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RING THE MIDDLE AGES WITH A DESCRIPTION OF THE METALS PIGMENTS AND PR
Regrettably, at 2:00 A.M., February 28, waking alone in Tammy's bed, Junior sought her out and found her snacking in the kitchen. Forsaking a
fork in favor of her fingers, she was eating a."Oil and natural-gas pipelines will fracture, explode. A sea of fire will wash cities, killing hundreds of
thousands more."."Not really. I love you, Mommy." He yawned and dropped into sleep with a quickness that always amazed her. And then
everything changed in one stunning moment. Changed profoundly and forever..His waitress was a cutie. She flirted with him, and he knew he
could have her if he wanted.."It's not scary," said Mary. "I just step into another place for a little, and then back. It's just like going from one room
to the next. I can't get stuck over there or anything." She looked at Barty. "You know how it is, Dad.".Vanadium's wounds were too grievous to
pass for accidental injuries. Even if there were some way to disguise them through clever staging, no one would believe that Victoria had died in a
freak fall and that Vanadium, rushing to her side, had slipped and tumbled and sustained mortal head injuries, as well. Such a strong whiff of
slapstick would put even the Spruce Hills police on to the scent of murder..Summary: Explores further the magical world of Earthsea through five
tales of events which occur before or after the time of the original novels, as well as an essay on the people, languages, history and magic of the
place..Tom between curiosity and emotional exhaustion, Celestina held his gaze, thinking, and finally she said, "Deal.".But with the silencer
attached, the pistol was useful only for close-up work. After passing through a sound-suppressor, the bullet would exit the muzzle at a lower than
usual velocity, perhaps with an added wobble, and accuracy would drop drastically at a distance..Wally's own house was in the same neighborhood,
a block and a half away, a three-story Victorian gem that he entirely occupied..IN NEED OF OIL, the hand crank squeaked, but the tall halves of
the casement window parted and opened outward into the alleyway..Because you can walk in the rain without getting wet, because you walk in
SOME OTHER PLACE, and God knows where that place is or whether YOU COULD GET STUCK THERE somehow, get stuck there AND
NEVER COME BACK, and if you can do this, there's surely other impossible things you can do, and even as smart as you are, you can't know the
dangers of doing these things--nobody could know-and then there are the people who'd be interested in you if they knew you can do this, scientists
who'd want to poke at you, and worse than the scientists, DANGEROUS PEOPLE who would say that national security comes before a mother's
rights to her child, PEOPLE WHO MIGHT STEAL YOU AWAY AND NEVER LET ME SEE YOU AGAIN, which would be like death to me,
because I want You to have a normal, happy life, a good life, and I want to protect you and watch you grow UP and be the fine man I know you
will be, BECAUSE USE I LOVE YOU MORE THAN ANYTHING, AND YOU'RE SO SWEET, AND YOU DON'T REALIZE HOW
SUDDENLY, HOW HORRIBLY, THINGS CAN GO WRONG..He had come to believe that every well-rounded, self-improved person ought to
have a craft at which he excelled, and needlepoint appealed to him more than either pottery-making or decoupage. For pottery, he would require a
potter's wheel and a cumbersome kiln; and decoupage was too messy, with all the glue and lacquer. By December, he began his first project: a
small pillowcase featuring a geometric border surrounding a quote from Caesar Zedd, "Humility is for losers.".Otter shook his head..Tom was an
Oregon State Police detective, as far as Celestina knew, and she didn't understand what he was doing here..The dear man cried and kissed her scars
and told her that she was as beautiful as any woman alive. They stood then for a while, embracing, his hands upon her back, her breasts against his
chest, and twice they kissed, but almost chastely, before she put on her blouse again..Junior said, "I should know your name from the playbill at the
lounge, but I'm as bad with names as you are good with faces.".When the old man died and Agnes inherited the property, the three of them played
cards in the backyard for the first time on the day of his funeral, played openly rather than in secret, almost giddy with freedom. Eventually, when
Agnes fell in love and married, Joey Lampion joined their card games, and thereafter, Jacob and Edom enjoyed a greater sense of family than they
had ever known before..According to his wristwatch, the time was 9:05 in the morning on this momentous day..Earlier, he had placed an open fifth
