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WILL THE REAL KING ASSASSIN PLEASE STAND UP FROM SANITY TO INSANITY
Holding the pistol, fully extending his right arm in execution style, the gunman approached the fallen minister..Behind them, the door rebounded
forcefully from a rubber-tipped stopper and closed with a thud. The lock wasn't engaged, however, and they might be interrupted momentarily..A
fine carpenter can wield a hammer with an economy of movement and accuracy as elegant as the motions of a symphony conductor with a baton. A
cop directing traffic can make a rough ballet out of the work. However, of all the humble tasks that men and women can transform into visual
poetry by the application of athletic agility and grace, clambering into a Dumpster holds the least promise of beautification..As she commented on
each masterpiece, Frieda grew steadily less coherent. She had drunk a few cocktails, the better part of a bottle of Cabernet Sauvignon, and two
after-dinner brandies..Everywhere in the fabled city, calves and knees and magnificent expanses of taut thighs were on display. This brought out
the dreamy romantic in Junior, and more than ever he yearned desperately for the perfect woman, the ideal lover, the matching half of his
incomplete heart..Clearly, she had learned nothing from her reading. No sincere and thoughtful student of Zedd would be as sorely lacking in
self-control as Frieda Bliss..She refused to look at him, the way her mother had refused to look at him when he'd been making love to her in the
parsonage. She began twisting a red pencil in a handheld sharpener, making sure that the shavings fell into a can kept for that purpose. "I saw it
here.".She stood just inside the front door of the apartment, admiring herself in a full-length mirror, waiting patiently for Celestina, who was
packing dolls, coloring books, tablets, and a large collection of crayons into a zippered satchel..Meanwhile, he became an accomplished meditator.
Guided by Bob Chicane, Junior progressed from concentrative meditation with seed the mental image of a bowling pin-to meditation without seed.
This advanced form is far more difficult, because nothing is visualized, and the purpose is to concentrate on making the mind utterly
blank.."Thirsty," Agnes rasped. Her voice was Sahara sand abrading anienct stone, the dry whisper of a pharaoh's mummy talking to itself in a
vaulted sealed for three thousand years..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..Once more crowding his quarry, Junior said, "I'm amazed you'd recognize me, since I haven't been to the lounge often.".By
ones and twos, the festive crowd eventually deconstructed, but for Celestina, an excitement lingered in the usual gallery hush that rebuilt in their
wake..Maria arrived early, expecting to assist with final details in the kitchen. Though honored to be a guest, she wasn't able to stand by with a
glass of wine while preparations remained to be made..Of the things you couldn't have seen coming, I'm the worst ... I'm the worst ... I'm the
worst.....Edom had noticed them earlier. Now he saw they were in worse condition than he'd thought. Enlarged knuckles, fingers not entirely at
natural angles to one another. Perhaps Obadiah had rheumatoid arthritis, like Bill Klefton, though a less crippling case..Another of Junior's
self-improvement projects, since moving to California, was to become a knowledgeable gourmet, also a connoisseur of fine wines. San Francisco
was the perfect university for this education, because it offered innumerable world-class restaurants in every imaginable ethnic variety..Thereafter,
Junior managed to drive four miles before he was forced to pull off the road at another service station, after which he felt that his ordeal might be
over. But less than ten minutes later, he settled for more rustic facilities in a clump of bushes alongside the highway, where his cries of anguish
frightened small animals into squeaking flight..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..During those spells when she was too shaky to draw, she stood at the window, gazing at the
storied city..The voice continued, issuing from a device that stood on the desk beside the phone. "Please don't bang up. This is a telephone
answering machine Leave a message after you bear the tone, and I will return your call later ".Phimie must be honored now with laughter instead of
with tears, because her life had left Celestina with so many memories of joy and with joy personified in Angel. To fend off tears, she said, "Listen,
Clark Kent, we women need our little secrets, our private thoughts. If you can really read my heart this easily, I guess I'm going to have to start
wearing lead brassieres.".Meanwhile, she could offer him only a few pieces of ice, which he was forbidden to chew. "Let them melt in your
mouth.".A deep storm of silence, anti-thunder, the house fully drenched in a muffling rain of soundlessness..Celestina nodded, unable to respond to
the aide's kindness. Sometimes kindness can shatter as easily as soothe..Into her fevered mind came an image of a milk-glass infant, as translucent
as Joey at the back door of the ambulance. Fearing that this vision meant her child would be stillborn, she said, My baby, but no sound escaped
her..Thanks to his intelligence and his personality, Barty's presence was so great for his age that Agnes tended to think of him as being physically
larger and stronger than he actually was. As the scent of grass grew more complex and even more appealing, she saw her son more clearly than
she'd seen him in a while: quite small, fatherless yet brave, burdened with a gift that was a blessing but that also made a normal boyhood
impossible, forced to grow up at a up faster pace than any child should be required to endure. Barty was achingly delicate, so vulnerable that when
Agnes looked at him, she felt a little of the awful sense of helplessness that burdened Edom and Jacob..body on the flight out of San Francisco.
