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SEVEN TYPES OF AMBIGUITY
Alarm contacts gleamed in the header, but the system wasn't currently activated.."I see. Sometimes. Just quick. For like a blink. Like when you
stand between two mirrors. You know?".Aftermath was not important. Only movement mattered. Just forget the busload of nuns smashed on the
tracks, and stay with the onrushing train. Keep moving, looking forward, always forward..If they were suspicious of him, they showed no obvious
alarm. The three went inside in no particular rush, and judging by their demeanor, Junior decided that they hadn't spotted him, after all..His first
word after mama was papa, which she taught him while showing him pictures of Joey. His third word: pie..He paid cash to the locksmith, and
included in the payment were the two dimes and the nickel Vanadium had left on his nightstand..Carrying the candlestick, he raced to the kitchen at
the end of the short hall. The door stood open, but he had to enter the room to see Victoria slumped in one of the two chairs at the small dinette..At
the foot of the bed: a cedar chest. Four feet long, two feet wide, perhaps three high. Brass handles.."It was. But maybe that's not the whole story.
Anyway, we know the usual poses these guys strike, the attitudes they think are deceptive and clever. Most of them are so obvious, they might as
well just stick their willy in a light socket and save us a lot of trouble. This, however, is a new approach. Tends to make you want to believe in the
poor guy.".place settings. He returned with them to the kitchen and put them in the lower oven, as though Victoria were using it as a plate
warmer..The Finder.Google didn't realize that he was an object of disgust. He wiggled his eyebrows in what he evidently assumed to be an
expression of male camaraderie, and he nudged Junior with one elbow..Kennedy, whose portraits hung side by side, the girl revealed to their mom
and dad what had been done to her and also what, in her despair.Junior's fear gave way to an appreciation for the irony in this situation. Gradually,
he regained the ability to smile, tossed the coin in the air, caught it, and dropped it in his pocket.."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. 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.".As Edom crossed the
threshold, moving outside to the landing at the top of the stairs, Jacob followed, proselytizing for his faith: "Christmas Eve, 1940, St. Anselmo's
Orphanage, San Francisco. Josef Krepp killed eleven boys, ages six through eleven, murdering them in their sleep and cutting a different trophy
from each-an eye here, a tongue there.".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..Currently, Jacob was far removed from the embalming chamber and intended never to set foot there, alive. With Walter Panglo as his guide,
he toured the casket selection in the funeral-planning room..Knacker or Hisscus, or Nork, was talking about an offering, as though Naomi were a
goddess to whom they wished to present a penance of gold and jewels..On New Year's Day, the town learned that it had lost its first son in
Vietnam. Agnes had known the parents all her life, and she despaired that even with her willingness to help, with all her good intentions, there was
nothing she could do to ease their pain. She recalled her anguish as she'd waited to learn if Barty's eye tumors had spread along the optic nerve to
his brain. The thought of her neighbors losing a child to war made her turn to Paul in the night. "Just hold me," she murmured..the hilly streets of
the city, ignoring all traffic lights and stop signs, pegging the speedometer needle at its highest mark, as though he might eventually be air-cooled
by sufficient speed. He wanted to slam through unwary pedestrians, crack their bones, and send them tumbling..A dumpster and a dead musician
had humbled him as thoroughly as he had ever been humbled before, as completely as violent nervous emesis and volcanic diarrhea had humbled
him, and he had no tolerance for being humbled. Humility is for losers..If the wife killer had cut himself accidentally, his writing on the wall
indicated a hair-trigger temper and a deep reservoir of long-nurtured anger..Matching her fierce attention with a sudden intensity of his own, Joey
said, "Bartholomew.".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.."I'll always know your face," he promised. "Even if you have to go away and you're gone a hundred years, I'll remember
