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MY MUM IS THERE
Although Zedd counsels living in the future, he recognizes the need to have full recollection of the past when absolutely needed. One of his favorite
techniques for jolting memories loose when the subconsciously.Agnes thought crazily of their early dates and the first years of their marriage. They
had occasionally gone to the drive-in, sitting close,.This was only a fraction of Paul's collection. Thousands of additional issues filled rooms at
home..Shortly after four o'clock, here was Neddy, already spiffed for work in black tuxedo, pleated white shirt, and black bow tie, with a red bud
rose as a boutonniere, standing just inside the open door to Celestina White's studio apartment, holding forth in tedious detail as to the reasons why
she was in flagrant breach of her lease and obligated to move by the end of the month. The issue was Angel, lone baby in an otherwise childless
building: her crying (though she rarely cried), her noisy play (though Angel wasn't yet strong enough to shake a rattle), and the potential she
represented for damage to the premises (though she was not yet able to get out of a bassinet on her own, let alone go at the plaster with a ball-peen
hammer)..The boy never mentioned what he'd done, and his mother ceased worrying about him falling out of bed.."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.".Maria
stopped praying with her knuckle rosary and resorted to a long swallow of wine..In the kitchen again, Junior spread the blanket on the floor, to one
side of the blood. He rolled Vanadium onto the blanket, and drew the ends of it together, fashioning a sled with which to drag the detective out of
the house..He no longer had any reason to follow an exercise regimen. For twenty-three years, he'd needed to maintain good health in order to meet
his responsibilities, but all the responsibilities that mattered to him had been lifted from his shoulders..Escorting her home didn't require either a car
or a long walk, because she lived upstairs in the hotel where he'd had dinner. The top three floors of the building featured enormous
owner-occupied apartments..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..He swore that he would throw away all memory of this incident, as well. In Caesar Zedd's best-selling How
to Deny the Power of the Past, the author offers a series of techniques for expunging forever all recollection of those events that cause us
psychological damage, pain, or even merely embarrassment. Junior went to bed with his precious copy of this book and a snifter of cognac filled
almost to the brim..."Don't worry," Celestina told him, "after what we've seen this past week, we're still with you.".A siren in the city wailed toward
St. Mary's. An ambulance. Through streets bustling with hope, always this lament for the dying..Behind her, he said, "And is that my gray
cardigan? What did you do to my cardigan?"."I'll come by at eight o'clock for breakfast," Wally suggested. "We have to set a date.".Junior
continued east, weaving through the horde, convinced that he could hear the ghost cop's footsteps distinct from the tramping noise made by the
legions of the living, penetrating the grumble and the bleat of traffic. Hollow, the dead man's tread echoed not only in Junior's ears but also through
his body, in his bones..Magusson was a small man behind a huge desk. His head appeared too large for his body, but his ears seemed no bigger
than a pair of silver dollars. Large protuberant eyes, bulging with shrewdness and feverish with ambition, marked him as one who'd be hungry a
minute after standing up from a daylong feast. A button nose too severely turned up at the tip, an upper lip long enough to rival that of an
orangutan, and a mean slash of a mouth completed a portrait sure to repel any woman with eyesight; but if you wanted an attorney who was angry
at the world for having been cursed with ugliness and who could convert that anger into the energy and ruthlessness of a pit bull in the courtroom,
even while using his unfortunate looks to gain the jurors' sympathy, then Simon Magusson was the counselor for you..He had been surprised to
learn her age. She didn't appear to be that old. Thirty or not, Victoria was unusually attractive.."I've got hundreds of files on cases like that," said
Jacob, "and much worse. If you're interested, I'll get you copies of some.".Playing with fire was fun when you didn't have to attempt to conceal the
fact that it was arson..If he had been any other three-year-old, she would have told a compassionate lie. He was her miracle child, however, her
prodigy, and he would know a lie for what it was..The traffic light turned green. Now onward home. Rolex recovered and bright upon his wrist,
Junior Cain drove his Mercedes with a restraint that required more self-control than he had realized he could tap, even with the guidance of
Zedd..Swift and yellow, Angel flew to her mother, grabbing at one of the bunched drapes as if she might hide behind it..Curiously, reciting these
