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Too much clatter, drawing attention. No leisure for romance now, no chance for a two-sister score. just kill Celestina, kill Bartholomew, and go,
go..Embarrassment flushed her when she realized that the paramedic had cut away the pants of her jogging suit. She was naked from the waist
down..trees also revealed Barty, and no radiance from another world shone spectrally through him, as it had shone through
Joey-dead-and-risen..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..Although Thomas Vanadium was unconscious, perhaps even dead, and though both nailhead-gray eyes were closed, Junior knew
those eyes were watching him, watching through the lids..Junior was tempted to experiment with the controls. Maybe other messages were
recorded on the machine. Listening to them would be delicious-even if every one of them turned out to be as meaningless to him as Max's--a little
like browsing through a stranger's diary.."No, I don't see it," Chicane repeated. "There's no benefit to a meditation marathon. Twenty minutes is
enough, man. Half an hour at the most. You relied on your internal clock, didn't you?".Junior drove them a little crazy by pretending not to
understand their intent as they circled the issue like novice snake handlers warily looking for a safe grip on a coiled cobra..Besides, he didn't want
the police in San Francisco to know that he'd been suspected, by at least one of their kind, of having killed his wife in Oregon. What if one of the
locals was curious enough to request a copy of the case file on Naomi's death, and what if in that file, Vanadium had made reference to Junior
waking from a nightmare, fearfully repeating Bartholomew? And then what if Junior eventually located the right Bartholomew and eliminated the
little bastard, and then what if the local cop who'd read the case file connected one Bartholomew to the other and started asking questions?
Admittedly, that was a stretch. Nevertheless, he hoped to fade from the SFPD's awareness as soon as possible and live henceforth beyond their
ken..Although Celestina felt a little paranoid, being so security-minded in this safe neighborhood, nevertheless she searched, out the master control
button and engaged the power locks..Beside her, the passenger's door barked and shrieked as though alive as though suffering, and these sounds
were uncannily like the cries of torment that only Agnes could hear in the haunted chambers of her heart..A cold wetness just above the crook of
his left elbow. A sting. A tourniquet of flexible rubber tubing had been tied around his left arm, to make a vein swell more visibly, and the sting
had been the prick of a hypodermic needle..Her eyes, lustrous pools, brimmed with the need to know, but she respected the deal. "I only half
understood all that, and I don't even know which half, but in some strange way, it feels true. Thank you. I will think about it tonight, when I can't
sleep." She stepped close and kissed him on the cheek. "Who are you, Tom Vanadium?".Worse, to make credible his anguish and to avoid
suspicion, he would have to play the devastated widower for at least another couple weeks, perhaps for as long as a month. As a dedicated follower
of the self-improvement advice of Dr. Caesar Zedd, Junior was impatient with those who were ruled by sentimentality and by the expectations of
society, and now he was required to pretend to be one of them-and for an interminable period of time..Onto its roof now, the Pontiac spun as it slid,
grinding loudly against the blacktop, and regardless of how determinedly Agnes held on, she was being pulled out of her seat, toward the inverted
ceiling and also backward. Her forehead knocked hard into the thin overhead padding, and her back wrenched against the headrest..Likewise, she
wasn't prepared to deal with a monster like the father, if one day he came for Angel. And he would come. She knew. In these events as in all things,
Celestina White glimpsed a pattern, complex and mysterious, and to the eye of an artist, the symmetry of the design required that one day the father
would come. She wasn't prepared to deal with the creep now, but by the time that he arrived, she would be ready for him..So many stops, too little
time at each, a dazzle of Christmas trees decorated every one to a different taste, offers of butter cookies and hot chocolate or lemon crisps and
eggnog, morning chats in bright kitchens steeped in wonderful cooking odors and-in the chillier afternoon good wishes exchanged in front of
hearth fires, gifts accepted as well as given, cookies taken in trade for pecan cakes, "Silver Bells" and "Hark How the Bells" and "Jingle-Bell Rock"
on the radio: Therewith they arrived at three o'clock in the afternoon, Christmas Eve, their deliveries completed before Santa's had begun..The
receptionist, Rebecca, had stayed late, just to keep company with Barty in the waiting room. As she settled into a chair beside the boy, he asked her
if she knew what gravity was on Mars, and when she confessed ignorance, he said, "Only thirty-seven percent what it is here. You can really jump
on Mars.".Sliding Victoria's chair away from the table, he turned her to face him. He adjusted her body so that her head was tipped back and her
arms were hanging slack at her sides..The old woman crumpled with a papery rustle, as though she were an elaborately folded piece of origami.