what you looked like, how you felt.".Between his surgeries and for many months thereafter, Vanadium had devoted his energies to speech therapy,
physical rehabilitation, and the concoction of periodic torments for Enoch Cain, which Simon Magusson was able to implement, every few months,
through Nolly and Kathleen. The idea wasn't to bring Cain to justice by torturing his conscience, since he'd allowed his conscience to atrophy a
long time ago, but to keep him unsettled and thereby magnify the impact of his first face-to-face encounter with the resurrected
Vanadium..Oblivious that she and Barty had become the center of attention, Angel said, "Does he ever get the quarters back?".Of all the kindnesses
that we can do for one another, the most precious of all gifts-time-is not ours to give. Bearing this in mind, Agnes did her best to guide her
extended family through its grieving for Harrison and for Jacob, into happier days. Respect must be paid, precious memories nurtured, but life also
must go on..He smiled and shrugged. "I used to be a fisher of men. Now I hunt them. One in particular.".She asked him how many fingers she was
holding up, and he said four, and four it was. Then two fingers. Then seven. Her hands so pale, the palms both bruised..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
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the city limits..straddles him, driving big fists into his back, brutally into his sides. With high fences and hedgerows of Indian laurels.Agnes hadn't
asked him to keep his strange feat a secret from his uncles. In truth, she had come home in such a curious state of mind that even as she'd worked
with Jacob to prepare dinner and even as she'd overseen Edom's setting of the table, she hesitated to tell them what had happened on the run from
Joey's grave to the station wagon. She fluctuated between guarded euphoria and fear bordering on panic, and she didn't trust herself to recount the
experience until she had taken more time to absorb it..In his light backpack, he carried one change of clothes, spare socks, candy bars, bottled
water. He planned his journeys to be in a town every nightfall, where he washed one set of clothes and donned the other.."You might as well beat a
cloud for raining," said Otter's mother..No one could put him in prison because of his dreams. "I can't remember. Those are the worst, when you're
not able to remember them-don't you think? They're always so silly when you can recall the details. When you draw a blank ... they seem more
threatening."."Me too." He closed the ring box. Took a deep breath. Opened the box again. "Celestina, when I met you, my heart was beating but it
was dead. It was cold inside me. I thought it would never be warm again, but because of you, it is. You have given my life back to me, and I want
now to give my life to you. Will you marry me?".Tom Vanadium merely arched one eyebrow, as if to say that more than a single answer ought to
be obvious..Angel cocked her head and studied his left hand, which he had closed while opening his right. She pointed. "It's there.".In a minute or
two, one of the cops returned, crouching close as the medics worked. "There's no intruder.".To become a physical therapist, Junior had taken more
than massage classes, so he knew what hematemesis meant. Hematemesis: vomiting of blood..The possibility that he'd left a clear fingerprint on the
watch crystal had to be judged remote. And the band had been too textured to take a print useful to the police..This night in Weott, with the high
solemn silence of the redwood forests out there now and waiting to embrace him in the morning, he slept without dreams..Now out of the kitchen,
along the hall, and up the stairs, two at a time, into Victoria's bedroom. Not with the intention of snaring a perverse souvenir. Merely to find a
blanket..If there had been footsteps, they had fallen silent the moment Junior froze to listen for them. Even over the hard drumming of his heart, he
would have heard any noise. The pillowy fog seemed to smother sound in the alleyway more effectively than ever.."Do you know about the
earthquake that destroyed seventy percent of Tokyo and all of Yokohama on September 1, 1923?" he asked..He summoned enough courage to
approach the nightstand. His hand trembled. He half expected the quarter to be illusory; to disappear between his pinching fingers, but it was
real..Koko changed directions with a fantastic pivot turn and bounded after the girl.."No. Rowena dropped those names after the twins' first year.
