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Putting an arm around Paul's shoulders, Dr. Salk walked with him along a street lined with eucalyptuses and Torrey pines, to a nearby pocket park.
They sat on a bench in the sunshine and watched duck waddle on the shore of a man-made pond..An outrageously sexy redhead hit on him as he
selected from an array of bomb-shaped canapes on a tray held by a waiter dressed as a ragged and soot-smeared blast survivor. Myrtle, the redhead,
preferred to be called Scamp, which Junior entirely understood. She wore a DayGlo green miniskirt, a spray-on white sweater, and a green
beret..The singular beauty of San Francisco and the exquisite patina of its colorful history spoke to her heart and kindled in her such an
unreasonable passion that she sometimes wondered, at least half seriously, if she had spent other lives here. Often, streets were wondrously familiar
to her the first time that she set foot on them. Certain great houses, dating from the late 1800s and early 1900s, inspired her to imagine elegant
parties thrown.Had Junior been chest-deep in wet concrete, he would have been more mobile than he was now. He had no feeling in his legs..She
stepped to the bed, bracketing Junior between her and Big Rude. The stream of obscene invective issuing from Sheena made Junior feel as if he had
gotten in the way of a septic-tank cleanout hose..Since he knew where Celestina would be on January 12, there was no point in taking risks to find
her sooner. He had plenty of time to prepare for their encounter, time to savor the sweet anticipation..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..Junior had no idea who the driver of the Buick might be, but he hated the tall lanky son of a bitch
because he figured the guy was humping Celestina, who would never have humped anyone but Junior if she had met him first, because like her
sister, like all women, she would find him irresistible. He felt that he had a prior claim on her because of his relationship to the family; he was the
father of her sister's bastard boy, after all, which made him their blood by shared--progeny..In those days they had no fixed names for the various
kinds and arts of magic, nor were the connections among those arts clear. There was-as the wise men of Roke would say later-no science in what
they knew. But Hound knew pretty surely that his prisoner was concealing his talents..She got out of the cab and stood on the sidewalk in front of
the gallery, her legs as shaky as those of a newborn colt..the beast would find them one day, but she hadn't spoken of that possibility in perhaps two
and a half years..Naomi's beautiful countenance rose in his mind, and she looked beautific for a moment, but then he thought he saw a certain
slyness in her angelic smile, a disturbing glint of calculation in her once loving eyes.."As she comes closer to full term," said Dairies, "she's at great
risk of preeclampsia developing into full eclampsia.".In the kitchen, he fussily avoided the blood and stepped around Victoria to switch off both
ovens. He killed the gas flame under the large pot of boiling water on the cook top..From her reading, she knew that amniotic fluid should be clear.
A few traces of blood in it should not necessarily be alarming, but here were more than traces. Here were thick red-black streams.."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?".Barty, didn't watch much television. He'd been up late enough to see Red Skelton only a few times,
but that comedian always drew gales of laughter from him..Although the Rolex was expensive, Junior cared nothing about the monetary loss. He
could afford to buy an armful of Rolexes, and wear them from wrist to shoulder..By the time the family was ushered out, protesting, at the end of
evening visiting hours, Junior hadn't succumbed to their pressure. If his conversion was to appear convincingly reluctant, he would have to resist
them for at least another few days..According to his wristwatch, the time was 9:05 in the morning on this momentous day.."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.".Edom
felt uneasy in this kingdom of a strange god. The god that his brother feared was humanity, its dark compulsions, its arrogance. Edom, on the other
hand, trembled before Nature, whose wrath was so great that one day she would destroy all things, when the universe collapsed into a super dense
nugget of matter the size of a pea.."You look very, very handsome this morning, Mr. Barty, " squeaked Pixie Lee, who was something of a flirt.
