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HISTOPATHOLOGY REPORTING GUIDELINES FOR SURGICAL CANCER
On January 1, 1966, five days before Barty's first birthday, Agnes discovered him, in his playpen, engaged in unusual toe play. He wasn't simply,
randomly tickling or tugging on his toes. Between thumb and forefinger, he firmly pinched the little piggy on his left foot, and then one by one
pinched his way to the biggest toe. His attention shifted to his right foot, on which he first pinched the big toe before systematically working down
to the smallest..Yet when he put her down in the upstairs hall, she cried out for her husband--"Harry!" "-and tried to plunge once more into the
narrow stairwell..Shifting the Suburban out of park, Wally said, "I didn't know Baptists indulged in wagering.".Among those present before the
caravan returned were a few who should have known better than to allow this madness. Tom Vanadium, Edom, Maria. They stared up at the boy,
tense and solemn, and Agnes could only suppose that they, too, had arrived after the fact, with the boy already beyond easy recall..In the neatly
ordered bedroom, he removed his shoes. Stretching out on the bed, he stared at the ceiling, feeling useless..According to the brief biographic note
with the picture, Celestina White was a graduate of San Francisco's Academy of Art College. She had been born and raised in Spruce Hills,
Oregon, the daughter of a minister..Junior wasn't concerned that the shots would attract unwanted attention. These large rural properties and a
plenitude of muffling trees made it unlikely that the nearest neighbor would hear anything..and proceeded to turn it across his knuckles as swiftly
and smoothly as be bad with his right hand..As kinky and thrilling as it had been to make love to the girl while playing the recorded rough draft of a
new sermon that she had been transcribing for her father, Junior could now recall nothing of what the reverend had said, only the tone and the
timbre of his voice. Whether instinct, nervous irritation, or merely the sherry should be blamed, he was troubled by the thought that there was
something significant about the content of that tape..He had never associated Enoch Cain's dreaded Bartholomew with the disciple Bartholomew in
Harrison White's sermon, which had been broadcast once in December '64, the month prior to Naomi's murder and again in January `65. Even now,
with blood-scrawled-and-stabbed Bartholomew on the wall and with This Momentous Day before him in the brochure, Tom Vanadium couldn't
quite make the connection. He strove to pull together the broken lengths in this chain of evidence, but they remained separated by one missing
link..Agnes wasn't able to interpret his expression, not because he was in the least difficult to read, but because her perceptions were skewed by
sudden fear and a flood of adrenaline. Her heart seemed to spin like a flywheel in her breast.."Bet I could, and sell it, too," she said. "I might not be
as good at it as I am at teeth, but I'd be better than some I've read."."We don't believe it does, do we, Daddy? We don't believe blood tells. We
believe we're born to hope, under a mantle of mercy, don't we?".Too late. The parsonage was fully engulfed. With luck, they would save the
church..Sometimes, just the thought of getting in the car and venturing into the dangerous world was intolerable. Then he settled into his La-ZBoy
and waited for the natural disaster that would soon scrub him off the earth as though he had never existed..Considering his formidable size, his
clothes ought to have served an image of virile masculinity: boots, jeans, red flannel shirt. His ducked head, slumped posture, and shuffling feet
were reminders, however, that many young boys, too, dressed this way..As he'd been instructed, Vanadium felt along the return edge of the carved
limestone casing to the right of the window until he located a quarter-inch-diameter steel pin that protruded an inch. The pin was grooved to
facilitate a grip. An insistent, steady pull was required, but as promised, the thumb-turn latch on the inside disengaged..Above the wainscoting, the
walls were Sheetrock, unlike the plaster elsewhere in the apartment. On one of them, Enoch Cain had scrawled Bartholomew three times..After
moving all of a hundred feet, Celestina and Wally-with Grace fretting that someone would be hurt-had torn down the high stave fence between
properties, for theirs had become one family with many names: Lampion, White, Lipscomb, Isaacson. When backyards were joined and a
connecting walkway poured, Barty's travels from house to house were greatly simplified, and regular visits by the Gonzalez, Damascus, and
Vanadium branches of the clan were also facilitated..When he dared to look in the mirror above the sink, he expected to see a haggard face, sunken
eyes, but the grim experience had left no visible mark. He quickly combed his hair. Indeed, he looked so fine that women would as usual caress
him with their yearning gazes when he made his way back through the gallery..Celestina had a delayed reaction to Barty's name. An odd look came
over her. "Barty? Short for ... Bartholomew?".THE CRISP CRACKLE of faux flames, the way they made them in the days of radio dramas, back
in the 1930s and '40s, when he was a boy: cellophane..In time, his hand tightened feebly on hers. And a while after that hopeful sign, his eyelids
fluttered, opened..Celestina put Angel down, and the girl raced to the bathroom as Wally stepped into the public hall and pulled the apartment door
shut behind him..This was the same woman who had been stripping the second bed when Celestina arrived earlier. Now she was here to remake the
first..'Miss White," he continued, still facing the window, "not long before you arrived in surgery this morning, your sister died on the table. We
hadn't delivered the baby yet, and perhaps couldn't have done so, by cesarean, in time to prevent brain damage, so for both the sake of the mother
and child, heroic efforts were made to bring Phimie back and ensure continued circulation to the fetus until we could extract it.".Angel returned to
the table for apple juice and to announce, "They got a cookie-jar Jesus!"."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.".Through the remainder of his dinner, he was entirely future focused, the
past put safely out of mind. Until ...."Paul," she said, "you've got a lovely house, but Celestina and Grace are doers. They need to keep occupied.
