Its A Great Day For Music Rhythm Orff And Song For All Year Long

ITS A GREAT DAY FOR MUSIC RHYTHM ORFF AND SONG FOR ALL YEAR LONG
Still relishing her little pretense of rejection, Victoria did not touch the rose. "What kind of woman do you think I am?".Her metal hands were still
crossed defensively over her breasts. The artist had welded large hexagonal nuts to her rake-tine fingers to suggest knuckles, and balanced on one
nut was a fourth quarter..The city was less than seven miles on a side, only forty-six square miles, but Junior was nevertheless faced with a
daunting task. Hundreds of thousands of people resided within the city limits..Celestina extended her left hand, which shook so badly that she
nearly knocked over both their wineglasses. "I will.".He threw away his necktie, because in the elevator, on the way down from Renee's-or
Rene's--penthouse, and again on the walk back to his apartment, he had scrubbed his tongue with it. On further consideration, he threw away
everything that he had been wearing, including his shoes..Junior had thought most other policemen must consider Vanadium to be a loose cannon,
a rogue, an outcast. Perhaps the opposite was true-and if it was, if Vanadium was highly regarded among his peers, he was immeasurably more
dangerous than Junior had realized..Eventually, a braless blonde in shiny white plastic boots, a white miniskirt, and a hot-pink T-shirt featuring the
silk-screened face of Albert Einstein, said, "Sure, I know her. Had some classes with her. She's nice enough, but she's kind of nerdy, especially for
an Afro-American. I mean, they're never nerdy--am I right?".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..Twenty minutes later, at home, he poured sherry over ice.
Sipping, he stood in the living room, admiring his two paintings..Having gotten the new roof for them at cost, Agnes subsequently put together
donations from a dozen individuals and one church group to cover all but two hundred dollars of the outlay..Tom received a fierce hug, too, and a
sisterly kiss, and he was grateful for them. He had been a loner for too long, as a hunter of men pretty much had to be when on a long hard road of
recuperation and then on a mission of vengeance, even if he called it a mission of justice. During the few days he'd spent guarding Celestina and
Grace and Angel in the city, and subsequently during the week with Wally, Tom had felt that he was part of a family, even if it was just a family of
friends, and he had been surprised to realize how much he needed that feeling.."Our new roof," Bill said, pointing overhead, "will hold through any
hurricane. Fine work. You tell Agnes what fine.For a spirit, the maniac lawman appeared disturbingly solid. He wore a tweed sports jacket and
slacks that, as far as Junior could tell, were the same clothes he'd worn on the night he died. Apparently, even the ghosts of Sklent's atheistic
spiritual world were stuck for eternity in the clothes in which they had perished..Concerned that Junior's crying jag would trigger spasms of the
abdominal muscles and ultimately another attack of hemorrhagic vomiting, the nurse had with her a tranquilizer. She wanted him to use the apple
juice to wash down the pill.."She was a hero, just like you. I wanted you ... I wanted you to see her and to know her name. Perri Damascus. That
was her name.".Champagne, then, and two shopping bags packed full of Armenian takeout. Sou beurek, mujadereh, chicken-and-rice biryani,
stuffed grape leaves, artichokes with lamb and rice, orouk, manti, and more. Following a Baptist grace (said by Grace), Wally and the three White
women, a fourth present in spirit, sat around the Formica-topped table, feasting, laughing, talking about art and healing and baby care and the past
and tomorrow, while up on Nob Hill, Neddy Gnathic sat tuxedoed at a lacquered black piano, sprinkling diamond-bright notes through an elegant
room..Flush with the promise of their engagement, still excited by the success at the gallery, with Angel exuberant in spite of the hour and Oreo
energized, he was amazed that they had made the transfer of the little red whirlwind from house to Buick to house with nothing else forgotten other
than one purse. Celie called it ballet, but Wally thought that it was merely momentary order in chaos, the
challenging-joyous-frustrating-delightful-exhilarating chaos of a life full of hope and love and children, which he wouldn't have traded for calm or
