The Washingtonian Volume 4

THE WASHINGTONIAN VOLUME 4
Maria Gonzalez brought rice casseroles, homemade tamales, and chile rellenos. Daily, Jacob made cookies and brownies, always a new variety,
and in such volume that Maria's plates were heaped with baked goods each time they were returned to her..As she struggled to cope with her loss,
the last thing Agnes needed was the reminder posed by that empty chair. Maria's intentions were good, however, and Agnes didn't want to hurt her
feelings..Tommy James and the Shondells, good American boys, had a record farther down the charts-"Hanky Panky"-that Junior felt was better
than the Beatles' tune. The failure of his countrymen to support homegrown talent aggravated him. The nation seemed eager to surrender its culture
to foreigners..Unfortunately, Caesar Zedd had not written a self-help book on how to commit homicide and escape the consequences thereof, and as
before, Junior was entirely on his own..When Nolly sighed and frowned, his lumpish face seemed in danger of sliding off his skull, like oatmeal
oozing off a spoon. "Mr. Cain, much as I regret it, I'm afraid I'm going to have to return half of the retainer you gave me."."You feel remorse,
though," said Agnes. "I can see you do. And not just because of what happened to your hands.".Nothing remained to be done but to press her shoe
in the butter and hammer her head into the comer of the oven door..First, he searched immediately around the dead man, figuring that the watch
might still be snared on the coat belt or on one of the sleeve straps. No luck..Ten months later, Simon called again, also regarding Cain, but this
time the attorney was the client, and Cain was the target. What Simon wanted Nolly to do was strange, to say the least, and it could be construed as
harassment, but none of it was exactly illegal. And for two years, beginning with the quarter in the cheeseburger, ending with the coin-spitting
machines, all of it had been great fun..For Agnes and Barty, one stop remained, where some of the joy of Christmas would always be buried with
the husband that she still missed every day and the father that he would never know..She got a can of soda, returned to the table, and sat down as if
finished with her explorations. "You're okay, Barty.".On the high marsh-Dragonfly-A description of Earthsea..Similarities between Naomi and her
mom- ended with appearances. Sheena was loud, crass, self-absorbed, and had the vocabulary of a brothel owner specializing in service to sailors
with Tourette's syndrome.."All right. Well ... Jesuits are encouraged to pursue education in any subject that interests them, not theology alone. I
was deeply interested in physics.".This Detroit-built gondola would swiftly navigate the Styx without a black-robed gondolier to pole it
onward..Dr. Salk returned the photos, put a hand on Paul's shoulder, and smiled. "But that's always the way, you see? Heroes always get back more
than they give. The act of giving assures the getting back.".He slipped behind the door and raised the pewter candlestick over his head. Weighing
perhaps five pounds, the object made a formidable bludgeon, almost as good as a hammer..-Dumpsters and delivery trucks hulked against the
building walls. Steam billowed out of street grates. The gray shadows were no longer disturbed by a running shade in a tweed sports jacket..Angel
followed him at two steps, and when she stood beside his chair, watching him open the soft drink, Barty said, "Why were you following
me?".According to the brief biographic note with the picture, Celestina White was a graduate of San Francisco's Academy of Art College. She had
been born and raised in Spruce Hills, Oregon, the daughter of a minister.."You're the one who said your cold's just here. Maybe it stays in the
kitchen, hoping it'll get a piece of pie."."My scar," he confessed, "is inexperience. For a man my age, Agnes, I'm in some ways unbelievably
innocent. I wouldn't trade the years with Perri for anything or anyone, but intense as it was, our love didn't include ... Well, I mean, you may find
me inadequate.".A s?ance was what it appeared to be at first. Eight people were gathered around the dining-room table, which stood utterly bare.
