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As she commented on each masterpiece, Frieda grew steadily less coherent. She had drunk a few cocktails, the better part of a bottle of Cabernet
Sauvignon, and two after-dinner brandies..When Agnes pressed for a diagnosis, Dr. Chan quietly pleaded the need to gather more information.
After Barty had seen the oncologist and had additional tests, he and his mother would return here in the afternoon to receive a diagnosis and
counseling in treatment options..Their struggle to put their sorrow into words moved Agnes not because they cared so deeply, but because in the
end they were unable to express themselves adequately. Without the relief provided by expression, their anguish grew corrosive. Their lifelong
introversion left them without the social skills to unburden themselves or to provide solace to others. Worse, their obsessions with death, in all its
many means and mechanisms, had prepared them to expect Barty's cancer, which left them neither shocked nor capable of consolation, but merely
resigned. Ultimately, in great frustration, each twin was reduced to fragmented sentences, crippled gestures, quiet tears-and Agnes became the only
consoler..Jabbing his forefinger at each of the remaining treats, Barty said, "Pie, pie.".Shaking with a fear that had nothing to do with Junior Cain
and flying bullets, or even with memories of Josef Krepp and his vile necklace, Tom Vanadium closed the sketch pad and put it on the window
seat. He opened the window, and in rushed the susurration of breeze-stirred oak leaves..Anyway-and curiously-Industrial Woman increasingly
looked to him like Scamp. As various abraded and inflamed mucous membranes constantly reminded him, he'd had more than enough of Scamp for
a while. At last the day arrived: Friday, January 12..The paramedic pumped the inflation cuff of the sphygmomanometer, and Junior's blood
pressure was most likely high enough to induce a stroke, driven skyward by the thought that Naomi's love had been a lie..Shortly after four o'clock,
here was Neddy, already spiffed for work in black tuxedo, pleated white shirt, and black bow tie, with a red bud rose as a boutonniere, standing just
inside the open door to Celestina White's studio apartment, holding forth in tedious detail as to the reasons why she was in flagrant breach of her
lease and obligated to move by the end of the month. The issue was Angel, lone baby in an otherwise childless building: her crying (though she
rarely cried), her noisy play (though Angel wasn't yet strong enough to shake a rattle), and the potential she represented for damage to the premises
(though she was not yet able to get out of a bassinet on her own, let alone go at the plaster with a ball-peen hammer).."Brush your teeth, too,"
Celestina said, leaning against the jamb in the open doorway..The third-floor apartment directly over Enoch Cain's unit had been leased by Simon
Magusson, through his corporation, ever since it became available in March of '66, twenty-two months ago..Junior didn't find anything to explain
her paranoia-though, to his surprise, he discovered six books by Caesar Zedd in her small library. The pages were dog-eared; the text was heavily
underlined..He nodded. "You do. Yes. But you don't need to know right now. Later, when you're calmer, when you're clearer. It's too important to
rush you through it now."."Really, Angel," Barty said with genuine concern, "it might be scary. I got another one we could listen to, if you
want."."Not so bad, two thousand," Tom heard himself say idiotically. "I mean, compared to nearly four million.".Exactly. The shock. The
devastating loss. Junior felt it now, anew, and was afraid he might betray himself with tears, although he seemed to be done with vomiting..This
ended any hope of romance, and he was disappointed. A less self-controlled man might have seized a nearby bronze vase-fashioned to resemble
dinosaur stool-and stuffed her into it or vice versa..She rushed on: "I'm one of the best waitresses they have, so if I ask for dinner shifts only, I'll get
them. Tips are better at dinner. And working the one shift, four and a half to five hours, I'll have a regular schedule.".She took a deep breath. She
lifted her head, straightened her shoulders, and went inside, where a new life waited for her.."Poker." Keeping his hands high, like a penitent
confessing sin at a revival meeting and asking God to wash him clean, Obadiah said, "My specialty was close-up magic. Oh, I pulled a rabbit out of
a hat more than once, silk scarves from thin air, doves from silk scarves. But close was my love. Coins, but mostly ... cards.".As luck would have
it," the nun said, "Dr. Lipscomb was in the when it happened. He'd just delivered another baby under.Crouching beside the boy as he rubbed a