kingdoms..For an instant, his attention had been distracted by Vanadium's presentation of his empty hands. Nevertheless, there was no way the cop
could have snatched the coin out of the air..At the end, with the salt Tom and the pepper Tom standing side by side in their different but parallel
worlds, Maria said, "Seems like science fiction.".Breath held, Celestina confirmed what she had suspected about the child since the quick glimpse
she'd had in the surgery. Its skin was cafe au lait with a warming touch of caramel..He missed Naomi. She'd always known exactly the right thing
to say or do, improving his mood with a few words or with just her touch, when he was feeling down..I also wanted information on various things
that had happened back then, before Ged and Tenar were born. A good deal about Earthsea, about wizards, about Roke Island, about dragons, had
begun to puzzle me. In order to understand current events, I needed to do some historical research, to spend some time in the Archives of the
Archipelago..The past three years had given Wally much to celebrate, as well. After selling his medical practice and taking an eight-month hiatus
from the sixty-hour work weeks he had endured for so long, he'd been giving twenty-four hours of free service to a pediatric clinic each week,
providing care to the disadvantaged. He'd worked hard all his life, and saved diligently, and now he was able to focus solely on those activities that
gave him the greatest gratification.."Oh? Do they rent their house out to pirates with little pirate children, clowns with little clown children?".Junior
realized that thick drool oozed out of the right comer of his mouth. Shakily, he raised one hand to wipe his face..With his startling combination of a
Mediterranean complexion and rust-red hair, his good looks, and his fit physique, Paul had the exotic appearance of a pulp-fiction hero. In
particular, he liked to imagine that he might pass for Doc Savage's brother..THIS IS THE FIRST PAGE of the Book of the Dark, written some six
hundred years ago in Berila, on Enlad:.Through nine months of quiet panic, however, Phimie grew less rational week by week, resorting to reckless
measures that endangered.Since discovering the quarter in his cheeseburger, Junior had been half convinced that the maniac cop survived the
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bludgeoning. In spite of his grievous wounds, perhaps Vanadium had swum up through a hundred feet of murky water, barely avoiding being
drowned..After Maria, Bonita, and Francesca had gone, when Agnes and her brothers joined forces to clear the table and wash the dishes, Barty
kissed them good-night and retired to his room with The Star Beast..a deeply troubled John Wayne while the delightful David Niven floated along
overhead in a basket suspended from a huge, colorful hot-air balloon..Rescuers encouraged her to move safely away from the passenger's door, as
far as possible, to avoid being inadvertently injured as they tried to break in to her. She could go nowhere but to her dead husband..The purpose of
life was self--fulfillment, per Zedd, and Junior was so rapidly realizing his extraordinary potential that surely he would have pleased his guru..In
spite of the thousands of hours that Paul was afoot, he seldom thought about why he walked. He met people along the way who asked, and he had
answers for them, but he never knew if any answer might be the truth..Edom did as asked. Then he cut the deck into two approximately equal
stacks when requested to do so.."Well, the lab could detect abnormally high salt levels, but that wouldn't matter in court. He could say he ate a lot
of salty foods.".With some sharp instrument, probably a knife, Cain had stabbed and gouged the red letters, working on the wall with such fury that
two of the Bartholomews were barely readable anymore. The Sheetrock was marked by hundreds of scores and punctures.."No. But I'm sure as can
be, the kid is better off undiscovered by the likes of him.".He swore that he would throw away all memory of this incident, as well. In Caesar
Zedd's best-selling How to Deny the Power of the Past, the author offers a series of techniques for expunging forever all recollection of those
events that cause us psychological damage, pain, or even merely embarrassment. Junior went to bed with his precious copy of this book and a
snifter of cognac filled almost to the brim..Artificial eyes were on order. He would soon return to Newport Beach for a third fitting before implant.
