for Eugene. Junior would have enjoyed the scenery if his face hadn't felt as if it were gripped by a score of
white-hot pliers in the hands of the same evil trolls that had peopled all the fairy tales that his mother had ever told him when he was little.."Water
can break?" Maria asked, looking toward the faucet at the kitchen sink. She sighed. "I have so much to be learned.".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..Before Junior
had become a physical therapist, he had considered studying to be a dentist. A low tolerance for the stench of halitosis born of gum disease had
decided him against dentistry, but he still could appreciate a set of teeth as exceptional as these.."Sit down, sit down," Agnes urged. "I can offer
coffee now and pie in a little bit.".He thought he heard the tick-scrape-rattle-clink of Industrial Woman on the prowl. In the living room. Now the
hall. Approaching..A sense of fellowship in extraordinary times drew everyone closer, to hug, to touch, to share the wonder. For a long moment,
even in the symphony of the storm, in spite of all the plink-tink-hiss-plop-rattle that arose from every rain-beaten work of man and nature, they
seemed to stand here in a hush as deep as Tom had ever heard.
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