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But she knew. Barty, buoyant as ever, seemed not to be much worried about the problem with his vision. He appeared to expect that it would pass
like any sneezing fit or cold..At home, after phoning her folks, Celestina made a ham sandwich. She ate a quarter of it. Then two bites of a
chocolate croissant. One spoonful of butter pecan ice cream. Everything was without taste, more bland than Phimie's hospital food, and it cloyed in
her throat..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 lady Reverend Collins told me about.".When the waiter had gone, -Tom said, "Don't worry about abetting a crime. If I had to pop
Cain to prevent him from hurting someone, I wouldn't hesitate. But I'd never act as judge and jury otherwise.".faiths and inhibiting rules that
confused humanity, when he was sufficiently enlightened to believe only in himself, he would be able to trust his instincts, for they would be free
of society's toxic views, and he would be assured of success and happiness if always he followed these gut feelings..She poured cold milk and
drank it quickly. As she was rinsing the empty glass, she felt as if she might throw up, but she didn't..'A energy fighting over jurisdiction. We
cooperate. The sheriff can de not to put a lot of his limited resources into this, and no one will blame him. He can call it an accident and close the
case, and he won't.Otter's humble teachers had taught him pride. They had trained into him a deep contempt for wizards who worked for such men
as Losen, letting fear or greed pervert magic to evil ends. Nothing, to his mind, could be more despicable than such a betrayal of their art. So it
troubled him that he couldn't despise Hound..She twisted her sweat-drenched face in what might have been frustration, closed her.Never had the
familiar red Bicycle design of the U.S. Playing Card Company looked ominous before, but it was fearsome now, as strange voodoo veve or satanic
conjuration pattern..Delighted to be dating someone who lived neck-deep in culture especially after two months with Tammy Bean, the money
maiden. Junior was surprised that he didn't score with Frieda on the first date. He was usually irresistible even to women who weren't sluts..Even
though the detective was on the wrong track, Junior was beginning to feel aggrieved. As any good citizen, he was willing, even eager to cooperate
with responsible policemen who conducted their investigation by the book. This Thomas Vanadium, however, in spite of his monotonous voice and
drab appearance, gave off the vibes of a fanatic..Greed. So easy, taking money from the rubes. Soon, instead of peeling off a little from each game,
he sought bigger kills..His homely face was long and narrow, as though pulled into that shape by the weight of his responsibilities. In other
circumstances, however, his generous mouth might have shaped an appealing smile; and his green eyes had in them the compassion of someone
who himself had known great loss..And so at the age of thirty-one, after more than twenty-eight years of blindness with a few short reprieves, Barty
Lampion received the gift of sight from his ten-year-old daughter. 1996 through 2000: Day after day, the work was done in memory of Agnes
Lampion, Joey Lampion, Harrison White, Seraphim White, Jacob Isaacson, Simon Magusson, Tom Vanadium, Grace White, and most recently
Wally Lipscomb, in memory of all those who had given so much and, though perhaps still alive in other places, were gone from here..Ashamed and
scared, she told no one. Although a victim, she blamed herself, and the prospect of being exposed to ridicule so horrified her that despair got the
better of good judgment..The universe was vast and Barty small, yet the boy's immortal soul made him as important as galaxies, as important as
anything in Creation. This Agnes believed. She couldn't tolerate life without the conviction that it had meaning and design, though sometimes she
felt that she was a sparrow whose fall had gone unnoticed. Barty sat on the edge of the doctor's desk, legs dangling, holding Red Planet, his place
marked by an inserted finger..CELESTINA RETURNED TO Room 724 to collect Phimie's belongings from the tiny closet and from the
nightstand..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..Junior strove to appear properly mortified. "Thought I heard something. Searched the apartment.".He wasn't afflicted with
parenthood envy. A baby was the last thing he would ever want, aside from cancer. Children were nasty little beasts. A child would be an
encumbrance, a burden, not a blessing..By the time Junior passed the three offices and found the men's room, Neddy had occupied it. The door was
locked, which must mean this was a single-occupant john..In a rocking chair, holding her tiny son in her arms, Agnes cried quietly. Often, Barty
slept through her weeping. Awakened, he smiled or squinched his face into a puzzled frown..hands as she had seen surgeons do in movies, and she
could almost believe that she was still at home, in bed, in the fevered throes of a terrible dream..She thought of herself as a creative person, a
