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DYING TO BE THIN WHILE TRYING TO FIT IN
The blue vault above, cloudless now, was the most threatening sky that Edom had ever seen. The air was astonishingly dry so soon after a storm.
And still. Hushed. Earthquake weather. Before this momentous day was done, great temblors and five-hundred-foot tidal waves would rock and
swamp the coast..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..One problem: Nolly Wulfstan, Quasimodo without a hump,
probably repaired to this convenient club after work, to down a few beers, because this was surely as close as he would ever get to a halfway
attractive woman. The detective would think that he and Junior were here for the same reason-to gawk at nearly naked babes and store up enough
images of bobbling breasts to get through the night-and he would not be able to comprehend that for Junior the attraction was the dance, the
intellectual thrill of experiencing a new cultural phenomenon..His mother tried to explain. "It's as if you'd found some great jewel," she said, "and
what's one of us to do with a diamond but hide it? Anybody rich enough to buy it from you is strong enough to kill you for it. Keep it hid. And keep
away from great people and their crafty men!"."I know how to build boats, how to sail boats.".She tried to raise her right hand, but it flopped
uselessly and would not respond,.Celestina extended her left hand, which shook so badly that she nearly knocked over both their wineglasses. "I
will.".As Celestina and her mother loaded the last of the pies into the ice chests in the Suburban, Paul and Agnes came back from her station wagon
at the head of the caravan.."Can't pay us as well as Losen does. But we could live," Otter argued..In the dark woods of the dream, still the presence:
faceless and silent, radiating a merciless intent..As Tom reached Celestina, she said, "Shots." She said, "Gunshots." She held the receiver in one
hand and pulled at her hair with the other, as if with the administration of a little pain, she might wake up from this nightmare. She said, "He's in
Oregon.".Using a false name, claiming that he was an adoptee, Junior made inquiries with several child-placement organizations, as well as with
state and federal agencies. He discovered that Wulfstan's story was true: Adoption records were sealed by law for the protection of the birth
parents, and getting at them was all but impossible..Drawn by voices on the second floor, Tom took the stairs two at a time. A man and a boy.
Barty and Cain. To the left in the hallway, and then to a room on the right..With the salt and pepper shakers, Tom walked them through the
why-I'm-not-sad-about-my-face explanation that he'd given to Angel ten days previously..Then Agnes said, "Well, it's clear to me that you won't be
able to talk out your life in just one year. Should be a two-year grant.".He didn't wonder about his sanity, either, as a less self-improved man might
have done. No madman strives to enhance his vocabulary or to deepen his appreciation for culture.."If you don't, your feeling gland isn't working.
Want me to read you to sleep?".With Angel at breakfast, instead of just Uncle Jacob, at least Barty had someone to talk to, even if she did insist on
speaking more often through her dolls than directly. Apparently, the dolls were on the table, propped up with bowls. The first, Miss Pixie Lee, had
a high-pitched, squeaky voice. The second, Miss Velveeta Cheese, spoke in a three year-old's idea of what a throaty-voiced, sophisticated woman
sounded like, although to Barty's ear, this was more suitable to a stuffed bear..Before setting out from home, Joey had buckled his lap belt, but
because of Agnes's condition, she hadn't engaged her own. She rammed against the door, pain shot through her right shoulder, and she thought, Oh,
Lord, the baby!.To have the best chance of becoming a master mechanic, any young apprentice needs a mentor. The art of total card control cannot
be learned entirely from books and experimentation..Two cranks operated the winch.. The mortician and his assistant turned the handles in unison,
and as the mechanism creaked softly, the casket slowly descended into the hole..Once more crowding his quarry, Junior said, "I'm amazed you'd
recognize me, since I haven't been to the lounge often.".His patience exhausted, the pianist wrenched his hand out of Junior's grip. He glanced
around nervously, certain that they must be the center of attention, but of course the reception guests were lost in their witless conversations, or
they were gaga over the maudlin paintings, and no one was aware of this quiet little drama..The rich aromas on the air would have thwarted the will
of the most devout monks on a fast of penitence..Angel found this hysterical, and Agnes said long-sufferingly, "Thank you for the language lesson,
Master Lampion.".In his mind's eye, Junior saw the coin in transit of the blunt fingers, moving more swiftly than previously because its passage
