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As yet, he hadn't taken either an antiemetic or antihistamine to ward off vomiting and hives, because he wanted to medicate -against those
conditions as shortly before the violence as was practical, to ensure maximum protection. He'd intended to dose himself only after he followed
Celestina home from the gallery and could be reasonably certain that he had located the lair of Bartholomew.."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.".He was about to go in search of the canapes
when he half heard one of the guests mention Bartholomew to the reverend's daughter. Only the name rang on his ear, not the words that
surrounded it..The following day, Wednesday, December 27, his mother drove him to the library, where he checked out two Heinlein titles
recommended by the librarian: Red Planet and The Rolling Stones. Judging by his excitement, on the way home in the car, his response to previous
mystery-novel series had been a pleasant courtship, whereas this was desperate, undying love..No one was surprised by his proposal, her
acceptance, and the wedding. Barty and Angel were both eighteen when they were married in June of 1983..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..Jacob Isaacson--twin brother of Edom-knew nothing negative about Panglo, but he didn't trust
him. If the mortician had been caught prying gold teeth from the dead and carving satanic symbols in their buttocks, Jacob would have said, "It
figures." If Panglo had saved bottles of infected blood from diseased cadavers, and if one day he ran through town, splashing it in the faces of
unsuspecting citizens, Jacob would not have raisers one eyebrow in surprise..Fragments of the broken wineglass crunched under his shoes as he
crossed the small kitchen to the dinette. He opened the bottle of vodka and put it on the table in front of the dead woman.."I was never Cary Grant,
to begin with," said Vanadium, still ceaselessly rolling the quarter across his fingers, "so I had no big emotional investment in my appearance.
Cosmetic surgery would have added another year of recuperation time, probably much longer, and I was anxious to get after Cain. Seemed to me
this mug of mine might be just the thing to scare him into an incriminating mistake, even a confession.".Already another contraction racked her, so
intense that the pain was not limited to her lower back and abdomen, but seared the length of her sphic, like an electric current leaping vertebra to
vertebra. Her breath pinched in her chest as though her lungs had collapsed.."Yeah, but I've been thinking about that. If he feels some kind of
responsibility ... then why did he ever represent Cain in the first place?".Near midnight, she returned to her apartment. Lights out, in bed, staring at
the ceiling, she was unable to sleep..Knacker or Hisscus, or Nork, was talking about an offering, as though Naomi were a goddess to whom they
wished to present a penance of gold and jewels..Out of Phimie's humiliation, terror, suffering, and death had come Angel, whom Celestina had first
and briefly hated, but whom now she loved more than she loved Wally, more than she loved herself or even life itself. Phimie, through Angel, had
brought Celestina both to Wally and to a fuller understanding of their father's meaning when he spoke of this momentous day, an understanding
that brought power to her painting and so deeply touched the people who saw and bought her art..He smiled ruefully. "Might be ready for a
wedding by then, but not a honeymoon.".He reached the end of the alleyway, stumbled into the stream of pedestrians, nearly knocked over an
elderly Chinese man, turned, and discovered ... no Vanadium..Frankness and tough talk pleased her, because too many people dealt with her as
though her spirit were as frail as her limbs. She laughed with delight-but still refused him..His conscience as a craftsman would not let him fault the
carpentry of the ship in any way; but his conscience as a wizard told him he could put a hex on her, a curse woven right into her beams and hull.
Surely that was using the secret art to a good end? For harm, yes, but only to harm the harmful. He did not talk to his teachers about it. If he was
doing wrong, it was none of their fault and they would know nothing about it. He thought about it for a long time, working out how to do it, making
the spell very carefully. It was the reversal of a finding charm: a losing charm, he called it to himself. The ship would float, and handle well, and
steer, but she would never steer quite true..After a few racing steps, when the dog realized that Mary hadn't thrown the ball, it whipped around and
sprinted back..Junior wanted to shoot all of them, but he said, "Take it. Keep it. Get it the hell out of here.".Deeply distressed that he was planning
the funeral of a man as young as Joe Lampion, whom he had liked and admired, Panglo paused to express his disbelief and to murmur comforting
words, more to himself than to Jacob, as each decision was made. With one hand on the chosen casket, he said, "Unbelievable, a traffic accident,
and on the very day his son is born. So sad. So terribly sad.".In the kitchen, he sat her in a chair and let her slump forward over the breakfast table.
