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ON REGENERATION THE ANTEDELUVIAN PATRIARCHS AND THE JOURNIES OF T
As he'd proved to himself on his previous two visits-his first night in town and then two nights thereafter-this number was merely part of the
pianist's repertoire. Nothing supernatural here..Opening the directory to the marker, he found a card tucked between the pages. A joker, with
BARTHOLOMEW in red block letters.."When you didn't answer the doorbell, man, I just knew what must have happened," Chicane told
Junior..With great deliberation, Joey shifted gears and followed the drive way to the street, where he peered left and then right with the squint-eyed
suspicion of a Marine commando scouting dangerous territory. He turned right..around an anemone's mouth, poised to snare, lazily but relentlessly,
any passing prize..terrified, the thorns pricking so close to his eyes, green points combing his lashes. He's too weak to resist, disabled.The telephone
was operative, and Vanadium dialed the number of the building superintendent, Sparky Vox. Sparky had an apartment in the basement, on the
upper of two subterranean floors, adjacent to the garage entrance..The aging, fugitive Nazi had been replaced at the front desk by a woman with
messily chopped blond hair, a brutish face, and arms that would dissuade Charles Atlas from challenging her. She changed a five-dollar bill into
coins for the vending machines and snarled at him only once in strangely accented English.."By law, adoption records are sealed and so closely
guarded that you'd have an easier time acquiring a complete roster of the CIA's deep cover agents worldwide than finding this one baby.".Assisted
by Edom and Jacob, Agnes-in a wheelchair-was rolled across the grass, between the headstones, to her husband's final resting place. Although no
longer in danger of renewed hemorrhaging, she was under doctor's orders to avoid strain..She nodded. And could not lift her gaze from her hands.
Could not meet his eyes, afraid that his worry would feed her own, afraid also that the sight of his sympathy would shake loose her perilous grip on
her emotions..Reading about child prodigies, Agnes learned that most if not all math whizzes also possessed musical talent. To a lesser but still
impressive extent, many young geniuses in the music world were also proficient at math.."So do I," said the visitor, and Junior almost frowned at
this peculiar response, wondering what was meant in addition to what was merely said.."Do you know him? " Edom asked, gazing longingly now
at the open door, from which Jacob had turned away. "Obadiah Sepharad? ".The water shut off, and Junior heard the ratcheting noise of a
paper-towel dispenser..To the waiter, Nolly was Nolly, Kathleen was Mrs. Wulfstan, and Tom Vanadium was sir--though not the usual
perfunctorily polite sir, but sir with deferential emphasis. Tom was unknown to the waiter, but his shattered face gave him gravitas; besides, he
possessed a quality, quite separate from carriage and demeanor and attitude, an ineffable something, that inspired respect and even trust..The
police. The stupid police. Ringing the bell when they knew he'd been shot. Ringing the damn doorbell when he lay here helpless, the Industrial
Woman lurching toward him, his toe on the other side of the kitchen, ringing the doorbell when he was losing enough blood to give transfusions to
an entire ward of wounded hemophiliacs. The stupid bastards were probably expecting him to serve tea and a plate of butter cookies, little paper
doilies between each cup and saucer.."Maria brought that from Mexico," Barty said. "She thought it was pretty funny. So do I. It's a hoot. Mom
says it isn't really blasphemous, because it wasn't meant to be by the people who made it, and because Jesus would want you to have cookies, and,
besides, it reminds us to be thankful for all the good things we get.".Several large Dumpsters hulked nearby, dark rectangles less seen than
suggested in the slowly churning murk, like forms in a dream, as ominous as graveyard sarcophaguses, each as suitable for a musician's carcass as
any of the others.."Oh, sure, I know," Mary said. "But when it's a bad place, you feel it before you go in. So you just go around to the next place
that isn't bad. No big deal.".The magazine covers were colorful, lurid, full of violence and eeriness and the coy sexual suggestiveness of a more
innocent time. Most days, he read a story while eating the two pieces of fruit that were his lunch, but sometimes he lost himself in a particularly
vivid illustration, daydreaming about far places and great adventures..To be fair, with her exceptional beauty, she would have been the center of
attention even in a gathering of real artists. Junior had little chance of getting at Seraphim's bastard boy without going through this woman and
killing her as well; but if his luck held and he could eliminate Bartholomew without Celestina realizing who had done the deed, then he might yet
have a chance to discover if she was as lubricious as her sister and if she was his heart mate..After the amusement park, no hospital for the Pie
