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She lost track of him. Fear knocked, knocked, on the door of her heart, because she was sure that he had vanished the way ships supposedly
disappeared in the Bermuda Triangle..He opened his mouth but stood mute. Raised his right hand from his side. Worked his fingers in the air, as
though the needed words could be strummed from the ether. He felt stupid, foolish.."I really am sorry about this," Junior said, regretting the
necessity to deny her the right to look good at her own funeral, "but it's got to appear to be a crime of passion.".The expectation with which Tom
had been greeted on his arrival was as thin as the air at Himalayan heights compared to the rich stew of anticipation now aboil..Hound shrugged.
He didn't choose to tell Losen that people hated him disinterestedly.."With this money, you won't have to cut back on the number of pies you give
away--and all of that.".Under a declining moon, he fled discreetly three blocks to his Suburban, parked on a parallel street. He encountered no
traffic, and on the way, he stripped off the gardening gloves and discarded them in a Dumpster at a house undergoing remodeling..Leaving Frieda
unconscious and reeking, a condition in which her bralessness had no power to arouse him, Junior left..It was hard for him to lie. He thought he
was awkward at it because he had no practice. Hound knew better. He knew that magic itself resists untruth. Conjuring, sleight of hand, and false
commerce with the dead are counterfeits of magic, glass to the diamond, brass to the gold. They are fraud, and lies flourish in that soil. But the art
of magic, though it may be used for false ends, deals with what is real, and the words it works with are the true words. So true wizards find it hard
to lie about their art. In their heart they know that their lie, spoken, may change the world.."No. It's, stopped. The thing now is to prevent a
recurrence of the emesis, which could trigger more bleeding. He's getting antinausea medication and replacement electrolytes intravenously, and
we've applied ice bags to his midsection to reduce the chance of further abdominal-muscle spasms and to help control inflammation.".Evidently,
Jacob had made a quick trip to his apartment over the garage and, with no thought for mice and dust, had not closed the back door. Junior said,
"You've caused me a lot of trouble, you know." He'd been building a beautiful rage all night, thinking about what he'd been through because of the
girl's temptress mother, whom he saw so clearly in this pint-size bitch. "So much trouble.".LATE TUESDAY AFTERNOON in Bright Beach, as a
darker blue and iridescent tide rolled across the sky, seagulls rowed toward their safe harbors, and on the land below, shadows that had been
upright at work all day now stretched out, recumbent, preparing for the night..He had been thankful that during the long trance, he hadn't wet
himself. Now he would gladly have accepted any amount of humiliation rather than suffer these vicious cramps..So they had cooked up this
project, math and mayhem, geometry of limbs and branches, arboreal science and childish stunt, a test of strategy and strength and skill-and of the
scary limits of nine-year-old bravado..One of the paramedics had stooped beside him to press a cool hand against the nape of his neck. Now this
man said urgently, "Kenny!.Junior spoke the three words aloud and felt a strange resonance between them and his dim memories of Reverend
White's voice on that long-ago night. Yet the link, if any actually existed, remained elusive..Alarm contacts gleamed in the header, but the system
wasn't currently activated..The station wagon rolled out, the Volkswagen bus followed it, and Wally brought up the rear. "Wagons, ho!" he
announced. The morning that it happened, Barty ate breakfast in the Lampion kitchen with Angel, Uncle Jacob, and two brainless friends..Think,
think. A three-minute drive to the Lampion place. Maybe two minutes, running stop signs, cutting comers..Beautiful she was, both of face and
form, even with her mouth gaping wide and her eyes rolled back in her skull. How bright her future might have been if she had not chosen to
deceive. A tease was, in essence, a deceiver-promising what she never intended to deliver..Finished, Joshua excused himself and went down the
hall to his office. He was gone perhaps five minutes, and when he returned, he sent Barty off to the waiting room, where the receptionist kept a jar
of lemon- and orange-flavored hard candies. "A few of them have your name on 'em, Bartholomew.".Supposing that this new enthusiasm was an
attempt to uncover skullduggery in Seraphim's accident, then the girl would be doing Junior a service even after her demise. Whether or not the