They'll go stir-crazy if they don't stay busy. Am I right, ladies?".As the storm failed to dampen Joey, so the rotating red-and-white beacons on the
surrounding police vehicles did not touch him. The."Dr. Lipscomb delivered the baby like two minutes ago. The afterbirth hasn't even been
removed yet," the nurse informed her..On this morning in March, minutes after the pie caravan had departed, Edom got his Ford Country Squire
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out of the garage and drove to the nursery, which opened early. Spring was drawing near, and much work needed to be done to make the most of
the rosarium that Joey Lampion had encouraged him to restore. He happily contemplated hours of browsing through plant stock, tools, and
gardening supplies..Caring for her, in every sense of that word, had made him a far happier man than he would otherwise have been-and a far better
one..When she tried to say bow, the how of speech eluded her, and she sat as mute as if no words had ever passed her lips before.."it totally
destroyed four towns, as if they were hit by atom bombs, tore up parts of six more towns, destroyed fifteen thousand homes. That's just the homes.
This thing was black, huge and black and hideous, with continuous lightning snapping through it, and a roar, they said, like a hundred
thunderstorms booming all at once."."I can do this with just a very little Novocain," she said, "so your mouth won't be numb for dinner."."Couldn't
carry these three ladies," he said. "Svelte as they are, they still weigh more than a backpack.".The Bones of the Earth."It sure is," Barty said. When
only a mortified silence followed his remark, he added: "Gee, I thought that was kinda funny."."Well, he was an insurance agent, and numbers are
important in that line of work. And he was a good investor, too. Not the whiz you are with numbers, but I'm sure you got some of your talent from
him.."Would you pretend to wake up if I tried to smother you?" asked Detective Vanadium.."The exquisite kind," he replied, glad that he had read
so many books on the art of seduction and therefore knew precisely the right thing to say.."Why should I care whether you have any peace?" she
asked, and she seemed to be listening to a woman other than herself..He found it difficult to make a painful personal revelation sound sincere when
delivered in a shout, but he managed well enough to bring a shine of tears to her eyes: "Part of my left foot was shot off in this upcountry sweep we
did.".excited, shrieking. Branch to branch, the flapping of wings is leathery, demonic. The only other sounds are the thud.Another thought: The
young gallery employee would remember that Junior had asked after Neddy and had followed him toward the men's room. He would provide a
description, and because he was an art connoisseur, therefore visually oriented, he'd most likely provide a good description, and what the police
artist drew wouldn't be some cubist vision in the Picasso mode or a blurry impressionistic sketch, but a portrait filled with vivid and realistic detail,
like a Norman Rockwell painting, ensuring apprehension..Barty wanted to hug her. He did hug her. He hugged Angel, too. He hugged Tom
Vanadium..The Spruce Hills Police Department was far too small to have a full-blown Scientific Investigation Division. And if the tableau
presented to them appeared convincing enough, they might accept the death as a freak accident and never turn to the state police for technical.In
addition to these scavengers, another presence was here, unseen but not unfelt. The chill of this invisible entity pierced Junior to the marrow: the
stubborn, vicious, psychotic, prickly-bur spirit of Thomas Vanadium, maniac cop, not satisfied to haunt the house in which he'd died, not ready yet
to seek reincarnation, but instead pursuing his beleaguered suspect even after death, capering--to paraphrase Sklent like an invisible, filthy, scabby
monkey here on this city street, in bright daylight..This baffled Junior. To the best of his recollection, during the weeks that Seraphim had come to
him for physical therapy, she had never mentioned an older sister or any sister at all..Sobbing desperately, he dropped the telephone handset on the
secretary, seized the dishtowel. He wrapped the cloth tightly around the shattered stump, applying pressure to diminish the bleeding..Agnes