No food, no drinks, no centerpiece. They all exhibited that shiny-faced look of people nervously awaiting the revelations of a spirit medium: part
trepidation, part soaring hope..Beveled, crackled, distorted, divided into petals and leaves, Deed's face beyond the lead-ad glass, as he leaned closer
to try to peer inside, was the countenance of a dream demon swimming up out of a nightmare lake.."Better. Fear doesn't require him even to seduce
a woman or to buy a bottle of whiskey. He just needs to open himself to it, and he will be filled like a glass under a faucet. As difficult as this may
be to comprehend, Cain would choose to be neck-deep in a bottomless pool of terror, desperately trying to stay afloat, rather than to suffer that
unrelieved hollowness. Fear can give shape and meaning to his life, and I intend not merely to fill him with fear but to drown him in it.".Suddenly
she realized-Good Lord!-that someone else had a had inside her, up the very center of her, massaging her uterus in the same lazy pattern as that
made by the piece of melting ice on her belly..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..After undressing for the night, he sat on the edge of the bed
for a while, rubbing the coin between the thumb and forefinger of his right hand, brooding about Thomas Vanadium. He tried rolling it across his
knuckles; he dropped it repeatedly.."April 23, 1940, Natchez, Mississippi, dance-hall fire-one hundred ninety-eight dead. December 7, 1946,
Atlanta, Georgia, the Winecoff Hotel fire-one hundred nineteen dead.".Junior would have liked to pursue spiritual matters with Sklent, but
numerous other partyers wanted their time with the great man. In parting, sure that he would give the artist a laugh, Junior withdrew the brochure
for "This Momentous Day" from his jacket and coyly asked for an opinion of Celestina White's paintings..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.".Mocked by the silvery ping-ting-jingle of the maniac
detective emptying his ghostly pockets, Junior ran..The telephone was operative, and Vanadium dialed the number of the building superintendent,
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Sparky Vox. Sparky had an apartment in the basement, on the upper of two subterranean floors, adjacent to the garage entrance..He had sworn this
vow before. An argument could be made that he had broken it..She shivered, and Edom, thinking that she had caught a chill ripped off his suit
jacket and draped it over her shoulders..Whereas Paul had been confounded in his desire to express his admiration for Salk, he was able to speak
about Perri at length and with ease. Her wit, her heart, her wisdom, her kindness, her beauty, he goodness, her courage were the threads in a
narrative tapestry that Pad could have continued weaving for all the rest of his days. Since her death, he hadn't been able to talk about her with
anyone he knew, because his friends tended to focus on him, on his suffering, when he wanted them only to understand Perri better, to realize what
an exceptional person she had been. He wanted her to be remembered, after he was gone, wanted her grace and her fortitude to be recalled and
respected. She was too fine a woman to leave without a ripple in her wake, and the thought that her memory might pass away with Paul himself
was anguishing..Assisted by Edom and Jacob, Agnes-in a wheelchair-was rolled across the grass, between the headstones, to her husband's final
resting place. Although no longer in danger of renewed hemorrhaging, she was under doctor's orders to avoid strain..You ever hear it, Enoch? I'm
that someone for you, of course, in a romantic sense."."Longer to wait between Christmases," she said. "And between birthdays. I'd save a bunch of
money on gifts.".Kitchen staff. All men. Some looked up in surprise; others were oblivious of him. He stalked the cramped work aisles, eyes
watering from the fragrant steam and the heat, seeking Vanadium, an answer..Judging by the sounds Vanadium made, Junior figured that the cop
had settled once more into the armchair..With a nimbleness and an alacrity that a lemur would have admired, the girl ascended to the first
crotch..Looking down at Barty, Agnes saw the ghost of Joey in the baby's face, and although she half believed that her husband would be alive now
if he had never tempted fate by putting such a high price on his fife, she couldn't find any anger in her heart for him. She must accept this final
generosity with grace-if also without enthusiasm..Walking away, he was aware of the many faces at the windows, all as stupid as the faces of
cud-chewing cows. He had given them something to talk about when they returned from lunch to their shops and offices. He'd reduced himself to
an object of amusement for strangers, had briefly become one of the city's army of eccentrics..She had lighted one candle for each of eleven
apostles, none for the twelfth, Judas, the betrayer. Consequently, after burning a fragment of the cards in each votive glass, she was left with one
piece..She always had a generous heart. After disease whittled Perri's flesh, leaving her so frail, her great heart, undiminished by her suffering,
seemed bigger than the body that contained it.."That discord sets up lots of other vibrations, some of which will return to you in ways you might
expect-and some in ways you could never see coming. Of the things you couldn't have seen coming, I'm the worst.".For eight nights thereafter,
Agnes padded the floor with folded blankets on both sides of the boy's bed, insurance against a middle-of-the-night fall. On the eighth morning, she
discovered that Barty had returned the blankets to the closet from which she'd gotten them. They were not jammed haphazardly on the shelves-the
sure evidence of a child's work-but were folded and stacked as neatly as Agnes herself would have stored them.."Too few," said Maria, "might
mean you made an admirably small number of moral mistakes but also that you failed to take reasonable risks and didn't make full use of the gift of
life.".This was a memory, not a real voice. Even after you became an accomplished meditator, the mind resisted this degree of blissful oblivion and
tried to sabotage it with aural and visual memories..Glorying in the cloudless day and the warmer than usual weather, he drove seventy miles north,
through phalanxes of evergreens that marched down the steep hills to the scenic coast. All the way, he monitored the traffic in his rearview mirror.