She would be unconscious for a while, and after she came around, she probably wouldn't remember who she was, let alone what make of car she'd
been driving, until Junior was well out of Eugene..The previous April, the lads from Liverpool had claimed all five of the top five. Real Americans,
like the Beach Boys and the Four Seasons, were forced to settle for lower numbers. It made you wonder who had really won the Revolutionary
War..When at last he spoke, real grief, quiet but profound, softened his voice: "March first, three years ago, my wife and two sons-Danny and
Harry, both seven, twins-were coming home from visiting her parents in New York. Shortly after takeoff ... their plane went down.".He doubted
that the singer had been Victoria Bressler, dead nurse, but he believed this was the same voice he'd heard on the telephone, back on the twenty-fifth
of June, when someone purporting to be Victoria had called with an urgent warning for Bartholomew.."Yeah, but I've been thinking about that. If
he feels some kind of responsibility ... then why did he ever represent Cain in the first place?"."Was a priest," he corrected. "Might be again. At my
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request, I've been under a dispensation from vows and suspension from duties for twenty-seven years. Ever since those kids were
killed.".Uncommon dexterity is essential for anyone who hopes to become a highly skilled card mechanic, but it is not the sole requirement. A
capacity to endure grim tedium while engaging in thousands of hours of patient practice is equally important. The finest card mechanics also
exhibit complex memory function of a breadth and depth that the average person would find extraordinary..Junior closed his weary eyes and
gratefully submitted as the paramedic wiped his greasy face and his crusted lips with a cool, damp cloth..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..A delay of a few hours, before getting her under a physician's care, might still be risky. But so was forcing her into a local hospital to
endure the mortification she desperately wanted to avoid..From her Volkswagen bus in the middle of the line, Maria joined them. "In case we get
separated, Agnes, I don't have an itinerary.".He briefly considered playing dumb, but he knew she was too smart for that. "Gunsmoke, you mean.
Listen, I know you'll do whatever's necessary to keep Angel safe, because you love her so much. Love will give."Yeah," he confirmed, applying a
blue crayon to a grinning bunny that was dancing with a squirrel..He did not answer Hound's question..Of the three Bartholomews that he'd turned
up recently, he chose Prosser because, burdened by the name Enoch, Junior felt sympathy for any girl whose parents had cursed her with
Zelda..She hadn't looked up from her sketching. Although Junior thought she hadn't seen him, she'd apparently been aware of him all
along..Gorging on fudge cake and coffee to guard against a spontaneous lapse into meditative catatonia, Junior manfully admitted that he had been
weak, that he had reacted to the unknown with fear and retreat instead of with bold confrontation. Because each of us can trust no one in this world
but himself, self-deceit is dangerous. He liked himself better for this frank admission of weakness..He had been warned about this accuracy issue
by the thumbless young thug who delivered the weapon in a bag of Chinese takeout, in Old St. Mary's Church. Junior tended to believe the
warning, because he figured the eight-fingered felon might have been deprived of his thumbs as punishment for having forgotten to relay the same
or an equally important message to a customer in the past, thus assuring his current conscientious attention to detail..Uneasy nevertheless, Agnes
went down the hall to her son's room and found that he had fallen asleep sitting up, while reading. She slipped The Star Beast out of the tangle of
his arms, marked his place with the jacket flap, and put the book on the nightstand..He had visited the library primarily to confirm that Harrison
White was unquestionably dead. He'd shot the man four times. Two bullets 'in the gas tank of the stolen Pontiac destroyed the parsonage and
should have incinerated the reverend. When you were dealing with black magic, however, you could never be too cautious..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..Even as this news pleased Junior, it also saddened him. He was
not merely interring a lovely wife, but also his first child. He was burying his family..Paul shook his head. "Oh, no. People look at our marriage,
and they think I gave up so much, but I got back a lot more than I gave.".As before, the name tolled through him like the ominous note of the
