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She was in Paul's arms again, as though by magic, and he ran as fire broke through the cedar-shake shingles and as the roof shuddered under them.
Airborne through billowing smoke. Across flames that briefly caressed the soles of his shoes.."Money's no object. I can afford whatever you'd like
to charge. And I'd be a diligent student.".Junior suspected that no one other than this man's mother called him Tom. He was probably "Detective" to
some and "Vanadium" to most who knew him..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?".Celestina didn't hear
gunfire, but she couldn't mistake the bullets for anything else when they cracked through the door..He had been surprised to learn her age. She
didn't appear to be that old. Thirty or not, Victoria was unusually attractive..Surprisingly, dolls. Quite a few dolls. Apparently the bastard boy was
effeminate, a quality he sure as hell hadn't inherited from his father..The two women stared at each other, and at last Celestina said, "Good Lord,
what's happening here?".Ever since he'd searched Vanadium's house, over fourteen months ago, Junior had enjoyed learning about other people by
touring their homes in their absence. Because he was unwilling to risk arrest for breaking and entering, these explorations were rare, other than in
the homes of women whom he'd dated long enough to justify swapping keys. Happily, in this golden age of trust and easy relationships, as little as
a week of hot sex could lead to key-level commitment..room, heavier and colder than the ice bags that were draped across Junior's midsection..An
SFPD patrol car swept past, its siren silent, the rack of emergency beacons flashing on its roof.."I was once doubting Thomas," said the detective,
but not from beside the bed any longer. His voice seemed to come from across the room, perhaps near the door, though he had made not a sound as
he'd moved..Intuition told Tom Vanadium that the removal of the paintings was significant, but he wasn't a talented enough Sherlock to leap
immediately to the meaning of their absence..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..He hadn't intended to enter the gallery. No one in his usual
circles would attend this show, unless in such a state of chemically altered consciousness that they wouldn't be able to recall the event in the
morning, so he wasn't likely to be recognized or remembered. Yet it seemed unwise to risk being identified as a reception attendee if Celestina
White's little Bartholomew and maybe the artist herself were murdered later. The police, in their customary paranoia, might suspect a link between
this affair and the killings, which would motivate them to seek out and.Junior attended a New Year's Eve party with a nuclear-holocaust theme.
Festivities were held in a mansion usually hung with cutting-edge art, but all the paintings had been replaced with poster-size blowups of photos of
ruined Nagasaki and Hiroshima..In southern California, Agnes Lampion dreams of her newborn son. In Oregon, Junior Cain fearfully speaks a
name in his sleep, and Detective Vanadium, waiting to tell the suspect about his dead wife's diary, leans forward in his chair to listen, while
ceaselessly- turning a quarter across the thick knuckles of his right hand..By the time he put his suitcase and three boxes of books--the collected
works of Zedd and selections from the Book-of-the-Month Club-in the Suburban, Junior had rushed twice more to the bathroom. His legs were
shaky, and he felt hollow, frail, as if he'd lost more than was apparent, as if the essential substance of himself was gone..She snatched the handset
away from Angel, told Bellini, "He's here," threw the phone on the bed, told Angel, "Stay close to me," ran to the windows, and jerked the drapes
out of the way..The girl's appetite was sharp, even though the food was soft and bland. Soon, she slept.."Who hired him to hex the ship,
fool?".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..Over potato soup
and an asparagus salad, the dinner conversation got off to a promising start: a discussion of favorite potato dishes, observations on the weather, talk
of Mexico at Christmas..His mother tried to explain. "It's as if you'd found some great jewel," she said, "and what's one of us to do with a diamond
but hide it? Anybody rich enough to buy it from you is strong enough to kill you for it. Keep it hid. And keep away from great people and their
crafty men!".Junior took one of the boxed guns, a 9-mm semiautomatic. Months would probably pass before she noticed the pistol missing from the
back of her closet, and by then she wouldn't know who had taken it..Fortunately, just as he was about to declare his gut feelings to his superior and
risk dismissal, he saw his potential patient. At fifteen, Seraphim was breathtakingly beautiful, in her own way as striking as Naomi, and instinct
