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EIN TRAUERSPIEL IN DREI AUFZUGEN VON ERNST VON HOUWALD
Ministering to Perri, Joshua had pulled back her blankets. The fabric of the pale yellow pajama pants couldn't disguise how terribly withered her
legs were: two sticks..He had difficulty picturing the detective puttering in the garden on weekends. Unless there were bodies buried under the
roses..She searched the child's unfocused eyes for some sign of the hateful father's wickedness..During the night, he had awakened, seen her in the
chair, and covered her with a blanket..Standing at graveside, Junior was in a foul mood. He was weary of pretending to be deep in grief..Vanadium
was no ordinary cop, as he himself had said. In his obsession, convinced that Junior had murdered Naomi and impatient with the need to find
evidence to prove it, what was to stop the detective if he decided to deal out justice himself? What was to prevent him from walking up to the
Suburban right now and shooting his suspect pointblank?.Neither customers nor staff could be found in the first of the three large rooms. Only
cheaper galleries were crowded with browsers and unctuous sales personnel. In an establishment as upscale as Coquin, the hoi polloi were
discouraged from gawking, while the high value and extreme desirability of the art were made evident by the staff's almost pathological aversion to
promoting the merchandise..And there are songs, old lays and ballads from small islands and from the quiet uplands of Havnor, that tell the story of
those years..He had sworn this vow before. An argument could be made that he had broken it..The floor of the spacious bathroom featured beige
marble tiles with diamond-shaped inlays of black granite. The countertop and the shower stall were fabricated from matching marble, and the same
marble was employed in the wainscoting..The 9-mm pistol and the ammunition were on the foyer table. With trembling hands, Junior tore open the
boxes and loaded the gun..Outside, he turned to look at the display windows. He expected to see the candlestick, supernaturally apparent only from
this side of the glass, but it wasn't there. Throughout the autumn, Junior read book after book about ghosts, poltergeists, haunted houses, ghost
ships, s?ances, spirit rapping, spirit manifestation, spirit writing, spirit recording, trance speaking, conjuration, exorcism, astral projection,
Ouija-board revelation, and needlepoint..When Junior cut open a grapefruit for breakfast, he didn't find a quarter in it..In the three years since
Perri's death, he had walked thousands of miles. He hadn't kept a record of the cumulative distance, because he wasn't trying to get into Guinness or
to prove anything..Shaking the ravaged khakis at him, she said, "Then what made such a mess of these?."Too bad. You might have used that to
bargain with.".Neddy cooperated by not deigning to look back. Eventually, he stopped a young man who, judging by the name tag on the lapel of
his blazer, was a gallery employee. They put their heads together in conversation, and then the musician headed through an archway into the second
showroom..He raised the lower sash of the tall double-hung window and slipped quietly into the dark kitchen. Because the window served also as
an emergency exit, it wasn't set above a counter, and ingress was easy..Agnes at last relented. "Someday, you're going to have to learn to relax,
Maria.".Agnes hoped that the boy would spend a night or two in her room, until he was reoriented to the house. But Barty wanted to sleep in his
own bed..Celestina almost begged off, almost told him that she had no interest in whatever curiosity of medicine or physiology he might have
witnessed. The only miracle that would have mattered, Phimie's survival, had not been granted..As Nolly hung his raincoat and his porkpie hat on a
rack by the hall door, Kathleen Klerkle appeared in the entrance to the nearest of the two treatment rooms. "Are you ready to suffer?".As the
afternoon waned toward a portentous dusk and toward the gallery reception for Celestina White, Junior prepared his knives and guns..As Barty
climbed to the porch without benefit of the railing and held out his right hand, Paul Damascus said, "Tom, we're wondering if Barty can extend to
you the protection he gives to Angel in the rain. Maybe he can ... since the three of you share this ... this awareness, this insight, or whatever you
want to call it. But he won't know until he tries.".And in time, the surgeon did appear, bearing the good news that neither of the malignancies had
spread to the orbit and optic nerve, but he had no greater miracle to report.."Pie, pie, pie, pie, pie, pie, pie, pie," Barty repeated in the same tone of
self-satisfied delight that he used when announcing "Barty potty.".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..She took a deep breath. She lifted her head, straightened her shoulders, and went inside, where a new life waited
for her..THE MORNING THAT it happened was bright and blue in March, two months after Barty took Angel for a dry walk in wet weather,
seven weeks after Celestina married Wally, and five weeks after the happy newlyweds completed their purchase of the Galloway house next door
to the Lampion place. Selma Galloway, retired from a professorship years earlier, had subsequently retired further, taking advantage of the equity
in her long-owned home to buy a little condo on the beach in nearby Carlsbad..Smiling in the fearless dark, she listened to the rhythmic breathing
of a sleeping boy..The rocking chair stopped squeaking under her. She heard the sincerity in Vinnie's voice, and as her disbelief dissolved, she was
shocked into immobility. She whispered, "My little superstition.".under the spoon to catch drips, she conveyed the shimmering sliver to Agnes's
