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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..Angel found this hysterical, and Agnes said long-sufferingly, "Thank you for the
language lesson, Master Lampion."."That won't do it."."There's nothing here for you," she said, stepping back from the door in order to close it.."so
she's married," Junior said, figuring that maybe Celestina wasn't his heart mate, after all..During the day and then following a dinner break, the
Hackachaks persisted. The hospital had never witnessed such a spectacle. Shifts changed, and new nurses came to attend to Junior in greater
numbers than necessary, using any excuse to get a glimpse of the freak show..Enigmatic as ever on this subject, he continued: "I'm probably not
blind more places than I am. Yeah, sure, I'd rather be me in one of the other places where my eyes are good, but this is the me I am. And you know
what?".To celebrate, Junior went to a gallery and purchased the second piece of art in his collection. Not sculpture this time: a painting..Nolly
shook his head, setting a cotillion of warts and moles adance on his pendulous cheeks. "Ask any adoptee who, as an adult, has tried to team the
names of his real parents. Easier to drag a freight train up a mountain by your teeth."."But before you leave St. Mary's," the physician said, "I'd like
a few mutes of your time. It's very important to me. Personally.".Kathleen hadn't noticed Tom replace his glass on the table, over the quarter. When
he lifted it to drain the last of the martini, two dimes and a nickel glittered on the tablecloth, where previously the quarter had been.."Evidence
suggests Vanadium killed a woman here, a nurse at the hospital. Lover's quarrel, perhaps. He set her house on fire with her body in it, to cover his
tracks, but he must have realized they would still finger him, so he lit out."."He's here as sure as I am, Barty. He's very busy, with a whole universe
to run, so many people to look after, not just here but on other planets, like you've been reading about.".In this brighter light, he further examined
the gallery brochure and discovered Celestina's photograph. She and her sister were not as alike as twins, but the resemblance was striking..He
wanted the most expensive box for Joey; but Joey, a modest and prudent man, would have disapproved. Instead, he selected a handsome but not
ornate casket just above the median price..even allow himself as much as a lascivious wink or a quick caress of Victoria's hand..Thick fog distorted
all sense of time and place. At each end of the block, pearly hazes of light marked intersections with main streets but didn't illuminate this narrower
passage in between. A few security lamps-bare bulbs under inverted-saucer shades or caged in wire--indicated the delivery entrances of some
businesses, but the dense white shrouds veiled and diffused these, as well, until they were no brighter than gaslights..He sat on the edge of the bed
and held her right hand. She had passed away such a short time ago that her skin was still warm..She slept for a while, waking to a prayer spoken
softly but fervently in Spanish..Needlepoint provided no sanctuary. Junior's hands trembled just badly enough to make accurate stitchery
impossible..Abruptly alert, sitting up on the edge of the bed, Celestina knew the caller could not be the comatose old woman, so she said angrily,
"Who the hell is this?"."Each life," Barty Lampion said, "is like our oak tree in the backyard but lots bigger. One trunk to start with, and then all the
branches, millions of branches, and every branch is the same life going in a new direction.".Excessive insurance, Agnes believed, was a temptation
to fate. "A reasonable policy, yes, that's fine. But a big one ... it's like betting on death.".Something was due to happen in this peculiar, extended,
almost casual haunting under which he had suffered for more than two years, since finding the quarter in his cheeseburger. While all around him in
the streets, people bustled in good cheer, Junior slouched along in a sour mood, temporarily having forgotten to look for the bright side..Junior
actually raised his trembling left hand to his ear, expecting to find the quarter tucked in the auditory canal, held between the tragus and the
antitragus, waiting to be plucked with a flourish..He tried to lean back as he dropped, with the hope that he would fall under her, providing cushion
if they met with sidewalk instead of lawn..This is, of course, the purpose of art: to disturb you, to leave you uneasy with yourself and wary of the
world, to undermine your sense of reality in order to make you reconsider all that you think you know. The finest art should shatter you
emotionally, devastate you intellectually, leave you physically ill, and fill you with loathing for those cultural traditions that bind us and weigh us
down and drown us in a sea of conformity. Junior had learned this much, already, from his art appreciation course.."Quitting medicine?" Celestina
asked, baffled by his announcement and his upbeat attitude..Soon paramedics followed the police, who spread out through the apartment, and
Junior relinquished his grip on the dishtowel..The paramedic put aside the needle, having used it, and grabbed the paddles of a.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.."I got to admit," Nolly said, "I'm surprised these little pranks have rattled him so deeply.".For a moment, none of them spoke.
