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LATINOS AND THE VOTING RIGHTS ACT THE SEARCH FOR RACIAL PURPOSE
FOLLOWING A SECOND NIGHT at the Sleepie Tyme Inne, waking at dawn, Junior felt rested, refreshed-and in control of his bowels..Putting
one hand on the object to which she referred, Barty said, "Mom and I were listening to a book when you got here. This is a talking book.".For the
first time in many months, Barty didn't want to sleep in the dark. They left the door of the room open, admitting some of the fluorescent glow from
the hallway.."I don't have to graduate in the spring of next year. I can take fewer classes, graduate the spring after. That's no big deal.".He already
had the pistol he had taken from Frieda Bliss's collection, but it didn't come with a sound-suppressor. He was preparing for all contingencies.
Focus..In a sudden desperate burst of action, Junior tore at the dead man's closed hand, sprang open the trap of fingers and palm-and did not find a
quarter. Nor two dimes and a nickel. Nor five nickels. Nothing. Zip. Zero..Clutching the red rose in his left hand, the brightly wrapped gift box half
crushed in his right, Thomas Vanadium lay at Junior's mercy, with no tricks to perform, no quarter to set dancing across his knuckles,.So it became
dangerous to practice sorcery, except under the protection of a strong warlord; and even then, if a wizard met up with one whose powers were
greater than his own, he might be destroyed. And if a wizard let down his guard among the common folk, they too might destroy him if they could,
seeing him as the source of the worst evils they suffered, a malign being. In those years, in the minds of most people, all magic was black..Because
drugs foil all efforts at self-improvement, Junior had no use for the cocaine and acid. He didn't dare sell them to recover his money; even five
thousand dollars wasn't worth risking arrest. Instead, he gave the pharmaceuticals to a group of young boys playing basketball in a schoolyard, and
wished them a Merry Christmas. The twenty-fourth of December began with rain, but the storm moved south soon after dawn. Sunshine tinseled
the city, and the streets filled with last-minute holiday shoppers..He fiddled with the cylinder until it swung open. Five chambers, a gleaming
cartridge in each..would allow herself to feel the loss, the misery against which she was now armored. Phimie deserved dignity in this
final."Really? You really think that?" he asked in his flat voice, which he sometimes wished were more musical, but which he knew lent a sober
conviction to anything he said. "You think something so delicious could come from a fat, smelly, dirty, snorting old pig?".must either change her
mind or commit herself to a more difficult and challenging life than any she had envisioned only this morning..As the afternoon waned toward a
portentous dusk and toward the gallery reception for Celestina White, Junior prepared his knives and guns.."That's the roaster tower," said Licky.
"Where they cook the cinnabar to get the metal from it. Roasters die in a year or two. Where to, dowser?".He placed a phone call to Kaitlin
Hackachak, his trollish and avaricious sister-in-law, asking her to dispose of Naomi's things, their furniture, and whatever of his own possessions
he chose to leave behind. Although she had been awarded a quarter of a million dollars in the family settlement with the state and county, Kaitlin
would be at the house by dawn's first light if she thought she might make ten bucks from liquidating its contents..Outside, he turned to look at the
display windows. He expected to see the candlestick, supernaturally apparent only from this side of the glass, but it wasn't there. Throughout the
autumn, Junior read book after book about ghosts, poltergeists, haunted houses, ghost ships, s?ances, spirit rapping, spirit manifestation, spirit
writing, spirit recording, trance speaking, conjuration, exorcism, astral projection, Ouija-board revelation, and needlepoint..This was tedious work
and might cot bear fruit. He needed to begin somewhere, however, and the telephone directory was the most logical starting point..Jacob was
hiding something. Until he had spoken of Josef Krepp, his every response had been formed as a question, which had always been his preferred
method of avoidance when conversation involved a subject that made him uncomfortable.."Both. Brain and heart. But I've thought it through,
Daddy. More than anything in my life, I've thought this through.".Copyright (c) 2001 by Ursula K. Le Guin All rights reserved. No part of this
publication may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopy, recording, or any
information storage and retrieval system, without permission in writing from the publisher.."You mean it's like with you in the kitchen, but not if
you go into the living room? Your cold has a mind of its own?".The white padded eye patches rebuffed her, and she realized how profoundly the
boy's double enucleation would affect how easily she could read his moods and know his mind. Here was a littler loss until now shadowed by the
