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TRAUM UND SEINE DEUTUNG DER NEBST ERKLARTEN TRAUMBEISPIELEN
Copyright (c) 1999 by Ursula K. Le Guin. "Dragonfly" first appeared in Legends..Junior didn't know much about guns. He didn't approve of them;
he had never owned one..His musical abilities were most likely an offshoot of his more extraordinary talent for math. He said that music was
numbers, and what he seemed to mean was that he could all but instantly translate the notes of any song into a personal numerical code, retain it,
and repeat the song by repeating the memorized sequence of code. When he read sheet music, he saw arrangements of numbers..In this case, he
was sure that vanity was not a fault, not the result of a swollen ego, but merely healthy self-esteem. That he was irresistible to women wasn't simply
his biased opinion, but an observable and undeniable fact, like gravity or the order in which the planets revolved t around the sun..Junior hadn't
noticed when the detective stopped turning the coin across his knuckles..1969 through 1973: the Year of the Rooster, chased by the Year of the
Dog, followed fast by the Pig, faster by the Rat, with the Ox passing in a stampede pace. Eisenhower dead. Armstrong, Collins, Aldrin on the
moon: one giant step on soil untouched by war. Hot pants, plane hijackings, psychedelic art. Sharon Tate and friends murdered by Manson's girls
seven days before Woodstock, the Age of Aquarius stillborn, but the death unrecognized for years. McCartney split, Beatles dissolved. Earthquake
in Los Angeles, Truman dead, Vietnam sliding into chaos, riots in Ireland, a new war in the Middle East, Watergate..Looking up at the mirror
above the sink, he saw reflected not the self-improved and fully realized man that he'd worked so hard to become, but the pale, round-eyed little
boy who had hidden from his mother when she had been in the deepest and darkest end of one of her cocaine-assisted, amphetamine-spiced mood
swings, before she traded cold reality for the warm coziness of the asylum. As if some whirlpool of time was spinning him backward into the
hateful past, Junior felt his hard-won defenses being stripped away..Junior considered leaving before Vanadium-still seventy-five yards
away-arrived. He was afraid he would appear to be fleeing..The poor girl's blood pressure soared in spite of the medication. She suffered a violent
seizure,.From time to time, customers had crossed the cocktail lounge to drop folding money into a fishbowl atop the piano, tips for the musician.
A few had requested favorite -tunes..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.."Some men," she said, "wouldn't be able to sustain desire when their hands
touched my back. I'll understand if you're one of them. It's not beautiful to the eye, and rough as oak bark to the touch. That's why I brought you
here, so you'd know this before you consider where you want to go from ... where we are now.".Polio, largely an affliction of younger children, had
stricken her two weeks before her fifteenth birthday. Thirty years ago..Maria turned sideways in her chair and dealt from the top of the four-deck
stack, onto the table in front of Barty..As a matter of principle, Junior considered firing the slit-mouthed troll on the spot, but then Magusson said,
"You shouldn't be bothered any further by Detective Vanadium.".To Perri's bed, a journey of only a few steps, but farther than unwanted Rome.
The carpet seeming to pull at his feet, to suck like mud under his shoes. The air as thick as liquid in his resistant to his progress..At the sight of her
photograph, she felt herself flush. She hoped none of the pedestrians passing between her and the gallery would look from the photo to her face and
recognize her. What had she been.Perhaps hoping to discover which runaway freight train or exploding factory would smear him across the
landscape, Jacob pushed aside his dessert plate and shuffled each deck separately, then shuffled them together until they were well mixed. He
stacked them in front of Maria..Paul's Mediterranean complexion didn't make a blush easy to detect, but Tom thought his face brightened until it
was a shade or two closer to the color of his rust-red hair. His eyes, usually so direct, evaded Celestina..Pain again, but not a mere contraction. Such
an excruciation, unendurable. The hobnailed wheels ground through her once more, as though she were being broken on a medieval torture
device..or the barber. Never was he afraid to fall asleep, and having fallen asleep, he appeared to have only pleasant dreams..When the two vertical
panes of the casement window were still less than seven inches apart, they stuttered. The mechanism produced a dismal grinding rasp that sounded
like a guttural pronunciation of the problem itself, c-c-c-corrosion, and seized up..If magic explained the jacks on Friday evening, maybe it was the
