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THE REDHEADED OUTFIELD AND OTHER BASEBALL STORIES
"Crafty men" is what they called wizards in those days.."What was it like, Enoch? Did you look into her eyes when you pushed her?" Vanadium's
uninflected monologue was like the voice of a conscience that preferred to torture by droning rather than by nagging. "Or doesn't a woman-killing
coward like you have the guts for that? ".Maria turned sideways in her chair and dealt from the top of the four-deck stack, onto the table in front of
Barty..You struck a discord that can he heard, however faintly, all the way to the farthest end of the universe.....One of the coin seekers knocked
against Junior, jarring him loose of his paralysis, but when he stumbled out of the line of fire of the second vending machine, a third machine shot
quarters at him..But Havnor is also the Great Isle, a broad, rich land; and in the villages inland from the port, the farmlands of the slopes of Mount
Onn, nothing ever changes much. There a song worth singing is likely to be sung again. There old men at the tavern talk of Morred as if they had
known him when they too were young and heroes. There girls walking out to fetch the cows home tell stories of the women of the Hand, who are
forgotten everywhere else in the world, even on Roke, but remembered among those silent, sunlit roads and fields and in the kitchens by the hearths
where housewives work and talk..She poured cold milk and drank it quickly. As she was rinsing the empty glass, she felt as if she might throw up,
but she didn't..And God has four hundred billion billion fingers, and He plays a really hot version of "Hawaiian Holiday.."Dr. Lipscomb delivered
the baby like two minutes ago. The afterbirth hasn't even been removed yet," the nurse informed her..The can struck Junior hard in the face,
breaking his nose, before he could duck..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..Angel, busy with a cookie through most of this, licked crumbs from her lips and asked Paul, "Do you
have a puppy?".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.."Wouldn't dream of asking you to make it a habit. Just this one time. If anguish, why not guilt?".Maria gathered
up the four jacks and tore them in thirds. She put the twelve pieces in the breast pocket of her blouse. "I buy to you new cards, but no more ever can
you to be having these.".Edom bit his lower lip, shook his head, and stubbornly clung to Barty's left foot..All windows opening onto the fire escape
featured a laminated sandwich of glass and steel-wire mesh to prevent easy access by burglars. Tom Vanadium knew all the tricks of the best
B-and-E artists, but he didn't need to break in order to enter here..Junior was aware that all the cops were watching him as he stared down at the
body, and he frantically tried to think what an innocent husband would be likely to do or say, but his imagination failed him. His thoughts could not
be organized..With his startling combination of a Mediterranean complexion and rust-red hair, his good looks, and his fit physique, Paul had the
exotic appearance of a pulp-fiction hero. In particular, he liked to imagine that he might pass for Doc Savage's brother..The upper shelf of the closet
held boxes and two inexpensive suitcases: pressboard laminated with green vinyl. He took down the suitcases and put them on the
bed.."Nevertheless, even if Muffin assaulted you, she's otherwise such a sweet little thing. What would Maria think of you if you told her you'd
smashed poor Muffin with a shovel?".In time, his hand tightened feebly on hers. And a while after that hopeful sign, his eyelids fluttered,
opened.."So where he threw the quarter," Barty said, as Angel listened intently and nodded her head, "wasn't really into Gunsmoke, 'cause that's not
a place, it's just a show. See, maybe he threw it into a place where I'm not blind, or into a place where he doesn't have that messed-up face, or a
place where for some reason you never came here today. There's more places than anybody could ever count, even me, and I can count pretty good.
