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To the phone, the police. No dial tone. Pointless to rattle the disconnect switch. The line had been cut.."Mommy, did you know, every day on Mars
is thirty-seven minutes and twenty-seven seconds longer than ours?".Junior had no idea who the driver of the Buick might be, but he hated the tall
lanky son of a bitch because he figured the guy was humping Celestina, who would never have humped anyone but Junior if she had met him first,
because like her sister, like all women, she would find him irresistible. He felt that he had a prior claim on her because of his relationship to the
family; he was the father of her sister's bastard boy, after all, which made him their blood by shared--progeny..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..Munching an Almond Joy, Junior returned to the phone book, with no choice but to
find Bartholomew the hard way..Junior had thought most other policemen must consider Vanadium to be a loose cannon, a rogue, an outcast.
Perhaps the opposite was true-and if it was, if Vanadium was highly regarded among his peers, he was immeasurably more dangerous than Junior
had realized..After staring at the coins for a long moment, Kathleen said, "I don't think any mystery writer has ever done a series of novels about a
priest detective who's also a magician.".Sometimes, while shaving or combing his hair, as he was looking in the bathroom or foyer mirror, Junior
thought that he glimpsed a presence, dark and vaporous, less substantial than smoke, standing or moving behind him. At other times, this entity
seemed to be within the mirror. He couldn't focus on it, study it, because the moment he became aware of the presence, it was gone..Junior needed
something in his life, a missing element without which he could never be complete, something more than a heart mate, more than German or
French, or karate, and for as long as he could remember, he'd been searching for this mysterious substance, this enigmatic object, this skill, this
thingumajigger, this dowhacky, this flumadiddle, this force or person, this insight, but the problem was that he didn't know what he was searching
for, and so often when he seemed to have found it, he hadn't found it after all, therefore he worried that if ever he did find it, then he might throw it
away, because he would not realize that it was, in fact, the very jigger or gigamaree that he'd been in search of since childhood..Although the
mummifying fog wound white mysteries around even the most ordinary objects and wrapped every citizen in anonymity, Vanadium preferred to
approach the apartment building with utmost discretion. Whatever the length of his stay in this place, he would never arrive or depart through the
front door or even through the basement level garage-until perhaps his last day..Why Cain, even if he was the father, should be interested in the
little girl was a mystery to Tom Vanadium. This totally self-involved, spookily hollow man held nothing sacred; fatherhood would have no appeal
for him, and he certainly wouldn't feel any obligation to the child that had resulted from his assault on Phimie..He got behind the wheel of the
Studebaker, started the engine, did a hard 180-degree turn, using more lawn than driveway, and cried out in terror when Vanadium moved noisily
in the backseat..By the time he reached the airport, located a private-charter company, chased up the owner through the night-security man, and
arranged to be flown at once to Eugene, Oregon, aboard a twin-engine Cessna, the points of pain in his face had begun to throb..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..when red aces weft followed by disturbing jacks, Agnes had pretended to take her son's card-told fortune lightly, especially the frightful
part of it. In fact, a coldness had twisted through her heart.."Take care he doesn't turn your belt on you with a spell!" said his uncle..madness or a
brilliant deductive insight: Naomi, the hateful bitch, she poisoned me!.He hurried the length of the diner, pushing past waitresses, checking out all
three of the possibilities, but of course, none of them was the dead detective--or anyone else Junior had ever seen before. He was looking
for--what?--a ghost, but vengeful ghosts didn't sit down to a meat-loaf lunch in the middle of a hauntin.I believe the universe is sort of like an
unimaginably vast musical with an infinite number of strings.".To her mother, Celestina said, "What did you mean when you said you'd heard all
about Barty here?"."That's kind of you," Panglo stammered, "but I have little time for reading, very little time.".In August, he developed an interest
in meditation. He began with concentrative meditation-the form called meditation "with seed"--in which you must close your eyes, mentally focus
on a visualized object, and clear your mind of all else..Now Junior threw back the covers and sprang out of bed. In double briefs, he restlessly
