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As he was wheeled headfirst into the operating room, Barty raised off the gurney pillow. He fixed his gaze on his mother until the door swung shut
between them.."Sure they do," said Wally as he unlocked the two deadbolts. "But you gotta be twenty-one years old to get a license for one.".Junior
spoke the three words aloud and felt a strange resonance between them and his dim memories of Reverend White's voice on that long-ago night.
Yet the link, if any actually existed, remained elusive..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..When Agnes crunched the ice, the nurse said, "No, no. Don't swallow it all at once. Let it melt.".Though Celestina was still holding Angel,
Wally kissed her, and again it was lovely, though shorter than before, and Angel said, "That's a messy kiss.".Bolting up from the couch-"Mom, are
you there?"--she turned to Tom, her face collapsing in a ghastly expression..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..Eventually he put the quarter on
the nightstand, switched off the lamp, and slipped into bed..With his empty sockets draped by unsupported lids, Barty rode home wearing padded
eye patches under sunglasses, his cane propped against the seat at his side, as though he were costumed for a role in a play filled with a Dickensian
amount of childhood suffering..Before Celestina probed and perhaps touched upon a sore tooth of truth, Tom launched into the story of King
Obadiah, Pharaoh of the Fantastic, who had taught him all he knew about sleight of hand..Then her breath caught repeatedly in her breast as her
throat tightened against the influx of air. One particularly difficult inhalation dissolved into a sob, and she wept..No time for horror, disgust. Every
second mattered now, and every minute might cost another life..Never would he pause to reload at this desperate penultimate moment, when
success or failure might be decided in mere seconds. That would be the choice of a man who thought first and acted later, the behavior of a born
loser..A nurse in surgical greens appeared. "Pull up the sleeves of your scrub nearly to your elbows. Scrub hard. I'll tell you when to stop.".Friday
morning, Junior resigned his position as a physical therapist at the rehabilitation hospital. He expected to be able to live well off interest and
dividends for the rest of his life, because his tastes were modest.."Do you know him? " Edom asked, gazing longingly now at the open door, from
which Jacob had turned away. "Obadiah Sepharad? "."And you're saying fear can fill his emptiness as well as sex or booze?" Kathleen
wondered..Junior intended to pack only a single bag, leaving most of his clothes behind. He could afford a fine new wardrobe..Junior was tempted
to experiment with the controls. Maybe other messages were recorded on the machine. Listening to them would be delicious-even if every one of
them turned out to be as meaningless to him as Max's--a little like browsing through a stranger's diary..While you're trying to decide, hand me a
knife, and I'll cut your jugular you brainless medical-school dropout..Of firm but pliable rubber, custom-formed to his disfigured foot, a shoe insert
filled the void left by his missing toe. This simple aid ensured that virtually all footwear was comfortable, and by November, Junior walked with no
discernible limp.."It's just ... the last time I saw him, he trapped me in a corner and told this god awful story, far more than I wanted to know, about
some British murderer back in the forties, this monstrous man who beat people to death with a hammer, drank their blood, then disposed of their
bodies in a vat of acid in his workroom." He shuddered..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..The police. The stupid police. Ringing the bell when they knew he'd been shot. Ringing
the damn doorbell when he lay here helpless, the Industrial Woman lurching toward him, his toe on the other side of the kitchen, ringing the
doorbell when he was losing enough blood to give transfusions to an entire ward of wounded hemophiliacs. The stupid bastards were probably
expecting him to serve tea and a plate of butter cookies, little paper doilies between each cup and saucer..In retrospect, coming here wasn't a wise
move. Evidently, the detective had been following him. Now, Vanadium would puzzle out a motive for this late-night graveyard tour..As outgoing