"You look like a big movie star."You'll catch pneumonia," she warned, reaching across the boy to flip the passenger's-side vent toward him..which
was beginning to come into view, was as sharp as pins and needles, sheer torture to her eyes..His happy expectation thickened into dread when he
spotted the ambulance at the curb. And in the driveway stood the Buick that belonged to Joshua Nunn, their family doctor.."Maybe he could if he
was able to lift it, but I couldn't throw a pig or an Oreo or anything else into any other place. It's just not something I know how to do.".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..If that was the bright side, however, it was a piss-poor bright side (no pun intended), because he was still stuck in
this men's room with a corpse, and he couldn't stay here for the rest of his life, surviving on tap water and paper-towel sandwiches but he couldn't
leave the body to be found, either, because the police would be all over the gallery before the reception ended, before he had a chance to follow
Celestina home..The detective was driven by this string theory of his, and maybe he also saw visions or even heard voices, like Joan of Arc. Joan of
Arc with out beauty or grace, Joan of Arc with a service revolver and the authority to.After a minute, he slipped his hand into his pocket. The
quarter was still there..Many police agencies required an officer to carry a firearm even when off duty. If the Oregon State Police had no such rule,
Vanadium most likely carried one anyway, because in his crazy-as-a-snake mind,.With a paper towel, Junior wiped the revolver. He dropped it on
taking-sides-clashing-views-in-health-and-society.pdf
Page 1/7

Taking Sides Clashing Views In Health And Society

the floor beside the riddled nurse..Harmless though they were, the sight of them, swaddled and for the most part concealed, first troubled him and
then quickly brought him --inexplicably, irrationally, undeniably--to the trembling edge of outright fear..Through tears, that night, she asked him if
the commitment he was making didn't frighten him..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..This guy was spooky. Junior was beginning
to think that the detective's unorthodox behavior wasn't a carefully crafted strategy, as it had first seemed, but that Vanadium was a little
wacky..Naked, dripping, he roamed the apartment. As on the night of December 13, the voice seemed to arise from thin air: ahead of him, then
behind him, to the right, but now to the left..Now that efforts were being made to control the preeclampsia, Dr. Daines had scheduled a series of
tests for the following day. He expected to recommend a cesarean section as soon as Phimie's e's blood pressure was reduced and stabilized, but he
didn't want to risk this surgery before determining what complications might have resulted from her restricted diet and the compression of her
abdomen.."In addition to that policy," said Vinnie, "there's another. . .--he filled his lungs, hesitated, then exhaled the air and the sum with a
tremor---'seven hundred fifty thousand. Three-quarters of a million dollars.".Celestina succumbed to a fit of giggles. Before she could control them,
she used up two Kleenex to blow her nose and to blot the laughter from her eyes..Agnes at last relented. "Someday, you're going to have to learn to
relax, Maria.".At home, after phoning her folks, Celestina made a ham sandwich. She ate a quarter of it. Then two bites of a chocolate croissant.
One spoonful of butter pecan ice cream. Everything was without taste, more bland than Phimie's hospital food, and it cloyed in her throat..He added
verisimilitude to his threats by concluding with a few hard punches where they wouldn't show, in her breasts and belly, and then he, went home to
Naomi, to whom he'd been married, at that time, less than five months..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..As usual, Vanadium had spoken in a monotone,
putting no special emphasis on those two words. Yet Junior sensed that the detective harbored doubts about the explanation of the girl's
death..Finally, he said, "What I did was grab the shovel, dig a hole really fast, and bury Muffin in it up to her neck-just until she calmed down.".In a
pew in Old St. Mary's Church, in Chinatown, Junior took delivery of the lock-release gun and the untraceable 9-mm pistol with the
custom-machined silencer, as previously arranged. The church was deserted at ten o'clock in the morning. The shadowy interior and the menacing
religious figures gave him the creeps..The port-wine birthmark appeared to be darker than before and differently mottled than he remembered
it..Both angry and mortified, yet still fearful, a walking multimedia collage of emotions, Junior left the gallery..Junior was impressed and delighted
by her clever assumption of it strictly professional voice and demeanor, which convincingly masked her intense desire. Sweet Victoria was a
worthy coconspirator..Instead of answering the question, meaning to imply that he believed Junior already knew the facts, Thomas Vanadium said,
"I was able to get a warrant to search your house." Junior thought this must be a trick. No hard evidence existed to indicate that Naomi had died at
the hands of another rather than by accident..This was not the same card he'd found at his bedside, under two dimes and a nickel, on the night
following Naomi's funeral. He had torn that one and had thrown it away.."Well, maybe you're right," Bellini said somewhat acerbically, before
departing, "but then you've had the advantage of an illegal search, while I'm hampered by such niceties as warrants.".Celestina said, "Phimie wasn't
a mind reader. That's science fiction, Dr. Lipscomb.".Junior could only imagine how flattered Victoria would be to receive the attentions of a
twenty-three-year-old stud, flattered and grateful. When he contemplated all the ways she could express that gratitude, there was barely enough
room behind the wheel of the Suburban for him and his manhood.."I'm paying," Celestina insisted when they were seated. "I'm now a successful
artist, with untold numbers of critics just waiting to savage me.".Through fog-shrouded hills forested with oaks, maples, madrones, and
pepperwoods, through magnificent stands of redwoods that towered three hundred feet, he arrived in Weott on the evening of January 3, 1968,
where he stayed the night. If Paul had any northernmost goal for this trip, it was the city of Eureka, almost fifty miles farther-and for no reason,
other than to eat Humboldt Bay crabs at their origin, because that was one of his and Perri's favorite foods..Fear clotted in Junior's veins, and he
stood like an impacted embolism in the busy flow of pedestrians, certain that he himself would at any moment succumb to a stroke..For a while,
leaning forward in his chair and staring at the floor with an intensity and an expression that could not have been inspired by the insipid vinyl tiles,
Tom mulled over what she'd told him. Then: "The connection is there, but it's still not entirely clear to me. So he took perverse pleasure in raping
her with her father's sermon as accompaniment . . . and maybe without his realizing it, the reverend's message got deep inside his head. I wouldn't
think our cowardly wife killer has the capacity for guilt ... although maybe your dad worked a sort of miracle and planted that very seed.".IN NEED
OF OIL, the hand crank squeaked, but the tall halves of the casement window parted and opened outward into the alleyway..A great boom.
