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Maria, after a single sip of Chardonnay, fled to the kitchen, ostensibly to check on the apricot flan that she'd brought, but in reality to press a cool
and slightly damp dishtowel against her eyes..Junior realized that killing Renee this very night would be an unthinkable waste. Instead, he could
marry her first, enjoy her for a while, and eventually arrange an accident or suicide that left him with all-or at least a significant portion of her
assets.."All right. I get my new eyes from a doctor. They're not real eyes, just plastic, to fill in where my eyes used to be.".In the morning, after
Agnes showered and dressed, when she went downstairs, she discovered Barty already at the kitchen table, eating a bowl of cereal while riveted to
the book. Finished with breakfast, he returned to his room, reading as he went..He didn't realize he was swinging the candlestick at Vanadium's
face until he saw the blow land. And then he couldn't stop himself from swinging it yet once more.."I've already told them," Joey said, wheeling
away from her and yanking open the door of the foyer closet with such force that she thought he would tear it off its hinges..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..He swept the immediate area with the flashlight, and shadows spun with shadows, waltzing spirits in the ballroom of the night..At the
far end of the table, Agnes shot up from her chair as her son said rain, and as he said wet, she spoke warningly: "Barty!".Because the glass wings of
the open window didn't lie flat against the exterior wall, they blocked his view. He had to thrust himself farther through the opening, until he
seesawed on the sill, before he could see the length of the entire block, in which the gallery stood at approximately the middle..Heedless of the
rules of standard police procedure, Tom raced to the doorway, crossed the threshold, and saw Barty throw a can of soda at the shaved head and
pocked face of a transformed Enoch Cain..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..Under a sullen afternoon sky, in the winter-drab hills, the yellow-and-white station wagon was a bright arrow, drawn and fired not from
a hunter's quiver but from that of a Samaritan.."Well, you're sweet, aren't you? And you're all bright red on the outside and milk chocolate inside,"
Celestina said, gently tweaking the girl's light brown nose..Aware of the mortician's new edginess, Jacob was convinced that his initial distrust of
Panglo was justified. This twitchy little guy seemed to have something to hide. Jacob didn't have to be a cop to recognize nervousness born of
guilt..under the spoon to catch drips, she conveyed the shimmering sliver to Agnes's mouth..As though Amelia Earhart, the long-lost aviatrix, had
reached out of her twilight zone and snared the two bits, no tumbling coin glinted in the air above the desk..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 magic explained
the jacks on Friday evening, maybe it was the dark variety of magic. Maybe he shouldn't be endeavoring to summon, once more, whatever spirit
was responsible for the four knaves..To see his newborn baby girl, Barty shared the sight of other Bartys, and he so adored this little wrinkled Mary
that he sustained his vision all day, until a thunderous migraine became too much to bear and a sudden frightening slurring of speech drove him
back to the comfort of blindness..Looking up at the mirror above the sink, he saw reflected not the self-improved and fully realized man that he'd
worked so hard to become, but the pale, round-eyed little boy who had hidden from his mother when she had been in the deepest and darkest end of
one of her cocaine-assisted, amphetamine-spiced mood swings, before she traded cold reality for the warm coziness of the asylum. As if some
whirlpool of time was spinning him backward into the hateful past, Junior felt his hard-won defenses being stripped away..She was astonished and
moved. "I'm a hopeless throwback to the nineteenth century. How could you realize what's been on my mind?".And now she didn't need him
anymore. He gazed at her face, held her cooling hand; his anchor was slipping away from him, leaving him adrift.."Mommy, did you know, every
day on Mars is thirty-seven minutes and twenty-seven seconds longer than ours?"."He came through the surgery well. He'll be in post-op for a
while, then brought here to the ICU. His condition's critical, but there are degrees of critical, and I believe we'll be able to upgrade him to serious
long before this day is over. He's going to make it.".He pointed at his feet. "Toes, toes, toes, toes, toes, toes, toes, toes, toes, toes.".Unquestionably,
if he hadn't killed Vanadium, the maniac cop would have blown him away. That was clearly an act of self-defense..She didn't have experience with
guns, but having seen him trying to press cartridges into the magazine, she knew how to load. She inserted one round. Then a second.