No one followed him..No sign of Vanadium. Some of the taller monuments offered hiding places on both sides of the cemetery road, as did the
thicker trunks of the larger trees..Angel raised her attention from the salt shaker to Tom's face, studied his scars for a moment, and said, "No.".Still
relishing her little pretense of rejection, Victoria did not touch the rose. "What kind of woman do you think I am?"."Maybe he's a character I saw in
a movie or read in a novel. I'm a member of the Book-of-the-Month Club. I'm always reading one thing or another. I don't remember a character
named B-Bartholomew, but maybe I read the book years ago.".Of course, there was no possibility whatsoever of 'drawing four identical jacks from
combined decks that had been exquisitely manipulated and meticulously arranged by a master mechanic-unless the effect of the jacks was intended,
which in this case it was not. The odds couldn't be calculated because it could never happen. No element of chance was involved here. The cards in
that stack should have been as predictably ordered-to Jacob-as were the numbered pages in a book..Shaking his head, his coffee cup rattling against
the saucer, Edom said, "Uh, no, sir, no, I don't think we've ever met till now.".Deciding that he didn't need an exit line, Junior headed toward the
service road and his Suburban..Agnes remained mystified by this talk, but a week before, in the rain-swept cemetery, she had learned there was
substance to it..This was not the same card he'd found at his bedside, under two dimes and a nickel, on the night following Naomi's funeral. He had
torn that one and had thrown it away..Paul was nearest to that corner when he halted Grace in her rush toward certain death. Before he quite
realized what he was doing, he found that he'd flung open the door and climbed half the single long flight of steps, as surefooted as Doc Savage or
the Saint, or the Whistler, or any of the other pulp-fiction heroes whose exploits had for so long been his adventures by proxy..Great hobnailed
wheels of pain turned through Agnes, driving her into darkness for a moment..When he passed by his own lunch plate on the counter and again saw
the quarter gleaming in the cheese, he spat out a curse..She was shaking and so afraid, not thinking clearly, and for a moment she didn't understand
what he meant, what he wanted, and then she saw that the window on his side of the car was shattered, too, and that the door beyond him was badly
torqued, twisted in its frame. Worse, the side of the Pontiac had burst inward when the pickup plowed into them. With a steel snarl and sheet-metal
teeth, it had bitten into Joey, bitten deep, a mechanical shark swimming out of the wet day, shattering ribs, seeking his warm heart..When he heard
the snick of the lock being disengaged, he rammed into the men's room..A sudden cold breeze blew down out of the moon, bearing a faint alien
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scent, and the black boughs of the trees billowed and rustled like witches' skirts..By Sunday evening, a combination of factors-deep commitment to
the philosophy of Zedd, explosive testosterone levels, boredom, self-pity, and a desire to be a risk-taking man of action once more-motivated Junior
to splash a little Hai Karate behind each ear and go courting. Shortly after sunset, with a single red rose and a bottle of Merlot, he set off for
Victoria Bressler's place..Even above the piston-knock of her heart and the bellows-wheeze of her breath, Celestina heard wood crack, a small pane
of glass explode, and metal torque with a squeal. The creep was going to get away..He briefly closed his hand around the three coins, then with a
snap of his wrist, flung them at Nolly, who flinched. But either the coins were never flung or they vanished in midair-and his hand was empty..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..Strangely, as
sometimes happened in this room, his missing toe itched. There was no point in removing his shoe and sock to scratch the stump, because that
would provide no relief. Curiously, the itch was in the phantom toe itself, where it could never be scratched..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..And like John Kennedy's
death, Zedd's passing was cloaked in mystery, inspiring widespread suspicion of conspiracy. Only a few believed that he had committed suicide,
and Junior was certainly not one of those gullible fools. Caesar Zedd, author of You Have a Right to Be Happy, would never have blown his brains
out with a shotgun, as the authorities preferred the public to believe..After mentally reviewing what he must say, after working up a nervous edge,
he dialed the SFPD emergency number..On the third of June, he found another useless Bartholomew, and on Saturday, the twenty-fifth, two deeply
disturbing events occurred. He switched on his kitchen radio only to discover that "Paperback Writer," yet another Beatles song, had climbed to the
top of the charts, and he received a call from a ea woman..He yearned for a new heart mate. He was wise enough to know that no amount of
yearning could transform the wrong woman into the right one. Love couldn't be demanded, planned, or manufactured. Love always came as a
surprise, snuck up on you when you were least expecting it, like Anthony Perkins in a dress.."Well, with so much on His shoulders, He can't always
watch us directly, you know, with His fullest attention every minute, but He's always at least watching from the corner of His eye. You'll be all
right. I know you will.".Worse, the people who adopted Seraphim's baby might be anywhere in the nine-county Bay Area. Millions of phone
listings to scan..As the storm failed to dampen Joey, so the rotating red-and-white beacons on the surrounding police vehicles did not touch him.
