Softening The Grief What To Say And Do To Comfort A Bereaved Mother

OFTENING THE GRIEF WHAT TO SAY AND DO TO COMFORT A BEREAVED MOTHE
Seraphim's child had been alive is long as Naomi had been dead, almost fifteen months. In fifteen months, Junior should have located the little
bastard and eliminated him..Dishes dried and put away, Jacob retired to the living room and settled contentedly into an armchair, where he would
probably become so enthralled with his new book of dam disasters that he would forget to make luncheon sandwiches until Barty and Angel
rescued him from the flooded streets of some dismally unfortunate town..Yet, uncaught, the quarter would have dropped to the floor. Junior would
have heard it ring off the tiles. Which he hadn't..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..Caring for her, in every sense of that word, had made him a far happier man than he would otherwise
have been-and a far better one..Matching his mother's whisper, taking obvious delight in their conspiracy, he said, "Our own secret society.".Yet
the coin was as real as dead Naomi broken on the stony ridge at the foot of the fire tower.."December 1, 1958, in Chicago, Illinois, a
parochial-school fire killed ninety-five.".On January 3, 1968, Paul was fewer than 250 miles from Spruce Hills, Oregon. He wasn't aware of that
town's proximity, however, and he didn't, at the time, have it as his destination..During the day and then following a dinner break, the Hackachaks
persisted. The hospital had never witnessed such a spectacle. Shifts changed, and new nurses came to attend to Junior in greater numbers than
necessary, using any excuse to get a glimpse of the freak show.."So do I," said the visitor, and Junior almost frowned at this peculiar response,
wondering what was meant in addition to what was merely said..He was a man of medicine and science, who had been served well by hard logic
and by an unwavering commitment to reason. He wasn't prepared easily to accept the notion that logic and reason, while essential tools to anyone
hoping to lead a full and happy life, were nevertheless sufficient to describe either the physical world or the human experience..Tom Vanadium was
too unnerved by the Cain scare to be interested in the newspaper anymore. The strong black coffee, superb before, tasted bitter now..From Sparky,
Tom Vanadium had borrowed a master key with which he could open the door to Cain's apartment, but he preferred not to employ it as long as he
could enter by a back route. The less often he used the halls that were frequented by residents, the more likely he would be able to keep his
flesh-and-blood presence a secret from Cain and sustain his ghostly reputation. If too many tenants got a look at his memorable face, he would
become a topic of discussion among neighbors, and the wife killer might tumble to the truth..Otter hesitated and said, "Yes.".Mechanics have
reliably steady hands, yet Jacob's hands shook as he discarded two cards and slowly turned over the ninth draw..Sometimes Celestina marveled at
how intimately and inextricably the tendrils of tragedy and joy were intertwined in the vine of life. Sorrow was often the root of future joy, and joy
could be the seed of sorrow yet to come. The layered patterns in the vine were so complex, so enrapturing in their lush detail and so fearsome in
their wild inevitability, that she could fill uncountable canvases, through many lifetimes as an artist, striving to capture the enigmatic nature of
existence, in all its beauty dark and bright, and in the end merely suggest the palest shadow of its mystery.."I'm not. I'm just going to be the
conscience that Enoch Cain seems to have been born without.".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..She thought all that, but she closed her eyes and said: "I'll be okay. Give me a second here, all right?".This was not the time to
ponder the nature of the relationship between the treacherous Miss Bressler and Vanadium. Junior had a bloody trail to cover, and precious time
was ticking away..His precious wife had fallen from the tower and died only hours before this girl was born. This girl ... this vessel..Before the
pianist could cry out, Junior drove him between the toilet and the sink, slamming him against the wall hard enough to knock loose his breath and to
cause the water to slosh audibly in the nearby toilet tank..At the foot of the bed: a cedar chest. Four feet long, two feet wide, perhaps three high.