told Junior that the chance of being physically or morally polluted by her was negligible..An emergency kit in the trunk of his car contained a
flashlight. He fetched it and sweetened the bribe to the valet..Agnes wanted to tell them that all their efforts would be to no avail, that they should
cease and desist, be kind and let her go. She had no reason to stay here anymore. She was moving on to be with her dead husband and her dead
baby, moving on to a place where there was no pain, where no one was as poor as.For Junior, 1968-the Chinese Year of the Monkey--would be the
Year of the Plastic Surgeon. He would require extensive dermabrasion to restore the smoothness and tone to his skin, to be as irresistibly kissable
as he had been before. While at it, he would need surgery to make subtle changes in his features. Tricky. He didn't want to trade perfection for
anonymity. He must take care to ensure that his postsurgery look, when he let his hair grow in and perhaps dyed it, would be as devastating to
women as his previous appearance..At last he said, "And there he is, hands in front of his face, quarters bouncing off him, these kids and this old
lady scrambling around him to snare some change.".Among these people was an old man whom they called, among themselves, the Changer. He
showed Otter a few spells of illusion; and when the boy was fifteen or so, the old man took him out into the fields by Serrenen to show him the one
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spell of true change he knew. "First let's see you turn that bush into the seeming of a tree," he said, and promptly Otter did so. Illusion came so easy
to the boy that the old man took alarm. Otter had to beg and wheedle him for any further teaching and finally to promise him, swearing on his own
true and secret name, that if he learned the Changer's great spell he would never use it but to save a life, his own or another's..No more than a
minute after Vanadium departed, a nurse arrived in a rush, no doubt sent by the hateful cop. Hard to tell, through all the tears, if she was a looker. A
nice face, perhaps. But such a stick-thin body..Later, when the seven of them were gathered at the dinner table, the adults raised glasses of
Chardonnay, the children raised tumblers of Pepsi, and Maria gave the toast. "To Bartholomew, the image of his father, who was the kindest man
I've ever known. To my Bonita and my Francesca, who brighten every day. To Edom and Jacob, from who ... from whom I've learned so much that
has made me think about the fragility of life and made me realize how precious is every day. And to Agnes, my dearest friend, who has given me,
oh, so much, including all these words. God bless us, every one.".For forty-eight hours, he pumped himself full of prescription antihistamines,
immersed himself in bathtubs brimming with numbingly cold water, and lathered himself with soothing lotions. In misery, gripped by self-pity, he
dared not think about the 9-mm pistol that he had stolen from Frieda Bliss..The hospital room was softly lighted, and shadows roosted on all sides
like a flock of slumbering birds..Otter shook his head..Edom did as asked. Then he cut the deck into two approximately equal stacks when
requested to do so..Junior was reminded of a scene in an old movie, something Naomi wanted to watch, a love story set during the Black Plague: a
horse drawn cart rolling through the medieval streets of London or Paris, the driver ringing a hand bell and crying, "Bring out your dead, bring out
your dead!" If contemporary San Francisco had provided such a convenient service, he wouldn't have had to toss Neddy Gnathic in the Dumpster in
the first place.."There is no king in Earthsea," the young man said, stern and righteous, "In my master's service, then," Hound amended,
patient.."No," Agnes said, shaking loose the grip of irrational fear. "Wait. This is absurd. It's just a card. And we're all curious.".She appeared to be
in her early thirties, perhaps six years older than Junior, but he didn't hold that against her. He wasn't any more prejudiced against older people than
he was against people of other races and ethnic origins..Through miles of worry, natural beauty, imagined omens, and the iron-red sands of Mars,
they drove at last to Franklin Chan's offices in Newport Beach..Frowning, Panglo, said, "Terrible, you're right, so many terrible things happen, but I
don't see why trains-".In the dark dumpster, tormented by ceaseless torrents of what-ifs, convinced that the spirit of Vanadium was going to slam
the lid and lock him in with a revivified corpse, Junior had for a while been reduced to the condition of a helpless child. Paralyzed by fear,
withdrawn to the corner of the dumpster farthest from the putrefying pianist, squatting in trash, he had shaken with such violence that his castanet