That's what you feel, right-all the ways things are?".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..As kinky and thrilling as it had been to make love to the girl while playing the
recorded rough draft of a new sermon that she had been transcribing for her father, Junior could now recall nothing of what the reverend had said,
only the tone and the timbre of his voice. Whether instinct, nervous irritation, or merely the sherry should be blamed, he was troubled by the
thought that there was something significant about the content of that tape..Phimie must 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.".Backing off, trying to feel his way to the foyer and front door, afraid that if he stumbled over a chair, she'd descend upon him like a
screaming hawk upon a mouse, Junior denied her accusation. "You're crazy. How could I know? Look at you! How could 1 possibly
know?"."There's no clear evidence of birth defects, but a couple tests reveal some worrisome anomalies. We'll know when we see the child."."Oh,
yes. When he phoned, Reverend Collins told me all about you and Bartholomew. At the front door, when I asked the boy's name, I already knew it
and was just setting up this little trick for you.".She thought all that, but she closed her eyes and said: "I'll be okay. Give me a second here, all
right?".Missing windshield. Considering that the space was pinched by the crumpled roof, however, and in light of Agnes's pregnancy and
imminent second-stage labor, the severe contortions involved in this extraction would be too dangerous..Meanwhile, before they needed to plan
the wedding, there was time for an orange soda and a root beer, and more of Dr Jekyll and Mr Hyde.."He's a wonderful boy, so very bright, so very
full of life. Blindness will be hard, but it won't be the end. He'll cope without the light. It'll be so difficult at first, but this boy ... eventually he'll
thrive.".With the dead woman's guest on the way, minutes were precious. Attention to detail was essential, however, regardless of how much time
was required to properly stage the little tableau that might disguise murder as a domestic accident..interminably against the ignition plate before, at
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last, he was able to insert it. "Should be a boy, because then you'll always have a man around the house.".Junior had hoped not to be recognized by
anyone at this affair. He regretted that he hadn't stuck to his original plan, maintaining surveillance of the gallery from his parked car..He'd been
invited to a Christmas Eve celebration with a satanic theme, but he hadn't intended to go. The party was not being thrown by real Satanists, which
might have been interesting, but by a group of young artists, all nonbelievers, who shared a wry sense of humor..They ordered martinis, and when
Kathleen, perusing a menu, asked her husband what looked good for dinner, he suggested, "Oysters?".That every mortal semblance took,.The crazy
bitch wielded it with such ferocity that the force of the impact with the floor, rebounding upon her, must have numbed her arms. She stumbled
backward, dragging the chair, temporarily unable to lift it..Twenty minutes later, at home, he poured sherry over ice. Sipping, he stood in the living
room, admiring his two paintings.."Yes, I was." She didn't tell him that her fear had not been allayed by his assurances or by his second walk in the
rain..A moment later, in the corridor, as Nolly locked the door to his suite, Kathleen linked her right arm through Vanadium's left. "Do I call you
Detective Vanadium, Brother, or Father?".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.."I haven't disturbed him," said the visitor, taking his cue from the doctor and keeping his voice low..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..Maria set aside two cards before turning another faceup. This was also an ace of
hearts..Celestina, surprised by Lipscomb's arrival, was still mentally numb from Neddy's harangue. "Doctor, I didn't know you were
coming.".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..As a recreational site, Quarry Lake could be judged only a
partial success. During the mining operation, trees were cleared well back from the edge of the dig, so that much of the shore would be unshaded
on a hot summer day. And along half the strand, signs were posted warning Ungraded Shore: Immediate Deep Water. In places, where lake met
land, the bottom lay over a hundred feet below..Putting an arm around Paul's shoulders, Dr. Salk walked with him along a street lined with
eucalyptuses and Torrey pines, to a nearby pocket park. They sat on a bench in the sunshine and watched duck waddle on the shore of a man-made
pond..Agnes's faith told her that the world was infinitely complex and full of mystery, and in a peculiar way, Barty's talk of infinite possibilities
supported her belief and gave her the comfort to sleep. Monday morning, New Year's Day, Agnes carried two suitcases out of the back door, set
them on the porch, and blinked in surprise at the sight of Edom's yellow-and-white Ford Country Squire parked in the driveway, in front of the
garage. He and Jacob were loading their suitcases into the car..On other nights, she had overheard this and been touched. On this Christmas Eve,
however, it filled her with wonder and wondering, for she recalled their conversation earlier, at Joey's grave:.Obadiah tossed the pack of cards to
Edom, startling him. "Son, you'll have to help me. My fingers have no finesse anymore.".When the two vertical panes of the casement window
were still less than seven inches apart, they stuttered. The mechanism produced a dismal grinding rasp that sounded like a guttural pronunciation of
the problem itself, c-c-c-corrosion, and seized up..Confused, Panglo held out his right hand, but Jacob said, "Sorry, no offense, but I don't shake
with anyone.".Junior couldn't imagine why some Negro stranger would want to intrude. He hoped there wouldn't be trouble..For a finder's fee,