Lady. With Wally near, she had a doctor all her own, capable of giving her the anticancer drugs and transfusions that she required. While radiation
therapy is prescribed for acute lymphoblastic leukemia, it is much less useful to treat myeloblastic cases, and in this instance, it wasn't deemed
helpful, which made treatment at home even easier..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..The diminutive mortician spoke a few comforting words instead of commenting on the dental history of the
deceased, and when he put a consoling hand on Jacob's shoulder, Jacob cringed from his touch..Besides, being a future-focused guy who believed
that the past was a burden best shed, he never made an effort to nurture memories. Sentimental wallowing in nostalgia had none of the appeal for
him that it had for most people..As though one of the quarters had dropped into his ear and triggered a golden oldie in the jukebox of his mind,
Junior heard Vanadium's voice in the hospital room, in Spruce Hills, on the night of the day when Naomi died: "en you cut Naomi's string, you put
an end to the effects that her music would have on the lives of others and on the shape of the future.....Earlier, after sprinting down the fire road, he
had been breathing hard when he reached his Chevy, and by the time that he'd raced to Spruce Hills, the nearest town, he had spiraled down into
this strange condition. His driving became so erratic that a black-and-white had tried to pull him over, but by then he was a block from a hospital,
and he didn't stop until he got there, taking the entry drive too sharply, jolting across the curb, nearly slamming into a parked car, sliding to a stop
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in a no-parking zone at the emergency entrance, lurching like a drunkard as he got out of the Chevy, screaming at the cop to get an
ambulance..Junior said nothing. He was still upset with Naomi for hiding the pregnancy from him, but he was delighted that the baby would have
been his. Now Vanadium couldn't claim that Naomi's infidelity and the resultant bastard had been the motive for murder..Not once did he look back
to see if the fire had grown visible as a glow against the night sky. The events at Victoria's were part of the past. He was finished with all that.
Junior was a forward-thinking, future-oriented man..First he tore two paper towels from a wall-mounted dispenser and held one in each hand, as
makeshift gloves. He was determined to leave no fingerprints.."You sounded as though you were in a lot of distress. You were frightened of this
Bartholomew.".Through her efforts, the Bright Beach Public Library sponsored an amibitious oral-history project financed by two private
foundations and by an annual strawberry festival. Local retirees were enlisted to record the stories of their lives, so that their experiences, insights,
and knowledge wouldn't be lost to generations yet unborn..He stashed two suitcases full of clothes and toiletries-plus the contents of Pinchbeck's
safe-deposit box-in the van, and then added those precious items that he'd be loath to lose if the hit on Bartholomew went wrong, forcing him to
leave his Russian Hill life and flee arrest. The works of Caesar Zedd. Sklent's three brilliant paintings. The needlepoint pillows, to which he'd
colorfully applied the wisdom of Zedd, constituted the bulk of this collection of bare essentials: 102 pillows in numerous shapes and sizes, which
he had completed in just thirteen months of feverish stitchery~.Their apartment was in a four-story Victorian house that dripped gingerbread, in the
exclusive Pacific Heights district. It had been converted to apartments with deep respect for the architecture, years before Wally bought it..Having
ridden from the church to the cemetery with Hanna, his housekeeper, Paul chose to walk home. The distance between Perri's new bed and her old
was only three miles, and the afternoon mild..In his head, without apparent effort, Barty kept a running total of the number of seconds that he had
been alive, and of the number of words in every book that he read. Agnes never checked his word totals for an entire volume; however, when she
cited any page in a book that he'd just finished, he knew the number of words it contained..She searched the child's unfocused eyes for some sign of
the hateful father's wickedness..He turned over the two most recent discards. Neither was a jack of spades, and both were what he expected them to
be..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 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.."Ouch," said Edom, and this earned him loving smiles from Maria, Agnes, and Barty.."The piece that's intrigued me," Junior
revealed, "is the one that's rather like a c-c-candlestick. It's quite different from the others.".Her lifelong optimism, her buoyancy, which she had
miraculously sustained through so many difficult years, would never survive this. She would no longer be a rock of hope for him and Edom. Their
future was despair, undiluted and unrelenting..Applying enough pain, he could have gotten cooperation even from Vanadium. The detective had
said he'd heard Junior fearfully repeat Bartholomew in his sleep, which Junior believed to be true, because the name did resonate with him;
