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INTERTEXTUALITY IN THE SECOND CENTURY
According to his wristwatch, the time was 9:05 in the morning on this momentous day..Junior descended the escalator two steps at a time, not
content to let it carry him along at its own pace. When he reached the second floor, however, he found that Vanadium's ghost had done what ghosts
do best: faded away. Abandoning his search for the perfect tie chain but determined to remain calm, Junior decided to have lunch at the St. Francis
Hotel..The customers were in a mood, most of them grumbling about their ailments. Others complained about the dreary weather, the increasing
number of kids zooming along sidewalks on these damn new skateboards, the recent tax increases, and the New York Jets paying Joe Namath the
kingly sum of $427,000 a year to play football, which some saw as a sign that the country was money-crazy and going to Hell..By the time they
reached the seventh painting, alcohol and rich French cuisine and Jack Lientery's powerful art combined to devastate Frieda. She shuddered, leaned
with one hand on a canvas, hung her head, and committed an act of bad PR..WITH BRIGHT BEACH under assault by one miserable flu and by an
uncountable variety of common colds, business was brisk this Monday at Damascus Pharmacy..A speeding truck passed, stirring the fog, and the
white broth churned past the car windows, a disorienting swirl..Junior didn't care which explanation was correct. Only one thing mattered: The
Bartholomew hunt was at last nearing an end. On Wednesday, December 27, Junior met Google, the document forger, in a theater, during a
matinee of Bonnie and Clyde..FOR THE BETTER PART of a week, on doctor's orders, Agnes avoided stairs. She took sponge baths in the
ground-floor powder room and slept in the parlor, on a sofa bed, with Barty nearby in a bassinet.."Most tornadoes stay on the ground twenty miles
or less," Edom explained, "but this one kept its funnel to the earth for two hundred nineteen miles! And it was one mile wide. Everything in its
path--torn, smashed to bits. Houses, factories, churches, schools-all pulverized. Murphysboro, Illinois, was wiped off the map, erased, hundreds
killed in that one town.".Darker than water, another stain spread across the lap and down the legs of the pants. It was the color of port wine when
filtered through the gray fabric of the jogging suit, but even in her semi-delirious state, she knew that she was not the vessel for a miracle birth, was
not bringing forth a baby in a flush of wine, but in a gush of blood..Never had the familiar red Bicycle design of the U.S. Playing Card Company
looked ominous before, but it was fearsome now, as strange voodoo veve or satanic conjuration pattern..So keep moving. Don't get hung up on the
disgusting aftermath. Keep whistling along like a runaway train. Clean up, clean out, roll on..The gas oven might blow up in his face, at last
bringing him peace, but if it didn't, he would at least have cookies for Agnes..Agnes had the craziest notion that he was counting them, when at is
age, Of course, he would have no concept of numbers..The accountant lived in a white Georgian house on a street fined with huge old
evergreens..Channeling his beautiful rage, Junior hefted the corpse onto the windowsill, and shoved it headfirst into the alley. The fog received it
with what sounded almost like a swallowing noise..CLOUDS SWARMED THE late-afternoon sun, and the Oregon sky grew sapphire where still
revealed. Cops gathered like bright-eyed crows in the lengthening shadow of the fire tower..Although he harbored no fear of coming under
suspicion for the murder of Victoria Bressler, he intended to leave Spruce Hills this very night. No future existed for him in such a sleepy
backwater. A wider world awaited, and he had earned the right to enjoy all that it could offer him..An SFPD patrol car swept past, its siren silent,
the rack of emergency beacons flashing on its roof..Although Paul had seen Tom Vanadium's clever coin trick, he didn't understand the rest of their
conversation, and he assumed that for everyone else-except Angel's mother-it was equally impenetrable. But taking their clue from the risen
Celestina, all those present had fallen silent..THE RAIN THAT HAD threatened to wash out the morning funeral finally rinsed the afternoon, but