Brass handles..Celestina stared at the small, brown face, opening herself to the anger and hatred with which she had regarded this child in the
operating room..NORTHBOUND ON THE coastal highway, headed for Newport Beach, Agnes saw bad omens, mile after mile..Having ridden
from the church to the cemetery with Hanna, his housekeeper, Paul chose to walk home. The distance between Perri's new bed and her old was
only three miles, and the afternoon mild.."Where did it go?" Grace asked her granddaughter, making as much effort as she could to lighten the
mood for the girl's sake.."After the war, for a while, I was able to get more mainstream work. Racially ... things were changing. But I was getting
older, too, and the entertainment business is always looking for someone young, fresh. So I never made it big. Lord, I never even made it medium,
but I got along okay. Until ... by the early 1950s, my booking agent found it harder and harder to line up good dates, good clubs.".Fortifying herself
with more coffee, Jolene said, "Edom, you were going to tell us how Joey's coping with fatherhood."."You should've seen this, Kathleen. He's
dodging people on the sidewalk, shoving them out of his way when he can't dodge them. Three long blocks, Jimmy and I watched the creep, till he
turned the corner, three long blocks all uphill, and it's a hill that would kill an Olympic athlete, but he doesn't slow down once.".Celestina had no
illusions about playing detective. She would never be able to track down the bastard, and she had no stomach for confronting him..Like a disc fish
with silvery scales, the coin lay in the cup of Junior's palm. Directly over his life line..Behind her, he said, "And is that my gray cardigan? What did
you do to my cardigan?".There was an otter in our brook.This time, however, the singing lasted longer than before, long enough for him to become
suspicious of the heating ducts. These rooms had ten-foot ceilings, and the ducts opened high in the walls..This Dry Sack-assisted effort at
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recollection, however, brought back to him one thing in addition to all the sweet lubricious images of Seraphim naked. The voice of her father. On
the tape recorder. The reverend droning on and on as Junior pinned the devout daughter to the mattress..Evidently, either Frank Sinatra was an
enthusiasm that Victoria and the detective shared, or the nurse purchased some of the crooner's records expressly for their dinner engagement..In
his smooth whiteness, Junior felt a pressure on his eyes, and then came visual hallucinations, disturbing his deep inner peace. He felt someone peel
up his eyelids, and Bob Chicane's worried face-with the sharp features of a fox, curly black hair, and a walrus mustache-was inches from his..Tom
received a fierce hug, too, and a sisterly kiss, and he was grateful for them. He had been a loner for too long, as a hunter of men pretty much had to
be when on a long hard road of recuperation and then on a mission of vengeance, even if he called it a mission of justice. During the few days he'd
spent guarding Celestina and Grace and Angel in the city, and subsequently during the week with Wally, Tom had felt that he was part of a family,
even if it was just a family of friends, and he had been surprised to realize how much he needed that feeling..The right side of the girl's face
appeared to be more strongly affected by gravity."Oh, that's me, all right. I'm on the FBIs most-wanted list for criminal pie jostling."."Frozen firing
pin," Cain said. His smile was venomous. "I worked on it. I hoped you'd get here in time to see the consequences of your stupid games.".Almost
thirty years from the seminary--even farther from it if measured by degrees of lost innocence, by miles of rough experience Tom Vanadium set out
to kill a man. Given the chance to disarm Cain, given the opportunity to merely wound him, he would nevertheless go for the head shot or the heart
shot, play jury and executioner, play God, and leave to God the judgment of his stained soul.."Oh, my Lord," Chicane groaned as he and Sparky
half carried Junior into the bathroom..Although she had slept well and though her hemorrhaging had been successfully arrested, Agnes was too
weak to manage breakfast alone. A simple spoon was as heavy and as unwieldy as a shovel..On the fourth floor, at Dr. Klerkle's suite, the hall door
stood ajar. Past office hours, the small waiting room was deserted..To Nolly, Kathleen said, "This is why I married you. To be around talk like
this.".The tenderness with which Grace acceded to Phimie's desire, at the expense of her own peace of mind, filled Celestina with emotion. She'd
always admired and loved her mother to an extent that no words-or work of art-could adequately describe, but never more than now..She felt that
she had failed her sister. She didn't know what more she could have done, but if she'd been wiser and more insightful and more attentive, surely this
terrible loss would not have come to pass..Raised by a father to whom any form of amusement was blasphemy, Agnes had never seen a magician
perform until she was nineteen, when Joey Lampion, then her suitor, had taken her to a stage show. Rabbits plucked out of top hats, doves conjured
from sudden plumes of smoke, assistants sawn in half and mended to walk again; every illusion that had been old even in Houdini's time was a
jaw-dropping amazement to her that evening. Now she remembered a trick in which the magician had poured a pitcher of milk into a funnel
fashioned from a few pages of a newspaper, causing the milk to vanish when the funnel, still dry, was unrolled to reveal ordinary newsprint. The
thrill that had quivered through her that evening measured I on the Richter scale compared to the full 10-point sense of wonder quaking through her
at the sight of Barty as dry as if he'd spent the afternoon perched fireside..The silence on the line was not merely that of a caller holding her tongue.