as his twin uncles were introverted, Barty didn't withdraw from the festivities. Agnes never needed to remind him that family and guests took
precedence over even the most fascinating characters in fiction, and the boy's delight in the company of others pleased his mother and made her
proud..Over many proud generations and at least to the extent of second cousins, no one on either side of Celestina's family had skin of this light
color. They were without exception medium to dark mahogany, many shades darker than this infant..Playing with fire was fun when you didn't
have to attempt to conceal the fact that it was arson..Every time Junior glanced back, Vanadium was following his wake through the throng. Stocky
but almost gliding. Grim and grimmer. Hideous. And closer..He would come. She knew. She had always known, but had half forgotten. There was
something special about Angel, and because of that specialness, she lived under a threat as surely as the newborns of Bethlehem under King
Herod's death decree. Long ago, Celestina glimpsed a complex and mysterious pattern in this, and to the eye of the artist, the symmetry of the
design required that the father would sooner or later come..This room didn't face the street by which Cain would approach the building, so
Vanadium switched on the lights. He spent fifteen minutes examining the mundane contents of the cupboards, searching for nothing in particular,
merely getting an idea of how the suspect lived-and, admittedly, hoping for an item as helpful to a conviction as a severed head in the refrigerator
or at least a plastic-wrapped kilo of marijuana in the freezer..Tom didn't know what to make of this bit of information, so he said, "That's a lot.".In
either case, printing the name in blood was a ritualistic act, and ritualism of this nature was an unmistakable symptom of a seriously unbalanced
mind. Evidently, the wife killer would be easier to crack than expected, because his shell was already badly fractured..He slipped behind the door
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and raised the pewter candlestick over his head. Weighing perhaps five pounds, the object made a formidable bludgeon, almost as good as a
hammer..Vanadium was dead. Pounded with pewter and sunk in a flooded quarry. Gone forever..At the beginning of his third month, instead of at
the end of his fifth, he was combining vowels and consonants: "ba-ba-ba, ga-ga-ga, la-la-la, ca-ca-ca.".I got Starkweather, killing all those people
with no hope of personal gain. You got maniac cops and this new war in Vietnam..Scamp was a multitalented woman, with smoother skin than a
depilated peach, with more delicious roundnesses than Junior could catalog, but she proved not to be the remedy for his tension. Only
Bartholomew, found and destroyed, could give him peace..During the ten days since Joey's passing, a great many people had conveyed their
condolences to Agnes, but until this man, she'd known all of them..As he turned the corner onto Jasmine Way, he felt his heart lift in expectation of
the sight of his home. It wasn't a grand residence--a typical Main Street, USA, house-but it was more splendid to Paul than Paris, London, and
Rome combined, cities that he would never see and would never regret failing to see.."Joey was, after all, an insurance broker," Vinnie reminded
her. "He was going to look out for his family.".He was simplifying and combining concepts, but he knew no other way to quickly give them a feel
for the wonder, the enigma, the sheer spookiness of the world revealed by quantum mechanics.."You'll be out of ICU tomorrow, I bet. You'll have a
phone, I'll call. And I'll come soon as I can.".Finally Vanadium said, "According to the lab report, the baby she was carrying was almost certainly
yours.".The hospital was drowned in the bottomless silence that fills places of human habitation only in the few hours before dawn, when the needs
and hungers' and fears of one day are forgotten and those of the next are.With a tenderness that surprises and moves Celestina, the tall nurse closes
the dead girl's eyes. She opens a fresh, clean sheet and places it over the body, from the feet up, covering the precious face last of all..Somehow,
Vanadium's malevolent spirit was also to blame for Junior's failure to find a new heart mate, in spite of all the women he'd been through.