Concussion rocked the floor and shuddered the walls and made the roof timbers squeal as though unsuspected colonies of bats had taken flight by
the thousands all in the same instant..demons: hypodermoclysis ... intravenous oxytocin ... maintain perfect asepsis, and I mean perfect, at all times
... a few oral preparations of ergot as soon as it's safe to give her anything by mouth.He ran gasping, praying, feet slapping the concrete sidewalk,
frightening birds out of the purple brightness of blossom-laden jacarandas and out of Indian laurels, terrorizing a tree rat into a lightning sprint up
the bole of a phoenix palm. The few people he encountered reeled out of his way. Brakes shrieked as he crossed intersections without looking both
ways, risking cars and trucks and rhinoceroses..Using a clean rag that they had brought to polish the engraved face of the memorial, Barty said, "Is
he good with numbers like me?".After Maria, Bonita, and Francesca had gone, when Agnes and her brothers joined forces to clear the table and
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wash the dishes, Barty kissed them good-night and retired to his room with The Star Beast..Between the one-line description of the baklava and the
menu's more effusive words about the walnut mamouls, the suspense became too much, the doubt too insidious, at which point Celestina looked up
and said, with more girlish angst in her voice than she had planned "Maybe this isn't the place, maybe it isn't the time, or maybe it's the time but not
the place, or the place but not the time, or maybe the time and the place are right but the weather's wrong, I don't know--Oh,.It's been a joy to me to
go back to Earthsea and find it still there, entirely familiar, and yet changed and still changing. What I thought was going to happen isn't what's
happening, people aren't who-or what-I thought they were, and I lose my way on islands I thought I knew by heart..After a surgeon had lanced
fifty-four boils and cut the cores from the thirty-one most intractable (shaving the patient's head to get at the twelve that were festering on his
scalp), and after three days of hospitalization to guard against staphylococcus infection, and after he had been turned back into the world as bald as
Daddy Warbucks and with the promise of permanent scarring, Junior visited the Reno library to catch up with current events..This philosophy had
worked for him previously, but forgetting the aftermath was more difficult when the aftermath was your own poor, torn, severed toe. Your own
poor, torn, severed toe was infinitely more difficult to ignore than a busload of dead nuns..At last, as the sun slowly set, he arrived at the highest of
the high redoubts, beyond which the branches were too young and too weak to support him farther. Against a sky red enough to delight the most
sullen sailors, he rose and stood in a final crook of limbs, pressing his left hand against a balancing branch, right hand planted cockily on his hip,
lord of his domain, having kicked off the trammels of darkness and fashioned from them a ladder..". . . then how come you couldn't walk where
your eyes were healthy and leave the tumors there," she remembered..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?".Celestina stared curiously at Tom Vanadium. She had witnessed the effect of vanishment, though she hadn't actually seen
the coin disappear in midair. Yet she seemed to sense either that something more than sleight of hand had just transpired or that the trick had a
meaning she'd missed..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..Too rattled to want lunch at the St. Francis Hotel or anywhere else,
Junior returned to his apartment..He didn't allow himself to ponder why Vanadium had come here or what relationship might have existed between
the cop and Victoria. All that was for later consideration, after he had dealt with this unholy mess..A quick survey of the lavatory floor. The
musician hadn't left anything behind, neither a popped button nor crimson petals from his boutonniere..St. Mary's social workers did not arrive with
dawn, so Celestina was given the privacy of one of their offices, where the wet face of the morning pressed blurrily at the windows, and where she
phoned her parents with the terrible news. From here, too, she arranged with a mortician to collect Phimie's body from the cold-storage locker in
the hospital morgue, embalm it, and have it flown home to Oregon.."And maybe," said Agnes, caught up in the speculation, "when your life comes
to an end in all those many branches, what you're finally judged on is the shape and the beauty of the tree.".Walking was part of a fitness regimen
that he took seriously. He would never be called upon to save the world, like the pulp heroes in the tales he enjoyed; however, he had solemn
responsibilities he was determined to meet, and to do so, he must maintain good health..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 disease hadn't
corrupted her heart, and it had left her face untouched, as well. Lovely, she was, as she had always been..This surprised him. Of course, Oregon