mouth.."Nicholas Deed." On her tongue, the name was as bitter as a dissolving aspirin..a time, from the carafe on the nightstand. She spooned the
ice into Junior's mouth not with the businesslike.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..Tom had no idea who Perri might be, but something in the way Grace asked the
question and the way she regarded Paul suggested that she knew something about Perri that had won her deep respect and admiration..Surprisingly,
dolls. Quite a few dolls. Apparently the bastard boy was effeminate, a quality he sure as hell hadn't inherited from his father..Sliding Victoria's
chair away from the table, he turned her to face him. He adjusted her body so that her head was tipped back and her arms were hanging slack at her
sides..When he located the new grave, approximately where he'd guessed that it would be, he was surprised to find a black granite headstone
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already set in place, instead of a temporary marker painted with the.As he said cards, the magician turned a knowing look toward Edom, eliciting
from him a responding frown of puzzlement..In regard for Barty's tender age, Dr. Franklin Chan had arranged for Agnes to spend the night in her
son's room, in the second bed, which currently wasn't needed for a patient..The quarter, silvery. Under the patriot's neck, the date: 1965.
Coincidentally, the year that Naomi had been killed. The year that Tom had first met Cain. The year that all this had begun..Junior didn't care
which explanation was correct. Only one thing mattered: The Bartholomew hunt was at last nearing an end. On Wednesday, December 27, Junior
met Google, the document forger, in a theater, during a matinee of Bonnie and Clyde..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..It was hard for him to lie. He thought he was
awkward at it because he had no practice. Hound knew better. He knew that magic itself resists untruth. Conjuring, sleight of hand, and false
commerce with the dead are counterfeits of magic, glass to the diamond, brass to the gold. They are fraud, and lies flourish in that soil. But the art
of magic, though it may be used for false ends, deals with what is real, and the words it works with are the true words. So true wizards find it hard
to lie about their art. In their heart they know that their lie, spoken, may change the world..Edom had noticed them earlier. Now he saw they were
in worse condition than he'd thought. Enlarged knuckles, fingers not entirely at natural angles to one another. Perhaps Obadiah had rheumatoid
arthritis, like Bill Klefton, though a less crippling case..Everyone confronted Agnes with expressions of puzzlement and expectation, and she
looked from one to another. Paul. Maria. Francesca. Bonita. Grace. Edom. Jacob. Finally Celestina..Behind them, the door rebounded forcefully
from a rubber-tipped stopper and closed with a thud. The lock wasn't engaged, however, and they might be interrupted momentarily..Once he had
toured the exhibition, managing not to shudder openly, he tried to hang out within hearing distance of Celestina White, but without appearing to be
listening with special intensity..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..Both the red and the white wines were too cheap for Junior's taste' so he drank Dos Equis beer and got two kinds of high by
inhaling enough secondhand pot smoke to cure the state of Virginia's entire annual production of hams. Among the two or three hundred partyers,
some were tripping on some exhibited the particular excitability and talkativeness typical of cokeheads, but Junior succumbed to none of these
temptations. Self-improvement and self control mattered to him; he didn't approve of this degree of self indulgence.."If Phimie wasn't here,"
Celestina said, "and then she came back, she was somewhere during that minute, wasn't she?".force open Edom's mouth. "Eat your sin, boy, eat
your sin!" Edom resists eating his sin, but he's afraid for his eyes,.Dr. Walter Lipscomb's fingers were longer and more supple than the pianist's,
and he had the presence of a great symphony conductor for whom a raised baton was superfluous, who commanded attention by the mere fact of
his entry. A tower of authority and self-possession, he said to the becalmed Neddy, "I am this child's physician. She was born underweight and held
in hospital to cure an ear infection. You sound as if you have an incipient case of bronchitis that will manifest in twenty-four hours, and I'm sure
you wouldn't want to be responsible for this baby being endangered by viral disease.".Since dealing with Victoria and the detective, Junior had
taken pride in the fact that he'd kept his equanimity and, more important, his lunch. No acute nervous emesis, as he'd suffered following poor
Naomi's death. Indeed, he had an appetite..Into Barty's darkness came light that he had not sought. He saw his smiling Mary on his lap as she
lowered her hands from his temples, saw the faces of his family, the table set with Christmas decorations and many candles flickering.."Only for a
little while. Then he is joining me at the gallery, and after the show's over, we're having dinner together.".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..They came to the house in Boatwright Street after dark. They kicked the door in, and Hound, standing
among the armed and armored men, said, "Him. Let the others be." And to Otter he said, "Don't move," in a low, amicable voice. He sensed great
power in the young man, enough that he was a little afraid of him. But Otter's distress was too great and his training too slight for him to think of
using magic to free himself or stop the men's brutality. He flung himself at them and fought them like an animal till they knocked him on the head.