Undoubtedly, when Bartholomew was dead and Vanadium vanquished with him, romance and true love would bloom..Intuition told Tom
Vanadium that the removal of the paintings was significant, but he wasn't a talented enough Sherlock to leap immediately to the meaning of their
absence..In addition to delivering a honey-raisin pear pie, Agnes had come to offer Obadiah Sepharad a year's work-not performing magic, but
talking about it..AFTER UNDERGOING TESTS for brain tumors or lesions, to ascertain whether his seizure of violent emesis might, in fact, have
a physical cause, Junior was returned to his hospital room shortly before noon..Regardless of her other successes or failures as a parent, Agnes
intended to make certain that Barty never lacked hope, that meaning and purpose flowed through the boy as constantly as blood..The three adults
exclaimed at the disappearance of the quarter, applauded again, and looked knowingly at Tom's hands, which had closed at the sudden conclusion
of all the flourishes..And when she finally looked directly at him, blinked at him, her lashes flicking off a spray of fine droplets, Agnes saw that
Barty was dry. Not a single jewel of rain glimmered in his thick dark hair or on the baby-smooth planes of his face. His shirt and sweater were as
dry as if they had just been taken off a hanger and from a dresser drawer. A few drops darkened the legs of the boy's khaki pants--but Agnes
realized this was water that had dripped from her arm as she'd reached across him to adjust the vent..He smiled. "Those of us who were priests
first--yeah, we're all a broody bunch. Of the others--not many, but probably more than you think.".At one point late in the afternoon, as all three
Hackachaks were hurling scorn and invective at Junior, he noticed Vanadium standing in the doorway, observing. Perfect. He pretended not to see
the cop, and when next he sneaked a look, he discovered that Vanadium had vanished like a wraith. A thick slab of a wraith..Reminding himself
that fortune favored the persistent and that he must always look for the bright side, Junior began with the city itself and with those whose surnames
were Bartholomew. This was a manageable number..But Havnor is also the Great Isle, a broad, rich land; and in the villages inland from the port,
the farmlands of the slopes of Mount Onn, nothing ever changes much. There a song worth singing is likely to be sung again. There old men at the
tavern talk of Morred as if they had known him when they too were young and heroes. There girls walking out to fetch the cows home tell stories
of the women of the Hand, who are forgotten everywhere else in the world, even on Roke, but remembered among those silent, sunlit roads and
fields and in the kitchens by the hearths where housewives work and talk.."I'm paying," Celestina insisted when they were seated. "I'm now a
successful artist, with untold numbers of critics just waiting to savage me."."Maria is coming by with Francesca and Bonita," Agnes said. "We
might as well put all the extensions in the table. Barty, call Uncle Jacob and Uncle Edom and invite them for dinner.".MONEY FOR THE DEAD.
The decomposing flesh of a beloved wife and an unborn baby transmuted into a fortune was an achievement that put to shame the alchemists'
dreams of turning lead to gold..Zedd endorses self-pity, but only if you learn to use it as a springboard to anger, because anger-like hatred--can be a
healthy emotion when properly channeled. Anger can motivate you to heights of achievement you otherwise would never know, even just the
simple furious determination to prove wrong the bastards who mocked you, to rub their faces in the fact of your success. Anger and hatred have
driven all great political leaders, from Hider to Stalin to Mao, who wrote their names indelibly across the face of history, and who were-each, in his
own way-eaten with self-pity when young..A pang of regret pierced her, that her boy's precocity should deny him this fine fantasy, as her morose
father had denied it to her. "He's real," she asserted..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..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..mouth was turned down in
half a frown. From the corner of her lips oozed a stream.Mustering all her hostess skills, Agnes gradually turned the conversation from disastrous
explosions to Fourth of July fireworks, and then to reminiscences of summer evenings when she, Joey, Edom, and Jacob.More walls than not, in
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both rooms, were lined with bookshelves and file cabinets. Here he kept numerous case studies of accidents, man-made disasters, serial killers,
spree killers: proof undeniable that humanity was a fallen species engaged in both the unintentional and calculated destruction of itself.."Nah.
