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TRULY WILDLY DEEPLY
The blue vault above, cloudless now, was the most threatening sky that Edom had ever seen. The air was astonishingly dry so soon after a storm.
And still. Hushed. Earthquake weather. Before this momentous day was done, great temblors and five-hundred-foot tidal waves would rock and
swamp the coast..-nor cruel, nor hateful, nor envious, nor mean," Phimie recited, "for all these are sicknesses of this fallen world-".Chastened by
these recent events, he vowed to stop meditating, to void all passive responses to the challenges of life. He must explore the unknown rather than
flinch from it in fear. Besides, through his explorations, he would prove that the unknown was all just tapioca or applesauce, or whatever..Over the
final refrain of "I'll Be Seeing You" came a man's voice from the foyer, raised quizzically, with perhaps a note of surprise: "Victoria.."I wasn't
drinking," he said. "That's proven. But I admit being reckless, driving too fast in the rain. They cited me for that, for running the
light.".Embarrassed, cold, abruptly frightened, she returned to the Old West, where night on the low desert was warm. The campfire flickereded
welcomingly. John Wayne put an arm around her and said, "There are no dead husbands or dead babies here," and though he intended only to
reassure her, she was overcome by misery until Shirley MacLaine took her aside for some heart-to-heart girl talk. Agnes woke again and was no
longer chilled, but feverish. Her lips were cracked, her tongue rough and dry..The strand was inclined toward the lake. He closed the door and got
out of the way as the Studebaker rolled forward, gathering speed..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. . .".By the grace of Caesar Zedd and Remy Martin, Junior eventually slipped into undulant currents of sleep, and as he
drifted away on those velvet tides, he took some solace from the thought that come what may, December 29 would be a better day than December
28..Clearly, the musician recognized him, which seemed unlikely, even extraordinary, considering that they'd never spoken to each other, and
considering that Junior must be only one of thousands of customers who had passed through that lounge in the past three years..There was an otter
in our brook.Tom Vanadium's uninflected but curiously hypnotic voice, his pensive manner, his gray eyes so beautiful in that fractured face, his air
of measured melancholy, and his evident intelligence gave him a presence that was simultaneously as solid as a great mass of granite and yet
otherworldly..He had not heard the lawman rising up with malevolent intent, as he had imagined. The body had simply rolled off the backseat onto
the floor during the too-sharp 180-degree turn..dent? You do believe that? Because I don't see ... I don't know how could work with someone who
thought I was capable of . . . ".Nolly shook his head, setting a cotillion of warts and moles adance on his pendulous cheeks. "Ask any adoptee who,
as an adult, has tried to team the names of his real parents. Easier to drag a freight train up a mountain by your teeth.".Besides, he wasn't on the
Greenbaum Gallery customer list and didn't have an invitation..A MOMENTOUS DAY for Celestina, a night of nights, and a new dawn in the
forecast: Here began the life about which she'd dreamed since she was a young girl..Not cheerful, life-loving, high-spirited, churchgoing Naomi.
She saw every day through a golden haze that came from the sun in her heart..Worse, the vengeful and vicious bitch-or bastard, whatever-evidently
had made up vile stories about him, which on a slow evening she'd shared with Neddy, with the bartender, with anyone who would listen. The staff
of the lounge believed Junior was a dangerous sadist, No doubt she had concocted other lurid stories, as well, charging him with everything from a
degenerate interest in bodily wastes to the selfmutilation of his genitalia..After the amusement park, no hospital for the Pie Lady. With Wally near,
she had a doctor all her own, capable of giving her the anticancer drugs and transfusions that she required. While radiation therapy is prescribed for
acute lymphoblastic leukemia, it is much less useful to treat myeloblastic cases, and in this instance, it wasn't deemed helpful, which made
treatment at home even easier..Junior was not immune to traditional logic, but in this case he recognized the superior wisdom of Zedd's philosophy.