Junior was put in touch with a papermaker named Google. This was not his real name, but with his crossed eyes, large rubbery lips, and massively
prominent Adam's apple, he was as perfect a Google as ever there had been..Bracing her feet against the floorboards, clutching the seat with her left
hand, fiercely gripping the door handle with her right, she prayed, prayed that the baby would be all right, that she would live at least long enough
to bring her child into this wonderful world, into this grand creation of endless and exquisite beauty, whether she herself lived past the birth or
not..Tom didn't attribute supernatural powers to this killer. Enoch Cain was mortal, not all-seeing and all-knowing. Evil and stupidity often go
together, however, and arrogance is the offspring of their marriage, as Tom had earlier told Celestina. An arrogant man, not half as smart as he
thinks, with no sense of right and wrong, with no capacity for remorse, can sometimes be so breathtakingly reckless that, ironically, his
recklessness becomes his greatest strength. Because he is capable of anything, of taking risks that mere madmen wouldn't consider, his adversaries
can never predict his actions, and surprise serves him well. If he also possesses animal cunning, a kind of deep intuitional shrewdness, he can react
quickly to the negative consequences of his recklessness and can indeed appear to be more than human..Nolly liked to watch her hands while she
worked. They were slim, graceful, the hands of an adolescent girl..Fear of the unknown is a weakness, for it presumes dimensions to life beyond
human control. Zedd teaches that nothing is beyond our control, that nature is just a mindlessly grinding machine with no more mysteries in it than
we will find in applesauce..His attention, as morbid as a circling vulture, settled upon the pianist's right hand. The left was open, palm down. But
the right was crumpled shut, palm up..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.."Let's roll 'em. out," Paul said, and he returned to the station wagon to ride shotgun beside Agnes..Allowing one month
for the job might be optimistic. On the other hand, he'd had a long time to perfect a strategy..If he was left standing on the porch, the visitor would
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circle the house, peering in windows where the drapes were not drawn, trying the doors in hope of finding one unlocked. Fearful that Victoria was
sick or injured, that perhaps she had slipped on a pat of butter and cracked her Mad against the comer of an open oven door, he might try to force
his way inside, break a window. Certainly he would go to the neighbors to call the police..This brilliant mouthful was not nature's work alone. With
what Nolly must have spent to obtain this smile, some fortunate dentist had kept a mistress in jewelry through her most nubile years..Suddenly
Junior intuited the identity of the man in the chair. Beyond question, this was the plainclothes police officer with the birthmark..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.."What wound? Junior wanted to ask, but he recognized bait when he
heard it, and he did not bite..She couldn't explain her anxiety to him, because he believed in the supremacy of laws, in the justice that might be
delivered in this fife, in a comparatively simple reality, and he would not comprehend the glorilously, frighteningly, reassuringly, strangely, and
deeply complex reality Agnes occasionally perceived-usually peripherally, sometimes intellectually, but often with her heart. This was a world in
which effect could come before cause, in which what seemed to be coincidence was, in fact, merely the visible part of a far larger pattern that
couldn't be seen whole..Matching her fierce attention with a sudden intensity of his own, Joey said, "Bartholomew.".Again, he cast his line of
memory into murky waters nearly four years in the past, to the night of passion that he had shared with Seraphim in the parsonage. As before, he
could recall nothing she'd said, only the exquisite look of her, the nubile perfection of her body..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..He arrived at the open door, grinning. No Cheshire-cat grin, hanging disembodied on the air, teeth without
tabby. Grin with full Barty..Junior had thought the news was the lab report, which had found no ipecac in his spew. All that had been
distraction..His profession was cocktail piano, though he didn't have to earn a living at it. He had inherited a fine four-story house in a good
neighborhood of San Francisco and also a sufficient income from a trust fund to meet his needs if he avoided extravagance. Nevertheless, he
worked five evenings a week in an elegant lounge in one of the grand old hotels on Nob Hill, playing highly refined drinking songs for tourists,
businessmen from out of town, affluent gay men who stubbornly continued to believe in romance in an age that valued flash over substance, and
unmarried heterosexual couples who were working up a buzz to ensure that their rigorously planned adulteries would seem glamorous..JUNIOR
CAIN WANDERED among the Philistines, in the gray land of conformity, seeking one-just one-refreshingly repellent canvas, finding only images
that welcomed and even charmed, yearning for real art and the vicious emotional whirlpool of despair and disgust that it evoked, finding instead
only themes of uplift and images of hope, surrounded by people who seemed to like everything from the paintings to the canapes to the cold
January night, people who probably hadn't spent even one day of their lives brooding about the inevitability of nuclear annihilation before the end
of this decade, people who smiled too much to be genuine intellectuals, and he felt more alone and threatened than eyeless Samson chained in
Gaza..For a moment," Lipscomb continued, "her voice became clear, no longer slurred. She raised her head from the pillow, and her eyes fixed on
me, all the confusion gone. She was so ... intense. She said ... she said, 'Rowena loves you.'.Frustrated again, she said simply, "Whenever Edom and