Every secret society has a secret handshake. We'll have this instead." Her face was still close to his, and she rubbed noses with him..She started
toward the door, stopped, and turned to him in the dark. "Kid of mine?".Grace knew it, too, because she went limp with misery in his arms, ceased
struggling against him.."No, no. But being around him so much, inevitably I absorb some details. He's a compelling speaker when the subject
interests him.".make a worrywart life-insurance salesman like me seem just as light hearted as a schoolgirl.".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..They were inseparable, her son and
this cherished girl, as they had been virtually since the moment they had met, more than six years ago. The special perception that they shared--all
the ways things are-accounted for part of their closeness, but only part. The bond between them was so deep that it defied understanding, as
mysterious as the concept of the Trinity, three gods in one..He first eased from aisle to aisle, but soon moved more quickly, convinced that the
singer would be found beyond the next turn, and then the next. Was that her trailing shadow he had glimpsed, slipping around the comer ahead of
him? Her womanly scent lingering in the air after her passage?.He also concluded arrangements to open an account for Gammoner in a Grand
Cayman Island bank and one for Pinchbeck in Switzerland..Into the autumn of 1967, Junior reviewed hundreds of thousands of phone listings, and
occasionally he located a rare Bartholomew. In San Rafael or Marinwood. In Greenbrae or San Anselmo. Located and investigated and cleared
them of any connection with Seraphim White's bastard baby.."If you ranted at him about earthquakes, tornadoes, erupting volcanoes, and all that
stuff, how could he mistake you for me?".Sitting forward in his armchair, Obadiah lowered his hands to his knees, and in thoughtful silence, he
stared at them..This time, even San Francisco, under a Chinese-blue sky stippled with a cloisonne of silver-and-gold clouds, couldn't provide solace
or calm Celestina's nerves. Her sister's dilemma wasn't as easily put out of mind as any problem of her own might have been-and she herself had
never been in such an awful situation as Phimie was now..At nearly forty years of age, Edom still dreamed of that grim summer afternoon,
although not as often as in the past. When it troubled his sleep these days, it was a nightmare that gradually metamorphosed into a dream of
tenderness and hope. Until the last few years, he'd always awakened when the roses were being jammed into his mouth or when the thorns flicked
through his eyelashes, or when Agnes began to strike their father with the Bible, thus seeming to assure worse punishment. This additional act, this
transition from horror to hope before he woke, had been added when Agnes was pregnant with Barty. Edom didn't know why this should be so, and
he didn't try to analyze it. He was simply grateful for the change, because he woke now in a state of peace, never with worse than a shudder, no
longer with a hoarse cry of anguish..The sign promised topless dancers. Although Junior had been in San Francisco for over a week, he had not yet
sampled this avant-garde art form..And so at the age of thirty-one, after more than twenty-eight years of blindness with a few short reprieves, Barty
Lampion received the gift of sight from his ten-year-old daughter. 1996 through 2000: Day after day, the work was done in memory of Agnes
Lampion, Joey Lampion, Harrison White, Seraphim White, Jacob Isaacson, Simon Magusson, Tom Vanadium, Grace White, and most recently
Wally Lipscomb, in memory of all those who had given so much and, though perhaps still alive in other places, were gone from here..The 9-mm
pistol and the ammunition were on the foyer table. With trembling hands, Junior tore open the boxes and loaded the gun..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.."Oh, Wally, I
am worried. I'm deeply worried. My mama is going to buy herself a first-class ticket to the fiery pit if she doesn't stop this prevaricatin'.".Her fear,
Agnes suddenly realized, arose from her father's often expressed conviction that an attempt to excel at anything was a sin that would one day be
grievously punished. All forms of amusement were sinful, by his way of thinking, and all those who sought even the simplest entertainment were
lost souls; however, those who desired to amuse others were the worse sinners, because they were overflowing with pride, striving to shine, eager
to make themselves into false gods, to be praised and adored as only God should be adored. Actors, musicians, singers, novelists were doomed to
hell by the very acts of creation which, in their egomania, they saw as the equal of their Creator's work. Striving to excel at anything, in fact, was a
sign of corruption in the soul, whether one wanted to be recognized as a superior carpenter or car mechanic, or a grower of prize roses. Talent, in
her father's view, was not a gift from God, but from the devil, meant to distract us from prayer, penitence, and duty.."I mean it. You have a lot of
responsibilities here. Barty. Pie Lady Services. People who depend on you. Friends who love you. When you came on board with me, mister, you
bought into a whole lot more than you can walk away from.".Junior blinked and dared not speak, because he didn't know any Bartholomew, and
now he was certain the cop was weaving an elaborate web of deceit, setting a trap. Why would he have spoken a name that meant nothing to