Enough..From the public hallway on the ground level, stairs led to the upper three floors. He would be able to hear anyone descending long before
they arrived..Many nights, his sleep wasn't half as restful as he would have wished, for he often dreamed of walking in a wasteland. Sometimes,
desert salt flats stretched in all directions, with here and there a monument of weather-gnarled rock, all baking under a merciless sun. Sometimes,
the salt was snow, and the monuments of rock were ridges of ice, revealed in the hard glare of a cold sun. Regardless of the landscape, he walked
slowly, though he had the desire and the energy to proceed faster. His frustration built until it was so intolerable that he woke, kicking in the
tangled sheets, restless and edgy..On the nightstand stood a stainless-steel carafe beaded with condensation. Maria took the cap off the water carafe,
and with a longhandled spoon, she scooped out a chip of ice. Cupping her left hand.of drool. Her eyes rolled, wild with fear, and seemed not to be
focused on anything.Heaven, and his words touched a tenderness in her, overlaying an arc of pain across the curve of her smile..Calling after her,
Agnes said, "No, wait, sugarpie. He should be coming down right now, before it gets dark."."The princess is correct," he acknowledged, revealing
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that this hand was still empty. Then he reached to the girl and plucked the quarter from her ear..During the past three years, he'd suffered much
because of these sisters, including most recently the humiliation in the Dumpster with the dead musician, Celestina's pencil-necked friend with a
propensity for postmortem licking. The memory of that horror flared so vividly-every grotesque detail condensed into one intense and devastating
flash of recollection-that Junior's bladder suddenly felt swollen and full, although he had taken a long satisfying leak in an alleyway across the
street from the restaurant at which the postcard-painting poseur had enjoyed a leisurely dinner with Ichabod..Commit and command. It doesn't
matter so much whether the course of action to which you commit is prudent or hopelessly rash, doesn't matter whatsoever whether society at large
thinks it's a "good" thing that you're doing or a "bad" thing. As long as you commit without reservation you will inevitably command, because so
few people are ever willing to commit to anything, right or wrong, wise or unwise, that those who plunge are guaranteed to succeed more often
than not even when their actions are reckless and their cause is idiotic..By the time he ordered cr?me brulee for dessert, he was able to laugh at
himself. Had he expected to see a ghost enjoying a cocktail and free cashews at the bar?.The papermaker withdrew a thick wad of hundred-dollar
bills from his envelope and, squinting, inspected the currency in the flickering light. "I'm leaving now, but you wait until movie's over.".Eye to eye
with Tom, Celestina herself did some clear-seeing. "You're special, too, in lots of obvious ways. But like Angel, you're special in some secret way
... aren't you?".Victoria lay faceup on the floor. The nurse was no longer as lovely as she had been, and perhaps because of early rigor mortis, her
grace, which had initially been evident even in death, had now deserted her..The boy wasn't translucent, as his father's ghost had been on that
drizzly January night almost three years ago. The same drowned light of this gray afternoon that revealed the gravestones and the dripping.The rain
was colder than it had been earlier, almost as icy as sleet. Or perhaps she was far hotter than before and felt the chill more keenly on her fevered
skin. Each droplet seemed to hiss against her face, to sizzle against her hands, with which she tightly gripped her swollen abdomen as if she could
deny Death the baby that it had come to collect..Scamp had fabulous legs, and her bralessness left no doubts about the lusciousness and authenticity
of her chest, but after an hour of conversation about something or other, before suggesting that they leave together, Junior maneuvered her into a
reasonably private corner and discreetly put a hand up her skirt, just to confirm that his gender suspicions were correct..He waited for Otter to nod,
but Otter stood motionless.."That's obvious to us, but not always to others. Apparently, this would have been some years ago.".THIS IS THE
FIRST PAGE of the Book of the Dark, written some six hundred years ago in Berila, on Enlad:."Well," Agnes said, "thank the Lord, we don't have
tornadoes here in California.".Along Junior's hairline, on his cheeks, his chin, and his upper lip, a double score of hard little knots had risen, angry
red and hot to the touch. Having previously experienced a particularly vicious case of the hives, Junior realized this was something new-and worse.