facts usually calmed him, as though speaking of disaster would ward it off. Since Friday, however, he had found no comfort in his usual
routines..Maybes were for babies, but Caesar Zedd had failed to provide a profundity with which Junior could ward off the what-ifs as easily as the
maybes..Eventually, a braless blonde in shiny white plastic boots, a white miniskirt, and a hot-pink T-shirt featuring the silk-screened face of
Albert Einstein, said, "Sure, I know her. Had some classes with her. She's nice enough, but she's kind of nerdy, especially for an Afro-American. I
mean, they're never nerdy--am I right?".After a while, a voice broke the vacuum-perfect silence. Bob Chicane. His instructor..In retrospect, coming
here wasn't a wise move. Evidently, the detective had been following him. Now, Vanadium would puzzle out a motive for this late-night graveyard
tour..As the nurse gave Junior the injection, Parkhurst said, "You're an exceptionally sensitive man, Enoch. That's a quality to be much admired in
an often unfeeling world. But in your current condition, your sensitivity is your worst enemy.".Lowering his surgical mask, Dr. Lipscomb
approached Celestina, where she stood with her back pressed to the wall..The moment he had seen the building in which Nolly maintained an
office-an aged three-story brick structure in the North Beach district, a seedy strip club occupying the ground floor-Junior knew he'd found the
breed of snoop he needed. The detective was at the top of six flights of narrow stairs-no elevator-at the end of a dreary hallway with worn linoleum
and with walls mottled by stains of an origin best left unconsidered. The air smelled of cheap disinfectant, stale cigarette smoke, stale beer, and
my-mum-is-there.pdf
Page 1/7

My Mum Is There

dead hopes..Licky took him down into the mines to show him the gangues, the kinds of earth the ore was likely to occur in. A few miners were
working at the end of a long level..When he judged that he was near the porch steps, he probed with his cane. Two paces later, the tip rapped the
lowest step..IN GOOD DARK SUITS, clean-shaven, as polished as their shoes, carrying valises, the three arrived in Junior's hospital room even
before the usual start of the working day, wise men without camels, not bearing gifts, but willing to pay a price for grief and loss. Two lawyers and
a high-level political appointee, they represented the state, the county, and the insurance company in the matter of the improperly maintained
railing on the observation platform at the fire tower..As though one of the quarters had dropped into his ear and triggered a golden oldie in the
jukebox of his mind, Junior heard Vanadium's voice in the hospital room, in Spruce Hills, on the night of the day when Naomi died: "en you cut
Naomi's string, you put an end to the effects that her music would have on the lives of others and on the shape of the future.....After a while, when
no plane crashed on top of him, Jacob got up, went into the kitchen, and mixed a batch of dough for Agnes's favorite treats. Chocolate-chip cookies
with coconut and pecans..As he edged closer, to better hear the conversation, he became aware of someone staring at him. He looked up into
anthracite eyes, into a gaze as sharp as that of any bird, set in the lean face of a thirty something man thinner than a winter-starved crow.."Nah.
Every secret society has a secret handshake. We'll have this instead." Her face was still close to his, and she rubbed noses with him..Nothing in his
reading offered a satisfactory explanation for what had been happening to him. None of the women filled the hole in his heart, and all of the
Bartholomews were harmless. Only the needlepoint offered any satisfaction, but though Junior was proud of his craftsmanship, he knew that a
grown man couldn't find fulfillment in stitchery alone..I know what you're thinking," her mother said, reaching across the table and placing one
hand over Celestina's. "I know how useless you feel, how helpless, how small, but you must remember this . . ..was trying her best to ensure the
health of the baby while still remaining slim enough to avoid suspicion..Shortly after six o'clock, Saturday morning, she stirred from a fretful dream
and saw Barty sitting up in bed, reading..A car waited at the curb in front of the park. Dr. Salks two associates stood beside it and seemed to have
been there awhile..The guy was carrying a purse, whatever that meant, and when he walked through the door, he had a goofy look on his face, but
his expression changed when he saw Junior..She remained fixated on the card that she had just dealt, and for a while she didn't speak, as though the
eyes of the paper knave held her in thrall. Finally she said, "Monster. Human monster.".At the bedside, Joshua Nunn, friend and physician, looked
up as Paul approached. He rose as though under a yoke of iron..Although their apartments were above the garage, back to back, each was served by
a separate exterior staircase. As often as either man entered the other's domain, they might as well have lived hundreds of miles apart..A