dark variety of magic. Maybe he shouldn't be endeavoring to summon, once more, whatever spirit was responsible for the four knaves..During
those spells when she was too shaky to draw, she stood at the window, gazing at the storied city..When he pushed Naomi, profit was the motive. He
killed Victoria and Vanadium in self-defense. Those three deaths were necessary..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..She worried that he would need to go to the bathroom during the night and that, half asleep, he might turn the
wrong way, toward the stairs, and fall. Three times they paced off the route from the doorway of his room to the hall bath. She would have walked
it a hundred times and still not been satisfied, but Barty said, "Okay, I've got it.".Later, at home, after Agnes sent Edom back to his apartment, she
opened a bottle of vodka that she had bought on the way back from Maria's. She mixed it with orange juice in a waterglass..The six-foot-tall statue
was of a nude woman, formed from scrap metal, some of it rusted and otherwise corroded. The feet were made from gear wheels of various sizes
and from bent blades of broken meat cleavers. Pistons, pipes, and barbed wire formed her legs. She was busty: hammered soup pots as breasts,
corkscrews as nipples. Rake-tine hands were crossed defensively over the misshapen bosom. In a face sculpted from bent forks and fan blades,
empty black eye sockets glared with hideous suffering, and a wide-mouthed shriek accused the world with a silent but profound cry of horror..He
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felt remarkably well when he arrived home: calm, proud of his quick thinking and stalwart action, pleasantly tired. He hadn't chosen to kill again;
this obligation had been thrust on him by fate. Yet he had proven that the boldness he'd shown on the fire tower, rather than being a transient
strength, was a deeply rooted quality..playing cards, Agnes fixated on Deed's blond bangs, which curled across his broad brow..Here they came at
last, guns drawn, wary. Different uniforms, yet they reminded him of the cops in Oregon, gathered in the shadow of the fire tower. The same faces:
hard-eyed, suspicious..He had been stowed in a storeroom of one of the old palaces that Losen had appropriated. It had no window, its door was
cross-grained oak barred with iron, and spells had been laid on that door that would have kept a far more experienced wizard captive. There were
men of great skill and power in Losen's pay. Hound did not consider himself to be one of them. "All I have is a nose," he said. He came daily to see
that Otter was recovering from his concussion and dislocated shoulder, and to talk with him. He was, as far as Otter could see, well-meaning and
honest. "If you won't work for us they'll kill you," he said. "Losen can't have fellows like you on the loose. You'd better hire on while he'll take
you.".Thus armored, he at last arrived in the city of Sacramento, an hour before dawn. Sacramento, which means "sacrament" in Italian and in
Spanish, calls itself the Camellia Capital of the World, and holds a ten-day camellia festival in early March-already advertised on billboards now in
mid-January. The camellia, shrub and flower, is named for G. J. Camellus, a Jesuit missionary who brought it from Asia to Europe in the
eighteenth century..Turning away from the window, Tom met her gaze. His smoke-gray eyes looked frosted, as though the fog ghosts had passed
through the window and possessed him. But then the flame on the table candle flared in a draft; lambent light melted the chill from his eyes, and
she saw again the warmth and the beautiful sorrow that had impressed her before..Celestina had chosen to shelter the bastard boy, and in so doing,
she had declared herself to be Junior's enemy, though he'd never done anything to her, not anything. She didn't deserve him, really, not even one
quick bang before the bang of the gun, and maybe after he shot Ichabod, he'd let her beg for a taste of the Cain cane, but deny her..Instead, he
imagined Vanadium's blunt fingers moving over the intravenous apparatus with surprising delicacy, reading the function of the equipment as a
blind man would read Braille with swift, sure, gliding fingertips. He imagined the detective finding the injection port in the main drip line, pinching
it between thumb and forefinger. Saw him produce a hypodermic needle as a magician would pluck a silk scarf from the ether. Nothing in the
syringe except deadly air. The needle sliding into the port ....No more than a minute after Vanadium departed, a nurse arrived in a rush, no doubt
sent by the hateful cop. Hard to tell, through all the tears, if she was a looker. A nice face, perhaps. But such a stick-thin body..O foolish writer.
