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Sunday evening, here he was, cracking open four new decks, as if fresh cards might enable the magic to repeat..One hand on the railing, he
ascended the first three steps slowly. Pausing on each, he slid his foot forward and back on the carpet, runner to judge the depth of the tread relative
to his small foot. He ran the toe of his right shoe up and down the riser between each tread, gauging the height.."Yes, I'm nicely rounding myself
into an early grave," he said almost cheerfully. "And I must admit to enjoying it."."Oil and natural-gas pipelines will fracture, explode. A sea of fire
will wash cities, killing hundreds of thousands more.".Into Barty's darkness came light that he had not sought. He saw his smiling Mary on his lap
as she lowered her hands from his temples, saw the faces of his family, the table set with Christmas decorations and many candles flickering..For a
spirit, the maniac lawman appeared disturbingly solid. He wore a tweed sports jacket and slacks that, as far as Junior could tell, were the same
clothes he'd worn on the night he died. Apparently, even the ghosts of Sklent's atheistic spiritual world were stuck for eternity in the clothes in
which they had perished..She herself had been too nervous to eat anything. She'd held the same glass of untasted champagne throughout the
evening, clutching it as though it were a mooring buoy that would prevent her from being swept away in a storm..Junior had come to the gumshoe
four days ago, with business that might have made a reputable investigator uncomfortable. He needed to discover whether Seraphim White had
given birth at a San Francisco hospital earlier this month and where the baby might be found. Since he wasn't prepared to reveal any relationship to
Seraphim, and since he resisted devising a cover story on the assumption that a competent private detective would at once see through it, his
interest in this baby inevitably seemed sinister.."It's just that you never know what anyone's hand has been up to recently," Jacob explained. "That
respectable banker down the street might have thirty dismembered women buried in his backyard. The nice church-going lady next door might be
sleeping in the same bed with the rotting corpse of a lover who tried to jilt her, and for a hobby she makes jewelry from the finger bones of
preschool children she's tortured and murdered.".In the living room, he removed a decorative pillow from the sofa. He carried it into the
foyer..After tucking the flashlight under his belt, he grabbed the lip of the Dumpster with both hands. The metal was gritty, cold, and wet.."Look at
it this way, Aggie. All the pies, all the things you do-that's betting on life. And now you've just been given the great blessing of being able to place
larger bets.".One problem: Nolly Wulfstan, Quasimodo without a hump, probably repaired to this convenient club after work, to down a few beers,
because this was surely as close as he would ever get to a halfway attractive woman. The detective would think that he and Junior were here for the
same reason-to gawk at nearly naked babes and store up enough images of bobbling breasts to get through the night-and he would not be able to
comprehend that for Junior the attraction was the dance, the intellectual thrill of experiencing a new cultural phenomenon..Maria Elena
Gonzalez-no longer a seamstress in a dry-cleaners, but proprietor of Elena's Fashions, a small dress shop one block off the town square-joined
Agnes, Barty, Edom, and Jacob on Christmas.The gas oven might blow up in his face, at last bringing him peace, but if it didn't, he would at least
have cookies for Agnes..Junior had thought the news was the lab report, which had found no ipecac in his spew. All that had been
distraction..Urgency gripped the paramedics. The rescuers' equipment and the pieces of the car door were dragged out of the way to make a path for
a gurney, its wheels clattering across pavement littered with debris..Behind them, two shots roared, and Paul knew that the reverend was no longer