capable and efficient and committed person, but she did not think of herself as a strong person. Yet she would need great strength for what lay
ahead..Sometimes he thought he walked for Perri, using the steps she had stored up and never taken, giving expression to her unfulfilled yearning
to travel. At other times, he thought he walked for the solitude that allowed him to remember their life in fine detail-or to forget. To find peace--or
seek adventure. To gain understanding through contemplation---or to scrub all thought from his mind. To see the world or to be rid of it. Perhaps he
hoped that coyotes would stalk him through a bleak twilight or a mountain lion set upon him on a hungry dawn, or a drunk driver run him
down..One hand on the railing, he ascended the first three steps slowly. Pausing on each, he slid his foot forward and back on the carpet, runner to
judge the depth of the tread relative to his small foot. He ran the toe of his right shoe up and down the riser between each tread, gauging the
height..The first was an ace of hearts. This, Maria said, was a very good card, indeed. It meant that Barty would be lucky in love..Being blind had
few consolations, but Barty found that not being able to look at his uncles' files and books was one of them. In the past, he never really, in his heart,
wanted to see those pictures of dead people roasted in theater fires and drowned bodies floating in flooded streets, but a few times he peeked. His
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mom would have been ashamed of him if she'd discovered his transgression. But the mystery of death had an undeniable creepy allure, and
sometimes a good Father Brown detective story simply didn't satisfy his curiosity. He always regretted looking at those photos and reading the grim
accounts of disaster, and now blindness spared him that regret.."We've mapped three routes to the top," Angel said, "and each offers different
challenges. Barty's eventually going to climb all of them, but he's starting with the hardest.".Nolly adored her laugh, so musical and girlish. He
would have made all sorts of a fool out of himself, anytime, just to hear it.."I'm not going anywhere," she pledged. She had realized that his voice
was growing heavy with sleep. "But it's time for you to go to dreamland.".Astonished and appalled by the cop's insensitivity, Junior said, "You just
drop this on me? I lost my wife and my baby. My wife and my baby.".The popeyed little toad smirked over there on the far side of his pretentious
desk..Tom removed the lid. No beer, one head. Simon Magusson's severed head lay faceup on the ice, mouth open as though he were standing in
court to object to the prosecution's line of questioning..The dining room again, but this time he remembered how he had gotten here: by way of the
living room..When he killed the Bartholomew, this haunting would finally end, too. In Junior's mind, Vanadium and Bartholomew were
inextricably linked, because it was the maniac cop who first heard Junior calling out Bartholomew in his sleep. Did that make sense? Well, it made
more sense at some times than at others, but it always made a lot more sense than anything else. To be rid of the dead-but-persistent detective, he
must eliminate Bartholomew..proud," she said, smiling as she quoted one of their father's most familiar sermons, "nor powerful-".She thought that
she already knew all about humility, about the necessity of it, about the power of it to bring peace of mind and to heal the heart, but in the
following few minutes, she learned more about humility than she had ever known before..Rolling onto her side, fumbling in the dark, Celestina
White snared the phone on the third ring. Her hello was also a yawn..Being ruthlessly honest with himself, as always, he acknowledged that killing
Tammy would not solve his problem. She might have told friends and colleagues about the Rolex, just as she had surely shared with her girlfriends
the juiciest details about Junior's unequaled lovemaking. During the two months that he and the cat woman dated, others had heard her call him
Eenie. He couldn't kill Tammy and all her friends and colleagues, at least not on a timely enough schedule to thwart the police..In the Fairmont
coffee shop, Junior ordered french fries, a cheeseburger, and cole slaw. He requested that the burger be served cooked but unassembled: the halves
of the bun turned face up, the meat pattie positioned separately on the plate, one slice each of tomato and onion arranged beside the pattie, and the
slice of unmelted cheese on a separate dish..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..Bartholomew's genius might have been intimidating, even off-putting, if he'd not been as much
child as child genius. Likewise, he would have been wearisome if impressed by his own gifts..As the afternoon waned toward a portentous dusk
and toward the gallery reception for Celestina White, Junior prepared his knives and guns..The black service road seemed to come out of nowhere,
then to vanish into a void, and Junior suddenly felt dangerously isolated, alone as he had never been, and vulnerable..Nevertheless, when the points