however, he wasn't sure he believed the cop's claim to be ignorant of the identity of this nemesis..In the main room, on his way toward the front
door, Junior saw Celestina White surrounded by adoring fatheads, nattering ninnies, dithering dolts, saps and boneheads, oafs and gawks and
simpletons. She was still as gorgeous as her shamelessly beautiful paintings. If the opportunity arose, Junior would have more use for her than for
her so called art..On the high marsh-Dragonfly-A description of Earthsea.."I'd give anything if it hadn't happened," he said earnestly. And now a
tortured note wrung wet emotion from his voice"I only wish it had been me who died.".By Sunday evening, a combination of factors-deep
commitment to the philosophy of Zedd, explosive testosterone levels, boredom, self-pity, and a desire to be a risk-taking man of action once
more-motivated Junior to splash a little Hai Karate behind each ear and go courting. Shortly after sunset, with a single red rose and a bottle of
Merlot, he set off for Victoria Bressler's place.."And, listen, if you leave too soon behind me, I've got a guy watching, and he'll put a hollow-point
thirty-eight in your ass.".While they waited for the room-service waiter to arrive, Tom got from Paul a detailed report of Enoch Cain's attack on the
parsonage. He had heard most of it from friends in the state-police homicide division, which was assisting the Spruce Hills authorities. But Paul's
account was more vivid. The ferocity of the assault convinced Tom that whatever the killer's twisted motives might be, Celestina and her
mother-and not least of all Angel-were in danger as long as Cain roamed free. Perhaps as long as he lived..Eventually Junior crossed the room to
stand before Industrial Woman in all her scrap-metal glory. Her soup-pot breasts reminded him of Frieda's equally abundant bosom, and
unfortunately her mouth, open wide in a silent shriek, reminded him of Frieda retching..Years earlier, a stream had been diverted to fill the vast
excavation. Stock fish were added, mostly trout and bass..This was a good night for television. To Tell the Truth at seven-thirty, followed by I've
Got a Secret, The Lucy Show, and The Andy Griffith Show. The new Lucy wasn't quite as good as the old show; Paul and Perri missed Desi Arnaz
and William Frawley.."He's here as sure as I am, Barty. He's very busy, with a whole universe to run, so many people to look after, not just here but
on other planets, like you've been reading about.".On second thought-no. If Seraphim had told anyone she'd been raped, the police would have been
at Junior's doorstep in minutes, with a warrant for his arrest. No matter that they would have no proof. In this age of high sympathy for the
previously oppressed, the word of a teenage Negro girl would have greater weight than Junior's clean record, fine reputation, and heartfelt
denials..Shifting the Suburban out of park, Wally said, "I didn't know Baptists indulged in wagering.".Although Zedd counsels living in the future,
he recognizes the need to have full recollection of the past when absolutely needed. One of his favorite techniques for jolting memories loose when
the subconsciously.At the foot of the bed: a cedar chest. Four feet long, two feet wide, perhaps three high. Brass handles..Tom opened his empty
hands and then filled one of them with his water glass. The rattling ice belied his calm face..She sat on the end of the table, where Barty had sat,
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now at eye level with the standing physician..The same thought had occurred to her, a consolation that might make acceptance of these riches
possible. Yet she remained chilled by the thought of receiving a life-changing amount of money as the consequence of a death..Smiling in the
fearless dark, she listened to the rhythmic breathing of a sleeping boy.."Apple juice, lime Jell-O, and four soda crackers," said the detective. "If you
don't have enough of a conscience to make you confess,.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..Weird, this kid. Making him uneasy. All in white, with her incomprehensible yammering about
talking books and talking dogs and her mother driving pies, and working on a damn strange drawing for a little girl..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..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..Nolly's gums were in great shape, too: firm, pink,
no sign of recession, snug to the neck of each tooth..That night her sleep was deeper than it had been in a long time, deep as she had expected sleep
would never be again, and she was not plagued by any dreams at all, not a dream of children suffering, nor of tumbling in a car along a rain-washed
street, nor of thousands of windblown dead leaves rattling-hissing along a deserted street and every leaf in fact a jack of spades..An unfortunately
bumpy ride for the deceased: along the hallway, through the foyer, across the entry threshold, down the porch steps, across a lawn dappled with
pine shadows and yellow moonlight, to the graveled driveway. No complaints.."Why do they let a man like that keep his badge?" Junior asked.