by nightfall the Oregon sky was clean and dry. From horizon to horizon spread an infinity of icy stars, and at the center of them hung a bright
sickle moon as silver as steel..With remarkably little splash, the sedan eased into the water. Briefly it floated, bobbling near shore, tipped forward
by the weight of the engine. As the lake flooded in through the floor vents, the vehicle settled steadily-then sank rapidly when water reached the
two partially open windows..Of course, Seraphim's child would not have a telephone. He was just a baby, dangerous to Junior in a way that was not
clear, but a baby nonetheless..Barefoot, in midnight-blue silk pajamas, he walked through his rooms turning on lights in a considered pattern, which
he had settled upon after much thought and planning..He was as solid as any boy. He was in the day but not in the rain. He was moving toward the
back of the car..For more than twenty-three years, he'd given his big toe little consideration, had taken it for granted, had treated it with shameful
neglect. Now this lower digit seemed precious, a comparatively small fixture of flesh, but as important to his image of himself as his nose or either
of his eyes..Finally he began: Greetings on this momentous day. I'm writing to you about an exceptional woman, Agnes Lampion, whose life you
have touched without knowing, and whose story may interest you..Joey couldn't raise his head, couldn't turn more directly toward her ... because
his spine had been damaged, perhaps severed, and he was paralyzed..Neddy possessed all the musical talent, but Junior had the muscle. Pinned
against the wall, his throat in the vise of Junior's hands, Neddy needed a miracle if he were ever again to sweep another glissando from a
keyboard..He never passed through a phase during which he grew resistant to hugging or kissing. He was a hand-holding, cuddling boy to whom
displays of affection came easily..Agnes dropped to one knee before the boy and held him gently by the shoulders. "Let me look.".Celestina circled
him, half carrying but also half dragging the chair, either because her nerves were still ringing and her arms were weak--or because she was faking
weakness in the hope of luring him to a reckless response. Junior circled her while she rounded oil him frantically trying to deal with the pistol
without taking his eyes off his adversary..FOR JUNIOR CAIN, the Year of the Horse (1966) and the Year of the Sheep (1967) offered many
opportunities for personal growth and self-improvement. Even if by Christmas Eve, '67, Junior would not be able to take a dry walk in the rain, this
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nevertheless was a period of great achievement and much pleasure for him..With the earth still tenuously stable beneath them, they arrived at their
fifth destination, a new address on Agnes's mercy list..The one piece he had purchased was by a young Bay Area artist, Bavol Poriferan, about
whom art critics nationwide were in agreement: He was destined for a long and significant career. The sculpture had cost over nine thousand
dollars, an extravagance for a man trying to live on the income of his hard-won and prudently invested fortune, but its presence in his living room
immediately identified him, to cognoscenti, as a person of taste and cutting-edge sensibilities.."Nature has no maternal instincts," Edom said quietly
but with conviction. "To think otherwise is sheer sentimentality at its worst. Nature is our enemy. She's a vicious killer.".Reverend White's
polished, somewhat theatrical, yet sincere voice rose out of the past to issue this threat in Junior's memory as he had issued it that night, from a tape
recorder, while Junior had been dancing a sweaty horizontal boogie with Seraphim in her parsonage bedroom..He was a virile young man, desired
by many, and life was short. Poor Naomi, her lovely face and her look of shock still fresh in his memory, was a constant reminder of how suddenly
the end could come. No one was guaranteed tomorrow. Seize the day..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..In reality, it had been a homely device, a mere
box. In memory, it seemed ominous, charged with the evil portent of a nuclear bomb..Once he had toured the exhibition, managing not to shudder