The silence was as flawless as the preternatural hush reputed to precede the biggest quakes..Her voice grew thinner when she spoke to Angel, but in
this new frailty, Barty heard such love that he shook at the power of it. "God's in you, Angel, so strong you shine, and nothing bad at all.".From
childhood, Celestina was encouraged to be confident that life had meaning, and when she'd needed to share that belief with Dr. Lipscomb as he
struggled to come to terms with his experience in the operating room, she'd done so without hesitation. Strangely, however, she herself was having
difficulty absorbing these two small miracles..Vanadium clearly spent a lot of time in the kitchen; it was the only room in the house that felt
comfortable and lived-in. Lots of culinary gadgets, appliances. Pots and pans hanging from a ceiling rack. A basket of onions, another of potatoes.
A grouping of bottles with colorful labels proved to be a collection of olive oils..The Hackachaks were present, of course. Junior had not yet agreed
to join them in their pursuit of blood money. They would give him little privacy or rest until they had what they wanted..And now she didn't need
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him anymore. He gazed at her face, held her cooling hand; his anchor was slipping away from him, leaving him adrift..He had not heard the
lawman rising up with malevolent intent, as he had imagined. The body had simply rolled off the backseat onto the floor during the too-sharp
180-degree turn.."I think we could wind up as crazy as he is, if we tried long enough to puzzle out his twisted logic.".The window gave way an
instant before Celestina squeezed off the shot. The man dropped out of sight. She didn't know if she had scored a hit..The hateful window. The
hateful, frozen window. Celestina wrenched on the crank with all of her strength, and felt something give a little, wrenched, but then the crank
popped out of the socket and rapped against the sill..Several large Dumpsters hulked nearby, dark rectangles less seen than suggested in the slowly
churning murk, like forms in a dream, as ominous as graveyard sarcophaguses, each as suitable for a musician's carcass as any of the others..face
looked familiar, and he sensed that he had seen it before in a disquieting context, although the man's identity eluded him..just as Sinatra broke into
song again, Junior thought he heard a footstep on the wood floor of the hallway, and the creak of a board. The music masked the sounds of the
visitor's approach if, indeed, he was approaching.."If Phimie wasn't here," Celestina said, "and then she came back, she was somewhere during that
minute, wasn't she?".Magusson was a small man behind a huge desk. His head appeared too large for his body, but his ears seemed no bigger than a
pair of silver dollars. Large protuberant eyes, bulging with shrewdness and feverish with ambition, marked him as one who'd be hungry a minute
after standing up from a daylong feast. A button nose too severely turned up at the tip, an upper lip long enough to rival that of an orangutan, and a
mean slash of a mouth completed a portrait sure to repel any woman with eyesight; but if you wanted an attorney who was angry at the world for
having been cursed with ugliness and who could convert that anger into the energy and ruthlessness of a pit bull in the courtroom, even while using
his unfortunate looks to gain the jurors' sympathy, then Simon Magusson was the counselor for you..Reluctant to leave Joey's body with the oddly
jumpy mortician, Jacob nevertheless crossed the porch of the Victorian style funeral home and left without glancing back. He walked one mile
home, alert to passing traffic, especially cautious at intersections..Sitting up in bed, he passed a little time reading favorite, marked passages in
Zedd's You Are the World. The book presented a brilliant argument that selfishness was the most misunderstood, moral, rational, and courageous
of all human motivations..Those who had just met her and those who were overly charmed by eccentricity called her Seraphim, her name complete.
