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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..Averting his
eyes from Vanadium's face, Junior moved farther up the stocky body. He folded back the tweed sports jacket to reveal a shoulder holster..Late
Monday afternoon, September 19, Junior returned wearily to his apartment, from another fruitless investigation of a Bartholomew, this one across
the bay in Corte Madera. Exhausted by his unending quest, depressed by lack of success, he sought refuge in meditation..The moon shimmered,
and the stars blurred-but only briefly, for her devotion to this boy was a fiery furnace that tempered the steel of her spine and brought a drying heat
to her eyes. Without Franklin Chan's full approval but with his complete understanding, Agnes took Barty home. On Monday, they would return to
Hoag Hospital, where Barty would receive surgery on Tuesday..Angel cocked her head and studied his left hand, which he had closed while
opening his right. She pointed. "It's there.".Edom and Jacob came to the house, asking what Dr. Chan had said, and Agnes lied to them. "There are
some test results we won't have until Monday, but he thinks Barty is going to be all right.".Everyone from the pie caravan had gathered under the
oak. The entire family, in its many names, adults and children, heads tipped back hands shielding their eyes from the late sun, watched Barty's
progress in all but complete silence.."WOULD YOU LIKE TO BE MY BOYFRIEND?" asked Miss Velveeta, who had thus far shown no romantic
inclinations..From the bathroom, Junior gathered an electric razor and toiletries. He added these to the suitcases..Fortunately, he recognized his
vulnerability. Until the evening reception for Celestina White, he must spend every hour of the day in calming activities, soothing himself in order
to ensure that he would be cool and effective when the time came to act..Celestina stared curiously at Tom Vanadium. She had witnessed the effect
of vanishment, though she hadn't actually seen the coin disappear in midair. Yet she seemed to sense either that something more than sleight of
hand had just transpired or that the trick had a meaning she'd missed..At eleven o'clock Saturday morning, having just settled in the hotel after
arriving from St. Mary's, they were waiting for the SFPD to deliver suitcases of clothes and toiletries that Rena Moller, Celestina's neighbor, had
packed according to her instructions. While waiting, the three of them took an early lunch-or a late breakfast-at a room service table in the living
room..Unable to speak, the girl kissed her and then gently placed her head against Agnes's breast, capturing forever in memory the pure sound of
her heart..During the past few hours, he had changed his life again, as dramatically as he had changed it on that fire tower almost three years
ago..When the nurse was gone, alone with his mother as they waited for the orderly to bring a gurney, Barty said, "Come close.".Gazing into the
mirror, which ought to have been clouded with self-pity as though with steam, Junior Cain searched for his anger and found it. This was a black
and bitter anger, as poisonous as rattlesnake venom; with little difficulty, his heart was distilling it into purest rage..Neither of them was aware that
their personal drama, in all its clumsiness and glory, had focused the attention of everyone in the restaurant. The cheer that went up at Celestina's
acceptance of his proposal caused her to start, knocking the ring from Wally's hand as he attempted to slip it on her finger. The ring bounced across
the table, they both grabbed for it, Wally made the catch, and this time she was properly betrothed, to wild applause and laughter.."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.".Warily, Junior ventured into the gallery to make inquiries. He expected the staff to express utter bafflement
at the name Celestina White, expected the poster to have vanished when he returned to the display window..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.."Maybe he could if he was able to lift it, but I couldn't throw a pig or an Oreo
or anything else into any other place. It's just not something I know how to do.".While you're trying to decide, hand me a knife, and I'll cut your
jugular you brainless medical-school dropout..The little hands, so weak now but someday strong: Would they eventually be capable of savagery, as
were the father's hands? Misbegotten offspring. This seed of a demonic man whom Phimie herself had called sick and evil. However
innocent-looking now, what pain might she eventually in-- on others? What outrages might she commit in years to come? Although Celestina
searched intently, she could not glimpse the father's evil in the child..Celestina expected to be taken to a waiting room, but instead the nun escorted
her to surgical prep..In spite of the thousands of hours that Paul was afoot, he seldom thought about why he walked. He met people along the way
