A Star For A Night A Story Of Stage Life

A STAR FOR A NIGHT A STORY OF STAGE LIFE
Off the hard surfaces of cabinets, refrigerator, and ovens, the twin reports crashed and rattled. The windowpanes briefly thrummed..SERAPHIM
AETHIONEMA WHITE was nothing whatsoever like her name, except that she had as kind a heart and as good a soul as any among the hosts in
Heaven. She did not have wings, as did the angels after which she had been named, and she couldn't sing as sweetly as the seraphim, either, for she
had been blessed with a throaty voice and far too much humility to be a performer. Aethionema were delicate flowers, either pale-or rose-pink, and
while this girl, just sixteen, was beautiful by any standard, she was not a delicate soul but a strong one, not likely to be shaken apart in even the
highest wind..Jacob grunted, but probably not because he'd heard what had been said about him, more likely because he'd just turned the page to
find a photo of dead cattle piled up like driftwood against the American Legion Hall in some flood-ravaged town in Arkansas..He smiled ruefully.
"Might be ready for a wedding by then, but not a honeymoon.".One, two, three, four-Edom took away all the remaining pies. He pointed at Barty
and then at the empty table..Edom and Jacob came to dinner with Agnes every evening. And though the past weighed heavily on them when they
were under this roof, without fail they stayed long enough to wash the dishes before fleeing back to their apartments over the garage..Only Angel
spoke, with nary a catch or quiver, fully confident in her Barty. "Anything he can teach me, I can learn, and anything I can see, he can know.
Anything, Aunt Aggie.".SHORTLY BEFORE one o'clock, the Hackachaks descended in a fury, eyes full of bloody intent, teeth bared, voices
shrill..Angel moved her hand to Barty's right eye, and again he didn't twitch with surprise when her fingers lightly touched his closed and sagging
lid. "I won't let you forget.".He knew for a fact that Seraphim had died in childbirth. He had seen the gathering of Negroes at her funeral in the
cemetery, the day of Naomi's burial. He had heard Max Bellini's message on the maniac cop's Ansaphone..Since childhood, he had been waiting for
this moment-if indeed it was The Moment-and he had nearly lost hope that the much-desired encounter would ever come to pass. He had expected
to find others with his perceptions among physicists or mathematicians, among monks or mystics, but never in the form of a three-year-old girl
dressed all in midnight-blue except for a red belt and two red hair bows..Tom stared down into the oceanic depths of the city, through the reefs of
buildings, to the lamp-fish cars schooling through the great trenches..From a cutlery drawer, Tom withdrew a knife. The largest and sharpest blade
in the small collection..She couldn't explain her anxiety to him, because he believed in the supremacy of laws, in the justice that might be delivered
in this fife, in a comparatively simple reality, and he would not comprehend the glorilously, frighteningly, reassuringly, strangely, and deeply
complex reality Agnes occasionally perceived-usually peripherally, sometimes intellectually, but often with her heart. This was a world in which
effect could come before cause, in which what seemed to be coincidence was, in fact, merely the visible part of a far larger pattern that couldn't be
seen whole..He had assumed that the dinner guest was Victoria's lover, but suddenly he realized that this might not be the case. The man might be
nothing more than a friend. Her father or a brother. In which case the invitation to romance-posed by the coquettishly arranged wine and
rose-would be so wildly inappropriate that the visitor would know at."Here we are," said the driver, braking to a stop at the curb in front of the
gallery..He fiddled with the cylinder until it swung open. Five chambers, a gleaming cartridge in each.., Heart jumping like the heart of a
fox-stalked rabbit, she ran from the driveway into the yard. She would have cried out if her throat hadn't seized up with terror at the sight of her boy
at neck-breaking height. By the time she could speak, she realized that a shout, or even the unexpected sound of her plaintive voice, might unnerve