Her teachers, neighbors, and casual acquaintances called her Sera. Those who knew her best and loved her the most deeply--like her sister,
Celestina called her Phimie..San Francisco's pre-Christmas cheer had deserted it. The glow and glitter of the season had given way to a mood as
dark and ominous as The Cancer Lurks Unseen, Version 1..WHEN A GLASS OF chilled apple juice at dawn stayed on his stomach, Junior Cain
was allowed a second glass, though he was admonished He was also given three saltines..Maybe every accidental death was suspicious to
Vanadium. His obsessive hounding of Junior might be his standard operating procedure..Ichabod passed Bartholomew through the open door to
Celestina in the passenger's seat, went around the Buick, put the tote bag in the back, and climbed behind the wheel once more..After following the
blacktop fifty feet, Junior headed downhill through the close-cropped grass, between the tombstones. He switched on his flashlight and trod
cautiously, for the ground sloped unevenly and, in places, remained soggy and slippery from the rain..a scene out of a movie about Robin Hood: a
battle with cudgels on a slippery log bridge over a river. "Yes. I ... I'm still soaked with sweat.".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 could see now what she hadn't 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..When he woke in- the morning, he raised his head from the pillow to look at the
alarm clock-and saw the twenty-five cents on his nightstand. Two dimes and a nickel..Using this apartment as a base, Nolly and Kathleen had
conducted some of the small skirmishes in the first phase of the war, including the ghost serenades. They left the place tidy. Indeed, the only sign
that they had ever been here was a packet of dental floss left behind on the sill of a living-room window.."It's not a specific brand you can't have,
it's the whole idea of a candy bar.".Lipscomb said, "We're only two and a half blocks from the best Armenian restaurant in the city. I'll dash over
there, bring back some chilled bubbly and an early dinner, if you'll allow me.".Junior was aware that all the cops were watching him as he stared
down at the body, and he frantically tried to think what an innocent husband would be likely to do or say, but his imagination failed him. His
thoughts could not be organized..In recounting the fortune-telling session, Agnes had not told the magician about the four jacks of spades, only
about the aces of diamonds and hearts. She never wore her worries for anyone to see; and though she had made a joke of the appearance of the
fourth knave on Friday, Edom knew that it had deeply troubled her..He hurt too much to recover quickly and take advantage of the woman's brief
vulnerability. Clambering to his feet, he backed away from her and fumbled in a pocket for spare cartridges..From her reading, she knew that
amniotic fluid should be clear. A few traces of blood in it should not necessarily be alarming, but here were more than traces. Here were thick
red-black streams..Yet the coin was as real as dead Naomi broken on the stony ridge at the foot of the fire tower..ANGEL WAS DRESSED in as
much red as the devil himself: bright red shoes, red socks, red leggings, red skirt, red sweater, and a knee length red coat with a red
hood..Wednesday morning, January 10, he wired one and a half million dollars from the Gammoner account to Pinchbeck in Switzerland. Then he
closed out the account in the Grand Cayman bank.."So what I am is I'm your talking eyes." Lowering her hand from his face, Angel said, "Do you
know where bacon comes from?".He knew what she made of it, all right, and he could see that the others on the porch knew as well, and likewise
he could see that all of them wanted to hear him confirm the conclusion at which Agnes had arrived long before he'd come here with Wally this
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evening. Even in the dining room, before the proof in the rain, Tom had recognized the special bond between the blind boy and this buoyant little
girl. In fact, he couldn't have arrived at any conclusion different from the one Agnes reached, because like her, he believed that the events of every
day revealed mysterious design if you were willing to see it, that every fife had profound purpose..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..After Victoria had departed, Junior lay smiling at
the ceiling, floating on Valium and desire. And vanity..Jacob had become a card mechanic for one purpose. Not because he'd ever be a gambler.
Not to wow friends with card tricks. Not because the challenge intrigued him. He wanted to be able to give Agnes winning cards once in a while, if
she was losing too frequently or needed to have her spirits lifted. He didn't feed her winning hands often enough to make her suspicious or to make
the games less fun for Edom or Joey. He was judicious. The effort he expended-the thousands of hours of practice-was repaid with interest each
time Agnes laughed with delight after being dealt a perfect hand..A fine carpenter can wield a hammer with an economy of movement and
accuracy as elegant as the motions of a symphony conductor with a baton. A cop directing traffic can make a rough ballet out of the work.
However, of all the humble tasks that men and women can transform into visual poetry by the application of athletic agility and grace, clambering
into a Dumpster holds the least promise of beautification..Leaning across the front seat, he lowered the passenger's window six inches. Then he
lowered the driver's-side window an equal distance..Flanking the wheelchair, Edom and Jacob spent less time watching the graveside service than
studying the sky. Both brothers frowned at that cloudless blue, as though seeing thunderheads..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..Junior was at critical depth. The
psychological pressure was at least five thousand pounds per square inch and growing by the second. Implosion imminent..For just one hour, which
was not too taxing, he walked in the idea of a world where he had healthy eyes, and shared the vision of other Barty's in other places, so he would
be able to see his bride as she walked down the aisle and as, beside him, she took their vows with him, and as she held out her hand to receive the
ring..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..She was a duplicitous bitch, too. After coming on to
