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A FALLEN IDOL
The thorns had not been stripped from the long stem of the white rose. Vanadium clutched it so tightly that the sharp points punctured his meaty
palm. He seemed to be unaware of his wounds.."They've gone to bed. They're tired," Wally told her as he put the car in gear and released the hand
brake. "Aren't you?".As though Amelia Earhart, the long-lost aviatrix, had reached out of her twilight zone and snared the two bits, no tumbling
coin glinted in the air above the desk..Moving around the front of the station wagon, waving at his mother, reveling in her astonishment, Barty
shouted, "Not scary!.Now her mooring was Wally Lipscomb-obstetrician, pediatrician, landlord, and best friend--who arrived halfway through the
reception. As she listened to Helen Greenbaum's sales report, Celestina held Wally's hand so tightly that had it been a plastic champagne flute, it
would have cracked..But when the lore-books of a wizard came into a warlord's hands he was likely to treat them with caution, locking them away
to keep them harmless or giving them to a wizard in his hire to do with as he wished. In the margins of the spells and word lists and in the
endpapers of these books of lore a wizard or his prentice might record a plague, a famine, a raid, a change of masters, along with the spells worked
in such events and their success or unsuccess. Such random records reveal a clear moment here and there, though all between those moments is
darkness. They are like glimpses of a lighted ship far out at sea, in darkness, in the rain..In Oregon, standing at Junior Cain's bedside, turning a
quarter across the knuckles of his left hand, Thomas Vanadium asks about the name that his suspect had spoken in the grip of a nightmare..While
Jacob had shuffled, Agnes had taken little Barty from his bassinet into her arms. She was surprised and discomfited to discover that the baby was to
have his fortune told first..Thus armored, he at last arrived in the city of Sacramento, an hour before dawn. Sacramento, which means "sacrament"
in Italian and in Spanish, calls itself the Camellia Capital of the World, and holds a ten-day camellia festival in early March-already advertised on
billboards now in mid-January. The camellia, shrub and flower, is named for G. J. Camellus, a Jesuit missionary who brought it from Asia to
Europe in the eighteenth century..Phimie must be honored now with laughter instead of with tears, because her life had left Celestina with so many
memories of joy and with joy personified in Angel. To fend off tears, she said, "Listen, Clark Kent, we women need our little secrets, our private
thoughts. If you can really read my heart this easily, I guess I'm going to have to start wearing lead brassieres.".He'd acted boldly, recklessly,
without scoping the territory to be sure Prosser was alone. The accountant lived by himself, but a visitor might be present..He capped the bottle,
pocketed it, and then kicked the dead man, kicked him again, and spat on him.."I'm not sure which is more unusual-the site of the eruption, the
number of boils, or the size of them.".He repressed the scream, however, because he sensed that if he gave voice to it, he wouldn't be able to silence
himself for a long long time..To the foot of the bed slouched the third and final Hackachak: twenty-four-year-old Kaitlin, Naomi's big sister. Kaitlin
was the unfortunate sister, having inherited her looks from her father and her personality equally from both parents. A peculiar coppery cast
enlivened her brown eyes, and in a certain slant of light, her angry glare could flash as red as blood..Through fog-shrouded hills forested with oaks,
maples, madrones, and pepperwoods, through magnificent stands of redwoods that towered three hundred feet, he arrived in Weott on the evening
of January 3, 1968, where he stayed the night. If Paul had any northernmost goal for this trip, it was the city of Eureka, almost fifty miles
farther-and for no reason, other than to eat Humboldt Bay crabs at their origin, because that was one of his and Perri's favorite foods.."Here we
are," said the driver, braking to a stop at the curb in front of the gallery..This claim wasn't true. His father, an unsuccessful artist and highly
successful alcoholic, lived in Santa Monica, California. His mother, divorced when Junior was four, had been committed to an insane asylum
twelve years ago. He rarely saw them. He hadn't told Naomi about them. Neither of his parents was a resume enhancer..When he noticed a blonde
staring at him from a nearby booth, he smiled and winked at her. Although she was not attractive enough to meet his standards, there was no reason
to be impolite..He turned over the two most recent discards. Neither was a jack of spades, and both were what he expected them to be..Dr. Chan's
manner remained professional, providing the strength that Agnes required, but his pain was evident when his gentle voice softened further: "These
