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THE HOLY GOSPELS
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.."I already
told you-anything in your heart is as easy to read as the open page of a book.".Even a cool day on the pie route could produce a good sweat by
journey's end, because with the addition of the men to this ambitious project, they now not only made deliveries but also performed some chores
that were a problem for the elderly or disabled..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..This was a relaxation technique that had worked often before. He had teamed it from a
brilliant book, How to Have a Healthier Life through Autohypnosis..She lay beside her boy in the darkness, gazing at the covered window, where
the faint glow of the moon pressed through the blind, suggesting another world thriving with strange life just beyond a thin membrane of
light..People like Enoch Cain, of course, never choose between the right and the wrong thing, but between two evils. For themselves, they create
world after world of despair. For others, they make worlds of pain..Beyond the windows, the winter night sifted sootily down through the twinkling
city, as he sat in his living room with a glass of Dry Sack in one hand and the picture of Celestina White in the other..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..Several large Dumpsters hulked nearby, dark rectangles less seen than suggested in the slowly churning murk, like forms in a dream, as
ominous as graveyard sarcophaguses, each as suitable for a musician's carcass as any of the others..Almost thirty years from the seminary--even
farther from it if measured by degrees of lost innocence, by miles of rough experience Tom Vanadium set out to kill a man. Given the chance to
disarm Cain, given the opportunity to merely wound him, he would nevertheless go for the head shot or the heart shot, play jury and executioner,
play God, and leave to God the judgment of his stained soul..Reminding himself that fortune favored the persistent and that he must always look
for the bright side, Junior began with the city itself and with those whose surnames were Bartholomew. This was a manageable
number..Surprisingly, dolls. Quite a few dolls. Apparently the bastard boy was effeminate, a quality he sure as hell hadn't inherited from his
father.."I can't.".Clinging to the desperate hope of an ultimate reunion, he put the gun away, went to the kitchen, and made a grilled-cheese
sandwich: cheddar, with dill pickles on the side.."Angel," Phimie said thickly, searching her sister's eyes for a sign of understanding..He still had
work to do here. Properly disposing of Thomas Vanadium, however, was the most urgent piece of business..At Thanksgiving dinner, again at the
three tables set end to end, in the year of the triple zero, Mary Lampion, now fourteen years old, made an interesting announcement over the
pumpkin pie. In her travels where none but she could go, after seven fascinating years of exploring a fraction of all the infinite worlds, she said she
sensed beyond doubt that, as Barty's mother had told him on her deathbed, there is one special place beyond all the ways things are, one shining
place..As he edged closer, to better hear the conversation, he became aware of someone staring at him. He looked up into anthracite eyes, into a
gaze as sharp as that of any bird, set in the lean face of a thirty something man thinner than a winter-starved crow..A knife already lay on the
counter nearby. He used it to slice four pats of butter, yellow and creamy, each half an inch thick, off the end of the stick.."Science. Quantum
mechanics. Which is a theory ... of physics. But by theory, I don't mean just wild speculation. Quantum mechanics works. It underlies the invention
of television. Before the end of this century, perhaps even by the '80s, quantum-based technology will give us powerful and cheap computers in our
homes, computers as small as briefcases, as small as a wallet, a wristwatch, that can do more and far faster data processing than any of the giant
lumbering computers we know today. Computers as tiny as a postage stamp. We'll have wireless telephones you can carry anywhere. Eventually, it
will be possible to construct single-molecule computers of enormous power, and then technology-in fact, all human society-will change almost
beyond comprehension, and for the better.".Junior drove them a little crazy by pretending not to understand their intent as they circled the issue like
novice snake handlers warily looking for a safe grip on a coiled cobra..He exploded off Renee with the velocity of high-powered rifle fire. Stunned,
disgusted, humiliated, he backed away from the chaise lounge, spluttering, wiping at his mouth, cursing..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..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..He
turned over the two most recent discards. Neither was a jack of spades, and both were what he expected them to be..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..Tom didn't understand Edom's comment or the smiles that it
drew, but otherwise, he was impressed by the ease with which these people absorbed what he had said and by the imagination with which they
began to expand upon his speculation. It was almost as though they had long known the shape of what he'd told them and that he was only filling in
a few confirming details..Maintaining a brutal strangling pressure, Junior turned his head aside, to protect his eyes. He kneed Neddy in the crotch,
crunching the remaining fight out of him..When Agnes pressed for a diagnosis, Dr. Chan quietly pleaded the need to gather more information.