teeth had chattered in a frenzied flamenco rhythm to which his bones seemed to knock, knock, like boot heels on a dance floor. He had heard
himself whimpering but couldn't stop, had felt tears of shame burning down his cheeks but couldn't halt the flow, had felt his bladder ready to burst
from the needle prick of terror but bad with heroic effort managed to refrain from wetting his pants.."Some Baptists are opposed to drink, Doctor,
but we're the wicked variety. Though all we have is a warm bottle of Chardonnay.".While the doctor proceeded with his evening rounds, the nurse
remained with Junior until it was clear that the tranquilizer had calmed him and that he was no longer in danger of succumbing to another bout of
hemorrhagic vomiting..Perhaps these two months of frustration had brought him to this: hair-trigger nerves, fevered imagination, and anticipation
distilled into dread.."No. Charming," she disagreed. "There's a meaning to it. Everything has a meaning, dear.".All he cared about was Red Planet,
and what might happen after page 103. He had carried the book with him to the doctor's office, and on the way home in the car; he repeatedly
opened it, squinting at the lines of type, trying to read around or through the "twisty" spots. "Jim and Frank and Willis, they're in deep
trouble.".They were inseparable, her son and this cherished girl, as they had been virtually since the moment they had met, more than six years ago.
The special perception that they shared--all the ways things are-accounted for part of their closeness, but only part. The bond between them was so
deep that it defied understanding, as mysterious as the concept of the Trinity, three gods in one..Tom Vanadium, on the other hand, was certain that
Cain, having prepared for the possibility that something would go wrong during his assault on Celestina, wouldn't be easy to locate or to
apprehend. In Vanadium's view, the maniac either had a bolt-hole waiting in the city or was already out of the SFPD's jurisdiction..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..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.".He
remembered standing in the cemetery, downhill from Seraphim's grave-although at the time he'd known only that it was a Negro being buried, not
that it was his former lover-and thinking that the rains would over time carry the juices of the decomposing Negro corpse into the lower grave that
contained Naomi's remains. Had that been a half-psychic moment on his part, a dim awareness that another and far more dangerous connection
between dead Naomi and dead Seraphim had already been formed?.We know a dozen different Arthurs now, all of them true. The Shire changed
irrevocably even in Bilbos lifetime. Don Quixote went riding out to Argentina and met Jorge Luis Borges there. Plus c'est la meme chose, plus fa
change..As outgoing as his twin uncles were introverted, Barty didn't withdraw from the festivities. Agnes never needed to remind him that family
and guests took precedence over even the most fascinating characters in fiction, and the boy's delight in the company of others pleased his mother
and made her proud..Eleven years later, a few months after marrying Agnes, Joey mysteriously invited Edom to accompany him on "a little drive,"
and took his bewildered brother-in-law to a nursery. They returned home with fifty pound bags of special mulch, jars of plant food, and an array of
new tools. Together, they stripped the sod from the side yard, turned the soil, and prepared the ground for the rich variety of hybrid starter plants
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that were delivered the following week..Joey was not illuminated by the light of this world. Agnes realized that he was translucent, his skin like
fine milk glass through which shone a light from elsewhere..In each savings account, he deposited five hundred dollars in cash. He tucked twenty
thousand in crisp new bills into each safe-deposit box..The Bright Beach Library was open until nine on Friday evening. Arriving an hour before
closing, they returned the Heinlein novels that Barty had already read and checked out the three that he wanted. In a spirit of optimism, they
borrowed a fourth, Podkayne of Mars..When she was finished with the dishtowel, she returned to the dining room, and though dinner was
underway, she called for another toast. Raising her glass, she said, "To Maria, who is more than my friend. My sister. I can't let you talk about what
I've given you without telling your girls that you've given back more. You taught me that the world is as simple as sewing, that what seem to be the
most terrible problems can be stitched up, repaired." She raised her glass slightly higher. "First chicken to be come with first egg inside already.