of vodka on the table, in front of Victoria. The nurse, no longer in the chair, sprawled on the floor as if she had emptied another bottle before this
one.."Some men," she said, "wouldn't be able to sustain desire when their hands touched my back. I'll understand if you're one of them. It's not
beautiful to the eye, and rough as oak bark to the touch. That's why I brought you here, so you'd know this before you consider where you want to
go from ... where we are now.".Agnes, Celestina, and Grace were soon working together with a harmony that was kitchen poetry. Paul had noticed
that most women seemed to like or dislike one another within a minute of their first encounter, and when they found one another companionable,
they were as open and easy on their first meeting as though they were friends of long duration. Within half an hour, these three sounded as if they
were of one age, inseparable since childhood. He had not seen Grace or Celestina free of despair since the reverend's murder, but here they were
able for the first time to veil their anguish in the bustle of baking and the pleasure of making a new friend.."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?".On the
counter beside the bathroom sink stood an open box of BandAids in a variety of sizes, a bottle of rubbing alcohol, and a bottle of iodine..After a
silent moment of surprise, Nork or Knacker, or Hisscus, said, "Your sentiment is understandable, Mr. Cain, but it's customary in these
matters--".Not one day in anyone's life, so her father taught, is an uneventful day, no day without profound meaning, no matter how dull and boring
it might seem, no matter whether you are a seamstress or a queen, a shoeshine boy or a movie star, a renowned philosopher or a Downs syndrome
child. Because in every day of your life, there are opportunities to perform little kindnesses for others, both by conscious acts of will and
unconscious example. Each smallest act of kindness-even just words of hope when they are needed, the remembrance of a birthday, a compliment
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that engenders a smile-reverberates across great distances and spans of time, affecting lives unknown to the one whose generous spirit was the
source of this good echo, because kindness is passed on and grows each time it's passed, until a simple courtesy becomes an act of selfless courage
years later and far away. Likewise, each small meanness, each thoughtless expression of hatred, each envious and bitter act, regardless of how
petty, can inspire others, and is therefore the seed that ultimately produces evil fruit, poisoning people whom you have never met and never will.
All human lives are so profoundly and intricately entwined-those dead, those living, those generations yet to come-that the fate of all is the fate of
each, and the hope of humanity rests in every heart and in every pair of hands. Therefore, after every failure, we are obliged to strive again for
success, and when faced with the end of one thing, we must build something new and better in the ashes, just as from pain and grief, we must
weave hope, for each of us is a thread critical to the strength-to the very survival-of the human tapestry. Every hour in every life contains such
often-unrecognized potential to affect the world that the great days for which we, in our dissatisfaction, so often yearn are already with us; all great
days and thrilling possibilities are combined always in this momentous day..This night in Weott, with the high solemn silence of the redwood
forests out there now and waiting to embrace him in the morning, he slept without dreams..Gifted with unusual powers of visual observation, the
girl was quick to notice the slightest changes in her world. The sparkling engagement ring on Celestina's left hand had not escaped her notice..That
happened ten years ago, the first and last time anyone shot at Nolly. The real work of a private eye had nothing in common with the glamorous
stuff depicted on television and in books. This was a low-risk profession full of dull routine, as long as you chose your cases wisely--which meant
staying away from clients like Enoch Cain.."That's exactly how I hoped he would be." Relieved, he followed Agnes to the living room. "Listen,
Aggie, you know, I don't have anything against Jacob, but-".The cemetery had been mown for the holiday. The scent of fresh cut grass grew more
intense the longer Agnes met her son's radiant green-blue gaze, until the fragrance became exquisitely sweet..Her lifelong optimism, her buoyancy,
which she had miraculously sustained through so many difficult years, would never survive this. She would no longer be a rock of hope for him