She and I were the only ones who ever used them. Our private little joke. Even the boys wouldn't have remembered.".First, Victoria Bressler was
listed as one of his victims, although as far as he knew, the authorities still had every reason to attribute her murder to Vanadium..The custom-fitted
gold-link band of the wristwatch closed with a clasp that, when released, allowed the watch to slip over the hand with ease. Junior knew at once
that the clasp had come undone when his arm tangled in the belt of Neddy's raincoat. The corpse had torn loose and tumbled into the Dumpster,
taking Junior's watch with it.."I sure think so. I think she's everything. I tell her she's the moon and stars. I'm probably spoiling her rotten.".Edom
bit his lower lip, shook his head, and stubbornly clung to Barty's left foot..Junior examined the music collection. The policeman's taste ran to big
band music and vocalists from the swing era..In the park, rocketing along on the roller coaster, Barty had an experience, a reaction to more than the
canted turns and steep plunges. He grew excited in much the way that Agnes had seen him excited when grasping a new and arcane mathematical
theory. At the end of the ride, he wanted to get back on immediately, and so they did. There are no long waits for the blind at amusement parks:
always to the head of the line. Agnes rode twice again with him, and then Paul twice, and finally Angel accompanied him three times. This
roller-coaster obsession wasn't about thrills or even amusement. His exuberance gave way to a thoughtful silence, especially after a seagull flew
within inches of his face, feathers thrumming, startling him, on the next-to-last rollick along the tracks. Thereafter, the park held little interest for
him, and all he would say was that he'd thought of a new way to feel things-by which he meant all the ways things are-a fresh angle of approach to
that mystery..In Oregon, standing at Junior Cain's bedside, turning a quarter across the knuckles of his left hand, Thomas Vanadium asks about the
name that his suspect had spoken in the grip of a nightmare..This brilliant mouthful was not nature's work alone. With what Nolly must have spent
to obtain this smile, some fortunate dentist had kept a mistress in jewelry through her most nubile years..Frequently, people told Agnes that she
should find an agent for Barty, as he was wonderfully photogenic; modeling and acting careers, they assured her, were his for the asking. Though
her son was indeed a fine-looking lad, Agnes knew he wasn't as exceptionally handsome as many perceived him to be. Rather than his looks, what
made Barty so appealing, what made him seem extraordinarily good-looking, were other qualities: an unusual gracefulness for a child, such a
physical easiness in every movement and posture that it seemed as though some curious personal relationship with time had allowed him twenty
years to become a three-year-old; an unfailingly affable temperament and quick smile that possessed his entire face, including his mesmerizing
green blue eyes. Perhaps most affecting of all, his remarkable good health was expressed in the lustrous sheen of his thick hair, in the golden-pink
glow of his summer-touched skin, in every physical aspect of him, until there were times when he seemed radiant..Junior needed something 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..Mocked by the silvery
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ping-ting-jingle of the maniac detective emptying his ghostly pockets, Junior ran..He no longer had any reason to follow an exercise regimen. For
twenty-three years, he'd needed to maintain good health in order to meet his responsibilities, but all the responsibilities that mattered to him had
been lifted from his shoulders..In fifty years, until Angel, Tom had found no other like himself and now a second in little more than a week. "I can't
do what you did.".An overflow crowd of mourners had attended the services at St. Thomas's Church, standing shoulder to shoulder at the back of
the nave, through the narthex, and across the sidewalk outside, and now everyone appeared to have come to the cemetery, as well..This was not the
time to ponder the nature of the relationship between the treacherous Miss Bressler and Vanadium. Junior had a bloody trail to cover, and precious
time was ticking away..The following day, Wednesday, December 27, his mother drove him to the library, where he checked out two Heinlein titles
recommended by the librarian: Red Planet and The Rolling Stones. Judging by his excitement, on the way home in the car, his response to previous
mystery-novel series had been a pleasant courtship, whereas this was desperate, undying love..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..During the past few years, he had discovered that a lousy few million could buy even more freedom than he had
thought when he'd shoved Naomi off the fire tower. Great wealth, fifty or a hundred million, would purchase not only greater freedom, and not just
the ability to pursue even more ambitious self-improvement, but also power..After staring at the coins for a long moment, Kathleen said, "I don't
think any mystery writer has ever done a series of novels about a priest detective who's also a magician.".Maria, however, lived comfortably with
both the Catholicism and the occultism in which she had been raised. In Hermosillo, Mexico, the latter had been nearly as important to the spiritual
life of her family as had been the former..Still cautious, Junior approached the back door, the window. Vanadium's body lay on the car floor,
wrapped in the tumbled blanket..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..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..When Junior opened the trunk, he discovered that fishing gear and two wooden carriers full of carpenter's tools left
no room for a dead detective. He would be able to make the body fit only if he dismembered it first..Although he ate more meals in restaurants than
not, he hadn't ordered a burger in twenty-two months, since finding the quarter embedded in the half-melted slice of cheddar, in December of '65.