When finally her obligations were met, she.Reading the dates on the headstone, he saw that the minister's daughter had died on the seventh of
January, the day after Naomi had fallen from the fire tower. If ever asked, Junior would have no trouble accounting for his whereabouts on that
day..Junior hurried out of the kitchen and along the hallway to the front door. He ran silently, landing on his toes like a dancer. His natural athletic
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grace was one of the things that drew so many women to him..By mid-March, he had exhausted the possibilities of Bartholomew as a surname. By
the time that he shot himself in September, he had combed through the first quarter million listings in the directory in search of those whose first
names were Bartholomew..Maria's mother, visiting from Mexico, was babysitting, so Maria came without her children, as a guest, joining Agnes
and the laugh-a-minute Isaacson twins, chroniclers of destruction. They ate in the dining room, rather than at the kitchen dinette, with a
lace-trimmed tablecloth, the good china, crystal wineglasses, and fresh flowers..Barefoot, in midnight-blue silk pajamas, he walked through his
rooms turning on lights in a considered pattern, which he had settled upon after much thought and planning.."Wait," said Deed, holding out one
hand either beseechingly or to block the door..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..Angel moved her hand to Barty's right eye, and again he didn't twitch with
surprise when her fingers lightly touched his closed and sagging lid. "I won't let you forget.".Her special son, walking where the rain wasn't, had
made all things seem possible.."Science. Quantum mechanics. Which is a theory ... of physics. But by theory, I don't mean just wild speculation.
Quantum mechanics works. It underlies the invention of television. Before the end of this century, perhaps even by the '80s, quantum-based
technology will give us powerful and cheap computers in our homes, computers as small as briefcases, as small as a wallet, a wristwatch, that can
do more and far faster data processing than any of the giant lumbering computers we know today. Computers as tiny as a postage stamp. We'll have
wireless telephones you can carry anywhere. Eventually, it will be possible to construct single-molecule computers of enormous power, and then
technology-in fact, all human society-will change almost beyond comprehension, and for the better.".Paul withdrew the pistol from the drawer. The
weapon didn't feel as good to him as guns always felt in the hands of pulp heroes..The January air was crisp, fragrant with evergreens and with the
faint salty scent of the distant sea. A curiously yellow moon glowered like a malevolent eye, studying him from between ragged ravelings of dirty
clouds..After carrying the two pieces of luggage to the car in the garage, he returned to the study. He sat at the desk and examined the contents of
the drawers, then turned to the file cabinet..Angel cocked her head and studied his left hand, which he had closed while opening his right. She
pointed. "It's there.".Tom himself had decided to build a new life here, as well, assisting Agnes with her ever-expanding work. He was not yet sure
whether this would include the rededication to his vows and a return to the Roman collar, or whether he would spend the rest of his days in civvies.
He was delaying that decision until the Cain case was resolved..Curiously, reciting these facts usually calmed him, as though speaking of disaster
would ward it off. Since Friday, however, he had found no comfort in his usual routines..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..Edom had turned away from the box of groceries that he was packing. Frowning at the pies, he said,
"You don't think. . .."No, no, dear. It was little Muffin, from next door. A big dog certainly would have torn up both you and the pants. We've got to
have a credible story.".Few people will spend the greater part of their youth in school, struggling to obtain the education required for a medical
specialty, unless they have a passion to heal. Franklin Chan was a healer, whose passion was the preservation of vision, and Agnes could see that
his anguish, while a pale reflection of hers, was real and deeply felt..Spacious, the living room was furnished for two purposes: as a parlor in which
to receive visiting friends, but also with two beds, because here Paul and Perri slept every night..Many nights, his sleep wasn't half as restful as he
would have wished, for he often dreamed of walking in a wasteland. Sometimes, desert salt flats stretched in all directions, with here and there a
monument of weather-gnarled rock, all baking under a merciless sun. Sometimes, the salt was snow, and the monuments of rock were ridges of ice,
revealed in the hard glare of a cold sun. Regardless of the landscape, he walked slowly, though he had the desire and the energy to proceed faster.