of soreness in his brow and cheeks gradually grew worse, he stopped at a service station near Courtland, bought a bottle of Pepsi from a vending
machine, and washed down yet another capsule of antihistamines. He also took another antiemetic, four aspirin, and-although he felt no trembling
in his bowels-one more dose of paregoric..Junior shuddered. Vanadium hadn't invented the name. It had genuine if inexplicable resonance with
Junior that had nothing to do with the detective..Although only half the stools at the counter were occupied, and none of those close to Junior,
customers were seated in most of the booths. Some had their backs to him, and three were about Vanadium's size..Books were stacked high on a
nearby table, favorite novels and volumes of verse, all of which Agnes had read before. With time so limited, she preferred the comfort of the
familiar to the possibility that new writers and new stories would fail to please. Paul read to her often, as did Angel. Tom Vanadium sat with her,
too, as did Celestina and Grace..The dear man cried and kissed her scars and told her that she was as beautiful as any woman alive. They stood then
for a while, embracing, his hands upon her back, her breasts against his chest, and twice they kissed, but almost chastely, before she put on her
blouse again..Tom stared down into the oceanic depths of the city, through the reefs of buildings, to the lamp-fish cars schooling through the great
trenches..We have inhabited both the actual and the imaginary realms for a long time. But we don't live in either place the way our parents or
ancestors did. Enchantment alters with age, and with the age..During the following ten days, he withdrew money from several accounts. He
converted selected paper assets into cash, as well..Indeed, subconsciously, she had known that Nella was gone since receiving the call at 4:15 this
morning. When the old woman had finished what she needed to say, the silence on the line had been eerily perfect, without one crackle of static or
electronic murmur, unlike anything Celestina had ever heard on a telephone before..She got a can of soda, returned to the table, and sat down as if
finished with her explorations. "You're okay, Barty."."Let's roll 'em. out," Paul said, and he returned to the station wagon to ride shotgun beside
Agnes..Eventually, when he had gone through the entire directory, if he'd had no success, he would phone each red-checked listing and ask for
Bartholomew. A few hundred calls, no doubt. Some would involve long-distance charges, but he could afford the toll..He considered calling her,
but he didn't know what he would say if she answered..The slamming of Junior's heart sounded as loud to him as mortar rounds. He stepped back
and sideways, out of the vending machine's line of fire..Everyone regarded him expectantly, as if there would be more magic, as if flipping a coin
into another reality was something you saw every week or two on the Ed Sullivan Show, between the acrobats and the jugglers who could balance
ten spinning plates on ten tall sticks simultaneously..Although he was a stranger, arriving unannounced, and something of an eccentric by anyone's
definition, Paul was received by Grace and Harrison White with warmth and fellowship. At their doorstep, raising his voice to compete with the
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wailing weather, he hurriedly blurted out his mission, as if they might reel back from his wild windblown presence if he didn't talk quickly enough:
"I've walked here from Bright Beach, California, to tell you about an exceptional woman whose life will echo through the lives of countless others
long after she's gone. Her husband died the night their son was born, but not before naming the boy Bartholomew, because he'd been so impressed
by 'This Momentous Day. And now the boy is blind, and I hope you'll be able and willing to give some comfort to his mother." The Whites failed
to reel backward, didn't even flinch from his unfortunately explosive statement of purpose. Instead, they invited him into their home, later invited
him to dinner, and later still asked him to stay the night in their guest room,.Celestina intended to capture Nella as she was now, head at rest upon
the pillow of, perhaps, her deathbed, eyes closed and mouth slack, face ashen but serene. Then she would draw four more portraits, using bone
structure and other physiological evidence to imagine how the woman had looked at sixty, forty, twenty, and ten..Jacob feared what men could do
with clubs, knives, guns, bombs, with their bare hands, but he was most preoccupied by the unintended death that humanity brought upon itself
with its devices, machines, and structures meant to improve the quality of life..Needlepoint, meditation, and even sex had not recently provided him
with significant relief of tension. The paintings of Sklent and the works of Zedd were packed in the van, where he couldn't at the moment take
solace from them..As Tom Vanadium studied the stained and ravaged wall again, a cold and quivery uneasiness settled insectivally onto his scalp