him, cause him to misstep, and bring him caroming down, limb to limb, in a bone snapping plunge..By nature, she was unable to hold fast to
resentment, couldn't nurture a grudge, and was incapable of vengeance. She had forgiven even her father, who had put her through hell for so long,
who had blighted the lives of her brothers, and who had killed her mother. Forgiving was not the same as condoning. Forgiving did not mean that
you had to exonerate or forget..Anyway, if Celestina escaped, there would be a witness, and it wouldn't matter to a jury that she was a talentless
bitch who painted kitsch. She would have seen Junior get out of the Mercedes and would be able to provide at least a half-accurate description of
the car in spite of the fog. He still hoped to pull this off without having to give up his good life on Russian Hill..When Victoria finally calmed her
racing heart, she returned the spoon to the tray on the nightstand, stoppered the carafe, and said, "That's enough for now, Mr. Cain. In your
condition, even too much I melted ice might trigger renewed vomiting.".Clearly, she had learned nothing from her reading. No sincere and
thoughtful student of Zedd would be as sorely lacking in self-control as Frieda Bliss..When Agnes crunched the ice, the nurse said, "No, no. Don't
swallow it all at once. Let it melt."."Ouch," said Edom, and this earned him loving smiles from Maria, Agnes, and Barty..Agnes's sharp intake of
breath caused Edom to look up from his nephew's name. Pale, she was, her eyes as haunted as old mansions..The dinner guest leaned back into the
car, as though to retrieve something. Perhaps he, too, had been considerate enough to bring a small gift for his hostess..On this January twilight, as
Maria Elena Gonzalez drove south along the coast from Newport Beach, all men of the sea must have been reaching for bottles of rum to celebrate
the fruit-punch sky: ripe cherries in the west, blood oranges overhead, clustered grapes dark purple in the east..Requests for permission to make
copies of any part of the work should be mailed to the following address:.Although Junior continued to feel threatened, continued to trust his
instinct in this matter, he didn't devote his every waking hour to the hunt. He had a life to enjoy, after all. Self-improvements to undertake, galleries
to explore, women to pursue..Junior's throat wasn't half as sore as it had been the previous afternoon, and to these men, his soft, coarse voice must
have sounded not abraded, but raw with emotion. "I don't care what's customary. I don't want anything. I don't blame anyone. These things happen.
If you have a liability release with you, I'll sign it right now.".As a homicide detective, Vanadium had a career-spanning ninety eight percent
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closure-and-conviction record on the cases he handled. Once convinced he had found the guilty party, he didn't rely solely on solid police work. He
augmented the usual investigative procedures and techniques with his own brand of psychological warfare-sometimes subtle, sometimes not-which
frequently encouraged the perpetrator to make mistakes that convicted him..He stepped into the house, quietly closed the front door, and examined
the bottle. The glass was thick, especially at the base, where a large punt--a deep indentation-encouraged sediment to gather along the rim rather
than across the entire bottom of the bottle. This design feature secondarily contributed to the strength of the container. Evidently he had hit her with
the bottom third of the bottle, which could most easily withstand the blow..In the glamorous cocktail lounge of this elegant hotel, Junior was
necessarily forced to use other of Zedd's techniques-and more brandy--to liberate from his subconscious the name of the caller on the Ansaphone.
Max. The caller had said, It's Max..The weather was good, so he went for a walk, though he crossed the street repeatedly to avoid passing
newspaper-vending machines..The fire department. The firemen could come without sirens, quietly with their ladders, so as not to break Barty's
concentration..Unable to run, he raised his arms defensively, crossing them in front of his face, though the impact of the coins wasn't painful.