The.Such behavior as hers was unlikely to lead to self-discovery, self improvement, and fulfillment. We make our own misery in this life. For
better or worse, we create our own futures..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.''.Junior actually raised his trembling left hand to his ear, expecting to find the quarter tucked in the
auditory canal, held between the tragus and the antitragus, waiting to be plucked with a flourish..THE SANDMAN WAS powerless to cast a spell
of sleep while Junior spent the night flushing away enough water to drain a reservoir..He would come. She knew. She had always known, but had
half forgotten. There was something special about Angel, and because of that specialness, she lived under a threat as surely as the newborns of
Bethlehem under King Herod's death decree. Long ago, Celestina glimpsed a complex and mysterious pattern in this, and to the eye of the artist,
the symmetry of the design required that the father would sooner or later come..With a cry of alarm, he bolted to the bathroom and made it with not
a second to spare. He seemed to be on the throne long enough to have witnessed the rise and fall of an empire..Nolly shrugged. "He can't know for
sure. And anyway, he didn't get the pushed idea until he'd already taken the case.".This room didn't face the street by which Cain would approach
the building, so Vanadium switched on the lights. He spent fifteen minutes examining the mundane contents of the cupboards, searching for
nothing in particular, merely getting an idea of how the suspect lived-and, admittedly, hoping for an item as helpful to a conviction as a severed
head in the refrigerator or at least a plastic-wrapped kilo of marijuana in the freezer..No, impossible. He had killed Victoria almost a year and a half
before this phone call. When you were dead, you were gone forever.."Nick," he suggested, as though any reason existed for her to be on a
first-name basis with the man who killed her husband. "I wasn't drinking. ".Six paces past that marker floorboard, Barty had the strangest feeling
that someone was in the hallway with him..Eventually he approached the door between the dining room and the kitchen. He paused there,
listening..Otter shrugged..Meanwhile, he became an accomplished meditator. Guided by Bob Chicane, Junior progressed from concentrative
meditation with seed the mental image of a bowling pin-to meditation without seed. This advanced form is far more difficult, because nothing is
visualized, and the purpose is to concentrate on making the mind utterly blank..A lamp with a fringed silk shade spread small feathery wings of
golden light over one corner of the living room. On the coffee table were three decorative blown-glass oil lamps, ashimmer.."She was a hero, just
like you. I wanted you ... I wanted you to see her and to know her name. Perri Damascus. That was her name."."D'you have a bag?".Between new
women and needlepoint pillows, he participated in s?ances, attended lectures given by ghost hunters, visited haunted houses, and read more strange
books. He even sat for the camera of a famous medium whose photographs sometimes revealed the auras of benign or malevolent presences
hovering in the vicinity of her subject, though in his case she could discern no telltale sign of a spirit..From the bathroom, Junior gathered an
electric razor and toiletries. He added these to the suitcases..He was no longer hopeful that they could have a future together. After sampling the
Junior Cain thrill machine, Celestina would want more, as women always did, but the time for a meaningful romance had now passed. For all the
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anguish he'd been put through, however, he deserved the consolation of her sweet body at least once. A little compensation. Payback..He was
Father Tom again, having recommitted to his vows three years previous. At his request, the Church had assigned him as the chaplain of Pie Lady
Services..She moved beside him. "For one minute, after her heart stopped the first time, she wasn't here in St. Mary's, was she? Her body, yes, that
was still here, but not Phimie.".As he entered, the visitor's back was to Junior, and he moved toward the table, where dead Victoria sat with her
head on her folded arms. She looked for all the world as though she were just resting..The girl sucked in deep lungsful of the weary clouds. "Better
hold tight, Mommy, I'm gonna float.".Paul knelt on one knee beside her wheelchair. "This momentous day, Agnes. This momentous day, with all
of its beginnings. Hmmm?".Into her fevered mind came an image of a milk-glass infant, as translucent as Joey at the back door of the ambulance.