of this world..As Sklent so insightfully put it: Some of us live on after death, survive in spirit, because we are just too stubborn, selfish, greedy,
grubbing, vicious, psychotic, and evil to accept our demise. None of those qualities described sweet Naomi, who had been far too kind and loving
and meek to live on in spirit, after her lovely flesh failed. Now at one with the earth, Naomi was no threat to Junior, and the state had paid for its
negligence in her death, and the whole matter should have been brought to closure. There were only two barriers to full and final resolution: first,
the stubborn, selfish, greedy, grubbing, vicious, psychotic, evil spirit of Thomas Vanadium; and second, Seraphim's bastard baby--little
Bartholomew.."I suspect," Tom said, "that any job you set your mind to, you'd be as good as you are at teeth.".He tried to lean back as he dropped,
with the hope that he would fall under her, providing cushion if they met with sidewalk instead of lawn..The boy fell and rolled even as he pitched
the can, anticipating the shots that Cain fired, which cracked into the doorframe inches from Tom's knees.."Oh!" She blotted her eyes on the heels
of her hands. "Wait! Give me a second chance. I can do it better, I'm sure I can.".Perhaps because Celestina was her father's daughter, with his faith
in humanity, she was always deeply moved by the kindnesses of strangers and saw in them the shape of a greater grace. "Does your wife know
what a lucky woman she is?".Whereas the lone heart at the center of the rectangular white field inspired amazement and delight in her brothers and
in Maria, Agnes reacted to it with dread. She strove to mask her true feelings with a smile as thin as the edge of a playing card..Perhaps these two
months of frustration had brought him to this: hair-trigger nerves, fevered imagination, and anticipation distilled into dread.."Crafty men need to
stick together," he said. "Men who have no art at all, nothing but wealth-they pit us one against the other, for their gain not ours. We sell em our
power. Why do we? If we went our own way together, we'd do better, maybe.".Along the hall, every step measured, he stayed near the wall farthest
from the staircase..Junior knelt beside her and pressed two fingers to the carotid artery in her neck. She had a pulse, maybe a little irregular but
strong..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..Thrilled to have inspired this awe in her, he closed the book. "Remember
what we talked about a long time ago? You asked me how come, if I could walk where the rain wasn't. . . ".So here it came again, the hateful past,
returning when Junior thought he was shed of it. This tall, lanky, Celestina-humping son of a bitch, guardian of Bartholomew, had driven away,
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gone home, but he couldn't stay in the past where he belonged, and he was opening his mouth to say Who are you or maybe to shout an alarm, so
Junior shot him three times..He jammed the 9-mm pistol under his belt, grabbed Ichabod by the feet, and dragged him quickly toward the door to
Apartment 1. Smears of blood brightened the pale limestone floor in the wake of the body.."Possible complications include cerebral hemorrage,
pulmonary edema, kidney failure, necrosis of the liver, coma-to name a few."."Poker." Keeping his hands high, like a penitent confessing sin at a
revival meeting and asking God to wash him clean, Obadiah said, "My specialty was close-up magic. Oh, I pulled a rabbit out of a hat more than
once, silk scarves from thin air, doves from silk scarves. But close was my love. Coins, but mostly ... cards.".EARTHSEA.Hackachaks to browbeat
him into a despairing, exhausted, disgusted compliance with their greed..out of hand. "Well ... yes, I suppose so." Spineless, unethical quack
bastard, Junior thought bitterly..In a rocking chair, holding her tiny son in her arms, Agnes cried quietly. Often, Barty slept through her weeping.