who asked, and he had answers for them, but he never knew if any answer might be the truth.."I guess so, but it's not that. I was thinking of
something my little girl said.".After clicking off the kitchen lights, the hall light, and the light in the foyer, he pulled shut the front door, leaving the
house dark and silent behind him..Agnes drew him into her arms and lifted him off the desk and embraced him tightly, with his head on her
shoulder and his face nestled against her neck, as she'd held him when he was a baby..Disbelieving his eyes, Junior reached across his body with
his left hand and picked up the quarter. Although it had been lying in his right palm, it was cold. Icy..I. In the Dark Time.He briefly considered
playing dumb, but he knew she was too smart for that. "Gunsmoke, you mean. Listen, I know you'll do whatever's necessary to keep Angel safe,
because you love her so much. Love will give.A quick review of these book spines revealed that the treasured Zedd collection wasn't here..He
turned the knob. The door eased inward, but he pushed it open only a fraction of an inch.."Mr. Magusson, you once told me that if Detective
Vanadium ever bothered me again, you'd have his choke chain yanked. Well, I think you need to talk to someone about that.".Junior's heart
knocked so hard and fast that he wouldn't have been surprised if Vanadium, at the far end of the room, had begun to tap his foot in time with
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it..Great hobnailed wheels of pain turned through Agnes, driving her into darkness for a moment.."Well, the blood wasn't dark and acidic, so it
didn't come from his stomach. It was bright and alkaline. It could have arisen in the esophagus, but most likely it's pharyngeal in origin.".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..At the foot of the bed: a cedar chest. Four feet long, two feet wide, perhaps three high. Brass
handles..To Perri's bed, a journey of only a few steps, but farther than unwanted Rome. The carpet seeming to pull at his feet, to suck like mud
under his shoes. The air as thick as liquid in his resistant to his progress..Fortifying herself with more coffee, Jolene said, "Edom, you were going to
tell us how Joey's coping with fatherhood.".In a minute or two, one of the cops returned, crouching close as the medics worked. "There's no
intruder.".Another small pane of glass burst. A dismaying crack of wood. His back to her, the maniac raged at the window with the snarling
ferocity of a caged beast..Although faint and somewhat hollow, the woman's crooning was pure and so on-note that this a cappella rendition fell as
pleasantly on the ear as any voice sweetened by an orchestra. Yet the song had a disturbing quality, as well, an eerie note of yearning, longing, a
piercing sadness. For want of a better word, her voice was haunting.."Mommy, did you know, every day on Mars is thirty-seven minutes and
twenty-seven seconds longer than ours?".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 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..But first, March 23: the bad date with Frieda Bliss, and what he discovered in his apartment
when he came home that night..As it turned out, Seraphim was a virgin. This thrilled Junior. He was inflamed also by the thought of ravishing her
in her parents' house ... an by the kinky fact that their house was a parsonage..not yet acknowledged, when our flailing species briefly floats
insensate between one desperate swim and another..Junior didn't make the mistake of thinking that Magusson's new conciliatory attitude meant
they were friends, that confidences could be shared or truths exchanged. The money-grubbing toad's only real friend would always be the one he
saw in a mirror. If he discovered that Junior was having a great time post-Naomi, Magusson would store the information until he found a way to
use it to his advantage..This time, even San Francisco, under a Chinese-blue sky stippled with a cloisonne of silver-and-gold clouds, couldn't
provide solace or calm Celestina's nerves. Her sister's dilemma wasn't as easily put out of mind as any problem of her own might have been-and she
herself had never been in such an awful situation as Phimie was now.."He worked in your shipyard, your highness." Losen liked to be called by
kingly titles..She didn't have experience with guns, but having seen him trying to press cartridges into the magazine, she knew how to load. She
inserted one round. Then a second. Enough..Sometimes, in his mind, Tom wasn't running along the residential streets of Bright Beach, but along
the corridor of the dormitory wing over which he had served as prefect. He was cast back in time, to that dreadful night. A sound wakes him. A
fragile cry. Thinking it a voice from his dream, he nevertheless gets out of bed, takes up a flashlight, and checks on his charges, his boys.