God bless.".He hit Celestina with the big question, the huge question, just as she paused in her babbling to suck in a deep breath, the better to spout
even more nonsense, whereupon this panicky inhalation caught in her breast, caught so stubbornly that she was certain she would need the attention
of paramedics to start breathing again, but then Wally popped open the box, revealing a lovely engagement ring, the sight of which made the
trapped breath explode from her, and then she was breathing fine, although snuffling and crying and just generally a mess. "I love you,
Wally.".This trick, however, was far more difficult than walking where the rain wasn't. Sustaining vision took both a mental and physical toll from
him..At nearly forty years of age, Edom still dreamed of that grim summer afternoon, although not as often as in the past. When it troubled his
sleep these days, it was a nightmare that gradually metamorphosed into a dream of tenderness and hope. Until the last few years, he'd always
awakened when the roses were being jammed into his mouth or when the thorns flicked through his eyelashes, or when Agnes began to strike their
father with the Bible, thus seeming to assure worse punishment. This additional act, this transition from horror to hope before he woke, had been
added when Agnes was pregnant with Barty. Edom didn't know why this should be so, and he didn't try to analyze it. He was simply grateful for
the change, because he woke now in a state of peace, never with worse than a shudder, no longer with a hoarse cry of anguish..gob of mucus in his
throat. His face contorted with a misery that he did not have to fake, and he was astonished to feel tears spring to his eyes..In spite of major
earthquakes pending, explosions of dynamite hauling trucks on the highway, tornadoes somewhere churning, the grim likelihood of a great dam
bursting along the route, freak ice storms stored up in the unpredictable heavens, crashing planes and runaway trains converging on the coastal
highway, and the possibility of a sudden violent shift in the earth's axis that would wipe out human civilization, they risked crossing the boundaries
of Bright Beach and traveled north into the great unknown of territories strange and perilous..That night, in Barty's room, after Agnes had listened
to his prayers and then had tucked him in for the night, she sat on the edge of his bed. "Honey, I was wondering.... Now that you've had more time
to think, could you explain to me what happened?"."-and the under girding of the observation platform itself is unstable. The whole thing could
have fallen down with us on it!".The sidewalks were crowded with businessmen in suits, hippies in flamboyant garb, groups of smartly attired
suburban ladies in town to shop, and the usual forgettably dressed rabble, some smiling and some surly and some mumbling but as blank-eyed as
mannequins, who might be hired assassins or poets, for all he knew, eccentric millionaires in mufti or carnival geeks who earned their living by
biting heads off live chickens..Nevertheless, Junior was thrilled to hear the name Bartholomew, and to know that the boy of whom Celestina spoke
was the Bartholomew of Bartholomews, the menacing presence in his unremembered dream, the threat to his fortune and future that must be
eliminated..He didn't bother to press Vanadium's hand around the weapon. There wasn't going to be a wealth of evidence for the Scientific
Investigation Division to sift through, anyway, when the fire was finally put out: just enough charred clues to allow them an easy
conclusion..Junior had come to the gumshoe four days ago, with business that might have made a reputable investigator uncomfortable. He needed
to discover whether Seraphim White had given birth at a San Francisco hospital earlier this month and where the baby might be found. Since he
wasn't prepared to reveal any relationship to Seraphim, and since he resisted devising a cover story on the assumption that a competent private
detective would at once see through it, his interest in this baby inevitably seemed sinister.."In addition to that policy," said Vinnie, "there's another.