Awakened, he smiled or squinched his face into a puzzled frown..Ordinarily, she would have returned to the first of the candles and offered a
second fragment to Saint Peter. In this case, however, she entrusted it to the least known of the apostles, because she was sure that he must have
special significance in this matter.."That would be wrong. A diary's private." He supposed that to a detective nothing was sacred, but he was
nonetheless a little shocked that Vanadium needed to ask that question..The social worker's office once more. Rain tapping lightly at the window
where Dr. Lipscomb had stared intently into the fog as he tried to avoid confronting the life-changing revelation that Phimie, speaking with the
special knowledge of the once-dead, had shown him..Between his surgeries and for many months thereafter, Vanadium had devoted his energies to
speech therapy, physical rehabilitation, and the concoction of periodic torments for Enoch Cain, which Simon Magusson was able to implement,
every few months, through Nolly and Kathleen. The idea wasn't to bring Cain to justice by torturing his conscience, since he'd allowed his
conscience to atrophy a long time ago, but to keep him unsettled and thereby magnify the impact of his first face-to-face encounter with the
resurrected Vanadium.."Go home. Sleep," he said. "You'll be no help to your sister if you wind up a patient here yourself."."Maybe it's not where
the heart is," Wally corrected himself. "Maybe it's where the buffalo roam.".Phimie's speech had been slurred later, as well, immediately following
the birth of the baby, when she had struggled to convey her desire to name her daughter Angel..He knocked the pepper shaker on its side, and then
with a groan put it upright once more..The sidewalks were crowded with businessmen in suits, hippies in flamboyant garb, groups of smartly attired
suburban ladies in town to shop, and the usual forgettably dressed rabble, some smiling and some surly and some mumbling but as blank-eyed as
mannequins, who might be hired assassins or poets, for all he knew, eccentric millionaires in mufti or carnival geeks who earned their living by
biting heads off live chickens..When she was finished with the dishtowel, she returned to the dining room, and though dinner was underway, she
called for another toast. Raising her glass, she said, "To Maria, who is more than my friend. My sister. I can't let you talk about what I've given you
without telling your girls that you've given back more. You taught me that the world is as simple as sewing, that what seem to be the most terrible
problems can be stitched up, repaired." She raised her glass slightly higher. "First chicken to be come with first egg inside already. God
bless."."That's not what they say," the boy replied with a giggle, for his extensive reading had introduced him to words that he and she agreed were
not his to use..He rewound the words, played them again, but still the source of the threat eluded him. He was hearing them in his own voice, as if
he had once read them in a book, but he suspected that they had been spoken to him and that.PUDDLED ON THE pan-flat face, the port-wine
birthmark. In the center of the stain, the closed eye, concealed by a purple lid, as smooth and round as a grape..The detective shrugged. "The girl
might've had her baby at a third rate hospital, one with poor control of patients' records and a less professional staff. Or the kid might have been
placed for adoption through some baby brokerage in it strictly for the money. Then there would've been opportunities to learn something. But as
soon as I discovered it was St. Mary's, I knew we were screwed.".He had bribed a parking attendant to keep his Mercedes at the curb in a valet
zone, in front of a nearby restaurant, so it would be instantly available when needed. He could also leave the car and follow Celestina on foot if she
chose to stroll home from here..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..Having settled on the
sofa with Agnes and Barty, prepared to serve comfortably in the role of quiet observer, Edom was alarmed to have suddenly become the subject of
conversation. He was also alarmed to be called "son," because in his thirty-six years, the only person ever to have addressed him in that fashion had
been his father, dead for a decade yet still a terror in Edom's dreams..And speak the tongues of man and drake..Celestina succumbed to a fit of
giggles. Before she could control them, she used up two Kleenex to blow her nose and to blot the laughter from her eyes..Tom removed the lid. No
beer, one head. Simon Magusson's severed head lay faceup on the ice, mouth open as though he were standing in court to object to the
prosecution's line of questioning..Agnes wanted to tell them that all their efforts would be to no avail, that they should cease and desist, be kind and
let her go. She had no reason to stay here anymore. She was moving on to be with her dead husband and her dead baby, moving on to a place where
there was no pain, where no one was as poor as.Suddenly, even in the heart of a great city, the alleyway seemed as lonely as an English moor, and