brighter shine onto the granite, Agnes said, "Barty, honey, why are you ....The rain was colder than it had been earlier, almost as icy as sleet. Or
perhaps she was far hotter than before and felt the chill more keenly on her fevered skin. Each droplet seemed to hiss against her face, to sizzle
against her hands, with which she tightly gripped her swollen abdomen as if she could deny Death the baby that it had come to collect..When the
ophthalmologist saw her misery, his kind face softened further, and his pity became palpable..He loved Naomi, of course, and never could deny
her. Although he had been especially sweet to her that night, if he had known that they would have less than a year together before fate tore her
from him, he might have been even sweeter.."Nick," he suggested, as though any reason existed for her to be on a first-name basis with the man
who killed her husband. "I wasn't drinking. ".His happy expectation thickened into dread when he spotted the ambulance at the curb. And in the
driveway stood the Buick that belonged to Joshua Nunn, their family doctor..His Country Squire laden with cookies, plum cakes, homemade
caramel corn with almonds, and gifts, Edom drove directly home from Obadiah Sepharad's place, which had been their final stop. He roared away
as if trying to outrun tornadoes and tidal waves.."Yes?" the silver-haired eminence replied, wrinkling his nose as though he suspected that this
customer would ask if the display pedestal was included in the price..They agreed that to the outside world, Barty must continue to appear to be a
sightless man-or otherwise either be treated like a freak or be subjected, perhaps unwillingly, to experimentation. In the modern world, there was no
tolerance for miracles. Only family could be told of this development..This consequence of rape, the baby, was less baby to Celestina than cancer, a
malignancy excised rather than a life delivered. She had been no more impelled to study the child than she would have been, charmed to examine
the glistening gnarls and oozing convolutions of a freshly plucked tumor. Consequently, she could remember nothing of its squinched face..Since
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her conversation with Joshua Nunn the previous Thursday, she'd had more than four days to armor herself for the worst. She prepared for it as well
as any mother could while still holding on to her sanity..She shook her head, and red bows fluttered. "No. 'Cause you didn't just move it
around."."That would be wrong. A diary's private." He supposed that to a detective nothing was sacred, but he was nonetheless a little shocked that
Vanadium needed to ask that question..He looked at the two cards following the four of clubs in the stack. Neither of these was a jack of spades,
either, and both were what he anticipated..On the two-chair bed beside her mother, Angel issued small cries of distress in her sleep. Whatever
presences flocked around her in the dream, they weren't baby chickens..Edom removed two of the pies from the table and put them on the counter
near the ovens..Scowling, Joey stared at the floor in puzzlement, shifted his weight from one foot to the other, sighed, turned his attention to the
ceiling, and shifted his weight again, for all the world like a trained bear that couldn't quite remember how to perform its next trick..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..In the top drawer, in addition to the expected items, Tom Vanadium found a gallery brochure for an art exhibition. In the hooded
flashlight beam, the name Celestina White seemed to flare off the glossy paper as though printed in reflective ink..Eventually, a braless blonde in
shiny white plastic boots, a white miniskirt, and a hot-pink T-shirt featuring the silk-screened face of Albert Einstein, said, "Sure, I know her. Had
some classes with her. She's nice enough, but she's kind of nerdy, especially for an Afro-American. I mean, they're never nerdy--am I right?".The
reverend said, "I'm sure you underestimate my parishioners, Celestina. They won't be scandalized. They'll open their hearts.".This was different
earthquake weather from that of ten days ago, when he'd made the pie deliveries alone. Then: blue sky, unseasonable warmth, low humidity. Now:
low gray clouds, cool air, high humidity..Paul didn't realize that Grace had followed them into the living room until she screamed. She started to
push past him, heading toward her husband even as Harrison went down..Tongue clamped between his teeth as he concentrated on keeping the blue
crayon within the lines of the bunny, Barty nodded. "Yeah..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..Nolly said, "We've never really had a song of our
own, in spite of all the dancing we do. I think this is a good one. But so far, you've only sung it to another man.".Meanwhile, as attorneys met on