greater destruction. Denied the evidence of his eyes, she would need to be better at noting and interpreting nuances of his body language-also
changed by blindness-and his voice, for there would be no soul revealed by hand-painted, plastic implants..Frequently, people told Agnes that she
should find an agent for Barty, as he was wonderfully photogenic; modeling and acting careers, they assured her, were his for the asking. Though
her son was indeed a fine-looking lad, Agnes knew he wasn't as exceptionally handsome as many perceived him to be. Rather than his looks, what
made Barty so appealing, what made him seem extraordinarily good-looking, were other qualities: an unusual gracefulness for a child, such a
physical easiness in every movement and posture that it seemed as though some curious personal relationship with time had allowed him twenty
years to become a three-year-old; an unfailingly affable temperament and quick smile that possessed his entire face, including his mesmerizing
green blue eyes. Perhaps most affecting of all, his remarkable good health was expressed in the lustrous sheen of his thick hair, in the golden-pink
glow of his summer-touched skin, in every physical aspect of him, until there were times when he seemed radiant..The words of Robert Louis
Stevenson, well read, poured another time and place into the room as smoothly as lemonade pouring from pitcher into glass..Of the curiosities
Junior uncovered, Frieda's weapons interested him most. Guns were stashed throughout the apartment: revolvers, pistols, and two pistol-grip
shotguns. Sixteen altogether..The following April, when he proposed to her, she wouldn't have him. "You're sweet, Paul, but I can't let you throw
your life away on me. You're this ... this beautiful ship that will sail a long way, to fascinating places, and I'd only be your anchor."."They're all the
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family I have," Junior said with what he hoped sounded like sorrow and long-suffering love..At the top of the candlestick, the drip pan and the
socket were marked by a wine-red drizzle. The color of well-aged bloodstains..Alone again with Wally, Celestina said, "They told me that once you
regained consciousness, I can only visit ten minutes at a time, and not that often, either.".The old man assumed the solemn and knowing expression
of one guarding mysteries, a sphinx without headdress and mane. "If I told you, dear lady, it wouldn't be magic anymore. Merely a trick.".Never
before had she put faith in any form of prognostication. In the whispery falling of those twelve cards, however, she heard the faint voice of truth,
not quite a coherent truth, not as clear a message as she might have wished, but a murmur that she couldn't ignore..Smiling, pulling the blanket
more tightly around herself, she said, "You look after your old mom, don't you?".Scamp spent Wednesday ravishing him. It wasn't love, but there
was comfort in being familiar with his partner's equipment.."You sounded as though you were in a lot of distress. You were frightened of this
Bartholomew.".From San Francisco south to Orange County Airport on a crowded commuter flight, then farther south along the coast by rental car,
Paul Damascus brought Grace, Celestina, and Angel to the Lampion house. "Before we go to my place, there's someone I very much want you to
meet. She's not expecting us, but I'm sure it'll be okay.".OUR LADY OF SORROWS, quiet and welcoming in the Bright Beach night, humble in
dimension, without groin vaults and grand columns and cavernous transepts, restrained in ornamentation, was as familiar to Maria Elena
Gonzalez--and as comforting-as her own home. God was everywhere in the world, but here in particular. Maria felt happier the instant she stepped
through the entrance door into the narthex..He was about to go in search of the canapes when he half heard one of the guests mention Bartholomew
to the reverend's daughter. Only the name rang on his ear, not the words that surrounded it..Prepared for any contingency, Junior listened to the
house until he was certain that he needed the knife for no one else..Ashamed and scared, she told no one. Although a victim, she blamed herself,
and the prospect of being exposed to ridicule so horrified her that despair got the better of good judgment..In abject misery, Junior lay waiting to go
under the knife, more eager to be cut than he would have thought possible only a few hours before. The mere promise of this surgery thrilled him
more than all the sex that he'd ever enjoyed between the age of thirteen and the Thursday just past..Angel cocked her head and studied his left hand,
which he had closed while opening his right. She pointed. "It's there.".Too late. The parsonage was fully engulfed. With luck, they would save the
church..He was in a mood to shoot her, but this weapon was not fitted with a sound-suppressor. He'd left that gun in Celestina's bedroom. This was
the pistol that he had taken from Frieda Bliss's collection, and it was as full of sound as Frieda had been full of spew..An IV rack stood beside the
bed, dripping fluid into his vein, replacing the electrolytes that he had lost through vomiting, most likely medicating him with an antiemetic as well.