not a smart place to seek asylum from a vengeful spirit. Casting aside all pretense of self-control, Junior sprinted for the next street, where the sight
of multitudes, swarming in winter sunshine, filled him not with paranoia or even uneasiness, anymore, but with an unprecedented feeling of
brotherhood..He found the strength to squeeze her hand tighter than before. "Be safe. Keep Angel safe."."He was born yesterday, not today," Edom
said glumly. "When the thousand-year quake hits, skyscrapers will pancake, bridges crumble, dams break. In three minutes, a million people will
die between San Diego and Santa Barbara."."August, 1931. Along the Huang He River in China. Three million seven hundred thousand people
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died in a great flood," Edom said..Junior examined the music collection. The policeman's taste ran to big band music and vocalists from the swing
era..Tom Vanadium was too unnerved by the Cain scare to be interested in the newspaper anymore. The strong black coffee, superb before, tasted
bitter now..He knew for a fact that Seraphim had died in childbirth. He had seen the gathering of Negroes at her funeral in the cemetery, the day of
Naomi's burial. He had heard Max Bellini's message on the maniac cop's Ansaphone..Having been an object of Thomas Vanadium's fixation, Junior
felt fortunate to have survived. He shuddered..After the service, among those who came to Agnes at graveside, trying to express the inexpressible,
was Paul Damascus, the owner of Damascus Pharmacy on Ocean Avenue. Of Mideastern extraction, he had dark olive skin and, incredibly,
rust--red hair. With his rust-red eyebrows, lashes, and mustache, his handsome face looked like that of a bronze statue with a curious patina..After a
minute, he slipped his hand into his pocket. The quarter was still there..Not a door opened in the narrow street. Nobody looked out to see what the
noise was. Not till long after the men were gone did some neighbors creep out to comfort Otter's people as best they could. "Oh, it's a curse, a
curse, this wizardry!" they said..All the way back to the ridge, sitting up front beside a county deputy in a police cruiser, with an ambulance and
other patrol cars racing close behind them, Junior had shaken uncontrollably. When he tried to respond to the officer's questions, his
uncharacteristically thin voice cracked more often than not, and he was able to croak only, Jesus, dear Jesus," over and over..At the elevators, the
orderly suggested that Edom and Jacob take a second cab and meet them on the surgical floor..White as a Viking winter, these magnificent
choppers, and as straight as the kernel rows in the corn on Odin's high table. Superb occlusal surfaces. Exquisite incisor ledges. Bicuspids of
textbook formation nestled in perfect alignment between molars and canines..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..Bad news. Having been identified by
another guest put Junior at risk of later being tied to the killing; having been recognized by a close personal friend of Celestina White's was even
worse. It had become imperative now that he know why the pianist had been watching him from across the room with such intensity..Junior didn't
know much about guns. He didn't approve of them; he had never owned one..Friday brought Scamp again, all of Scamp, all day, every way,
wall-to-wall Scamp, so on Saturday he hadn't enough energy to do more than shower..As Barty stepped across the threshold into the upstairs hall,
Miss Pixie Lee said, "You're sweet, Barty..During those spells when she was too shaky to draw, she stood at the window, gazing at the storied
city..Junior Cain felt as if his heart had been lanced by a needle so thin that the muscle still contracted rhythmically but painfully around it. She
did? She. . . she wrote that?"."Agnes," said the magician, "you better start meeting with that librarian now to record your own life. If you don't get
started for another forty years, by then you'll need a whole decade of talking to get it all down.".surreptitiously with Junior. He was accustomed to
being an object of desire. This night, however, the only lady he cared about was San Francisco herself, and he wanted to be alone with her.."Which
is?" His eyes widened, and his voice became husky with pretended fear. "They're always ... evil..Earlier, before leaving home, he had taken a
preventive dose of paregoric. For now, at least, his bowels were quiet..Visibly nonplussed by Junior's blithe failure to terminate the handshake
when the shaking stopped, the fussy Neddy didn't want to be so rude as to yank his hand loose, or to cause a scene regardless of how small, but
Junior, smiling and pretending to be as socially dense as concrete, failed to respond to a polite tug. So Neddy waited, allowing his hand to be held,
and his face, previously as white as piano keys, brightened to a shade of pink that clashed with his red boutonniere..To Edom, humanity was
obviously not the greater of these two destructive forces. Men and women were part of nature, not above it, and their evil was, therefore, just one
more example of nature's malignant intent. They had stopped debating this issue years ago, however, neither man conceding any credibility to the