deepest bass bell in a cathedral carillon, struck on a cold midnight..She got a can of soda, returned to the table, and sat down as if finished with her
explorations. "You're okay, Barty.".He was simplifying and combining concepts, but he knew no other way to quickly give them a feel for the
wonder, the enigma, the sheer spookiness of the world revealed by quantum mechanics..Sitting up in bed, he passed a little time reading favorite,
marked passages in Zedd's You Are the World. The book presented a brilliant argument that selfishness was the most misunderstood, moral,
rational, and courageous of all human motivations.."It was. But maybe that's not the whole story. Anyway, we know the usual poses these guys
strike, the attitudes they think are deceptive and clever. Most of them are so obvious, they might as well just stick their willy in a light socket and
save us a lot of trouble. This, however, is a new approach. Tends to make you want to believe in the poor guy.".Tom Vanadium rose to his feet and,
with one hand on Barty's shoulder, he surveyed the faces of those gathered on the porch. Most of these people were such new acquaintances that
they were all but strangers to him. Nevertheless, for the first time since his early days in St. Anselmo's Orphanage, he'd found a place where he
belonged. This felt like home.."If he gets back within the next hour, better ring me at his place so I can scoot.".Tom opened his empty hands and
then filled one of them with his water glass. The rattling ice belied his calm face..If Vanadium was watching, however, he would interpret the pitch
of the coin to mean that his unconventional strategy was working, that Junior's nerves were frayed to the breaking point. With an adversary as
indefatigable as this cuckoo cop, you dared never show weakness..Part of him knew this sound was his heartbeat, not the footfalls of an
otherworldly pursuer, but that part of him wasn't dominant at the moment. He moved faster, not exactly running, but hurrying like a man late for an
appointment..2000, the Year of the Dragon, gives way without a roar to the Year of the Snake, and after the Snake comes the Horse. Day by day
the work is done, in memory of those who have gone before us, and embarked upon work of her own, young Mary is out there among you. For
now, only her family knows how very special she is. On one momentous day, that will change.."Did he say I'd met him?" Jacob asked, squinting
past Edom toward the bright sunlight at the open door..In fact, attorneys for the potential plaintiffs felt that Nork, Hisscus, and Knacker were too
willing to reach an accommodation, and they met the trio's conciliation with high suspicion. Naturally, the state didn't want to defend against a
claim involving the death of a beautiful young bride and her unborn baby, but their willingness to negotiate so early, from such a reasonable
posture, implied that their position was even weaker than it appeared to be..He'd wanted to give Celestina more help than she would accept. She
continued working nights as a waitress for two years, while she completed classes at the Academy of Art College, and she quit her job only when
she began to sell her paintings for enough to equal her wages and gratuities..As kinky and thrilling as it had been to make love to the girl while
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playing the recorded rough draft of a new sermon that she had been transcribing for her father, Junior could now recall nothing of what the
reverend had said, only the tone and the timbre of his voice. Whether instinct, nervous irritation, or merely the sherry should be blamed, he was
troubled by the thought that there was something significant about the content of that tape..While Jacob ate, he browsed through a new coffee-table
book on dam disasters. He talked more to himself than to Barty and Angel, as he spot-read the text and looked at pictures. "Oh, my," he would say
in sonorous tones. Or sadly, sadly: "Oh, the horror of it." Or with indignation: "Criminal. Criminal that it was built so poorly." Sometimes he
clucked his tongue in his cheek or sighed or groaned in commiseration..The spectral singer didn't exhibit her blood-and-bone sisters' reluctance to
pursue her man..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 was too sensitive a soul to be able to take either a handsaw or a power saw to a corpse..Celebration of
course, would lead to incarceration and perhaps to electrocution. With Vanadium, the maniac cop, likely to be found lurking under the bed or
masquerading as a nurse to catch him in an unguarded moment, Junior had to recover at a pace that his physician would not find miraculous. Dr.
