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The man's voice echoed hollowly in Junior's ears, as if coming from the far end of a tunnel. Or from the terminus of a death-row hallway, on the
long walk between the last meal and the execution chamber..daughter's existence. Angel, if that's what she were eventually to be named, lived
under a threat as surely as had all the children of Bethlehem, who'd been slain according to the decree of King Herod. The baby curled one small
hand around her aunt's index finger. So tiny, fragile, she nonetheless gripped with surprising tenacity..Regrettably, at 2:00 A.M., February 28,
waking alone in Tammy's bed, Junior sought her out and found her snacking in the kitchen. Forsaking a fork in favor of her fingers, she was eating
a.a scene out of a movie about Robin Hood: a battle with cudgels on a slippery log bridge over a river. "Yes. I ... I'm still soaked with sweat.".Pecan
cakes, cinnamon custard pies boxed in insulated coolers, gifts wrapped with bright paper and glittery ribbons. Agnes Lampion made deliveries to
those friends who were on her list of the needful, but also to friends who were blessed with plenty. The sight of each beloved face, each embrace,
each kiss, each smile, each cheerfully spoken "Merry Christmas" at every stop fortified her heart for the sad task awaiting her when all gifts were
given..He had assumed that the dinner guest was Victoria's lover, but suddenly he realized that this might not be the case. The man might be
nothing more than a friend. Her father or a brother. In which case the invitation to romance-posed by the coquettishly arranged wine and
rose-would be so wildly inappropriate that the visitor would know at.At last Maria answered Jacob's question in a murmur, making the f sign of the
cross once more as she spoke. "Never saw four. Never even just I see three. But four ... is to be the devil himself.".He almost laughed at himself,
but he recalled the disconcerting laugh that earlier had trilled from him in the men's room, when he'd thought about stuffing Neddy Gnathic into the
toilet. Now he pinched his tongue between his teeth almost hard enough to draw blood, hoping to prevent that brittle and mirthless sound from
escaping him again..One hand on the railing, he ascended the first three steps slowly. Pausing on each, he slid his foot forward and back on the
carpet, runner to judge the depth of the tread relative to his small foot. He ran the toe of his right shoe up and down the riser between each tread,
gauging the height..Agnes supposed Jacob trembled in anticipation of the crash of an airliner or at least a light aircraft. Edom might be calculating
the odds that this serene place-at this specific hour-would be the impact point for one of those planet-killing asteroids that reputedly wiped most life
off the earth every few hundred thousand years or so..She protested that her ruined body had neither any comforts to offer a man nor the strength to
be a bride..Three equally modest rooms opened off this lounge. Two housed complete dental units, and the third provided cramped office space
shared by the receptionist and the doctor..After prying Junior out of the meditative position, Chicane pushed him onto his back and
vigorously--indeed, violently--massaged his thighs and calves. "Really bad muscle spasms," he explained..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..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..Years earlier, a stream had been diverted to fill the vast excavation. Stock fish were added, mostly trout and
bass.."I'm no hero," Paul insisted. "I just got your mom out of there in the process of saving myself.".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..After coffee had been served, when Celestina and Wally were no
longer the center of attention, he indicated the array of desserts with his fork, smiled, and said, "I just want you to know, Celie, that these are sweets
enough until we're married.".As quick as a snake strikes, Vanadium was much closer to the bed than he had been when he tossed the coin, at
Junior's side now, leaning over the railing. "Naomi was six weeks pregnant.".Wally-Dr. Walter Lipscomb, who delivered Angel and who became
her godfather-never worried when the girl seemed to be developing too slowly, counseling that every child was an individual, with his or her
particular learning pace. Wally's double specialty--obstetrics and pediatrics-gave him credibility, of course, but Celestina had worried, anyway..In
the foyer, Hanna Rey and Nellie Oatis sat side by side on the stairs. Hanna, the housekeeper, was gray-haired and plump. Nellie, was Perri's