was lubricated by blood.."Forget Barty's tree for a second and imagine that all these many worlds are like stacked slices of Swiss cheese. Through
some holes, you can see only the next slice. Through others, you see through two or three or five slices before holes stop overlapping. There are
little holes between stacked worlds, too, but they're constantly shifting, changing, second by second. And I can't see them, really, but I have an
uncanny feel for them. Watch closely.".The shriek of the sirens groaned into silence. The police must have pulled to the curb in the street..During
the past three years, he'd suffered much because of these sisters, including most recently the humiliation in the Dumpster with the dead musician,
Celestina's pencil-necked friend with a propensity for postmortem licking. The memory of that horror flared so vividly-every grotesque detail
condensed into one intense and devastating flash of recollection-that Junior's bladder suddenly felt swollen and full, although he had taken a long
satisfying leak in an alleyway across the street from the restaurant at which the postcard-painting poseur had enjoyed a leisurely dinner with
Ichabod..In the morning, at breakfast, from this calmer perspective, he looked back at his tantrum in the middle of the night and wondered if he
might be in psychological trouble. He decided not. In November and December, Junior studied arcane texts on the supernatural, went through new
women at a pace prodigious even for him, found three Bartholomews, and finished ten needlepoint pillows..Barty looked at Angel, and Angel
looked at Barty, and they dropped to their knees on the grass before their daughter. They were both grinning ... and then their grins stiffened a
little..of fists, hard blows, and his father's heavy breathing as he deals out the punishment. Edom himself lies face down in.Junior needed something
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in his life, a missing element without which he could never be complete, something more than a heart mate, more than German or French, or karate,
and for as long as he could remember, he'd been searching for this mysterious substance, this enigmatic object, this skill, this thingumajigger, this
dowhacky, this flumadiddle, this force or person, this insight, but the problem was that he didn't know what he was searching for, and so often
when he seemed to have found it, he hadn't found it after all, therefore he worried that if ever he did find it, then he might throw it away, because
he would not realize that it was, in fact, the very jigger or gigamaree that he'd been in search of since childhood..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..Chicane wasn't alone. Sparky Vox, the building
superintendent, approached behind him and hovered. Seventy-two yet as spry as a monkey, Sparky didn't walk so much as scamper like a
capuchin..Junior found the acclaim gratifying, but the widespread use of his photograph was a high price to pay even for the recognition of his
contribution to art. Fortunately, with his bald head and pocked face, he no longer resembled the Enoch Cain for whom the authorities were
searching. And they believed that the bandages on his face, at the church, had been merely an exotic disguise. One psychologist even speculated
that the bandages had been an expression of the guilt and shame he felt on a subconscious level. Yeah, right.."You're one to talk," Celestina said.
"Who was it told us they were sitting hand in hand on the front-porch swing.".Imagination like all living things lives now, and it lives with, from,
on true change. Like all we do and have, it can be co-opted and degraded; but it survives commercial and didactic exploitation. The land outlasts
the empires. The conquerors may leave desert where there was forest and meadow, but the rain will fall, the rivers will run to the sea. The unstable,
mutable, untruthful realms of Once-upon-a-time are as much a part of human history and thought as the nations in our kaleidoscopic atlases, and
some are more enduring..Junior glimpsed Vanadium first in profile-and then, as the cop rode down and away, only the back of his head. He hadn't
seen this man in almost three years, yet he was instantly certain that this was no coincidental look-alike. Here went the filthy-scabby-monkey spirit
itself.."Really, Angel," Barty said with genuine concern, "it might be scary. I got another one we could listen to, if you want.".He did wonder why
he had chosen this night of all nights to become even a more fearless adventurer, rather than a month ago or a month hence. Instinct told him that
he'd felt the need to test himself, that a crisis was fast approaching, and that to be ready for it, he must be confident that he could do what had to be
done when the crunch came. Slipping into sleep, Junior suspected that Prosser might have been less lark than preparation..ready to hear me.