They broke Otter's father's jaw and beat his aunt and mother senseless to teach them not to bring up crafty men. Then they carried Otter away..The
revolving beacons dwindled, casting off blue-and-red pulses of light that shimmered-swooped through the diffusing fog, as if they were
disembodied spirits seeking someone to possess..Barty read aloud as Agnes drove, because she'd enjoyed the novel only from page 104. He wanted
to share with her the exploits of Jim and Frank and their Martian companion, Willis..As Celestina settled on the sofa with the phone in her lap,
hesitating to dial until she worked up a bit more courage, Angel said to Tom, "So what happened to your face?".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's a hollow man," Vanadium said. "He believes in nothing. Hollow men are vulnerable to anyone who offers them something that
might fill the void and make them feel less empty. So-".In early May, he sought self-improvement by taking French lessons. The language of
love..Memory of the Spartan decor of Thomas Vanadium's house lingered with Junior, and he addressed his living space with the detective's style
in mind. He installed a minimum of furniture, though all new and of higher quality than the junk in Vanadium's residence: sleek, modem,
Danish-pecan wood and nappy oatmeal-colored upholstery..Relieved but still wary, he toured the small house again to be sure doors and windows
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were locked..Junior kept both forged driver's licenses in his wallet, in addition to the one that featured his real name. He stowed everything else in
Pinchbeck's and Gammoner's safe-deposit boxes, along with the emergency cash..Now that neither of them had a doubt that the other shared the
same need and that eventually they would satisfy each other, Victoria was opting for discretion. Wise woman..Cradling the baby, the nun turned
with it to Celestina, folding back a thin blanket to present her with a good look at the tiny girl..He half expected to hear Thomas Vanadium in the
distance, softly singing "Someone to Watch over Me.".The living room no longer doubled as sleeping quarters. Perri's hospital bed had been taken
away. Paul's bed had been moved to a room upstairs, where for the past three nights, he had tried to sleep..This Dry Sack-assisted effort at
recollection, however, brought back to him one thing in addition to all the sweet lubricious images of Seraphim naked. The voice of her father. On
the tape recorder. The reverend droning on and on as Junior pinned the devout daughter to the mattress..He closed his eyes to know the kitchen as
Barty knew it. The fine aromas, the musical clink of spoons, the tinny rattle of pans, the liquid swish of a stirring whisk, the heat from the ovens,
the women's voices: Gradually, denying himself sight, he was aware of his other senses sharpening.."All right," Celestina said, "yes, of course."