traffic accident was an accident, Junior hadn't had anything to do with it..Instead, he was given a small color brochure featuring samples of the
artist's work. It also contained the same photograph of her smiling face that graced the window..A sudden strange weakness, a formless dread,
dropped Agnes out of her crouch and onto her knees beside the boy..At the front, a soft spotlight a focused on the life-size crucifix. The only
additional illumination came from the small bulbs over the stations of the cross, along both side walls, and from the flickering flames in the ruby
glass containers on the votive-candle rack.."Would you like a little tea and a piece of crumb cake?" Grace asked as smoothly as if, in The Big Book
of Etiquette for Ministers' Wives, this were the preferred response to the announcement of a startling career change..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..One detail. One only. It
was a crucial detail, however, one that she absolutely must confirm before she left St. Mary's, even if she would be required to look at the child
once more, this spawn of violence, this killer of her sister..He stared I out at the congregated ghosts of fog, white multitudes that entirely obscured
the bay, as if all the sailors ever lost at sea had gathered here, pressing at the window, eyeless forms that nevertheless saw everything..Tammy--the
stock analyst, broker, and cat-food-eating feline fetishist-whom he had dated from Christmas of '65 through February of '66, had given him the
timepiece in return for all the trading commissions and perfect sex that he had given her..After his conversation with Magusson, however, Junior
realized this fear was irrational. If the detective had miraculously escaped the cold waters of the lake, he would have been in need of emergency
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medical treatment. He would have staggered or crawled to the county highway in search of help, unaware that Junior had framed him for Victoria's
murder, too badly wounded to care about anything but getting medical attention..He waited for Otter to nod, but Otter stood motionless..Angel. A
less exotic synonym for her own name. Seraphim's angel. The angel of an angel..open grave. In his hand: the white rose, its thorns slick with his
blood. He dropped the bloom, and it fell out of sight, into the gaping earth, atop Naomi's casket..A car waited at the curb in front of the park. Dr.
Salks two associates stood beside it and seemed to have been there awhile..faiths and inhibiting rules that confused humanity, when he was
sufficiently enlightened to believe only in himself, he would be able to trust his instincts, for they would be free of society's toxic views, and he
would be assured of success and happiness if always he followed these gut feelings..Letting go of Maria, lowering her hand to her heart, Agnes
said, "I want to see him." After making the sign of the cross, Maria said, "They must to have keeped him in the eggubator until he is not dangerous.
When the nurse comes, I will make her to tell me when the baby is to be safe. But I can't be leave you. I watch. I watch over.".If the aftermath of
his encounter with Vanadium had not been so messy, Junior might have paused for dinner before wrapping up his work here. The walk back from
Quarry Lake had taken almost two hours, in part because he had ducked out of sight in the trees and brush each time that he heard traffic
approaching. He was famished. Regardless of how well-prepared the food, however, ambience was a significant factor in the enjoyment of any
meal, and bloodstained decor was not, in his view, conducive to fine dining..Onward he came, past the left front fender, gleefully hopping up and
down, as if on a pogo stick, still waving..She slept for a while, waking to a prayer spoken softly but fervently in Spanish..After all he'd suffered at
Cain's hands, Tom Vanadium surprised himself by laughing at these colorful accounts of the wife killer's misadventures. Indeed, laughter had
seemed disrespectful to the memories of Victoria Bressler and Naomi, and Vanadium had been torn between a desire to hear more and a feeling
that finding any amusement value in a man like Cain would leave a stain on the soul that no amount of penance could scrub away..Oblivious that
she and Barty had become the center of attention, Angel said, "Does he ever get the quarters back?".The odds against drawing a jack of spades four
times in a row out of four combined and randomly shuffled decks were forbidding. Jacob didn't have the knowledge necessary to calculate those
odds, but he knew they were astronomical.."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.".A spirit-shredding bleakness clawed at her, but she couldn't permit it to leave her in tatters. If she traded hope for despair, as her brothers had