They weren't glass, as commonly believed, but thin plastic shells that fit neatly behind the eyelids in the cavities left after surgery. On the inner
surface of the transparent artificial cornea, the artificial iris would be skillfully hand-painted, and movement of the ocular prosthesis could be
achieved by attaching the eye-moving muscles to the conjunctiva.."You did just fine, Tom, just fine," Agnes said in a consoling tone that she might
have used with a boy whose performance, at a piano recital, had been earnest but undistinguished. "We were all quite impressed.".In his
masterpiece The Beauty of Rage: Channel Your Anger and Be a Winner, Zedd explains that every fully evolved man is able to take anger at one
person or thing and instantly redirect it to any new person or thing, using it to achieve dominance, control, or any goal he seeks. Anger should not
be an emotion that gradually arises again at each new justifiable cause, but should be held in the heart and nurtured, under control but sustained, so
that the full white-hot power of it can be instantly tapped as needed, whether or not there has been provocation..The bandaged man stormed up
from the ruin of the living room, gauze fluttering around his lips as his hard exhalations seemed to prove that he wasn't a long-dead pharaoh
reanimated to punish some heedless archaeologist who had ignored all warnings and violated his tomb. So this wasn't a Weird Tales
moment..Considering his battered and stitched face, considering also his tragic and colorful history, Vanadium spoke with remarkably little drama.
His voice was calm, nearly flat, rising and falling so little that he almost talked in a monotone..not yet acknowledged, when our flailing species
briefly floats insensate between one desperate swim and another..The upper shelf of the closet held boxes and two inexpensive suitcases:
pressboard laminated with green vinyl. He took down the suitcases and put them on the bed..He suspected the blame lay with his exceptional
sensitivity to violence, death, and loss. Previously it manifested as an explosive emptying of the stomach, this time as a purging of lower
realms..He was, admittedly, surprised that Nurse Bressler was strongly compelled to come on to him even though she had read his patient file and
knew that he'd recently been a veritable geyser of noxious spew, that during the violent seizure in the ambulance, he had also lost control of bladder
and bowels, and that he might at any moment suffer an explosive relapse. This was a remarkable testament to the animal lust he inspired even
without trying, to the powerful male magnetism that was as much a part of him as his thick blond hair..Paul shook his head. He presented a second
picture of Perri, this one taken on Christmas Day, 1964, less than a month before she died. She lay in her bed in the living room, her body
shrunken, but her face so beautiful and alive..Cypresses lined the entry drive to the cemetery. Tall and solemn, the trees kept guard, as though
posted to prevent restless spirits from roaming out into the land of the living..Both the red and the white wines were too cheap for Junior's taste' so
he drank Dos Equis beer and got two kinds of high by inhaling enough secondhand pot smoke to cure the state of Virginia's entire annual
production of hams. Among the two or three hundred partyers, some were tripping on some exhibited the particular excitability and talkativeness
typical of cokeheads, but Junior succumbed to none of these temptations. Self-improvement and self control mattered to him; he didn't approve of
this degree of self indulgence..And like John Kennedy's death, Zedd's passing was cloaked in mystery, inspiring widespread suspicion of
conspiracy. Only a few believed that he had committed suicide, and Junior was certainly not one of those gullible fools. Caesar Zedd, author of
You Have a Right to Be Happy, would never have blown his brains out with a shotgun, as the authorities preferred the public to believe..And here,
now, into the kitchen through a door with a porthole in the center. Into sizzle and clatter, into clouds of fried-onion fumes and the mouthwatering
aromas of chicken fat and shoestring potatoes turning golden in deep wells of boiling cooking oil.."Will do. Check out those paintings he collects.