and Edom. Their future was despair, undiluted and unrelenting..He also sought a supplier of high-quality counterfeit ID. This proved easier than he
anticipated..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.."Other Bartys and other Agneses in other houses like this-all
here together now.".To be useful, anger must be channeled, as Zedd explains with unusually poetic prose in The Beauty of Rage: Channel Your
Anger and Be a Winner Junior's current predicament would only get worse if he had to telephone Roto-Rooter to extract a musician from the
plumbing..This morning, as Barty stood to one side listening, his mother asked Maria for poems by Emily Dickinson..Although he had made no
effort to summon them, tears spilled from Junior's closed eyes. They weren't drawn from him by thoughts of poor Naomi. These next few
days-perhaps weeks-were going to be tedious, until he could have Nurse Victoria Bressler. Under the circumstances, he had good reason to feel
sorry for himself..As spectacularly busty as the not-yet-dead Jayne Mansfield, Frieda never wore a bra. In 1966, this free-swinging style was little
seen. Initially, Junior didn't realize bralessness was a declaration of Frieda's liberation; he thought it meant she was a slut..Freed for the moment
from the need to be strong for her sleeping Angel or for Wally, Celestina turned to Tom Vanadium, saw in his gray eyes both the sorrow of the
world and a hope to match her own, saw in his ruined face the promise of triumph over evil, leaned against him for support, and finally dared to
cry..Everyone thought the moptops were the coolest thing ever--ever but to Junior, their music was just all right. He wasn't stirred to sing along,
and he didn't find their stuff particularly danceable.."When the Iroquois Theater in Chicago burned on December 30, 1903" he said aloud, testing
his memory, "during a matinee of Mr Blue Beard, six hundred two people perished, mostly women and children.".While Jacob had shuffled, Agnes
had taken little Barty from his bassinet into her arms. She was surprised and discomfited to discover that the baby was to have his fortune told
first..Lord, listen to me-but I've really got to know if you can, if you are, how you feel, whether you feel, I mean, whether you think you could
feel--".Paul didn't realize that Grace had followed them into the living room until she screamed. She started to push past him, heading toward her
husband even as Harrison went down..Although she was aware that these extraordinary events would shape the rest of her life, beginning with her
actions in the hours immediately ahead of her, she could not clearly see what she ought to do next. At the core of her confusion was a conflict of
mind and heart, reason and faith, but also a battle between desire and duty. Until she was.Perhaps these two months of frustration had brought him
to this: hair-trigger nerves, fevered imagination, and anticipation distilled into dread..Awed, dropping to one knee before Barty, Tom fingered the
sleeve of the boy's shirt..When Victoria finally calmed her racing heart, she returned the spoon to the tray on the nightstand, stoppered the carafe,
and said, "That's enough for now, Mr. Cain. In your condition, even too much I melted ice might trigger renewed vomiting.".This saving spirit
retreated, and in his place came a young paramedic in a black-and-yellow rain slicker over hospital whites. "Just want to be sure there's no spinal
injury before we move you. Can you squeeze my hands?".Junior was at critical depth. The psychological pressure was at least five thousand pounds
per square inch and growing by the second. Implosion imminent..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..Junior needed something in his life, a missing element without which he could never be complete, something more than a heart
mate, more than German or French, or karate, and for as long as he could remember, he'd been searching for this mysterious substance, this
enigmatic object, this skill, this thingumajigger, this dowhacky, this flumadiddle, this force or person, this insight, but the problem was that he
didn't know what he was searching for, and so often when he seemed to have found it, he hadn't found it after all, therefore he worried that if ever
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he did find it, then he might throw it away, because he would not realize that it was, in fact, the very jigger or gigamaree that he'd been in search of
since childhood..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.".He was simplifying and combining concepts, but he knew no other way to
quickly give them a feel for the wonder, the enigma, the sheer spookiness of the world revealed by quantum mechanics..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..Edom's twin,