His frustration built until it was so intolerable that he woke, kicking in the tangled sheets, restless and edgy..Still on her knees, she raised the
weapon and realized that she was going to shoot the maniac in the back, that she had no other choice, because her inexperience didn't allow her to
aim for a leg or an arm. The moral dilemma overwhelmed her, but so did an image of Phimie lying dead in bloody sheets on the surgery table. She
pulled the trigger and rocked with the recoil.."I'm not a burglar, Mr. Cain. No client has enough money to make me risk prison. Besides, even if
you could steal their files, you would probably discover that the babies' identities are coded, and without the code, you'd still be nowhere.".Her
strength was the strength of stones only in the sense that she felt as immovable as rock, yet she found the resources to raise one arm, to place her
left hand over Maria's bead-tangled fingers. "But the baby's dead.".Their story would be that Cain's gun had jammed just as Tom had entered
Barty's bedroom. Too cowardly for hand-to-hand combat, the Shamefaced Slayer had fled through the open window. He was loose once more in an
unsuspecting world..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..Closing her eyes,
Agnes whispered, "Bartholomew," in a reverent voice full of wonder, full of awe..PAUL DAMASCUS WAS walking the northern coast of
California: Point Reyes Station to Tomales, to Bodega Bay, on to Stewarts Point, Gualala, and Mendocino. Some days he put in as little as ten
miles, and other days he traveled more than thirty..Celestina screamed-"Here! In here!"--as she slapped the magazine into the butt of the
pistol..Shaking his head, his coffee cup rattling against the saucer, Edom said, "Uh, no, sir, no, I don't think we've ever met till now.".As early as
this evening, here at her son's bedside, Agnes began dimly to sense that certain of these amusing conversations with Barty might not be as fanciful
will-the-real-king-assassin-please-stand-up-from-sanity-to-insanity.pdf
Page 2/7

Will The Real King Assassin Please Stand Up From Sanity To Insanity

as they seemed, that he was expressing in a childlike way some truth that she had assumed was fantasy..When the convulsive seizure passed, as he
collapsed back on the spattered pillow, shuddering at the stench rising from his hideously fouled clothes, Junior was suddenly struck by an idea that
was either.To the window. The warm room sucked cooling fog out of the night, and she leaned across the sill into the streaming mist..Barty's
reading and writing skills appeared to be related to his talent for math, as well. To him, language was first phonics, a sort of music that symbolized
objects and ideas, and this music was then translated into written "syllables using the alphabet-which he saw as a system of math employing
twenty-six digits instead of ten..He was so innocent. This sweet boy, this pure and stainless infant, couldn't possibly have an enemy in the world,
and she could not imagine any son of hers earning enemies, not if she raised him well. This was just a silly card reading..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.."WOULD
YOU LIKE TO BE MY BOYFRIEND?" asked Miss Velveeta, who had thus far shown no romantic inclinations..She was a duplicitous bitch, too.
After coming on to him, after teasing a reaction out of him, she had run off and gossiped about him as though he had instigated the seduction.
Worse, to make herself feel important, she had told the police her skewed version, surely with much colorful embellishment..Using a false name,
claiming that he was an adoptee, Junior made inquiries with several child-placement organizations, as well as with state and federal agencies. He
discovered that Wulfstan's story was true: Adoption records were sealed by law for the protection of the birth parents, and getting at them was all
but impossible..She slipped into her shoes and stood for a moment watching his lips move as he gave thanks for his blessings and as he asked that
blessings be given to others who needed them..RED SKY IN THE morning, sailors take warning; red sky at night, sailors delight.."You'll be out of
ICU tomorrow, I bet. You'll have a phone, I'll call. And I'll come soon as I can.".He wondered what it would be like to 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..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..Junior put the money on the desk. "Then get into the records of Family
Services.".Focus. Get Ichabod all the way inside. Act now, think later. No, no, proper focus requires an understanding of the need to ize: scrutinize,
analyze, and prioritize. Get the bitch, get the bitch! Slow deep breaths. Channel the beautiful rage. A fully evolved man is self-controlled and calm.