done, Bartholomew would be finished before he'd begun. She owed him optimism, lessons in the joy of life..Celestina checked her wristwatch and
saw that she was running late. With Angel's short legs and layers of red, there was no point in trying to hurry..Vanadium continued in his
characteristic drone, a tone at odds with the colorful content of his speech: "A man takes one look at his wife's body, starts to sweat harder than a
copulating hog, spews like a frat boy at the end of a long beer-chugging contest, and chucks till he chucks up blood-that's not the response of your
average murderer.".It could only be made better by the presence of her parents. They had planned to fly down to San Francisco this morning, but
late yesterday, a parishioner and close friend had died. A minister and his wife sometimes had duties to the flock that superseded all else.."I'll never
forget it," Dr. Salk promised. With his attention still on Perri's pictures, he said, "But I'm afraid you give me far too much credit. I'm no superman. I
didn't do the work alone. So many dedicated people were involved."."Guilt," said the detective. "If he killed her, wouldn't an overwhelming sense
of guilt be as likely as anguish to cause acute nervous emesis?".No hesitation preceded Grace's response. "That's very generous of you, Paul. And I,
for one, accept. Is this the house where you lived with your Perri?".After a while, when no plane crashed on top of him, Jacob got up, went into the
kitchen, and mixed a batch of dough for Agnes's favorite treats. Chocolate-chip cookies with coconut and pecans.."No, that's not necessary," Junior
said, trying to sound casual. "Considering what you told me, I'm sure whoever's bothering me here can't be Vanadium. I mean, him being on the
run, with plenty of his own troubles, the last thing he'd do is follow me here just to screw with my head a little.".At 3:3 1 A.M., even the
early-winter dawn wasn't near, yet Junior was too awake to return to bed. Though sweet, though melancholy, never ominous, the ghostly singing
had left him feeling ... threatened. He considered taking a shower and getting an early start on the day. But he kept remembering Psycho: Anthony
Perkins dressed in women's clothes and wielding a butcher knife.."You're all right, we've got you now." His soft yet reverberant voice was so
unearthly that his words seemed to convey an assurance more profound and more comforting than their surface meaning..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.was trying her best to ensure the health of the baby while still remaining slim enough to avoid
suspicion..Having arrived at this same astonishing but nonetheless obvious conclusion, Harrison said, "Someone has to've been hurt." He hurried
out of the kitchen, through the dining room, with Paul close behind him..She left him sore in places that had never been sore before. Yet he was
more stressed out on Thursday than he'd been on Wednesday..After supper in a roadside diner, Paul returned to his room and studied a tattered map
of the western United States, the latest of several he'd worn out over the years. Depending on the weather and the steepness of the terrain, he might
be able to reach Spruce Hills, Oregon, in ten days..For a while, Celestina had worried that the girl was slower to walk than other children, slower to
talk, and slower to develop her vocabulary, even though Celestina read aloud to her from storybooks every day. Then, during the past six months,
Angel had caught up in a rush though she traveled a road somewhat different from what the childrearing books described. Her first word was
mama, which was fairly standard, but her second was blue, which for a while came out "boo." At three, an average child would be doing
exceptionally well to identify four colors; Angel could name eleven, including black and white, because she was able routinely to differentiate pink
from red, and purple from blue..Reading the dates on the headstone, he saw that the minister's daughter had died on the seventh of January, the day
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after Naomi had fallen from the fire tower. If ever asked, Junior would have no trouble accounting for his whereabouts on that day..He tucked his
left arm tight against his side and threw himself against the door. The obstructing furniture was heavy, but it moved an inch. If it would give one
inch, it would give two, so it wasn't immovable, and he was already as good as in there..Shivering, Junior slammed the trunk lid and warily
surveyed the lonely landscape. Black pines spread bristled arms through the charry night, and the moon cast down a jaundiced light that seemed to
obscure more than it illuminated..When Agnes pressed for a diagnosis, Dr. Chan quietly pleaded the need to gather more information. After Barty