However long you need. But something ... something extraordinary happened here before you arrived.".Junior held the silencer-fitted 9-mm pistol
under his left arm, clamped against his side, freeing both hands to use the automatic pick..Ordinarily, she would have returned to the first of the
candles and offered a second fragment to Saint Peter. In this case, however, she entrusted it to the least known of the apostles, because she was sure
that he must have special significance in this matter..He wanted to say: The vain, power-mad politicians who milk cheers from ignorant crowds, the
sports stars and preening actors who hear themselves called heroes and never object, they should all wither with shame at the mention of your
name. Your vision, your struggle, the years of grueling work, your enduring faith when others doubted, the risk you took with career and
reputation--it's one of the great stories of science, and I'd be honored if I could shake your band..Extracting documents from his valise, Vinnie said,
"Well, I've no right to talk. Food is my obsession. Look at me, so fat you'd think I'd been raised from birth for sacrifice.".This time he didn't flip the
quarter straight into the air. He tipped his hand, and with his thumb, he shot the coin toward Agnes..In the foyer again, about six feet inside the
front door, he stood the wineglass on the floor. He placed the bottle of Merlot beside the glass, the red rose beside the bottle..Here again were these
peculiar grammatical constructions, which sometimes she had thought were just the mistakes that even a prodigy could be expected to make, and
which sometimes she had interpreted as expressions of fanciful speculations, but which lately she had suspected were of a more complex-and
perhaps darker-nature. Now her dread took form, and she wondered if the personality disorders that had shaped her brothers' lives could have roots
not just in the abuse they had taken from their father, but also in a twisted genetic legacy that could manifest again in her son. In spite of his great
gifts, Barty might be destined for a life limited by a psychological problem of a unique or at least different-nature, first suggested by these
occasional conversations that seemed not fully coherent..Sparky wasn't a bad guy, not easily bought, and if he'd been asked to sell out any tenant
other than Cain, he probably wouldn't have done so at any price. He greatly disliked Cain, however, and considered him to be "as strange and
creepy as a syphilitic monkey.".Instead, she saw Phimie reborn. She saw, as well, a child endangered. Somewhere out there was a rapist capable of
extreme cruelty and violence, a man who would--if Phimie was correct--react unpredictably if ever he learned of his."That was five years ago.
After more surgeries than I care to remember, I was left with these." He raised his goblin hands again. "There's pain in humid weather, less when
it's dry. I can take care of myself, but I'll never be a card mechanic again ... or a magician.".He closed his eyes to know the kitchen as Barty knew it.
The fine aromas, the musical clink of spoons, the tinny rattle of pans, the liquid swish of a stirring whisk, the heat from the ovens, the women's
voices: Gradually, denying himself sight, he was aware of his other senses sharpening..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..Although Neddy had flushed to a rich
primrose-pink, Junior still held his hand, crowding him, lowering his face even closer to the musician's. "If you vouched for a teacher, I'd feel
confident that I was in good hands, but I'd still much rather learn from you, Neddy. I really wish you would reconsider-".Turning in circles, he
tipped his head back, presenting his face to the streaming sky, laughing..A music tradition was deeply rooted in the Negro community. No similar
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tradition in magic existed..If he woke, however, and saw her sitting vigil, Barty would understand how terrible his condition might be..In the face
of his kindness, however, she couldn't refuse his request. She nodded..Barty's release from Hoag Presbyterian had been delayed by an infection, and
thereafter he had spent three days in a Newport-area rehabilitation hospital. Rehab consisted largely of orientation to his new dark world, since his
lost function could not be recovered by either diligent exercise or therapy..Magusson was a small man behind a huge desk. His head appeared too
large for his body, but his ears seemed no bigger than a pair of silver dollars. Large protuberant eyes, bulging with shrewdness and feverish with
ambition, marked him as one who'd be hungry a minute after standing up from a daylong feast. A button nose too severely turned up at the tip, an
upper lip long enough to rival that of an orangutan, and a mean slash of a mouth completed a portrait sure to repel any woman with eyesight; but if