cast-bronze figure, fixed to lacquered walnut in want of raw dogwood, suffered above the bed. This crucifix, contrasting starkly with the white
walls, reinforced the impression of monastic economy..This was his door, however, not hers. She did not possess a ticket to ride the train that had
come for him. He boarded, and the train was gone, and with it the light in his eyes. She lowered her mouth to his, kissing him one last time, and
taste of his blood was not bitter, but sacred..He spent the afternoon with her and stayed for dinner. He ate at her bedside, feeding both himself and
her, balancing the progress of his meal with hers, so they finished together. He'd never fed her before, yet he wasn't awkward with her, or she with
him, and later what he remembered of dinner was the conversation, not the logistics..Not that he failed to perform well. As always, he was a bull, a
stallion, an insatiable satyr. None of his lovers complained; none had the energy for complaint when he'd finished with them..Now that neither of
them had a doubt that the other shared the same need and that eventually they would satisfy each other, Victoria was opting for discretion. Wise
woman..He heard her explain that the title of the exhibition had been inspired by one of her father's sermons, which aired on a nationally syndicated
weekly radio program more than three years ago. This wasn't a religious program, per se, but rather one concerned with a search for meaning in
life; it usually broadcast interviews with contemporary philosophers as well as speeches by them, but from time to time featured a clergyman. Her
father's sermon received the greatest response from listeners of anything aired on the program in twenty years, and three weeks later, it was rerun
by popular demand..Gore made him sick. He refused to attend movies that dwelt on the consequences of violence, and he had even less of a
stomach for blood in real life.."Lock it anyway. And don't hang up. Stay on the line until the patrolmen get there.".when red aces weft followed by
disturbing jacks, Agnes had pretended to take her son's card-told fortune lightly, especially the frightful part of it. In fact, a coldness had twisted
through her heart..Junior kept both forged driver's licenses in his wallet, in addition to the one that featured his real name. He stowed everything
else in Pinchbeck's and Gammoner's safe-deposit boxes, along with the emergency cash..and proceeded to turn it across his knuckles as swiftly and
smoothly as be bad with his right hand..He hit Celestina with the big question, the huge question, just as she paused in her babbling to suck in a
deep breath, the better to spout even more nonsense, whereupon this panicky inhalation caught in her breast, caught so stubbornly that she was
certain she would need the attention of paramedics to start breathing again, but then Wally popped open the box, revealing a lovely engagement
ring, the sight of which made the trapped breath explode from her, and then she was breathing fine, although snuffling and crying and just generally
a mess. "I love you, Wally."."Last I noticed, his car was out. Let me check." Sparky put down his phone and went to look in the garage. When he
returned, he said, "Nope. Still out. When he parties, he usually parties late."."My dad's already armored me," Celestina assured her. "He says art
lasts, but critics are the buzzing insects of a single summer day.".As Junior blew his nose and blotted his eyes, Vanadium said, "I believe YOU
actually loved her in some strange way.".Round of face and round of body, Vinnie didn't walk like other men; he seemed to bounce lightly along,
as if inflated with a mixture of gases that included enough helium to make him buoyant, though not so much that he was in danger of sailing up and
away like a birthday balloon. His smooth cheeks and merry eyes left a boyish impression, but he was a good attorney, and shrewd..By November
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1967, the Father Brown detective stories, written for mystery-loving adults by G. K. Chesterton, thrilled Barty. This series of books would retain a
special place in his heart for the rest of his life-as would Robert Heinlein's The Star Beast, which was among his Christmas gifts that year..The
report on the tower forced Junior to consider his mortality; fear, hurt, and self-pity roiled in him. His voice trembled with offense: "You do know,
Mr. Magusson, what happened to my Naomi was an.The machine, one in a bank of four, wasn't filled with ordinary newspapers, which cost only a
dime, but with a raunchy tabloid aimed at heterosexual swingers..With the stocky detective looming, Junior wasn't able to stroke his imagination
into an erotic mood. In his mind's eye, Victoria's ample bosom remained concealed behind a starched white uniform..An IV rack stood beside the
bed, dripping fluid into his vein, replacing the electrolytes that he had lost through vomiting, most likely medicating him with an antiemetic as well.
