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Into Barty's darkness came light that he had not sought. He saw his smiling Mary on his lap as she lowered her hands from his temples, saw the
faces of his family, the table set with Christmas decorations and many candles flickering.."But in 'This Momentous Day,' Bartholomew is just the
disciple, the historical figure, and he's also a metaphor for the unforeseen consequences of even our most ordinary actions.".At first, he couldn't
gather the nerve to return to the kitchen. He was crazily certain that in his absence, the dead detective would have risen and would be waiting for
him..The Hackachaks were present, of course. Junior had not yet agreed to join them in their pursuit of blood money. They would give him little
privacy or rest until they had what they wanted..Celestina threw down the weapon even before she turned, and as two cops entered the room, she
cried, "He's getting away!".In her arms, little Barty burbled contentedly, unaware that his destiny supposedly included epic love, fabulous riches,
and violence..After taking a minute to steel himself, Junior squatted next to the dead detective..In that instant, she knew the dreadful shape of the
future, if not its fine details..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..As the bitch began her backswing, Junior grabbed the chair. He didn't try to tear it
out of her hands, but used it to shove her as hard as he could..After Agnes read the final words on the final page, Barty was drunk on speculation,
chattering about what-might-have-happened-next to these characters that had become his friends. He talked nonstop while changing into his
pajamas, while peeing, while brushing his teeth, and Agnes wondered how she would wind him down to sleep..He was no longer hopeful that they
could have a future together. After sampling the Junior Cain thrill machine, Celestina would want more, as women always did, but the time for a
meaningful romance had now passed. For all the anguish he'd been put through, however, he deserved the consolation of her sweet body at least
once. A little compensation. Payback..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..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..He might not
have this future-living thing down perfectly, but he was absolutely terrific at anger..SHORTLY BEFORE one o'clock, the Hackachaks descended
in a fury, eyes full of bloody intent, teeth bared, voices shrill..To the right first. Kick the door open, simultaneously firing two rounds, because
maybe this was her bedroom, where she kept a gun. Mirrors shattered: a tintinnabulation of falling glass on porcelain, glass on ceramic tile, a lot
more noise than the shots themselves..In the cab, pulling into traffic, the driver said, "The mister tells me you're the star of the show
tonight.".Shaking off this peculiar case of the spooks, Barty proceeded toward the stairs. Just when he reached the newel post, he heard the faint
creak of the marker floorboard behind him..Although he was a stranger, arriving unannounced, and something of an eccentric by anyone's
definition, Paul was received by Grace and Harrison White with warmth and fellowship. At their doorstep, raising his voice to compete with the
wailing weather, he hurriedly blurted out his mission, as if they might reel back from his wild windblown presence if he didn't talk quickly enough:
"I've walked here from Bright Beach, California, to tell you about an exceptional woman whose life will echo through the lives of countless others
long after she's gone. Her husband died the night their son was born, but not before naming the boy Bartholomew, because he'd been so impressed
by 'This Momentous Day. And now the boy is blind, and I hope you'll be able and willing to give some comfort to his mother." The Whites failed
to reel backward, didn't even flinch from his unfortunately explosive statement of purpose. Instead, they invited him into their home, later invited
him to dinner, and later still asked him to stay the night in their guest room,.On Joey's side, there was no family to provide help. His mother had
died of leukemia when he was four. His dad, fond of beer and brawling--like father not like son-was killed in a bar fight five years later. Without
close relatives willing to take him in, Joey went to an orphanage. At nine he wasn't prime adoption material-babies were what was wanted-and he'd
been raised in the institution..His alcohol-soured breath washed over Agnes as he asked, "How's Bartholomew doing, is he okay, is the little guy in
good health?".guarantee against self-incrimination, a slap in the face of justice, a violation of the rights of man..Part of him knew this sound was his
heartbeat, not the footfalls of an otherworldly pursuer, but that part of him wasn't dominant at the moment. He moved faster, not exactly running,
but hurrying like a man late for an appointment..Heart racing, Tom produced another quarter from a pants pocket. For the benefit of the adults, he
performed the proper preparation-a little patter and the ten-finger flimflam-because in magic as in jewelry, every diamond must have the proper
setting if it's to glitter impressively..As a matter of principle, Junior considered firing the slit-mouthed troll on the spot, but then Magusson said,
"You shouldn't be bothered any further by Detective Vanadium.".The blonde was coming on to him, just as a score of other women had done since
his arrival, so Junior tried to balance seduction with information gathering. Putting his hand over the hand with which she was gently massaging his