had seen the oncologist and had additional tests, he and his mother would return here in the afternoon to receive a diagnosis and counseling in
treatment options..Slamming through the door, letting it bang shut behind him hard enough to crack the glass, crossing the porch, Tom took the
beauty of the day like a fist in the gut. It was too blue and too bright and too gorgeous to harbor death, and yet it did, birth and death, alpha and
omega, woven in a design that flaunted meaning but defied understanding. It was a blow, this day, a hard blow, brutal in its beauty, in its
simultaneous promises of transcendence and loss..the hilly streets of the city, ignoring all traffic lights and stop signs, pegging the speedometer
needle at its highest mark, as though he might eventually be air-cooled by sufficient speed. He wanted to slam through unwary pedestrians, crack
their bones, and send them tumbling..The unmatched suite of bedroom furniture, cheap and scarred, might have been purchased at a thrift shop. A
double bed and one nightstand. A small dresser..Aware of the dangers of dehydration, he drank a bottle of water and put two half-gallon containers
of Gatorade in the Suburban..For a long time, she stood beside the bed, holding his hand, confident that on some level he was aware of her
presence, though he gave no indication whatsoever that he knew she was there..But he was more than she had ever imagined her boy to be, more
than merely a prodigy..The detective wasn't the only person in the world who liked "Someone to Watch over Me." Anyone in the lounge might
have requested it. Or maybe this number was part of the pianist's usual repertoire..After mentally reviewing what he must say, after working up a
nervous edge, he dialed the SFPD emergency number.."Come with me," Paul Damascus said at once. "To Bright Beach. It is far away from San
Francisco, and he'd never think of looking for you there. Why would he? You've no connection to the place. I've got a house with enough room.
You're welcome. And you wouldn't be among strangers.".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..Junior said, "I should know your name from the playbill at the
lounge, but I'm as bad with names as you are good with faces.".When the sound-suppressor was properly attached to the pistol, Junior Cain leaned
closer to the girl, peered into her eyes, and whispered, "Naomi, are you in there?" Near the top of the stairs, Barty thought he heard voices in his
bedroom. Soft and indistinct. When he stopped to listen, the voices fell silent, or maybe he only imagined them..Shadows still perched throughout
most of the room. They no longer reminded her of roosting birds, but of a featherless flock, leathery of wing and red of eye, with a taste for
unspeakable feasts..Junior didn't know much about guns. He didn't approve of them; he had never owned one..Against the sight of Franklin Chan's
pity, which implied the hopelessness of Barty's condition, Agnes closed her eyes. But she opened them at once, because this chosen darkness
reminded her that unwanted darkness might be Barty's fate.."Nothing of the kind." Agnes smiled at Barty and wiggled her finger in his grip.
"They've always been my salvation. I don't know what I'd do without them.".He looked up into the eyes of the stocky man with the birthmark. They
were gray eyes, hard as nail heads, but clear and surprisingly beautiful in that otherwise unfortunate face..Chastened by these recent events, he
vowed to stop meditating, to void all passive responses to the challenges of life. He must explore the unknown rather than flinch from it in fear.
Besides, through his explorations, he would prove that the unknown was all just tapioca or applesauce, or whatever..Daylight had retreated from the
windows. Winter night, wound in scarfs of fog, like a leprous mendicant, rattled out a breath as though begging their attention beyond the
glass..Celestina hardly knew Paul, and although he'd saved her mother's life, his offer raised a look of doubt from her.."July 14, 1960, in Guatemala
City, Guatemala, a fire in a mental hospital-two hundred twenty-five dead.".Sklent proved to be angry, suspicious, volatile, but also a man of
tremendous intellectual power. A profound and dazzling conversationalist, he rattled off breathtaking insights into the human condition,
astonishing yet unarguable opinions about art, and revolutionary philosophical concepts. Later, except in the matter of ghosts, Junior would not be
able to remember a single word of what Sklent had said, only that it had all been brilliant and really cool..If he had been any other three-year-old,
she would have told a compassionate lie. He was her miracle child, however, her prodigy, and he would know a lie for what it was..Fortifying
herself with more coffee, Jolene said, "Edom, you were going to tell us how Joey's coping with fatherhood.".He paused, not sure how to proceed.