To the pilot, he replied, "Allergic reaction.".Neddy's face didn't appear to be as pale as it had been earlier. An undertone of gray, possibly blue,
darkened the skin.."Naomi--she popped out of my oven twenty years ago, not out of yours," Sheena continued in a fierce whisper. "If anyone's
suffering here, it's me, not you. Who're you, anyway? Some guy who's been boinking her for a couple years, that's all you are. I'm her mother. You
can never know my pain. And if you don't stand with this family to make these wankers pay up big-time, I'll personally cut your balls off while
you're sleeping and feed them to my cat.".At the end, with the salt Tom and the pepper Tom standing side by side in their different but parallel
worlds, Maria said, "Seems like science fiction.".Applying his intelligence now, he employed simple meditation techniques to calm himself and to
slow his heartbeat. The cop was trying to rattle him into making a mistake, but calm men did not incriminate themselves..This momentous day, he
thought, and he shook with sudden terror at the inevitability of new beginnings.."It's just ... the last time I saw him, he trapped me in a corner and
told this god awful story, far more than I wanted to know, about some British murderer back in the forties, this monstrous man who beat people to
death with a hammer, drank their blood, then disposed of their bodies in a vat of acid in his workroom." He shuddered..Those ominous words
again, turning through his memory, reel to reel. This time he actually heard them spoken. The voice commanded minded attention with a deeper
timbre and crisper diction than his own..into darkness, Celestina sat down to dinner with her mother and her father in the dining room of the
parsonage..Maybe he went a little crazy then. He wouldn't deny a brief, transient madness.."My dad's already armored me," Celestina assured her.
"He says art lasts, but critics are the buzzing insects of a single summer day."."How's something so delicious come from a fat, smelly, dirty,
snorting old pig?".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..Yet his heart slammed hard and heavy against his confining ribs, and fear
stippled the nape of his neck..Bartholomew was an uncommon name, however, and logic suggested that if the baby was now called Bartholomew,
he'd been named for his adoptive dad. Therefore, a search of the listings might be fruitful..Most likely, if Victoria was entertaining, the visitor's car
would have been parked in the driveway..Then it would stop. The torment would stop. Surely. His sense of drift, of sliding aimlessly through the
days, would lift from him, and he would find purpose once more in determined self-improvement. He would definitely learn French and German.
He would take cooking classes and become a culinary master. Karate, too..Orange firelight bloomed in the living room below, a wave of heat
washed over Paul, and immediately behind the heat came greasy masses of roiling black smoke, drawn to the stairwell as to a flue..Murmuring on
the edge of sleep, Barty spoke to his father in all the places where Joey still lived: "Good-night, Daddy.".PERRI'S POLIO-WHITTLED body did
not test the strength of her pallbearers. The minister prayed for her soul, her friends mourned her loss, and the earth received her..A few minutes
after dawn, in excellent weather, they flew out of Sacramento, bound for Eugene. Junior would have enjoyed the scenery if his face hadn't felt as if
it were gripped by a score of white-hot pliers in the hands of the same evil trolls that had peopled all the fairy tales that his mother had ever told
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him when he was little..In spite of its dazzle, the detective's smile was nonetheless melancholy, proof that he was sincere when he said that
Seraphim's baby was beyond their reach..The candlestick was dry. Holding this pewter bludgeon with a paper towel, Junior replaced it on the table
as he had found it. He picked up the candle from the floor and married it to the stick..Jacob's mentor had been a man named Obadiah Sepharad.