Indeed, since then, he'd never risked a sandwich of any kind in a restaurant, limiting his selections to foods that were served open on the plate..For
her, the suspense that grew throughout dinner didn't have much to do with whether or not Wally would pop the question, because if he didn't
broach the subject this time, she intended to take the initiative. Instead, Celestina was more tense about whether or not Wally expected that a
heartfelt expression of commitment should be sufficient to induce her to sleep with him..The gray pants of her jogging suit, speckled with rain that
had blown in through the shattered windshield, were suddenly soaked. Her water had broken..Having been so wounded by one death, Celestina
could not imagine how Lipscomb could have survived the loss of his entire family. Pity knotted her heart and cinched her throat so that she spoke
in little more than a whisper: "Was that the American Airlines. . .".He raised the lower sash of the tall double-hung window and slipped quietly into
the dark kitchen. Because the window served also as an emergency exit, it wasn't set above a counter, and ingress was easy..At sunset, the boy
stood in the backyard, gazing up through the branches of the giant oak as an orange sky darkened to coral, to red, to purple, to indigo..The busboy
swept the empty appetizer plates away as the waiter arrived simultaneously with small salads. Fresh martinis followed.."And there's more," said
Vinnie Lincoln, as round as Santa Claus and cherry-cheeked with pleasure at being able to bear these gifts. "The policy contained a
double-indemnity clause in the event of death by accident. The complete tax-free payout is one and a half million.".Tom Vanadium was no
alarmist, and the most logical explanation came to him first. Paul had wanted to learn how to roll a quarter across his knuckles, and in spite of
being dexterously challenged, he practiced hopefully from time to time. No doubt, he had sat at the table this morning--or even last evening, before
bed-dropping the coin repeatedly, until he exhausted his patience.."Phimie said the creep thought it was funny, but using Daddy's voice as
background music also ... well, aroused him, maybe because it further humiliated her and because he knew it would humiliate our father. But we
never told Daddy that part of it. Neither of us saw any useful reason for telling him.".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..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..From the public hallway on the ground level, stairs led to the upper three floors. He would be able to hear anyone
descending long before they arrived..Only madmen were capable of such butchery. Hopeless lunatics like Ed Gein, out there in Wisconsin, arrested
just seven years ago, when Junior had been sixteen. Ed, the inspiration for Psycho, had constructed mobiles out of human noses and lips. He used
human skin to make lampshades and to upholster furniture. His soup bowls had once been human skulls. He ate the hearts and selected other
organs of his victims, wore a belt fashioned from nipples, and occasionally danced under the moon while masked by the scalp and face of a woman
he had murdered..Agnes knew now why this prognostication had dismayed rather charmed her: If you dared to believe in the good fortune
predicted he cards, then you were obliged to believe in the bad, as well..Junior said, "I should know your name from the playbill at the lounge, but
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I'm as bad with names as you are good with faces.".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..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 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..In the kitchen, he fussily avoided the blood and
stepped around Victoria to switch off both ovens. He killed the gas flame under the large pot of boiling water on the cook top..Seeing her, Joey
leaped up front his armchair again. He managed to hold on to his book this time, but he stumbled into the footstool and nearly lost his
balance..Jacob's mentor had been a man named Obadiah Sepharad. They had met when Jacob was eighteen, during a period when he'd been
committed to a psychiatric ward for a short time, his eccentricity having been briefly mistaken for something worse.."Yes. The dried root of a
Brazilian plant, the ipecacuanha. It induces vomiting with great effectiveness. The active ingredient is a powdered white alkaloid called
emetine.".Drawing from a well of inspiration deeper than instinct, Junior knew that if ever he crossed paths with a man named Bartholomew, he
must be prepared to deal with him as aggressively as he had dealt with Naomi. And without delay..If Junior had not been such a rational man,
schooled in logic and reason by the books of Caesar Zedd, he might have snapped there in the street, before the photograph of Seraphim, might
have begun to shake and sob and babble until he wound up in a psychiatric ward. But although his trembling knees felt no more supportive than
aspic, they didn't dissolve under him. He couldn't breathe for a minute, and his vision darkened at the periphery, and the noise of passing traffic
suddenly sounded like the agonized shrieks of people tortured beyond endurance, but he held fast to his wits long enough to realize that the name
under the photo, which served as the centerpiece of a poster, read Celestina White in four-inch letters, not Seraphim..Round of face and round of
body, Vinnie didn't walk like other men; he seemed to bounce lightly along, as if inflated with a mixture of gases that included enough helium to
make him buoyant, though not so much that he was in danger of sailing up and away like a birthday balloon. His smooth cheeks and merry eyes left