Move, move, move!."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..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..If she'd connected with his left side, as she intended, she might have broken his
arm or cracked a few ribs. But lie saw the chair coming, and as agile as a base runner dodging a shortstop's tag, he turned away from her, taking the
blow across his back.."I suspect," Tom said, "that any job you set your mind to, you'd be as good as you are at teeth."."I'm not going anywhere,"
she pledged. She had realized that his voice was growing heavy with sleep. "But it's time for you to go to dreamland.".Either operating on first-aid
knowledge of his own or responding to an instruction from the medic, the cop slipped a foam pillow under Agnes's head..This comment left Tom
nonplussed. He could only imagine that Jacob had known someone who died in that crash-yet the twin's tone of voice and his expression seemed to
suggest that a world without the Bakersfield train wreck would be a less convivial place than one that included it.."Then you only have to wait
eighteen years," he said, opening the apartment door and stepping aside once more, allowing Celestina to precede him..Piano music drifted into the
restaurant from the adjacent bar, so soft and yet sprightly that it made the clink of silverware seem like music, too..His Country Squire laden with
cookies, plum cakes, homemade caramel corn with almonds, and gifts, Edom drove directly home from Obadiah Sepharad's place, which had been
their final stop. He roared away as if trying to outrun tornadoes and tidal waves..ice bags. I almost laughed at his tendency to morbidness and self
dramatization. The living dead had not come to get him: just some rubber ice bags..Junior's throat wasn't half as sore as it had been the previous
afternoon, and to these men, his soft, coarse voice must have sounded not abraded, but raw with emotion. "I don't care what's customary. I don't
want anything. I don't blame anyone. These things happen. If you have a liability release with you, I'll sign it right now.".Sometimes, while shaving
or combing his hair, as he was looking in the bathroom or foyer mirror, Junior thought that he glimpsed a presence, dark and vaporous, less
substantial than smoke, standing or moving behind him. At other times, this entity seemed to be within the mirror. He couldn't focus on it, study it,
because the moment he became aware of the presence, it was gone..The subtle distortions in his vision, which caused lines of type to twist, didn't
appear to trouble Barty much otherwise. He moved as quickly and as surely as ever, with his special grace..His first word after mama was papa,
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which she taught him while showing him pictures of Joey. His third word: pie..A lamp with a fringed silk shade spread small feathery wings of
golden light over one corner of the living room. On the coffee table were three decorative blown-glass oil lamps, ashimmer..Now, twenty-four
hours later, when Sparky answered his telephone and heard Tom Vanadium, he said, "You looking for a little company? I've got another bottle of
Merlot where the last one came from.".From, the darkness of his room, Barty now spoke the words for which Agnes had been waiting, his whisper
soft yet resonant in the quiet house: "Good-night, Daddy.".In November, Edom asked Maria Gonzalez to dinner and a movie. Although he was
only six years older than Maria, both agreed that this was a date between friends, not really a boy-girl thing..Agnes meant to stop Maria from
turning the eleventh card, but her curiosity was equal to her apprehension..Later in the month, from Sparky Vox, Junior learned the building had a
four-pipe, fan-coil heating system serving discrete ductwork for each apartment. Voices couldn't carry from residence to residence in the
heating-cooling system, because no apartments shared ducting. Throughout the spring, summer, and autumn of 1967, Junior met new women,
bedded a few, and had no doubt that each of his conquests experienced with him something she had never known before. Yet he still suffered from
an emptiness in the heart..Caesar Zedd teaches that every experience in our lives, unto the smallest moment and simplest act, is preserved in
memory, including every witless conversation we've ever endured with the worst dullards we've met. For this reason, he wrote a book about why
we must never suffer bores and fools and about how we can be rid of them, offering hundreds of strategies for scouring them from our lives,
including homicide, which he claims to favor, though only tongue-in-cheek..If that was the bright side, however, it was a piss-poor bright side (no
pun intended), because he was still stuck in this men's room with a corpse, and he couldn't stay here for the rest of his life, surviving on tap water
and paper-towel sandwiches but he couldn't leave the body to be found, either, because the police would be all over the gallery before the reception
ended, before he had a chance to follow Celestina home..Whether or not the visitor in the client's chair had ever known much romance, he
unquestionably had experienced too much adventure and more than his share of tragedy. Thomas Vanadium's face was a quake-rocked landscape:
cracked by white scars like fault lines in a strata of granite; the planes of brow, cheeks, and jaws canted in odd relationships to one another. The
hemangioma that surrounded his right eye and discolored his face had been with him since birth, but the awful damage to his bone structure was
the work of man, not God..Because he kept imagining the stealthy sounds of a dead cop rising in vengeance behind him, Junior switched on the
radio. He tuned in a station featuring a Top 40 countdown..find reason to celebrate every development in life, including the cruelest catastrophe, by
discovering the bright side to even the darkest hour..Backing off, trying to feel his way to the foyer and front door, afraid that if he stumbled over a
chair, she'd descend upon him like a screaming hawk upon a mouse, Junior denied her accusation. "You're crazy. How could I know? Look at you!