His right arm was securely strapped to a supporting board, to prevent him from bending his elbow and accidentally tearing out the needle..Seeing
her, Joey leaped up front his armchair again. He managed to hold on to his book this time, but he stumbled into the footstool and nearly lost his
balance..His first word after mama was papa, which she taught him while showing him pictures of Joey. His third word: pie..In the end, the reason
for the walking was the walking itself. Walking gave him something to do, a needed purpose. Motion equaled meaning. Movement became a
medicine for melancholy, a preventive for madness.."Or at least, if the police knew the truth at that time, they hadn't yet gone public with it. I had
no reason to mention it to you back then. I didn't even know Vanadium was missing.".In the gallery windows, eight of the nine sculptures were so
disturbing that many passersby, catching sight of them, blanched and looked away and hurried on. Not everyone can be a connoisseur..Celestina
hardly knew Paul, and although he'd saved her mother's life, his offer raised a look of doubt from her..Not every coincidence, however, has
meaning. Toss a quarter one million times, roughly half a million heads will turn up, roughly the same number of tails. In the process, there will be
instances when heads turn up thirty, forty, a hundred times in a row. This does not mean that destiny is at work or that God-choosing to be not
merely his usual mysterious self but utterly inscrutable-is warning of Armageddon through the medium of the quarter; it means the laws of
probability hold true only in the long run, and that short-run anomalies are meaningful solely to the gullible..A new quarry, operated by the same
company, lay a mile farther north. This was the old one, abandoned after decades of cutting..After two years of rehabilitation, Tom had been
pronounced as fit as ever, a miracle of modem medicine and willpower. But right now he seemed to have been put back together with spit and
string and Scotch tape. Arms pumping, legs stretching, he felt every one of those eight months of coma in his withered-and-rebuilt muscles, in his
calcium depleted-and-rebuilt bones..He usually ate lunch alone in his office. The room was the size of an elevator, but of course didn't go up or
down. It went sideways, however, in the sense that herein Paul was transported into wondrous lands of adventure..Think, think. A three-minute
drive to the Lampion place. Maybe two minutes, running stop signs, cutting comers..able to reconcile these opposed forces, she was all but
paralyzed by indecision..Returning from his tests, he'd gotten into bed without stripping off the thin, hospital-issue robe. He was still wearing it
over his pajamas..She proceeded down the shadowy center aisle, genuflected at the chancel railing, and went to the votive rack..She strove to
appear calm, and she must have succeeded, because neither woman seemed to realize that she was scared almost to the point of paralysis. She
moved woodenly, joints stiff, muscles tense..But, ah, the heft of the candlestick, the smooth arc it made, and the crack of contact had been as
hugely satisfying as any home-run swing that had ever won a baseball World Series..Those who had just met her and those who were overly
charmed by eccentricity called her Seraphim, her name complete. Her teachers, neighbors, and casual acquaintances called her Sera. Those who
knew her best and loved her the most deeply--like her sister, Celestina called her Phimie..When Frieda finished retching and passed out in a heap,
Junior left her on the floor and immediately set out to explore her rooms..With a 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
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muffled that they sounded like the grunts and groans and low menacing growls of foraging animals, displaced predators prowling the urban
mist..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..Like autumn-red ivy, lushly leafed vines of flame crawled up the house. The porch under them was ablaze, as well. Shingles smoldered
beneath their feet, and flames ringed the roof on which they stood..Late Thursday, following a nine-hour session with Hisscus, Nork, and Knacker,
Magusson--negotiating in conjunction with the Hackachak counsel-had indeed reached acceptable terms. Kaitlin Hackachak would receive
$250,000 for the loss of her sister. Sheena and Rudy would receive $900,000 to compensate them for their severe emotional pain and suffering; this