openly, he tried to hang out within hearing distance of Celestina White, but without appearing to be listening with special intensity..Still on her
knees, she raised the weapon and realized that she was going to shoot the maniac in the back, that she had no other choice, because her
inexperience didn't allow her to aim for a leg or an arm. The moral dilemma overwhelmed her, but so did an image of Phimie lying dead in bloody
sheets on the surgery table. She pulled the trigger and rocked with the recoil.."Miss White was admitted to St. Mary's late January fifth," said Nolly,
"with dangerous hypertension, a complication of pregnancy.".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..Few people will spend the greater part of their youth in school, struggling to obtain the education required for a medical
specialty, unless they have a passion to heal. Franklin Chan was a healer, whose passion was the preservation of vision, and Agnes could see that
his anguish, while a pale reflection of hers, was real and deeply felt..In Losen's service was a man who called himself Hound, because, as he said,
he had a nose for witchery. His employment was to sniff Losen's food and drink and garments and women, anything that might be used by enemy
wizards against him; and also to inspect his warships. A ship is a fragile thing in a dangerous element, vulnerable to spells and hexes. As soon as
Hound came aboard the new galley he scented something. "Well, well," he said, "who's this?" He walked to the helm and put his hand on it. "This
is clever," he said. "But who is it? A newcomer, I think." He sniffed appreciatively. "Very clever," he said.."Of all the things I might be meant to do
with my life," he told Agnes, "I believe nothing will matter more than the small part I've had in bringing together these two children.".He
desperately needed closure in the matter of Naomi's death. That was what these past three years and these supernatural events were all about..If
she'd connected with his left side, as she intended, she might have broken his arm or cracked a few ribs. But lie saw the chair coming, and as agile
as a base runner dodging a shortstop's tag, he turned away from her, taking the blow across his back..Thanksgiving dinner was a fine affair, and
Christmas was even better. On New Year's Eve, Wally downed one drink too many and more than once offered to perform surgery on any member
of the family, free of charge "right here, right now," as long as the procedure was within his area of expertise..She searched the child's unfocused
eyes for some sign of the hateful father's wickedness..After carrying the two pieces of luggage to the car in the garage, he returned to the study. He
sat at the desk and examined the contents of the drawers, then turned to the file cabinet..Shortly after four o'clock, here was Neddy, already spiffed
for work in black tuxedo, pleated white shirt, and black bow tie, with a red bud rose as a boutonniere, standing just inside the open door to
Celestina White's studio apartment, holding forth in tedious detail as to the reasons why she was in flagrant breach of her lease and obligated to
move by the end of the month. The issue was Angel, lone baby in an otherwise childless building: her crying (though she rarely cried), her noisy
play (though Angel wasn't yet strong enough to shake a rattle), and the potential she represented for damage to the premises (though she was not
yet able to get out of a bassinet on her own, let alone go at the plaster with a ball-peen hammer)..ROCKING AS IF AFLOAT on troubled waters,
abused by an unearthly and tormented sound, Junior Cain imagined a gondola on a black river, a carved dragon rising high at the bow as he had
seen on a.Like autumn-red ivy, lushly leafed vines of flame crawled up the house. The porch under them was ablaze, as well. Shingles smoldered
beneath their feet, and flames ringed the roof on which they stood..He kept the house, for it was a shrine to his life with Perri. He returned to it from
time to time, to refresh his spirit..The black service road seemed to come out of nowhere, then to vanish into a void, and Junior suddenly felt
dangerously isolated, alone as he had never been, and vulnerable..To the phone, the police. No dial tone. Pointless to rattle the disconnect switch.