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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.."Please try not to be alarmed, Miss White, but I have a patrol car on the way to your address."."Oil and natural-gas
pipelines will fracture, explode. A sea of fire will wash cities, killing hundreds of thousands more.".This Monday afternoon, he longed for the
escape and solace of half-hour pulp adventure. But he decided that he ought to at last compose the letter he'd been meaning to write for at least ten
days..The gunshot was louder-and the pain initially less-than he expected. Timpani-boom, timpani-boom, the explosion echoed back and forth
through the high-ceilinged apartment.."Evidence suggests Vanadium killed a woman here, a nurse at the hospital. Lover's quarrel, perhaps. He set
her house on fire with her body in it, to cover his tracks, but he must have realized they would still finger him, so he lit out.".Mechanics have
reliably steady hands, yet Jacob's hands shook as he discarded two cards and slowly turned over the ninth draw..Frankness and tough talk pleased
her, because too many people dealt with her as though her spirit were as frail as her limbs. She laughed with delight-but still refused
him..Apparently, he'd been drooling for a long time. Where his chin and throat were not sticky, a crust of dried saliva glazed his skin..While you're
trying to decide, hand me a knife, and I'll cut your jugular you brainless medical-school dropout..Happiness could grow out of unspeakable tragedy
with such vigor that it produced dazzling blooms and lush green bracts. This insight served, for Celestina, as a primary inspiration for her painting
and as proof of the grace granted in this world that we might perceive and be sustained by the promise of an ultimate joy to come..Junior could
neither speak nor even mewl in agony. All the saliva had been draining forward, out of his open mouth, for so long that his throat was parched and
raw. He felt as though he had munched on a snack of salted razor blades that were now stuck in his pharynx. His rattling wheeze sounded like
scuttling scarabs..She looked down at her clutched hands. Made for work, these hands, and always ready to take on any task. Strong, nimble,
reliable hands, but useless to her now, unable to perform the one miracle she needed. "Barty's birthday is in eight days. I was hoping. . .".Celestina
nodded, unable to respond to the aide's kindness. Sometimes kindness can shatter as easily as soothe.."Both. Brain and heart. But I've thought it
through, Daddy. More than anything in my life, I've thought this through."."You don't get the heebie-jeebies," Max said. "You give 'em. Tell me
what's wrong.".AS MEANINGFUL AS Jacob's death had been within the small world of his family, Agnes Lampion never lost sight of the fact that
there were more resonant deaths in the larger world before 1968 ended and the Year of the Rooster followed. On the fourth of April, James Earl
Ray gunned down Martin Luther King on a motel balcony in Memphis, but the assassin's hopes were foiled when, because of this murder, freedom
grew more vigorously from the richness of a in martyr's blood. On June 1, Helen Keller died peacefully at eighty-seven. Blind and deaf since early
childhood, mute until her adolescence, Miss Keller led a life of astonishing accomplishment; she learned to speak, to ride horses, to waltz; she
graduated cum laude from Radcliffe, an inspiration to millions and a testament to the potential in even the most blighted life. On June 5, Senator
Robert F. Kennedy was assassinated in the kitchen of the Ambassador Hotel in Los Angeles. Unknown numbers died when Soviet tanks invaded
Czechoslovakia, and hundreds of thousands perished in the final days of the Cultural Revolution in China, many eaten in acts of cannibalism
sanctioned by Chairman Mao as acceptable political action. John Steinbeck, novelist, and Tallulah Bankhead, actress, came to the end of their
journeys in this world, if not yet in all others. But James Lovell, William Anders, and Frank Borman-the first men to orbit the moon-traveled
250,000 miles into space, and all returned alive..The masterpiece that Junior purchased was small, a sixteen-inch-square canvas, but it cost
twenty-seven hundred dollars. The entire picture-titled The Cancer Lurks Unseen, Version 1-was flat black, except for a small gnarled mass,
bile-green and pus-yellow, in the upper-right quadrant. Worth every penny..Celestina had wanted to go to Oregon for the service, but Tom, Max