tumors are so advanced, we won't know until surgery if the malignancy has spread. We may already be too late. And if we aren't too late, we'll have
only a small window of opportunity. A small window. Eight days would entail too much risk.".Agnes meant to stop Maria from turning the
eleventh card, but her curiosity was equal to her apprehension..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..Barty's math and reading skills exceeded those of most eighteen year-olds, but regardless of his
brilliance, he was a few days shy of his third birthday. Prodigies were not necessarily as emotionally mature as they were intellectually developed,
but Barty listened with sober attention, asked questions, and then sat in silence, staring at the book in his hands, with neither tears nor apparent
fear..As if vengeful spirits weren't trouble enough, he had for three years been struggling unwittingly against the terrible power of the minister's
curse, black Baptist voodoo that made his life miserable. He knew now why he had been plagued by violent nervous emesis, by epic diarrhea, by
hideously disfiguring hives. The failure to find a heart mate, the humiliation with Renee Vivi, the two nasty cases of gonorrhea, the disastrous
meditative catatonia, the inability to learn French and German, his loneliness, his emptiness, his thwarted attempts to find and kill the bastard boy
born of Phimie's womb: All these things and more, much more, were the hateful consequences of the vicious, vindictive voodoo of that hypocritical
Christian. As a highly self-improved, fully evolved, committed man who was comfortable with his raw instincts, Junior should be sailing through
life on calm seas, under perpetually sunny sides, with his sails always full of wind, but instead he was constantly cruelly battered and storm-tossed
through an unrelenting night, not because of any shortcomings of mind or heart, or character, but because of black magic..Since the cops believed
a-fallen-idol.pdf
Page 1/7

A Fallen Idol

that Junior accidentally shot himself while searching for a nonexistent burglar, he was already in their book as an idiot. If he tried to explain how
Vanadium had tormented him with the quarter, and how a quarter turned up, of all places, in his cheeseburger, they would figure him for a hopeless
hysteric..Mustering all her hostess skills, Agnes gradually turned the conversation from disastrous explosions to Fourth of July fireworks, and then
to reminiscences of summer evenings when she, Joey, Edom, and Jacob.Fifteen feet separated them, with guests intervening. Yet this stranger's
attention could have felt no more disturbingly intense to Junior if they had been alone in the room and but a foot apart..The sight of the heavily
bandaged face apparently pressed all of the compassion buttons in the reverend, because he broke out of his paralytic shock and started
forward-before he registered the weapon..One of the paramedics knelt beside the body, checking Naomi for a pulse, although in these
circumstances, his action was such a formality that it was almost harebrained..Junior wanted to kill her. Kill him. Whatever. But he sensed that
Renee knew more than a little about dirty fighting and that the outcome of a violent confrontation would not be easy to predict..He hadn't lied to his
mother. She assumed that by some quantum magic, he had regained his sight permanently, and that this came with no cost. He merely allowed her
to go to her rest with the comforting misapprehension that her son had been freed from darkness..KATHLEEN IN THE candlelight, her ginger eyes
a glimmer with images of the amber flame. Icy martinis, extra olives in a shallow white dish. Beyond the tableside window, the legendary bay
glimmered, too, darker and colder than Kathleen's eyes, and not a fraction as deep..room, heavier and colder than the ice bags that were draped
across Junior's midsection..The city was less than seven miles on a side, only forty-six square miles, but Junior was nevertheless faced with a
daunting task. Hundreds of thousands of people resided within the city limits..murdered would be discounted. And if every death was suspicious to
him, then he would quickly lose interest in Junior and move on to a new enthusiasm, harassing some other poor devil..When he closed his eyes, he
saw a bowling pin, a leftover image from his with-seed days. In less than a minute, he was able to make the pin dematerialize, filling his mind with
featureless, soundless, soothing, white nothingness..Agnes wanted to tell them that all their efforts would be to no avail, that they should cease and
desist, be kind and let her go. She had no reason to stay here anymore. She was moving on to be with her dead husband and her dead baby, moving
on to a place where there was no pain, where no one was as poor as.First, he searched immediately around the dead man, figuring that the watch
might still be snared on the coat belt or on one of the sleeve straps. No luck.."It's all the same. Cars, trains, ships, all the same," Jacob insisted.