other's dogma.."Loved her? Of course I loved her. Naomi was beautiful and so kind ... and funny. She was the best ... the best thing that ever
happened to me.".Into new avenues of the labyrinth he moved, but then back again, back upon his own trail, twisting, turning, from the occult to
modern literature, from history to popular science, and here the occult once more, always the shadow glimpsed so fleetingly and so peripherally
that it might hive been imagination, the scent of a woman no sooner detected than lost again in the perfumes of aging paper and bindery glue,
twisting, turning, until abruptly he stopped, breathing hard, halted by the realization that he hadn't heard the singing in some time..Now, without
realizing when it had happened, he had been lowered from his knees to his right side. Head elevated and tilted by one of the paramedics. So he
could expel the bile, the blood, rather than choke on it.."He's crafty, you say. Can you use him?".On December 18, as the Beatles' "Hello Goodbye"
rocketed up the charts, Junior boiled over with frustration at his inability to find either love or Seraphim's baby, so he drove across the Golden Gate
Bridge, to Marin County and all the way to the town of Terra Linda, where he killed Bartholomew Prosser..With a tenderness that surprises and
moves Celestina, the tall nurse closes the dead girl's eyes. She opens a fresh, clean sheet and places it over the body, from the feet up, covering the
precious face last of all.."Blood tests should reveal whether the child's yours or not. That also might explain all this.".Murmuring on the edge of
sleep, Barty spoke to his father in all the places where Joey still lived: "Good-night, Daddy.".Stepping forward lightly, lightly, as he swung the
candlestick, Junior saw the dinner guest stiffen, perhaps sensing danger or at least movement, but it was too late. The guy didn't even have time to
turn his head or duck..His inner turmoil boiled ever more fiercely, and the external evidence of it grew more obvious. In the cool air of the fading
afternoon, he perspired as profusely as a man already being strapped into an electric chair; it streamed, gushed. He shook, shook, and he was half
convinced that he could hear his bones rattling together like the shells of hard-boiled eggs in a rolling cook pot..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..AT ST. MARY'S HOSPITAL, where Wally had brought Angel into this world three years ago, he was now fighting for his life, for a
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chance to see the girl grow and to be the father she needed. He'd been taken to surgery already when Celestina and Angel arrived a few minutes
behind the ambulance..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..Although the piano was at
some distance and the restaurant was a little noisy, Kathleen recognized the tune at once. She looked up from her veal, her eyes full of
merriment..As she tucked the bedclothes around him again, she said, "Barty, I don't think you should let anyone else see how you can walk in the
rain without getting wet. Not Edom and Jacob. Not anyone at all. And anything else special that you discover you can do ... we should keep it a
secret between you and me.".At the grave, they arrived with red and white roses. Agnes carried the red, and Barty brought the white..By "all of
that," he meant the groceries that she and Joey often sent along with the pies, the occasional mortgage payment they made for someone down on his
luck, and the other quiet philanthropies..They were each down to one last sip of wine, studying dessert menus, when Celestina began to wonder if,
in spite of all instincts and indications, she might be wrong about the state of Wally's heart. The signs seemed clear, and if his radiance wasn't love,
then he must be dangerously radioactive-yet she might be wrong. She was a woman of some insight, quite sophisticated in many ways, with the
raw-nerve perceptions of an artist; however, in matters of romance, she was an innocent, perhaps even more pitifully naive than she realized. As
she perused the list of cakes and tarts and homemade ice creams, she allowed doubt to feed upon her, and as the thought grew that Wally might not
love her that way, after all, she became desperate to know, to end the suspense, because if she didn't mean to him what he meant to her, then Daddy
was just going to have to accept her conversion from Baptist to Catholic, because she and Angel would have to spend some serious heart-recovery
time in a nunnery..There would be lots of aftermath with three at once, especially if he took them out with point-blank head shots, but Junior was
pumped full of reliable antiemetics, antidiarrhetics, and antihistamines, so he felt adequately protected from his traitorous sensitive side. In fact, he
wanted to see a significant quantity of aftermath this time, because it would be proof positive that the boy was dead and that all this torment had
come at last to an end..The driver shook his head. "I knew everything anyone would need to know about you when I heard you ask your kid what
would happen if the stupid boogeyman showed up in her dream."."Water can break?" Maria asked, looking toward the faucet at the kitchen sink.