roamed the hotel room..The social worker's office once more. Rain tapping lightly at the window where Dr. Lipscomb had stared intently into the
fog as he tried to avoid confronting the life-changing revelation that Phimie, speaking with the special knowledge of the once-dead, had shown
him..Jacob Isaacson--twin brother of Edom-knew nothing negative about Panglo, but he didn't trust him. If the mortician had been caught prying
gold teeth from the dead and carving satanic symbols in their buttocks, Jacob would have said, "It figures." If Panglo had saved bottles of infected
blood from diseased cadavers, and if one day he ran through town, splashing it in the faces of unsuspecting citizens, Jacob would not have raisers
one eyebrow in surprise..This was not a ghost. This was not a walking dead man. This was something else, but until he knew what it was, who it
was, the only person he could possibly look for was Vanadium.."D'you have a bag?".Commodified fantasy takes no risks: it invents nothing, but
imitates and trivializes. It proceeds by depriving the old stories of their intellectual and ethical complexity, turning their action to violence, their
actors to dolls, and their truth- telling to sentimental platitude. Heroes brandish their swords, lasers, wands, as mechanically as combine harvesters,
reaping profits. Profoundly disturbing moral choices are sanitized, made cute, made safe. The passionately conceived ideas of the great story-tellers
are copied, stereotyped, reduced to toys, molded in bright-colored plastic, advertised, sold, broken, junked, replaceable, interchangeable..An
emergency kit in the trunk of his car contained a flashlight. He fetched it and sweetened the bribe to the valet.."Angel," Phimie said urgently, and
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then, with an effort that made a blood vessel swell.With a shiver, Kathleen said, "We'd like to know more about why we did the things we did for
you. Why the quarters? Why the song?".If the sight of his daughter almost drove him to his knees, the sight of his wife, also his first in seven years,
lifted him until he was virtually floating across the grass..Moving around the front of the station wagon, waving at his mother, reveling in her
astonishment, Barty shouted, "Not scary!.She worried that they would argue with her, and though she knew that she was committed to her decision,
she was afraid to have that commitment tested just yet..Mrs. Cain's little boy felt small, weak, sorry for himself, and terribly alone. The detective
was still here, but his presence only aggravated Junior's sense of isolation..Agnes held a smile as best she could, determined that her son's final
glimpse of her face would not leave him with a memory of her despair..By November 1967, the Father Brown detective stories, written for
mystery-loving adults by G. K. Chesterton, thrilled Barty. This series of books would retain a special place in his heart for the rest of his life-as
would Robert Heinlein's The Star Beast, which was among his Christmas gifts that year..She stepped to the bed, bracketing Junior between her and
Big Rude. The stream of obscene invective issuing from Sheena made Junior feel as if he had gotten in the way of a septic-tank cleanout hose..The
January air was crisp, fragrant with evergreens and with the faint salty scent of the distant sea. A curiously yellow moon glowered like a malevolent
eye, studying him from between ragged ravelings of dirty clouds..As she turned away from him and continued along the hall toward the kitchen,
Agnes said, "They'll be as good as new when she's mended them.''.As mentally demanding and stressful as it was to maintain this borrowed sight,
the harder thing was looking once more upon her face, after all these years of blindness, only to see her gaunt, so pale. The vital, lovely woman
whose image he had guarded so vigilantly in memory would be nudged aside hereafter by this withered version..Continuing to avert his eyes from
the battered face and the two tone eyelids, Junior found the keys in an exterior pocket of the sports jacket. The credentials were tucked in an interior
pocket: a single-fold leather holder containing the shiny badge and a photo ID..Two cranks operated the winch.. The mortician and his assistant
turned the handles in unison, and as the mechanism creaked softly, the casket slowly descended into the hole..After using a paring knife to section
and core an apple, Paul withdrew a sheet of stationery from his desk and uncapped a fountain pen. His penmanship was old-fashioned -in its
neatness, as precise and appealing as fine calligraphy. He wrote: Dear Reverend White ....Jacob didn't know how he could ever bear to look at
Agnes when she came home from the hospital. The sorrow in her eyes would kill him as surely as a knife to the heart..Victoria lived on the
northeast edge of Spruce Hills, where streets petered into country lanes. Here the houses tended to be more rustic, built on larger and less formally
landscaped lots than those closer to the center of town, and set back farther from the street..The painkiller was not morphine-based, and it did not