you wanted an attorney who was angry at the world for having been cursed with ugliness and who could convert that anger into the energy and
ruthlessness of a pit bull in the courtroom, even while using his unfortunate looks to gain the jurors' sympathy, then Simon Magusson was the
counselor for you..Simon Magusson, lacking family, had left his estate to Tom. This came as a surprise. The sum was so considerable that even
though Tom was on a dispensation from his vows, which included his vow of property, he was uncomfortable with his fortune. His comfort was
quickly restored by contributing the entire inheritance to Pie Lady Services. They had been brought together by two extraordinary children, by the
conviction that Barty and Angel were part of some design of enormous consequence. But more often than not, God weaves patterns that become
perceptible to us only over long periods of time, if at all. After the past three eventful years, there were now no weekly miracles, no signs in the
earth or sky, no revelations from burning bushes or from more mundane forms of communication. Neither Barty nor Angel revealed any new
astonishing talents, and in fact they were as ordinary as any two young prodigies can be, except that he was blind and she served as his eyes upon
the world..He stood at a window, staring down into the street, his profile to her, and in his silence he searched for the words to describe the
"something extraordinary" that he had mentioned earlier..She switched on the windshield wipers. Repeatedly, in the, arc of cleared glass, the
graveyard was revealed in sharp detail, and yet the place remained less than fully familiar to her. Her whole world had been changed by Barty's dry
walk in wet weather..By this time, Vinton had finished, commercials had run, and the number-two song had started: "Come See About Me," by the
Supremes..That last part was true. He just wasn't loose in this world anymore. And in the world to which he'd gone, he would not find easy
victims..Startled, Celestina said, "Good grief, you're spooky. How could you know what I'm thinking?"."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..He hadn't paid close attention to those patrons seated at the bar behind him. Now, he turned in his chair
to study them..Although only half the stools at the counter were occupied, and none of those close to Junior, customers were seated in most of the
booths. Some had their backs to him, and three were about Vanadium's size..He traveled prairies and mountains and valleys, passed fields rich in
every imaginable crop, crossed great forests and wide rivers. He walked in fierce storms when thunder crushed the sky and lightning tore it, walked
in wind that skinned the bare earth and sheared green tresses from trees, and walked also in sun-scrubbed days as blue and clean as ever there had
been in Eden..Besides, he'd 'noticed a tendency among dopers to get maudlin, whereupon they sank into a confessional mood, seeking peace
through rambling self-analysis and self-revelation. Junior was too private a person to behave in such a fashion. Furthermore, if drugs ever put him
in a confessional mood, the consequence might be electrocution or poison gas, or lethal injection, depending on the jurisdiction and the year in
which he fell into an unbosoming frame of mind..A knife already lay on the counter nearby. He used it to slice four pats of butter, yellow and
creamy, each half an inch thick, off the end of the stick..He found himself looking over his shoulder more than once. By the time lie returned to his
room, he felt half crushed by anxiety..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..They could be patient. Their self-denial and sweet anticipation
ensured that their lovemaking, when at last they were able safely to indulge, would be shattering in its intensity, like the coupling of mortals raised
to the status of demigods by virtue of their passion, its power and purity.."I only told you about that," said Grace, "because it was a very handsome
shirt, and I thought you might want to get one for Wally.".He thought he heard the tick-scrape-rattle-clink of Industrial Woman on the prowl. In the
living room. Now the hall. Approaching..This was tedious work and might cot bear fruit. He needed to begin somewhere, however, and the
telephone directory was the most logical starting point..The boy didn't at once answer, and when Agnes looked up from Red Planet, she saw that he
was staring oddly at her. He squinted, as if puzzled, and said, "The twisty spots just jumped off the page right up on your face.".The moment he had
seen the building in which Nolly maintained an office-an aged three-story brick structure in the North Beach district, a seedy strip club occupying
