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THE REAL END OF TENNIS
"How's something so delicious come from a fat, smelly, dirty, snorting old pig?".This sight that might inspire celebration among sailors was denied
to Barty, who rode in the backseat with Agnes. Neither could he see how the crimson sky studied its painted face in the mirror of the ocean, nor
how a burning blush shimmered on the waves, nor how the veil of night slowly returned modesty to the heavens..Being blind had few consolations,
but Barty found that not being able to look at his uncles' files and books was one of them. In the past, he never really, in his heart, wanted to see
those pictures of dead people roasted in theater fires and drowned bodies floating in flooded streets, but a few times he peeked. His mom would
have been ashamed of him if she'd discovered his transgression. But the mystery of death had an undeniable creepy allure, and sometimes a good
Father Brown detective story simply didn't satisfy his curiosity. He always regretted looking at those photos and reading the grim accounts of
disaster, and now blindness spared him that regret..Without the pillow, she wouldn't have been able to lift her head to look toward the back of the
ambulance..Neddy favored a quick greeting, two curt pumps, but Junior held fast after the handshake was over. He didn't grind the musician's
knuckles, nothing so crude, just held on pleasantly but firmly. His intention was to confuse and further rattle the man, taking advantage of his
obvious dislike of having his personal space encroached upon, in the hope that Neddy would reveal why he'd been watching Junior so intently from
across the room..Not many men wore hats these days. Since his teenage years, Nolly had favored a porkpie model. San Francisco was often chilly,
and he began losing his hair when still young..Vanadium flipped the quarter straight into the air and at once spread his arms, palms turned up to
show that his hands were empty..Filled with the songs of swallows that evidently preferred these precincts to the more famous address of San Juan
Capistrano, this mild March morning was perfect for pie deliveries. Agnes and Grace had produced a bakery's worth of glorious vanilla-almond
pies and coffee toffee pies..She worried that he would need to go to the bathroom during the night and that, half asleep, he might turn the wrong
way, toward the stairs, and fall. Three times they paced off the route from the doorway of his room to the hall bath. She would have walked it a
hundred times and still not been satisfied, but Barty said, "Okay, I've got it.".AT THE END OF THE fourth book of Earthsea, Tehanu, the story had
arrived at what I felt to be now. And, just as in the now of the so-called real world, I didn't know what would happen next. I could guess, foretell,
fear, hope, but I didn't know..What if the stubborn, selfish, greedy, grubbing, vicious, psychotic, evil spirit of Thomas Vanadium, which had earlier
pursued Junior through another alleyway in broad daylight, had followed him into this one in the more ghost-friendly hours of the night, and what
if that spirit were standing just outside the Dumpster right now, and what if it closed the bifurcated lid and slipped a bolt through the latch rings,
and what if Junior were trapped here with the thoroughly strangled corpse of Neddy Gnathic, and what if the flashlight failed when he tried to
switch it on again, and then what if in the pitch-blackness he heard Neddy say, "Does anyone have a special request?".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?".Crossing Spruce Hills with John, Paul, George, Ringo, and dead Thomas, Junior headed back toward Victoria's place, where Sinatra
was no longer singing..He thought he heard the tick-scrape-rattle-clink of Industrial Woman on the prowl. In the living room. Now the hall.
Approaching..The gas oven might blow up in his face, at last bringing him peace, but if it didn't, he would at least have cookies for Agnes..Edom
and Jacob Isaacson were her older brothers, who lived in two small apartments above the four-car garage at the back of the property..Barty, didn't
watch much television. He'd been up late enough to see Red Skelton only a few times, but that comedian always drew gales of laughter from
him..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..Now, twenty-four hours later, when Sparky answered his telephone and heard Tom Vanadium, he said, "You looking for a
little company? I've got another bottle of Merlot where the last one came from.".She walked the corridor until she came to a room with empty beds.