He was not accustomed to writing letters to total strangers..Rolling onto her side, fumbling in the dark, Celestina White snared the phone on the
third ring. Her hello was also a yawn..The Spruce Hills Police Department was far too small to have a full-blown Scientific Investigation Division.
And if the tableau presented to them appeared convincing enough, they might accept the death as a freak accident and never turn to the state police
for technical.The musician's bird-sharp gaze grew dull. His pink tongue protruded from his mouth, like a half-eaten worm..Since childhood, he had
been waiting for this moment-if indeed it was The Moment-and he had nearly lost hope that the much-desired encounter would ever come to pass.
He had expected to find others with his perceptions among physicists or mathematicians, among monks or mystics, but never in the form of a
three-year-old girl dressed all in midnight-blue except for a red belt and two red hair bows..In August, he developed an interest in meditation. He
began with concentrative meditation-the form called meditation "with seed"--in which you must close your eyes, mentally focus on a visualized
object, and clear your mind of all else..From, the darkness of his room, Barty now spoke the words for which Agnes had been waiting, his whisper
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soft yet resonant in the quiet house: "Good-night, Daddy."."There's a fine George and Ira Gershwin song called 'Someone to Watch Over Me.'.It
was the best he could do in protest against the misuse of good work and a good ship. He was pleased with himself. When the ship was launched
(and all seemed well with her, for her fault would not show up until she was out on the open sea) he could not keep from his teachers what he had
done, the little circle of old men and midwives, the young hunchback who could speak with the dead, the blind girl who knew the names of things.
He told them his trick, and the blind girl laughed, but the old people said, "Look out. Take care. Keep hidden.".their work, tears were followed by
reminiscences that brought a smile and soothed, and hope was always found to be the flower that bloomed from every seed of hopelessness..First
he tore two paper towels from a wall-mounted dispenser and held one in each hand, as makeshift gloves. He was determined to leave no
fingerprints..Down the stairs, through the ground floor, quickly, soundlessly, breath held at times, listening for the other's breathing, listening for
the softest squeak of rubber-soled shoes, although the hard clack of cloven hoofs and a whiff of sulfur would not have been surprising. At last he
went to the kitchen, full circle from the shiny quarter on the breakfast table to the quarter again. No Cain..The syphilitic-monkey comparison struck
Tom Vanadium as bizarre, but it turned out to be a sober judgment based on experience. In his fifties, Sparky had worked as the chief of
maintenance at a medical-research laboratory, where-among other projects-monkeys had been intentionally infected with syphilis and then
observed over their life span. In the terminal stages, some of the primates engaged in such outr? behavior that they had prepared Sparky for his
eventual encounter with Enoch Cain.."Please take the cards from the pack and put them on the coffee table in front of you," Obadiah directed..Still
seeking some missing fact, some insight that would help him understand the maniac's Bartholomew obsession, Tom asked more questions until
Celestina suddenly realized and revealed what might be the information that he sought: Cain's perverse insistence on playing the reverend's taped
rough draft of "This Momentous Day" throughout his long assault on her sister..Her mouth was as greedy as it was ripe, and her pliant body
radiated volcanic heat, and as Junior slipped his hands under her skirt, his mind teemed with thoughts of sex and wealth and power, until he
discovered that the heiress was an heir, with genitalia better suited to boxer shorts than to silk lingerie..Breath repeatedly catching in her throat,
heart thudding, Agnes watched her son through the open car door..In the bedroom once more, before poring through the contents of the nightstand
drawers, the dresser drawers, and the closet, he looked in the adjacent bathroom, switched on the light because there was no window-and found
Bartholomew on a wall, slashed and punctured, disfigured by hundreds of wounds. Wally parked the Buick at the curb in front of the house in
which he lived, and when Celestina slid across the car seat to the passenger's door, he said, "No, wait here. I'll fetch Angel and drive the two of you
home.".Agnes drew him into her arms and lifted him off the desk and embraced him tightly, with his head on her shoulder and his face nestled
against her neck, as she'd held him when he was a baby.."I said it didn't work that way, and it doesn't. Yet ... I don't actually walk in those other
worlds to avoid the rain, but I sort of walk in the idea of those worlds. . . .".To Perri's bed, a journey of only a few steps, but farther than unwanted