How could 1 possibly know?".Angel found this hysterical, and Agnes said long-sufferingly, "Thank you for the language lesson, Master
Lampion."."Because He didn't want you to be a dog." She finished tying a bow in the drawstrings. "There. You look just like an M&M.".Junior's
agony might have made him howl like a cankered dog or might even have dropped him to his knees if he hadn't used the pain to fuel his anger. His
knobby countenance was so sensitive that the light breeze flailed his skin as cruelly as if it had been a barbed lash. Empowered by rage even more
beautiful than his countenance was monstrous, he crossed the parking lot, looking through car windows in the hope of seeing keys dangling from
an ignition..He wanted, all right, but -intuition warned him that he ought to continue to be discreet for a while longer..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..On hearing of Bartholomew's-and/or
Celestina's-death, Neddy would be on the phone to the police, pointing them toward Junior, in twelve seconds. Maybe fourteen.."Don't get me
started on cyclones!" Edom hurried through the house and out to the station wagon, to fetch the boxes of groceries..A sudden cold breeze blew
down out of the moon, bearing a faint alien scent, and the black boughs of the trees billowed and rustled like witches' skirts..Bartholomew might be
a teenager living with his parents or a dependent adult residing with family; if so, he wouldn't be revealed in this search, because the phone would
not be listed in his name. Or maybe the guy loathed his first name and never used it except in legal matters, going by his middle name,
instead..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..Phimie gazed upon the child briefly, then sought her sister's eyes again. Another word,.When finally he found his voice, it
was rough-sawn with a blade of grief. "My wife. Perri. Perris Jean."."No. But I'm sure as can be, the kid is better off undiscovered by the likes of
him.".This was one of many things about Agnes that amazed Edom. If he had dared to make a list of all the qualities that he admired in her, he
would have sunk into despair at the consideration of how much better she had coped with adversity than either he or Jacob..Clutching the blanket,
she thought of the funerary lap robes that red the legs of the deceased in their caskets, for she felt sometimes cove half dead. Both feet in this
world-yet walking beside Joey on a strange road Beyond..Everyone regarded him expectantly, as if there would be more magic, as if flipping a coin
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into another reality was something you saw every week or two on the Ed Sullivan Show, between the acrobats and the jugglers who could balance
ten spinning plates on ten tall sticks simultaneously..If Junior was patient, he could slip in there, find Bartholomew, kill the boy in bed, whack
Ichabod second, and still have a chance to make love to Celestina..When she went upstairs at 2:10 in the morning, she found the boy fast asleep in
the soft lamplight, Tunnel in the Sky at his side..Suitcases seemed to be missing. Some clothes, as well. Could mean a weekend vacation..The
middle finger on his right hand throbbed under the pair of Band-Aids. He'd sliced it earlier, while using the electric sharpener to prepare his knives,
and the wound had been aggravated when he'd had to strangle Neddy Gnathic. He would never have cut himself in the first place if there had been
no need to be well-armed and ready for Bartholomew and his guardians..Paul checked the back of the Suburban, since he fancied himself the
wagonmaster. He wanted to be sure that the goods were loaded in such a way that they were unlikely to slide or be damaged. "Packed tight. Looks
just fine," he declared, and closed the tailgate door..On this chilly January night, no campers or fishermen had staked claims along the lake.
Because the trees were far enough back to be lost in the night, the immediate shore and the pooled blackness that it encircled appeared as desolate
as any landscape on a world without an atmosphere.
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