the ground floor-Junior knew he'd found the breed of snoop he needed. The detective was at the top of six flights of narrow stairs-no elevator-at the
end of a dreary hallway with worn linoleum and with walls mottled by stains of an origin best left unconsidered. The air smelled of cheap
disinfectant, stale cigarette smoke, stale beer, and dead hopes..Evidently, the hero was accustomed to encounters of this nature. He rose, pulled out
the unused fourth chair. "Please sit with us."."Look at it this way, Aggie. All the pies, all the things you do-that's betting on life. And now you've
just been given the great blessing of being able to place larger bets.".In a monotone that gave new meaning to deadpan, the detective added: "I'm
the only one who was there who doesn't have a dry-cleaning bill.".As Lipscomb picked up the freshened baby, Grace said, "That was as effective as
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any minister's wife could've been with an impossible parishioner-and, oh, do I wish we could sometimes be that pointed.".In spite of major
earthquakes pending, explosions of dynamite hauling trucks on the highway, tornadoes somewhere churning, the grim likelihood of a great dam
bursting along the route, freak ice storms stored up in the unpredictable heavens, crashing planes and runaway trains converging on the coastal
highway, and the possibility of a sudden violent shift in the earth's axis that would wipe out human civilization, they risked crossing the boundaries
of Bright Beach and traveled north into the great unknown of territories strange and perilous..to prayer instead, asking for the wisdom to understand
why this was happening to her and for the strength to cope with her pain and with her loss..When the convulsive seizure passed, as he collapsed
back on the spattered pillow, shuddering at the stench rising from his hideously fouled clothes, Junior was suddenly struck by an idea that was
either.In answer, Wally came running with his heavy medical bag, as he was vow doctor to some people on the pie route. "The weather's a lot better
than I expected, so I went back to change into lighter clothes.".He was, in fact, a first-rate driver, with an impeccable record at the age of thirty: no
traffic citations, no accidents..The slamming of Junior's heart sounded as loud to him as mortar rounds. He stepped back and sideways, out of the
vending machine's line of fire..Indeed, even the distinct fragrance of pulp paper, yellow with age, was alone sufficient to start him
fantasizing.."Sure they do," Barty said. "But I think Maria embroidered the birds just because they were pretty.".Because his pinching fingers
deformed the shape of her mouth, her voice was compressed: "I see all the ways you are.".Just as the man turned away, Junior got a glimpse of
what he wore under a London Fog raincoat. Between the lapels of the coat: a white shirt with a wing collar, a black bow tie, the suggestion of
black-satin lapels like those on a tuxedo jacket..Initially, the Pacific could not be seen beyond an opaque lens of fog, Yet later, when the mist
retreated, the sea itself became a portent of sightlessness: Spread flat and colorless in the morning light, the glassy water reminded her of the
depthless eyes of the blind, of that terrible sad vacancy where vision is denied.."Shape-taking?".In the first drawer, he discovered an address book.
Logically, Vanadium would have taken this with him, even if on the lam from a murder rap, so Junior tucked it in his jacket pocket..The dear man
cried and kissed her scars and told her that she was as beautiful as any woman alive. They stood then for a while, embracing, his hands upon her
back, her breasts against his chest, and twice they kissed, but almost chastely, before she put on her blouse again..Maintaining a brutal strangling
pressure, Junior turned his head aside, to protect his eyes. He kneed Neddy in the crotch, crunching the remaining fight out of him..Nolly said,
"We've never really had a song of our own, in spite of all the dancing we do. I think this is a good one. But so far, you've only sung it to another
man.".Earlier, before leaving home, he had taken a preventive dose of paregoric. For now, at least, his bowels were quiet..Abruptly, without a
cannonade of thunder, without artillery strikes of lightning, the storm broke. As loud as marching armies, rain tramped across the roof..They knew
no one named Bartholomew, and she had never heard the name from him before, but she knew what he wanted. He was speaking of the son he
would never see..against the operating table. The lights had grown painfully bright, and the air had.Shortly after six o'clock, Saturday morning, she
stirred from a fretful dream and saw Barty sitting up in bed, reading..He placed a hand on her shoulder. "Don't beat up on yourself She's come this
far. And though I don't know the hospital in Oregon, I doubt the level of care would equal what she'll receive here.".She was of two minds about