His right arm was securely strapped to a supporting board, to prevent him from bending his elbow and accidentally tearing out the needle..More
likely than not, he would cross Bartholomew's path when he least expected, not as a consequence of his searching, but in the normal course of a
(lay. If that happened, he must be prepared to eliminate the threat immediately, by any means available to him..I have trusted in thy mercy, she
thought desperately, reaching for comfort to Psalms 13:5..The Finder.As best he could, he examined his clothes. They were better pressed than he
expected, and not noticeably soiled..He rode up to the third of five floors in the service elevator, which other tenants were permitted to use only
when moving in or moving out, or when taking delivery of large items of furniture. Another elevator, at the front of the building, was too public to
suit his purposes.."Many claimed Maharion's throne, but none could keep it, and the quarrels of the claimants divided all loyalties. No
commonwealth was left and no justice, only the will of the wealthy. Men of noble houses, merchants, and pirates, any who could hire soldiers and
wizards called himself a lord, claiming lands and cities as his property. The warlords made those they conquered slaves, and those they hired were
in truth slaves, having only their masters to safeguard them from rival warlords seizing the lands, and sea-pirates raiding the ports, and bands and
hordes of lawless, miserable men dispossessed of their living, driven by hunger to raid and rob.".This declaration was received seriously by Edom
and Jacob, as if the devil often strolled the streets of Bright Beach and from time had been known to snatch little babies from their mothers' and eat
them with mustard..Junior tipped his head back and gazed up toward the section of broken-out railing along the high observation deck..would allow
herself to feel the loss, the misery against which she was now armored. Phimie deserved dignity in this final.Everyone was silent. The day was
morgue-still. The crows had fled the sky, but a single hawk gilded soundlessly, like justice with its prey in sight, high above the tower..He stopped
straining to see through the black room to the corner armchair. He closed his eyes and tried to lull himself to sleep by summoning into his mind's
eye a lovely but calculatedly monotonous scene of gentle waves breaking on a moonlit shore..A pianist or saxophonist could go a long way on his
talent and self instruction, but a would-be stage magician eventually needed a mentor to reveal the most closely guarded secrets of illusion and to
help him master the skills of deception needed for the highest-level prestidigitation. In a craft practiced almost exclusively by white men, a young
man."They're all the family I have," Junior said with what he hoped sounded like sorrow and long-suffering love..Now the hole was revealed.
Damp earthen walls. In the shadow of the casket, the bottom of the grave was dark and hidden from view..All three of these sorry excuses for
human beings were money mad. Rudy owned six successful used-car dealerships and--his pride--a Ford franchise selling new and used vehicles, in
five Oregon communities, but he liked to live large; he also visited Vegas four times a year, pouring money away as casually as he might empty his
bladder. Sheena enjoyed Vegas, too, and was a fiend for shopping. Kaitlin liked men, pretty ones, but since she might be mistaken for her father in
a dimly lighted room, her hunks came at a price..One worrisome problem: Neddy might be found in the container before it had been hauled away,
instead of at the landfill that preferably would serve as his next-to-last resting place. If his body was discovered here, it must be at a distance from
any trash bin used by the gallery. The less likely the cops were to connect Neddy to Greenbaum's art-sausage factory, the less likely they also were
to connect the murder to Junior..It occurred to her that the knave had come, as foretold by the cards on that night long ago. She had expected the
knave to be a man with sharp eyes and a wicked heart, but the curse was cancer and not a man at all.."You may be eating yourself into an early
grave, Vinnie, but poor Jacob has murdered his own soul, and that's infinitely worse.".Fortunately, he'd kept neither cash nor his checkbook in the
suitcase. With Zedd intact, his losses were tolerable..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..Slowly rotating his raised hands before his eyes, as if he saw them young and supple-fingered, the magician described the amazing
manipulations that a master card mechanic could perform. Though he spoke without flash or filigree, he made these feats of skill sound more
sorcerous than hares from hats, doves from scarves, and blondes bisected by buzz saws..Reluctantly, Jacob finally returned the cards to the packs
and admitted to himself that superstition had seized him and would not let go. Somewhere in the world was a knave, a human monster-even worse,
according to Maria, a man as fearsome as the devil himself-and for reasons unknown, this beast wanted to harm little Barty, an innocent baby. By
some grace that Jacob could not understand, they had been warned, through the cards, that the knave was coming. They had been warned..His first
overnight journey, in June of '65, was to La Jolla, north of San Diego. He carried too large a backpack and wore khaki pants when he should have
worn shorts in the summer heat.."Frequently, symptoms appear early enough that radiation therapy in one or both eyes has a chance to succeed.