"He's outrageous, wholly unprofessional.".Sunday morning, when Agnes returned from church, Edom and Jacob joined her for lunch. During the
afternoon, Jacob helped her bake seven pies for Monday delivery..Her shaking threatened her composure. She was Barty's mother and father, his
only rock, and she must always be strong for him. She clenched her teeth and tensed her body and gradually quieted the tremors by an act of
will..Kathleen had never heard a religious calling described in such odd words as these, and she was surprised, indeed, to hear a priest refer to God
as "strange."."My God," Junior said, pretending that his befuddlement had faded and that his mind had just now clarified, "you think Naomi was
murdered, don't you?"."Maybe," said Angel. "Or maybe to The Monkees ... or maybe to where you didn't get run down by the
rhinosharush.".Reminding himself that nature was merely a dumb machine, utterly devoid of mystery, and that the unknown would always prove
familiar if you dared to lift its veil, Junior discovered he could move. Each of his feet seemed to weigh as much as one of Wroth Griskin's cast
bronzes, but he crossed the sidewalk an went into Galerie Coquin..Yet in her heart, she wouldn't relinquish hope for a miracle. This was an amazing
boy, a prodigy, a boy who could walk where the rain wasn't, already himself a miracle, and it seemed that anything might happen, that Dr. Chan
might suddenly rush into the waiting room, surgical mask dangling from his neck, face aglow, with news of a spontaneous rejection of the
cancer..The Bones of the Earth.If the detective believed that Seraphim had been raped, his natural desire to exact vengeance for his friend's
daughter might motivate him to commit the relentless harassment that Junior had endured now for four days..When Junior tried to lift Victoria, her
voluptuousness lost its appeal. As dead weight, she was heavier than he expected..THE SANDMAN WAS powerless to cast a spell of sleep while
Junior spent the night flushing away enough water to drain a reservoir..When she complimented him on being such a good little soldier, abiding his
cold with no complaint, he shrugged. Without looking up from the coloring book, he said, "It's just here.".Edom did as asked. Then he cut the deck
into two approximately equal stacks when requested to do so.."I'm not sad," Tom said, "because though I have this face here in this world, I know
there's another me-in fact, lots of other Tom Vanadiums-who don't have this face at all. Somewhere I'm doing just fine, thank you.".Paul stayed
with her, sometimes wincing at the ground as though the danger were there, not above-which, in a sense, it was, because impact rather than the fall
itself is the killer-and at other times putting his arms around her, staring up at the boy above. But he, too, was silent..Sitting on the edge of the bed,
taking his hand, she stared at his sweet little bow of a mouth, whereas before she would have met his eyes. "Tell me.".Fortunately, the chill fog
didn't bum away from the Mercedes, considering that it facilitated the stalking of Celestina. The mist swaddled the white Buick in which she rode,
increasing the chances that Junior might lose track of her, but it also cloaked the Mercedes and all but ensured that she and her friend wouldn't
realize that the pair of headlights behind them were always those of the same vehicle..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..Your deeds ... will return to you, magnified
beyond imagining ... the spirit of Bartholomew ... will find you ... and mete out the terrible judgment that you deserve.."Done," Agnes said. "Now
put away the three dollars, and let's have our lesson before my water breaks.".That same day, he dared to visit two galleries. Neither of them had a
pewter candlestick on display..This was not the time to ponder the nature of the relationship between the treacherous Miss Bressler and Vanadium.
Junior had a bloody trail to cover, and precious time was ticking away.."Will do. Check out those paintings he collects. People pay real money for
them, even people who've never been in a looney bin.".Glaring and red-faced, lowering his voice almost to a whisper, Neddy said, "I'm sorry, but
you've got me all wrong. I'm not like Renee and you.".The little hands, so weak now but someday strong: Would they eventually be capable of
three-essays-on-regeneration-the-antedeluvian-patriarchs-and-the-journies-of-the-israelites.pdf
Page 3/7

Three Essays On Regeneration The Antedeluvian Patriarchs And The Journies Of The Israelites

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..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.".From the moment the girl was admitted on the evening of January 5, the nurses 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..Amazed, Agnes gaped at her baby. The throat lump that blocked her speech was part pride, part awe, and part fear, though she didn't
at once understand why this wonderful precociousness should frighten her..Shortly before ten o'clock, Junior returned to the cemetery and left his
Suburban where the Negro mourners had parked earlier in the day. His was the only vehicle on the service road.."Paul," she said, "you've got a
lovely house, but Celestina and Grace are doers. They need to keep occupied. They'll go stir-crazy if they don't stay busy. Am I right,
ladies?".Previously, Miss Pixie Lee had been from Texas, but Angel had recently heard that Georgia was famous for its peaches, which at once
captured her imagination. Now Pixie Lee had a new life in a Georgia mansion carved out of a giant peach.."This is for Zelda," Junior said, ramming