Tuesday afternoon, Junior, having taken leave from work, phoned a locksmith to change the locks at his house. As a cop, Vanadium might have
access to a lock-release gun that.to prayer instead, asking for the wisdom to understand why this was happening to her and for the strength to cope
with her pain and with her loss.."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 was born yesterday, not today," Edom said glumly. "When the thousand-year
quake hits, skyscrapers will pancake, bridges crumble, dams break. In three minutes, a million people will die between San Diego and Santa
Barbara.".On the sofa, Celestina finally worked up the courage to dial her parents' number in Spruce Hills..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..The girl was creepy, no doubt about it, and Junior felt now
precisely as he had felt on the night of Celestina's exhibition at the Greenbaum Gallery, when he had come out of the alleyway after disposing of
Neddy Gnathic in the Dumpster and had checked his watch only to discover his bare wrist. He was missing something here, too, but it wasn't
merely a Rolex, wasn't a thing at all, but an insight, a profound truth..Standing over the body, he squeezed off the last three shots. Finished, he
detested guns more than ever..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..To
celebrate, Junior went to a gallery and purchased the second piece of art in his collection. Not sculpture this time: a painting..Otter shook his
head..Frustrated on many levels, Junior hurried to a parking lot one block from the detective's office, where he'd left his new Chevrolet Impala
convertible. This Chinese-red machine was even more beautiful when wet with rain than it had looked polished and pristine on the showroom
floor..The full nature of the nightmare continued to elude him, but he became convinced that good reason for his fear existed, that the dream had
been more than a dream. He had a nemesis named Bartholomew not merely in dreams, but in the real world, and this Bartholomew had something
to do with ... babies..Incredibly, Renee came after him, slinky and seductive, trying to calm him and lure him back into an embrace..By the time the
family was ushered out, protesting, at the end of evening visiting hours, Junior hadn't succumbed to their pressure. If his conversion was to appear
convincingly reluctant, he would have to resist them for at least another few days..A surprising number of the women who had been his lovers were
recreational drug users, and over the past couple years, he had met several dealers who supplied them. From the least savory of these, he purchased
five thousand dollars' worth of cocaine and LSD to establish his credibility, after which he inquired about forged documents..You have the teeth to
do it, Junior thought, but he restrained himself from saying it. "This can't be a dead end."."You must've slipped this one in my pocket when you
first came in here," Nolly deduced..Although she had slept well and though her hemorrhaging had been successfully arrested, Agnes was too weak
to manage breakfast alone. A simple spoon was as heavy and as unwieldy as a shovel..Every nerve in Junior's body was a tautly strung trigger wire.
If something set him off, he might explode so violently that he'd blow himself into a psychiatric ward..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
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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..Hard experience had taught him, however, that killing someone he knew, while
occasionally necessary, didn't release stress. Or if it did briefly release stress, then unforeseen consequences always contributed to even worse
future stress.."There's a fine George and Ira Gershwin song called 'Someone to Watch Over Me.'."You didn't at all," Dr. Salk assured him. "I need
to talk to you. If you would give me a little of your time...".Highly impressed by the spot-on hyena scream with which Frieda had purged herself of
the childhood emotional trauma inflicted by an authoritarian grandmother, Junior asked her to go out with him..Sunday morning, when Agnes
returned from church, Edom and Jacob joined her for lunch. During the afternoon, Jacob helped her bake seven pies for Monday delivery.."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.Still on her
knees, she raised the weapon and realized that she was going to shoot the maniac in the back, that she had no other choice, because her
inexperience didn't allow her to aim for a leg or an arm. The moral dilemma overwhelmed her, but so did an image of Phimie lying dead in bloody
sheets on the surgery table. She pulled the trigger and rocked with the recoil..Thrilled to have inspired this awe in her, he closed the book.