Jacob talk about these things, I want you to be sure always to keep in mind that life's about living and being happy, not about dying.".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..No longer pinned to the bed by an intravenous feed of fluids and medications, provided with pajamas
and a thin cotton robe to replace his backless gown, Junior was encouraged to test his legs and get some.Rescuers appeared with hydraulic pry bars
and metal cutting saws. Civilians were shepherded back to the sidewalks.."Wally gave her tests. She's got an exceptional understanding of color,
spatial relationships, and geometric forms for a child her age. She may be a visual prodigy.".Although not quite as young as Bavol Poriferan, this
artist was equally adored by critics and widely regarded as a genius. He went by a single and mysterious name, Sklent, and in the publicity photo of
him that was posted in the gallery, he looked dangerous.."Miss White was admitted to St. Mary's late January fifth," said Nolly, "with dangerous
hypertension, a complication of pregnancy.".She repeated this ritual eleven more times--"For Andrew, for James, for John"--frequently glancing
into the nave behind her, to be sure that she was unobserved..Barty had never been instructed in the rules of grammar, but had absorbed them as the
roots of Edom's roses absorbed nutrients. "Sure. Does and is.".In the execution, he was likewise scrupulous, for he didn't want the grownups to see
what Angel saw; he preferred they believe it was sleight of hand-or magic. After the usual moves, he briefly closed his right hand around the coin,
then with a snap of his wrist, flung it at Angel, simultaneously distracting with flourishes aplenty..Junior didn't believe in gods, devils, Heaven,
Hell, life after death. He put his faith in one thing: himself..Junior closed his eyes at once and let his jaw sag, breathing through his mouth, feigning
sleep.."If you ranted at him about earthquakes, tornadoes, erupting volcanoes, and all that stuff, how could he mistake you for me?".She searched
the child's unfocused eyes for some sign of the hateful father's wickedness..He feared that suicide was a ticket to Hell, and he knew that sinless
Perri was not waiting for him in those lower realms.."It seems it was his own idea, your majesty.".Grace dropped the phone. Harrison let the
frosting knife slip out of his fingers..The paramedic pumped the inflation cuff of the sphygmomanometer, and Junior's blood pressure was most
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likely high enough to induce a stroke, driven skyward by the thought that Naomi's love had been a lie.."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.".Junior got in the car once more, slammed the door, and
said, "Panfaced, double-chinned, half-bald, puke-collecting creep.".As he headed toward the door, the detective said, "Don't forget your apple juice.
Got to build some strength for the trial.".The parsonage was a clean, respectable, and even charming house, but nothing about it might be called
grand. No sweeping staircase offered a glamorous showcase adequate for Scarlett O'Hara. Instead, the stairs were enclosed, accessed by a door in
one comer of the living room..Junior had made a mistake when he smashed the pewter stick into Vanadium's face after the cop was already
unconscious. He should have bound the bastard and attempted to revive him for interrogation..Posing as a counselor with Catholic Family Services,
he phoned each listed Bartholomew, with a question related to his or her recent adoption. Those who expressed bafflement, and who claimed not to
have adopted a child, were generally stricken from his list..The mummified moon had unwound itself from its rags of embalming clouds. Its
pocked face glowered in full brightness on the spreading branches of the pine, on the yard, and on the graveled driveway..There were effective
actions and ineffective actions, socially acceptable and unacceptable behavior, wise and stupid decisions that could be made. But if you wanted to
achieve maximum self-realization, you had to understand that any choice you made in life was entirely value neutral. Morality was a primitive
concept, useful in earlier stages of societal evolution, perhaps, but without relevance in the modem age..Nolly shrugged. "He can't know for sure.
And anyway, he didn't get the pushed idea until he'd already taken the case.".They came to the house in Boatwright Street after dark. They kicked
the door in, and Hound, standing among the armed and armored men, said, "Him. Let the others be." And to Otter he said, "Don't move," in a low,
amicable voice. He sensed great power in the young man, enough that he was a little afraid of him. But Otter's distress was too great and his
training too slight for him to think of using magic to free himself or stop the men's brutality. He flung himself at them and fought them like an
animal till they knocked him on the head. They broke Otter's father's jaw and beat his aunt and mother senseless to teach them not to bring up
crafty men. Then they carried Otter away..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..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..One of the paramedics knelt beside the body, checking Naomi for a pulse, although in these circumstances, his action was such a
formality that it was almost harebrained..Having booked the suite for three nights, Tom expected that he would spend far fewer late hours in his
bed than sitting watch in the shared living room.."Paul told us the night he first came to the parsonage. About Agnes here ... and what had happened
to Barty. And all about his late wife, Perri. I feel like I know Bright Beach already.".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..A sofa and one armchair provided the seating in the living room. No coffee table. A small table beside the
chair. A wall unit held a fine stereo system and a few hundred record albums..He had nothing against men or women of color. Live and let live.