supposed Jacob trembled in anticipation of the crash of an airliner or at least a light aircraft. Edom might be calculating the odds that this serene
place-at this specific hour-would be the impact point for one of those planet-killing asteroids that reputedly wiped most life off the earth every few
hundred thousand years or so..On his nightstand, he found an envelope evidently placed there by Hanna, after she'd taken it from his pharmacy
smock, which he had given her to launder. The envelope contained the letter about Agnes Lampion that Paul had written to Reverend White in
Oregon..Currently, the rental market was extremely tight. The first day of his search resulted only in the discovery that he was going to have to pay
more than he expected even for modest quarters.."Do you know about the earthquake that destroyed seventy percent of Tokyo and all of Yokohama
on September 1, 1923?" he asked..His inner turmoil boiled ever more fiercely, and the external evidence of it grew more obvious. In the cool air of
the fading afternoon, he perspired as profusely as a man already being strapped into an electric chair; it streamed, gushed. He shook, shook, and he
was half convinced that he could hear his bones rattling together like the shells of hard-boiled eggs in a rolling cook pot.."If Phimie wasn't here,"
Celestina said, "and then she came back, she was somewhere during that minute, wasn't she?".Like all ICU waiting rooms, where Death sits
patiently, smiling in anticipation, this lounge was clean but drab, and the utilitarian furnishings didn't pamper, as though bright colors and comfort
might annoy the ascetic Reaper and motivate him to cut down more patients than otherwise he would have done..The car shuddered, wrenched steel
screamed, and a cry of triumph rose from the rescuers.."You must be thinking of someone else," she said, pushing a wad of bills into his hand. "Me,
I'm a jellyfish in high heels.".He considered calling her, but he didn't know what he would say if she answered..Nolly shuddered. "The wilds of
Oregon. I don't intend ever to go there until it's civilized.".The 9-mm pistol rested in the complementary shoulder holster, under Junior's leather
coat. But the sound-suppressor hadn't been attached; it was in one of his coat pockets. The extended barrel, too long to lay comfortably against his
left side, would most likely have hung up on the holster when drawn..That night her sleep was deeper than it had been in a long time, deep as she
had expected sleep would never be again, and she was not plagued by any dreams at all, not a dream of children suffering, nor of tumbling in a car
along a rain-washed street, nor of thousands of windblown dead leaves rattling-hissing along a deserted street and every leaf in fact a jack of
spades..The mortician and his assistant had nearly finished dismantling the frame of the winch. Soon a worker would close the hole..Celestina
slammed the door, pressed the lock button in the knob, shoved-rocked-muscled the dresser in front of the door, astonished by her own strength, and
heard Angel speaking into the phone: "Mommy's moving furniture."."You could also dream of bananas," Celestina suggested as she turned down
the bedclothes.."Good day, sir," Lipscomb said, closing the door in Neddy's face, possibly compressing his nose and bruising his boutonniere..He
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let go of the girl's chin, and at once she scrunched into the corner of the window seat, as far away from him as she could get. The knowing look in
her eye wasn't that of an ordinary child, not that of a child at all. Not his imagination, either. Terror, yes, but also defiance, and this knowing
expression, as though she could see right through him, knew things about him that she had no way of knowing..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.".In spite of the gloom, the boy's miraculous
accomplishment was evident: his clothes and hair were dry as though he'd worn a coat and hood..In his right hand again, the real gun, loaded with
ten hollow-point rounds, felt charged with supernatural power: to Bartholomew as a crucifix to Dracula, as holy water to a demon, as kryptonite to
Superman..They had not come to Junior yesterday in their grief, if in fact they had thought to grieve..Saturday and Sunday, between. sessions with
the directory, Junior cruised around the county on a series of pleasure drives-testing the theory that the maniac cop was no longer following him.