Low-wattage emergency lamps barely relieve the gloom in the corridor. The rooms are dark, doors ajar according to the rules, to guard against the
danger of stubborn locks in the event of fire. He listens. Nothing. Then into the first room-and into a Hell on earth. Two small boys per room,
easily and silently overcome by a grown man with the strength of madness. In the sweep of the flashlight beam: the dead eyes, the wrenched faces,
the blood. Another room, the flashlight jittering, jumping, and the carnage worse. Then in the hall again, movement in the shadows. Josef Krepp
captured by the flashlight. Josef Krepp, the quiet custodian, meek by all appearances, employed at St. Anselmo's for the past six months with nary a
problem, with only good employee reviews attached to his record. Josef Krepp, here in the corridor of the past, grinning and capering in the
flashlight, wearing a dripping necklace of souvenirs..He was filled with bitter remorse for having suspected Naomi of poisoning his cheese
sandwich or his apricots. She-had in fact adored him, as he had always believed. She would never have lifted a hand against him, never. Dear
Naomi would have died for him. In fact, she had..AS MEANINGFUL AS Jacob's death had been within the small world of his family, Agnes
Lampion never lost sight of the fact that there were more resonant deaths in the larger world before 1968 ended and the Year of the Rooster
followed. On the fourth of April, James Earl Ray gunned down Martin Luther King on a motel balcony in Memphis, but the assassin's hopes were
foiled when, because of this murder, freedom grew more vigorously from the richness of a in martyr's blood. On June 1, Helen Keller died
peacefully at eighty-seven. Blind and deaf since early childhood, mute until her adolescence, Miss Keller led a life of astonishing accomplishment;
she learned to speak, to ride horses, to waltz; she graduated cum laude from Radcliffe, an inspiration to millions and a testament to the potential in
even the most blighted life. On June 5, Senator Robert F. Kennedy was assassinated in the kitchen of the Ambassador Hotel in Los Angeles.
Unknown numbers died when Soviet tanks invaded Czechoslovakia, and hundreds of thousands perished in the final days of the Cultural
Revolution in China, many eaten in acts of cannibalism sanctioned by Chairman Mao as acceptable political action. John Steinbeck, novelist, and
Tallulah Bankhead, actress, came to the end of their journeys in this world, if not yet in all others. But James Lovell, William Anders, and Frank
Borman-the first men to orbit the moon-traveled 250,000 miles into space, and all returned alive..Celestina was better equipped to embrace this
transcendental experience for what it appeared to be. She was not one of those artists who celebrated chaos and disorder, or who found inspiration
in pessimism and despair. Wherever her eyes came to rest, she saw order, purpose, exquisite design, and either the pale flicker or the fierce blaze of
a humbling beauty. She perceived the uncanny not merely in old houses where ghosts were said to roam or in eerie experiences like the one
Lipscomb had described, but every day in the pattern of a tree's branches, in the rapturous play of a dog with a tennis ball, in the white whirling
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currents of a snowstorm-in every aspect of the natural world in which insoluble mystery was as fundamental a component as light and darkness, as
matter and energy, as time and space..Returning his attention to his own shoes, Jacob said, "So ... what am I supposed to do about this?".The Bones
of the Earth.Elsewhere in the cemetery, about 150 yards away, another interment service-with a much larger group of mourners-had begun prior to
this one for Naomi. Now it was over, and the people were dispersing to their cars..In the first drawer, he discovered an address book. Logically,
Vanadium would have taken this with him, even if on the lam from a murder rap, so Junior tucked it in his jacket pocket..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..Harrison and Grace had welcomed him in spite of the fact that a friend and parishioner had
died on Thursday, leaving them both bereft and with church obligations.."He knew how you felt about having too much life insurance. So he didn't
disclose it to you."."Please try not to be alarmed, Miss White, but I have a patrol car on the way to your address.".voice was flat, a drone; he had
delivered not an emotional threat, but a quiet promise..where everyone spoke a single language and had all the blueberry pies they needed..Into the
autumn of 1967, Junior reviewed hundreds of thousands of phone listings, and occasionally he located a rare Bartholomew. In San Rafael or
Marinwood. In Greenbrae or San Anselmo. Located and investigated and cleared them of any connection with Seraphim White's bastard
baby..Their station wagon stood along the service road, at least a hundred yards from the grave. With no wind to harry it, the rain fell as plumb
straight as the strands of beaded curtains, and beyond these pearly veils, the car appeared to be a shimmering dark mirage..As instructed earlier by
phone, Junior purchased a large box of Raisinettes and a box of Milk Duds at the refreshment stand, and then he sat in one of the last three rows in
the center section, eating the Milk Duds, grimacing at the sticky noises his shoes made when he moved them on the tacky floor, and waiting for
Google to find him..With a shiver, Kathleen said, "We'd like to know more about why we did the things we did for you. Why the quarters? Why the
song?".The first was an ace of hearts. This, Maria said, was a very good card, indeed. It meant that Barty would be lucky in love.."I don't just think