His dread of Bartholomew and his gut-level animosity toward a child he'd never met defied all reason and exceeded simple paranoia; therefore, it
must be purest, infallible animal instinct..He was simplifying and combining concepts, but he knew no other way to quickly give them a feel for the
wonder, the enigma, the sheer spookiness of the world revealed by quantum mechanics..He was a man with a plan, focused, committed, ready to
act and then think, as soon as he was able to act. A spasm of pain weakened his hand. Cartridges slipped through his fingers, fell to the floor..Rising
from his chair and rolling down his shirt-sleeves, Nolly said, "If you'll be our guest for dinner, I suspect we'll all have a fascinating evenings.".The
Benediction service had concluded, and the worshipers had departed. Gone, too, were the priest and the altar boys..If the nun and the nurse could
know the loathing that Celestina had felt earlier, they would never allow her here in the creche, never trust her with this newborn..He warily
surveyed those around him as he walked, and looked over his shoulder from time to time. On one of these backward glances, he was unnerved but
not surprised to see Vanadium's specter..He was about to go in search of the canapes when he half heard one of the guests mention Bartholomew to
the reverend's daughter. Only the name rang on his ear, not the words that surrounded it..Barty had never been instructed in the rules of grammar,
but had absorbed them as the roots of Edom's roses absorbed nutrients. "Sure. Does and is.".He pressed his right ear to the door, held his breath,
heard nothing, and addressed the top lock first. Quietly, he slid the thin pick of the lock-release gun into the key channel, under the pin
tumblers..She was four years older than Phimie. They hadn't i;.mn a great deal of each other during the past three years, since Celestina had come
to San Francisco. Although distance and time, the press of her studies, and the busyness of daily life had not made her forget that she loved Phimie,
she had forgotten the purity and the power of love. Rediscovering it now, she was shaken so badly that she had to pull a chair to the side of the bed
and sit down.."Do you want me to call and confirm how Vanadium was harassing you up here?" asked Magusson..On Thursday, December 28,
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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..The kitchen door stood open and full of light, but he missed it by two feet. He felt along the back wall of the house, discovered
the door casing and then the opening, probed with the cane for the threshold, and stepped into the doorway..Considering Junior's actions on his last
night in Spruce Hills, eleven months ago, he must be cautious now. Without incriminating himself, pretending ignorance, he hoped to learn if his
carefully planned scenario, regarding Victoria's death and Vanadium's sudden disappearance, had convinced the authorities-or whether something
had gone wrong that might explain the quarter at the diner..While the horse and then the sheep grazed twelve months each, an H-bomb accidentally
fell from a B-52 and was lost in the ocean, off Spain, for two months before being located. Mao Tse-tung launched his Cultural Revolution, killing
thirty million people to improve Chinese society. James Meredith, civil rights activist, was wounded by gunfire during a march in Mississippi. In
Chicago, Richard Speck murdered eight nurses in a row-house dormitory, and a month later, Charles Whitman limbed a tower at the University of
Texas, from which he shot and killed twelve people. Arthritis forced Sandy Koufax, star pitcher for the Dodgers, to retire. Astronauts Grissom,
White, and Chaffee died earthbound, in a flash fire that swept their Apollo spacecraft during a full-scale launch simulation. Among the noted who
traded fame for eternity were Walt Disney, Spencer Tracy, saxophonist John Coltrane, writer Carson McCullers, Vivien Leigh, and Jayne
Mansfield. Junior bought McCullers's The Heart Is a Lonely Hunter, and though he didn't doubt that she was a fine writer, her work proved to be
too weird for his taste. During these years, the world was rattled by earthquakes, swept by hurricanes and typhoons, plagued by floods and droughts
and politicians, ravaged by disease. And in Vietnam, hostilities were still underway..being careful to place the point of impact precisely where the
bottle had struck her..just as the smile curved to completion, however, an awful thing happened. The humiliation began with a loud gurgle in his
gut..Standard decks of playing cards are machine packed, always in the same order, according to suits. You can absolutely count on the fact that
each deck you open will be assembled in precisely the same order as every other deck you have ever opened or ever will open..Knuckle over
knuckle, snared in the web of thumb and forefinger, vanishing into the purse of the palm, secretly traversing the hand, reappearing, knuckle over
knuckle, the coin glimmered as it turned..A few gasps and exclamations. A sweet giggle and applause from Angel. The reactions were surprisingly
mild..And somewhere Selma Galloway, their neighbor, was not a spinster but a married woman with grandchildren..he was prepared to find
Vanadium sitting at the pine table, enjoying- a cup of coffee. The kitchen was deserted.."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."."We have dams, though," said Jacob, gesturing with his fork. "The Johnstown Flood, 1889.