thigh, he said, "I knew her brother in Nam. Then I got wounded, shipped out, lost touch. Like to find him.".Angel liked to perch sideways with a
drawing tablet in the window seat in Barty's room, look out at the oak tree from the upper floor, and draw pictures inspired by things she heard in
whatever book he was currently listening to. Everyone said she was a pretty good artist for a three-year-old, and Barty wished he could see how
good she was. He wished he could see Angel, too, just once..Only two explanations occurred to him. First, bureaucracies slavishly follow the rules
even when the rules make no sense. Second, the Ugliest Private Detective in the World, Nolly Wulfstan, was an incompetent dunce..From the plush
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pillowy shadows of the bed, Barty said, "Oh, look. Christmas lights.".The lid of the cooler wasn't on as tight as it ought to have been. From around
one edge slipped a thin and sinuous stream of smoke. Something on fire..She switched on the windshield wipers. Repeatedly, in the, arc of cleared
glass, the graveyard was revealed in sharp detail, and yet the place remained less than fully familiar to her. Her whole world had been changed by
Barty's dry walk in wet weather.."Yes?" the silver-haired eminence replied, wrinkling his nose as though he suspected that this customer would ask
if the display pedestal was included in the price..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.."Last time I looked, Miss Galloway lived to
the south of us. Retired. Never married. No children."."I'm sure you would be, yes, but I'm afraid I don't have the patience to teach, I'm a performer,
not an instructor. I suppose I could give you the name of a good teacher."."Well," Kathleen said, "even if the money wasn't so nice, I'd be sorry to
see this case end.".Sliding Victoria's chair away from the table, he turned her to face him. He adjusted her body so that her head was tipped back
and her arms were hanging slack at her sides..Heedless of the rules of standard police procedure, Tom raced to the doorway, crossed the threshold,
and saw Barty throw a can of soda at the shaved head and pocked face of a transformed Enoch Cain..Once satiated, what she desired was a reason
to deceive herself into believing that she was not a slut, that she was a victim. She didn't really want to tell anyone what he had done to her. Instead,
she was asking him, indirectly but indisputably, to provide her with an excuse to keep their passionate encounter secret, an excuse that would also
allow her to continue to pretend that she had not begged for everything he'd done to her..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..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..The sirens
shrieked so loud that he felt a sympathetic vibration in his dental fillings, and with a sharp cry of brakes, a great red truck turned the comer, at once
followed by a second.."Honey," Angel said to her daughter, "show us that game you were just playing with Koko. Show us, honey. Come on. Show
us. Show us.".During the rest of that first year, he walked to Palm Springs and back, a round trip of more than two hundred miles, and north to
Santa Barbara..If the directory proved to be of no help, Junior would proceed next to the registry office at the county courthouse, to review the
records of births going back to the turn of the century if necessary. Bartholomew, of course, might not have been born in the county, might have
moved here as a child or an adult. If he owned property, he'd show up on the register of deeds. Whether a landowner or not, if he did his civic duty
every two years, he would appear on the voter rolls..The modulated electronic brrrrr was similar to the sound of the telephone in Vanadium's
cramped study, on Sunday night. Junior was transported back to that place, that moment in time..impress the hell out of the hoity-toity types, take
their money, and get famous."."Sometimes it's sad here, Mommy. But it's not sad every place you are. Lots of places, Daddy's with you and me,
and we're happier, and everything's okay.".Agnes dropped to one knee before the boy and held him gently by the shoulders. "Let me look.".Tom
Vanadium merely arched one eyebrow, as if to say that more than a single answer ought to be obvious..His homely face was long and narrow, as
though pulled into that shape by the weight of his responsibilities. In other circumstances, however, his generous mouth might have shaped an
appealing smile; and his green eyes had in them the compassion of someone who himself had known great loss..A MOMENTOUS DAY for
Celestina, a night of nights, and a new dawn in the forecast: Here began the life about which she'd dreamed since she was a young girl..He hadn't
heard the cop get out of the chair and cross the dark room. Difficult.Paul set the nightstand down but waited, ready to shove the furniture into the
stairwell if the swaddled gunman dared return..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..From the public hallway on the ground level, stairs led to the upper three floors. He would be able to hear anyone
descending long before they arrived..Every nerve in Junior's body was a tautly strung trigger wire. If something set him off, he might explode so
violently that he'd blow himself into a psychiatric ward..Junior was starving, but he didn't trust his bowels enough to risk dinner in a restaurant. The
affliction seemed to have passed, but it might recur when he had food in his system again..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.."You must be thinking of