Parkhurst expected to discharge him no sooner than the following morning..Rescuers appeared with hydraulic pry bars and metal cutting saws.
Civilians were shepherded back to the sidewalks..Using the brochure as an ice-breaker, Junior circulated through the throng, seeking anyone who'd
attended the."You look very, very handsome this morning, Mr. Barty, " squeaked Pixie Lee, who was something of a flirt. "You look like a big
movie star.Heinlein dreamed of traveling to far worlds. Prior to his death, John Kennedy had promised that men would walk on the moon before
the end of the decade. Barty wanted nothing so grand, only to read a few stories, to lose himself in the wonderful private pleasure of books, because
soon each story would be a listening experience only, no longer entirely a private journey..ROCKING AS IF AFLOAT on troubled waters, abused
by an unearthly and tormented sound, Junior Cain imagined a gondola on a black river, a carved dragon rising high at the bow as he had seen on
a."I've got one of those faces so ordinary you see it everywhere," said Edom, and decided to tell the story of the Tri-State Tornado of 1925..He had
assumed that the dinner guest was Victoria's lover, but suddenly he realized that this might not be the case. The man might be nothing more than a
friend. Her father or a brother. In which case the invitation to romance-posed by the coquettishly arranged wine and rose-would be so wildly
inappropriate that the visitor would know at.She switched off the hall light and stood at the half-open door, listening, waiting..Hunched over his
desk, leaning forward conspiratorially, his piggy eyes glittering like those of an ogre discussing his favorite recipe for cooking children, Nolly said,
"I've been able to confirm your suspicions..Weird, this kid. Making him uneasy. All in white, with her incomprehensible yammering about talking
books and talking dogs and her mother driving pies, and working on a damn strange drawing for a little girl.."Oh," Celestina White replied, "yes,
every day. I'm currently engaged on an entire series of works inspired by Bartholomew.".Although he found Magusson's face sufficiently
disturbing that he avoided looking at it more than necessary, and though Magusson's bulging eyes were so moist with bitterness and with need that
they inspired nightmares, Junior shifted his gaze from his half-numb hands to his attorney. "Luck? I lost my wife. And my unborn baby.".The
opening paragraph still lingered in his memory, because he had crafted it with great care: Greetings on this momentous day. I'm writing to you
about an exceptional woman, Agnes Lampion, whose life you have touched without knowing, and whose story may interest you..Lifting his
martini, theatrically gesturing to the tablecloth where the glass had stood, as though the lack of coins proved that he, too, had sorcerous power,
Nolly said, "Another round of this magical concoction? ".After carefully wiping her fingers on a paper napkin, Maria examined the garments with
interest. She carried her living as the seamstress at Bright Beach Dry Cleaners. At the sight of each rent, popped button, and split seam she clucked
her tongue..The ghost cop was forty feet behind him, beyond ranks of other pedestrians, every one of whom might as well have been faceless now,
smooth and featureless from brow to chin, because suddenly Junior could see no countenance other than that of the walking dead man. The
haunting visage bobbed up and down as the grim spirit strode along, vanishing and reappearing and then vanishing again among all the bobbing
and swaying heads of the intervening multitudes..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..Because, since childhood, Jacob had been drawn to stories and images of doom, to catastrophe on
both the personal and the planetary scale-from theater fires to all-out nuclear war-he had a flamboyant imagination second to none and a colorful if
peculiar intellectual life. For him, therefore, the most difficult part of learning card manipulation had been coping with the tedium of practice, but
for years he had applied himself diligently, motivated by his love and admiration for his sister, Agnes..Earlier in the week, Junior had looked up
Thomas Vanadium in the telephone directory. He expected the number to be unlisted, but it was published. What he wanted more than a number
was an address, and he found that as well.."I don't want an attorney." He closed his eyes, lowered his head to the pillow, and sighed. "I just want ...