It was abyssal and perfect, as no silence on a telephone ever can be, without the faintest hiss or crackle of static, no hint of breathing or.The poster
announced an upcoming show, titled "This Momentous Day," by the young artist calling herself Celestina White. Dates for the exhibition were
Friday, January 12, through Saturday, January 2 7..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.."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?".Google didn't realize that he was an object of disgust. He wiggled his
eyebrows in what he evidently assumed to be an expression of male camaraderie, and he nudged Junior with one elbow.."It's a miracle both of you
didn't go through that railing," the attorney agreed..Munching an Almond Joy, Junior returned to the phone book, with no choice but to find
Bartholomew the hard way..Naomi's beautiful countenance rose in his mind, and she looked beautific for a moment, but then he thought he saw a
certain slyness in her angelic smile, a disturbing glint of calculation in her once loving eyes..Entering the bedroom, Junior had expected to cast
aside his pistol and draw a knife. But he was no longer in a mood for close-up work. Fortunately, he'd managed to hold on to the gun..CELESTINA
RETURNED TO Room 724 to collect Phimie's belongings from the tiny closet and from the nightstand..Grimacing, she said, "I told the police
about your disgusting little come--on with the ice spoon.".He slapped her hands, knocking the sharpener and the pencil out of her grasp. They
clattered against the window, fell onto the window-seat cushions..And somewhere Selma Galloway, their neighbor, was not a spinster but a married
woman with grandchildren..Their struggle to put their sorrow into words moved Agnes not because they cared so deeply, but because in the end
they were unable to express themselves adequately. Without the relief provided by expression, their anguish grew corrosive. Their lifelong
introversion left them without the social skills to unburden themselves or to provide solace to others. Worse, their obsessions with death, in all its
many means and mechanisms, had prepared them to expect Barty's cancer, which left them neither shocked nor capable of consolation, but merely
resigned. Ultimately, in great frustration, each twin was reduced to fragmented sentences, crippled gestures, quiet tears-and Agnes became the only
consoler.."Usually, I throw out a bunch of hocus-pocus, flourishes and patter, to distract people, so they don't even realize that what they've seen
was real. They think the midair disappearance is just a trick.".Rescuers encouraged her to move safely away from the passenger's door, as far as
possible, to avoid being inadvertently injured as they tried to break in to her. She could go nowhere but to her dead husband..In her features, the girl
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entirely resembled her mother. She was nothing whatsoever like Junior. Only the light brown shade of her skin provided evidence that she hadn't
been derived from Seraphim by parthenogenesis..Of course, he also might have shot off his own thumbs as double insurance against being drafted
and sent to Vietnam..Her metal hands were still crossed defensively over her breasts. The artist had welded large hexagonal nuts to her rake-tine
fingers to suggest knuckles, and balanced on one nut was a fourth quarter.."No. Lampion. Somewhere in your father's French background, there
must have been lamp makers. A lampion is a small lamp, an oil lamp with a tinted-glass chimney. Among other things, in those long ago days, they
used them on carriages."."Some Baptists are opposed to drink, Doctor, but we're the wicked variety. Though all we have is a warm bottle of
Chardonnay.".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..He doubted the Studebaker would ever be found, but successful men were, without exception, those
who paid attention to detail..When she didn't at once accept his generosity, he said, "All my life, I've lived just to get through the day. First
survival. Then achievement, acquisition. Houses, investments, antiques ... There's nothing wrong with any of that. But it didn't fill the emptiness.