daytime- companion, could have passed for Hanna's sister..After following the blacktop fifty feet, Junior headed downhill through the
close-cropped grass, between the tombstones. He switched on his flashlight and trod cautiously, for the ground sloped unevenly and, in places,
remained soggy and slippery from the rain..Then from San Francisco International, through the fog-shrouded streets of the night city, to St. Mary's,
to Room 724. And to the discovery that Phimie's blood pressure was so high-210 over 126-that she was in a hypertensive crisis, at risk of a stroke,
renal failure, and other life-threatening complications..Junior strove to appear properly mortified. "Thought I heard something. Searched the
apartment.".A half bath downstairs. Two bedrooms and a full bath on the upper floor. All deserted..SERAPHIM AETHIONEMA WHITE was
nothing whatsoever like her name, except that she had as kind a heart and as good a soul as any among the hosts in Heaven. She did not have
wings, as did the angels after which she had been named, and she couldn't sing as sweetly as the seraphim, either, for she had been blessed with a
throaty voice and far too much humility to be a performer. Aethionema were delicate flowers, either pale-or rose-pink, and while this girl, just
sixteen, was beautiful by any standard, she was not a delicate soul but a strong one, not likely to be shaken apart in even the highest wind..A stab of
horror punctured Celestina as she failed to repress a mental image of a carnival-sideshow monster, half dragon and half insect, coiled in her sister's
womb. She hated the rapist's child but was appalled by her hatred, for the baby was blameless..Junior kept a file on each man, nevertheless, in case
instinct later told him that one of them was, in fact, his mortal enemy. He could have killed all of them, just to be safe, but a multitude of dead
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Bartholomews, even spread over several jurisdictions, would sooner or later attract too much police attention..With his empty sockets draped by
unsupported lids, Barty rode home wearing padded eye patches under sunglasses, his cane propped against the seat at his side, as though he were
costumed for a role in a play filled with a Dickensian amount of childhood suffering..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-".Instead, trying not to let Barty see the depth of her
concern, she told him to get his jacket from the front closet, and she got hers, and leaving the buttermilk-raisin pies unfinished, she drove him to the
doctor's office, because he was her reason to breathe, the engine of her heart, her hope and joy, her everlasting bond to her lost husband. Dr. Joshua
Nunn was only forty-eight, but he had appeared grandfatherly since Agnes had first gone to him as a patient after the death of her father, more than
ten years ago. His hair turned pure white before he was thirty. Every day off, he either worked assiduously on his twenty-foot sportfisher,
Hippocratic Boat, which he scraped and painted and polished and repaired with his own hands, or puttered around Bright Bay in it, fishing as
though the fate of his soul depended on the size of his catch; consequently, he spent so much time in the salt air and sun that his perpetually tan
face was well-wizened at the corners of his eyes and as appealingly creased as that of the best of grandfathers. Joshua applied the same diligence to
the preservation of a round belly and a second chin that he brought to the maintenance of his boat, and considering his wire-rimmed eyeglasses and
bow tie and suspenders and the elbow patches on his jacket, he seemed to have intentionally sculpted his physical appearance to put his patients at
ease, as surely as he had selected his wardrobe for the same purpose.."It's all the same. Cars, trains, ships, all the same," Jacob insisted. "You
remember the Toya Maru? Japanese ferry capsized back in September '54. Eleven hundred sixty-eight people dead. Or worse, in '48, off
Manchuria, God almighty, the boiler exploded on a Chinese merchant ship, six thousand died. Six thousand on a single ship!".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..He woke several times that night, instantly alert for a ghostly serenade, but he heard no otherworldly crooning..During the following day,
January 6, as Phimie was wheeled around the hospital for tests in various departments, Celestina remained in 724, working on her portfolio for a