peace.".As Sklent so insightfully put it: Some of us live on after death, survive in spirit, because we are just too stubborn, selfish, greedy, grubbing,
vicious, psychotic, and evil to accept our demise. None of those qualities described sweet Naomi, who had been far too kind and loving and meek
to live on in spirit, after her lovely flesh failed. Now at one with the earth, Naomi was no threat to Junior, and the state had paid for its negligence
in her death, and the whole matter should have been brought to closure. There were only two barriers to full and final resolution: first, the stubborn,
selfish, greedy, grubbing, vicious, psychotic, evil spirit of Thomas Vanadium; and second, Seraphim's bastard baby--little Bartholomew..The
Benediction service had concluded, and the worshipers had departed. Gone, too, were the priest and the altar boys.."Tom," Kathleen said, "I know
why you became a cop, I guess. St. Anselmo's Orphanage ... the murders of those children.".Eventually, of course, dear Edom held forth about
tornadoes--in particular the infamous Tri-State Tornado of 1925, which ravaged portions of Missouri, Illinois, and Indiana..Junior took one of the
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boxed guns, a 9-mm semiautomatic. Months would probably pass before she noticed the pistol missing from the back of her closet, and by then she
wouldn't know who had taken it..Since her conversation with Joshua Nunn the previous Thursday, she'd had more than four days to armor herself
for the worst. She prepared for it as well as any mother could while still holding on to her sanity..He returned to the house and extinguished the
three blown-glass oil lamps on the living-room coffee table. Out, as well, the silk-shade lamp..IMPLODE To burst inward under pressure. Like the
hull of a submarine at too great a depth.."I never saw a Moor--never saw the Sea--Yet know I how the Heather looks--And what a Billow be.""."So
what I am is I'm your talking eyes." Lowering her hand from his face, Angel said, "Do you know where bacon comes from?".They knew no one
named Bartholomew, and she had never heard the name from him before, but she knew what he wanted. He was speaking of the son he would
never see..The search for Cain was secondary. Getting to the revolver took Priority. Regain the gun and then proceed room by haunted room to
hunt him down. Hunt him down, if he was here. And if Cain didn't do the hunting first..He rewound the words, played them again, but still the
source of the threat eluded him. He was hearing them in his own voice, as if he had once read them in a book, but he suspected that they had been
spoken to him and that.Junior was accustomed to having women seduce him. His good looks were a blessing of nature. His commitment to
improving his mind made him interesting. Most important, from the books of Caesar Zedd, he had learned how to be irresistibly charming..Nolly
said, "We've never really had a song of our own, in spite of all the dancing we do. I think this is a good one. But so far, you've only sung it to
another man.".He was wrong about this. On the final Friday of every month, in sunshine and in rain, Junior routinely took a walking tour of the six
galleries that were his very favorites, browsing leisurely in each and chatting up the galerieurs, with a one-o'clock break for lunch at the St. Francis
Hotel. This was a tradition with him, and invariably at the end of each such day, he felt wonderfully cozy..Copyright (c) 1999 by Ursula K. Le
Guin. "Dragonfly" first appeared in Legends..After taking a minute to steel himself, Junior squatted next to the dead detective..Three equally
modest rooms opened off this lounge. Two housed complete dental units, and the third provided cramped office space shared by the receptionist
and the doctor..Instead of opening his left fist, Tom lifted his martini with his right, and on the tablecloth under the glass lay the coin..His thought
had been that Reverend White might find in Agnes, Bright Beach's beloved Pie Lady, a subject who would inspire a sequel to the sermon that had
so deeply affected Paul-who was neither a Baptist nor a regular churchgoer-when he had heard it on the radio more than three years ago..He half
expected to hear Thomas Vanadium in the distance, softly singing "Someone to Watch over Me.".Agnes found this turn of events amazing,
amusing, ironic-and a little sad. She would have dearly loved to teach the boy to read and write, to see his knowledge and competence slowly
flower under her care. Although she fully supported Barty's exploration of his gifts, and although she was proud of his astounding achievements,
she felt that his swift advancement was robbing her of some of the shared joy of his childhood, even though he remained in so many ways a
child..Vanadium's wounds were too grievous to pass for accidental injuries. Even if there were some way to disguise them through clever staging,
no one would believe that Victoria had died in a freak fall and that Vanadium, rushing to her side, had slipped and tumbled and sustained mortal