this. She wanted him, wanted to be held and cherished, to satisfy him and to be satisfied. But she was the daughter of a minister: The concept of sin
and consequences was perhaps less deeply ingrained in some daughters of bankers or bakers than in a child of a Baptist clergyman. She was an
anachronism in this age of easy sex, a virgin by choice, not by lack of opportunity. Although she'd recently read a magazine article containing the
claim that even in this era of free love, forty-nine percent of brides were virgins on their wedding day, she didn't believe it and assumed that she'd
chanced upon a publication that had fallen through a reality warp between this world and a more prudish one parallel to it. She was no prude, but
she wasn't a spendthrift, either, and her honor was a treasure that shouldn't be thoughtlessly thrown away. Honor! She sounded like a maid of old,
pining in a castle tower, waiting for her Sir Lancelot. I'm not just a virgin, I'm a freak! But even putting the idea of sin aside for a moment,
assuming that maidenly honor was as pass? as bustles, she still preferred to wait, to savor the thought of intimacy, to allow expectation to build, and
to start their conjugal life together with no slightest possibility of regret. Nevertheless, she had decided that if he was ready for the commitment that
she believed he'd already teetered on the edge of expressing three times, then she would set aside all misgivings in the name of love and would lie
down with him, and hold him, and give of herself with all her heart..The prickly-bur ghosts of two little children didn't concern him. At worst, they
were spiritual gnats..They came to her, picked up the luggage that she had put down, and Edom said, "I'll drive.".Nolly shrugged. "He can't know
for sure. And anyway, he didn't get the pushed idea until he'd already taken the case.".For Junior, 1968-the Chinese Year of the Monkey--would be
the Year of the Plastic Surgeon. He would require extensive dermabrasion to restore the smoothness and tone to his skin, to be as irresistibly
kissable as he had been before. While at it, he would need surgery to make subtle changes in his features. Tricky. He didn't want to trade perfection
for anonymity. He must take care to ensure that his postsurgery look, when he let his hair grow in and perhaps dyed it, would be as devastating to
women as his previous appearance..From the bathroom, Junior gathered an electric razor and toiletries. He added these to the
suitcases..KATHLEEN IN THE candlelight, her ginger eyes a glimmer with images of the amber flame. Icy martinis, extra olives in a shallow
white dish. Beyond the tableside window, the legendary bay glimmered, too, darker and colder than Kathleen's eyes, and not a fraction as deep..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..Having survived the
night, Edom and Jacob were waiting in the hall. Each kissed his nephew, but neither could speak..In regard for Barty's tender age, Dr. Franklin
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Chan had arranged for Agnes to spend the night in her son's room, in the second bed, which currently wasn't needed for a patient..The symptoms
that terrified Phimie-the headache, crippling abdominal pain, dizziness, vision problems-had entirely relented. Possibly they had been more
psychological than physical in nature.."Angel," Phimie said urgently, and then, with an effort that made a blood vessel swell.Junior was stunned
that the bitch had come back into his life, to ruin him, almost two years later. Zedd teaches that the present is just an instant between past and
future, which really leaves us with only two choices-to live either in the past or the future; the past, being over and done with, has no consequences
unless we insist on empowering it by not living entirely in the future. Junior strove always to live in the future, and he believed that he was
successful in this striving, but obviously he hadn't yet learned to apply Zedd's wisdom to fullest effect, because the past kept getting at him. He
fervently wished he hadn't simply broken up with Tammy Bean, but that he had strangled her instead, that he had strangled her and driven her
corpse to Oregon and pushed her off a fire tower and bashed her with a pewter candlestick and sent her to the bottom of Quarry Lake with the gold
Rolex stuffed in her mouth.."If he and Agnes were your age, I'd agree. But she's got ten years on you, and he's got twenty, and no previous
generations were as wild as yours.".She started toward the door, stopped, and turned to him in the dark. "Kid of mine?".Bearing roses upon their
arrival, they hadn't bothered with umbrellas. Besides, although the sky glowered, the forecast had predicted no precipitation.
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