Jacob, who had never held a job, lived in the second apartment. He'd been there since graduating from high school..The custom-fitted gold-link
band of the wristwatch closed with a clasp that, when released, allowed the watch to slip over the hand with ease. Junior knew at once that the clasp
had come undone when his arm tangled in the belt of Neddy's raincoat. The corpse had torn loose and tumbled into the Dumpster, taking Junior's
watch with it.."As she comes closer to full term," said Dairies, "she's at great risk of preeclampsia developing into full eclampsia.".Maria turned
sideways in her chair and dealt from the top of the four-deck stack, onto the table in front of Barty.."Fear?" Kathleen asked, more interested in
Vanadium's words than in his prestidigitation. "You said you're offering fear to Cain ... as if that was something he would want.".Then Junior saw
the blood on the right cuff of Vanadium's shirt. Blood dripping from his hand, too..Uncommonly healthy, he didn't suffer croup, flu, sinusitis, or
most of the ailments to which other children were vulnerable..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..Initially, when told that
his patient was a Negro, Junior had been reluctant to serve as her physical therapist. Her program of rehab required mostly structured exercise to
restore flexibility and to gain strength in the affected limb, but some massage would be involved, as well, which made him uncomfortable..AGNES
ALWAYS ENJOYED Christmas Eve dinner with Edom and Jacob, because even they tempered their pessimism on this night of nights. Whether
the season touched their hearts or they wanted even more than usual to please their sister, she didn't know. If gentle Edom spoke of killer tornadoes
or if dear Jacob was reminded of massive explosions, each dwelt not on horrible death, as usual, but on feats of courage in the midst of dire
catastrophe, recounting astonishing rescues and miraculous escapes..Pulling herself up in the bed, peering at him suspiciously, she said, "You've
gone and memorized old Emily.".Barty's mathematical genius proved to have a valuable practical application. Even in his blindness, he perceived
patterns where those with sight did not. Working with Tom Vanadium, he devised strikingly successful investment strategies based on subtleties of
the stock market's historical performance. By the 1980s, the foundation's annual return on its endowment averaged twenty-six percent: excellent in
light of the fact that the runaway inflation of the 1970s had been curbed..On his nightstand, he found an envelope evidently placed there by Hanna,
after she'd taken it from his pharmacy smock, which he had given her to launder. The envelope contained the letter about Agnes Lampion that Paul
had written to Reverend White in Oregon..Abruptly alert, sitting up on the edge of the bed, Celestina knew the caller could not be the comatose old
woman, so she said angrily, "Who the hell is this?".Otter stated it as an unfortunate fact, not as a moral assertion. Hound looked at him with
appreciation. Living with the pirate king, he was sick of boasts and threats, of boasters and threateners..Agnes discovered that watching her child be
totally consumed by a new enthusiasm was an unparalleled delight. Through Barty, she had a tantalizing sense of what her own childhood might
have been like if her father had allowed her to have one, and at times, listening to the boy exclaim about the space-faring Stone family or about the
mysteries of Mars, she discovered that at least some part of a child still lived within her, untouched by either cruelty or time..Celestina jammed the
shaft of the crank into the casing socket. Wouldn't fit. Her hands were shaking. Steel fins on the shaft of the crank had to be lined up just-so with
slots in the socket. She fumbled, fumbled..She started to get up from the chair behind the desk, but he encouraged her to stay seated..With the
uniformed troopers was a stocky, late-fortyish, brush-cut man in black slacks and a gray herringbone sports jacket. His face was almost pan flat, his
first chin weak, his second chin stronger than the first, and his function unknown to Junior. He would have been the least likely man to be noticed
in a ten-thousand-man convention of nonentities, if not for the port-wine birthmark that surrounded his right eye, darkening most of the bridge of
his nose, brightening half his forehead, and returning around the eye to stain the upper portion of his cheek..Once he had toured the exhibition,
managing not to shudder openly, he tried to hang out within hearing distance of Celestina White, but without appearing to be listening with special