Sometimes strabismus-in which one eye diverges from the other, either inward toward the nose or outward toward the temple-can be an early sign,
though more often we're alerted when the patient reports problems with vision.".Cops at the doorstep, the lunatic bitch with the chair, the
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clergyman's curse-all this amounted to more than even a committed man could handle. Get out of the present, go for the future..Junior couldn't
leave the dead man in the hall and hope to have any quality time with Celestina..Although rain-pasted to her skin, the fine hairs rose on the nape of
her neck. The gooseflesh crawling across her arms had nothing to do with her cold, wet clothes..Running footsteps, heading toward the ambulance.
Apparently Kenny. The second paramedic..PUDDLED ON THE pan-flat face, the port-wine birthmark. In the center of the stain, the closed eye,
concealed by a purple lid, as smooth and round as a grape..The diminutive mortician spoke a few comforting words instead of commenting on the
dental history of the deceased, and when he put a consoling hand on Jacob's shoulder, Jacob cringed from his touch..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..Daylight had retreated from the windows. Winter night, wound in scarfs of fog, like a leprous mendicant, rattled out a breath as
though begging their attention beyond the glass..Friday, January 14, eight days after Joey's death, Agnes closed the sofa bed, intending to sleep
upstairs from now on. And for the first time, since coming home, she cooked dinner without resort to friends'."I didn't know it myself till I realized
I was right in your neighborhood. I assumed your mother and Angel would be here, and I hoped you might be. If I'm intruding-"."Science.
Quantum mechanics. Which is a theory ... of physics. But by theory, I don't mean just wild speculation. Quantum mechanics works. It underlies the
invention of television. Before the end of this century, perhaps even by the '80s, quantum-based technology will give us powerful and cheap
computers in our homes, computers as small as briefcases, as small as a wallet, a wristwatch, that can do more and far faster data processing than
any of the giant lumbering computers we know today. Computers as tiny as a postage stamp. We'll have wireless telephones you can carry
anywhere. Eventually, it will be possible to construct single-molecule computers of enormous power, and then technology-in fact, all human
society-will change almost beyond comprehension, and for the better."."No, the more I think about it, the more it feels like this is just kids. Some
kids goofing around, that's all. I- guess Vanadium got deeper under my skin than I realized, so when this came up, I couldn't think straight about
it.".On the fourth floor, at Dr. Klerkle's suite, the hall door stood ajar. Past office hours, the small waiting room was deserted..Celestina rose, heart
suddenly clumping in her breast, like heavy footsteps hurrying away from an approaching bearer of bad news, but she herself couldn't run, could
only stand rooted in her hope-and hear in her mind six versions of a bleak prognosis in the two seconds before the doctor actually spoke..WITH
BRIGHT BEACH under assault by one miserable flu and by an uncountable variety of common colds, business was brisk this Monday at
Damascus Pharmacy.."-and wherever he went, between his shows, he always gave free performances at nursing homes, schools for the
deaf-".Rescuers appeared with hydraulic pry bars and metal cutting saws. Civilians were shepherded back to the sidewalks..You scrawl names on
the walls with your own blood, play Psycho with a Sheetrock stand-in for Janet Leigh-and then fly off to Reno for a weekend of blackjack, stage
shows, and all-you-can-eat buffets. Not likely..Rudy Hackachak--Big Rude to his friends-was six feet four, as rough-hewn as a log sculpture carved
with a woodsman's ax. In a green polyester suit with sleeves an inch too short, an unfortunate urine yellow shirt, and a tie that might have been the
national flag of a third world country famous for nothing but a lack of design sense, he looked like Dr. Frankenstein's beast gussied up for an
evening of barhopping in Transylvania..In the minister's house, Junior had seen no indications of a sister. No family photos, no high-school
graduation portrait proudly framed. Of course, he had not been interested in their family, for he had been all-consumed by Seraphim..People were
at the car windows, struggling to open the buckled doors, but Agnes refused to acknowledge them..This brilliant mouthful was not nature's work
alone. With what Nolly must have spent to obtain this smile, some fortunate dentist had kept a mistress in jewelry through her most nubile
years..The papermaker withdrew a thick wad of hundred-dollar bills from his envelope and, squinting, inspected the currency in the flickering light.