Maybe one day I'll return to medicine. But that's a hectic existence, and right now I want peace, calm, time to reflect. Whatever I do from here on . .
. I want my life to have a degree of purpose it's never had before. Can you understand that?"."Honey," she said, crouching to peer at him through
the vertical slats of the playpen, "what're you doing?"."You'll do better away from the ships, all the fighting and raiding. The King's working the
old mines at Samory, round the mountain. There you'd be out of his way. Work for him you must, if you want to stay alive. I'll see that you're sent
there. If you'll go.".After she flushed, Angel stood on a stepstool and washed her hands at the sink..The rocking chair stopped squeaking under her.
She heard the sincerity in Vinnie's voice, and as her disbelief dissolved, she was shocked into immobility. She whispered, "My little
superstition.".Still pretending sleep, Junior delighted in the realization that the detective himself had dragged a red herring across the trail and was
now busily following this distracting scent..If he had known that he would break his solemn vow twice before the month was ended-and that
neither victim, unfortunately, would be a Hackachak--he might not have fallen asleep so easily. And he might not have dreamed of cleverly stealing
hundreds of quarters out of Thomas Vanadium's pockets while the baffled detective searched for them in vain..Junior was reminded of a scene in an
old movie, something Naomi wanted to watch, a love story set during the Black Plague: a horse drawn cart rolling through the medieval streets of
London or Paris, the driver ringing a hand bell and crying, "Bring out your dead, bring out your dead!" If contemporary San Francisco had
provided such a convenient service, he wouldn't have had to toss Neddy Gnathic in the Dumpster in the first place..Great anger was apparent in the
way that the uneven, red block letters had been drawn on the wall in hard slashes. But the lettering looked like the work of a calm and rational mind
compared to what had been done after the three Bartholomews were printed..Tears burst from Junior, stinging torrents, a salt sea of grief that
blurred his vision and bathed his face in brine. "Get out of here, you disgusting, sick son of a bitch," he demanded, his voice simultaneously
shaking with sorrow and twisted by righteous anger. "Get out of here now, get out!".For the past two days, Junior had eaten only binding foods, and
late this afternoon, he had taken a preventive dose of paregoric, as well..The boy wasn't translucent, as his father's ghost had been on that drizzly
January night almost three years ago. The same drowned light of this gray afternoon that revealed the gravestones and the dripping.When he killed
the Bartholomew, this haunting would finally end, too. In Junior's mind, Vanadium and Bartholomew were inextricably linked, because it was the
maniac cop who first heard Junior calling out Bartholomew in his sleep. Did that make sense? Well, it made more sense at some times than at
others, but it always made a lot more sense than anything else. To be rid of the dead-but-persistent detective, he must eliminate
Bartholomew..Celestina, surprised by Lipscomb's arrival, was still mentally numb from Neddy's harangue. "Doctor, I didn't know you were
coming.".Once satiated, what she desired was a reason to deceive herself into believing that she was not a slut, that she was a victim. She didn't
really want to tell anyone what he had done to her. Instead, she was asking him, indirectly but indisputably, to provide her with an excuse to keep
their passionate encounter secret, an excuse that would also allow her to continue to pretend that she had not begged for everything he'd done to
her..it to the granite-topped secretary, and sat in front of the telephone. Previously,.Shuddering with dread, he placed one hand against the door and
slowly pushed it open..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..A quick tug on each pants cuff revealed no ankle holster, which was how many cops would
choose to carry an off-duty piece..Channeling his beautiful rage, Junior hefted the corpse onto the windowsill, and shoved it headfirst into the alley.