Volleys flicked off his fingers, palms, and wrists..Putting an arm around Paul's shoulders, Dr. Salk walked with him along a street lined with
eucalyptuses and Torrey pines, to a nearby pocket park. They sat on a bench in the sunshine and watched duck waddle on the shore of a man-made
pond..Five days later, on Barty's birthday morning, when Agnes and Edom were in the kitchen, making preparations for the visits that had earned
her the affectionate title of Pie Lady, Barty was in his highchair, eating a vanilla wafer lightly dampened with milk. Each time a crumb fell from the
cookie, the boy plucked it off the tray and neatly conveyed it to his tongue..Looking down at Barty, Agnes saw the ghost of Joey in the baby's face,
and although she half believed that her husband would be alive now if he had never tempted fate by putting such a high price on his fife, she
couldn't find any anger in her heart for him. She must accept this final generosity with grace-if also without enthusiasm..The paper towels were
spotted with butter. He crumpled them and threw them in the trash..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..She wanted to go to San Francisco with Celestina, to have the baby in the city, where the father-and not incidentally her
friends and Reverend White's parishioners-would never know she'd given birth. The more her parents and sister argued against this plan, the more
agitated Phimie became, until they worried that they would jeopardize her health and mental stability if they didn't do as she wished..FOR
AMERICANS OF Chinese descent-and San Francisco has a large Chinese population-1965 was the Year of the Snake. For Junior Cain, it was the
Year of the Gun, though it didn't start out that way..Through the big window beyond her, the charry branches of the massive oak tree formed a
black cat's cradle against the sky, leaves quivering slightly, as though nature herself trembled in trepidation of what Junior Cain might do..PAUL
DAMASCUS WAS walking the northern coast of California: Point Reyes Station to Tomales, to Bodega Bay, on to Stewarts Point, Gualala, and
Mendocino. Some days he put in as little as ten miles, and other days he traveled more than thirty..She sat on the end of the table, where Barty had
sat, now at eye level with the standing physician..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..Through her efforts, the Bright Beach Public Library sponsored an amibitious
oral-history project financed by two private foundations and by an annual strawberry festival. Local retirees were enlisted to record the stories of
their lives, so that their experiences, insights, and knowledge wouldn't be lost to generations yet unborn..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..Her lead gaze was still
surprisingly clear. How remarkable that the impact hadn't caused a starburst hemorrhage in either of her exquisite, lavender-blue eyes. No blood,
lust surprise..The paramedic put aside the needle, having used it, and grabbed the paddles of a.For a while, Celestina had worried that the girl was
slower to walk than other children, slower to talk, and slower to develop her vocabulary, even though Celestina read aloud to her from storybooks
every day. Then, during the past six months, Angel had caught up in a rush though she traveled a road somewhat different from what the
childrearing books described. Her first word was mama, which was fairly standard, but her second was blue, which for a while came out "boo." At
three, an average child would be doing exceptionally well to identify four colors; Angel could name eleven, including black and white, because she
was able routinely to differentiate pink from red, and purple from blue..Being uniquely sensitive, he had mourned Naomi with his entire body, with
violent emesis and pharyngeal bleeding and incontinence. His grief had been so racking that it might have killed him. Enough was enough..For
each of them, Agnes put one scoop of vanilla ice cream in a tall glass of root beer, and after changing quickly into their pajamas, they sat together
in Barty's bed, enjoying their treats, while she read aloud the last sixty pages of Starman Jones..The ghost cop was forty feet behind him, beyond
ranks of other pedestrians, every one of whom might as well have been faceless now, smooth and featureless from brow to chin, because suddenly
Junior could see no countenance other than that of the walking dead man. The haunting visage bobbed up and down as the grim spirit strode along,
vanishing and reappearing and then vanishing again among all the bobbing and swaying heads of the intervening multitudes.."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.".Suddenly
Junior intuited the identity of the man in the chair. Beyond question, this was the plainclothes police officer with the birthmark..Sweet-tempered,
generous, honest, kind Naomi had surely been incapable of murdering anyone-least of all the man she loved..She could see now what she hadn't
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seen when running with him through the cemetery, because she was looking directly at him. Yet even seeing did not make it easy to believe.."I
don't have to graduate in the spring of next year. I can take fewer classes, graduate the spring after. That's no big deal.".In the gallery windows,
eight of the nine sculptures were so disturbing that many passersby, catching sight of them, blanched and looked away and hurried on. Not
everyone can be a connoisseur.."Many claimed Maharion's throne, but none could keep it, and the quarrels of the claimants divided all loyalties. No
commonwealth was left and no justice, only the will of the wealthy. Men of noble houses, merchants, and pirates, any who could hire soldiers and
wizards called himself a lord, claiming lands and cities as his property. The warlords made those they conquered slaves, and those they hired were
in truth slaves, having only their masters to safeguard them from rival warlords seizing the lands, and sea-pirates raiding the ports, and bands and
hordes of lawless, miserable men dispossessed of their living, driven by hunger to raid and rob.".He snatched up the wine list before she could look
at it. "If you're paying, then I'm ordering whatever costs the most, regardless of what it tastes like.".To the left, a door led to a back staircase,
accessible with the special key already in his hand. To the right: a key-operated service elevator for which he'd been provided a separate key..While
Jacob ate, he browsed through a new coffee-table book on dam disasters. He talked more to himself than to Barty and Angel, as he spot-read the
text and looked at pictures. "Oh, my," he would say in sonorous tones. Or sadly, sadly: "Oh, the horror of it." Or with indignation: "Criminal.