intensity..At the next comer, instead of continuing south, Junior angled aggressively in front of oncoming pedestrians, stepped off the curb, and
headed east, traversing the, intersection against the advice of a Don't Walk sign. Horns blared, a city bus nearly flattened him, but he made.Taking
no chances, Junior swung the candlestick again, bending down as he did so. The second impact was not as solid as the first, a glancing blow, but
effective..Furious, he squeezed off two shots. Passing the living-room archway, Tom saw Jacob in the armchair, under the reading lamp, slumped
as if asleep over the book. His crimson bib confirmed that he wasn't just sleeping..Otter was silent a while. Then he said in a low voice, "Clay, and
gravel, and under that the rock that bears garnets. All under this part of the city is that rock. I don't know the names.".For the next few days, they
would eat all their meals in the suite. Most likely, Cain had left San Francisco. And even if the killer hadn't fled, this was a big city, where a chance
encounter with him was unlikely. Yet having, assumed the role of guardian, Tom Vanadium had a zero tolerance for risk, because the inimitable
Mr. Cain had proved himself to be a master of the unlikely..He raised the window in the kitchen and climbed outside, onto the landing of the fire
escape. Feeling like a high-roaming cousin to the Phantom of the Opera, bearing the requisite fearsome scars if not the unrequited love for a
soprano, Vanadium descended through the foggy night, down two flights of the switchback iron stairs to the kitchen at Cain's apartment..With a
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thin hiss of disgust, Junior pulled away from the thing, whatever it was, withdrew the flashlight from his belt, and listened intently for sounds in the
alleyway. No voices. No footsteps. Only distant traffic noises so muffled that they sounded like the grunts and groans and low menacing growls of
foraging animals, displaced predators prowling the urban mist.."Would you like a little tea and a piece of crumb cake?" Grace asked as smoothly as
if, in The Big Book of Etiquette for Ministers' Wives, this were the preferred response to the announcement of a startling career change.."You can't
take much of anything by mouth for a few hours yet," said the nurse. "Nausea is too great a risk. Retching might start you hemorrhaging
again."."Because of a certain awareness you've had since childhood," Celestina said, recalling what he'd told her in San Francisco..Her metal hands
were still crossed defensively over her breasts. The artist had welded large hexagonal nuts to her rake-tine fingers to suggest knuckles, and
balanced on one nut was a fourth quarter..When his stomach rolled uneasily and his scalp prickled, he was seized by panic, certain that he was
going to suffer both violent nervous emesis and severe hives, breaking out and chucking up at the same time. He popped the capsules into his
mouth but couldn't produce enough saliva to swallow them, so he turned on the faucet, filled his cupped hands with water, and drank, dribbling
down the front of is jacket and sweater..Most likely, Reverend White's ramblings were as greasy with sentiment and oily with irrational optimism
as were his daughter's paintings, so Junior was in no hurry to learn the name of the radio program or to write for a transcript of the sermon.."He
worked in your shipyard, your highness." Losen liked to be called by kingly titles..Assuming this criticism was amusing hyperbole, Junior laughed,
but Sklent squinted those virtually colorless eyes, and Junior's laugh withered in his throat. "Well, maybe that's how it'll work out," he said, wanting
to be on Sklent's good side, but he was at once sorry he'd spoken those words in front of witnesses..At the front, a soft spotlight a focused on the
life-size crucifix. The only additional illumination came from the small bulbs over the stations of the cross, along both side walls, and from the
flickering flames in the ruby glass containers on the votive-candle rack..out of hand. "Well ... yes, I suppose so." Spineless, unethical quack bastard,
Junior thought bitterly..He slipped behind the door and raised the pewter candlestick over his head. Weighing perhaps five pounds, the object made
a formidable bludgeon, almost as good as a hammer..the social worker and her family. Husband, wife, daughter, son. The little girl smiled shyly
through braces. The boy was impish..Yet his curious attraction to these newborns kept him at the window, and he began to believe that
unconsciously he had intended to come here from the moment he guided his walker out of his room. He'd been compelled to come. Drawn by some