. .--he filled his lungs, hesitated, then exhaled the air and the sum with a tremor---'seven hundred fifty thousand. Three-quarters of a million
dollars.".Junior was paying his dinner check and calculating the tip when the pianist launched into "Someone to Watch over Me." Although he'd
expected it all evening, he twitched when he recognized the tune..When Agnes woke at 1:50 A.M., she was in the grip of a vague apprehension for
which she couldn't identify a source..In spite of its dazzle, the detective's smile was nonetheless melancholy, proof that he was sincere when he said
that Seraphim's baby was beyond their reach..At her touch, she felt a tension go out of the doctor. His hands slipped from his face, and he turned to
her, shuddering not with fear but with what might have been relief.."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..Too late, Paul thought of
the one more thing he had wanted to say. Too late, he said it anyway, "God bless you.".Thrusting his finger toward the table with each repetition of
the word, Barty happily insisted, "Pie, pie, pie, pie, pie, pie, pie, pie.".In the name of Zedd, slow deep breaths. Focus not on the past, not on the
present, but only on the future. What has happened is of no importance. All that matters is what will happen next..Beseechingly, with no intention
of intimacy, he took Celestina's hands in his. "For years, as an obstetrician, I brought life into the world, but I didn't know what life was, didn't
grasp the meaning of it, that it even had meaning. Before Rowena, Harry, and Danny went down in that airplane, I was already ... empty. After
losing them, I was worse than empty. Celestina, I was dead inside. Phimie gave me hope. I can't repay her, but I can do something for her daughter
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and for you, if you'll let me.".Yet the most enduring relationship he had all year was with the ghostly singer. On February 18, he returned home in
the afternoon, from a class in spirit channeling, and heard singing as he opened his front door. That same voice. And the same hateful song. As
faint as before, repeatedly rising and falling..The way one does research into nonexistent history is to tell the story and find out what happened. I
believe this isn't very different from what historians of the so-called real world do. Even if we are present at some historic event, do we
comprehend it-can we even remember it-until we can tell it as a story? And for events in times or places outside our own experience, we have
nothing to go on but the stories other people tell us. Past events exist, after all, only in memory, which is a form of imagination. The event is real
now, but once it's then, its continuing reality is entirely up to us, dependent on our energy and honesty. If we let it drop from memory, only
imagination can restore the least glimmer of it. If we lie about the past, forcing it to tell a story we want it to tell, to mean what we want it to mean,
it loses its reality, becomes a fake. To bring the past along with us through time in the hold-alls of myth and history is a heavy undertaking; but as
Lao Tzu says, wise people march along with the baggage wagons..Because Harrison, with the best of intentions, had not wanted to open wounds,
Cain could walk up to Celestina anywhere, anytime, and she wouldn't know that he might have been her sister's rapist. To her, his face was that of
any stranger..This baffled Junior. To the best of his recollection, during the weeks that Seraphim had come to him for physical therapy, she had
never mentioned an older sister or any sister at all..Having arrived at this same astonishing but nonetheless obvious conclusion, Harrison said,
"Someone has to've been hurt." He hurried out of the kitchen, through the dining room, with Paul close behind him..Agnes's faith told her that the
world was infinitely complex and full of mystery, and in a peculiar way, Barty's talk of infinite possibilities supported her belief and gave her the
comfort to sleep. Monday morning, New Year's Day, Agnes carried two suitcases out of the back door, set them on the porch, and blinked in
surprise at the sight of Edom's yellow-and-white Ford Country Squire parked in the driveway, in front of the garage. He and Jacob were loading
their suitcases into the car..To his room then, where they sat side by side in bed, a plate of chocolate-chip cookies between them. Through the
evening, they stepped off this earth and out of all its troubles, into a world of adventure, where friendship and loyalty and courage and honor could
deal with any malignancy..Bright though they were at all times, Barty's Tiffany eyes shone brighter now with beams of North Pole magic. "Maybe
I do feel it.".After Maria, Bonita, and Francesca had gone, when Agnes and her brothers joined forces to clear the table and wash the dishes, Barty
kissed them good-night and retired to his room with The Star Beast.."There's nothing here for you," she said, stepping back from the door in order
to close it.."He was born yesterday, not today," Edom said glumly. "When the thousand-year quake hits, skyscrapers will pancake, bridges crumble,
dams break. In three minutes, a million people will die between San Diego and Santa Barbara.".Although he considered tearing up the letter and