Pennsylvania, sure, but it could happen here. And that was a one, let me tell you. The South Fork Dam broke. Wall of water seventy feet high
totally destroyed the city. Your tornado killed almost seven hundred, but my dam killed two thousand two hundred and nine. Ninety-nine entire
families were swept from the earth. Ninety-eight children lost both parents.".Among those present before the caravan returned were a few who
should have known better than to allow this madness. Tom Vanadium, Edom, Maria. They stared up at the boy, tense and solemn, and Agnes could
only suppose that they, too, had arrived after the fact, with the boy already beyond easy recall.."Where's your mother this morning?" he asked, for
he'd expected to have to shoot his way through a lot more than one adult to reach both children. The Lipscomb house had proved empty, however,
and fortune had given him the boy and girl together, with one guardian..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..almost recoiled in disgust. She held the newborn
so that its mother could look into.In the spring and summer of '66, he flew to Memphis, Tennessee, stayed a few days, and walked 288 miles to St.
Louis. From St. Louis he hiked west 253 miles to Kansas City, Missouri, and then southwest to Wichita. From Wichita to Oklahoma City. From
Oklahoma City east to Fort Smith, Arkansas, from whence he rode home to Bright Beach on a series of Greyhound buses..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.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..Tossing the knave onto the table, Agnes said,
"Barty doesn't seem too impressed with this devil.".Her first year at college, she had hoped only to be able one day to earn a living as an illustrator
for magazines or on the staff of an advertising agency. A career in the fine arts, of course, was every painter's fantasy, the full freedom to explore
her talent; but she would have been grateful for the realization of a much humbler dream. Now, she was just twenty-three, and the world hung
before her like a ripe plum, and she seemed able to reach high enough to pluck it off the branch.."When we pull away, people are waving across the
street at the UPS truck, and the driver, he sees them, and he stands there, kind of confused, and then he waves back.".If magic explained the jacks
on Friday evening, maybe it was the dark variety of magic. Maybe he shouldn't be endeavoring to summon, once more, whatever spirit was
responsible for the four knaves..Swinging toward the open door, he saw that the dead detective was true to his word: He wasn't here..Sometimes
Angel seemed troubled by what she'd been told about her grandfather, and at those moments she appeared downcast, somber. But she was just
three, after all, too young to grasp the permanence of death. She would probably not have been surprised if Harrison White had walked through the
door in a little while, during The Man from U.N.C.L.E. or The Lucy Show..slow breaths, and then she pointed at the windshield. "The hospital's
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that way.".Her hands were slender, long-fingered, graceful. The hands of an artist. They were not powerful hands..Struggling to keep a grip on
consciousness, Junior told himself to focus on the future, to live in the future, free of the useless past and the difficult present, but he could not get
into the future far enough to be in a time when the pain was no longer with him..Whether or not the visitor in the client's chair had ever known
much romance, he unquestionably had experienced too much adventure and more than his share of tragedy. Thomas Vanadium's face was a
quake-rocked landscape: cracked by white scars like fault lines in a strata of granite; the planes of brow, cheeks, and jaws canted in odd
relationships to one another. The hemangioma that surrounded his right eye and discolored his face had been with him since birth, but the awful
damage to his bone structure was the work of man, not God..Mysteriously, on the first day of sunny weather in weeks, the 707 had crashed into
Jamaica Bay, Queens, killing everyone aboard. Now, in 1965, it remained the worst commercial-aviation disaster in the nation's history, and
because of the unprecedented dramatic television coverage, the story was a permanent scar in Celestina's memory, although she had been living a
continent away at the time..He knew she wouldn't just step back to calculate her batting average, so he rolled at once, out of her way, immensely
relieved that he could move, because judging by the pain coruscating across his back, he wouldn't have been surprised if she had broken his spine