Apparently, Simon Magusson was correct: The case had been closed..AT ST. MARY'S HOSPITAL, where Wally had brought Angel into this
world three years ago, he was now fighting for his life, for a chance to see the girl grow and to be the father she needed. He'd been taken to surgery
already when Celestina and Angel arrived a few minutes behind the ambulance..Perhaps the paramedic had given him an injection, a sedative. the
howling ambulance rocked along on this most momentous day, Junior Cain wept profoundly but quietly--and achieved temporary peace in a
dreamless sleep..Further preparation-the purchase of gold coins and diamonds, the establishment of false identities-had to be delayed due to the
hives. An hour short of dawn, Junior was awakened by a fierce itching not limited to his phantom toe. His entire body, over every plane and into
every crevice, prickled and tingled and burned as with fever-and itched..At the bed, he spread the garment across his pillow. Lying down, he
pressed his face into the sweater. The sweet subtle scent of Naomi was as effective as a lullaby, and soon he dozed off..He phoned her before
leaving, to be sure she was home. She didn't work weekend shifts at the hospital; but maybe she would have gone out on this night off. When she
answered, he recognized her seductive voice-and devilishly muttered, "Wrong number.".He used the kitchen phone, at the comer secretary. The
blood had been cleaned up long ago, of course, and the minor damage from the ricocheting bullet had been repaired.."You look very, very
handsome this morning, Mr. Barty, " squeaked Pixie Lee, who was something of a flirt. "You look like a big movie star.Meanwhile, he became an
accomplished meditator. Guided by Bob Chicane, Junior progressed from concentrative meditation with seed the mental image of a bowling pin-to
meditation without seed. This advanced form is far more difficult, because nothing is visualized, and the purpose is to concentrate on making the
mind utterly blank..Shortly after nine-thirty in the morning, they landed in Eugene, and the cab driver who conveyed Junior to the town's largest
shopping center spent more time staring at his afflicted passenger in the rearview mirror than he did watching the road. Junior got out of the taxi
and paid through the driver's open window. The cabbie didn't even wait for his fiery-faced fare to turn completely away before he crossed
himself..just as the smile curved to completion, however, an awful thing happened. The humiliation began with a loud gurgle in his gut..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..Lord, help me here. Give me this one, just
this one, and I'll follow thereafter where I'm led. I'll always thereafter be your instrument, but please, please, GIVE ME THIS CRAZY EVIL SON
OF A BITCH!.On a morning in July, Junior was visiting the public library, poring through the stacks in search of exotic volumes on the occult,
when the phantom voice rose nearby. Here, the singing sounded softer than in his apartment, little more than a murmur, and also threadier.."What
are you strongest in?".Sweaty, chilled, trembling, weak-kneed, watery-eyed with self-pity, Junior spread a plastic garbage bag on the driver's seat.
He got in the Suburban, twisted the key in the ignition, and groaned as the engine vibrations threatened to undo him..He nervously fingered the
fabric of his slacks, outlining the quarter in his pocket. Still there..In the dark woods of the dream, still the presence: faceless and silent, radiating a
merciless intent.."What was it like, Enoch? Did you look into her eyes when you pushed her?" Vanadium's uninflected monologue was like the
voice of a conscience that preferred to torture by droning rather than by nagging. "Or doesn't a woman-killing coward like you have the guts for
that? ".Of course, Angel might have been playing around with the talking book. Or, even though she'd left the dolls downstairs, she might have
been filling the time until Barty's return by having a nice chat with Miss Pixie and Miss Velveeta. She had other voices, too, for other dolls, and one
for a sock puppet named Smelly..Junior's heart knocked so hard and fast that he wouldn't have been surprised if Vanadium, at the far end of the
room, had begun to tap his foot in time with it..Almost thirty years from the seminary--even farther from it if measured by degrees of lost
innocence, by miles of rough experience Tom Vanadium set out to kill a man. Given the chance to disarm Cain, given the opportunity to merely
wound him, he would nevertheless go for the head shot or the heart shot, play jury and executioner, play God, and leave to God the judgment of his
stained soul..Cupping Angel entirely in his big hands, smiling at her, he said, "Oh, no, Mrs. White, this looks like a healthy young lady to me. No
medicine required.".An exceptionally attractive woman, alone at the bar, stirred his desire. Glossy black hair: the tresses of night itself, shorn from
the sky.This wasn't thrill killing-which, now that he'd had time to think about it, he realized was beneath him, even if in the service of personal
growth. This would be murder for good, justifiable cause..They were childless. It had to be that way. Truthfully, Paul felt no regrets about missing