and down the back of his neck, quickly bored into his blood, and nested in his bones. He had the terrible feeling that he was not dealing with a
known quantity anymore, not with the twisted man he'd thought he understood, but with a new and even more monstrous Enoch Cain. Carrying the
tote bag full of Angel's dolls and coloring books, Wally crossed the sidewalk ahead of Celestina and climbed the front steps.."Because of a certain
awareness you've had since childhood," Celestina said, recalling what he'd told her in San Francisco..'Miss White," he continued, still facing the
window, "not long before you arrived in surgery this morning, your sister died on the table. We hadn't delivered the baby yet, and perhaps couldn't
have done so, by cesarean, in time to prevent brain damage, so for both the sake of the mother and child, heroic efforts were made to bring Phimie
back and ensure continued circulation to the fetus until we could extract it.".Refusing to give the cop the satisfaction of a reply to the news of the
unborn baby's paternity, Junior stared unwaveringly into the grave and said, "Whose funeral were you attending?"."Bet I could, and sell it, too," she
said. "I might not be as good at it as I am at teeth, but I'd be better than some I've read.".Then the boy put new and puzzling shadings on his
meaning when he said, "Daddy died here, but he didn't die every place I am.".Junior realized that thick drool oozed out of the right comer of his
mouth. Shakily, he raised one hand to wipe his face..After Agnes read the final words on the final page, Barty was drunk on speculation, chattering
about what-might-have-happened-next to these characters that had become his friends. He talked nonstop while changing into his pajamas, while
peeing, while brushing his teeth, and Agnes wondered how she would wind him down to sleep..Before Celestina probed and perhaps touched upon
a sore tooth of truth, Tom launched into the story of King Obadiah, Pharaoh of the Fantastic, who had taught him all he knew about sleight of
hand..She found the switch and clicked off the lamp again. "Good-night, young prince.".Edom and Jacob flanked the gurney, each gripping one of
Barty's feet through the sheet that covered them, escorting him with the same stony determination that you saw on the faces of the Secret Service
agents who bracketed the President of the United States..This trick, however, was far more difficult than walking where the rain wasn't. Sustaining
vision took both a mental and physical toll from him..Tom Vanadium checked the small wastebasket next to the sink and discovered a wad of
bloody Kleenex. The crumpled wrappers from two Band-Aids..His words echoed back to her from July: My cold's just here, not every place I
am..He vanished through some hole, some slit, some tear bigger than anything through which Tom flipped his quarters..The doors were unlocked
on a pickup parked next to the Pontiac. Junior lifted the granny onto the front seat of the truck. She was so light, so unpleasantly angular, and she
rustled so much that she might have been a new species of giant mutant insect that mimicked human appearance. He was glad, after all, that he
hadn't killed her: Granny's prickly--bur spirit might have proved to be as difficult to eradicate as a cockroach infestation. With a shudder, he tossed
her purse on top of her, and slammed the truck door..Some information she'd withheld from him: that the cancer might already have spread, that he
might still die even after his eyes were removed-and that if it hadn't yet spread, it might soon do so..Because of her occasional bad dreams, Angel
chose to sleep now and then in her mother's bed instead of in her own room, and this was one of those nights..Barty, thirteen years old but listening
to books at a postgraduate college level, had no doubt studied leukemia while they were awaiting the test results, to prepare himself to fully
understand the diagnosis on first receiving it. He tried not to look stricken when he heard acute myeloblastic, which was the worst form of the
disease, but he appeared more ghastly in his pretense than if he had revealed his understanding. Had his eyes not been artificial, his stiff-upper-lip
pose would have been utterly unconvincing..With the uniformed troopers was a stocky, late-fortyish, brush-cut man in black slacks and a gray
herringbone sports jacket. His face was almost pan flat, his first chin weak, his second chin stronger than the first, and his function unknown to
Junior. He would have been the least likely man to be noticed in a ten-thousand-man convention of nonentities, if not for the port-wine birthmark
that surrounded his right eye, darkening most of the bridge of his nose, brightening half his forehead, and returning around the eye to stain the
upper portion of his cheek.."Bullpoop might not be what they say, but it's the worst that we say. And in fact, in this house, bulldoody is
preferred.".So. Two monks they were: one in the service of everlasting light, the other in the service of eternal darkness..Junior glimpsed Vanadium