"Remember what we talked about a long time ago? You asked me how come, if I could walk where the rain wasn't. . . ".Somewhere in the world he
had a deadly enemy: Bartholomew, who had something to do with babies, a total stranger yet an implacable foe..Agnes pulled the stack of cards in
front of her. She discarded the first two, as Maria would have done, and turned over the third..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..She felt that she had failed her sister. She
didn't know what more she could have done, but if she'd been wiser and more insightful and more attentive, surely this terrible loss would not have
come to pass..Agnes considered describing the sunset to the blinded boy, but her hesitancy settled into reluctance, and by the time the stars came
out, she had said not a word about the day's splendorous final act. For one thing, she worried that her description would fall far short of the reality,
and that with her inadequate words, she might dull Barty's precious memories of sunsets he had seen. Primarily, however, she failed to remark on
the spectacle because she was afraid that to do so would be to remind him of all that he had lost..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..His instructor, Bob Chicane-who visited twice a week for an hour-advised him to imagine a
perfect fruit as the object of his meditation. An apple, a grape, an orange, whatever..In answer, Wally came running with his heavy medical bag, as
he was vow doctor to some people on the pie route. "The weather's a lot better than I expected, so I went back to change into lighter
clothes.".Celestina rose, heart suddenly clumping in her breast, like heavy footsteps hurrying away from an approaching bearer of bad news, but
she herself couldn't run, could only stand rooted in her hope-and hear in her mind six versions of a bleak prognosis in the two seconds before the
doctor actually spoke..Fragments of the broken wineglass crunched under his shoes as he crossed the small kitchen to the dinette. He opened the
bottle of vodka and put it on the table in front of the dead woman..Settling onto the empty stool beside this beauty, Junior offered to buy her a
drink, and she accepted..She hadn't looked up from her sketching. Although Junior thought she hadn't seen him, she'd apparently been aware of him
all along..He was a man with a plan, focused, committed, ready to act and then think, as soon as he was able to act. A spasm of pain weakened his
hand. Cartridges slipped through his fingers, fell to the floor..That was another thing. Junior hadn't gotten his noon meal, because the spirit of
Vanadium had nearly caught up with him when he'd been browsing for tie chains and silk pocket squares before lunch. Then he missed dinner, as
well, because he had to maintain surveillance on Celestina when she didn't go straight home from the gallery. He was hungry. He was starving.
This, too, she had done to him. The bitch..The disease hadn't corrupted her heart, and it had left her face untouched, as well. Lovely, she was, as she
had always been..Her fear, Agnes suddenly realized, arose from her father's often expressed conviction that an attempt to excel at anything was a
sin that would one day be grievously punished. All forms of amusement were sinful, by his way of thinking, and all those who sought even the
simplest entertainment were lost souls; however, those who desired to amuse others were the worse sinners, because they were overflowing with
pride, striving to shine, eager to make themselves into false gods, to be praised and adored as only God should be adored. Actors, musicians,
singers, novelists were doomed to hell by the very acts of creation which, in their egomania, they saw as the equal of their Creator's work. Striving
to excel at anything, in fact, was a sign of corruption in the soul, whether one wanted to be recognized as a superior carpenter or car mechanic, or a
grower of prize roses. Talent, in her father's view, was not a gift from God, but from the devil, meant to distract us from prayer, penitence, and
duty..Caught unaware by the joke, she laughed. "Well, I'm glad to know I'm good for something. Is there maybe a special pie you'd like me to make
today?".In a red coat with a red hood, Bartholomew appeared first in the arms of the tall lanky man, the Ichabod Crane look-alike, who also had a
large tote bag hanging from his shoulder..He swept the immediate area with the flashlight, and shadows spun with shadows, waltzing spirits in the
ballroom of the night..surreptitiously with Junior. He was accustomed to being an object of desire. This night, however, the only lady he cared
about was San Francisco herself, and he wanted to be alone with her..If he killed Bartholomew and got away clean, as he expected that he would,
then he could subsequently return everything in the van to the apartment. He was just being prudent by planning for his future, because the future
was, after all, the only place he lived.."Just now." Although Angel tried to sound nonchalant, she was trembling. "I'm not sure I can do it
again.".The gas oven might blow up in his face, at last bringing him peace, but if it didn't, he would at least have cookies for Agnes..If this
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insurance payoff was not mere coincidence, if it was the wealth that had been foretold, then how far behind the fortune did the knave travel? Years?