Without turning on the lights, she entered, put down the suitcase, and sat in a chair by the window..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.."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.".The little hands, so weak now but someday
strong: Would they eventually be capable of savagery, as were the father's hands? Misbegotten offspring. This seed of a demonic man whom
Phimie herself had called sick and evil. However innocent-looking now, what pain might she eventually in-- on others? What outrages might she
commit in years to come? Although Celestina searched intently, she could not glimpse the father's evil in the child..Kennedy, whose portraits hung
side by side, the girl revealed to their mom and dad what had been done to her and also what, in her despair.Yet he didn't fault himself for a lack of
sensitivity. He'd met this woman only once before. He wasn't emotionally invested in her as he had been in sweet Naomi..The customers were in a
mood, most of them grumbling about their ailments. Others complained about the dreary weather, the increasing number of kids zooming along
sidewalks on these damn new skateboards, the recent tax increases, and the New York Jets paying Joe Namath the kingly sum of $427,000 a year to
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play football, which some saw as a sign that the country was money-crazy and going to Hell.."It's even worse," Junior rasped, convinced that he
was losing some indefinable advantage if the cop left without playing out this moment as it would usually unfold in an intellectual television crime
drama like Perry Mason or Peter Gunn..Those words, in a vertiginous spiral, spooled through the memory tapes in Junior's mind, as clear and
powerfully affecting-and every bit as alarming-as the memory flash of the ordeal in the Dumpster. He couldn't recall where he'd heard them, who
had spoken them, but revelation trembled tantalizingly along the rim of his mind..Occasionally, when Junior returned home from a day of gallery
hopping or an evening at a restaurant, Industrial Woman-the artist's title-scared away his mellow mood. More than once, he'd cried out in alarm
before realizing this was just his prized Poriferan.."My little girl," she said, and belatedly she realized that this might not be a policeman, after all,
but someone trying to determine if she and Angel were alone in the apartment..Bartholomew might be a teenager living with his parents or a
dependent adult residing with family; if so, he wouldn't be revealed in this search, because the phone would not be listed in his name. Or maybe the
guy loathed his first name and never used it except in legal matters, going by his middle name, instead..Assuming this criticism was amusing
hyperbole, Junior laughed, but Sklent squinted those virtually colorless eyes, and Junior's laugh withered in his throat. "Well, maybe that's how it'll
work out," he said, wanting to be on Sklent's good side, but he was at once sorry he'd spoken those words in front of witnesses..The runt was so out
of proportion to his office furniture that he appeared to be a bug perched in the giant leather executive chair, which itself looked like the maw of a
Venus's--flytrap about to swallow him for lunch. He allowed such a lengthy silence to follow Junior's question that by the time he answered, his
reply was superfluous..Throughout this procedure, Barty appeared solemn and thoughtful. When he had squeezed the tenth toe, he stared at it, brow
furrowed..More walls than not, in both rooms, were lined with bookshelves and file cabinets. Here he kept numerous case studies of accidents,
man-made disasters, serial killers, spree killers: proof undeniable that humanity was a fallen species engaged in both the unintentional and
calculated destruction of itself.."Really, Angel," Barty said with genuine concern, "it might be scary. I got another one we could listen to, if you
want.".dropping on the conversation between Dr. Parkhurst and Vanadium, and later failing and respond to Vanadium's pointed accusations, his
deception would inevitably be read as an admission of guilt in the murder.Both the red and the white wines were too cheap for Junior's taste' so he
drank Dos Equis beer and got two kinds of high by inhaling enough secondhand pot smoke to cure the state of Virginia's entire annual production
of hams. Among the two or three hundred partyers, some were tripping on some exhibited the particular excitability and talkativeness typical of
cokeheads, but Junior succumbed to none of these temptations. Self-improvement and self control mattered to him; he didn't approve of this degree
of self indulgence..Her special son, walking where the rain wasn't, had made all things seem possible..To Dr. Parkhurst, Vanadium said, "In my
work, I see lots of people who've just lost loved ones. None of them has ever puked like Vesuvius.".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..The