a boyish impression, but he was a good attorney, and shrewd.."It's chilly and foggy and late, and there might be villains afoot at this hour," he
intoned with mock gravity. "The two of you are Lipscomb women now, or soon will be, and Lipscomb women never go unescorted through the
dangerous urban night.".He hadn't heard the cop get out of the chair and cross the dark room. Difficult."Soon as Cain is out of sight, we yank up
our tricky vending machines, then haul the real ones out of the van and bolt 'em down again. Slick, fast. People are still picking up quarters when
we finish. And get this-they want to know where the camera is.".In the spring and summer of '66, he flew to Memphis, Tennessee, stayed a few
days, and walked 288 miles to St. Louis. From St. Louis he hiked west 253 miles to Kansas City, Missouri, and then southwest to Wichita. From
Wichita to Oklahoma City. From Oklahoma City east to Fort Smith, Arkansas, from whence he rode home to Bright Beach on a series of
Greyhound buses..These past ten days had been the most difficult of her life, harder even than those following Joey's death. Back then, although
she had lost a husband and a gentle lover and her best friend all at once, she'd had her undiminished faith, as well as her newborn son and all the
promise of his future. She still had her precious boy, even though his future was to some extent blighted, and her faith remained with her, too,
though diminished and offering less solace than before..For the next few days, they would eat all their meals in the suite. Most likely, Cain had left
San Francisco. And even if the killer hadn't fled, this was a big city, where a chance encounter with him was unlikely. Yet having, assumed the role
of guardian, Tom Vanadium had a zero tolerance for risk, because the inimitable Mr. Cain had proved himself to be a master of the unlikely..Most
likely, Reverend White's ramblings were as greasy with sentiment and oily with irrational optimism as were his daughter's paintings, so Junior was
in no hurry to learn the name of the radio program or to write for a transcript of the sermon..Maria gathered up the four jacks and tore them in
thirds. She put the twelve pieces in the breast pocket of her blouse. "I buy to you new cards, but no more ever can you to be having these.".Ten
months later, he finally wore her down. She accepted his proposal, and they set a date for the wedding..Phimie's stubbornly high blood pressure, the
presence of protein in her urine, and other symptoms indicated her preeclampsia wasn't a recent development; she was at increased risk of
eclampsia. Her hypertension was gradually coming under control-but only by resort to more aggressive drug therapy than the physician preferred to
use..When Renee, sweetly oblivious of her looming doom, claimed to have inherited a sizable industrial-valve fortune, Junior thought she might be
inventing the wealth or at least exaggerating to make herself more desirable. But when he accompanied her back to her place, he discovered a level
of luxury that proved she wasn't a shop girl with fantasies..Tom himself had decided to build a new life here, as well, assisting Agnes with her
ever-expanding work. He was not yet sure whether this would include the rededication to his vows and a return to the Roman collar, or whether he
would spend the rest of his days in civvies. He was delaying that decision until the Cain case was resolved..Not a door opened in the narrow street.
Nobody looked out to see what the noise was. Not till long after the men were gone did some neighbors creep out to comfort Otter's people as best
they could. "Oh, it's a curse, a curse, this wizardry!" they said..Daylight had retreated from the windows. Winter night, wound in scarfs of fog, like
a leprous mendicant, rattled out a breath as though begging their attention beyond the glass..Undeterred, the girl said, "Not magic. But maybe I
can't learn to do that one, ever.".of drool. Her eyes rolled, wild with fear, and seemed not to be focused on anything.She looked surprised, all right,
but her expression wasn't the one that Junior had painted on the canvas of his imagination. Her surprise had no delight in it, and she didn't at once
break into a radiant smile..Occasionally he woke in the night and heard himself murmuring the mantra aloud, which apparently he had been
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repeating ceaselessly in his sleep. "Find the father, kill the son." In April, Junior discovered three Bartholomews. Investigating these targets,
prepared to commit homicide, he learned that none had a son named Bartholomew or had ever adopted a child..Knuckle over knuckle, snared in the
web of thumb and forefinger, vanishing into the purse of the palm, secretly traversing the hand, reappearing, knuckle over knuckle, the coin
glimmered as it turned..Nevertheless, being cautious even as he seized the day--or the night, in this case-he parked a short distance from his
destination, on a parallel street. He walked the last three blocks..He stopped straining to see through the black room to the corner armchair. He
closed his eyes and tried to lull himself to sleep by summoning into his mind's eye a lovely but calculatedly monotonous scene of gentle waves
breaking on a moonlit shore..In January '65, while Vanadium had been in the first month of what proved to be an eight-month coma, Enoch Cain
had sought Nolly's assistance in a search for Seraphim's newborn child. When Vanadium had learned about this from Magusson long after the
event, he assumed that Cain had heard Max Bellini's message on his answering machine, made the connection with Seraphim's death in an
"accident" in San Francisco, and set out to find the child because it was his. Fatherhood was the only imaginable reason for his interest in the baby.
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