him?.After the amusement park, no hospital for the Pie Lady. With Wally near, she had a doctor all her own, capable of giving her the anticancer
drugs and transfusions that she required. While radiation therapy is prescribed for acute lymphoblastic leukemia, it is much less useful to treat
myeloblastic cases, and in this instance, it wasn't deemed helpful, which made treatment at home even easier..Posing as a counselor with Catholic
Family Services, he phoned each listed Bartholomew, with a question related to his or her recent adoption. Those who expressed bafflement, and
who claimed not to have adopted a child, were generally stricken from his list..On this occasion, however, he couldn't have focused on a book even
if he'd had the strength to hold it. The fierce paroxysms that clenched his guts also destroyed his ability to concentrate..All these punctures in the
wall. Gouges. Slashes. So much rage required to make them..WHEN DR. JIM PARKHURST made his evening rounds, Junior didn't continue to
feign sleep but asked earnest questions to which he knew most of the answers, having eavesdropped on the conversation between the physician and
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Detective Vanadium..The water shut off, and Junior heard the ratcheting noise of a paper-towel dispenser..As if vengeful spirits weren't trouble
enough, he had for three years been struggling unwittingly against the terrible power of the minister's curse, black Baptist voodoo that made his life
miserable. He knew now why he had been plagued by violent nervous emesis, by epic diarrhea, by hideously disfiguring hives. The failure to find a
heart mate, the humiliation with Renee Vivi, the two nasty cases of gonorrhea, the disastrous meditative catatonia, the inability to learn French and
German, his loneliness, his emptiness, his thwarted attempts to find and kill the bastard boy born of Phimie's womb: All these things and more,
much more, were the hateful consequences of the vicious, vindictive voodoo of that hypocritical Christian. As a highly self-improved, fully
evolved, committed man who was comfortable with his raw instincts, Junior should be sailing through life on calm seas, under perpetually sunny
sides, with his sails always full of wind, but instead he was constantly cruelly battered and storm-tossed through an unrelenting night, not because
of any shortcomings of mind or heart, or character, but because of black magic..From the bathroom, Junior gathered an electric razor and toiletries.
He added these to the suitcases.."September 27, 1962. Barcelona, Spain. A flood killed four hundred forty-five people."."One of the things I was
searching for in your house was a life insurance policy on your wife. I didn't find one. Didn't find any canceled checks for the premium, either.".To
her mother, Celestina said, "What did you mean when you said you'd heard all about Barty here?"."We've mapped three routes to the top," Angel
said, "and each offers different challenges. Barty's eventually going to climb all of them, but he's starting with the hardest.".She hung her head,
covered her face with her chilled hands, and wondered how her mother could sustain faith in God when such terrible things could happen to
someone as innocent as Phimie..Junior thought he was alone, but just when he felt capable of summoning the energy to shift to a more comfortable
position, he heard a man clear his throat. The phlegmy sound had come from beyond the.Agnes rubbed noses with him again, kissed him, and rose
from the edge of the bed..Yet he brooded even at breakfast, in spite of the consolation of clotted cream and berries, raisin scones and cinnamon
butter. In better worlds, wiser Tom Vanadiums chose different tactics that resulted in less misery than this, in a far swifter conveyance of Enoch
Cain to the halls of justice. But he was none of those Tom Vanadiums. He was only this Tom, flawed "land struggling, and he couldn't take comfort
in the fact that elsewhere he had proved to be a better man..The night was in flight, however, and he had a lot to do before it swooped straight into
morning..The sight of the heavily bandaged face apparently pressed all of the compassion buttons in the reverend, because he broke out of his
paralytic shock and started forward-before he registered the weapon..Softened by a Shantung shade, the lamplight was golden on his small smooth
face, but sapphire and emerald in his eyes..She also sought forgiveness for the hardness with which she had treated Nicholas Deed..Evidently, the
hero was accustomed to encounters of this nature. He rose, pulled out the unused fourth chair. "Please sit with us.".For reasons of mice and dust,
doors at the Lampion house were never left ajar, let alone open this wide.."Uncle Edom. Uncle Jacob. Aunt Maria. So I can remember faces after ...
you know."."That's obvious to us, but not always to others. Apparently, this would have been some years ago.".He rewound the words, played them
again, but still the source of the threat eluded him. He was hearing them in his own voice, as if he had once read them in a book, but he suspected
that they had been spoken to him and that.A pathologically suspicious cop, aware of Junior's acute.; emesis following Naomi's death, might
imagine a connection between this epic bout of diarrhea and Victoria's murder, and Vanadium's disappearance Here was an avenue of speculation
that he did not want to encourage..Junior was pleasantly surprised by his flexibility and by his audacity. He was, indeed, a new man, a daring
adventurer, and by the day he grew more formidable.
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