Bellini, the Spruce Hills police, and Wally Lipscomb-to whom, by Sunday, she'd begun talking almost hourly on the telephone-all advised
strenuously against making the trip. A man as crazed and as reckless as Enoch Cain, expecting to find her at the funeral home or the cemetery,
might not be deterred by a police guard, no matter what its size..stopped by to help Agnes, and some offered to stay with her at night. She
gratefully accepted assistance with the housecleaning, laundry, and shopping, but she declined the all-night company because of her dreams..As she
clambered through the open door into Celestina's lap, the girl said, "Uncle Wally gave me an Oreo.".He did not look at the battered face. Dare to
meet those shuttered eyes, and they might spring open, full of blood and fix him with a crucifying stare..Reluctantly, Jacob finally returned the
cards to the packs and admitted to himself that superstition had seized him and would not let go. Somewhere in the world was a knave, a human
monster-even worse, according to Maria, a man as fearsome as the devil himself-and for reasons unknown, this beast wanted to harm little Barty,
an innocent baby. By some grace that Jacob could not understand, they had been warned, through the cards, that the knave was coming. They had
been warned.."I'm not saying there's anything wrong with it, you understand," Neddy whispered with a sort of fierce conciliation, "but I'm not gay,
and I'm not interested in teaching you the piano or anything else. Besides, after the stories Renee told about you, I can't imagine why you think any
friend of his ... hers would get near you. You need help. Renee is what she is, but she's not a bad person, she's generous and she's sweet. She doesn't
deserve to be beaten, abused, and ... and all those horrible things you did. Excuse me.".During the preparation of the cards, Barty had fallen asleep
in his mother's arms, but with the revelation of his name on the ace, he had awakened again, perhaps because with his head resting on her bosom,
he was alarmed by the sudden acceleration of her heartbeat..Earlier, after sprinting down the fire road, he had been breathing hard when he reached
his Chevy, and by the time that he'd raced to Spruce Hills, the nearest town, he had spiraled down into this strange condition. His driving became
so erratic that a black-and-white had tried to pull him over, but by then he was a block from a hospital, and he didn't stop until he got there, taking
the entry drive too sharply, jolting across the curb, nearly slamming into a parked car, sliding to a stop in a no-parking zone at the emergency
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entrance, lurching like a drunkard as he got out of the Chevy, screaming at the cop to get an ambulance..In the kitchen, a delicious aroma wafted
from the oven. On the stove stood a large pot over a low flame, and nearby was pasta to be added to the water when it came to a boil..In the instant
that Junior had shoved Naomi into the rotted railing, he had foreseen this visit from Rudy, Sheena, and Kaitlin. He'd known he could pretend to be
offended at the state's offer to put a price on his loss, could feign revulsion, could resist convincingly--until gradually, after grueling days or weeks,
he reluctantly allowed the indefatigable.Snapping the cylinder into place, he rose to his feet. Already he had a new plan, and the cop's revolver was
the most important tool that he required to implement it..There would be lots of aftermath with three at once, especially if he took them out with
point-blank head shots, but Junior was pumped full of reliable antiemetics, antidiarrhetics, and antihistamines, so he felt adequately protected from
his traitorous sensitive side. In fact, he wanted to see a significant quantity of aftermath this time, because it would be proof positive that the boy
was dead and that all this torment had come at last to an end..Clutching the purse as though determined to resist robbery even in death, the guy
dropped, sprawled, shuddered, and lay still. He'd gone down with no shout of alarm, with no cry of mortal pain, with so little noise that Junior
wanted to kiss him, except that he didn't kiss men, alive or dead, although a man dressed as a woman had once tricked him, and though a dead
pianist had once given him a lick in the dark..Permissions Department, Harcourt, Inc., 6277 Sea Harbor Drive, Orlando, Florida 32887-6777.