signal its presence in the system by inducing sleepiness or even a faint blurring of the senses. After forty minutes, however, he was sure that it must
be effective, and he put the book aside..The boy-wonder physician turned to Junior again and assumed an expression of compassion so inauthentic
that if he'd been playing a doctor on even the cheesiest daytime soap opera, he'd have been stripped of his actor's-union card, fired, and possibly
horsewhipped on a live television special. "We'll be doing the procedure this afternoon, so I wouldn't want to give you anything much for the pain
just prior to anesthesia and sedation. But don't you worry, Mr. Pinchbeck. Once we've lanced these boils, when you wake up, ninety percent of the
pain will be gone.".mother's understanding of the world and of her own existence. Unlike most other toddlers, Barty was entirely comfortable with
change. From bottle to drinking glass, from crib to open bed, from favorite foods to untried flavors, he delighted in the new. Although Agnes
usually remained near at hand, Barty was as pleased to be put temporarily in the care of Maria Gonzalez as in the care of Edom, and he smiled as
brightly for his dour uncle Jacob as for anyone.."Honey," she said, crouching to peer at him through the vertical slats of the playpen, "what're you
doing?".Now, on his kitchenette table, two nights after Maria's reading, Jacob finished integrating the four decks as he had done Friday in the
dining room of the main house. His work completed, he sat for a while, staring at the stack of cards, hesitant to proceed.."Maybe." In truth, Tom
didn't believe that any of this could be learned even by one adept taking instruction from another adept. They were born with the same special
perception, but with different and strictly limited abilities to interact with the multiplicity of worlds that they could detect. He wasn't able to explain
even to himself how he could send a coin or other small object Elsewhere; it was something he just felt, and each time that the coin vanished, the
authenticity of the feeling was proved. He suspected that when Barty walked where the rain wasn't, the boy employed no conscious techniques; he
simply decided to walk in a dry world while otherwise remaining in this wet one-and then he did. Woefully incomplete wizards, sorcerers with just
a trick or two each, they had no secret tome of enchantments and spells to teach to an apprentice..When the sound-suppressor was properly attached
to the pistol, Junior Cain leaned closer to the girl, peered into her eyes, and whispered, "Naomi, are you in there?" Near the top of the stairs, Barty
thought he heard voices in his bedroom. Soft and indistinct. When he stopped to listen, the voices fell silent, or maybe he only imagined
them..Junior flung back the covers and came to his feet, but his knees proved weak, and he sat at once on the edge of the bed..While the doctor
proceeded with his evening rounds, the nurse remained with Junior until it was clear that the tranquilizer had calmed him and that he was no longer
in danger of succumbing to another bout of hemorrhagic vomiting..This time, however, the singing lasted longer than before, long enough for him
to become suspicious of the heating ducts. These rooms had ten-foot ceilings, and the ducts opened high in the walls..During the girl's final
appointment, Junior discovered she would be home alone that same night, her parents at a function she wasn't required to attend. She appeared to
reveal this inadvertently, quite innocently; however, Junior was a bloodhound when it came to smelling seduction, regardless of how subtle the
scent..He knew the titles that he wanted: "Tunnel in the Sky, Between Planets, Starman Jones. "."Sure. Or why don't I pull a Rumpelstiltskin and
demand one of her children for payment' "."Really, Angel," Barty said with genuine concern, "it might be scary. I got another one we could listen
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to, if you want.".He supposed Victoria might have a visitor. Perhaps a relative or a girlfriend. Not a man. No. She knew who her man was, and she
would have no other while she waited for the chance to surrender to him and to consummate the relationship that had begun with the spoon and the
ice in the hospital ten days previously..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..She knew that the front door was locked, too, because
Wally had waited to hear the deadbolts clack shut. Nevertheless, she stepped into the hall, where the light wasn't on, walked quickly past Angel's
bedroom, came to the entrance to the lamplit living room-and saw a man backing through the open front door, dragging something, dragging a dark
and large and heavy rumpled something, dragging a.Nolly, telling the story of his day's work, paused as the waiter delivered two orders of the
crab-cake appetizer with mustard sauce. "Nolly, Mrs. Wulfstan--enjoy!"."You should be with your children," Agnes worried. Maria looked up.