With her arms folded, with her head on her arms and turned to one side, she appeared to be resting..When the old man died and Agnes inherited the
property, the three of them played cards in the backyard for the first time on the day of his funeral, played openly rather than in secret, almost giddy
with freedom. Eventually, when Agnes fell in love and married, Joey Lampion joined their card games, and thereafter, Jacob and Edom enjoyed a
greater sense of family than they had ever known before..With a nervous twitch of his avian head and a wary frown, the watcher broke eye contact
and slipped into the chattering crowd, lost as quickly as a slender sandpiper skittering among a herd of plump seagulls..Although Vanadium had
been morally certain about the identity of his assailant, intuition without evidence was not sufficient to stir the authorities into action-not against a
man on whom the state and county had settled $4,250,000 in the matter of his wife's mortal fall. They would appear either to be incompetent in the
investigation of Naomi Cain's death or to be pursuing Enoch in the new matter out of sheer vindictiveness. Without stacks of evidence, the political
risks of acting on a policeman's instinct were too great..He tucked his left arm tight against his side and threw himself against the door. The
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obstructing furniture was heavy, but it moved an inch. If it would give one inch, it would give two, so it wasn't immovable, and he was already as
good as in there..Although she had never seen snow other than in pictures and on film, this deep-settled silence seemed to speak of failing flakes, of
white muffling mantles, and she wouldn't have been in the least surprised if, stepping outside, she had found herself in a glorious winter landscape,
cold and crystalline, here on the always-snowless hills and shores of the California Pacific..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..Hard experience had taught him, however, that killing someone he knew, while
occasionally necessary, didn't release stress. Or if it did briefly release stress, then unforeseen consequences always contributed to even worse
future stress..To Dr. Parkhurst, Vanadium said, "In my work, I see lots of people who've just lost loved ones. None of them has ever puked like
Vesuvius.".Eventually he put the quarter on the nightstand, switched off the lamp, and slipped into bed.."I can do this with just a very little
Novocain," she said, "so your mouth won't be numb for dinner.".This was a California live oak, green even in winter, although its leaves were
fewer now than they would be in warmer seasons. The elaborate branch structure, reflected around him, was an exquisite and harmonious maze
overlaying a mosaic of sunlight green on grass, and something in its patterns suddenly touched him, moved him, seized his imagination. He felt as
if he were balanced on the brink of an astonishing insight..By the time they reached the seventh painting, alcohol and rich French cuisine and Jack
Lientery's powerful art combined to devastate Frieda. She shuddered, leaned with one hand on a canvas, hung her head, and committed an act of
bad PR..These would no doubt be cloyingly sentimental paintings of the bastard boy, with impossibly large and limpid eyes, posed cutely with
puppies and kittens, pictures better suited for cheap calendars than for gallery walls, and dangerous to the health of diabetics..Even the
Shantung-softened lamplight blazed too bright and did not serve her well, so she switched it off and said, "Scoot over.".Other rooms were furnished
as sparely as those in a monastery. Indeed, the dining room contained nothing whatsoever..White as a Viking winter, these magnificent choppers,
and as straight as the kernel rows in the corn on Odin's high table. Superb occlusal surfaces. Exquisite incisor ledges. Bicuspids of textbook
formation nestled in perfect alignment between molars and canines..Darkness, the one source of childhood fear that most adults never quite
outgrow, held no terror for Barty. Although for a while his bedroom featured a Mickey Mouse night-light, the miniature lamp was there not to
soothe the boy, but to quiet his mother's nerves, because she worried about him waking alone, in blackness..No time for horror, disgust. Every
second mattered now, and every minute might cost another life..because even to cry in pain will invite more vicious discipline than the pummeling