One earth, one people. All of that..Vanadium was dead. Pounded with pewter and sunk in a flooded quarry. Gone forever..A tune clinked off the
keys of a phantom piano in Junior's mind, "Someone to Watch over Me." The hawk-eyed watcher was the pianist at the elegant hotel lounge where
Junior had enjoyed dinner on his first night in San Francisco, and twice since..And suddenly Celestina believed that Bellini was a cop, not because
his voice contained such authority, but because her heart told her that the time had come, that the long-anticipated danger had at last materialized:
the dark advent that Phimie had warned her about three years ago.."Oh? Do they rent their house out to pirates with little pirate children, clowns
with little clown children?"."You look as if you've seen a ghost," said Vinnie, and Agnes wished the threat were as simple as a restless spirit,
groaning and rattling its chains, like Dickens's Marley come to Ebenezer Scrooge on Christmas Eve..The afternoon was winding down, and the
lowering sky seemed to be drawn steadily toward the earth by threads of gray light that reeled westward, ever faster, over the horizon's spool. The
air smelled like rain waiting to happen..Tom stared at the girl's drawing-quite a good one for a child her age, rough in style, but with convincing
detail-and if skin could be said to crawl, his must have moved all the way around his body two or three times before settling down again where it
belonged. "Are these ... ?".By the time the family was ushered out, protesting, at the end of evening visiting hours, Junior hadn't succumbed to their
pressure. If his conversion was to appear convincingly reluctant, he would have to resist them for at least another few days..When Agnes crunched
the ice, the nurse said, "No, no. Don't swallow it all at once. Let it melt.".ice bags. I almost laughed at his tendency to morbidness and self
dramatization. The living dead had not come to get him: just some rubber ice bags..Maria, puzzled but cooperative, left the room as instructed, and
Barty removed the correct book from the stack on the table, without anyone's guidance. He sat in the armchair at his mother's side and began to
read:."Making too many wrong choices," Grace White said, "produces too many branches-a gnarled, twisted, ugly growth.".Returning the newborn
to the nun, Celestina asked for the use of a phone, and for privacy..Bolting up from the couch-"Mom, are you there?"--she turned to Tom, her face
collapsing in a ghastly expression..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..She thought of herself as a
creative person, a capable and efficient and committed person, but she did not think of herself as a strong person. Yet she would need great strength
for what lay ahead..During the cleaning, installation of new carpet, and painting that had followed the removal of the diarrheic pig set loose by one
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of Cain's disgruntled girlfriends, the wife killer had spent a few nights in a hotel. Nolly took advantage of the opportunity to bring his associate
James Hunnicolt--Jimmy Gadget-onto the premises to provide a customized, undetectable, exterior window-latch release..As he turned the corner
onto Jasmine Way, he felt his heart lift in expectation of the sight of his home. It wasn't a grand residence--a typical Main Street, USA, house-but it
was more splendid to Paul than Paris, London, and Rome combined, cities that he would never see and would never regret failing to see..I'm not the
first to observe that much of what quantum mechanics reveals about the nature of reality is uncannily compatible with faith, specifically with the
concept of a created universe. Several fine physicists have written about this before me. As far as I am aware, however, the notion that human
relationships reflect quantum mechanics is fresh with this book: Every human life is intricately connected to every other on a level as profound as
the subatomic level in the physical world; underlying every apparent chaos is strange order; and "spooky effects at a distance," as the
quantum-savvy put it, are as easily observed in human society as in atomic, molecular, and other physical systems. In this story, Tom Vanadium
must simplify and condense complex aspects of quantum mechanics into a few sentences in a single chapter, because although he isn't aware that
he's a fictional character, he is obliged to be entertaining. I hope that any physicists reading this will have mercy on him..His right side, however,
had come to rest against an object harder than bagged paper, an angular mass. As the skull-rattling gong faded, allowing more clarity of thought, he
realized that an unpleasant, vaguely warm, damp something was pressed against his right cheek.."Each life," Barty Lampion said, "is like our oak
tree in the backyard but lots bigger. One trunk to start with, and then all the branches, millions of branches, and every branch is the same life going
in a new direction."
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