"I'm leaving now, but you wait until movie's over."."Cancer," she whispered, and superstitiously reproached herself for speaking the word aloud, as
though thereby she'd given power to the malignancy and ensured its existence..Tom was alone. The place should be silent. Hanna Rey, the
housekeeper, wasn't scheduled to arrive until ten o'clock..An outrageously sexy redhead hit on him as he selected from an array of bomb-shaped
canapes on a tray held by a waiter dressed as a ragged and soot-smeared blast survivor. Myrtle, the redhead, preferred to be called Scamp, which
Junior entirely understood. She wore a DayGlo green miniskirt, a spray-on white sweater, and a green beret..Angel was adamant: "Nope. I could
learn that. Like dressing myself and saying thank-you.".Celestina, Grace, even Tom himself, had taken extraordinary measures to leave no slightest
trail. Those very few authorities who knew how to reach Tom and, through him, the others, were acutely aware that his whereabouts and phone
number must be tightly guarded..Charmed by the vulnerability of the young, he'd never slept with an older woman. The prospect intrigued him. She
would have tricks in her repertoire that younger women were too inexperienced to know..Neddy's face didn't appear to be as pale as it had been
earlier. An undertone of gray, possibly blue, darkened the skin..The musician's eyes met Junior's for an instant, widening with surprise. Obviously
he knew that Gammoner was a lie. So he must be aware of Junior's real identity..Returning from his tests, he'd gotten into bed without stripping off
the thin, hospital-issue robe. He was still wearing it over his pajamas..Imagination like all living things lives now, and it lives with, from, on true
change. Like all we do and have, it can be co-opted and degraded; but it survives commercial and didactic exploitation. The land outlasts the
empires. The conquerors may leave desert where there was forest and meadow, but the rain will fall, the rivers will run to the sea. The unstable,
mutable, untruthful realms of Once-upon-a-time are as much a part of human history and thought as the nations in our kaleidoscopic atlases, and
some are more enduring..Currently, the rental market was extremely tight. The first day of his search resulted only in the discovery that he was
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going to have to pay more than he expected even for modest quarters..Wally had disposed of his properties in San Francisco under Tom's careful
supervision. Any attempt to trace him from the city to Bright Beach would fail. His vehicles were purchased through a corporation, and his new
house had been bought through a trust named after his late wife.."Don't you say that. The society isn't silly, especially not now. It's us, it's what we
were and how we are, and I do so much love everything that's us.".On December 18, as the Beatles' "Hello Goodbye" rocketed up the charts, Junior
boiled over with frustration at his inability to find either love or Seraphim's baby, so he drove across the Golden Gate Bridge, to Marin County and
all the way to the town of Terra Linda, where he killed Bartholomew Prosser..Serving a formal dinner was Agnes's way of declaring-to herself
more than to anyone else in attendance-that the time had come for her to get on with life for Bartholomew's sake, but also for her own.."Oh!" She
blotted her eyes on the heels of her hands. "Wait! Give me a second chance. I can do it better, I'm sure I can.".To see his newborn baby girl, Barty
shared the sight of other Bartys, and he so adored this little wrinkled Mary that he sustained his vision all day, until a thunderous migraine became
too much to bear and a sudden frightening slurring of speech drove him back to the comfort of blindness..Eleven years later, a few months after
marrying Agnes, Joey mysteriously invited Edom to accompany him on "a little drive," and took his bewildered brother-in-law to a nursery. They
returned home with fifty pound bags of special mulch, jars of plant food, and an array of new tools. Together, they stripped the sod from the side
yard, turned the soil, and prepared the ground for the rich variety of hybrid starter plants that were delivered the following week..You have the teeth
to do it, Junior thought, but he restrained himself from saying it. "This can't be a dead end."
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