was not the Deep South. It was a progressive state. Nevertheless, he was surprised. Oregon wasn't home to many Negroes, either, a handful
compared to those in other states, and yet until now Junior supposed that they had their own cemeteries.."Shape-taking?".The sudden change of
subject, from the airliner crash to Phimie, confused Celestina..She didn't hide the diagnosis from the family, but she delayed telling them the
prognosis, which was bleak. Already, her bones were tender, packed full of mutated immature white cells that hindered the production of normal
white cells, red cells, and platelets..His enjoyment of the art was diminished by these associations, and as Junior turned away from Industrial
Woman, his attention was suddenly captured by the quarters. Three lay on the floor at her gear wheel-and-meat-cleaver feet. They had not been
here earlier.."That won't do it.".Her hands trembled as she attempted to fold her sister's clothes into the small suitcase. What should have been a
simple task became a daunting challenge; the fabric seemed to come alive in her hands and slip through her fingers, resisting every attempt to
organize it. When eventually she realized there was no reason to be neat, she tossed the garments into the bag without concern for wrinkling
them..The enormous canopy of the oak didn't shelter the lawn beneath it. The leaves spooned the rain from the air, measuring it by the ounce,
releasing it in thick drizzles instead of drop by drop..Considering the protection that it would afford him in a world full of warmongers, Junior
considered the loss of the toe, while tragic, to be a necessary disfigurement. To his doctors and nurses, he made jokes about dismemberment, and in
general he put on a brave face, for which he knew he was much admired..Junior tipped his head back and gazed up toward the section of
broken-out railing along the high observation deck.."Your forgiveness won't make any of it right," he said, "nothing could, but it might start to give
me a little peace.".He visited the bank in which he maintained a safe-deposit box under the John Pinchbeck identity. He withdrew the twenty
thousand in cash and retrieved all the forged documents from the box..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
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occasionally made gunfire sounds when Marshal Dillon went into battle or invented her own lyrics to sing along with the Monkees..The baby felt
too light to be real. She weighed five pounds fourteen ounces, but she seemed lighter than air, as though she might float up and out of her aunt's
arms..In the instant that Junior had shoved Naomi into the rotted railing, he had foreseen this visit from Rudy, Sheena, and Kaitlin. He'd known he
could pretend to be offended at the state's offer to put a price on his loss, could feign revulsion, could resist convincingly--until gradually, after
grueling days or weeks, he reluctantly allowed the indefatigable.They were each down to one last sip of wine, studying dessert menus, when
Celestina began to wonder if, in spite of all instincts and indications, she might be wrong about the state of Wally's heart. The signs seemed clear,
and if his radiance wasn't love, then he must be dangerously radioactive-yet she might be wrong. She was a woman of some insight, quite
sophisticated in many ways, with the raw-nerve perceptions of an artist; however, in matters of romance, she was an innocent, perhaps even more
pitifully naive than she realized. As she perused the list of cakes and tarts and homemade ice creams, she allowed doubt to feed upon her, and as the
thought grew that Wally might not love her that way, after all, she became desperate to know, to end the suspense, because if she didn't mean to
him what he meant to her, then Daddy was just going to have to accept her conversion from Baptist to Catholic, because she and Angel would have
to spend some serious heart-recovery time in a nunnery..His body ached, too, especially his back, from the battering that he had taken. He
remembered hitting the floor with his chin, and he supposed that he might have gotten knocked about the face more than he realized or
remembered. If so, there would be bruises soon, but bruises would fade with time; in the interim, they might make him even more attractive to
women, who would want to console him and kiss away the pain-especially when they discovered that he had sustained his injuries in a brutal fight,
while rescuing a neighbor from a would-be rapist..His words echoed back to her from July: My cold's just here, not every place I am..Cold,
wind-driven rain slashed through the missing windows, and voices rose in the street as people ran toward the Pontiac-thunder in the distance-and
on the air was the ozone scent of the storm and the more subtle and more terrible odor of blood, but none of these hard details could make the
moment seem real to Agnes, who, in her deepest nightmares, had never felt more like a dreamer than she felt now..Eventually, dinner over, cleanup