"You remember the Toya Maru? Japanese ferry capsized back in September '54. Eleven hundred sixty-eight people dead. Or worse, in '48, off
Manchuria, God almighty, the boiler exploded on a Chinese merchant ship, six thousand died. Six thousand on a single ship!".A deep-set casement
window. Two latches on the right side, one high, one low. Detachable hand crank lying on the foot-deep sill. Mechanism socket in the base
casing..The quarter, surely. The one that had not been in his robe pocket where it should have been, the previous Friday..Then he closed his eyes,
held the revolver in both hands, and at point-blank range, he shot the dead woman twice..In retrospect, he realized meditation didn't suit him. It was
a passive activity, while by nature he was a man of action, happiest when doing..This was not the time to ponder the nature of the relationship
between the treacherous Miss Bressler and Vanadium. Junior had a bloody trail to cover, and precious time was ticking away..She said, "Honey,
what I'm wondering is ... could you walk where you don't have bad eyes, like you walked where the rain wasn't ... and leave the tumors in that other
place? Could you walk where you have good eyes and come back with them?".Coughing, spitting saliva that was bitter with toxic chemicals, Paul
followed her, slapping frantically at his clothes when fire singed his shirt..At the bottom, the killer had pushed the cedar chest aside and clambered
to his feet. From out of his raveled Tutankhamen windings, he peered up at Paul and fired one shot without taking aim, almost halfheartedly, before
disappearing into the living room..What might have become a waiting game of epic duration was ended when the door to the room swung inward,
and a doctor in a white lab coat entered from the corridor. He was backlighted by fluorescent glare, his face in shadow, like a figure in a
dream..Otter was silent a while. Then he said in a low voice, "Clay, and gravel, and under that the rock that bears garnets. All under this part of the
city is that rock. I don't know the names.".Junior was impressed and delighted by her clever assumption of it strictly professional voice and
demeanor, which convincingly masked her intense desire. Sweet Victoria was a worthy coconspirator..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..Since
discovering the quarter in his cheeseburger, Junior had been half convinced that the maniac cop survived the bludgeoning. In spite of his grievous
wounds, perhaps Vanadium had swum up through a hundred feet of murky water, barely avoiding being drowned..Did she poison herself as well?
Was it her intention to kill him and commit suicide?."Imagine me thinking you'd be gone," she said to Barty. "Your old mum is losing it. I never
made a deal with Rumpelstiltskin, so there's nothing for him to collect.".EARTHSEA.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..dropping on the conversation between Dr. Parkhurst and Vanadium, and later failing and respond
to Vanadium's pointed accusations, his deception would inevitably be read as an admission of guilt in the murder.With a nervous twitch of his
avian head and a wary frown, the watcher broke eye contact and slipped into the chattering crowd, lost as quickly as a slender sandpiper skittering
among a herd of plump seagulls..Junior was pleasantly surprised by his flexibility and by his audacity. He was, indeed, a new man, a daring
adventurer, and by the day he grew more formidable..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..By the time he arrived at his apartment, Junior could think of no better action to take, so he phoned Simon Magusson, his attorney in
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Spruce Hills..Five days ago, reasoning that an unscrupulous attorney would know how to find an equally unscrupulous private detective, even
across state borders, Junior had phoned Simon Magusson, in Spruce Hills, for a confidential recommendation. Apparently, there also existed a
brotherhood of the terminally ugly, the members of which sent business to one another. Magusson-he of the large head, small ears, and protuberant
eyes-had referred Junior to Nolly Wulfstan..Celestina was amazed by her own courage in combat and by the steady calm that served her so well
now. She wasn't shaken by the thought of what might have happened to her, and to her daughter, because her mind and her heart were with
Wally-and because, having been watered with hope all of her life, she had a deep reservoir on which to draw in a time of drought.."Get this through
your head, you shit-for-brains. I lost a daughter, a precious daughter, my Naomi, the light of my life.".The slow-motion death ballet, in which
Bonnie and Clyde were riddled with bullets, was the worst moment Junior had ever heard in a film. He didn't see more than a brief glimpse of it,
because he sat with his eyes squeezed shut. Nine days previously, at Google's instructions, Junior had rented boxes at two mail-receiving services,
using the name John Pinchbeck at one, Richard Gammoner at the other, and then he had supplied those addresses to the papermaker. These were
the two identities for which Google ultimately provided elaborate and convincing documentation..so she reached across her body with her left
hand, which Celestina gripped tightly..Commit and command. It doesn't matter so much whether the course of action to which you commit is
prudent or hopelessly rash, doesn't matter whatsoever whether society at large thinks it's a "good" thing that you're doing or a "bad" thing. As long