The fog received it with what sounded almost like a swallowing noise.."I'm paying," Celestina insisted when they were seated. "I'm now a
successful artist, with untold numbers of critics just waiting to savage me."."You remember things?" the girl asked, her fingertips still pressed
lightly to his cheek..TALES FROM.The boy's silvery giggles rang as merrily as sleigh bells, his Christmas spirit undampened. "Not between,
Mommy. Nobody could do that. I just ran where the rain wasn't.".NOT IN A MOOD to garden, but wearing the proper gloves, Junior clicked on
the foyer light, the hall light, the kitchen light, and stepped around the clubbed-smothered-shot nurse, to the range, where he switched on the right
oven, in which an unfinished pot roast was cooling, and the left oven, in which the dinner plates waited to be warmed. He cranked up a flame again
under the pot of water that had been boiling earlier-and glanced hungrily at the uncooked pasta that Victoria had weighed and set aside,.Luck
favored Paul: The hero was here, having breakfast. He and two other men were deep in conversation at a comer table..She slept for a while, waking
to a prayer spoken softly but fervently in Spanish..The following morning, he canceled his German lessons. It was an impossible language. The
words were enormously long..The girl was creepy, no doubt about it, and Junior felt now precisely as he had felt on the night of Celestina's
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exhibition at the Greenbaum Gallery, when he had come out of the alleyway after disposing of Neddy Gnathic in the Dumpster and had checked his
watch only to discover his bare wrist. He was missing something here, too, but it wasn't merely a Rolex, wasn't a thing at all, but an insight, a
profound truth..Yet in her heart, she wouldn't relinquish hope for a miracle. This was an amazing boy, a prodigy, a boy who could walk where the
rain wasn't, already himself a miracle, and it seemed that anything might happen, that Dr. Chan might suddenly rush into the waiting room, surgical
mask dangling from his neck, face aglow, with news of a spontaneous rejection of the cancer.."And in a lot of somewheres," said Barty, "things are
worse for us than here. Some somewheres, you died, too, when I was born, so I never met you, either.".of drool. Her eyes rolled, wild with fear,
and seemed not to be focused on anything.Certain that he was overreacting, Tom nevertheless left the kitchen as a cop, not a priest, would leave it:
staying low, knife thrust in front of him, clearing the doorframe fast..Routinely she dreamed of Joey. Not nightmares. No blood, no reliving of the
horror. In her dreams, she was on a picnic with Joey or at a carnival with him. Walking a beach. Watching a movie. A warmth pervaded these
scenes, an aura of companionship, love. Except eventually she always glanced away from Joey, and when she looked again, he was gone, and she
knew that he was gone forever..His happy expectation thickened into dread when he spotted the ambulance at the curb. And in the driveway stood
the Buick that belonged to Joshua Nunn, their family doctor..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..Settling onto the empty stool beside this
beauty, Junior offered to buy her a drink, and she accepted.."Your dad didn't just like Christmas, he loved Christmas. He started planning for it in
June. If there wasn't already a Santa Claus, your father would have taken on the job.".Junior was aware that all the cops were watching him as he
stared down at the body, and he frantically tried to think what an innocent husband would be likely to do or say, but his imagination failed him. His
thoughts could not be organized.."He's crafty, you say. Can you use him?".Words eluded him again, and he surveyed the coffee shop, as if someone
might step forward to speak for him. He realized people were staring, and embarrassment drew a tighter knot in his tongue..Of course, Seraphim's
child would not have a telephone. He was just a baby, dangerous to Junior in a way that was not clear, but a baby nonetheless..He had the capacity
to be exceptional at anything to which he applied himself. Bob Chicane had been right about that: Junior was far more intense than other men,
possessed of greater gifts and the energy to use them..That was another thing. Junior hadn't gotten his noon meal, because the spirit of Vanadium
had nearly caught up with him when he'd been browsing for tie chains and silk pocket squares before lunch. Then he missed dinner, as well,
because he had to maintain surveillance on Celestina when she didn't go straight home from the gallery. He was hungry. He was starving. This, too,