someone else," she said, pushing a wad of bills into his hand. "Me, I'm a jellyfish in high heels.".When together in Agnes's company, Edom and
Jacob were brothers, comfortable with each other. But together, just the two, no Agnes, they were more awkward than strangers, because strangers
had no shared history to overcome..They knew no one named Bartholomew, and she had never heard the name from him before, but she knew what
he wanted. He was speaking of the son he would never see..In the top drawer, in addition to the expected items, Tom Vanadium found a gallery
brochure for an art exhibition. In the hooded flashlight beam, the name Celestina White seemed to flare off the glossy paper as though printed in
reflective ink.."Tom, Wally, I'm sorry for the brusque introductions," Agnes Lampion apologized. "We'll have plenty of getting-to-know-each other
time over dinner. But the people in this room have been waiting an entire week to hear from you, Tom. We can't wait a moment longer.".Agnes
was so weary, her eyes so sore and grainy, that even this soft radiance stung. She almost closed her eyes and gave herself to sleep again, that little
brother of Death, which was now her only solace. What she saw in the lamplight, however, compelled her attention..Over the final refrain of "I'll
Be Seeing You" came a man's voice from the foyer, raised quizzically, with perhaps a note of surprise: "Victoria..Barty's release from Hoag
Presbyterian had been delayed by an infection, and thereafter he had spent three days in a Newport-area rehabilitation hospital. Rehab consisted
largely of orientation to his new dark world, since his lost function could not be recovered by either diligent exercise or therapy..As she commented
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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.."It was... the only dream that mattered," Joey said. "You ... loving me. It was a good life because of you.".The verdant hills to
the east lay like slumbering giants under blankets of winter grass, bright in the morning sun. But when the shadows of clouds sailed off the sea and
gathered inland, the slopes darkened to a blackish green, as somber as shrouds, and a landscape that had appeared to be sleeping forms now looked
dead and cold..This venerable old building, as solidly constructed as a castle, was well-insulated; noises in other apartments rarely penetrated to
Junior's. Never before had he heard a neighbor's voice distinctly enough to comprehend the words spoken-or, in this case, sung..Now her mooring
was Wally Lipscomb-obstetrician, pediatrician, landlord, and best friend--who arrived halfway through the reception. As she listened to Helen
Greenbaum's sales report, Celestina held Wally's hand so tightly that had it been a plastic champagne flute, it would have cracked..Ordinarily, a
child of three would be too young to learn the use of a blind man's cane, but Barty wasn't ordinary. Initially, no cane was available for such a small
child, so Barty began with a yardstick sawn off to twenty-six inches. By his last day, they had for him a custom cane, white with a black tip; the
sight of it and all that it implied brought tears to Agnes just when she thought her heart had toughened for the task ahead..Walking rather than
riding was now nothing more than a matter of habit. And by walking, he could delay his arrival at a house that had grown strange to him, a house in
which every noise he made, since Monday, seemed to echo as if through vast caverns..find reason to celebrate every development in life, including
the cruelest catastrophe, by discovering the bright side to even the darkest hour..Here again were these peculiar grammatical constructions, which
sometimes she had thought were just the mistakes that even a prodigy could be expected to make, and which sometimes she had interpreted as
expressions of fanciful speculations, but which lately she had suspected were of a more complex-and perhaps darker-nature. Now her dread took
form, and she wondered if the personality disorders that had shaped her brothers' lives could have roots not just in the abuse they had taken from
their father, but also in a twisted genetic legacy that could manifest again in her son. In spite of his great gifts, Barty might be destined for a life
limited by a psychological problem of a unique or at least different-nature, first suggested by these occasional conversations that seemed not fully
coherent..Letting go of Maria, lowering her hand to her heart, Agnes said, "I want to see him." After making the sign of the cross, Maria said,
"They must to have keeped him in the eggubator until he is not dangerous. When the nurse comes, I will make her to tell me when the baby is to be
safe. But I can't be leave you. I watch. I watch over.".Frowning at him, she said, "You don't mind them around, do you, Joey? They're eccentric, but
I love them very much..The nurse led the way, while the orderly pushed the gurney from behind Barty's head..Although, by unspoken agreement,
they avoided any talk of loss and death, the mood remained grim. Angel sat in thoughtful silence, pushing her food around her plate rather than
eating it. Her demeanor intrigued Tom, and he noticed that it worried her mother, who put a different interpretation on it than he did..From her
Volkswagen bus in the middle of the line, Maria joined them. "In case we get separated, Agnes, I don't have an itinerary.".The city was less than
seven miles on a side, only forty-six square miles, but Junior was nevertheless faced with a daunting task. Hundreds of thousands of people resided