forward across the threshold with the knife..He felt some guilt at this-but only a little. His sister had done much for him; but jobless, ruled by his
obsessions, hobbled by too much of his father's dour nature, there wasn't a lot that he could do for her. Just this benign deceit with the cards..And in
time, the surgeon did appear, bearing the good news that neither of the malignancies had spread to the orbit and optic nerve, but he had no greater
miracle to report..Eventually he put the quarter on the nightstand, switched off the lamp, and slipped into bed..She whispered then: "You are my
little lampion, Barty. You light the way for me.".Although Neddy had flushed to a rich primrose-pink, Junior still held his hand, crowding him,
lowering his face even closer to the musician's. "If you vouched for a teacher, I'd feel confident that I was in good hands, but I'd still much rather
learn from you, Neddy. I really wish you would reconsider-".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..Holding up his
misshapen hands, knobby knuckles toward Agnes, Obadiah said, "How do you think they became like this?".The investigator's suite-a minuscule
waiting room and a small office-lacked a secretary but surely harbored all manner of vermin..In his right hand again, the real gun, loaded with ten
hollow-point rounds, felt charged with supernatural power: to Bartholomew as a crucifix to Dracula, as holy water to a demon, as kryptonite to
Superman..Celestina stared out for a moment, and then turned her head to look at Tom, with both the shade of the night and the sparkle of the
metropolis still captured in her eyes. "What was that all about?".Kathleen expected this would prove to be true. She herself was not frightened by
Thomas Vanadium's appearance; but then she had been prepared for it before she first saw him. And she wasn't a murderer, fearful of retribution, to
whom this particular face would seem like Judgment personified..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.."All under here's worked out long since" Licky said. And Otter had begun to be aware of the
strange country under his feet: empty shafts and rooms of dark air in the dark earth, a vertical labyrinth, the deepest pits filled with unmoving
water. "Never was much silver, and the watermetal's long gone. Listen, young'un, do you even know what cinnabar is?".greatest fright of his life.
He jumped inside his skin, and his heart knocked, knocked, and he half expected to hear his bones rattle one against another, like those of a
dangling skeleton in a funhouse..She could have used the chair. Sitting, however, she wouldn't be able to see his face..Grimacing, she said, "I told
the police about your disgusting little come--on with the ice spoon.".There was an otter in our brook.A moment ago, he'd slammed into Angel's
room, and that was loud, but this boomed louder, thunderous enough to wake people throughout the building..Celestina, surprised by Lipscomb's
arrival, was still mentally numb from Neddy's harangue. "Doctor, I didn't know you were coming.".Although he was seventy-six, Tom still worked
for Pie Lady Services. They had no set retirement age for staff, and Father Tom expected to die at his work. "And if it's a pie-caravan day, just
leave my old carcass where I drop until you make all the deliveries. I won't be responsible for anyone missing a promised pie.".Koko changed
directions with a fantastic pivot turn and bounded after the girl..Junior didn't know much about guns. He didn't approve of them; he had never
owned one..Caught unaware by the joke, she laughed. "Well, I'm glad to know I'm good for something. Is there maybe a special pie you'd like me
to make today?".Dragonfly."Couldn't carry these three ladies," he said. "Svelte as they are, they still weigh more than a backpack.".slow breaths,
and then she pointed at the windshield. "The hospital's that way.".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..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..Month by
month during Barty's first year, Agnes's belief in his exceptional intelligence was only confirmed by his development. By the end of the second
month of life, most babies will smile in response to a smile, and they are able to smile spontaneously in the fourth month. Barty was smiling
frequently in his second week. In the third month, many babies laugh out loud, but Barty's first laugh came in his sixth week..faiths and inhibiting
rules that confused humanity, when he was sufficiently enlightened to believe only in himself, he would be able to trust his instincts, for they would
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be free of society's toxic views, and he would be assured of success and happiness if always he followed these gut feelings..The bow business had
started a few months ago. Angel said she wanted to look pretty in her sleep, in case she met a handsome prince in her dreams..She couldn't explain
her anxiety to him, because he believed in the supremacy of laws, in the justice that might be delivered in this fife, in a comparatively simple
reality, and he would not comprehend the glorilously, frighteningly, reassuringly, strangely, and deeply complex reality Agnes occasionally
perceived-usually peripherally, sometimes intellectually, but often with her heart. This was a world in which effect could come before cause, in
which what seemed to be coincidence was, in fact, merely the visible part of a far larger pattern that couldn't be seen whole..Neddy occupied the
entire spacious fourth floor of the house. The third and second floors were each divided into two apartments, the ground floor into four studio units,
all of which he rented out.
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