finished, when Maria and the uncles had gone, Agnes and Barty faced the stairs together. She followed, holding his cane, which he said he
preferred not to use in the house, prepared to catch him if he stumbled.."I guess so, but it's not that. I was thinking of something my little girl
said."."so she's married," Junior said, figuring that maybe Celestina wasn't his heart mate, after all..Upon arriving at the creche window, he had
been in a buoyant mood. As he studied the quiet scene, however, he grew uneasy..He arrived at the open door, grinning. No Cheshire-cat grin,
hanging disembodied on the air, teeth without tabby. Grin with full Barty.."Who is this?" he demanded, although for a demand, the words came out
too thin, too squeaky..Bright though they were at all times, Barty's Tiffany eyes shone brighter now with beams of North Pole magic. "Maybe I do
feel it.".No, impossible. He had killed Victoria almost a year and a half before this phone call. When you were dead, you were gone forever..If the
sight of his daughter almost drove him to his knees, the sight of his wife, also his first in seven years, lifted him until he was virtually floating
across the grass..Vanadium continued in his characteristic drone, a tone at odds with the colorful content of his speech: "A man takes one look at
his wife's body, starts to sweat harder than a copulating hog, spews like a frat boy at the end of a long beer-chugging contest, and chucks till he
chucks up blood-that's not the response of your average murderer.".Professing befuddlement, the galerieur led the way through three rooms to the
front windows, gliding across the polished maple floors as though he were on wheels..A car waited at the curb in front of the park. Dr. Salks two
associates stood beside it and seemed to have been there awhile..When the attorney finally came on the line, he sounded put-upon, as though Junior
were the equivalent of a troublesome toe that he would like to shoot off..As early as this evening, here at her son's bedside, Agnes began dimly to
sense that certain of these amusing conversations with Barty might not be as fanciful as they seemed, that he was expressing in a childlike way
some truth that she had assumed was fantasy..In July 1967, at two and a half, he finally contracted his first cold, an off-season virus with a mean
bite. His throat was sore, but he didn't fuss or even complain. He swallowed his medicine without resistance, and though he rested occasionally, he
played with toys and paged through picture books with as much pleasure as ever.."Yes, Barty," Tom said. "I feel a depth to life, layers beyond
layers. Sometimes it's ... scary. Mostly it inspires me. I can't see these other worlds, can't move between them. But with this quarter, I can prove
that what I feel isn't my imagination." He extracted a quarter from a jacket pocket, holding it between thumb and forefinger for all but Barty to see.
"Angel?".With his sister's financial backing, Edom purchased a flower shop in '71, after ascertaining that the strip mall in which it was located had
been even more soundly constructed than the earthquake code required, that it didn't stand on slide-prone land, that it did not lie in a flood plain,
and that in fact its altitude above sea level ensured that it would survive all but a tidal wave of such towering enormity that nothing less than an
asteroid impact in the Pacific could be the cause. In '73, he married Maria Elena (that boy-girl thing, after all), whereupon she became Agnes's
sister-in-law in addition to having long been a full sister in her heart. They bought the house on the other side of the original Lampion homestead,
and another fence was torn down..Opening the directory to the marker, he found a card tucked between the pages. A joker, with
BARTHOLOMEW in red block letters..Against the sight of Franklin Chan's pity, which implied the hopelessness of Barty's condition, Agnes
closed her eyes. But she opened them at once, because this chosen darkness reminded her that unwanted darkness might be Barty's fate..When
Junior tried to lift Victoria, her voluptuousness lost its appeal. As dead weight, she was heavier than he expected..Among these people was an old
man whom they called, among themselves, the Changer. He showed Otter a few spells of illusion; and when the boy was fifteen or so, the old man
took him out into the fields by Serrenen to show him the one spell of true change he knew. "First let's see you turn that bush into the seeming of a
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tree," he said, and promptly Otter did so. Illusion came so easy to the boy that the old man took alarm. Otter had to beg and wheedle him for any
further teaching and finally to promise him, swearing on his own true and secret name, that if he learned the Changer's great spell he would never
use it but to save a life, his own or another's..Because of her occasional bad dreams, Angel chose to sleep now and then in her mother's bed instead
of in her own room, and this was one of those nights..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.
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