he's already endured. His father.In his voice, he heard a tremor that had nothing to do with the hideous deaths in Effingham more than sixteen years
previous..Jacob didn't know how he could ever bear to look at Agnes when she came home from the hospital. The sorrow in her eyes would kill
him as surely as a knife to the heart..Sitting on a stool at the counter, he ordered a cheeseburger, coleslaw, french fries, and a cherry Coke.."Yes. In
syrup form. It's a good item for your home medicine chest, in case your child ever swallows poison and you need to purge it from him
quickly."."I'll come by at eight o'clock for breakfast," Wally suggested. "We have to set a date.".Edom did as asked. Then he cut the deck into two
approximately equal stacks when requested to do so.."I want you to adopt the baby." Before they could react, she hurried on: "I won't be
twenty-one for four months yet, and even then they might give me trouble about adopting, even though I'm her aunt, because I'm single. But if you
adopt her, I'll raise her. I promise I will. I'll take full responsibility. You don't have to worry that I'll regret it or that I'll ever want to drop her in
your laps and escape the responsibility. She'll have to be the center of my life from here on. I understand that. I accept it. I embrace it.".Nolly was,
as usual, "Nolly" to everyone, but here Kathleen was "Mrs. Wulfstan.".She said, "Honey, what I'm wondering is ... could you walk where you don't
have bad eyes, like you walked where the rain wasn't ... and leave the tumors in that other place? Could you walk where you have good eyes and
come back with them?".Continuing to avert his eyes from the battered face and the two tone eyelids, Junior found the keys in an exterior pocket of
the sports jacket. The credentials were tucked in an interior pocket: a single-fold leather holder containing the shiny badge and a photo ID..with an
encircling and suggestive lick, and then licked his lips, too, when the cold steel slipped free of them.."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..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..As he stepped out of the street, Don't Walk shortened to Walk, and when he checked for pursuit, he found it.
Here came Vanadium, who would have been shivering in want of a topcoat if his flesh had been real..Junior strove to appear properly mortified.
"Thought I heard something. Searched the apartment."."Why do they let a man like that keep his badge?" Junior asked. "He's outrageous, wholly
unprofessional.".Otter shook his head..Easter still lay a few weeks away, but already Celestina had begun decorating more than a hundred baskets,
so that nothing would need to be done at the last minute except add the candy. Her living room was a warren of baskets, ribbons, bows, beads,
bangles, shredded cellophane in green and purple and yellow and pink, and decorative little plush-toy bunnies and baby chicks.."Not so
unbelievable," said Jacob. "Forty-five thousand people every year die in automobiles. Cars aren't transportation. They're death machines. Tens of
thousands are disfigured, maimed for life.".Although Junior was free of the superstitions that Naomi, in her innocence and sentimentality, had
embraced, he wept without pretense..Lientery's work met the criteria of great art, about which Junior had learned in art-appreciation courses. It
undermined his sense of reality, left him wary, filled him with angst and with loathing for the human condition, and made him wish he hadn't just
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eaten dinner..That saving smile once more returned lost harmony to the scarred and broken face. "Not me. From my perspective, psychology is just
one more of those easy sources of false meaning-like sex, money, and drugs. But I will admit to knowing a thing or two about evil.".He opened his
mouth but stood mute. Raised his right hand from his side. Worked his fingers in the air, as though the needed words could be strummed from the
ether. He felt stupid, foolish..On a street a half mile from the airport in Eugene, he sat in the parked Dodge long enough to gingerly unwind the
bandages and use a tissue to wipe off the pungent but useless salve he'd purchased at a pharmacy. Although he pressed the Kleenex to his face so
gently that the pressure might not have broken the surface tension on a pool of water, the agony of the touch was so great that he nearly passed out.