throwing it away he knew that his perceptions were clouded by grief and that what he'd written might seem fine if he reviewed it in a less dark state
of mind. He returned the letter to the envelope and put it in the drawer of his nightstand.."She reads too much hard-boiled detective fiction," Nolly
said. "And lately, she's talking about writing it.".Although the distance to the ground was only ten feet, she would be risking too much by running
blindly off the roof and leaping to clear the fringe of fire at the edge. A landing on the lawn might end well. But if she fell onto the walkway, she
might break a leg or her back, depending on the angle of impact..On Tuesday, January 2, Junior met with the drug dealer who had introduced him
to Google, the document forger, and he arranged to purchase a 9-mm handgun with custom-machined silencer..Junior was at critical depth. The
psychological pressure was at least five thousand pounds per square inch and growing by the second. Implosion imminent..When he heard the
snick of the lock being disengaged, he rammed into the men's room..If the wife killer had cut himself accidentally, his writing on the wall indicated
a hair-trigger temper and a deep reservoir of long-nurtured anger..Always, he was good with Barty, and on this occasion, he teased more than the
usual number of smiles and giggles from the boy as he tried to get him to read the Snellen chart on the wall. Then he lowered the lights in the
examination room to study his eyes with an ophthalmometer and an ophthalmoscope.."I'm wondering," Nolly said, "if you're not an officer of the
law anymore, in what capacity are you going to pursue Cain?".Fed up with them and with this exhibition, Junior half wished that he would again be
stricken by violent nervous emesis. Even in his suffering, he would enjoy spraying these insistently appealing canvases with the reeking ejecta of
his gut: criticism of the most pungent nature..Celestina indicated to Tom that he should sit at the head of the table, facing Agnes at the foot. As
Wally lowered himself into the empty chair to Tom's left, Celestina picked up two items from the sideboard and put them in front of Tom, before
sitting to his right..For a while, Celestina had worried that the girl was slower to walk than other children, slower to talk, and slower to develop her
vocabulary, even though Celestina read aloud to her from storybooks every day. Then, during the past six months, Angel had caught up in a rush
though she traveled a road somewhat different from what the childrearing books described. Her first word was mama, which was fairly standard,
but her second was blue, which for a while came out "boo." At three, an average child would be doing exceptionally well to identify four colors;
Angel could name eleven, including black and white, because she was able routinely to differentiate pink from red, and purple from blue..Four
blocks from his office, on a street more upscale than his own, Nolly came to the Tollman Building. Built in the 1930s, it had an Art Deco flair. The
public areas featured travertine floors, and a WPA-ers mural extolling the machine age brightened a lobby wall..mouth was turned down in half a
frown. From the corner of her lips oozed a stream."I'm gonna dream about baby chickens," she told Celestina, "and if I'm all yellow, they'll think
I'm one of them.".Bartholomew didn't merely have something to do with babies. Bartholomew was a baby..The vending machines were designed to
accept quarters, not to eject them. They didn't make change. Mechanically, this barrage wasn't possible..Having anticipated a problem of one kind
or another, Junior withdrew a packet of crisp new hundred-dollar bills from an inside jacket pocket. The bank band still wrapped the stack, and on
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it was printed $10,000..Leashed like a dog, he walked along, sullen and shivering with sickness and rage. He stared around him, seeing the stone
tower, stacks of wood by its wide doorway, rusty wheels and machines by a pit, great heaps of gravel and clay. Turning his sore head made him
dizzy..He managed to hold the towel around his foot, but it grew dark red and disgustingly mushy.."Nature has no maternal instincts," Edom said
quietly but with conviction. "To think otherwise is sheer sentimentality at its worst. Nature is our enemy. She's a vicious killer.".He wiped the
steering wheel and every surface that he might have touched during the drive from Victoria's to the detective's place, where he'd acquired the
gardening gloves that he still wore. He got out of the car and, with the door open, wiped the exterior handle..Maybe he would get lucky, and an
airliner would fall out of the sky right now, right here, obliterating him in an instant..dent? You do believe that? Because I don't see ... I don't know
how could work with someone who thought I was capable of . . . ".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..Beyond the window, behind veils of rain and fog, the metropolis
appeared to be more enigmatic than Stonehenge, as unknowable as any city in our dreams.
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