him, after teasing a reaction out of him, she had run off and gossiped about him as though he had instigated the seduction. Worse, to make herself
feel important, she had told the police her skewed version, surely with much colorful embellishment..The fire department. The firemen could come
without sirens, quietly with their ladders, so as not to break Barty's concentration..With the earth still tenuously stable beneath them, they arrived at
their fifth destination, a new address on Agnes's mercy list..It occurred to her that the knave had come, as foretold by the cards on that night long
ago. She had expected the knave to be a man with sharp eyes and a wicked heart, but the curse was cancer and not a man at all..After a minute, he
slipped his hand into his pocket. The quarter was still there..Judging by his great pleasure in learning, Barty didn't feel robbed of anything. To him,
the world was an orange of infinite layers, which he peeled and savored with increasing delight.."Uncle Edom. Uncle Jacob. Aunt Maria. So I can
remember faces after ... you know.".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.."Would you pretend to wake up if I tried to smother you?" asked Detective Vanadium..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.Barty's release from Hoag Presbyterian had been delayed by an infection, and thereafter he had
spent three days in a Newport-area rehabilitation hospital. Rehab consisted largely of orientation to his new dark world, since his lost function
could not be recovered by either diligent exercise or therapy..Aware of the mortician's new edginess, Jacob was convinced that his initial distrust of
Panglo was justified. This twitchy little guy seemed to have something to hide. Jacob didn't have to be a cop to recognize nervousness born of
guilt..Following a splendid lunch, having just left the fourth gallery on his list and strolling toward the fifth, Junior didn't at once see the source of
the quarters. Indeed, when the first three rapid-fire coins hit the side of his face, he didn't even know what they were. Startled, he flinched and
looked down as he heard them ring off the sidewalk..When pale light came to her eyes again, she heard the paramedic and the cop talking anxiously
as they worked on her, but she couldn't understand their words. They seemed to be speaking not just a foreign tongue but an ancient language
unheard on earth for a thousand years..Walking away, he was aware of the many faces at the windows, all as stupid as the faces of cud-chewing
cows. He had given them something to talk about when they returned from lunch to their shops and offices. He'd reduced himself to an object of
amusement for strangers, had briefly become one of the city's army of eccentrics..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.".The old man assumed the solemn and knowing expression of one guarding mysteries, a sphinx without headdress and mane. "If
I told you, dear lady, it wouldn't be magic anymore. Merely a trick.".Tom said, "Now I'm going to add a human touch and a spiritual spin to all this.
When each of us comes to a point where he has to make a significant moral decision affecting the development of his character and the lives of
others, and each time he makes the less wise choice, that's where I myself believe a new world splits off. When I make an immoral or just a foolish
choice, another world is created in which I did the right thing, and in that world, I am redeemed for a while, given a chance to become a better
version of the Tom Vanadium who lives on in the other world of the wrong choice. There are so many worlds with imperfect Tom Vanadiums, but
always someplace ... someplace I'm moving steadily toward a state of grace.".Maria's hand tamed, the card turned, and another knave of spades
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revoIved into view, snapped against the table..The car shuddered, wrenched steel screamed, and a cry of triumph rose from the rescuers..Of the
things you couldn't have seen coming, I'm the worst ... I'm the worst ... I'm the worst.....When Agnes woke at 1:50 A.M., she was in the grip of a
vague apprehension for which she couldn't identify a source..The papermaker withdrew a thick wad of hundred-dollar bills from his envelope and,
squinting, inspected the currency in the flickering light. "I'm leaving now, but you wait until movie's over.".When he reached the Suburban and
closed his right hand around the handle on the driver's door, he felt something peculiar against his palm. A small, cold object balanced there..From
time to time, he halted, leaning against the walker as if in need of rest. He took care occasionally to grimace-convincingly, not too
theatrically---and to breathe harder than necessary..Dusk had arrived, strangling the day, and the throttled sky hung low, as blue-black as bruises.
The streetlights had come on. Gouts of red light from pulsing emergency beacons alchemized the rain from teardrops into showers of blood..He
pressed the muzzle of the weapon against the girl's forehead and said, "Naomi, Seraphim, you were exquisite lovers, but you've got to be realistic.
There's no way we can have a life together.".He hadn't heard the cop get out of the chair and cross the dark room. Difficult.The expectation with
which Tom had been greeted on his arrival was as thin as the air at Himalayan heights compared to the rich stew of anticipation now aboil..He
almost opened the paper atop the quarter before seeing it. Shiny. Liberty curved across the top of the coin, above the head of the patriot, and under
the patriot's chin were stamped the words In God We Trust..Tom didn't understand Edom's comment or the smiles that it drew, but otherwise, he
was impressed by the ease with which these people absorbed what he had said and by the imagination with which they began to expand upon his
speculation. It was almost as though they had long known the shape of what he'd told them and that he was only filling in a few confirming
details..Maria's mother, visiting from Mexico, was babysitting, so Maria came without her children, as a guest, joining Agnes and the
laugh-a-minute Isaacson twins, chroniclers of destruction. They ate in the dining room, rather than at the kitchen dinette, with a lace-trimmed
tablecloth, the good china, crystal wineglasses, and fresh flowers..Nurses were supposed to be angels of mercy. She had shown him no mercy. And
she was certainly no angel..She moved beside him. "For one minute, after her heart stopped the first time, she wasn't here in St. Mary's, was she?