www.harcourt.com "Darkrose and Diamond" first appeared in The Magazine of Fantasy and Science Fiction..At the conclusion of the ceremony, he
relinquished his secondhand sight. He would live in darkness until Easter of 1986, though every minute of the day was brightened by his wife..Paul
realized that the kitchen had fallen silent, that the women had turned to the two children and now stood as motionless as figures in a waxworks
tableau..With her brothers, she adjourned to the waiting room, where the three of them sat drinking vending-machine coffee, black, from paper
cups..His daughter, his affliction, his millstone, granddaughter of the boil-giving voodoo Baptist ....When Junior checked his Rolex, he realized that
he didn't know how long he'd been sitting here since Ichabod had driven off in the Buick. Maybe one minute, maybe ten..a scene out of a movie
about Robin Hood: a battle with cudgels on a slippery log bridge over a river. "Yes. I ... I'm still soaked with sweat."."Yes, you did, and it's exactly
what experience has no doubt taught you to think. But I'm forty-seven and you're twenty-".Agnes prepared a dinner to indulge him: hot dogs with
cheese, potato chips. Root beer instead of milk..This wasn't a new sensation. He had experienced it before. In the night just passed, when he
awakened from an unremembered dream and saw the bright quarter dancing across Vanadium's knuckles.."By the way he acted, you'd have sworn
that he gave me and Angel shelter in the storm, back then, instead of turning us out to freeze in the snow.".The window didn't face the street. It
overlooked a five-foot-wide passageway between this house and the next. The police might not spot him leaving..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.".Sklent came to mind, perhaps because of the strange
drawing on the girl's sketch pad. Sklent at that Christmas Eve party, only a few months ago but a lifetime away. The theory of spiritual afterlife
without a need for God. Prickly-bur spirits. Some hang around, haunting out of sheer mean stubbornness. Some fade away. Others
reincarnate..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..Many police agencies required an
officer to carry a firearm even when off duty. If the Oregon State Police had no such rule, Vanadium most likely carried one anyway, because in his
crazy-as-a-snake mind,."You'll do better away from the ships, all the fighting and raiding. The King's working the old mines at Samory, round the
mountain. There you'd be out of his way. Work for him you must, if you want to stay alive. I'll see that you're sent there. If you'll go.".Lined up on
the kitchen table were green-grape-and-apple pies. The thick domed crusts, with their deeply fluted edges, were the coppery gold of precious
coins..Celestina smiled distractedly. Since arriving at the hotel an hour ago, she had been openly debating with herself whether to call her parents in
Spruce Hills or to wait until later in the afternoon, when she might be able to report not just that she had a fianc?, and not only that she had a fianc?
who'd been shot and nearly killed, but also that his condition had been upgraded from critical to serious. As she'd explained to Tom, in addition to
worrying them with the news about Cain, she'd be stunning them with the announcement that she was going to marry a white man twice her age.
"My folks don't have one ounce of prejudice between them, but they sure do have firm ideas about what's appropriate and what's not." This would
ring the big bell at the top of the White Family Scale of the Inappropriate. Besides, they were preparing for the funeral of a parishioner, and from
personal experience, Celestina knew their day would be full. Nevertheless, at ten minutes past eleven, after picking at her breakfast, she finally
decided to call them..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."."I'm not sad," Tom said, "because though I have this face here in this world, I know there's another me-in fact, lots of
other Tom Vanadiums-who don't have this face at all. Somewhere I'm doing just fine, thank you.".Finally Angel dropped and slithered, vanishing
under the overhanging bedclothes with a final flurry of yellow socks..impress the hell out of the hoity-toity types, take their money, and get
famous.".She wouldn't answer him, but he was as convinced by her silence as he would have been by a blurted confession--or by a denial, for that
matter. Her wild eyes convinced him, too, and her trembling mouth. Naomi had come back to be with him, and it could be argued that Seraphim
had returned in a sense, too, for this girl was the flesh of Seraphim's flesh, born out of her death..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..As
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beautiful as they were, none of these women satisfied him as profoundly as Naomi had satisfied him..This thought startled Agnes, disturbed
her-yet, inexplicably, it also poured a measure of warm comfort into her chilled heart... So he calls it the King. If you find him his King, he'll treat
you well. He's often here. Come on, I'll show you. Dog can't track till he's had the scent.".FOR AMERICANS OF Chinese descent-and San
Francisco has a large Chinese population-1965 was the Year of the Snake. For Junior Cain, it was the Year of the Gun, though it didn't start out that
way..The wine tasted bitter, but Celestina knew that it was sweet. The bitterness was in her, not in the legacy of the grape..The sedative was mild,
but Phimie was asleep in mere minutes. She was exhausted by her long ordeal and by her recent lack of sleep..Ordinarily, when Celestina was