allowed them to undergo a lot of therapy in Las Vegas. Junior would receive $4,250,000. Magusson's fee was twenty percent prior to trial-forty
percent if a settlement had been reached after the start of court proceedings-which left Junior with $3,400,000. All payments to plaintiffs were net
of taxes..Further preparation-the purchase of gold coins and diamonds, the establishment of false identities-had to be delayed due to the hives. An
hour short of dawn, Junior was awakened by a fierce itching not limited to his phantom toe. His entire body, over every plane and into every
crevice, prickled and tingled and burned as with fever-and itched..Google didn't realize that he was an object of disgust. He wiggled his eyebrows
in what he evidently assumed to be an expression of male camaraderie, and he nudged Junior with one elbow..Sometimes, just the thought of
getting in the car and venturing into the dangerous world was intolerable. Then he settled into his La-ZBoy and waited for the natural disaster that
would soon scrub him off the earth as though he had never existed..After Victoria had departed, Junior lay smiling at the ceiling, floating on
Valium and desire. And vanity.."-and when I get up off the street, my clothes are a mess, and I've got this face."."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 met her eyes, but at once
shifted his gaze to the porch floor again. "I've come to say ... how sorry I am, how miserably sorry.".The strand was inclined toward the lake. He
closed the door and got out of the way as the Studebaker rolled forward, gathering speed..As before, the name tolled through him like the ominous
note of the deepest bass bell in a cathedral carillon, struck on a cold midnight.."Consider what I told you," Dr. Salk urged. "Your Perri would want
you to think about it.".Certain that he was overreacting, Tom nevertheless left the kitchen as a cop, not a priest, would leave it: staying low, knife
thrust in front of him, clearing the doorframe fast..Frantically, he squirmed around on the floor until he was facing the entrance to the kitchen.
Through tears of pain, he expected to see a Frankensteinian shadow loom in the hall, and then the creature itself, gnashing its fork-tine teeth, its
corkscrew nipples spinning..The search for Cain was secondary. Getting to the revolver took Priority. Regain the gun and then proceed room by
haunted room to hunt him down. Hunt him down, if he was here. And if Cain didn't do the hunting first..with an encircling and suggestive lick, and
then licked his lips, too, when the cold steel slipped free of them.."It's chilly and foggy and late, and there might be villains afoot at this hour," he
intoned with mock gravity. "The two of you are Lipscomb women now, or soon will be, and Lipscomb women never go unescorted through the
dangerous urban night."."Thanks, Sparky, but not tonight. I'm thinking of taking a look around downstairs if old Nine Toes isn't stuck at home
tonight with a case of paralytic bladder.".and half rotten. She tore it. With the small scissors, she opened the shoulder seam from the inside.."I love
you, Daddy," she said, and put the palms of her hands flat against his temples..Having been so wounded by one death, Celestina could not imagine
how Lipscomb could have survived the loss of his entire family. Pity knotted her heart and cinched her throat so that she spoke in little more than a
whisper: "Was that the American Airlines. . ."."Why? What was he going to get out of it?".As he edged closer, to better hear the conversation, he
became aware of someone staring at him. He looked up into anthracite eyes, into a gaze as sharp as that of any bird, set in the lean face of a thirty
something man thinner than a winter-starved crow..Junior wasn't concerned that the shots would attract unwanted attention. These large rural
properties and a plenitude of muffling trees made it unlikely that the nearest neighbor would hear anything..Vanadium flipped the quarter straight
into the air and at once spread his arms, palms turned up to show that his hands were empty..With the great tree ninety degrees to his left, he was
able to locate the back-porch steps at forty-five degrees. He pointed with the cane, which otherwise he had not used. "The porch?".Leavening his
tortured voice as best he could with shock and hurt, as though deeply wounded by the need to speak these words, Junior Cain said, "You ... you