Now moves. Even in storytime, dreamtime, once-upon-a time, now isn't then..This was one of many things about Agnes that amazed Edom. If he
had dared to make a list of all the qualities that he admired in her, he would have sunk into despair at the consideration of how much better she had
coped with adversity than either he or Jacob..inking? The sequined and tasseled hat of fame was too gaudy for her; she was a minister's daughter,
from Spruce Hills, Oregon, more comfortable in a baseball cap..As she clambered through the open door into Celestina's lap, the girl said, "Uncle
Wally gave me an Oreo.".The syphilitic-monkey comparison struck Tom Vanadium as bizarre, but it turned out to be a sober judgment based on
experience. In his fifties, Sparky had worked as the chief of maintenance at a medical-research laboratory, where-among other projects-monkeys
had been intentionally infected with syphilis and then observed over their life span. In the terminal stages, some of the primates engaged in such
outr? behavior that they had prepared Sparky for his eventual encounter with Enoch Cain..Celestina had wanted to go to Oregon for the service, but
Tom, Max Bellini, the Spruce Hills police, and Wally Lipscomb-to whom, by Sunday, she'd begun talking almost hourly on the telephone-all
advised strenuously against making the trip. A man as crazed and as reckless as Enoch Cain, expecting to find her at the funeral home or the
cemetery, might not be deterred by a police guard, no matter what its size..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?".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.."My little girl," she said, and belatedly she realized that this might not be a
policeman, after all, but someone trying to determine if she and Angel were alone in the apartment..This Monday morning in Oregon was bleak,
with the swollen, dark bellies of rain clouds swagging low over the cemetery, a dreary send-off for Naomi, even though rain was not yet
falling..Here, now, came the anaconda smile. "Did you argue about the baby, Enoch? Maybe she wanted it, and you didn't. Guy like you--a baby
would cramp your style. Too much responsibility.".Houses made settling noises all the time. That was one reason why he couldn't rely much on
sound to guide him through the darkness. A noise he thought had been made by the weight of his tread might as easily have been produced by the
house itself as it adjusted to the.Joey was not illuminated by the light of this world. Agnes realized that he was translucent, his skin like fine milk
glass through which shone a light from elsewhere..MONDAY MORNING, far above Joe Lampion's grave, the translucent blue California sky shed
a rain of light so pure and clear that the world seemed to have been washed clean of all its stains..If the detective believed that Seraphim had been
raped, his natural desire to exact vengeance for his friend's daughter might motivate him to commit the relentless harassment that Junior had
endured now for four days..He lived high, on Russian Hill, in a limestone-clad building with carved Victorian detail. His one-bedroom unit
included a roomy kitchen with breakfast nook and a spacious living room with windows looking down on twisty Lombard Street..Too much, far
too much to contend with, and so unfair: finding the Bartholomew needle in the haystack, hives, seizures of vomiting and diarrhea, losing a toe,
losing a beloved wife, wandering alone through a cold and hostile world without a heart mate, humiliated by transvestites, tormented by vengeful
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spirits, too intense to enjoy the benefits of meditation, Zedd dead, the prospect of prison always looming for one reason or another, unable to find
peace in either needlework or sex.."Naomi--she popped out of my oven twenty years ago, not out of yours," Sheena continued in a fierce whisper.
"If anyone's suffering here, it's me, not you. Who're you, anyway? Some guy who's been boinking her for a couple years, that's all you are. I'm her
mother. You can never know my pain. And if you don't stand with this family to make these wankers pay up big-time, I'll personally cut your balls
off while you're sleeping and feed them to my cat.".Junior knew that he looked as guilty as any man had ever looked this side of the first apple and
the perfect garden. The sweating, the spasms of violent tremors, the defensive note that he could not keep out of his voice, the inability to look
anyone directly in the eyes for more than a few seconds-all were telltales that none of these professionals would overlook. He desperately needed to
get a grip on himself, but he couldn't find a handle.."Wally," Celestina said, without hesitation, because suddenly she saw something of a Wally in
his green eyes, which were livelier than they had been before..He found it difficult to make a painful personal revelation sound sincere when
delivered in a shout, but he managed well enough to bring a shine of tears to her eyes: "Part of my left foot was shot off in this upcountry sweep we
did.".By comparison, the strip club-neon aglow, theater lights twinkling----looked warm, cozy. Welcoming..Not every coincidence, however, has
meaning. Toss a quarter one million times, roughly half a million heads will turn up, roughly the same number of tails. In the process, there will be
instances when heads turn up thirty, forty, a hundred times in a row. This does not mean that destiny is at work or that God-choosing to be not
merely his usual mysterious self but utterly inscrutable-is warning of Armageddon through the medium of the quarter; it means the laws of
probability hold true only in the long run, and that short-run anomalies are meaningful solely to the gullible..For a moment, Junior was mystified.