dying-dove hands fluttered down Junior's arms, plucking feebly at his leather coat, and at last hung limp at Neddy's sides..Neddy possessed all the
musical talent, but Junior had the muscle. Pinned against the wall, his throat in the vise of Junior's hands, Neddy needed a miracle if he were ever
again to sweep another glissando from a keyboard..He gently drew the covers over his wife's ruined body, to her thin shoulders, but arranged her
right arm on top of the blankets. He straightened and smoothed the folded-back flap of the top sheet.."Yes, Barty," Tom said. "I feel a depth to life,
layers beyond layers. Sometimes it's ... scary. Mostly it inspires me. I can't see these other worlds, can't move between them. But with this quarter, I
can prove that what I feel isn't my imagination." He extracted a quarter from a jacket pocket, holding it between thumb and forefinger for all but
Barty to see. "Angel?"."Consider what I told you," Dr. Salk urged. "Your Perri would want you to think about it.".From time to time, customers
had crossed the cocktail lounge to drop folding money into a fishbowl atop the piano, tips for the musician. A few had requested favorite
-tunes..Junior realized he was on the verge of babbling, and with an effort, he silenced himself..The six-foot-tall statue was of a nude woman,
formed from scrap metal, some of it rusted and otherwise corroded. The feet were made from gear wheels of various sizes and from bent blades of
broken meat cleavers. Pistons, pipes, and barbed wire formed her legs. She was busty: hammered soup pots as breasts, corkscrews as nipples.
Rake-tine hands were crossed defensively over the misshapen bosom. In a face sculpted from bent forks and fan blades, empty black eye sockets
glared with hideous suffering, and a wide-mouthed shriek accused the world with a silent but profound cry of horror..Angel brightened at the sight
of the coin turning end-over-end across his knuckles. "I could learn to do that," she asserted..The nurse raised her eyes from Agnes to this other
person. "Yes a chip of ice would be all right.".Junior knew that she must be teasing him. Her sense of play was delicious. Such deviltry in her
scintillant blue eyes, such sauciness..On the high marsh-Dragonfly-A description of Earthsea..Tucking the covers around Angel, Celestina said,
"Would you like Uncle Wally to be your daddy?" "That would be the best." "I think so, too." "I never had a daddy, you know." "Getting Wally was
worth the wait, huh?" "Will we move in with Uncle Wally?" "That's the way it usually works." "Will Mrs. Ornwall leave?" "All that stuff will need
to be worked out." "If she leaves, you'll have to make the cheese.".He possessed vast files on tragic fires, and most of them were committed to
memory. In Vienna's magnificent Ring Theater, December 8, a blaze claimed 850 lives. On May 25, 1887, 200 dead at the Opera Comique, Paris.
November 28, 1942, in the Coconut Grove nightclub in Boston-when Jacob was only fourteen years old and already.His instructor, Bob
Chicane-who visited twice a week for an hour-advised him to imagine a perfect fruit as the object of his meditation. An apple, a grape, an orange,
whatever..A few attractive women were here alone, proof that social mores had changed dramatically in three years. Junior was aware of their hot
gazes, their need, and he knew that he could have any of them..Celestina sensed an easy camaraderie between these two men, but also tension that
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was perhaps related to the reference to an illegal search..He knew she wouldn't just step back to calculate her batting average, so he rolled at once,
out of her way, immensely relieved that he could move, because judging by the pain coruscating across his back, he wouldn't have been surprised if
she had broken his spine and paralyzed him. The chair crashed down again, exactly where Junior had been sprawled an instant before..Certain
disbelief insulated her against immediate surprise. She shook her head. "That's not possible.".Junior intended to pack only a single bag, leaving
most of his clothes behind. He could afford a fine new wardrobe..Although he considered tearing up the letter and throwing it away he knew that
his perceptions were clouded by grief and that what he'd written might seem fine if he reviewed it in a less dark state of mind. He returned the letter
to the envelope and put it in the drawer of his nightstand..To the window in the driver's door, Barty came with a repertoire of comic expressions,
mugging at his mother, sticking one finger up his nose and exaggeratedly boring with it as though exploring for nasal nuggets. "Not scary,
Mommy!"."I find you more than adequate in all ways that count. Besides, Joey was a generous and good lover. What he taught me, I can share."