They had met when Jacob was eighteen, during a period when he'd been committed to a psychiatric ward for a short time, his eccentricity having
been briefly mistaken for something worse.."That won't do it.".Eventually, he settled on a mental image of a bowling pin as his "seed." This was a
smooth, elegantly shaped object that invited languorous contemplation, but it did not tease his libido..Odder yet, the pianist had studied him with a
keen interest that was inexplicable, since they were essentially strangers. When caught staring, he'd appeared rattled, turning away quickly, eager to
avoid further contact..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.."-and wherever he
went, between his shows, he always gave free performances at nursing homes, schools for the deaf-".Startled, Celestina said, "Good grief, you're
spooky. How could you know what I'm thinking?".In that instant, she knew the dreadful shape of the future, if not its fine details..Struggling to
keep a grip on consciousness, Junior told himself to focus on the future, to live in the future, free of the useless past and the difficult present, but he
could not get into the future far enough to be in a time when the pain was no longer with him..The masterpiece that Junior purchased was small, a
sixteen-inch-square canvas, but it cost twenty-seven hundred dollars. The entire picture-titled The Cancer Lurks Unseen, Version 1-was flat black,
except for a small gnarled mass, bile-green and pus-yellow, in the upper-right quadrant. Worth every penny..Here, now, came the anaconda smile.
"Did you argue about the baby, Enoch? Maybe she wanted it, and you didn't. Guy like you--a baby would cramp your style. Too much
responsibility."."It seems it was his own idea, your majesty."."I was once doubting Thomas," said the detective, but not from beside the bed any
longer. His voice seemed to come from across the room, perhaps near the door, though he had made not a sound as he'd moved.."Yeah," he
confirmed, applying a blue crayon to a grinning bunny that was dancing with a squirrel..Deciding that he didn't need an exit line, Junior headed
toward the service road and his Suburban..Junior Cain was committed to continuous self-improvement. He believed in the need constantly to
expand his knowledge and horizons order to better understand himself and the world. The quality of life was solely the responsibility of oneself he
author of How to Have a Healthier Life through Autohypnosis was Dr. Caesar Zedd, a renowned psychologist and best-selling author of a dozen
self-help texts, all of which Junior owned in addition to the literature that he had acquired from the book club. When he had been only fourteen,
he'd begun buying Dr. Zedd's titles in paperback, and by the time he was eighteen, when he could afford to do so, he'd replaced the paperbacks with
hardcovers and thereafter bought all the doctor's new books in the higher-priced editions. The collected works.Scamp was a multitalented woman,
with smoother skin than a depilated peach, with more delicious roundnesses than Junior could catalog, but she proved not to be the remedy for his
tension. Only Bartholomew, found and destroyed, could give him peace..Paul said, "I wanted you ... I don't know ... I just wanted you to see her. I
wanted to say ... to say. . .".Pain again, but not a mere contraction. Such an excruciation, unendurable. The hobnailed wheels ground through her
once more, as though she were being broken on a medieval torture device..Had Junior been chest-deep in wet concrete, he would have been more
mobile than he was now. He had no feeling in his legs..He first eased from aisle to aisle, but soon moved more quickly, convinced that the singer
would be found beyond the next turn, and then the next. Was that her trailing shadow he had glimpsed, slipping around the comer ahead of him?