The line had been cut..Livor mortis had already set in, blood draining to the lowest points of her body, leaving the fronts of her bare legs, one side
of each bare arm, and her face ghastly pale..After nudging the door shut with his shoulder, Barty carried the sodas out of the kitchen and forward
along the hall. Pausing at the livingroom archway, he said, "Uncle Jacob?".Without excellence, of course, there would be no civilization, no
progress, no joy; and Agnes was surprised that this sharp bur of her father's philosophy had stuck deep in her subconscious, prickling and worrying
her unnecessarily. She'd thought that she was entirely clean of his influence..Later, when the seven of them were gathered at the dinner table, the
adults raised glasses of Chardonnay, the children raised tumblers of Pepsi, and Maria gave the toast. "To Bartholomew, the image of his father,
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who was the kindest man I've ever known. To my Bonita and my Francesca, who brighten every day. To Edom and Jacob, from who ... from whom
I've learned so much that has made me think about the fragility of life and made me realize how precious is every day. And to Agnes, my dearest
friend, who has given me, oh, so much, including all these words. God bless us, every one.".She switched off the hall light and stood at the
half-open door, listening, waiting..Before he could replay the memory for further contemplation, Junior saw Ichabod exiting the house. The man
returned to the Buick, seeming to float through the mist, like a phantom on a moor. He started the engine, quickly hung a U-turn in the street, and
drove uphill to the house from which he had earlier collected Bartholomew..Junior was disturbed that the mysterious chanteuse had been
performing when he wasn't home. He felt violated. Invaded..Unable to hold his breath or to quiet his miserable sobbing, Junior couldn't hear clearly
enough to discern whether the sounds of the stalking sculpture were real or imagined. He knew that they had to be imaginary, but he felt they were
real.."But in 'This Momentous Day,' Bartholomew is just the disciple, the historical figure, and he's also a metaphor for the unforeseen
consequences of even our most ordinary actions."."See this?" He placed the pepper shaker in front of her on the room-service table and held the salt
shaker concealed in his hand..He did not answer Hound's question..In the foyer, Hanna Rey and Nellie Oatis sat side by side on the stairs. Hanna,
the housekeeper, was gray-haired and plump. Nellie, was Perri's daytime- companion, could have passed for Hanna's sister..against his face, thorns
gouging his skin, piercing his lips. His father, oblivious of his own puncture wounds, trying to.Turning, turning, turning, the mysterious warning in
his mind: The spirit of Bartholomew ... will find you ... and mete out the terrible judgment that you deserve..From out of the fog and darkness came
the slap of running feet on bricks. He was sprinting toward the back of the house..Junior hadn't paid attention to everyone who visited the pianist
though surely he'd have noticed a certain stump in a cheap suit..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..He'd never had a chance to read this
to Perri or to benefit from her opinion. Now, as he scanned the lines of his calligraphic handwriting, his words seemed foolish, inappropriate,
confused..Second, Thomas Vanadium received no mention: Therefore, his body hadn't been found in the lake. He still ought to be under suspicion
in the Bressler case. And if new evidence cleared him of suspicion, then his disappearance should have been mentioned, and he should have been
listed as another possible victim of the Shamefaced Slayer, the Bandaged Butcher, as the tabloids had dubbed Junior.."Where's your mother this
morning?" he asked, for he'd expected to have to shoot his way through a lot more than one adult to reach both children. The Lipscomb house had
proved empty, however, and fortune had given him the boy and girl together, with one guardian.."But let's pretend it's me, okay? So here I am,
stepping off the curb without looking both ways-".Yet through the summer of 1966, following this call, he acted like a man who was haunted. A
sudden draft, even if warm, chilled him and caused him to turn in circles, seeking the source. In the middle of the night, the most innocent of
sounds could scramble him from bed and send him on a search of the apartment, flinching from harmless shadows and twitching at looming
invisibilities that he imagined he saw at the edges of his vision..By lunch, he had turned the final page, and he was so full of the tale that he seemed
to have no room for food. While his mother kept reminding him to eat, he regaled her with the details of John Thomas Stuart's great adventures
with Lummox, as though every word that Heinlein had written were not science fiction, but truth..Having used his body as a clapper in the bell of
the Dumpster, Junior had struck a loud reverberant note that tolled like a poorly cast cathedral bell, echoing solemnly off the walls of the flanking
buildings, back and forth through the fogbound night.."By the close of business tomorrow," said the lawyer, "I expect to have an offer for your