class in advanced portraiture. She was a Junior at the Academy of Art College..Repressing a smirk, feigning a respectful solemnity, he dared to
glance at Vanadium, but the detective stared into Naomi's grave as though he hadn't heard the mockery-or, having heard it, didn't recognize it for
what it was..Rising slowly like the blade in the hands of an ax murderer as deliberate as an accountant, Thomas Vanadium's gaze arced from
Junior's clenched fist to his face..He was in the kitchen at 11:20, spreading frosting on a large chocolate sheet cake while the reverend expertly
frosted a coconut-layer job..The bitch was getting tired, but Junior still didn't like his odds in a hand-to-hand confrontation. Her hair was
disarranged. Her eyes flashed with such wildness that he was half convinced he saw elliptical pupils like those of a jungle cat. Her lips were
skinned back from her teeth in a snarl..He planned, as soon as they took him out of his cell, to use the old Changers spell of self-transformation and
so escape. Surely his life was in danger, and it would be all right to use the spell? Only he couldn't decide what to turn himself into-a bird, or a wisp
of smoke, what would be safest? But while he was thinking about it, Losen's men, used to wizard's tricks, drugged his food and he ceased to think
of anything at all. They dumped him into a mule-cart like a sack of oats. When he showed signs of reviving during the journey, one of them bashed
him on the head, remarking that he wanted to make sure he got his rest.."Well, he was an insurance agent, and numbers are important in that line of
work. And he was a good investor, too. Not the whiz you are with numbers, but I'm sure you got some of your talent from him..Everyone thought
the moptops were the coolest thing ever--ever but to Junior, their music was just all right. He wasn't stirred to sing along, and he didn't find their
stuff particularly danceable..The old man assumed the solemn and knowing expression of one guarding mysteries, a sphinx without headdress and
mane. "If I told you, dear lady, it wouldn't be magic anymore. Merely a trick.".Convinced that the house was playing tricks on him, Barty went
downstairs, step by measured step, to the foyer and the ground-floor hall..Alone with Agnes, the physician said, "I want you to take Barty to a
specialist in Newport Beach. Franklin Chan. He's a wonderful ophthalmologist and ophthalmological surgeon, and right now we don't have anyone
like that here in town.".He snatched up the wine list before she could look at it. "If you're paying, then I'm ordering whatever costs the most,
regardless of what it tastes like.".Suddenly and seriously creeped out, Junior wanted to get away from this nut case. Yet he was frozen by morbid
fascination.."That's the Oreo. After I ate it up, the cookie went smoosh--smoosh into my finger.".And suddenly Celestina believed that Bellini was
a cop, not because his voice contained such authority, but because her heart told her that the time had come, that the long-anticipated danger had at
last materialized: the dark advent that Phimie had warned her about three years ago.."September 20, 1902, Birmingham, Alabama, church fire--one
hundred fifteen dead. March 4, 1908, Collinwood, Ohio, school fire, one hundred seventy-six dead.".Then came the Year of the Tiger, 1974.
Gasoline shortages, panic buying, mile-long lines at service stations. Patty Hearst kidnapped. Nixon gone in disgrace. Hank Aaron toppled Babe
Ruth's longstanding home-run record, and the inflation rate topped fifteen percent, and the legendary Muhammad Ali defeated George Foreman to
regain his world-heavyweight title..During the first months, the journeys were eight or ten miles: along the shoreline north and south of Bright
Beach, and inland to the desert beyond the hills. He left home and returned the same day..He either detected their well-concealed surprise or
assumed they would be curious as to why, in spite of extensive surgery, he still wore this Boris Karloff face.."No, the more I think about it, the
more it feels like this is just kids. Some kids goofing around, that's all. I- guess Vanadium got deeper under my skin than I realized, so when this
came up, I couldn't think straight about it.".As the afternoon waned toward a portentous dusk and toward the gallery reception for Celestina White,
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Junior prepared his knives and guns..Mary was at play here, and the sight of her, his first in seven years, almost brought Barty to his knees. She was
the image of her mother, and he knew that this must be at least a little bit what Angel had looked like when, at three, she had initially arrived here