"My babies are sitted with my sister.".Instead, he encountered an elderly woman getting out of a red Pontiac with a fox tail tied to the radio
antenna. A quick glance around confirmed that they were unobserved, so he clubbed her on the back of the head with the butt of his 9-mm
pistol..Grace dropped the phone. Harrison let the frosting knife slip out of his fingers.."Well, you're sweet, aren't you? And you're all bright red on
the outside and milk chocolate inside," Celestina said, gently tweaking the girl's light brown nose.."What's below us?" Hound pointed to the floor,
paved with rough slate flags..To the waiter, Nolly was Nolly, Kathleen was Mrs. Wulfstan, and Tom Vanadium was sir--though not the usual
perfunctorily polite sir, but sir with deferential emphasis. Tom was unknown to the waiter, but his shattered face gave him gravitas; besides, he
possessed a quality, quite separate from carriage and demeanor and attitude, an ineffable something, that inspired respect and even trust..She kissed
his cheek, and he pulled his arms out from under the covers to hug her. Such small arms, but such a fierce hug..As though stirred by static
electricity, the fine hairs on the backs of Tom's hands quivered, and a current of expectation coursed through him..If the detective believed that
Seraphim had been raped, his natural desire to exact vengeance for his friend's daughter might motivate him to commit the relentless harassment
that Junior had endured now for four days.."Would you pretend to wake up if I tried to smother you?" asked Detective Vanadium..At nearly forty
years of age, Edom still dreamed of that grim summer afternoon, although not as often as in the past. When it troubled his sleep these days, it was a
nightmare that gradually metamorphosed into a dream of tenderness and hope. Until the last few years, he'd always awakened when the roses were
being jammed into his mouth or when the thorns flicked through his eyelashes, or when Agnes began to strike their father with the Bible, thus
seeming to assure worse punishment. This additional act, this transition from horror to hope before he woke, had been added when Agnes was
pregnant with Barty. Edom didn't know why this should be so, and he didn't try to analyze it. He was simply grateful for the change, because he
woke now in a state of peace, never with worse than a shudder, no longer with a hoarse cry of anguish..His mother, gently pushing Tom to the
prime view point at the head of the stairs, seemed unconcerned about her child's venture into the storm..In a neatly groomed neighborhood of
unassuming houses, Vanadium's place was as unremarkable as those around it: a single-story rectangular box of no discernible architectural style.
White aluminum siding with green shutters. An attached two-car garage..Beside her, the passenger's door barked and shrieked as though alive as
though suffering, and these sounds were uncannily like the cries of torment that only Agnes could hear in the haunted chambers of her heart..What
he learned working with his father and uncle in the shipyard he could use, at least; and he was becoming a good craftsman, even his father would
admit that..When she still didn't meet his stare, he seized her by the chin and tipped her head back..With great deliberation, Joey shifted gears and
followed the drive way to the street, where he peered left and then right with the squint-eyed suspicion of a Marine commando scouting dangerous
territory. He turned right..Someone she had known. Someone Celestina, too, might know. He lived in or around Spruce Hills, because Phimie had
considered him still to be a threat..Agnes had struggled recently to find a way to explain to Barty that his uncles had lost their hope, to convey also
what it meant to live without hope-and somehow to tell the boy all this without burdening him, at such a young age, with the details of what his
monstrous grandfather, Agnes's father, had done to her and to her brothers. The task was beyond her abilities. The fact that Barty was a prodigy six
times over didn't make his mother's work easier, because in order to understand her, he would require experience and emotional maturity, not just
intellect..At the mention of her son's name, Agnes stiffened. There were numerous ways for Deed to have learned the baby's name, yet it seemed
wrong for him to know it, wrong to use it, the name of this child he had nearly orphaned, had almost killed.."Did they rush you straight in here or
did you arrange all the insurance matters at reception, Mr. Pinchbeck?".An SFPD patrol car swept past, its siren silent, the rack of emergency
beacons flashing on its roof..In a monotone that gave new meaning to deadpan, the detective added: "I'm the only one who was there who doesn't
have a dry-cleaning bill.".Dropped, the wineglass had shattered. But the bottle of Merlot had survived again, rolling across the vinyl-tile floor until
it bumped gently against the base of a cabinet.."My God," Junior said, pretending that his befuddlement had faded and that his mind had just now
clarified, "you think Naomi was murdered, don't you?".Later, as Bonita and Francesca proudly served their mother's individually molded
Christmas-tree-shaped servings of flan, which they themselves had plated, Barty leaned close to his mother and, pointing to the table in front of
them, said softly but excitedly, "Look at the rainbows!".She approached the kitchen table and swept her hand across it, to emphasize its
emptiness..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..They lived too far from the nearest railroad tracks. He could not rationally expect a derailed train to crash through the garage..Glancing
at the plump pie in Edom's hands, the gentleman replied to Agnes in a musical yet gravelly voice worthy of Louis Armstrong: "You must be the
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lady Reverend Collins told me about.".Junior worried, however, that they had noticed him after he pulled to the curb twice behind them, that they
were keeping an eye on him, ready to bolt if he got out of the car, in which case they might all make it inside before he could cut them down..Each
page comprised four columns of names and numbers, most with addresses. Approximately one hundred names filled each column, four hundred to
a page..At 3:22 in the morning, December 13, following a busy day of conducting ghost research, seeking Bartholomews in a telephone book, and
working on his needlepoint, Junior awakened to singing. A single voice. No instrumental accompaniment. A woman..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..Curiously, reciting these facts usually calmed him, as though speaking of disaster would ward it off.