Rome. The carpet seeming to pull at his feet, to suck like mud under his shoes. The air as thick as liquid in his resistant to his progress..Edom had
noticed them earlier. Now he saw they were in worse condition than he'd thought. Enlarged knuckles, fingers not entirely at natural angles to one
another. Perhaps Obadiah had rheumatoid arthritis, like Bill Klefton, though a less crippling case..When the convulsive seizure passed, as he
collapsed back on the spattered pillow, shuddering at the stench rising from his hideously fouled clothes, Junior was suddenly struck by an idea that
was either.He closed his eyes again and seemed asleep, but then as she clicked off the lamp, he murmured, "You have your halo again.".Or perhaps
the sorrow was less sadness than yearning. He had to move on, but he was loath to begin this strange journey without her..This was the image that
plied the turbulent waters of Junior Cain's imagination when he sailed out of the driver's door and came around to face the Studebaker, his heart
dropping like an anchor..Vanadium's smile, in that tragically fractured face, might have alarmed most people, but Kathleen found it appealing
because of the indestructible spirit it revealed..Wet cobblestones and tattered blacktop. Hurry, hurry. Past the lighted casement window in the
gallery men's room..Her hands trembled as she attempted to fold her sister's clothes into the small suitcase. What should have been a simple task
became a daunting challenge; the fabric seemed to come alive in her hands and slip through her fingers, resisting every attempt to organize it.
When eventually she realized there was no reason to be neat, she tossed the garments into the bag without concern for wrinkling them..Another of
Junior's self-improvement projects, since moving to California, was to become a knowledgeable gourmet, also a connoisseur of fine wines. San
Francisco was the perfect university for this education, because it offered innumerable world-class restaurants in every imaginable ethnic
variety..The deejay announced song number four for the week: the Beatles' "She's a Woman." The Fab Four filled the Studebaker with
music..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..CELESTINA RETURNED TO Room 724 to collect Phimie's belongings from the tiny closet and from the nightstand..and humble. They
managed to worry up tuition for art school, but Celestina worked as a waitress to pay for her studio apartment and other needs..Because this kind
of fictional fact, like maps of imaginary realms, is of real interest to some readers, I include the description after the stories. I also redrew the
geographical maps for this book, and while doing so, happily discovered a very old one in the Archives in Havnor..The longer he crouched, head
cocked, breathing silently through his open mouth, the more convinced Junior became that he had heard a man approaching. Indeed, the terrible
conviction grew that someone was standing immediately in front of the dumpster, head cocked, also breathing through his open mouth, listening
for Junior even as Junior listened for him..Serving a formal dinner was Agnes's way of declaring-to herself more than to anyone else in
attendance-that the time had come for her to get on with life for Bartholomew's sake, but also for her own..Move, move, like a runaway train,
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leaving the dead nuns--or at least one dead musician-far behind.."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.".The stump was capped at the end of the internal
cuneiform, depriving Junior of everything from the metatarsal to the tip of the toe. He was delighted with this result, because successful
reattachment would have been a calamity..He was immensely weary, limp. He felt oppressed, as though a great weight were piled on him. Even
keeping his eyes open was tiring..Edom and Jacob came to the house, asking what Dr. Chan had said, and Agnes lied to them. "There are some test
results we won't have until Monday, but he thinks Barty is going to be all right."."He's blind, sure, but he's also a boy," Angel said, "and trees are
something that boys gotta do.".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..His eyes were strangely radiant, as she had never seen them before, as if the shining angel who would guide him
elsewhere had already entered his body and was with him to begin the journey.."Money's no object. I can afford whatever you'd like to charge. And
I'd be a diligent student.".The apartment above Elena's Fashions could be reached by a set of exterior stairs at the back of the building. The climb
had never before taxed Agnes in the least, but now it took away her breath and left her legs trembling by the time she reached the top landing..At
the sight of her photograph, she felt herself flush. She hoped none of the pedestrians passing between her and the gallery would look from the photo
to her face and recognize her. What had she been
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