in 1968, when she explored the kitchen on that first day and found the toaster under a sock.."We do look somewhat alike," Edom said, shifting his
attention to Jacob's left ear..Though she was only a week past her third birthday, Angel always selected her own clothes and carefully dressed
herself. Usually she preferred monochromatic outfits, sometimes with a single accent color expressed only in a belt or a hat, or a scarf. When she
mixed several colors, the initial impression that she gave was of chromatic chaos-but on second look, you began to see that these unlikely
combinations were more harmonious than they had first seemed..At the bed, he spread the garment across his pillow. Lying down, he pressed his
face into the sweater. The sweet subtle scent of Naomi was as effective as a lullaby, and soon he dozed off..Rudy Hackachak--Big Rude to his
friends-was six feet four, as rough-hewn as a log sculpture carved with a woodsman's ax. In a green polyester suit with sleeves an inch too short, an
unfortunate urine yellow shirt, and a tie that might have been the national flag of a third world country famous for nothing but a lack of design
sense, he looked like Dr. Frankenstein's beast gussied up for an evening of barhopping in Transylvania..Junior stood at the window for a long time,
not because he was pretending to rest, and not because any of the attending nurses was a looker. He was transfixed, and for awhile he didn't know
why..In fact, attorneys for the potential plaintiffs felt that Nork, Hisscus, and Knacker were too willing to reach an accommodation, and they met
the trio's conciliation with high suspicion. Naturally, the state didn't want to defend against a claim involving the death of a beautiful young bride
and her unborn baby, but their willingness to negotiate so early, from such a reasonable posture, implied that their position was even weaker than it
appeared to be..Behind her, he said, "And is that my gray cardigan? What did you do to my cardigan?".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..She looked around the room. "He's invisible like the
Cheshire cat?" "His whole world is as real as ours, but we can't see it, and people in his world can't see us. There're millions and millions of worlds
all here in the same place and invisible to one another, where we keep getting chance after chance to live a good life and do the right thing.".Ever
the romantic, he wanted to surprise her. Voila! Flowers, wine, and moi. Since their electrifying connection in the hospital, she had been yearning
for him; but she wouldn't expect a visit for a few weeks yet. He was eager to see her face brighten with delight.."This card to mean also is family
love, and is love from many friends, not just to be kissy-kissy love," Maria elucidated..He was a patriotic guy, and he preferred American rock to
the British brand. He had nothing against the English, no prejudices against people of any nationality. Nevertheless, he believed that the American
Top 40 ought to feature American music exclusively..By now he recognized that the man approaching from the other graveside service was neither
a Negro nor a stranger. Detective Thomas Vanadium was annoying enough to be an honorary Hackachak..This wasn't a new sensation. He had
experienced it before. In the night just passed, when he awakened from an unremembered dream and saw the bright quarter dancing across
Vanadium's knuckles..An SFPD patrol car swept past, its siren silent, the rack of emergency beacons flashing on its roof.."Wally gave her tests.
She's got an exceptional understanding of color, spatial relationships, and geometric forms for a child her age. She may be a visual prodigy.".AS
MEANINGFUL AS Jacob's death had been within the small world of his family, Agnes Lampion never lost sight of the fact that there were more
resonant deaths in the larger world before 1968 ended and the Year of the Rooster followed. On the fourth of April, James Earl Ray gunned down
Martin Luther King on a motel balcony in Memphis, but the assassin's hopes were foiled when, because of this murder, freedom grew more
vigorously from the richness of a in martyr's blood. On June 1, Helen Keller died peacefully at eighty-seven. Blind and deaf since early childhood,
mute until her adolescence, Miss Keller led a life of astonishing accomplishment; she learned to speak, to ride horses, to waltz; she graduated cum
laude from Radcliffe, an inspiration to millions and a testament to the potential in even the most blighted life. On June 5, Senator Robert F.