Vanadium's movements had the quality of ritual, vaguely reminiscent of a priest raising high the Eucharist..He tugged on a pair of thin latex
surgical gloves. Flexed his hands. All right..To the right first. Kick the door open, simultaneously firing two rounds, because maybe this was her
bedroom, where she kept a gun. Mirrors shattered: a tintinnabulation of falling glass on porcelain, glass on ceramic tile, a lot more noise than the
shots themselves..Junior blinked and dared not speak, because he didn't know any Bartholomew, and now he was certain the cop was weaving an
elaborate web of deceit, setting a trap. Why would he have spoken a name that meant nothing to him?.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..As terrible as the
situation was for Barty, Agnes knew that it was equally difficult for Paul. She could only hold him in the night, and let herself be held. And more
than once, she told him, "If worse comes to worst, don't you go walking again.".The slow-motion death ballet, in which Bonnie and Clyde were
riddled with bullets, was the worst moment Junior had ever heard in a film. He didn't see more than a brief glimpse of it, because he sat with his
eyes squeezed shut. Nine days previously, at Google's instructions, Junior had rented boxes at two mail-receiving services, using the name John
Pinchbeck at one, Richard Gammoner at the other, and then he had supplied those addresses to the papermaker. These were the two identities for
which Google ultimately provided elaborate and convincing documentation..A pang of regret pierced her, that her boy's precocity should deny him
this fine fantasy, as her morose father had denied it to her. "He's real," she asserted..Although rain-pasted to her skin, the fine hairs rose on the nape
of her neck. The gooseflesh crawling across her arms had nothing to do with her cold, wet clothes..No one in Junior's circles seemed to care about
the crisis in American music. He supposed he had a greater awareness of injustice than did most people..At 3:3 1 A.M., even the early-winter dawn
wasn't near, yet Junior was too awake to return to bed. Though sweet, though melancholy, never ominous, the ghostly singing had left him feeling
... threatened. He considered taking a shower and getting an early start on the day. But he kept remembering Psycho: Anthony Perkins dressed in
women's clothes and wielding a butcher knife..At the front, a soft spotlight a focused on the life-size crucifix. The only additional illumination
came from the small bulbs over the stations of the cross, along both side walls, and from the flickering flames in the ruby glass containers on the
votive-candle rack..He reached toward the dead man's closed hand, but he couldn't find the courage to touch it. He was afraid that if he pried open
the stiff fingers, he would discover a quarter inside..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..As best he could, he examined his clothes. They were better pressed than he expected, and not
noticeably soiled..use it. The cop was no threat to the English army, as Joan had been, but as far as Junior was concerned, the creep most definitely
deserved to be burned at the stake..More likely than not, he would cross Bartholomew's path when he least expected, not as a consequence of his
searching, but in the normal course of a (lay. If that happened, he must be prepared to eliminate the threat immediately, by any means available to
him..No, impossible. He had killed Victoria almost a year and a half before this phone call. When you were dead, you were gone forever..Junior
was accustomed to having women seduce him. His good looks were a blessing of nature. His commitment to improving his mind made him
interesting. Most important, from the books of Caesar Zedd, he had learned how to be irresistibly charming..On this morning in March, minutes
after the pie caravan had departed, Edom got his Ford Country Squire out of the garage and drove to the nursery, which opened early. Spring was
drawing near, and much work needed to be done to make the most of the rosarium that Joey Lampion had encouraged him to restore. He happily
contemplated hours of browsing through plant stock, tools, and gardening supplies..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
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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..Spinning off the stool, he had also spun
out of control. Second by second, twin storms of anger and fear whirled stronger within him..This time, however, the singing lasted longer than
before, long enough for him to become suspicious of the heating ducts. These rooms had ten-foot ceilings, and the ducts opened high in the
walls..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..Two soft-boiled eggs, one
slice of bread neither toasted nor buttered, a glass of apple juice, and a dish of orange.The popeyed little toad smirked over there on the far side of
his pretentious desk..... That discord sets up lots of other vibrations, some of which will return to you in ways you might expect ....Reflections of
those tracks appeared as stigmatic tears on the long face of the physician..He'd acted boldly, recklessly, without scoping the territory to be sure
Prosser was alone. The accountant lived by himself, but a visitor might be present.."Sure they do," said Wally as he unlocked the two deadbolts.
"But you gotta be twenty-one years old to get a license for one.".Everyone agreed, and the order was placed when their waiter brought appetizers:
crab cakes for Nolly, scampi for Kathleen, and calamari for Tom..The gurney, one wheel rattling. The young orderly behind it, dressed all in white.