She could see no harm in humoring Phimie. "Angel. Angel White. Now, you calm down, you relax, don't stress yourself.".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..She shook her head, and red bows fluttered. "No. 'Cause you didn't just move it around.".He suspected the blame lay with his
exceptional sensitivity to violence, death, and loss. Previously it manifested as an explosive emptying of the stomach, this time as a purging of
lower realms.."Well, Uncle Jacob doesn't understand kids. Anyway, this is pretty good stuff.".This unfailing consistency of packaging enables card
mechanics, professional gamblers, sleight-of-hand magicians-to manipulate a new deck with confidence that they know, starting, where every card
can be found in the stack. An expert mechanic with practiced and dexterous hands can appear to shuffle so thoroughly that even the most
suspicious observer will be satisfied-yet he will still know exactly where every card is located in the deck. With masterly manipulation, he can
place the cards in the order that he wishes, to achieve whatever effect he desires..Indeed, she found it difficult to talk with her son in their usual
easy way. She heard a stiffness in her voice that she knew would sooner or later be apparent to him..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.."I'll show you some. That's
what Gelluk's after. The ore of watermetal. Watermetal eats all the other metals, even gold, see..The blonde was coming on to him, just as a score
of other women had done since his arrival, so Junior tried to balance seduction with information gathering. Putting his hand over the hand with
which she was gently massaging his thigh, he said, "I knew her brother in Nam. Then I got wounded, shipped out, lost touch. Like to find
him.".Similarities between Naomi and her mom- ended with appearances. Sheena was loud, crass, self-absorbed, and had the vocabulary of a
brothel owner specializing in service to sailors with Tourette's syndrome..He added verisimilitude to his threats by concluding with a few hard
punches where they wouldn't show, in her breasts and belly, and then he, went home to Naomi, to whom he'd been married, at that time, less than
five months..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..She shook her head. "No way back." She pointed to the sketch pad on the floor. "I pushed him there.".The kiss was lovely, long and
easy, full of restrained passion that boded well for nights to come in the marriage bed..Piano music drifted into the restaurant from the adjacent bar,
so soft and yet sprightly that it made the clink of silverware seem like music, too..The wine tasted bitter, but Celestina knew that it was sweet. The
bitterness was in her, not in the legacy of the grape..The poster announced an upcoming show, titled "This Momentous Day," by the young artist
calling herself Celestina White. Dates for the exhibition were Friday, January 12, through Saturday, January 2 7..Never before had she put faith in
any form of prognostication. In the whispery falling of those twelve cards, however, she heard the faint voice of truth, not quite a coherent truth,
not as clear a message as she might have wished, but a murmur that she couldn't ignore..Frantically, he squirmed around on the floor until he was
facing the entrance to the kitchen. Through tears of pain, he expected to see a Frankensteinian shadow loom in the hall, and then the creature itself,
gnashing its fork-tine teeth, its corkscrew nipples spinning..Flush with the promise of their engagement, still excited by the success at the gallery,
with Angel exuberant in spite of the hour and Oreo energized, he was amazed that they had made the transfer of the little red whirlwind from house
to Buick to house with nothing else forgotten other than one purse. Celie called it ballet, but Wally thought that it was merely momentary order in
chaos, the challenging-joyous-frustrating-delightful-exhilarating chaos of a life full of hope and love and children, which he wouldn't have traded
for calm or kingdoms..He knew the sermon, of course. The example of Bartholomew. The theme of chain-reaction in human lives. The observation
that a small kindness can inspire greater and ever-greater kindnesses of which we never learn, in lives distant both in time and space..He was in the
kitchen at 11:20, spreading frosting on a large chocolate sheet cake while the reverend expertly frosted a coconut-layer job..Tom was alone. The
place should be silent. Hanna Rey, the housekeeper, wasn't scheduled to arrive until ten o'clock..Undeterred, the girl said, "Not magic. But maybe I
can't learn to do that one, ever.".As though one of the quarters had dropped into his ear and triggered a golden oldie in the jukebox of his mind,
Junior heard Vanadium's voice in the hospital room, in Spruce Hills, on the night of the day when Naomi died: "en you cut Naomi's string, you put
an end to the effects that her music would have on the lives of others and on the shape of the future.....Knacker, Hisscus, and Nork, all talking at
once, then failing silent as if they were a single organism, then talking in rotation but interrupting one another, tried to advance their agenda..Junior
was tempted to experiment with the controls. Maybe other messages were recorded on the machine. Listening to them would be delicious-even if
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every one of them turned out to be as meaningless to him as Max's--a little like browsing through a stranger's diary.."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.".He went directly to the kitchen and drew a glass of water at the sink faucet. He swallowed two antiemetic tablets that he had brought with
him, to guard against vomiting..The sudden change of subject, from the airliner crash to Phimie, confused Celestina.."Apple juice, lime Jell-O, and
four soda crackers," said the detective. "If you don't have enough of a conscience to make you confess,.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..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..spades. Friday night, she had ripped the cards in thirds and had been carrying the twelve pieces with her since then, waiting for this quiet