People pay real money for them, even people who've never been in a looney bin.".EACH MOMENTOUS DAY, the work was done in memory of
his mother. At Pie Lady Services, always, they sought new recipes and new ways to brighten the corner where they were..In his voice, he heard a
tremor that had nothing to do with the hideous deaths in Effingham more than sixteen years previous..As Wally got behind the wheel and closed his
door, Angel said, "Mommy, where's fog come from? And don't say Hawaii.".In the years since I began to write about Earthsea I've changed, of
course, and so have the people who read the books. All times are changing times, but ours is one of massive, rapid moral and mental
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transformation. Archetypes turn into millstones, large simplicities get complicated, chaos becomes elegant, and what everybody knows is true turns
out to be what some people used to think..She proceeded down the shadowy center aisle, genuflected at the chancel railing, and went to the votive
rack..When the third knave of spades appeared, Edom said to Maria, "What kind of enemy does three in a row describe?".First he tore two paper
towels from a wall-mounted dispenser and held one in each hand, as makeshift gloves. He was determined to leave no fingerprints..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?"."Water can break?" Maria
asked, looking toward the faucet at the kitchen sink. She sighed. "I have so much to be learned.".In the first two weeks, when she wasn't on pie
caravans, Agnes received guests in numbers that taxed her. But there were so many people she wanted to see one last time. She fought hard, giving
the disease all the what-for that she could, and she held fast to hope, but she received the visitors nonetheless, just in case..Inexplicably, each
repetition of Bartholomew heightened Junior's anxiety. The name resonated not just in his ear, but in his blood and bones, in body and mind, as if
he were a great bronze bell and Bartholomew the clapper..She was in Paul's arms again, as though by magic, and he ran as fire broke through the
cedar-shake shingles and as the roof shuddered under them. Airborne through billowing smoke. Across flames that briefly caressed the soles of his
shoes..Angel moved her hand to Barty's right eye, and again he didn't twitch with surprise when her fingers lightly touched his closed and sagging
lid. "I won't let you forget."."Are you all right?" he asked as he opened the passenger's door and helped her into the car..Agnes Lampion would
enthrall them, for hers was a life of clear significance. That they seemed equally interested in Paul's story, however, surprised him. Perhaps they
were merely being kind, and yet with apparent fascination, they drew out of him so many details of his long walks, of the places he had been and
the reasons why, of his life with Perri..Through miles of worry, natural beauty, imagined omens, and the iron-red sands of Mars, they drove at last
to Franklin Chan's offices in Newport Beach..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.."Would you like a little tea and a piece of crumb cake?"
Grace asked as smoothly as if, in The Big Book of Etiquette for Ministers' Wives, this were the preferred response to the announcement of a
startling career change..Dr. Chan's manner remained professional, providing the strength that Agnes required, but his pain was evident when his
gentle voice softened further: "These tumors are so advanced, we won't know until surgery if the malignancy has spread. We may already be too
late. And if we aren't too late, we'll have only a small window of opportunity. A small window. Eight days would entail too much risk.".Junior
discovered more tears than could have been found in ten thousand onions. His wife and his unborn baby. He had been willing to sacrifice his
beloved Naomi, but maybe he would have found the cost too high if he had known that he was also sacrificing his first-conceived child. This was
too much. He was bereft..He felt some guilt at this-but only a little. His sister had done much for him; but jobless, ruled by his obsessions, hobbled
by too much of his father's dour nature, there wasn't a lot that he could do for her. Just this benign deceit with the cards..Deed flinched. "No reason.
But I sure never did mean you or your husband any harm, Mrs. Lampion. And not your baby, either, not little Bartholomew.".Cradling the baby,
the nun turned with it to Celestina, folding back a thin blanket to present her with a good look at the tiny girl..After the detective returned the box to
the nightstand, the coin began to turn again..Currently, the rental market was extremely tight. The first day of his search resulted only in the
discovery that he was going to have to pay more than he expected even for modest quarters..Even as this news pleased Junior, it also saddened him.
He was not merely interring a lovely wife, but also his first child. He was burying his family..O foolish writer. Now moves. Even in storytime,
dreamtime, once-upon-a time, now isn't then..He was uncharacteristically restive. His stoic nature, his long learned Jesuit philosophy regarding the
acceptance of events as they unfold, and the acquired patience of a homicide detective were insufficient to prevent frustration from taking root in
him. In the more than two months since Enoch Cain vanished, following the murder of Reverend White, no trace of the killer had been found.