think I killed her, don't you? That's crazy.".it to the granite-topped secretary, and sat in front of the telephone. Previously,.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..As Tom
Vanadium studied the stained and ravaged wall again, a cold and quivery uneasiness settled insectivally onto his scalp and down the back of his
neck, quickly bored into his blood, and nested in his bones. He had the terrible feeling that he was not dealing with a known quantity anymore, not
with the twisted man he'd thought he understood, but with a new and even more monstrous Enoch Cain. Carrying the tote bag full of Angel's dolls
and coloring books, Wally crossed the sidewalk ahead of Celestina and climbed the front steps..With some sharp instrument, probably a knife, Cain
had stabbed and gouged the red letters, working on the wall with such fury that two of the Bartholomews were barely readable anymore. The
Sheetrock was marked by hundreds of scores and punctures..Champagne, then, and two shopping bags packed full of Armenian takeout. Sou
beurek, mujadereh, chicken-and-rice biryani, stuffed grape leaves, artichokes with lamb and rice, orouk, manti, and more. Following a Baptist
grace (said by Grace), Wally and the three White women, a fourth present in spirit, sat around the Formica-topped table, feasting, laughing, talking
about art and healing and baby care and the past and tomorrow, while up on Nob Hill, Neddy Gnathic sat tuxedoed at a lacquered black piano,
sprinkling diamond-bright notes through an elegant room..Junior stood at the window for a long time, not because he was pretending to rest, and
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not because any of the attending nurses was a looker. He was transfixed, and for awhile he didn't know why.."You did just fine, Tom, just fine,"
Agnes said in a consoling tone that she might have used with a boy whose performance, at a piano recital, had been earnest but undistinguished.
"We were all quite impressed.".faiths and inhibiting rules that confused humanity, when he was sufficiently enlightened to believe only in himself,
he would be able to trust his instincts, for they would be free of society's toxic views, and he would be assured of success and happiness if always
he followed these gut feelings..He preferred to venture inside the house while some lights remained on. He didn't want to be reduced to creeping
stealthily in the dark through strange rooms: The very idea filled his guts with shiver chasing shiver..Easter still lay a few weeks away, but already
Celestina had begun decorating more than a hundred baskets, so that nothing would need to be done at the last minute except add the candy. Her
living room was a warren of baskets, ribbons, bows, beads, bangles, shredded cellophane in green and purple and yellow and pink, and decorative
little plush-toy bunnies and baby chicks..WHEN DR. JIM PARKHURST made his evening rounds, Junior didn't continue to feign sleep but asked
earnest questions to which he knew most of the answers, having eavesdropped on the conversation between the physician and Detective
Vanadium..Vanadium clearly spent a lot of time in the kitchen; it was the only room in the house that felt comfortable and lived-in. Lots of culinary
gadgets, appliances. Pots and pans hanging from a ceiling rack. A basket of onions, another of potatoes. A grouping of bottles with colorful labels
proved to be a collection of olive oils..Struggling to keep a grip on consciousness, Junior told himself to focus on the future, to live in the future,
free of the useless past and the difficult present, but he could not get into the future far enough to be in a time when the pain was no longer with
him..Frowning at him, she said, "You don't mind them around, do you, Joey? They're eccentric, but I love them very much..He doubted that the
singer had been Victoria Bressler, dead nurse, but he believed this was the same voice he'd heard on the telephone, back on the twenty-fifth of June,
when someone purporting to be Victoria had called with an urgent warning for Bartholomew..He'd once spoken that very sentiment to her. Golden
haze, sun in the heart. His words had melted her, tears had sprung into her eyes, and sex been better than ever..The short walk across the room, to
the hero's table, looked more daunting to Paul than the trek he'd just completed. He was nobody, a small-town pharmacist who missed more work
each month, who relied increasingly on his worried employees to cover for him, and who would lose his business if he didn't get a grip on himself.