Sunday evening..yunh," so she nodded as vigorously as she was able to do, and tightened her grip on Celestina's hand..Two soft-boiled eggs, one
slice of bread neither toasted nor buttered, a glass of apple juice, and a dish of orange.Beautiful she was, both of face and form, even with her
mouth gaping wide and her eyes rolled back in her skull. How bright her future might have been if she had not chosen to deceive. A tease was, in
essence, a deceiver-promising what she never intended to deliver..In a pocket of his smock was his letter to Reverend Harrison White. He hadn't
sealed the envelope, because he intended to read to Perri, his wife, what he'd written, and include any corrections she suggested. In this, as in all
things, Paul valued her opinion..No longer able to judge the boy's degree of sleepiness by his eyes, she relied on him to tell her when to stop
reading. At his request, she closed the book after forty-seven pages, at the end of Chapter 2..Although a cold current crackled along the cable of her
spine, Agnes smiled at the card. She was determined to change the dark mood that had descended over them..As Sklent so insightfully put it: Some
of us live on after death, survive in spirit, because we are just too stubborn, selfish, greedy, grubbing, vicious, psychotic, and evil to accept our
demise. None of those qualities described sweet Naomi, who had been far too kind and loving and meek to live on in spirit, after her lovely flesh
failed. Now at one with the earth, Naomi was no threat to Junior, and the state had paid for its negligence in her death, and the whole matter should
have been brought to closure. There were only two barriers to full and final resolution: first, the stubborn, selfish, greedy, grubbing, vicious,
psychotic, evil spirit of Thomas Vanadium; and second, Seraphim's bastard baby--little Bartholomew..Holding a shaker in each hand, Tom walked
them forward, causing them to diverge slightly at first, but then moving them along exactly parallel to each other..Such quiet filled the house that
Agnes couldn't hear even the murmuring miseries of the past..For a while, Junior half convinced himself that the quarter in his cheeseburger, in
December '65, was a meaningless coincidence, unrelated to Vanadium. His short tour of the kitchen, in search of the perpetrator, had given him
reason to believe the diner's sanitary standards were inadequate. Recalling the greasy men on that culinary death squad, he knew that he'd been
fortunate not to discover a dead rodent spread-eagle on the melted cheese, or an old sock..Agnes meant to stop Maria from turning the eleventh
card, but her curiosity was equal to her apprehension..Over the final refrain of "I'll Be Seeing You" came a man's voice from the foyer, raised
quizzically, with perhaps a note of surprise: "Victoria..By the time he went to bed Saturday night, the cards that had been only that morning were
showing signs of wear..He was in a mood to shoot her, but this weapon was not fitted with a sound-suppressor. He'd left that gun in Celestina's
bedroom. This was the pistol that he had taken from Frieda Bliss's collection, and it was as full of sound as Frieda had been full of spew..Alone,
Junior sat in the breakfast nook with a pot of coffee and an entire Sara Lee chocolate fudge cake..Blind he remained until an afternoon in May
1993, when at last the miracle occurred, and the meaning that Tom Vanadium had foreseen so long ago began to manifest..The musician's
bird-sharp gaze grew dull. His pink tongue protruded from his mouth, like a half-eaten worm..The reverend couldn't easily escape church
obligations on such short notice, but Grace wanted to be with her daughters. Phimie, however, pleaded that only Celestina accompany her..Yet his
curious attraction to these newborns kept him at the window, and he began to believe that unconsciously he had intended to come here from the
moment he guided his walker out of his room. He'd been compelled to come. Drawn by some mysterious magnetism..From the moment the girl
was admitted on the evening of January 5, the nurses at St. Mary's Hospital in San Francisco called her Phimie, too, not because they knew her well
enough to love her, but because that was the name they heard Celestina use..One of the most unnerving aspects of life in southern California was
that earthquake weather came in so many varieties. As many days as not, you got out of bed, checked the sky and the barometer, and realized with
dismay that conditions were indicative of catastrophe..Traditional logic argued that an infant, no more than two weeks old, could not be a serious
threat to a grown man..Celestina gave birth to Seraphim in '69, saw her painting on the cover of American Artist in '70, and gave birth to Harrison
in '72..As she tucked the bedclothes around him again, she said, "Barty, I don't think you should let anyone else see how you can walk in the rain
without getting wet. Not Edom and Jacob. Not anyone at all. And anything else special that you discover you can do ... we should keep it a secret
between you and me.".Round of face and round of body, Vinnie didn't walk like other men; he seemed to bounce lightly along, as if inflated with a
mixture of gases that included enough helium to make him buoyant, though not so much that he was in danger of sailing up and away like a
birthday balloon. His smooth cheeks and merry eyes left a boyish impression, but he was a good attorney, and shrewd..'She didn't reach into your
thoughts and pluck out the name Rowena. Or Beezil or Feezil.'.He didn't know what he was looking for. He simply felt empowered to be the one
conducting the surveillance for a change..Outside, he discovered that some worthless criminal wretch had broken into his Suburban during the
night. The suitcase and Book-of-the-Month selections were gone. The creep even swiped the Kleenex, the chewing gum, and the breath mints from
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the glove, compartment..When Frieda finished retching and passed out in a heap, Junior left her on the floor and immediately set out to explore her
rooms.
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