Her body, yes, that was still here, but not Phimie.".Into new avenues of the labyrinth he moved, but then back again, back upon his own trail,
twisting, turning, from the occult to modern literature, from history to popular science, and here the occult once more, always the shadow glimpsed
so fleetingly and so peripherally that it might hive been imagination, the scent of a woman no sooner detected than lost again in the perfumes of
aging paper and bindery glue, twisting, turning, until abruptly he stopped, breathing hard, halted by the realization that he hadn't heard the singing
in some time..This analgesic was among several prescription substances that he had stolen, over time, from the drug locker at the rehab hospital
where he once worked. Some he had sold; these he had retained..Just as the man turned away, Junior got a glimpse of what he wore under a
London Fog raincoat. Between the lapels of the coat: a white shirt with a wing collar, a black bow tie, the suggestion of black-satin lapels like those
on a tuxedo jacket.."It doesn't have to be grand," she said, with a seductive leer, "but if we're going to wait, then the wedding better be soon.".After
a while, Franklin Chan asked, "Do you want me with you when you tell him?".Carrying him to the window, gazing up at the stars, the moon, she
said, "I'll always read to you, Barty.".In fact, although weak and achy, Junior felt mentally refreshed and wonderfully alert.."Who else? I think
there's romance in the air. The cow-eyed way he looks at her, she could knock his knees out from under him just by giving him a wink.".Ten
months later, Simon called again, also regarding Cain, but this time the attorney was the client, and Cain was the target. What Simon wanted Nolly
to do was strange, to say the least, and it could be construed as harassment, but none of it was exactly illegal. And for two years, beginning with the
quarter in the cheeseburger, ending with the coin-spitting machines, all of it had been great fun.."Possible complications include cerebral
hemorrage, pulmonary edema, kidney failure, necrosis of the liver, coma-to name a few."."Get this through your head, you shit-for-brains. I lost a
daughter, a precious daughter, my Naomi, the light of my life.".and humble. They managed to worry up tuition for art school, but Celestina worked
as a waitress to pay for her studio apartment and other needs..Instead, he sat in the breakfast nook with his phone books and resumed the grueling
search for Bartholomew..She remained fixated on the card that she had just dealt, and for a while she didn't speak, as though the eyes of the paper
knave held her in thrall. Finally she said, "Monster. Human monster.".Now he shuffled the first of the four decks precisely as he had shuffled the
first deck on Friday evening, and he set it aside..Matching his mother's whisper, taking obvious delight in their conspiracy, he said, "Our own secret
society."."I've seen them," Tom assured her. "My dear, you've never smelled anything better than a field full of bacon vines.".Junior couldn't leave
the dead man in the hall and hope to have any quality time with Celestina..He missed Naomi. She'd always known exactly the right thing to say or
do, improving his mood with a few words or with just her touch, when he was feeling down..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..She leaned forward in her seat, and toward him, so he could see her more directly, and
when she put one trembling hand against his cheek, his head dropped forward on neck muscles as limp as rags, his chin.The kitchen door stood
open and full of light, but he missed it by two feet. He felt along the back wall of the house, discovered the door casing and then the opening,
probed with the cane for the threshold, and stepped into the doorway..AFTER SPENDING Wednesday as a tourist, Junior began to look for a
suitable apartment on Thursday. In spite of his new wealth, he did not intend to pay hotel-room rates for an extended period..Just as Celestina
snapped shut the latches on the suitcase and turned to the door, a nurse's aide entered, pushing a cart loaded with towels and bed linens..He had
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been thankful that during the long trance, he hadn't wet himself. Now he would gladly have accepted any amount of humiliation rather than suffer
these vicious cramps..This was a test of Junior's gullibility, and he would not give Vanadium the satisfaction of searching his robe for the
coin..Junior joined the throngs, although he had no gift list or feeling for the season. He just needed to get out of his apartment, because he was
convinced that the phantom singer would soon serenade him again..Always, he was good with Barty, and on this occasion, he teased more than the
usual number of smiles and giggles from the boy as he tried to get him to read the Snellen chart on the wall. Then he lowered the lights in the
examination room to study his eyes with an ophthalmometer and an ophthalmoscope..The porch light wasn't on. No landscape lighting brightened
the backyard. Barty was a gray shadow moving through darkness and through the darkling drizzle.
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