within the city limits..Immediately at the thought of regurgitation, his abdominal muscles contracted like those of a laboratory frog zapped by an
electric current, and he choked on a rising horror.."Where did it go?" Grace asked her granddaughter, making as much effort as she could to lighten
the mood for the girl's sake..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.."I already told you-anything in your heart is as easy to read as the open page of a
book."."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.".Junior had hoped not to be recognized by anyone at this affair. He regretted that he hadn't stuck to his
original plan, maintaining surveillance of the gallery from his parked car..First room on the left. Move. Kick the door open. The sense of a larger
space beyond, no bathroom this time, and darker. Fan the pistol, gripping with both hands. Two quick shots: muffled cough, muffled cough..When
Paul practiced the quarter trick, he usually did so on the sofa or in an armchair, and always in a room with carpeting, because when dropped on a
hard surface, the coin rolled and required too much chasing..As mentally demanding and stressful as it was to maintain this borrowed sight, the
harder thing was looking once more upon her face, after all these years of blindness, only to see her gaunt, so pale. The vital, lovely woman whose
image he had guarded so vigilantly in memory would be nudged aside hereafter by this withered version..As terrible as the situation was for Barty,
Agnes knew that it was equally difficult for Paul. She could only hold him in the night, and let herself be held. And more than once, she told him,
"If worse comes to worst, don't you go walking again.".Lipscomb said, "We're only two and a half blocks from the best Armenian restaurant in the
city. I'll dash over there, bring back some chilled bubbly and an early dinner, if you'll allow me.".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..Agnes thought crazily of
their early dates and the first years of their marriage. They had occasionally gone to the drive-in, sitting close,.Junior's body betrayed him as before,
and also in new ways that terrified and humiliated him, involving every bodily fluid except cerebrospinal. For a while, inside that rocking
ambulance, he wished that he were in a gondola upon the waters of the Styx, his misery at an end..As long as Junior continued to fake sleep, the
cop couldn't be absolutely sure that any deception was taking place..From the moment the girl was admitted on the evening of January 5, the nurses
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at St. Mary's Hospital in San Francisco called her Phimie, too, not because they knew her well enough to love her, but because that was the name
they heard Celestina use..Studying the brochure, Junior felt that the best response to this artist's work was to go directly into the bathroom, stick
one finger down his throat, and purge himself. Considering his medical history, however, he couldn't afford to be such an expressive
critic..Imagination like all living things lives now, and it lives with, from, on true change. Like all we do and have, it can be co-opted and degraded;
but it survives commercial and didactic exploitation. The land outlasts the empires. The conquerors may leave desert where there was forest and
meadow, but the rain will fall, the rivers will run to the sea. The unstable, mutable, untruthful realms of Once-upon-a-time are as much a part of
human history and thought as the nations in our kaleidoscopic atlases, and some are more enduring..Once more crowding his quarry, Junior said,
"I'm amazed you'd recognize me, since I haven't been to the lounge often.".Against the backdrop of granite monuments, Kaitlin hulked like a
moldering presence from Beyond, risen out of a rotting box to take vengeance on the living..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..To see his newborn baby girl, Barty shared
the sight of other Bartys, and he so adored this little wrinkled Mary that he sustained his vision all day, until a thunderous migraine became too
much to bear and a sudden frightening slurring of speech drove him back to the comfort of blindness..Worse, to make credible his anguish and to
avoid suspicion, he would have to play the devastated widower for at least another couple weeks, perhaps for as long as a month. As a dedicated
follower of the self-improvement advice of Dr. Caesar Zedd, Junior was impatient with those who were ruled by sentimentality and by the
expectations of society, and now he was required to pretend to be one of them-and for an interminable period of time..Currently, the rental market
was extremely tight. The first day of his search resulted only in the discovery that he was going to have to pay more than he expected even for
modest quarters..The Worry Bear carries worries in his pockets. Under his Panama hat and in two gold lockets. Carries worries on his back and
under his arms. Nevertheless, dear old Worry Bear has his charms.."I guess so, but it's not that. I was thinking of something my little girl
said."."Better hurry," Wally advised, gracing Celestina's other cheek with a dryer kiss..The quarter, surely. The one that had not been in his robe
pocket where it should have been, the previous Friday..Tom plucked the quarter off the glass, folded it into his right fist, and then at once opened
his hand, which was now empty..Outside, he realized he hadn't paid for his juice and waffles. When he turned back to the coffee shop, he saw,