She smiled. "You'll find that I'm a darn good teacher, and I sense in you a star pupil.".So much argued against the idea that they could succeed as a
couple. In this age when race supposedly didn't matter anymore, it sometimes seemed to matter more year by year. Age mattered, too, and at fifty,
he was twenty-six years older than she was, old enough to be her father, as surely her father would quietly but pointedly--and repeatedly!-observe.
He was highly educated, with multiple medical degrees, and she had gone to art school..Junior had thought the news was the lab report, which had
found no ipecac in his spew. All that had been distraction..For the first time since walking to La Jolla to meet Jonas Salk, Paul planned a journey
with a specific purpose..quiet pool, sweet with the fragrance of jasmine. Under the huge spreading oak. Grass oiled to a glossy green by
the.Nothing remained to be done but to press her shoe in the butter and hammer her head into the comer of the oven door..On Friday evening, he
had arranged for the drawing of the aces, but he had not stacked the subsequent twelve cards to provide for the selection of four identical knaves at
three-card intervals. He'd sat in stunned.At home again, in the safety of the family, Barty collapsed in exhaustion from the sustained effort to see
with eyes that he didn't possess. Abed for ten days, feverish, afflicted with vertigo and migraine headaches, nauseated, he lost eight pounds before
his recovery was complete..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..Indeed, subconsciously, she had known that Nella was gone since receiving the call at 4:15 this morning. When the old woman had
finished what she needed to say, the silence on the line had been eerily perfect, without one crackle of static or electronic murmur, unlike anything
Celestina had ever heard on a telephone before..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..His waitress was a cutie. She flirted with him, and he knew he could have her if he wanted..Cupping Angel entirely
in his big hands, smiling at her, he said, "Oh, no, Mrs. White, this looks like a healthy young lady to me. No medicine required.".If not for
Celestina's slutty little sister, Bartholomew would not exist. No threat. Junior's life would be different, better..So here it came again, the hateful
past, returning when Junior thought he was shed of it. This tall, lanky, Celestina-humping son of a bitch, guardian of Bartholomew, had driven
away, gone home, but he couldn't stay in the past where he belonged, and he was opening his mouth to say Who are you or maybe to shout an
alarm, so Junior shot him three times..Apparently Maria wished that she'd brought a rosary to dinner. With the fingers of her right hand, she
pinched the knuckles of her left, one after the other, as if they were beads..He woke several times that night, instantly alert for a ghostly serenade,
but he heard no otherworldly crooning..Copyright (c) 1999 by Ursula K. Le Guin. "Dragonfly" first appeared in Legends..Shaking the ravaged
khakis at him, she said, "Then what made such a mess of these?.This was only a fraction of Paul's collection. Thousands of additional issues filled
rooms at home..Mocked by the silvery ping-ting-jingle of the maniac detective emptying his ghostly pockets, Junior ran..Agnes hoped that the boy
would spend a night or two in her room, until he was reoriented to the house. But Barty wanted to sleep in his own bed..He did not answer Hound's
question..For half an hour he studied Barty's eyes with various devices and instruments. Thereafter, he arranged an immediate appointment with an
oncologist, as Joshua Nunn had predicted..Tongue clamped between his teeth as he concentrated on keeping the blue crayon within the lines of the
bunny, Barty nodded. "Yeah.."Do you know about the earthquake that destroyed seventy percent of Tokyo and all of Yokohama on September 1,
1923?" he asked..Leaving the engine running and the heater on, he got out of the car, leaned back inside, said, "Better lock up while I'm gone," and
then closed his door..ONWARD THROUGH THIS Monday, January 17, this momentous day, when the ending of one thing is the beginning of
another..After checking her carotid artery and detecting no pulse, Junior returned to the sofa in the living room. He fluffed the little pillow and left
it precisely as he had found it.."Then you only have to wait eighteen years," he said, opening the apartment door and stepping aside once more,
allowing Celestina to precede him..He switched off the flashlight and stood solemnly for a moment, paying his respects to Seraphim. She had been
so sweet, so innocent, so supple, so exquisitely proportioned..Jacob intended to carry the luggage, and Edom announced that he would carry Barty.