Her womanly scent lingering in the air after her passage?."Seems like," Vanadium agreed. "So a man like Cain obsesses on one thing after
another-sex, money, food, power, drugs, alcohol, anything that seems to give meaning to his days, but that requires no real self-discovery or
self-sacrifice. Briefly, he feels complete. However, there's no substance to what he's filled himself with, so it soon evaporates, and then he's empty
again.".Thick fog distorted all sense of time and place. At each end of the block, pearly hazes of light marked intersections with main streets but
didn't illuminate this narrower passage in between. A few security lamps-bare bulbs under inverted-saucer shades or caged in wire--indicated the
delivery entrances of some businesses, but the dense white shrouds veiled and diffused these, as well, until they were no brighter than
gaslights..Hope was the handmaid to Agnes's faith. She always held fast to the belief that the future would be bright, but right now she was hesitant
to test that optimism even with a harmless card reading. Yet, as with the fifth place setting, she was reluctant to object..For the first few bites of
crab in a light cornmeal crust, Nolly suspended their conversation. Bliss..An authoritative note came into Parkhurst's voice, that emperor-of- tone
that probably was taught in a special medical-school course on intimidation, though he was striking this attitude a little too late to be entirely
effective. "My patient is in a fragile state. He mustn't be agitated, Detective. I really don't want you questioning him until tomorrow at the
earliest.".Traumatized by the violence in her mother's bedroom, not fully aware of what happened to Wally, Angel had been tearful and anxious. A
thoughtful physician gave her a glass of orange juice spiked with a small dose of a sedative, and a nurse provided pillows. Bedded down on two
pillow-padded chairs, wearing a rose-colored robe over yellow pajamas, she gave herself as fully to sleep as she always did, sedative or not, which
was every bit as fully as she gave herself to life when she was awake..Downstairs again, as Agnes reached the foot of the stairs, she began to worry
that she had done too thorough a job on the khakis and that the extent of the damage would raise suspicions..On a positive note, the apartment was
heated by a gas furnace. A leak, a spark, an explosion, and he would never have to see poor Agnes in her misery..He felt lightheaded again. But this
time he knew why. Not an oncoming case of the flu. He was straining against the cocoon of his life to date, straining to be born in a new and better
form. He had been a pupa, encased in a chrysalis of fear and confusion, but now he was an imago, a fully evolved butterfly, because he had used
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the power of his beautiful rage to improve himself. When Bartholomew was dead, Junior Cain would at last spread his wings and fly..Though she
worried that reading would strain his eyes, worsening his condition, she recognized the irrationality of her fear. Muscles don't atrophy from use, nor
eyes wear out from too much seeing..When Junior walked the cracked-linoleum corridor and descended the six flights of stairs to the street, he
discovered that a thin drizzle was falling. The afternoon grew darker even as he turned his face to the sky, and the cold, dripping city, which
swaddled Bartholomew somewhere in its concrete folds, appeared not to be a beacon of culture and sophistication anymore, but a forbidding and
dangerous empire, as it had never seemed to him before..A mutual interest in ballroom dancing had resulted in their introduction when each needed
a new partner for a fox-trot and swing competition. Nolly had started taking lessons five years before he had met Kathleen..Rubbermaid container
from his own pantry. Junior would never again use it to store leftover soup..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 porch light wasn't on. No landscape
lighting brightened the backyard. Barty was a gray shadow moving through darkness and through the darkling drizzle..An outrageously sexy
redhead hit on him as he selected from an array of bomb-shaped canapes on a tray held by a waiter dressed as a ragged and soot-smeared blast
survivor. Myrtle, the redhead, preferred to be called Scamp, which Junior entirely understood. She wore a DayGlo green miniskirt, a spray-on
white sweater, and a green beret.."I don't have to graduate in the spring of next year. I can take fewer classes, graduate the spring after. That's no
big deal.".In the face of his kindness, however, she couldn't refuse his request. She nodded..A stab of horror punctured Celestina as she failed to
repress a mental image of a carnival-sideshow monster, half dragon and half insect, coiled in her sister's womb. She hated the rapist's child but was
appalled by her hatred, for the baby was blameless..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 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.."Bet I could, and sell it, too," she said. "I might not be as good at it as I am at teeth, but I'd be better
than some I've read.".In a cabinet above the bench, Junior found a pair of clean, cotton gardening gloves. He tried them on, and they fit well
enough..After the stupid bastards read a newspaper or smoked a few cigarettes, they finally broke down the door. Satisfyingly dramatic: the crack
of splintering wood, the crash..The night of Barty's birth, when Joey actually lay dead in the pickup-bashed Pontiac, as a paramedic had rolled
Agnes's gurney to the back door of the ambulance, she had seen her husband standing there, untouched by that rain as her son was untouched by
this. But Joey-dry-in-the-storm had been a ghost or an illusion fostered by shock and loss of blood.."I get peed off, and I miss some things terrible.