consideration.".Nolly, Kathleen, and Sparky had prepared him for Industrial Woman, but when the flashlight beam flared off her
fork-and-fan-blade face, Vanadium twitched in fright. Without fully realizing what he was doing, he crossed himself.."There's nothing here for
you," she said, stepping back from the door in order to close it..The runt was so out of proportion to his office furniture that he appeared to be a bug
perched in the giant leather executive chair, which itself looked like the maw of a Venus's--flytrap about to swallow him for lunch. He allowed
such a lengthy silence to follow Junior's question that by the time he answered, his reply was superfluous..Once in a while, however, he reverted to
his roots, to the food that gave him comfort. Thus, the cheeseburger and its decadent accoutrements..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..The night was hushed but for the
barking of a dog in the great distance. Hollow, far softer than the ghostly singing that had recently haunted Junior, the rough voice of this hound
nevertheless stirred him, spoke to an essential aspect of his heart..Cops at the doorstep, the lunatic bitch with the chair, the clergyman's curse-all
this amounted to more than even a committed man could handle. Get out of the present, go for the future..Tom proved to be more useful than either
a cop or a priest to Pie Lady Services, when he discovered a talent for money management that protected their funds from twelve percent inflation
and in fact brought them a handsome return in real terms.."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.".The popeyed little toad smirked over there on the far side of his pretentious
desk..The Bright Beach Library was open until nine on Friday evening. Arriving an hour before closing, they returned the Heinlein novels that
Barty had already read and checked out the three that he wanted. In a spirit of optimism, they borrowed a fourth, Podkayne of Mars..AT THE END
OF THE fourth book of Earthsea, Tehanu, the story had arrived at what I felt to be now. And, just as in the now of the so-called real world, I didn't
know what would happen next. I could guess, foretell, fear, hope, but I didn't know..Junior drove them a little crazy by pretending not to understand
their intent as they circled the issue like novice snake handlers warily looking for a safe grip on a coiled cobra..Standard decks of playing cards are
machine packed, always in the same order, according to suits. You can absolutely count on the fact that each deck you open will be assembled in
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precisely the same order as every other deck you have ever opened or ever will open..That same day, he dared to visit two galleries. Neither of
them had a pewter candlestick on display..Because the tower stood on a ridgeline that marked the divide between county and state property, most of
the attending constabulary were county deputies, but two state troopers were present, as well..As he headed toward the door, the detective said,
"Don't forget your apple juice. Got to build some strength for the trial.".He decided that he must never again kill so impetuously. Never. In fact, he
vowed never again to kill at all, except in self-defense. Soon he would be rich-with much to lose if he was caught. Homicide was a marvelous
adventure; sadly, however, it was an entertainment that he could no longer afford..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..He paused, giving them a chance to ask the obvious question-and then smiled at their reticence..He
managed to hold the towel around his foot, but it grew dark red and disgustingly mushy.."Salt water would be too cumbersome anyway. He'd have
to drink a lot of it shortly before he heaved, but he was surrounded by cops with good reason to keep an eye on him. Does ipecac come in capsule
form?".Returning to his apartment, Edom had to pass under the limbs of the majestically crowned oak that dominated the deep yard between the
house and the garage..He chased after none of these lovelies beyond a few dates, and none of them pursued him when he was done with them,
although surely they were distressed if not bereft at losing him..In the time of the kings, mages gathered in the court of Enlad and later in the court
of Havnor to counsel the king and take counsel together, using their arts to pursue goals they agreed were good. But in the dark years, wizards sold
their skills to the highest bidder, pitting their powers one against the other in duels and combats of sorcery, careless of the evils they did, or worse
than careless. Plagues and famines, the failure of springs of water, summers with no rain and years with no summer, the birth of sickly and
monstrous young to sheep and cattle, the birth of sickly and monstrous children to the people of the isles-all these things were charged to the
practices of wizards and witches, and all too often rightly so..They were as gracious as any people he had ever met, but they also seemed genuinely
interested in his story. He wasn't surprised that.Back in January, when he received the disappointing report from Nolly Wulfstan, Junior was not
convinced that the private detective had exercised due diligence in his investigation. He suspected that Wulfstan's ugliness was matched by his
laziness.
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