as you commit without reservation you will inevitably command, because so few people are ever willing to commit to anything, right or wrong,
wise or unwise, that those who plunge are guaranteed to succeed more often than not even when their actions are reckless and their cause is
idiotic..Two teenage boys and one elderly woman scrambled across the sidewalk, grabbing at the ringing rain of quarters. They caught some, but
others bounced and twirled through their grasping fingers, rolling-spinning away into the gutter..Seven or eight years after Tehanu was published, I
was asked to write a story set in Earthsea. A mere glimpse at the place told me that things had been happening there while I wasn't looking. It was
high time to go back and find out what was going on now.."I don't want an attorney." He closed his eyes, lowered his head to the pillow, and
sighed. "I just want ... peace.".On January 2, 1968, four days before his birthday, Bartholomew Lampion gave up his eyes that he might live, and
accepted a fife of blindness with no hope of bathing in light again until, in his good time, he left this world for a better one.."And in a lot of
somewheres," said Barty, "things are worse for us than here. Some somewheres, you died, too, when I was born, so I never met you,
either.".Obadiah tossed the pack of cards to Edom, startling him. "Son, you'll have to help me. My fingers have no finesse anymore.".His
enjoyment of the art was diminished by these associations, and as Junior turned away from Industrial Woman, his attention was suddenly captured
by the quarters. Three lay on the floor at her gear wheel-and-meat-cleaver feet. They had not been here earlier..stubbornly withholds them is to take
a bitterly cold shower while pressing ice against one's genitals, until the desired facts are recalled or hypothermic collapse ensues.."My scar," he
confessed, "is inexperience. For a man my age, Agnes, I'm in some ways unbelievably innocent. I wouldn't trade the years with Perri for anything
or anyone, but intense as it was, our love didn't include ... Well, I mean, you may find me inadequate."."When you called earlier in the year, to ask
for a referral to a private investigator down there, the woman had recently turned up dead and Vanadium was gone, but no one put the two together
at first.".During the ten days since Joey's passing, a great many people had conveyed their condolences to Agnes, but until this man, she'd known
all of them..To his surprise, when Naomi expressed an interest in romance, Junior was a bull again. He would have thought he had left his best stuff
at Reverend Harrison White's parsonage..Putting an arm around Paul's shoulders, Dr. Salk walked with him along a street lined with eucalyptuses
and Torrey pines, to a nearby pocket park. They sat on a bench in the sunshine and watched duck waddle on the shore of a man-made
pond..PERRI'S POLIO-WHITTLED body did not test the strength of her pallbearers. The minister prayed for her soul, her friends mourned her
loss, and the earth received her..An alley opened on Junior's left. He stepped out of the crowd, into this narrow service way shaded by tall
buildings, and walked even more briskly, still not quite running because he continued to believe that he possessed the unshakable calm and
self-control of a highly self improved man..Like autumn-red ivy, lushly leafed vines of flame crawled up the house. The porch under them was
ablaze, as well. Shingles smoldered beneath their feet, and flames ringed the roof on which they stood.."Some men," she said, "wouldn't be able to
sustain desire when their hands touched my back. I'll understand if you're one of them. It's not beautiful to the eye, and rough as oak bark to the
touch. That's why I brought you here, so you'd know this before you consider where you want to go from ... where we are now.".If they were
suspicious of him, they showed no obvious alarm. The three went inside in no particular rush, and judging by their demeanor, Junior decided that
they hadn't spotted him, after all..Two staff members were at the front desk, when last he'd seen them, out of sight now and too far away to hear the
crooning. Junior had been waiting at the doors when the library opened, and thus far he'd encountered no other patrons.."Who?" she shouted,
though they were perched side by side on a black-leather love seat..If the wife killer had cut himself accidentally, his writing on the wall indicated a
hair-trigger temper and a deep reservoir of long-nurtured anger.."The pepper tree had been whispering in the breeze, the roses nodding their bright
heads. Now a stillness came into the cemetery, as if rising from beneath the grass, from out of that city of the lost..In his mind's eye, he saw the
answering machine with uncanny clarity. That curious gadget. Sitting atop the scarred pine desk..Using a false name, claiming that he was an
adoptee, Junior made inquiries with several child-placement organizations, as well as with state and federal agencies. He discovered that Wulfstan's
story was true: Adoption records were sealed by law for the protection of the birth parents, and getting at them was all but impossible..In his mind,
Junior saw a quarter turning knuckle over knuckle, and he heard the maniac cop's droning voice: There's a fine George and Ira Gershwin song
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called "Someone to Watch over Me. " You ever hear it, Enoch? I'm that someone for you, although not, of course, in a romantic sense..The police.