out on fatherhood. Because they were a family of two, they were closer than they might have been if fate bad made children possible, and he
treasured their relationship..The hardest was being in this room at the very moment when Phimie had moved on. Celestina knew beyond doubt that
this was the worst thing she would have to endure in all her life, worse than her own death when it came..When Paul practiced the quarter trick, he
usually did so on the sofa or in an armchair, and always in a room with carpeting, because when dropped on a hard surface, the coin rolled and
required too much chasing.."Some places, it has to be like that." some places it has to be that your eyes are okay?"."Joey was, after all, an insurance
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broker," Vinnie reminded her. "He was going to look out for his family."."I'm wondering," Nolly said, "if you're not an officer of the law anymore,
in what capacity are you going to pursue Cain?".The reception was from six o'clock to eight-thirty. If she were to arrive on time, guardian angels
would have to be perched on all the traffic lights along the way..He prepared his knives and guns. Blades and bullets. Fortune favors the bold, the
self-improved, the self-evolved, the focused..Earlier, after sprinting down the fire road, he had been breathing hard when he reached his Chevy, and
by the time that he'd raced to Spruce Hills, the nearest town, he had spiraled down into this strange condition. His driving became so erratic that a
black-and-white had tried to pull him over, but by then he was a block from a hospital, and he didn't stop until he got there, taking the entry drive
too sharply, jolting across the curb, nearly slamming into a parked car, sliding to a stop in a no-parking zone at the emergency entrance, lurching
like a drunkard as he got out of the Chevy, screaming at the cop to get an ambulance.."It isn't that, Daddy. You remember, when we were all
together the day before yesterday, how afraid Phimie was of this man. Not just for herself ... for the baby.".After examining Barty, Dr. Schurr sent
them to the hospital for further tests. There they spent the rest of the day, except for an hour break during which they ate lunch in a burger joint..As
soon as he was alone, however, Junior yearned for the nurse to return. Alone, he felt vulnerable, threatened..The phone rang at 3:20 in the
afternoon, just after he switched off the radio in disgust. Sitting in the breakfast nook, the Oakland telephone directory open in front of him, he
almost said, Find the father, kill the son, instead of, "Hello.".Still looming over her, he snatched the pad out of her hands and examined the sketch.
"Where would you have seen this?".She appeared to be in her early thirties, perhaps six years older than Junior, but he didn't hold that against her.
He wasn't any more prejudiced against older people than he was against people of other races and ethnic origins..At dawn, he and his mother went
down to the sea, to watch the rolling waves filigreed with foam and gilded with the molten gold of morning sun, to see the kiting gulls and to
scatter bread that brought the winged multitudes to earth..Startled, Junior sat up straight, clutching the silencer-fitted pistol, but the cruiser didn't
abruptly brake and pull to the curb in front of the Mercedes, as he expected..with an encircling and suggestive lick, and then licked his lips, too,
when the cold steel slipped free of them..When all were gathered on the porch, lined up across the head of the steps and along the railing, in chill
damp air that smelled faintly of ozone and less faintly of jasmine, Barty said, "Mr. Vanadium, your quarter trick is really cool. But here's something
out of Heinlein."."Some Baptists are opposed to drink, Doctor, but we're the wicked variety. Though all we have is a warm bottle of
Chardonnay.".The girl's appetite was sharp, even though the food was soft and bland. Soon, she slept..Raise high the candlestick. In spite of the
masking music, breathe shallowly and through the mouth. Remain poised, ready..The candlestick was dry. Holding this pewter bludgeon with a
paper towel, Junior replaced it on the table as he had found it. He picked up the candle from the floor and married it to the stick..The maniac kicked
once more, but because of the bracing dresser, the door wouldn't budge, so he kicked harder, again without success.."Yes. Sodium chloride will
work, too. Common salt. Mix enough of it with water, and it's generally effective.".Even the Shantung-softened lamplight blazed too bright and did
not serve her well, so she switched it off and said, "Scoot over.".With her brothers, she adjourned to the waiting room, where the three of them sat
drinking vending-machine coffee, black, from paper cups..Frowning, Angel studied the tasty strip of meat pinched between her fingers,
reevaluating everything she thought she knew about the source of bacon.."Come with me," Paul Damascus said at once. "To Bright Beach. It is far
away from San Francisco, and he'd never think of looking for you there. Why would he? You've no connection to the place. I've got a house with
enough room. You're welcome. And you wouldn't be among strangers.".Upon arriving at the creche window, he had been in a buoyant mood. As he
studied the quiet scene, however, he grew uneasy.
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