Months? Days?.He could recall clearly when he had known that he would marry her: during his first year of college, when he'd returned home for
the Christmas break. Away at school, he had missed her every day, and the moment that he saw her again, an abiding tension left him, and he felt at
peace for the first time in months.."He's not a real contemporary person, not anyone Cain needs to fear. So how did he develop this obsession with
finding someone named Bartholomew?" He met Celestina's eyes, as if she might have answers for him. "Is there a real Bartholomew? And how
does this tie in with his assault on you? Or is there any tie-in at all?".Smiling, pulling the blanket more tightly around herself, she said, "You look
after your old mom, don't you?".Barty looked at Angel, and Angel looked at Barty, and they dropped to their knees on the grass before their
daughter. They were both grinning ... and then their grins stiffened a little.."No. Just tricks. Turn a leaf to a gold piece. Seemingly.".JUNIOR CAIN
WANDERED among the Philistines, in the gray land of conformity, seeking one-just one-refreshingly repellent canvas, finding only images that
welcomed and even charmed, yearning for real art and the vicious emotional whirlpool of despair and disgust that it evoked, finding instead only
themes of uplift and images of hope, surrounded by people who seemed to like everything from the paintings to the canapes to the cold January
night, people who probably hadn't spent even one day of their lives brooding about the inevitability of nuclear annihilation before the end of this
decade, people who smiled too much to be genuine intellectuals, and he felt more alone and threatened than eyeless Samson chained in Gaza..For
Gammoner, exactly as for Pinchbeck, Google had provided: a driver's license that was actually registered with the California Department of Motor
Vehicles, and that would, therefore, stand up to any cop's inspection; a legitimate social-security card; a birth certificate actually on file with the
cited courthouse; and an authentic, valid passport..The little hands, so weak now but someday strong: Would they eventually be capable of
savagery, as were the father's hands? Misbegotten offspring. This seed of a demonic man whom Phimie herself had called sick and evil. However
innocent-looking now, what pain might she eventually in-- on others? What outrages might she commit in years to come? Although Celestina
searched intently, she could not glimpse the father's evil in the child..As if a door had briefly opened between this windless day and another world,
a single gust rattled rain against the windows..In the motel office, Junior paid for another night in advance. His preference in lodgings didn't run to
greasy carpeting, cigarette-scarred furniture, and the whispery scuttling of cockroaches in the dark, but though feeling better, he was too tired and
shaky to drive..This was a California live oak, green even in winter, although its leaves were fewer now than they would be in warmer seasons. The
elaborate branch structure, reflected around him, was an exquisite and harmonious maze overlaying a mosaic of sunlight green on grass, and
something in its patterns suddenly touched him, moved him, seized his imagination. He felt as if he were balanced on the brink of an astonishing
insight..Serving a formal dinner was Agnes's way of declaring-to herself more than to anyone else in attendance-that the time had come for her to
get on with life for Bartholomew's sake, but also for her own..Maria Gonzalez arrived with her daughters, and while it was natural for Angel to be
drawn to the company of older girls, she had no interest in anyone but Barty..As she struggled to cope with her loss, the last thing Agnes needed
was the reminder posed by that empty chair. Maria's intentions were good, however, and Agnes didn't want to hurt her feelings..At the beginning of
his third month, instead of at the end of his fifth, he was combining vowels and consonants: "ba-ba-ba, ga-ga-ga, la-la-la, ca-ca-ca."."I thought there
was a burglar," Junior groaned, but he knew better than to spit out his entire story at once, for then he would appear to be reciting a script.
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