The stupid police. Ringing the bell when they knew he'd been shot. Ringing the damn doorbell when he lay here helpless, the Industrial Woman
lurching toward him, his toe on the other side of the kitchen, ringing the doorbell when he was losing enough blood to give transfusions to an entire
ward of wounded hemophiliacs. The stupid bastards were probably expecting him to serve tea and a plate of butter cookies, little paper doilies
between each cup and saucer..That happened ten years ago, the first and last time anyone shot at Nolly. The real work of a private eye had nothing
in common with the glamorous stuff depicted on television and in books. This was a low-risk profession full of dull routine, as long as you chose
your cases wisely--which meant staying away from clients like Enoch Cain..Edom complied, and in the arc of red Bicycle patterns, one card
revealed too much white comer, because it was the only one face up..Murmuring reassurances, Celestina put a hand on the girl's head and smoothed
her brow, her hair, until the sour dream was sweetened by the touch..Ever since he'd searched Vanadium's house, over fourteen months ago, Junior
had enjoyed learning about other people by touring their homes in their absence. Because he was unwilling to risk arrest for breaking and entering,
these explorations were rare, other than in the homes of women whom he'd dated long enough to justify swapping keys. Happily, in this golden age
of trust and easy relationships, as little as a week of hot sex could lead to key-level commitment..Junior's fear gave way to an appreciation for the
irony in this situation. Gradually, he regained the ability to smile, tossed the coin in the air, caught it, and dropped it in his pocket..He found
nothing especially gratifying, switched off the lights, and moved on to the living room. If Cain was coming home, he could glance up from the
street and see lights ablaze here, so Vanadium resorted to a small flashlight, always carefully hooding the lens with one hand..He had the capacity
to be exceptional at anything to which he applied himself. Bob Chicane had been right about that: Junior was far more intense than other men,
possessed of greater gifts and the energy to use them..An authoritative note came into Parkhurst's voice, that emperor-of- tone that probably was
taught in a special medical-school course on intimidation, though he was striking this attitude a little too late to be entirely effective. "My patient is
in a fragile state. He mustn't be agitated, Detective. I really don't want you questioning him until tomorrow at the earliest.".Junior was less surprised
by his sudden assault on Victoria than by the failure of the bottle to break. He was, after all, a new man since his decision on the fire tower, a man
of action, who did what was necessary. But the bottle was glass, and he swung forcefully, hard enough that it smacked her forehead with a sound
like a mallet cracking against a croquet ball, hard enough to put her out in an instant, maybe even hard enough to kill her, yet the Merlot remained
ready to drink..As long as Junior continued to fake sleep, the cop couldn't be absolutely sure that any deception was taking place..Paul watched as
Barty hopped down from his chair and crossed the busy kitchen in a straight line to the wall phone, without one hesitant move.."Not really. I love
you, Mommy." He yawned and dropped into sleep with a quickness that always amazed her. And then everything changed in one stunning
moment. Changed profoundly and forever..This house was similar to the Kleftons'. Though stucco rather than clapboard, it had gone a long time
without fresh paint. A crack in one of the front windows had been sealed with strapping tape.."If her blood pressure stabilizes through the night,"
Dr. Daines continued, "I want her to undergo a cesarean at seven in the morning. The danger of eclampsia passes entirely after birth. I'd like to refer
Phimie to Dr. Aaron Kaltenbach. He's a superb obstetrician.".At 11:45, on her way to bed, Agnes stopped at Barty's room and found him propped
against pillows. The book was not particularly large as books went, but it was big in proportion to the boy; unable to hold it open with his hands
alone, he rested his entire left arm across the top of the volume..Kitchen to dining room, dining room to hallway, keeping his back to the wall,
easing quickly along, then into the foyer. Wait here, listening..Junior closed his eyes at once and let his jaw sag, breathing through his mouth,
feigning sleep..The pair of sliding doors at the living-room archway stood half open. Beyond, voices drew Paul against his will..The walk-in closet,
which Vanadium next explored, contained fewer clothes than he expected. Only half the rod space was being used. A lot of empty hangers rang