Kennedy was assassinated in the kitchen of the Ambassador Hotel in Los Angeles. Unknown numbers died when Soviet tanks invaded
Czechoslovakia, and hundreds of thousands perished in the final days of the Cultural Revolution in China, many eaten in acts of cannibalism
sanctioned by Chairman Mao as acceptable political action. John Steinbeck, novelist, and Tallulah Bankhead, actress, came to the end of their
journeys in this world, if not yet in all others. But James Lovell, William Anders, and Frank Borman-the first men to orbit the moon-traveled
250,000 miles into space, and all returned alive..His wife, Dorothea, adored him, not least of all because he had taken in her eighty-year-old mother
and treated that elderly lady as though she were both a duchess and a saint. He was equally generous to the poor, burying their dead at cost but with
utmost dignity..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 be free of society's toxic views, and he would be assured of success and happiness if always he followed
these gut feelings..As long as Junior continued to fake sleep, the cop couldn't be absolutely sure that any deception was taking place.."The princess
is correct," he acknowledged, revealing that this hand was still empty. Then he reached to the girl and plucked the quarter from her ear..This
colored person's grave, however, was uphill of Naomi's. Over time, as the body decomposed up there, its juices would mix with the soil. When rain
saturated the ground, subsurface drainage would carry those juices steadily downslope, until they seeped into Naomi's grave 'let mingled with her
remains. This seemed highly inappropriate to Junior..Although the only light on the back porch came from the pale beams that filtered out through
the curtains on the kitchen windows, all these faces seemed luminous, almost preternaturally aglow, like the kiln-fired countenances of saints in a
dark church, lit solely by the flames of votive candies. The rain-a music of sorts, and the jasmine and incense, and the moment sacred..Less
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cautious than the typical accountant, perhaps mellow in this season of peace, Prosser opened the door without hesitation..straddles him, driving big
fists into his back, brutally into his sides. With high fences and hedgerows of Indian laurels.With a sigh, Obadiah differed: "Not clever. Crude.
Before my hands became these great-knuckled lumps, I could have dazzled you.".Junior was stunned that the bitch had come back into his life, to
ruin him, almost two years later. Zedd teaches that the present is just an instant between past and future, which really leaves us with only two
choices-to live either in the past or the future; the past, being over and done with, has no consequences unless we insist on empowering it by not
living entirely in the future. Junior strove always to live in the future, and he believed that he was successful in this striving, but obviously he hadn't
yet learned to apply Zedd's wisdom to fullest effect, because the past kept getting at him. He fervently wished he hadn't simply broken up with
Tammy Bean, but that he had strangled her instead, that he had strangled her and driven her corpse to Oregon and pushed her off a fire tower and
bashed her with a pewter candlestick and sent her to the bottom of Quarry Lake with the gold Rolex stuffed in her mouth..Junior didn't make the
mistake of thinking that Magusson's new conciliatory attitude meant they were friends, that confidences could be shared or truths exchanged. The
money-grubbing toad's only real friend would always be the one he saw in a mirror. If he discovered that Junior was having a great time
post-Naomi, Magusson would store the information until he found a way to use it to his advantage..Yet had the obstacles been piled twice as high,
the time had come to put into words what they felt for each other and to decide what they intended to do about it. Celestina knew that in depth and
intensity, as well as in the promise of passion, Wally's love for her equaled hers for him; out of respect for her and perhaps because the sweet man
doubted his desirability, he tried to conceal the true power of his feelings and actually thought he succeeded, though in fact he was radiant with
love. His once-brotherly kisses on the cheek, his touches, his admiring looks were all still chaste but ever more tender with the passage of time; and
when he held her hand-as in the gallery this evening-whether as a show of support or simply to keep her safely beside him in a crosswalk on a busy
street, dear Wally was overcome by a wistfulness and a longing that Celestina vividly remembered from Junior high school, when thirteen-year-old
boys, their gazes filled with purest adoration, would be struck numb and mute by the conflict between yearning and inexperience. On three
occasions recently, he seemed on the brink of revealing his feelings, which he would expect to surprise if not shock her, but the moment had never
been quite right..To the phone, the police. No dial tone. Pointless to rattle the disconnect switch. The line had been cut..In bed, lights out, Junior
marveled at his daredevil spirit. He never stopped surprising himself..Prudence required that they strategize as though Enoch Cain were Satan