and paralyzed him. The chair crashed down again, exactly where Junior had been sprawled an instant before..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..Frequently, these days,
she found herself explaining aspects of life to Barty that she hadn't expected to discuss for years to come. She wondered how she could make him
understand this: Life can be so sweet, so full, that sometimes happiness is nearly as intense as anguish, and the pressure of it in the heart swells
close to pain..Maria's belief in the efficacy of this ritual was not as strong as her faith in the Church, but nearly so. As she leaned over the votive
glass, watching the final fragment dissolve into ashes, she felt a terrible weight lifting from her..Through miles of worry, natural beauty, imagined
omens, and the iron-red sands of Mars, they drove at last to Franklin Chan's offices in Newport Beach..Kid's room. Bartholomew's room. Furniture
in cheerful primary colors. Pooh posters on the wall..He slapped her hands, knocking the sharpener and the pencil out of her grasp. They clattered
against the window, fell onto the window-seat cushions.."That's enough?" "Silly man." "Cain looks like a movie star." "Does he have nice teeth?"
she asked. "They're good. Not perfect." "So kiss me, Mr. Perfect.".Finished, she gave him a mirror, so he could admire his new bicuspid cap. After
five years of dentistry, paced so as not to tax Nolly's tolerance, Kathleen had done well what nature had done poorly, giving him a perfect bite and
a supernatural smile. This final cap was the last of the reconstruction..Turning in Celestina's lap, Angel said, "Smell," and held the index finger of
her right hand under her mother's nose..Later, at home, after Agnes sent Edom back to his apartment, she opened a bottle of vodka that she had
bought on the way back from Maria's. She mixed it with orange juice in a waterglass..Meanwhile, she could offer him only a few pieces of ice,
which he was forbidden to chew. "Let them melt in your mouth.".He fished the sound-suppressor from a jacket pocket, drew the pistol from his
shoulder holster, and began to screw the former to the latter. He misthreaded it at first because his hands had begun to shake..Celestina White was
the center of attention, always surrounded by champagne-swilling, canape--gobbling bourgeoisie who would have been shopping for paintings on
velvet if they'd had less money..AT ST. MARY'S HOSPITAL, where Wally had brought Angel into this world three years ago, he was now
fighting for his life, for a chance to see the girl grow and to be the father she needed. He'd been taken to surgery already when Celestina and Angel
arrived a few minutes behind the ambulance..When he passed by his own lunch plate on the counter and again saw the quarter gleaming in the
cheese, he spat out a curse..In Junior's estimation, this was not the way that a normal person lived. This was the home of a deranged loner, a
dangerously obsessive man..The report on the tower forced Junior to consider his mortality; fear, hurt, and self-pity roiled in him. His voice
trembled with offense: "You do know, Mr. Magusson, what happened to my Naomi was an."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.".The forger's crossed eyes glowed with reflected light from the screen. He licked his rubbery lips, and his prominent Adam's apple bobbled:
"Like to drain my pipes in that Faye Dunaway, huh?".At last: the humiliating backless gown, the precious drugs, even a pretty nurse who seemed to
like him, and then oblivion..For Gammoner, exactly as for Pinchbeck, Google had provided: a driver's license that was actually registered with the
California Department of Motor Vehicles, and that would, therefore, stand up to any cop's inspection; a legitimate social-security card; a birth
certificate actually on file with the cited courthouse; and an authentic, valid passport..Maria, puzzled but cooperative, left the room as instructed,
and Barty removed the correct book from the stack on the table, without anyone's guidance. He sat in the armchair at his mother's side and began to
read:.she'd crossed herself during Edom's rant about the Tri-State Tornado of 1925. Then, she'd been warding off bad fortune; now, with a smile
and a look of wonder, she was acknowledging the grace of God, which, according to the cards, had been settled generously on Bartholomew.."The
one I'm about to start is Dr Jekyll and Mr. Hyde, which is maybe pretty scary.".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..Confused, Panglo held out his