troubled, her art was a perfect sanctuary from all woes. When she was planning, composing, and rendering, time had no meaning for her, and life
had no sting..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..to believe that any man with such a hard gut slung over his belt, with a bull neck.As
though he were home to a species of termites that preferred the taste of men to that of wood, Vanadium felt a squirming in his marrow..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!".Smiling in the fearless
dark, she listened to the rhythmic breathing of a sleeping boy..With Barty's presence, Christmas Eve dinners had become even more agreeable,
especially this year when he was almost-three-going-on-twenty. He talked about the visits to friends that he and his mother and Edom had made
earlier in the day, about Father Brown, as if that cleric-detective were real, about the puddle-jumping toads that had been singing in the backyard
when he and his mother had arrived home from the cemetery, and his chatter was engaging because it was full of a child's charm yet peppered with
enough precocious observations to make it of interest to adults..As woe begone a widower as anyone could expect, Junior spent every night home
alone. By Sunday, he'd slept without companionship eight nights since being discharged from the hospital..Junior was aware that all the cops were
watching him as he stared down at the body, and he frantically tried to think what an innocent husband would be likely to do or say, but his
imagination failed him. His thoughts could not be organized..Agnes, Celestina, and Grace were soon working together with a harmony that was
kitchen poetry. Paul had noticed that most women seemed to like or dislike one another within a minute of their first encounter, and when they
found one another companionable, they were as open and easy on their first meeting as though they were friends of long duration. Within half an
hour, these three sounded as if they were of one age, inseparable since childhood. He had not seen Grace or Celestina free of despair since the
reverend's murder, but here they were able for the first time to veil their anguish in the bustle of baking and the pleasure of making a new
friend..Yes, he suspected that he would require a great deal of rest to prepare himself for this vixen. Even in her loose white uniform and stodgy
rubber-soled shoes, she was an incomparably erotic figure. She would be a lioness in bed..She also sought forgiveness for the hardness with which
she had treated Nicholas Deed..around an anemone's mouth, poised to snare, lazily but relentlessly, any passing prize.."Our little girl's going to
walk backward her whole life if you drive in reverse all the way to the hospital.".Her metal hands were still crossed defensively over her breasts.
The artist had welded large hexagonal nuts to her rake-tine fingers to suggest knuckles, and balanced on one nut was a fourth quarter..She strove to
appear calm, and she must have succeeded, because neither woman seemed to realize that she was scared almost to the point of paralysis. She
moved woodenly, joints stiff, muscles tense..Intuition told Tom Vanadium that the removal of the paintings was significant, but he wasn't a talented
enough Sherlock to leap immediately to the meaning of their absence..As if he sensed her reluctance to return to Dr. Chan, Barty had kept her
occupied with talk of the red planet as they approached the office building, had talked her off the street, along the driveway, and into a parking
space, where finally she relinquished the fantasy of an endless road trip. At 5:45, long past the end of office hours, Dr. Chan's suite was
quiet..Enigmatic as ever on this subject, he continued: "I'm probably not blind more places than I am. Yeah, sure, I'd rather be me in one of the
other places where my eyes are good, but this is the me I am. And you know what?".Leaving three of the pats in the container, he carefully placed
the fourth on the vinyl-tile floor..Chase after her on foot. Shoot her in the car. Maybe. He'd have five rounds left if he used one on the man, four on
Bartholomew..Agnes delighted in their conversations. Barty was far ahead of the language learning curve for his age, but he was still a child, and
his observations were filled with innocence and charm. "You mean your cold is like in your nose but not in your feet?"."If he and Agnes were your
age, I'd agree. But she's got ten years on you, and he's got twenty, and no previous generations were as wild as yours.".Agnes was only thirty-nine
years old, full of plans and vigor, so Angel's words seemed premature. Yet in too few years, she would have reason to wonder if perhaps these
gifted children foresaw, unconsciously, that she would need the comfort of having witnessed this climb..They had not come to Junior yesterday in
their grief, if in fact they had thought to grieve..Junior jammed on the brakes, slammed the gearshift into park, threw open the door, and plunged
from the car. He spun around to face the menace, loose gravel shifting treacherously underfoot..Drawn by voices on the second floor, Tom took the
stairs two at a time. A man and a boy. Barty and Cain. To the left in the hallway, and then to a room on the right..The tone sounded, as promised,
and a man's voice spoke from the box: "It's Max. You're psychic. I found the hospital here. Poor kid bad a cerebral hemorrhage, arising from a
hyperensive crisis caused by ... eclampsia, I think it is. Baby survived. Call me, huh?".As they savored the icy martinis, she asked about the client,
and Nolly said, "He bought the story. I won't be seeing him again."
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