But I'm not sad. And you've got to not be sad, either, 'cause it spoils everything.".He sat on the edge of the bed and held her right hand. She had
passed away such a short time ago that her skin was still warm..Finally Angel dropped and slithered, vanishing under the overhanging bedclothes
with a final flurry of yellow socks..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..Harrison was a Baptist, Vanadium a Catholic, and
although they approached the same faith from different angles, they weren't coming to it from different planets, which was the feeling Vanadium
had been left with following their conversation. It was true that Enoch Cain could never be brought successfully to trial for the rape of Phimie,
subsequent to her death and in the absence of her testimony. And it was also uncomfortably true that exploring the possibility that Cain was the
rapist would tear open the wounds in the hearts of everyone in the White family, to no useful effect. Nevertheless, to rely on divine justice alone
seemed naive, if not morally questionable..ISBN 0-15-100561-3 I. Fantasy fiction, American, [I. Fantasy. 2. Short stories.]

I. Title..In this

brighter light, he further examined the gallery brochure and discovered Celestina's photograph. She and her sister were not as alike as twins, but the
resemblance was striking..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..Prudence required that
they strategize as though Enoch Cain were Satan himself, as though every fly and beetle and rat provided eyes and ears for the killer, as though
ordinary precautions could never foil him..The revolving beacons dwindled, casting off blue-and-red pulses of light that shimmered-swooped
through the diffusing fog, as if they were disembodied spirits seeking someone to possess..Yet, with no recollection of rising from his chair, he
found that he had shouldered his backpack and crossed the room. The three men looked up expectantly..Agnes wasn't able to interpret his
expression, not because he was in the least difficult to read, but because her perceptions were skewed by sudden fear and a flood of adrenaline. Her
heart seemed to spin like a flywheel in her breast..He switched on his flashlight. In the beam, on the blacktop, a silver disc. Like a full moon in a
night sky..Antihypertensive drugs were administered intravenously, and Phimie was confined to bed, attached to a heart monitor..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..Truly, the time spent helping Agnes had given her uncountable new subjects for paintings and had begun to bring
to her work a new depth that excited her. "When you pour out your pockets into the pockets of others," Agnes had once said, "you just wind up
richer in the morning than you were the night before.".Or as her father often said, happily mocking his own rhetorical eloquence: "Brighten the
comer where you are, and you will light the world."."Another year," Edom said, "and instead of me, Barty can drive the car for you.".He either
detected their well-concealed surprise or assumed they would be curious as to why, in spite of extensive surgery, he still wore this Boris Karloff
face..you greater strength and determination than any other motive. But you should know this much.... You need to keep her safe for another
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reason. She's special. I don't want to explain why she's special or how I know that she is, because this isn't the time or place, not with your dad's
death and Wally in the hospital and you still shaky from the attack."."Love you," Wally said, and Celestina repeated it, and he said, "I'm gonna
stand in the hall till I hear you set both locks.".At last he said, "And there he is, hands in front of his face, quarters bouncing off him, these kids and
this old lady scrambling around him to snare some change.".Somehow, Vanadium's malevolent spirit was also to blame for Junior's failure to find a
new heart mate, in spite of all the women he'd been through. Undoubtedly, when Bartholomew was dead and Vanadium vanquished with him,
romance and true love would bloom..Always, he was good with Barty, and on this occasion, he teased more than the usual number of smiles and
giggles from the boy as he tried to get him to read the Snellen chart on the wall. Then he lowered the lights in the examination room to study his
eyes with an ophthalmometer and an ophthalmoscope..Like a spring-loaded novelty snake erupting from a can, Junior exploded up from the chair,
nearly knocking it over..This analgesic was among several prescription substances that he had stolen, over time, from the drug locker at the rehab
hospital where he once worked. Some he had sold; these he had retained..He had met her in a university adult-extension course tided "Increasing
Self-Esteem Through Controlled Screaming." Participants were taught to identify harmful repressed emotions and dissipate them through the
authentic vocal imitations of a variety of animals.
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