right hand, but Jacob said, "Sorry, no offense, but I don't shake with anyone.".More walls than not, in both rooms, were lined with bookshelves and
file cabinets. Here he kept numerous case studies of accidents, man-made disasters, serial killers, spree killers: proof undeniable that humanity was
a fallen species engaged in both the unintentional and calculated destruction of itself.."Another year," Edom said, "and instead of me, Barty can
drive the car for you.".Having been an object of Thomas Vanadium's fixation, Junior felt fortunate to have survived. He shuddered..He was no
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longer in his scrubs, but wore gray wool slacks and a blue cashmere sweater over a white shirt. Face somber, he looked less like an obstetrician
engaged in the business of life than like a professor of philosophy forever pondering the inevitability of death..She stood just inside the front door
of the apartment, admiring herself in a full-length mirror, waiting patiently for Celestina, who was packing dolls, coloring books, tablets, and a
large collection of crayons into a zippered satchel..Deciduous black oaks lined the street. All were leafless at this time of year, gnarled limbs
clawing at the moon..In the passenger's seat, Barty was cushioned in his mother's arms. At times, the boy cooed or gurgled, or made a wet chording
sound..Amazed, Agnes gaped at her baby. The throat lump that blocked her speech was part pride, part awe, and part fear, though she didn't at once
understand why this wonderful precociousness should frighten her..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..The dying-dove hands fluttered down
Junior's arms, plucking feebly at his leather coat, and at last hung limp at Neddy's sides..Thick fog distorted all sense of time and place. At each end
of the block, pearly hazes of light marked intersections with main streets but didn't illuminate this narrower passage in between. A few security
lamps-bare bulbs under inverted-saucer shades or caged in wire--indicated the delivery entrances of some businesses, but the dense white shrouds
veiled and diffused these, as well, until they were no brighter than gaslights..Edom carried the honey-raisin pear pie, and Agnes toted Barty across
the neatly cropped yard, to the front door. The bell push triggered chimes that played the first ten notes of "That Old Black Magic," which they
heard distinctly through the glass in the door..At the beginning of his third month, instead of at the end of his fifth, he was combining vowels and
consonants: "ba-ba-ba, ga-ga-ga, la-la-la, ca-ca-ca.".Only one member of the distant funeral party did not disperse toward the line of cars on the
service road. A man in a dark suit headed downhill, between the headstones and the monuments, directly toward Naomi's grave.."Most tornadoes
stay on the ground twenty miles or less," Edom explained, "but this one kept its funnel to the earth for two hundred nineteen miles! And it was one
mile wide. Everything in its path--torn, smashed to bits. Houses, factories, churches, schools-all pulverized. Murphysboro, Illinois, was wiped off
the map, erased, hundreds killed in that one town.".The owner, also the pilot on this trip, was pleased to be paid cash in advance, in crisp
hundred-dollar bills, rather than by check or credit card. He accepted payment hesitantly, however, and with an unconcealed grimace, as though
afraid of contracting a contagion from the currency. "What's wrong with your face?"."Miss White was admitted to St. Mary's late January fifth,"
said Nolly, "with dangerous hypertension, a complication of pregnancy.".On the other hand, killing a stranger like Bartholomew Prosser relieved
stress better than sex did. Senseless murder was as relaxing to him as meditation without seed, and probably less dangerous..the sentences. The
substance of what she said and the tone in which she said it were so perfect that it almost seemed as though an angel had relieved her of this burden
by possessing her long enough to help her son understand what must happen and why..Even without the dangling cigarette and without the cynical
sneer, Nolly had an air of toughness worthy of Sam Spade, largely because the face that nature had given him was a splendid disguise for the
sentimental sweetie who lived behind it. With his bull neck, with his strong hands, with his shirt-sleeves rolled up to expose his lovely hairy
forearms, he made a properly intimidating impression: as if Humphrey Bogart, Sydney Greenstreet, and Peter Lorre had been put in a blender and
then poured into one suit.
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