He had never done a great deed, never saved a life. He had no right to impose upon this man, and now he knew he hadn't the nerve to do so,
either..Bartholomew had been able to focus his eyes much sooner than the average baby was supposed to be able to focus. To a surprising extent,
he was already engaged in the world around him..When his search of the desk drawers was only half completed, the telephone rang-not the usual
strident bell, but a modulated electronic brrrrr. He had no intention of answering it..He wanted, all right, but -intuition warned him that he ought to
continue to be discreet for a while longer.."Last I noticed, his car was out. Let me check." Sparky put down his phone and went to look in the
garage. When he returned, he said, "Nope. Still out. When he parties, he usually parties late.".With the earth still tenuously stable beneath them,
they arrived at their fifth destination, a new address on Agnes's mercy list.."I don't ... don't understand." Blinking sleepily, pretending to be still
thickheaded from tranquilizers and whatever other drugs they were dripping into his veins, Junior was pleased by the note of perplexity in his
hoarse voice, although he knew that even an Oscar-caliber performance would not win over this critic..I have trusted in thy mercy, she thought
desperately, reaching for comfort to Psalms 13:5..Dr. Lipscomb inclined his head slightly toward the pianist, in the manner of a stem headmaster
about to emphasize a lesson with a sharp twist of the offending boy's ear. "Miss White and the baby will have vacated these premises by the end of
the week-unless you insist on bothering them with your chatter. For every minute you harass them, their departure will be extended one day.".Now,
since he didn't intend to date this woman again, he grabbed the only chance he might ever have to learn the intimate, eccentric details of her life. He
began in her kitchen, with the contents of the refrigerator and cupboards, concluding his tour in her bedroom..Out of Phimie's humiliation, terror,
suffering, and death had come Angel, whom Celestina had first and briefly hated, but whom now she loved more than she loved Wally, more than
she loved herself or even life itself. Phimie, through Angel, had brought Celestina both to Wally and to a fuller understanding of their father's
meaning when he spoke of this momentous day, an understanding that brought power to her painting and so deeply touched the people who saw
and bought her art..Murmuring reassurances, Celestina put a hand on the girl's head and smoothed her brow, her hair, until the sour dream was
sweetened by the touch..Tom Vanadium liked this man at once. Cop instinct told him that Damascus was honest and reliable. Priestly insight
suggested even more impressive qualities..An exceptionally attractive woman, alone at the bar, stirred his desire. Glossy black hair: the tresses of
night itself, shorn from the sky.Each page comprised four columns of names and numbers, most with addresses. Approximately one hundred names
filled each column, four hundred to a page..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.".Soon
paramedics followed the police, who spread out through the apartment, and Junior relinquished his grip on the dishtowel..Hound told his master
that they had the hexer in a safe place, and Losen said, "Who was he working for?".Reaching between the slats, Agnes tickled the pink piggies on
his left foot. "Toes."."Living high. When I wasn't on the road, I had a fine house here in Bright Beach, not this rental shack I'm in now, but a nice
little place with an ocean view. You can guess what went wrong.".By lunch, he had turned the final page, and he was so full of the tale that he
seemed to have no room for food. While his mother kept reminding him to eat, he regaled her with the details of John Thomas Stuart's great
adventures with Lummox, as though every word that Heinlein had written were not science fiction, but truth..He wondered what it would be like to
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make love to Renee and kill her. Only once had he killed without good reason. And that had been one of the infuriating Bartholomews. Prosser in
Terra Linda. A man. On that occasion, no erotic element had been involved. This would be a first..The guy appeared vulnerable, his arms occupied
with the kid and the bag, and Junior considered bursting out of the Mercedes, striding straight to the Celestina-humping son of a bitch, and shooting
him point-blank in the face. Brain-shot, he would drop quicker than if the headless horseman had gotten him with an ax, and the kid would go
down with him, and Junior would shoot the bastard boy next, shoot him in the head three times, four times just to be sure..The galerieur's icy
demeanor thawed marginally at this proof of taste and financial resources. He either smiled or grimaced at a vague but unpleasant smell-hard to tell
which-and identified himself as the owner, Maxim Coquin..His eyes were strangely radiant, as she had never seen them before, as if the shining
angel who would guide him elsewhere had already entered his body and was with him to begin the journey..Finally: "A trial lawyer, whether
specializing in criminal or civil matters, is like an actor, Mr. Cain. He must believe deeply in his role, in the truth of his portrayal, if he's to be
convincing. I always believe in the innocence of my clients in order to achieve the best possible settlement for them.".She walked the corridor until
she came to a room with empty beds. Without turning on the lights, she entered, put down the suitcase, and sat in a chair by the window.
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