Criminal that it was built so poorly." Sometimes he clucked his tongue in his cheek or sighed or groaned in commiseration..At home, Agnes had no
appetite, but she fixed Barty a cheese sandwich, spooned potato salad into a dish, added a bag of corn chips and a Coke, and served this late dinner
on a tray, in his room, where he was already in bed and reading Tunnel in the Sky..She wanted to tell him not to say these queer things, not to talk
this way, yet she couldn't speak those words. When Barty asked her why, as inevitably he would, she'd have to say she was worried that something
might be terribly wrong with him, but she couldn't express this fear to her boy, not ever. He was the lintel of her heart, the keystone of her soul, and
if he failed because of her lack of confidence in him, she herself would collapse into ruin..Neither Agnes nor Edom knew of Jacob's great skill with
cards. He had been discreet about his apprenticeship with Obadiah, and for almost twenty years, he'd resisted the urge to dazzle his siblings with his
expertise..Solitude, however, was his preference. He found the sympathy of friends unbearable, a constant reminder that Perri was gone.."I
suspect," Tom said, "that any job you set your mind to, you'd be as good as you are at teeth.".As though giving voice to her worst fear had made it
come true, Agnes was seized by a contraction so painful that she cried out and clutched the paramedic's hands tightly enough to make him wince.
She felt a peculiar swelling within, then an awful looseness, pressure followed at once by release..At the far end of the table, Agnes shot up from
her chair as her son said rain, and as he said wet, she spoke warningly: "Barty!".Edom and Jacob flanked the gurney, each gripping one of Barty's
feet through the sheet that covered them, escorting him with the same stony determination that you saw on the faces of the Secret Service agents
who bracketed the President of the United States..find the detective's unlikely theory and persistent questioning to be tedious. "I seriously doubt
that a dose of ipecac would produce such a violent response as in this case-not pharyngeal hemorrhage, for God's.Wet cobblestones and tattered
blacktop. Hurry, hurry. Past the lighted casement window in the gallery men's room..So it became dangerous to practice sorcery, except under the
protection of a strong warlord; and even then, if a wizard met up with one whose powers were greater than his own, he might be destroyed. And if a
wizard let down his guard among the common folk, they too might destroy him if they could, seeing him as the source of the worst evils they
suffered, a malign being. In those years, in the minds of most people, all magic was black..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 Detective Vanadium..Celestina stared at the small, brown face, opening herself to the anger and hatred
with which she had regarded this child in the operating room..The pewter bludgeon slammed into the back of his skull with a hard pack. The scalp
tore, blood sprang forth, and the man fell as hard as Victoria had fallen under the influence of a good Merlot, although he went facedown, not
faceup as she had done.."Well, maybe you're right," Bellini said somewhat acerbically, before departing, "but then you've had the advantage of an
illegal search, while I'm hampered by such niceties as warrants."."I know Edom and Jacob have been a burden," said Vinnie, "you having to be
responsible for them-".Shaking her head, Celestina said, "I can only pay for a studio apartment, something small.".Looking up at the mirror above
the sink, he saw reflected not the self-improved and fully realized man that he'd worked so hard to become, but the pale, round-eyed little boy who
had hidden from his mother when she had been in the deepest and darkest end of one of her cocaine-assisted, amphetamine-spiced mood swings,
before she traded cold reality for the warm coziness of the asylum. As if some whirlpool of time was spinning him backward into the hateful past,
Junior felt his hard-won defenses being stripped away..Junior had left the front door locked, because if unlocked, it would look as though he had
wanted to facilitate their entry, and it would make them suspicious of the whole scenario..Rising slowly like the blade in the hands of an ax
murderer as deliberate as an accountant, Thomas Vanadium's gaze arced from Junior's clenched fist to his face..Otter said nothing..As the nurse
gave Junior the injection, Parkhurst said, "You're an exceptionally sensitive man, Enoch. That's a quality to be much admired in an often unfeeling
world. But in your current condition, your sensitivity is your worst enemy.".Far from idiotic, Junior's cause was his survival and salvation, and he