through one of the windows, an associate of Salk's picking up the check from his table..She whispered then: "You are my little lampion, Barty. You
light the way for me."."My dad's already armored me," Celestina assured her. "He says art lasts, but critics are the buzzing insects of a single
summer day.".Carrying the brochure, Vanadium returned to the bathroom and switched on the overhead light. He stared at the slashed wall, at the
name red and ravaged..By the first of November, they moved his mother's bed into the living room, so she could be in the center of things, where
always she had been, though they admitted no guests now, only members of their family with its many names..Now, without realizing when it had
happened, he had been lowered from his knees to his right side. Head elevated and tilted by one of the paramedics. So he could expel the bile, the
blood, rather than choke on it..Neighbors might not be home. And by the time he knocked, asked to use the phone, dialed ... Too great a waste of
time..A SEVERE THIRST INDICATED to Agnes that she wasn't dead. There would be no thirst in paradise..The rocking chair stopped squeaking
under her. She heard the sincerity in Vinnie's voice, and as her disbelief dissolved, she was shocked into immobility. She whispered, "My little
superstition.".Friday night, he slept more soundly than he'd slept since coming home from the pharmacy to discover Joshua Nunn and the
paramedic in solemn silence at Perri's bedside. He didn't dream of trekking across a wasteland, neither salt flats nor snow-whipped plains of ice,
and when he woke in the morning, he felt rested in body, mind, and soul..Missing windshield. Considering that the space was pinched by the
crumpled roof, however, and in light of Agnes's pregnancy and imminent second-stage labor, the severe contortions involved in this extraction
would be too dangerous.."-and wherever he went, between his shows, he always gave free performances at nursing homes, schools for the
deaf-".support as he had only pretended to need it previously. He felt as if he had become the mere shell of a man and that the right note would
shatter him as a properly piercing tone can shatter crystal..He could have killed someone named Henry or Larry, without risk of creating a
Bartholomew pattern that would prickle like a pungent scent in the hound-dog nostrils of Bay Area homicide detectives. But he restrained
himself..Ghosts. Sklent was an atheist, and yet he believed in spirits. Here's how that works: Heaven, Hell, and God do not exist, but human beings
are as much energy as flesh, and when the flesh gives out, the energy goes on. "We're the most stubborn, selfish, greedy, grubbing, vicious,
psychotic, evil species in the universe," Sklent explained, "and some of us just refuse to die, we're too hardass to die. The spirit is a prickly bur of
energy that sometimes clings to places and people that were once important to us, so then you get haunted houses, poor bastards still tormented by
their dead wives, and crap like that. And sometimes, the bur attaches itself to the embryo in some slut who's just been knocked up, so you get
reincarnation. You don't need a god for all this. It's just the way things are. Life and the afterlife are the same place, right here, right now, and we're
all just a bunch of filthy, scabby monkeys tumbling through an endless damn series of barrels.".The physician saw the look and understood it. A
blush pinked his long, pale face. "Celestina, you're quite beautiful, and I'm sure you've learned to be wary of men, but I swear that my intentions are
entirely honorable.".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..Not incidentally, the project served as a vehicle by which some older citizens, in
financial crisis, could receive money in a way that spared their dignity, gave them hope, and repaired their damaged self esteem. Agnes asked
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Obadiah to enrich the project by accepting a one year grant to record the story of his life with the help of the head librarian.."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."."No. But I'm sure as can be, the kid is better off undiscovered by the likes of him."."Can't change your own form, even
seemingly?".Monitoring Barty from the comer of -her eye, Agnes paced herself to the strides of his short legs, so she was drenched and chilled
when she reached the station wagon..Nevertheless, Thomas Vanadium's hostile ghost, that terrible prickly bur of stubborn energy, wasn't done with
Junior yet. Until Bartholomew was dead, the cop's filthy-scabby-monkey spirit would keep coming back and coming back, and it would surely
grow more violent.."It's just that you never know what anyone's hand has been up to recently," Jacob explained. "That respectable banker down the
street might have thirty dismembered women buried in his backyard. The nice church-going lady next door might be sleeping in the same bed with
the rotting corpse of a lover who tried to jilt her, and for a hobby she makes jewelry from the finger bones of preschool children she's tortured and
murdered.".He was glad that he'd taken the double dose of antiemetics. In spite of this provocation, his stomach felt as solid and secure as a bank
vault..Hound had taken him, had stood and seen his people beaten senseless, had not stopped the beating. Yet he spoke as a friend. Why? said
Otter's look. Hound answered it..Junior hoped that he hadn't been betrayed by eyeshine in the fraction of a second before he closed his eyes to slits.
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