The boy, however, insisted on making his own way to the house..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..He slipped the
card out from under the change, turned it over. A joker. Printed in red block letters across the card was a name, BARTHOLOMEW..Phimie must
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be honored now with laughter instead of with tears, because her life had left Celestina with so many memories of joy and with joy personified in
Angel. To fend off tears, she said, "Listen, Clark Kent, we women need our little secrets, our private thoughts. If you can really read my heart this
easily, I guess I'm going to have to start wearing lead brassieres.".He visited the bank in which he maintained a safe-deposit box under the John
Pinchbeck identity. He withdrew the twenty thousand in cash and retrieved all the forged documents from the box..Reflecting upon her son's clever,
diligent, and uncomplaining adaptation to darkness, she wished that she had described to him the dazzling sunset under which they had made their
journey home. Although her words might have been inadequate to the spectacle, he would have elaborated on them to create a picture in his mind;
with his creative skills, the world that he'd lost with his sight might be remade in equal splendor in his imagination..He planned, as soon as they
took him out of his cell, to use the old Changers spell of self-transformation and so escape. Surely his life was in danger, and it would be all right to
use the spell? Only he couldn't decide what to turn himself into-a bird, or a wisp of smoke, what would be safest? But while he was thinking about
it, Losen's men, used to wizard's tricks, drugged his food and he ceased to think of anything at all. They dumped him into a mule-cart like a sack of
oats. When he showed signs of reviving during the journey, one of them bashed him on the head, remarking that he wanted to make sure he got his
rest..She owned a public-relations firm specializing in artists, and over dinner she rhapsodized about the work of Jack Lientery. His current series
of paintings-emaciated babies against backdrops of ripe fruit and other symbols of plenty-had critics swooning..He sprang to his feet, or maybe
only staggered up, depending on whether his image of himself right now was pulp or real, and surveyed the scene, looking for the bandaged man. A
few neighbors crossed the lawn toward Grace, and others approached along the street. But the killer was gone.."Oil and natural-gas pipelines will
fracture, explode. A sea of fire will wash cities, killing hundreds of thousands more."."Of all the things I might be meant to do with my life," he
told Agnes, "I believe nothing will matter more than the small part I've had in bringing together these two children."."Apple juice, lime Jell-O, and
four soda crackers," said the detective. "If you don't have enough of a conscience to make you confess,.Abruptly alert, sitting up on the edge of the
bed, Celestina knew the caller could not be the comatose old woman, so she said angrily, "Who the hell is this?".Friday, after dinner, when he'd
heard enough of Maria's method of fortune-telling to know that four decks were required, that only every third draw was read, and that
aces-especially red aces-were the most propitious cards to receive, Jacob had taken great pleasure in preparing for Barty the most favorable first
eight cards that could possibly be dealt. This was a small gift to cheer Agnes, on whose heart Joey's death weighed as heavily as iron chains..This
Dry Sack-assisted effort at 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..Adding new
growth to his forest of frustration, Tom got up from the study desk, fetched the newspaper from the front doorstep, and went to the kitchen to make
his morning coffee. He boiled up a pot of strong brew and sat down at the knotty-pine table with a steaming mug full of black and sugarless
solace..She stood just inside the front door of the apartment, admiring herself in a full-length mirror, waiting patiently for Celestina, who was
packing dolls, coloring books, tablets, and a large collection of crayons into a zippered satchel..Round one hit Ichabod in the left thigh, because
Junior fired while bringing the weapon up from his side, but the next two were solid torso scores. This was not bad for an amateur, even if the
distance to target was nearly short enough to define their encounter as hand-to-hand combat, and Junior decided that if the deformation of his left
foot hadn't prevented him from fighting in Vietnam, he would have acquitted himself exceptionally well in the war.."In cases like this, the
malignancy is often more advanced in one eye than the other. If the size of the tumor requires it, we remove the eye containing the greatest
malignancy, and we treat the remaining eye with radiation.".No more than a minute after Vanadium departed, a nurse arrived in a rush, no doubt
sent by the hateful cop. Hard to tell, through all the tears, if she was a looker. A nice face, perhaps. But such a stick-thin body.."I mean," said Dr.