mysterious magnetism..Saturday morning, Paul made himself useful by assisting Grace with food preparation and by setting out the plates,
flatware, and glasses on the dining-room sideboard.."My little girl," she said, and belatedly she realized that this might not be a policeman, after all,
but someone trying to determine if she and Angel were alone in the apartment..Alone with Agnes, the physician said, "I want you to take Barty to a
specialist in Newport Beach. Franklin Chan. He's a wonderful ophthalmologist and ophthalmological surgeon, and right now we don't have anyone
like that here in town.".when red aces weft followed by disturbing jacks, Agnes had pretended to take her son's card-told fortune lightly, especially
the frightful part of it. In fact, a coldness had twisted through her heart..open grave. In his hand: the white rose, its thorns slick with his blood. He
dropped the bloom, and it fell out of sight, into the gaping earth, atop Naomi's casket..Blind he remained until an afternoon in May 1993, when at
last the miracle occurred, and the meaning that Tom Vanadium had foreseen so long ago began to manifest..the floor, on a silk-covered pillow
filled with goose down. With a sigh " he assumed the lotus position: spine straight, legs crossed, hands at rest with the palms up..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..He stopped straining to see through the black room to the
corner armchair. He closed his eyes and tried to lull himself to sleep by summoning into his mind's eye a lovely but calculatedly monotonous scene
of gentle waves breaking on a moonlit shore..She kicked off her shoes and sat beside him in bed, with her back against the headboard, still holding
his hand. Even though this darkness wasn't as deep as Barty's, Agnes found that she was better able to control her emotions when she couldn't see
him. "I think you must be sad, kiddo. You hide it well, but you must be.".Even above the piston-knock of her heart and the bellows-wheeze of her
breath, Celestina heard wood crack, a small pane of glass explode, and metal torque with a squeal. The creep was going to get away..Although he
related well to the theme of moral relativism and personal autonomy in a value-neutral world, Junior grew apprehensive about each impending
scene of violence, and closed his eyes against the prospect of blood. He resented having to endure ninety minutes of the film before Google finally
settled into the seat beside him..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..At best, Vanadium might decide Junior had come here to learn what other funeral his nemesis had
attended-which was, in fact, the true motivation. But this made it clear that Junior feared him and was striving to stay one step ahead of him.
Innocent men didn't go to such length. As far as the fruitcake cop was concerned, Junior might as well have painted I killed Naomi on his
forehead..What the commodifiers of fantasy count on and exploit is the insuperable imagination of the reader, child or adult, which gives even
these dead things life-of a sort, for a while..Surprised, Tom leaned in his chair to look more directly at the blind boy. On the telephone, Celestina
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had mentioned only that Barty was a prodigy, which didn't quite explain the aptness of the oak-tree metaphor..Startled, Junior sat up straight,
clutching the silencer-fitted pistol, but the cruiser didn't abruptly brake and pull to the curb in front of the Mercedes, as he expected..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..When the pianist eventually launched into
"Someone to Watch over Me," he didn't appear to be responding to a request, considering that a few other numbers had been played since the most
recent gratuity. The tune was, after all, in his nightly repertoire..Along the hall, every step measured, he stayed near the wall farthest from the
staircase..Highly impressed by the spot-on hyena scream with which Frieda had purged herself of the childhood emotional trauma inflicted by an
authoritarian grandmother, Junior asked her to go out with him.."It's even worse," Junior rasped, convinced that he was losing some indefinable
advantage if the cop left without playing out this moment as it would usually unfold in an intellectual television crime drama like Perry Mason or
Peter Gunn..The chest respirator, which Joshua had evidently applied, lay discarded on the bedclothes beside her. She seldom required this
apparatus to assist her breathing, and then only at night..just as the smile curved to completion, however, an awful thing happened. The humiliation
began with a loud gurgle in his gut.
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