The rearview mirror revealed clusters of hideous, large, red knobs with glistening yellow heads, and at the sight of himself, he actually did pass out
for a minute or two, just long enough to dream that he was a grotesque but misunderstood creature being pursued through a stormy night by crowds
of angry villagers with torches and pitchforks, but then the throbbing agony revived him..Similarities between Naomi and her mom- ended with
appearances. Sheena was loud, crass, self-absorbed, and had the vocabulary of a brothel owner specializing in service to sailors with Tourette's
syndrome..With the great tree ninety degrees to his left, he was able to locate the back-porch steps at forty-five degrees. He pointed with the cane,
which otherwise he had not used. "The porch?".With a shiver, Kathleen said, "We'd like to know more about why we did the things we did for you.
Why the quarters? Why the song?".not yet acknowledged, when our flailing species briefly floats insensate between one desperate swim and
another..Antihypertensive drugs were administered intravenously, and Phimie was confined to bed, attached to a heart monitor..Edom had noticed
them earlier. Now he saw they were in worse condition than he'd thought. Enlarged knuckles, fingers not entirely at natural angles to one another.
Perhaps Obadiah had rheumatoid arthritis, like Bill Klefton, though a less crippling case..But Havnor is also the Great Isle, a broad, rich land; and
in the villages inland from the port, the farmlands of the slopes of Mount Onn, nothing ever changes much. There a song worth singing is likely to
be sung again. There old men at the tavern talk of Morred as if they had known him when they too were young and heroes. There girls walking out
to fetch the cows home tell stories of the women of the Hand, who are forgotten everywhere else in the world, even on Roke, but remembered
among those silent, sunlit roads and fields and in the kitchens by the hearths where housewives work and talk..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.".Any reasonable person would agree that the line between
legitimate and harassment was hair-thin..She kissed his cheek, and he pulled his arms out from under the covers to hug her. Such small arms, but
such a fierce hug.."Let's roll 'em. out," Paul said, and he returned to the station wagon to ride shotgun beside Agnes.."Maybe he's a character I saw
in a movie or read in a novel. I'm a member of the Book-of-the-Month Club. I'm always reading one thing or another. I don't remember a character
named B-Bartholomew, but maybe I read the book years ago."."But let's pretend it's me, okay? So here I am, stepping off the curb without looking
both ways-".Scamp was a multitalented woman, with smoother skin than a depilated peach, with more delicious roundnesses than Junior could
catalog, but she proved not to be the remedy for his tension. Only Bartholomew, found and destroyed, could give him peace..A sense of fellowship
in extraordinary times drew everyone closer, to hug, to touch, to share the wonder. For a long moment, even in the symphony of the storm, in spite
of all the plink-tink-hiss-plop-rattle that arose from every rain-beaten work of man and nature, they seemed to stand here in a hush as deep as Tom
had ever heard..He hadn't learned much from the call other than that they hadn't found Vanadium in his Studebaker at the bottom of Quarry
Lake..surreptitiously with Junior. He was accustomed to being an object of desire. This night, however, the only lady he cared about was San
Francisco herself, and he wanted to be alone with her..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..Draped across his midsection, the terrible cold weight had chilled
his flesh; but now his bone marrow prickled with ice at the thought of the birthmarked detective sitting silently in the dark, watching. Junior would
have preferred dealing with Naomi, dead and risen and seriously pissed, rather than with this dangerously patient man..In the bedroom once more,
before poring through the contents of the nightstand drawers, the dresser drawers, and the closet, he looked in the adjacent bathroom, switched on
the light because there was no window-and found Bartholomew on a wall, slashed and punctured, disfigured by hundreds of wounds. Wally parked
the Buick at the curb in front of the house in which he lived, and when Celestina slid across the car seat to the passenger's door, he said, "No, wait
here. I'll fetch Angel and drive the two of you home.".Just as Celestina snapped shut the latches on the suitcase and turned to the door, a nurse's
aide entered, pushing a cart loaded with towels and bed linens..Caring for her, in every sense of that word, had made him a far happier man than he
would otherwise have been-and a far better one..Maria's face gathered into a frown, like a piece of brown cloth cinched by a series of whipstitches.