Week by week, the slender sapling of frustration had grown into a tree and then into a forest, until Tom began every morning by looking out
through the tightly woven branches of impatience..For a while, Junior profited enormously from Tammy's investment advice, and the sex was
great. As a thank-you for the hefty trading commissions she earned-and not incidentally for all the orgasms-Tammy gave him a Rolex. He didn't
mind her four cats, didn't even care when the four grew to six, then to eight.."Why? What was he going to get out of it?".But the other learning he
had been given had made Otter touchy in these matters, delicate of conscience. The big galley they were building now would be rowed to war by
Losen's slaves and would bring back slaves as cargo. It galled him to think of the good ship in that vicious usage. "Why can't we build fishing
boats, the way we used to?" he asked, and his father said, "Because the fishermen can't pay us.".Getting out of the stuffy car into air much chillier
than it had been when he'd left this place, Junior stood unsteadily as the police and the paramedics gathered around him. Then he led them through
the wild grass to Naomi, moving haltingly, stumbling on small stones that the others navigated with ease.."Sure. That's how it works with
everything. Everything that can happen does happen, and each different way of happening makes a whole new place.".A nuclear-powered sound
system blasted out the Doors, Jefferson Airplane, the Mamas and the Papas, Strawberry Alarm Clock, Country Joe and the Fish, the Lovin'
Spoonful, Donovan (unfortunately), the Rolling Stones (annoyingly), and the Beatles (infuriatingly). Megatons of music crashed off the brick
walls, made the many-paned metal framed windows reverberate like the drumheads in a hard-marching military band, and created simultaneously
an exhilarating sense of possibility and a sense of doom, the feeling that Armageddon was coming soon but that it was going to be fun..He hadn't
intended to enter the gallery. No one in his usual circles would attend this show, unless in such a state of chemically altered consciousness that they
wouldn't be able to recall the event in the morning, so he wasn't likely to be recognized or remembered. Yet it seemed unwise to risk being
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identified as a reception attendee if Celestina White's little Bartholomew and maybe the artist herself were murdered later. The police, in their
customary paranoia, might suspect a link between this affair and the killings, which would motivate them to seek out and.Agnes was so weary, her
eyes so sore and grainy, that even this soft radiance stung. She almost closed her eyes and gave herself to sleep again, that little brother of Death,
which was now her only solace. What she saw in the lamplight, however, compelled her attention..An unfortunately bumpy ride for the deceased:
along the hallway, through the foyer, across the entry threshold, down the porch steps, across a lawn dappled with pine shadows and yellow
moonlight, to the graveled driveway. No complaints..Junior held the silencer-fitted 9-mm pistol under his left arm, clamped against his side, freeing
both hands to use the automatic pick..He ardently wished that he hadn't killed her with such merciful swiftness. If he'd tortured her first, he would
now have the memory of her suffering from which to take consolation..This Monday afternoon, he longed for the escape and solace of half-hour
pulp adventure. But he decided that he ought to at last compose the letter he'd been meaning to write for at least ten days..His Country Squire laden
with cookies, plum cakes, homemade caramel corn with almonds, and gifts, Edom drove directly home from Obadiah Sepharad's place, which had
been their final stop. He roared away as if trying to outrun tornadoes and tidal waves..Usually, he remained still, tense, listening, until enough
silence convinced him that the sounds he'd heard had been in the dream, not in the real world. If silence didn't settle him, he went into the living
room, only to discover that she was always where he had left her, fork-and-fan-blade face wrenched in a soundless scream..Wally drove slowly,
carefully, with all the responsibility that you would expect from an obstetrician, pediatrician, and spanking-new fianc?. The trip home to Pacific
Heights took twice as long as it would have taken in clear weather on a night without a pledge of troth.."Even in an infinite number of worlds,"
Wally objected, "there's no place I was that stupid.".Risking all, he turned his back on her and fled, and in spite of his expectations to the contrary,
she allowed him to escape..For an instant, she appeared to be frowning. Then he realized this couldn't be a frown. It must be a smoldering look of
desire..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..Shaking her head, Celestina said, "I can only pay for a studio apartment, something small.".In the refrigerator, he found a stick of
butter in a container with clear plastic lid. He took the container to the cutting board beside the sink, to the left of the cooktop, and opened it..Even
though the detective was on the wrong track, Junior was beginning to feel aggrieved. As any good citizen, he was willing, even eager to cooperate
with responsible policemen who conducted their investigation by the book. This Thomas Vanadium, however, in spite of his monotonous voice and
drab appearance, gave off the vibes of a fanatic..Clenching his right hand around the quarter, waving left hand over right, he intoned,
"Jingle-jangle, mingle-jingle." Opening his right hand, he revealed that the coin had vanished..The toast now came to Celestina. "To Phimie, who
will be with me in memory every hour of every day for the rest of my life, until she is with me again for real. And to ... to this most momentous
day.".Their station wagon stood along the service road, at least a hundred yards from the grave. With no wind to harry it, the rain fell as plumb
straight as the strands of beaded curtains, and beyond these pearly veils, the car appeared to be a shimmering dark mirage..The maniac detective
was still on the floor where he had died. The red rose and the gift box occupied his hands..And somewhere Selma Galloway, their neighbor, was
not a spinster but a married woman with grandchildren.."You must be thinking of someone else," she said, pushing a wad of bills into his hand.