she had done to him. The bitch..He had dragged Ichabod halfway across the threshold when he heard someone say, "No.".For a moment,"
Lipscomb continued, "her voice became clear, no longer slurred. She raised her head from the pillow, and her eyes fixed on me, all the confusion
gone. She was so ... intense. She said ... she said, 'Rowena loves you.'.In the living room, he removed a decorative pillow from the sofa. He carried
it into the foyer..Junior released Neddy and, letting him slide down the wall to the floor, returned to the door to lock it. Reaching for the latch, he
suddenly expected the door to fly open, revealing Thomas Vanadium, dead and risen. The ghost didn't appear, but Junior was shaken by the mere
thought of such a supernatural confrontation in the middle of this crisis..Smiling in the fearless dark, she listened to the rhythmic breathing of a
sleeping boy..In the passenger's seat, Barty was cushioned in his mother's arms. At times, the boy cooed or gurgled, or made a wet chording
sound..At worst, Vanadium might begin to wonder if Junior had a link to Seraphim, might uncover the physical-therapy connection, and in his
paranoia, might erroneously conclude that Junior had something to do with her traffic accident. That was nuts, of course, but the detective was
evidently not a rational man..In the living room stood a Christmas tree, and under the tree lay prettily wrapped presents. Junior enjoyed opening all
of them, but he didn't find anything he wanted to keep.."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..He had come to believe that every well-rounded, self-improved
person ought to have a craft at which he excelled, and needlepoint appealed to him more than either pottery-making or decoupage. For pottery, he
would require a potter's wheel and a cumbersome kiln; and decoupage was too messy, with all the glue and lacquer. By December, he began his
first project: a small pillowcase featuring a geometric border surrounding a quote from Caesar Zedd, "Humility is for losers."."Veal fit for kings,"
said their waiter, delivering the entrees, and one taste confirmed his promise..summoned an expression no less dubious than that of a policeman
listening to the alibi of a suspect with bloody hands. Then: "I'm quite sure that Wroth Griskin does not make candlesticks. If that's what you're
looking for, I'd recommend the housewares department at Gump's."."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."."So
do I, honey. Oh, Lord, so do I." She kissed his forehead. "Listen, kiddo, in spite of their stories and all their funny ways, your uncles are good
men.".One of his favorite gifts for Christmas 1967 was a twelve-hole chromatic harmonica with forty-eight reeds providing a full three-octave
range. Even in his little hands, and with the limitations of his small mouth, this more sophisticated instrument enabled him to produce full-bodied
versions of any song that appealed to him..When he judged that he was near the porch steps, he probed with his cane. Two paces later, the tip
rapped the lowest step..The wedding reception-big, noisy, and joyous-spread across the three properties without fences. His mother's name was so
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often mentioned, her presence so strongly felt in all the lives that she had touched, that sometimes it seemed that she was actually there with
them..Nolly shuddered. "The wilds of Oregon. I don't intend ever to go there until it's civilized.".The bow business had started a few months ago.
Angel said she wanted to look pretty in her sleep, in case she met a handsome prince in her dreams..Celestina nodded, unable to respond to the
aide's kindness. Sometimes kindness can shatter as easily as soothe..To be useful, anger must be channeled, as Zedd explains with unusually poetic
prose in The Beauty of Rage: Channel Your Anger and Be a Winner Junior's current predicament would only get worse if he had to telephone
Roto-Rooter to extract a musician from the plumbing..The vending machines were designed to accept quarters, not to eject them. They didn't make
change. Mechanically, this barrage wasn't possible..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..The walls were barren. The
only art in these rooms was a single sculpture. Junior was taking university extension courses in art appreciation and almost daily haunting the
city's countless galleries, constantly deepening and refining his knowledge. He intended to refrain from acquiring a collection until he was as expert
on the subject as any director of any museum in the city.
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