head injuries, as well. Such a strong whiff of slapstick would put even the Spruce Hills police on to the scent of murder..A Description of
Earthsea.Dessert was on the house. The waiter brought the four best items on the menu, to spare them the need to make two small decisions after
having made such a big one.."Me, me," Celestina said. "In fact, fianc?es should come first.".Soundlessly, reluctantly, Agnes pulled the bedroom
door nearly shut, and went down to the kitchen, where she sat alone, drinking coffee and nibbling at mysteries. Of all the gifts that Barty opened on
Christmas morning, the hardback copy of Robert Heinlein's The Star Beast was his favorite. Instantly enchanted by the promise of an amusing alien
creature, space travel, an exotic future, and lots of adventure, he seized every opportunity throughout the busy day to crack open those pages and to
step out of Bright Beach into stranger places..Their apartment was in a four-story Victorian house that dripped gingerbread, in the exclusive Pacific
Heights district. It had been converted to apartments with deep respect for the architecture, years before Wally bought it..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..The silence in this city of the dead was complete. The night lay breathless, stirring not one whisper from the stationed evergreens
that stood sentinel over generations of bones..Victoria lived on the northeast edge of Spruce Hills, where streets petered into country lanes. Here the
houses tended to be more rustic, built on larger and less formally landscaped lots than those closer to the center of town, and set back farther from
the street..He pressed his right ear to the door, held his breath, heard nothing, and addressed the top lock first. Quietly, he slid the thin pick of the
lock-release gun into the key channel, under the pin tumblers..Instead, her father asked, "Is this emotion talking, Celie, or is this brain as much as
heart?".But on March 23, 1966, after a bad date with Frieda Bliss, who collected paintings by Jack Lientery, an important new artist, Junior had an
experience that rocked him, added significance to the episode in the diner, and made him wish he hadn't donated his pistol to the police project that
melted guns into switchblades..The minister's threat had been forgotten, repressed. At the time, only half--heard, merely kinky background to
lovemaking, these words had amused Junior, and he'd given no serious thought to their meaning, to the message of retribution contained in them.
Now, in this moment of extreme danger, the inflamed boil of repressed memory burst under pressure, and Junior was shocked, stunned, to realize
that the minister had put a curse on him!.Angel moved her hand to Barty's right eye, and again he didn't twitch with surprise when her fingers
lightly touched his closed and sagging lid. "I won't let you forget.".He shook so badly that he couldn't remove the cap from the bottle. He was
proud to be more sensitive than most people, to be so full of feeling, but sometimes sensitivity was a curse..In Oregon, standing at Junior Cain's
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bedside, turning a quarter across the knuckles of his left hand, Thomas Vanadium asks about the name that his suspect had spoken in the grip of a
nightmare..She removed a temporary cap from the second bicuspid on the lower left side and replaced it with the porcelain cap that had been
delivered by the lab that morning..of Zedd constituted the most thoughtful, most rewarding, most reliable guide to life to be found anywhere. When
Junior was Confused or troubled, he turned to Caesar Zedd and never failed to find enlightenment, guidance. When he was happy, he found in Zedd
the welcome reassurance that it was all right to be successful and to love oneself.As she turned away from him and continued along the hall toward
the kitchen, Agnes said, "They'll be as good as new when she's mended them.''.Embarrassed, Kathleen stopped singing, but to the other woman,
Nolly said, "It is a lovely voice, isn't it? Haunting, I think.".Casey and Tutti, her sister Skipper, and dreamboat Ken-and soon the girls had Barty
enthusiastically involved in a make-believe world far different from the one in which Heinlein's teenage lead owned an extraordinary alien pet with
eight legs, the temperament of a kitten, and an appetite for everything from grizzly bears to Buicks..At the head of the line, Paul waved a red
handkerchief out of the window of the station wagon..Indeed, as Celestina and the kid reached the foot of the steps to this second house,
Bartholomew pointed, and the woman turned to look back. She appeared to stare straight at the Mercedes, though the fog made it impossible for
Junior to be sure.."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 forgot all about seduction. "And she--what?--She adopted her sister's baby?"
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