Lipscomb, "that I'm selling my practice and putting an end to my medical career. I wanted you to know.".Atop the dead woman, Vanadium's
leather ID holder ignited. The identification card would bum, but the badge was not likely to melt. The police would also identify the revolver..Joey
was standing just outside, gazing in at her. His blue eyes were seas where sorrow sailed..Previously, Miss Pixie Lee had been from Texas, but
Angel had recently heard that Georgia was famous for its peaches, which at once captured her imagination. Now Pixie Lee had a new life in a
Georgia mansion carved out of a giant peach.."This card to mean also is family love, and is love from many friends, not just to be kissy-kissy love,"
Maria elucidated..Nolly, Kathleen, and Sparky had prepared him for Industrial Woman, but when the flashlight beam flared off her
fork-and-fan-blade face, Vanadium twitched in fright. Without fully realizing what he was doing, he crossed himself..Nolly, telling the story of his
day's work, paused as the waiter delivered two orders of the crab-cake appetizer with mustard sauce. "Nolly, Mrs. Wulfstan--enjoy!".At one point
late in the afternoon, as all three Hackachaks were hurling scorn and invective at Junior, he noticed Vanadium standing in the doorway, observing.
Perfect. He pretended not to see the cop, and when next he sneaked a look, he discovered that Vanadium had vanished like a wraith. A thick slab of
a wraith..Turning in Celestina's lap, Angel said, "Smell," and held the index finger of her right hand under her mother's nose..He chased after none
of these lovelies beyond a few dates, and none of them pursued him when he was done with them, although surely they were distressed if not bereft
at losing him..Their story would be that Cain's gun had jammed just as Tom had entered Barty's bedroom. Too cowardly for hand-to-hand combat,
the Shamefaced Slayer had fled through the open window. He was loose once more in an unsuspecting world..A quick survey of the lavatory floor.
The musician hadn't left anything behind, neither a popped button nor crimson petals from his boutonniere..Glancing at his wristwatch with alarm,
Edom bolted up from his chair. "Look at the time! Agnes gave me a lot to do, and here I am rattling on about earthquakes and cyclones.".The dear
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man cried and kissed her scars and told her that she was as beautiful as any woman alive. They stood then for a while, embracing, his hands upon
her back, her breasts against his chest, and twice they kissed, but almost chastely, before she put on her blouse again..Among these people was an
old man whom they called, among themselves, the Changer. He showed Otter a few spells of illusion; and when the boy was fifteen or so, the old
man took him out into the fields by Serrenen to show him the one spell of true change he knew. "First let's see you turn that bush into the seeming
of a tree," he said, and promptly Otter did so. Illusion came so easy to the boy that the old man took alarm. Otter had to beg and wheedle him for
any further teaching and finally to promise him, swearing on his own true and secret name, that if he learned the Changer's great spell he would
never use it but to save a life, his own or another's.."Yes," she assured him, though her gaze had dropped from his mouth to his hand, so small,
which she held in hers..Breath held, Celestina confirmed what she had suspected about the child since the quick glimpse she'd had in the surgery.
Its skin was cafe au lait with a warming touch of caramel..Junior's body betrayed him as before, and also in new ways that terrified and humiliated
him, involving every bodily fluid except cerebrospinal. For a while, inside that rocking ambulance, he wished that he were in a gondola upon the
waters of the Styx, his misery at an end.
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