"Six lessons.".Angel didn't join the grieving women, but sat on the floor in front of the television, switching back and forth between Gunsmoke and
The Monkees. Too young to be genuinely involved in either show, nevertheless she occasionally made gunfire sounds when Marshal Dillon went
into battle or invented her own lyrics to sing along with the Monkees..Avoiding the graveled driveway, on which he was more likely to scuff his
freshly polished loafers, he approached the house across the lawn, beneath the moon-sifting branches of a great pine that made itself useless for
Christmas by spreading as majestically as an oak..When he closed his eyes, he saw a bowling pin, a leftover image from his with-seed days. In less
than a minute, he was able to make the pin dematerialize, filling his mind with featureless, soundless, soothing, white nothingness..A cast-bronze
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figure, fixed to lacquered walnut in want of raw dogwood, suffered above the bed. This crucifix, contrasting starkly with the white walls, reinforced
the impression of monastic economy..He yearned for a new heart mate. He was wise enough to know that no amount of yearning could transform
the wrong woman into the right one. Love couldn't be demanded, planned, or manufactured. Love always came as a surprise, snuck up on you
when you were least expecting it, like Anthony Perkins in a dress..Now out of the kitchen, along the hall, and up the stairs, two at a time, into
Victoria's bedroom. Not with the intention of snaring a perverse souvenir. Merely to find a blanket..Grace, Celestina, and Paul expressed
amusement and amazement at Angel's critical judgment..After mentally reviewing what he must say, after working up a nervous edge, he dialed the
SFPD emergency number.."I can talk to you," he said to Salk. "You'll understand. She was hero, the only one I ever knew till I met you. I've read
about them all my life, in pulp magazines and paperbacks. But Perri ... she was the real thing. She didn't save tens of thousands-hundreds of
thousands of children like you've done, didn't change the world as you've changed it, but she faced every day without complaint, and she lived for
others. Not through them. For them. People called her to share their problem, and she listened and cared, and they called her with their good news
be cause she took such joy in it. They asked for her advice, and though she was inexperienced, really, so short of experience in so many ways, she
always knew what to say, Dr. Salk. Always the right thing. She had great heart and natural wisdom, and she cared so much."."It's been a tough few
years," he said. "Losing her ... and then getting out of Nam alive.".Barty sat at the kitchen table, reading Between Planets. From time to time,
Agnes discovered him watching her at work or studying Maria's face and her dexterous hands.."So what I am is I'm your talking eyes." Lowering
her hand from his face, Angel said, "Do you know where bacon comes from?".The gray pants of her jogging suit, speckled with rain that had blown
in through the shattered windshield, were suddenly soaked. Her water had broken..Everyone agreed, and the order was placed when their waiter
brought appetizers: crab cakes for Nolly, scampi for Kathleen, and calamari for Tom..After the detective returned the box to the nightstand, the
coin began to turn again..On this chilly January night, no campers or fishermen had staked claims along the lake. Because the trees were far enough
back to be lost in the night, the immediate shore and the pooled blackness that it encircled appeared as desolate as any landscape on a world
without an atmosphere..IMPLODE To burst inward under pressure. Like the hull of a submarine at too great a depth..Because he kept imagining
the stealthy sounds of a dead cop rising in vengeance behind him, Junior switched on the radio. He tuned in a station featuring a Top 40
countdown..Agnes discovered that watching her child be totally consumed by a new enthusiasm was an unparalleled delight. Through Barty, she
had a tantalizing sense of what her own childhood might have been like if her father had allowed her to have one, and at times, listening to the boy
exclaim about the space-faring Stone family or about the mysteries of Mars, she discovered that at least some part of a child still lived within her,
untouched by either cruelty or time.."Crafty men need to stick together," he said. "Men who have no art at all, nothing but wealth-they pit us one
against the other, for their gain not ours. We sell em our power. Why do we? If we went our own way together, we'd do better, maybe."."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.".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..of color had to search for mentoring, especially in 1922, when twenty year-old Obadiah dreamed of