so. And I don't just know it. I feel it, exactly like you feel all the ways things are. I'll bet you feel it, too."."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.".She was lost in his eyes: She wanted to pass through his eyes as
Alice had passed through the looking glass, follow the beautiful radiance that was fading now, go with him through the door that had been opened
for him and accompany him out of this rain-swept day into grace..When he passed by his own lunch plate on the counter and again saw the quarter
gleaming in the cheese, he spat out a curse..to prayer instead, asking for the wisdom to understand why this was happening to her and for the
strength to cope with her pain and with her loss..Magically, a shiny quarter appeared in Thomas Vanadium's right hand. It turned end over end,
knuckle to knuckle, disappeared between thumb and forefinger, and reappeared at the little finger, beginning its cross-hand journey once more..In
the city again, he stopped long enough to donate the raincoat to a homeless man who didn't notice the few odd stains. This pathetic hobo happily
accepted the fine coat, donned it-and then cursed his benefactor, spat at him, and threatened him with a claw hammer..Paul pulled her back. He
gently but firmly thrust her through the open door of the guest room in which he'd spent the night. "Stay here, wait.".A spirit-shredding bleakness
clawed at her, but she couldn't permit it to leave her in tatters. If she traded hope for despair, as her brothers had done, Bartholomew would be
finished before he'd begun. She owed him optimism, lessons in the joy of life..The reverend couldn't easily escape church obligations on such short
notice, but Grace wanted to be with her daughters. Phimie, however, pleaded that only Celestina accompany her..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..Arriving home, he hesitated to open the door. He expected to find Vanadium inside..The enormous canopy
of the oak didn't shelter the lawn beneath it. The leaves spooned the rain from the air, measuring it by the ounce, releasing it in thick drizzles
instead of drop by drop.."Sure. There's lots of places where he didn't get shot, but there's places where he got shot and died, too.".TALES
FROM."Maybe," said Angel. "Or maybe to The Monkees ... or maybe to where you didn't get run down by the rhinosharush."."Whatever you're
paying here, that's what you'll pay for the new place," Lipscomb said..almost recoiled in disgust. She held the newborn so that its mother could look
into.He could have killed Vanadium while the cop slept; however, that would be far less satisfying than engaging in a little psychological warfare
and leaving the devious bastard alive to suffer remorse when two more children died under his watch..Magusson considered the assaults on
Victoria and on Vanadium to be hideous crimes, of course, but he also viewed them as affronts to his own dignity and reputation. He expected a
felonious client, rewarded with four and a quarter million instead of jail time, to be grateful and thereafter to walk a straight line..With his refreshed
drink, studying Celestina's photograph in the brochure, Junior returned to the living room. She was as stunning as her sister, but unlike her poor
sister, she wasn't dead and was, therefore, an appealing prospect for romance. From her, he must learn whatever she knew that might help him in
the Bartholomew hunt, without alerting her to his motive. At the same time, there was no reason that they couldn't have a fling, a love affair, even a
serious future together..Junior picked up his pace, pushing through the crowd, repeatedly glancing back, and although he caught only quick squints
of the dead cop's face, he could tell that something was terribly wrong with it. Never a candidate for matinee-idol status, Vanadium looked
markedly worse than before. The port-wine birthmark still pooled around his right eye. His features were not merely pan-flat and plain, as they had
been before, but were ... distorted..Suddenly she realized-Good Lord!-that someone else had a had inside her, up the very center of her, massaging
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her uterus in the same lazy pattern as that made by the piece of melting ice on her belly..To the window. The warm room sucked cooling fog out of
the night, and she leaned across the sill into the streaming mist..Barty whispered: "The North Pole Society of Not Evil Adventurers is now in
session."."You'll catch pneumonia," she warned, reaching across the boy to flip the passenger's-side vent toward him..Agnes had believed that
through this ordeal, she'd largely spared her child from an awareness of the awful depth of her misery. In this, however, as in so many other
instances, the boy proved to be more perceptive and more mature than she'd realized. Now she felt that she had failed him, and this failure ached
like a wound..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..Lipscomb women gladly obey the wishes of Lipscomb men-unless they disagree, of course, or don't disagree but are just feeling
mulish..PZ7.L52I5 Tal 2001 [Fic]-dc21

2001016554.Although the mummifying fog wound white mysteries around even the most ordinary

objects and wrapped every citizen in anonymity, Vanadium preferred to approach the apartment building with utmost discretion. Whatever the
length of his stay in this place, he would never arrive or depart through the front door or even through the basement level garage-until perhaps his
last day..Prosser-fifty-six, a widower, an accountant-had a thirty-year-old daughter, Zelda, who was an attorney in San Francisco. Junior had driven