himself, as though every fly and beetle and rat provided eyes and ears for the killer, as though ordinary precautions could never foil him..Otter was
reluctant to answer. He had to like Hound, but didn't have to trust him. "Shape-changing," he mumbled at last..As though frightened of the gentle
certainty in Celestina's eyes, the doctor turned away from he, and toward the window once more..Footsteps in the hall drew their attention to the
open door, where the surgeon appeared in his loose cotton greens..Back in January, when he received the disappointing report from Nolly
Wulfstan, Junior was not convinced that the private detective had exercised due diligence in his investigation. He suspected that Wulfstan's
ugliness was matched by his laziness..Having survived the night, Edom and Jacob were waiting in the hall. Each kissed his nephew, but neither
could speak..He slept outdoors rarely and otherwise stayed in inexpensive motels, boardinghouses, and YMCAs..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..As woe begone a widower as
anyone could expect, Junior spent every night home alone. By Sunday, he'd slept without companionship eight nights since being discharged from
the hospital..He wasn't entirely sure what all he hoped to find. Perhaps an envelope or a cash box with folding money, which a fleeing murderer
would surely pause to take with him. Suspicions might be raised if he left it behind. Perhaps a savings-account passbook.."When your hands are
bigger," Tom agreed, "I'm sure you could. In fact, one day I'll teach you.".Like the chicken egg. As weary as she was, Agnes could not at once
puzzle out the meaning of those four words. Then: "Oh. He's in an incubator.".Evidently, either Frank Sinatra was an enthusiasm that Victoria and
the detective shared, or the nurse purchased some of the crooner's records expressly for their dinner engagement..He also sought a supplier of
high-quality counterfeit ID. This proved easier than he anticipated.."You did just fine, Tom, just fine," Agnes said in a consoling tone that she
might have used with a boy whose performance, at a piano recital, had been earnest but undistinguished. "We were all quite impressed.".Her mouth
was as greedy as it was ripe, and her pliant body radiated volcanic heat, and as Junior slipped his hands under her skirt, his mind teemed with
thoughts of sex and wealth and power, until he discovered that the heiress was an heir, with genitalia better suited to boxer shorts than to silk
lingerie.."I guess so, but it's not that. I was thinking of something my little girl said.".Needlepoint provided no sanctuary. Junior's hands trembled
just badly enough to make accurate stitchery impossible..Junior actually raised his trembling left hand to his ear, expecting to find the quarter
tucked in the auditory canal, held between the tragus and the antitragus, waiting to be plucked with a flourish..Just as the man turned away, Junior
got a glimpse of what he wore under a London Fog raincoat. Between the lapels of the coat: a white shirt with a wing collar, a black bow tie, the
suggestion of black-satin lapels like those on a tuxedo jacket..Animal instinct told Junior that the business with the quarter in the diner and now
these quarters in his living room were related to his failure to find Bartholomew, Seraphim White's bastard child. He couldn't logically explain the
connection; but as Zedd teaches, animal instinct is the only unalloyed truth we will ever know..Junior had the picture now. Clear as Kodachrome.
Victoria was in a relationship, and she had come on to him in the hospital not because she was looking for more action, but because she was a
tease. One of those women who thought it was funny to get a man's juices up and then leave him stewing in them..After examining Barty, Dr.
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Schurr sent them to the hospital for further tests. There they spent the rest of the day, except for an hour break during which they ate lunch in a
burger joint..Gradually, she perceived that Lipscomb was more troubled than he should have been, considering that his patient had died through no
fault of his own..Because he genuinely liked women and hoped always to please them, always to be discreet and chivalrous and giving, Junior did
as she wished, spinning a vivid account of the grisly vengeance he would take if ever Seraphim told anyone what he'd done to her. Vlad the
Impaler, the historical inspiration for Brain Stoker's Dracula--thank you, Book-of-the-Month Club--could not have imagined bloodier or more
horrific tortures and mutilations than those that Junior promised to visit upon the reverend, his wife, and Seraphim herself Pretending to terrorize
the girl excited him, and he was perceptive enough to see that she was equally excited by pretending to be terrorized..Startled, Junior sat up
straight, clutching the silencer-fitted pistol, but the cruiser didn't abruptly brake and pull to the curb in front of the Mercedes, as he expected..The
sill was about four and a half feet off the lavatory floor. With both hands, Junior levered himself onto it.
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