being the next Houdini.."No. The information I gave you came from the coroner's office, which issued the death certificate. But even if I got into
St. Mary's records, there wouldn't be a hint of where Catholic Family Services placed this baby.".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 and for you, if
you'll let me."."But the breed is nervous, dear. With a nervous breed, you just never know, do you?."I'm really not sad, Mom. I'm not. I don't like it
this way, being blind. It's ... hard." His small voice, musical as are the voices of most children, touching in its innocence, spun a fragile thread of
melody in the dark, and seemed too sweet to be speaking of these bitter things. "Real hard. But being sad won't help. Being sad won't make me see
again.".In the distance, the clang of a trolley-car bell. Hard and clear in spite of the muffling fog..Gradually he grew calm. His great frosty
exhalations diminished to a diaphanous dribble that evaporated two inches from his lips..Somehow, Vanadium's malevolent spirit was also to
blame for Junior's failure to find a new heart mate, in spite of all the women he'd been through. Undoubtedly, when Bartholomew was dead and
Vanadium vanquished with him, romance and true love would bloom..The two women stared at each other, and at last Celestina said, "Good Lord,
what's happening here?".A quick survey of the lavatory floor. The musician hadn't left anything behind, neither a popped button nor crimson petals
from his boutonniere..Another small pane of glass burst. A dismaying crack of wood. His back to her, the maniac raged at the window with the
snarling ferocity of a caged beast..If there had been footsteps, they had fallen silent the moment Junior froze to listen for them. Even over the hard
drumming of his heart, he would have heard any noise. The pillowy fog seemed to smother sound in the alleyway more effectively than ever..He
snatched the woman's car keys off the pavement, slid behind the wheel of the Pontiac, and drove off to find a pharmacy, the only stop that he
intended to make until he reached Spruce Hills..As Celestina settled on the sofa with the phone in her lap, hesitating to dial until she worked up a
bit more courage, Angel said to Tom, "So what happened to your face?".In the front seat, Edom and Jacob murmured agreement with the narrator's
sentiments. Monday night, Edom and Jacob booked adjoining units in a motel near the hospital. They called Barty's room to give Agnes the phone
number and to report that they had inspected eighteen establishments before finding one that seemed comparatively safe..holding hands as they
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watched John Wayne in The Searchers, David Niven in Around the World in 80 Days. They were so young then, sure they would live forever, and
they were still young now, but for one of them, forever had arrived..In reaction to a terrible sense of weightlessness, Agnes's two-fisted grip on the
steering wheel grew so tight her hands ached. She held on with all her strength, as if at real risk of floating out of the car and up toward the source
of the raveling skeins of rain..Maria, however, lived comfortably with both the Catholicism and the occultism in which she had been raised. In
Hermosillo, Mexico, the latter had been nearly as important to the spiritual life of her family as had been the former..The reverend made the first
toast, speaking so softly that his tremulous words seemed to bloom in Celestina's mind and heart rather than to fall upon her ears. "To gentle
Phimie, who is with God.".nonetheless. The rapist's curse. Healthy, but healthy at the expense of Phimie..The odds against drawing a jack of spades
four times in a row out of four combined and randomly shuffled decks were forbidding. Jacob didn't have the knowledge necessary to calculate
those odds, but he knew they were astronomical..She switched off the hall light and stood at the half-open door, listening, waiting..Late Thursday,
following a nine-hour session with Hisscus, Nork, and Knacker, Magusson--negotiating in conjunction with the Hackachak counsel-had indeed
reached acceptable terms. Kaitlin Hackachak would receive $250,000 for the loss of her sister. Sheena and Rudy would receive $900,000 to
compensate them for their severe emotional pain and suffering; this allowed them to undergo a lot of therapy in Las Vegas. Junior would receive
$4,250,000. Magusson's fee was twenty percent prior to trial-forty percent if a settlement had been reached after the start of court
proceedings-which left Junior with $3,400,000. All payments to plaintiffs were net of taxes.
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