She sighed. "I have so much to be learned.".Kennedy, whose portraits hung side by side, the girl revealed to their mom and dad what had been done
to her and also what, in her despair.Laying the gun on the newspaper, he dropped into the chair. He picked up his coffee. The search of the house
had been conducted with such urgency that the java was still pleasantly hot..In spite of the bravado of the responses in Junior's unspoken half of the
conversation, he was increasingly unnerved by Vanadium. The cop was a lunatic, all right, but he was something more than a mere nut case..WITH
BRIGHT BEACH under assault by one miserable flu and by an uncountable variety of common colds, business was brisk this Monday at
Damascus Pharmacy..might be grumpy and would certainly be torpid, bleary-eyed, and uncommunicative. Angel awake was always fully awake,
soaking up color texture-mood, marveling in the baroque detail of Creation, and generally lending support to the apperception--test prediction that
she might be an art prodigy.."I'm not sad," Tom said, "because though I have this face here in this world, I know there's another me-in fact, lots of
other Tom Vanadiums-who don't have this face at all. Somewhere I'm doing just fine, thank you.".Foreword.He was too sensitive a soul to be able
to take either a handsaw or a power saw to a corpse..Junior didn't want an apology. The offer of a free lunch-or an entire week of lunches-didn't
charm a smile from him. He had no interest in taking home a free apple pie..His first overnight journey, in June of '65, was to La Jolla, north of San
Diego. He carried too large a backpack and wore khaki pants when he should have worn shorts in the summer heat..In the foyer, Hanna Rey and
Nellie Oatis sat side by side on the stairs. Hanna, the housekeeper, was gray-haired and plump. Nellie, was Perri's daytime- companion, could have
passed for Hanna's sister..The opening paragraph still lingered in his memory, because he had crafted it with great care: Greetings on this
momentous day. I'm writing to you about an exceptional woman, Agnes Lampion, whose life you have touched without knowing, and whose story
may interest you..To his room then, where they sat side by side in bed, a plate of chocolate-chip cookies between them. Through the evening, they
stepped off this earth and out of all its troubles, into a world of adventure, where friendship and loyalty and courage and honor could deal with any
malignancy.."The pepper tree had been whispering in the breeze, the roses nodding their bright heads. Now a stillness came into the cemetery, as if
rising from beneath the grass, from out of that city of the lost..He was a man with a plan, focused, committed, ready to act and then think, as soon
as he was able to act. A spasm of pain weakened his hand. Cartridges slipped through his fingers, fell to the floor..More walls than not, in both
rooms, were lined with bookshelves and file cabinets. Here he kept numerous case studies of accidents, man-made disasters, serial killers, spree
killers: proof undeniable that humanity was a fallen species engaged in both the unintentional and calculated destruction of itself..Maria turned
sideways in her chair and dealt from the top of the four-deck stack, onto the table in front of Barty..In the late-afternoon light, on this Christmas
Eve, Barty was no ghost, no illusion..In the Suburban with Wally and Grace, as they waited to hit the trail, Celestina said, "He took her to a movie
again, Tuesday night.".The currents of irrational fear, which bring periodic turbulence to virtually every childhood, didn't disturb the smoothly
flowing river of Barty's first three years. He showed no fear of the doctor or the dentist,.He pushed on the door, but still it resisted, and he surprised
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himself by letting out a bellow of frustration that expressed quite the opposite of self-control, though no one listening could have the slightest doubt
about his determination to commit and command..Leaning forward from his armchair, white hair as radiant as the wings of cherubim, Obadiah
waved one misshapen hand over the deck, never closer than ten inches to the cards. "Now please spread them out in a fan on the table,
facedown.".The announcement poster seemed enormous, huge, far bigger than she remembered it, crazily-recklessly large. By its very size, it
challenged critics to be cruel, dared the fates to celebrate her triumph by shaking the city to ruin right now, in the quake of the century. She wished
Helen Greenbaum had opted, instead, for a few lines of type on an index card, taped to the glass..Junior's breath smoked from him as if he
contained a seething fire of his own. He felt a sheen of condensation arise on his face, cold and invigorating..She looked around the room. "He's
invisible like the Cheshire cat?" "His whole world is as real as ours, but we can't see it, and people in his world can't see us. There're millions and
millions of worlds all here in the same place and invisible to one another, where we keep getting chance after chance to live a good life and do the
right thing.".After the detective returned the box to the nightstand, the coin began to turn again.
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