"Me, I'm a jellyfish in high heels.".The full nature of the nightmare continued to elude him, but he became convinced that good reason for his fear
existed, that the dream had been more than a dream. He had a nemesis named Bartholomew not merely in dreams, but in the real world, and this
Bartholomew had something to do with ... babies..A tune clinked off the keys of a phantom piano in Junior's mind, "Someone to Watch over Me."
The hawk-eyed watcher was the pianist at the elegant hotel lounge where Junior had enjoyed dinner on his first night in San Francisco, and twice
since..She had expected horror, although perhaps not a horror quite as stark as this, and she had also expected to be crushed by it, destroyed,
because although she was able to survive any misery that might be visited upon her, she didn't think that she possessed the fortitude to endure the
suffering of her innocent child. Yet she listened, and she received the terrible burden of the news, and her bones did not at once turn to dust, though
unfeeling dust was what she now preferred to be.."When you cut Naomi's string, you put an end to the effects that I her music would have on the
lives of others and on the shape of the future. YOU struck a discord that can be heard, however faintly, all the way to the farthest end of the
universe.".judging by the evidence, the nurse was home alone, but Junior raised his voice above the music and called out, "Hello? Is anyone
here?".Clearly touched and intrigued, the magician nevertheless circled the offer in search of reasons to decline, before at last shaking his head
sadly. "I doubt that I'm the caliber of person you're looking for, Mrs. Lampion. I wouldn't be entirely a credit to your project.".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..Junior's body betrayed him as before, and also in new ways that
terrified and humiliated him, involving every bodily fluid except cerebrospinal. For a while, inside that rocking ambulance, he wished that he were
in a gondola upon the waters of the Styx, his misery at an end.."Oh, sure, I know," Mary said. "But when it's a bad place, you feel it before you go
in. So you just go around to the next place that isn't bad. No big deal.".You ever hear it, Enoch? I'm that someone for you, of course, in a romantic
sense."."As long as the case was open and you were the sole suspect," said the lawyer, "they couldn't negotiate an out-of-court settlement with you.
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But they were afraid that if eventually they couldn't prove you killed her, then they'd be in an even worse position when a wrongful death suit
finally went before a jury.".The moment that the roof of the car vanished beneath the water, Junior hurried away, retracing on foot the route he had
driven. He didn't have to go all the way back to Vanadium's place, only to the dark house where he'd left Victoria Bressler. He had a date with a
dead woman..He paused, not sure how to proceed. He was not accustomed to writing letters to total strangers.."Ah, evidently you can read my
mind. Scarier than heart reading any day. Maybe there's a thin line between minister's daughter and witch.".Never before had she put faith in any
form of prognostication. In the whispery falling of those twelve cards, however, she heard the faint voice of truth, not quite a coherent truth, not as
clear a message as she might have wished, but a murmur that she couldn't ignore..The boy-wonder physician turned to Junior again and assumed an
expression of compassion so inauthentic that if he'd been playing a doctor on even the cheesiest daytime soap opera, he'd have been stripped of his
actor's-union card, fired, and possibly horsewhipped on a live television special. "We'll be doing the procedure this afternoon, so I wouldn't want to
give you anything much for the pain just prior to anesthesia and sedation. But don't you worry, Mr. Pinchbeck. Once we've lanced these boils,
when you wake up, ninety percent of the pain will be gone."
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