Fearing that this vision meant her child would be stillborn, she said, My baby, but no sound escaped her..Agnes wanted to tell them that all their
efforts would be to no avail, that they should cease and desist, be kind and let her go. She had no reason to stay here anymore. She was moving on
to be with her dead husband and her dead baby, moving on to a place where there was no pain, where no one was as poor as."Fifteen fifty-six?" Bill
frowned. "Hell, the Chinese probably didn't even have mud back then.".Amazed, Agnes gaped at her baby. The throat lump that blocked her speech
was part pride, part awe, and part fear, though she didn't at once understand why this wonderful precociousness should frighten her..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..Short and slender, Dr. Chan was as self-effacing as a
Buddhist monk, as confident and as gracious as a mandarin emperor. His manner was serene, and his effect was tranquility..He hadn't intended to
enter the gallery. No one in his usual circles would attend this show, unless in such a state of chemically altered consciousness that they wouldn't be
able to recall the event in the morning, so he wasn't likely to be recognized or remembered. Yet it seemed unwise to risk being identified as a
reception attendee if Celestina White's little Bartholomew and maybe the artist herself were murdered later. The police, in their customary
paranoia, might suspect a link between this affair and the killings, which would motivate them to seek out and.If someone were here in the hallway
with him, it couldn't be Angel, because she would be chattering enthusiastically in one voice or another. Uncle Jacob would never tease him like
this, and no one else was in the house..Sometimes, just the thought of getting in the car and venturing into the dangerous world was intolerable.
Then he settled into his La-ZBoy and waited for the natural disaster that would soon scrub him off the earth as though he had never existed..On this
occasion, however, he couldn't have focused on a book even if he'd had the strength to hold it. The fierce paroxysms that clenched his guts also
destroyed his ability to concentrate..Incredibly, the thief left behind the most valuable items: the collection of hardcover first editions of Caesar
Zedd's complete body of work. The box stood open, its contents having been explored in haste, but not a single volume was missing..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.".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.".Twilight, nearly gone and purple in the west, inspired a bright violet line along the crest of an incoming bank of
bay fog, as though the mist were shot through with a luminous vein of neon, transforming the entire sparkling city into a stylish cabaret just now
opening for business. The night, soft as a woman come to dance, carried a steely blade of cold in its black-silk skirts..Yet his heart slammed hard
and heavy against his confining ribs, and fear stippled the nape of his neck..The girl's appetite was sharp, even though the food was soft and bland.
Soon, she slept..Based on the evidence, perhaps Sklent never laughed, regardless of how clever the joke. He scowled fiercely at the paintings in the
brochure, returned it to Junior, and snarled, "Shoot the bitch.".On the counter beside the bathroom sink stood an open box of BandAids in a variety
of sizes, a bottle of rubbing alcohol, and a bottle of iodine..Using a three-step folding stool, he was able to get near enough to one of the vent plates
in the living room to determine whether it might be the source of the song. just then the singing stopped..He had dragged Ichabod halfway across
the threshold when he heard someone say, "No.".The one piece he had purchased was by a young Bay Area artist, Bavol Poriferan, about whom art
critics nationwide were in agreement: He was destined for a long and significant career. The sculpture had cost over nine thousand dollars, an
extravagance for a man trying to live on the income of his hard-won and prudently invested fortune, but its presence in his living room immediately
identified him, to cognoscenti, as a person of taste and cutting-edge sensibilities..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..Neddy's face didn't
appear to be as pale as it had been earlier. An undertone of gray, possibly blue, darkened the skin..Tom Vanadium's uninflected but curiously
hypnotic voice, his pensive manner, his gray eyes so beautiful in that fractured face, his air of measured melancholy, and his evident intelligence
gave him a presence that was simultaneously as solid as a great mass of granite and yet otherworldly..On the two-chair bed beside her mother,
Angel issued small cries of distress in her sleep. Whatever presences flocked around her in the dream, they weren't baby chickens..He had the
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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.."Sulk away," the man said. "If you don't like this work, there's always the
roaster.".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..Clearly, the musician recognized him, which seemed unlikely, even extraordinary, considering that
they'd never spoken to each other, and considering that Junior must be only one of thousands of customers who had passed through that lounge in
the past three years..She had put aside a half-finished pencil portrait of Phimie to develop several of Nella Lombardi..The baby felt too light to be
real. She weighed five pounds fourteen ounces, but she seemed lighter than air, as though she might float up and out of her aunt's arms..He found
nothing especially gratifying, switched off the lights, and moved on to the living room. If Cain was coming home, he could glance up from the
street and see lights ablaze here, so Vanadium resorted to a small flashlight, always carefully hooding the lens with one hand..He woke at noon,
eyes gummed shut with the effluence of sleep. He felt lousy, but he was in control of himself-and strong enough to fetch his suitcase, which he'd
been unable to carry upon arrival..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.
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