to Terra Linda previously, to research the accountant; he already knew Prosser had no connection to Seraphim's fateful child..A plate-size piece of
the door had been blasted away. Because of the light shining through from the room beyond, Junior could see that no part of the lock remained
intact. In fact, he peered through the hole in the door to the back of a piece of furniture that was jammed against it, whereupon the nature of the
problem became clear to him.."Because of a certain awareness you've had since childhood," Celestina said, recalling what he'd told her in San
Francisco..Eventually Agnes came to suspect that for all the pleasure the boy took in math and for all his aptitude with numbers, his greatest gift
and his deepest passion lay elsewhere. He was finding his way toward a destiny both more astonishing and stranger than the lives of any of the
many prodigies about whom she'd read..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..scraps of night that have lingered long after dawn dart agitatedly in and out of the tree, from branch to
branch,.Even on good days, when he wasn't hassled by the spirits of dead cops and wasn't prepping himself to commit murder, Junior sometimes
grew uncomfortable in these bustling crowds. This afternoon, he felt especially claustrophobic as he shouldered through the throng-and admittedly
paranoid, too..terrified, the thorns pricking so close to his eyes, green points combing his lashes. He's too weak to resist, disabled.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..She got a can of soda, returned to the table, and sat down as
if finished with her explorations. "You're okay, Barty."."Fifteen fifty-six?" Bill frowned. "Hell, the Chinese probably didn't even have mud back
then.".were a favorite pair when he was puttering around the house on weekends. "Oh," he said, "that dog.".Maria arranged five place settings
instead of four. The fifth--complete with silverware, waterglass, and wineglass-was at the head of the table, in memoriam of Joey..Paul set the
nightstand down but waited, ready to shove the furniture into the stairwell if the swaddled gunman dared return..Flanking the wheelchair, Edom
and Jacob spent less time watching the graveside service than studying the sky. Both brothers frowned at that cloudless blue, as though seeing
thunderheads.."When you called earlier in the year, to ask for a referral to a private investigator down there, the woman had recently turned up dead
and Vanadium was gone, but no one put the two together at first.".Junior found the acclaim gratifying, but the widespread use of his photograph
was a high price to pay even for the recognition of his contribution to art. Fortunately, with his bald head and pocked face, he no longer resembled
the Enoch Cain for whom the authorities were searching. And they believed that the bandages on his face, at the church, had been merely an exotic
disguise. One psychologist even speculated that the bandages had been an expression of the guilt and shame he felt on a subconscious level. Yeah,
right..This consequence of rape, the baby, was less baby to Celestina than cancer, a malignancy excised rather than a life delivered. She had been
no more impelled to study the child than she would have been, charmed to examine the glistening gnarls and oozing convolutions of a freshly
plucked tumor. Consequently, she could remember nothing of its squinched face..The quarter, surely. The one that had not been in his robe pocket
where it should have been, the previous Friday.."But nothing equals a quake for killing. Big one in Shaanxi, China, killed eight hundred thirty
thousand.".Celestina was unable to talk reason to him, and even her mother, Grace, who was living here for the interim and who was always oil on
the stormiest of waters, couldn't bring a moment's calm to the velvet squall that was Neddy Gnathic in full blow. He had learned about the baby
five days ago, and he had been building force ever since, like a tropical depression aspiring to hurricane status..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..Getting
out of the stuffy car into air much chillier than it had been when he'd left this place, Junior stood unsteadily as the police and the paramedics
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gathered around him. Then he led them through the wild grass to Naomi, moving haltingly, stumbling on small stones that the others navigated
with ease..Caution discarded, Junior went inside, for the same reason that a dedicated opera aesthete might once a decade attend a country-music
concert: to confirm the superiority of his taste and to be amused by what passed for music among the great unwashed. Some might call it
slumming..As Barty climbed to the porch without benefit of the railing and held out his right hand, Paul Damascus said, "Tom, we're wondering if
Barty can extend to you the protection he gives to Angel in the rain. Maybe he can ... since the three of you share this ... this awareness, this insight,
or whatever you want to call it. But he won't know until he tries.".Through nine months of quiet panic, however, Phimie grew less rational week by
week, resorting to reckless measures that endangered.The report on the tower forced Junior to consider his mortality; fear, hurt, and self-pity roiled
in him. His voice trembled with offense: "You do know, Mr. Magusson, what happened to my Naomi was an."I've seen them," Tom assured her.
"My dear, you've never smelled anything better than a field full of bacon vines.".Later, at home, he gargled until he had drained half a bottle of
mint-flavored mouthwash, took the Iongest shower of his life, and then used the other half of the mouthwash.
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