And the nurse again..As though one of the quarters had dropped into his ear and triggered a golden oldie in the jukebox of his mind, Junior heard
Vanadium's voice in the hospital room, in Spruce Hills, on the night of the day when Naomi died: "en you cut Naomi's string, you put an end to the
effects that her music would have on the lives of others and on the shape of the future.....Retracing his path across the kitchen, he caught a faint
whiff of jasmine from the backyard. Funny, jasmine here inside. Two paces later, he felt a draft..The glimmering bay and the shimmering amber
candlelight provided the perfect atmosphere for the song that arose now from the piano in the bar..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 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..Paul stayed with her, sometimes wincing at the ground as though the danger were there, not above-which, in a sense, it
was, because impact rather than the fall itself is the killer-and at other times putting his arms around her, staring up at the boy above. But he, too,
was silent..The problem was Celestina in the Buick, because when she saw what was happening, she might slide behind the steering wheel and
speed away. The engine was running, white plumage rising from the tailpipe and feathering away in the fog, so she might escape if she was a quick
thinker..Barty grinned mischievously. "One of the places we visited today. Some big kids. They saw this scary movie, said they had to wash their
shorts after.".Neither customers nor staff could be found in the first of the three large rooms. Only cheaper galleries were crowded with browsers
and unctuous sales personnel. In an establishment as upscale as Coquin, the hoi polloi were discouraged from gawking, while the high value and
extreme desirability of the art were made evident by the staff's almost pathological aversion to promoting the merchandise..This declaration was
received seriously by Edom and Jacob, as if the devil often strolled the streets of Bright Beach and from time had been known to snatch little babies
from their mothers' and eat them with mustard..She stood just inside the front door of the apartment, admiring herself in a full-length mirror,
waiting patiently for Celestina, who was packing dolls, coloring books, tablets, and a large collection of crayons into a zippered satchel..Nolly
shuddered. "The wilds of Oregon. I don't intend ever to go there until it's civilized.".Shortly after Agnes turned out the light, she said, "Kiddo, it's
been one whole week since you walked where the rain wasn't, and I've been doing a lot of thinking about that.".Besides, being a future-focused guy
who believed that the past was a burden best shed, he never made an effort to nurture memories. Sentimental wallowing in nostalgia had none of
the appeal for him that it had for most people..Heedless of the rules of standard police procedure, Tom raced to the doorway, crossed the threshold,
and saw Barty throw a can of soda at the shaved head and pocked face of a transformed Enoch Cain..After a while, a voice broke the
vacuum-perfect silence. Bob Chicane. His instructor..do further testing, of course, but not until he's been stabilized at least twelve hours.
Personally, I don't think we'll find any physical cause. Most likely, this was psychological-acute nervous emesis, caused by severe anxiety, the
shock of losing his wife, seeing her die.'.They came to the house in Boatwright Street after dark. They kicked the door in, and Hound, standing
among the armed and armored men, said, "Him. Let the others be." And to Otter he said, "Don't move," in a low, amicable voice. He sensed great
power in the young man, enough that he was a little afraid of him. But Otter's distress was too great and his training too slight for him to think of
using magic to free himself or stop the men's brutality. He flung himself at them and fought them like an animal till they knocked him on the head.
They broke Otter's father's jaw and beat his aunt and mother senseless to teach them not to bring up crafty men. Then they carried Otter
away..Evidently, her face was knotted with the effort to remember what the child had looked like, for the physician said, "Yes? What's wrong?".At
last he said, "And there he is, hands in front of his face, quarters bouncing off him, these kids and this old lady scrambling around him to snare
some change.".Tom didn't understand Edom's comment or the smiles that it drew, but otherwise, he was impressed by the ease with which these
people absorbed what he had said and by the imagination with which they began to expand upon his speculation. It was almost as though they had
long known the shape of what he'd told them and that he was only filling in a few confirming details..Animal instinct told Junior that the business
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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..In the gallery
windows, eight of the nine sculptures were so disturbing that many passersby, catching sight of them, blanched and looked away and hurried on.
Not everyone can be a connoisseur..AS THE WULFSTAN PARTY was being seated at a window table, slowly tumbling masses of cottony fog
rolled across the black water, as if the bay had awakened and, rising from its bed, had tossed off great mounds of sheets and blankets.."Besides, I
still live by my vows as much as possible, though I've had the longest continuing dispensation on record." A smile on that cracked countenance
could be touching, but an ironic look now worked less well; it gave Kathleen a chill. "Vanity is a sin I've more easily been able to avoid than some
others.".In the brief silence between cuts on the album, he heard the clink of the wineglass against the bottle of Merlot, as the visitor evidently
gathered them from the floor..During the past few hours, he had changed his life again, as dramatically as he had changed it on that fire tower
almost three years ago..TALES FROM.Celestina hardly knew Paul, and although he'd saved her mother's life, his offer raised a look of doubt
from her.
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