Since Friday, however, he had found no comfort in his usual routines..Angel was lying on a towel on the convertible sofa, where Grace had just
changed her diaper..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..Junior felt a little
lightheaded. He felt strange. He hoped he wasn't coming down with the flu..His mouth was dry when he said to Angel, "Well, it seems pretty
magical to me-that flipped-coin trick.".Indeed, as Celestina and the kid reached the foot of the steps to this second house, Bartholomew pointed,
and the woman turned to look back. She appeared to stare straight at the Mercedes, though the fog made it impossible for Junior to be sure.."Not so
bad, two thousand," Tom heard himself say idiotically. "I mean, compared to nearly four million.".Aftermath was not important. Only movement
mattered. Just forget the busload of nuns smashed on the tracks, and stay with the onrushing train. Keep moving, looking forward, always
forward.."I wouldn't just whack anyone, not even a worm bucket like Cain, any more than I would commit suicide. Remember, I believe in eternal
consequences.".He hesitated, because until the limited explanations he'd made to Celestina in San Francisco, he had never discussed his special
perception with anyone except two priest counselors in the seminary. At first he felt uneasy, talking of these matters to strangers-as if he were
making a confession to laity who held no authority to provide absolution but as he spoke to this hushed and intense gathering, his doubts fell away,
and revelation seemed as natural as talk of the weather..From the bathroom, Junior gathered an electric razor and toiletries. He added these to the
suitcases..The funeral director and his assistant were the only people, other than Junior, remaining at the grave. They asked if they might lower the
casket or if he would rather that they wait until he was gone..The odds against drawing a jack of spades four times in a row out of four combined
and randomly shuffled decks were forbidding. Jacob didn't have the knowledge necessary to calculate those odds, but he knew they were
astronomical.."I want you to adopt the baby." Before they could react, she hurried on: "I won't be twenty-one for four months yet, and even then
they might give me trouble about adopting, even though I'm her aunt, because I'm single. But if you adopt her, I'll raise her. I promise I will. I'll
take full responsibility. You don't have to worry that I'll regret it or that I'll ever want to drop her in your laps and escape the responsibility. She'll
have to be the center of my life from here on. I understand that. I accept it. I embrace it."."Holding fast to the boy's right foot, Jacob observed that
one elevator might descend safely but that if they took two, one or the other was certain to crash to the bottom of the shaft, considering the
unreliability of all machinery made by man.."I don't ... don't understand." Blinking sleepily, pretending to be still thickheaded from tranquilizers
and whatever other drugs they were dripping into his veins, Junior was pleased by the note of perplexity in his hoarse voice, although he knew that
even an Oscar-caliber performance would not win over this critic..Tom didn't know what to make of this bit of information, so he said, "That's a
lot.".On this momentous day, however, drawing provided no solace. Frequently, her hands shook, and she could not control the pencil..When he
located the new grave, approximately where he'd guessed that it would be, he was surprised to find a black granite headstone already set in place,
instead of a temporary marker painted with the
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