committed himself to it with every fiber of his body, with all of his mind and heart..Because they were smaller than men and could move more
easily in narrow places, or because they were at home with the earth, or most likely because it was the custom, women had always worked the
mines of Earthsea. These miners were free women, not slaves like the workers in the roaster tower. Gelluk had made him foreman over the miners,
Licky said, but he did no work in the mine; the miners forbade it, earnestly believing it was the worst of bad luck for a man to pick up a shovel or
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shore a timber. "Suits me," Licky said..replace her. I'd never be able to spend a penny of it. Not a penny. I'd have to give it away. What would be
the point?".Junior decided to attend the festivities, after all, motivated by the prospect of connecting with a woman more pliant than the Bavol
Poriferan sculpture..Smiling, pulling the blanket more tightly around herself, she said, "You look after your old mom, don't you?".Because of his
blindness and his intellectual gifts, Barty was home schooled; besides, no teacher was a match for his autodidactic skills, nor could anyone possibly
inspire in him a greater thirst for knowledge than the one with which he had been born. Angel went to this same informal classroom, and her sole
fellow student was also her teacher. They aced the periodic equivalency tests that the law required. Their constant companionship seemed to be all
play, yet was filled with constant learning, too..Even Rudy, as huge as Big Foot and as amoral as a skink, was afraid of this woman..Of course, he
also might have shot off his own thumbs as double insurance against being drafted and sent to Vietnam..Rising from the chair and approaching the
bed, the detective kept turning the quarter without hesitation. "She was a very sweet girl. Very romantic. Her diary's full of rhapsodies about
married life, about you. She thought you were the finest man she'd ever known and the perfect husband."."There's a valuable lesson in that," Agnes
said. "Others can learn from it if you care to share. But if you want to record your life only up to the card cheating, that's okay, too. Even that far,
it's a fascinating journey, a story that shouldn't be lost with you when you pass on. Libraries are packed with biographies of movie stars and
politicians' most of them not capable of as much meaningful self-analysis as you'd get from a toad. We don't need to know more about celebrities'
lives, Obadiah. What might help us, what might even save us, is knowing more about the lives of real people who've never made it even medium
but who know where they came from and why."."I wouldn't just whack anyone, not even a worm bucket like Cain, any more than I would commit
suicide. Remember, I believe in eternal consequences.".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."Jacob scares people," Agnes
said. "No one would eat a pie that Jacob delivered without having it tested at a lab.".Like the chicken egg. As weary as she was, Agnes could not at
once puzzle out the meaning of those four words. Then: "Oh. He's in an incubator."."And even in her dreams, you're determined to be there for her.
There was a boogeyman, I have no doubt you would kick his hairy ass, and he wouldn't come around again, ever. So you just go in this
gallery,.Mary was at play here, and the sight of her, his first in seven years, almost brought Barty to his knees. She was the image of her mother,
and he knew that this must be at least a little bit what Angel had looked like when, at three, she had initially arrived here in 1968, when she
explored the kitchen on that first day and found the toaster under a sock..the sentences. The substance of what she said and the tone in which she
said it were so perfect that it almost seemed as though an angel had relieved her of this burden by possessing her long enough to help her son
understand what must happen and why..On Christmas Eve, 1996, the family gathered in the middle of the three houses for dinner. The living-room
furniture had been moved aside to the walls, and three tables had been set end to end, the length of the room, to accommodate everyone..A
spirit-shredding bleakness clawed at her, but she couldn't permit it to leave her in tatters. If she traded hope for despair, as her brothers had done,
Bartholomew would be finished before he'd begun. She owed him optimism, lessons in the joy of life..Indeed, the winter storm had dampened
neither his hair nor his clothes. The rain appeared to slide away from him a millimeter before contact, as though the water and the man were
composed of matter and antimatter that must either repel each other or, on contact, trigger a cataclysmic blast that would shatter the very
foundation of the universe.
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