softly, eerily against one another as he conducted a casual examination of Cain's wardrobe..To the window in the driver's door, Barty came with a
repertoire of comic expressions, mugging at his mother, sticking one finger up his nose and exaggeratedly boring with it as though exploring for
nasal nuggets. "Not scary, Mommy!".impress the hell out of the hoity-toity types, take their money, and get famous.".The head of the hospital bed
was elevated, and Perri lay on her back. Her eyes-were closed..Nor could she begin to imagine the nature of the disaster that had befallen him,
leaving his face looking blasted and loose at all its hinges. She had last seen him at Phimie's funeral. A few minutes ago at her doorstep, she'd
recognized him only because of his port-wine birthmark..The machine, one in a bank of four, wasn't filled with ordinary newspapers, which cost
only a dime, but with a raunchy tabloid aimed at heterosexual swingers..He raised one hand to halt the genteel debate. "The whole reason I stopped
here first, before taking you folks on to my place, is so I wouldn't have to bring your suitcases back after Agnes won you over. This is where you'll
be happiest, though you're always welcome if she tries to work you to death."."Honey," she said, crouching to peer at him through the vertical slats
of the playpen, "what're you doing?".Applying his intelligence now, he employed simple meditation techniques to calm himself and to slow his
heartbeat. The cop was trying to rattle him into making a mistake, but calm men did not incriminate themselves..In the minister's house, Junior had
seen no indications of a sister. No family photos, no high-school graduation portrait proudly framed. Of course, he had not been interested in their
family, for he had been all-consumed by Seraphim.."No. It's, stopped. The thing now is to prevent a recurrence of the emesis, which could trigger
more bleeding. He's getting antinausea medication and replacement electrolytes intravenously, and we've applied ice bags to his midsection to
reduce the chance of further abdominal-muscle spasms and to help control inflammation.".Phimie gazed upon the child briefly, then sought her
sister's eyes again. Another word,.Throughout lunch and, indeed, during his hours as an outpatient at the hospital, Barty gave no indication that he
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understood the gravity of his situation. He remained cheerful, charming the doctors and technicians with his sweet personality and precocious
chatter..He might not have this future-living thing down perfectly, but he was absolutely terrific at anger..He wanted, all right, but -intuition warned
him that he ought to continue to be discreet for a while longer.."Wouldn't dream of asking you to make it a habit. Just this one time. If anguish, why
not guilt?".On New Year's Day, the town learned that it had lost its first son in Vietnam. Agnes had known the parents all her life, and she
despaired that even with her willingness to help, with all her good intentions, there was nothing she could do to ease their pain. She recalled her
anguish as she'd waited to learn if Barty's eye tumors had spread along the optic nerve to his brain. The thought of her neighbors losing a child to
war made her turn to Paul in the night. "Just hold me," she murmured..Her hands trembled as she attempted to fold her sister's clothes into the small
suitcase. What should have been a simple task became a daunting challenge; the fabric seemed to come alive in her hands and slip through her
fingers, resisting every attempt to organize it. When eventually she realized there was no reason to be neat, she tossed the garments into the bag
without concern for wrinkling them..Yet Agnes feared him, for reasons similar to those that might cause a superstitious primitive to tremble in the
presence of a witch doctor. Although he was a healer, his dark knowledge of the mysteries of cancer seemed to give him godlike power; his
judgment carried the force of fate, and his was the voice of destiny..And though Barty was not shy, neither was he a show-off. He didn't seek praise
for his accomplishments, and in fact, they were little known outside of his immediate family. His satisfaction came entirely from learning,
exploring, growing..As soon as he was alone, however, Junior yearned for the nurse to return. Alone, he felt vulnerable, threatened..He'd been
invited to a Christmas Eve celebration with a satanic theme, but he hadn't intended to go. The party was not being thrown by real Satanists, which
might have been interesting, but by a group of young artists, all nonbelievers, who shared a wry sense of humor..Maybe the watch wouldn't be
discovered with the corpse. Maybe it would settle into the trash and not be found until archaeologists dug out the landfill two thousand years from
now.
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