first in profile-and then, as the cop rode down and away, only the back of his head. He hadn't seen this man in almost three years, yet he was
instantly certain that this was no coincidental look-alike. Here went the filthy-scabby-monkey spirit itself..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
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love her, but because that was the name they heard Celestina use.."Now, I'm doubtless," Vanadium said, his voice returning to the uninflected
drone that Junior had come to loathe but that he now preferred to the unsettling voice of quiet passion. "No matter what the situation, no matter
how knotty the question, I always know what to do.."Supposing he's senile, wouldn't he possibly think you were his long- lost brother or
someone?".When he noticed that twilight had come and gone, he realized also that he'd walked through Bright Beach, along Pacific Coast
Highway, and south into the neighboring town. Perhaps ten miles..Besides, he'd 'noticed a tendency among dopers to get maudlin, whereupon they
sank into a confessional mood, seeking peace through rambling self-analysis and self-revelation. Junior was too private a person to behave in such
a fashion. Furthermore, if drugs ever put him in a confessional mood, the consequence might be electrocution or poison gas, or lethal injection,
depending on the jurisdiction and the year in which he fell into an unbosoming frame of mind..Sweet-tempered, generous, honest, kind Naomi had
surely been incapable of murdering anyone-least of all the man she loved..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..In spite of the gloom, the boy's miraculous
accomplishment was evident: his clothes and hair were dry as though he'd worn a coat and hood..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..On Thursday, December 28, employing forged driver's licenses and social-security cards as identification, Junior opened small savings
accounts and also rented safe-deposit boxes for Pinchbeck and Gammoner at different banks with which he'd never previously done business, using
the mailing addresses that he'd established earlier..He snatched the woman's car keys off the pavement, slid behind the wheel of the Pontiac, and
drove off to find a pharmacy, the only stop that he intended to make until he reached Spruce Hills..Tom would have edged to his right, away from
Edom, if Jacob hadn't flanked him. He remembered the odd comment that the more dour of the twins had made about the Bakersfield train
wreck..Excessive insurance, Agnes believed, was a temptation to fate. "A reasonable policy, yes, that's fine. But a big one ... it's like betting on
death.".As yet, he hadn't taken either an antiemetic or antihistamine to ward off vomiting and hives, because he wanted to medicate -against those
conditions as shortly before the violence as was practical, to ensure maximum protection. He'd intended to dose himself only after he followed
Celestina home from the gallery and could be reasonably certain that he had located the lair of Bartholomew..She shook her head. "No way back."
She pointed to the sketch pad on the floor. "I pushed him there.".Cain's Spruce Hills home, which he'd shared with Naomi, hadn't been furnished
anything like this. The difference between there and here-and the similarity to Vanadium's digs--could be explained neither by wealth alone nor by
a change of taste arising from the experience of city fife..A supply of ammunition lined the bottom of all the dresser and bureau drawers, concealed
by underwear and other garments. Junior appropriated a box of 9-mm. cartridges.."Do you want me to call and confirm how Vanadium was
harassing you up here?" asked Magusson..Number three on the charts was "Mr. Lonely," by Bobby Vinton, an American talent from Canonsburg,
Pennsylvania. Junior sang along..When at last he spoke, real grief, quiet but profound, softened his voice: "March first, three years ago, my wife
and two sons-Danny and Harry, both seven, twins-were coming home from visiting her parents in New York. Shortly after takeoff ... their plane
went down.".Dropped cartridges gleamed on the carpet. Stoop to snatch them up? No. That was asking for a skull-cracking blow..Barty grinned
mischievously. "One of the places we visited today. Some big kids. They saw this scary movie, said they had to wash their shorts after.".Houses
made settling noises all the time. That was one reason why he couldn't rely much on sound to guide him through the darkness. A noise he thought
had been made by the weight of his tread might as easily have been produced by the house itself as it adjusted to the.She walked the corridor until
she came to a room with empty beds. Without turning on the lights, she entered, put down the suitcase, and sat in a chair by the window..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..PAUL DAMASCUS WAS walking the
northern coast of California: Point Reyes Station to Tomales, to Bodega Bay, on to Stewarts Point, Gualala, and Mendocino. Some days he put in
as little as ten miles, and other days he traveled more than thirty.
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