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VISUAL EXPLORERS RAINFORESTS
Their station wagon stood along the service road, at least a hundred yards from the grave. With no wind to harry it, the rain fell as plumb straight as
the strands of beaded curtains, and beyond these pearly veils, the car appeared to be a shimmering dark mirage..Celestina finally zipped shut the
satchel. "You better watch out for the big bad wolf.".In his smooth whiteness, Junior felt a pressure on his eyes, and then came visual
hallucinations, disturbing his deep inner peace. He felt someone peel up his eyelids, and Bob Chicane's worried face-with the sharp features of a
fox, curly black hair, and a walrus mustache-was inches from his..As he'd been instructed, Vanadium felt along the return edge of the carved
limestone casing to the right of the window until he located a quarter-inch-diameter steel pin that protruded an inch. The pin was grooved to
facilitate a grip. An insistent, steady pull was required, but as promised, the thumb-turn latch on the inside disengaged..Curiously, reciting these
facts usually calmed him, as though speaking of disaster would ward it off. Since Friday, however, he had found no comfort in his usual
routines..Startled, he snatched his hand back. The object fell, ringing faintly against the pavement..Writing came with reading, and in a notebook,
he began to make entries about points of interest in the stories that he enjoyed. His Diary of a Book Reader, as he titled it, fascinated Agnes, who
read it with his permission; these notes to himself were enthusiastic, earnest, and charming-but literally month by month, Agnes noticed that they
grew less naive, more complex, more contemplative..Over many proud generations and at least to the extent of second cousins, no one on either
side of Celestina's family had skin of this light color. They were without exception medium to dark mahogany, many shades darker than this
infant..If there had been footsteps, they had fallen silent the moment Junior froze to listen for them. Even over the hard drumming of his heart, he
would have heard any noise. The pillowy fog seemed to smother sound in the alleyway more effectively than ever..He bought knives. And then
sheaths for the knives. He acquired a knife-sharpening kit and spent the evening grinding blades..From his early adolescence, Edom was drawn to
gardening, taking special pleasure in the cultivation of hybrid roses. He'd been only sixteen when one of his blooms earned first place in a flower
show. When his father learned about the competition, he regarded Edom's pursuit of the prize as a grievous sin of pride. The punishment left Edom
bedridden for three days, and when he came downstairs at last, he discovered that his father had torn out all the rose bushes..In his mind's eye, he
saw the answering machine with uncanny clarity. That curious gadget. Sitting atop the scarred pine desk..Evidently, the hero was accustomed to
encounters of this nature. He rose, pulled out the unused fourth chair. "Please sit with us.".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..Abruptly, without a cannonade of thunder, without artillery strikes of lightning, the storm broke. As loud
as marching armies, rain tramped across the roof..Every time Junior glanced back, Vanadium was following his wake through the throng. Stocky
but almost gliding. Grim and grimmer. Hideous. And closer..She woke weeping from the dreams, and she wanted no witnesses. She wasn't
embarrassed by her tears. She just didn't want to share them with anyone but Barty..In either case, printing the name in blood was a ritualistic act,
and ritualism of this nature was an unmistakable symptom of a seriously unbalanced mind. Evidently, the wife killer would be easier to crack than
expected, because his shell was already badly fractured..You ever hear it, Enoch? I'm that someone for you, of course, in a romantic
sense.".CELESTINA RETURNED TO Room 724 to collect Phimie's belongings from the tiny closet and from the nightstand.."Oh, yes. When he
phoned, Reverend Collins told me all about you and Bartholomew. At the front door, when I asked the boy's name, I already knew it and was just
setting up this little trick for you.".The previous day, Jacob and Edom had driven back to Bright Beach, to prepare for Barty's arrival. Now they
hurried down the back porch steps and across the lawn, as Maria followed the driveway past the house and parked near the detached garage at the
rear of the deep property..Wait here in the car. Give them time to settle down. At this hour, they would put the kid to bed first. Then Ichabod and
Celestina would go to their room, undress for the night..Not many men wore hats these days. Since his teenage years, Nolly had favored a porkpie
model. San Francisco was often chilly, and he began losing his hair when still young..Because the glass wings of the open window didn't lie flat
against the exterior wall, they blocked his view. He had to thrust himself farther through the opening, until he seesawed on the sill, before he could
see the length of the entire block, in which the gallery stood at approximately the middle.."Our little girl's going to walk backward her whole life if
you drive in reverse all the way to the hospital.".Although she had never seen snow other than in pictures and on film, this deep-settled silence
seemed to speak of failing flakes, of white muffling mantles, and she wouldn't have been in the least surprised if, stepping outside, she had found
herself in a glorious winter landscape, cold and crystalline, here on the always-snowless hills and shores of the California Pacific..At last he said,
"And there he is, hands in front of his face, quarters bouncing off him, these kids and this old lady scrambling around him to snare some
change.".In the first drawer, he discovered an address book. Logically, Vanadium would have taken this with him, even if on the lam from a
murder rap, so Junior tucked it in his jacket pocket..He hadn't seen Thomas Vanadium since Monday, at the cemetery, and Vanadium hadn't pulled
any tricks since leaving twenty-five cents at his bedside that same night. Almost four days undisturbed by the hectoring detective. In matters
Vanadium, however, Junior had learned to be wary, prudent..The strange barrage of lightning, putting an end to the rain rather than initiating it, had
been a clue. The rapid clearing of the sky-indicating a stiff wind at high altitudes, while stillness prevailed at ground level-a sudden plunge in the
humidity, and an unseasonable warmth confirmed the coming catastrophe..Drawn by voices on the second floor, Tom took the stairs two at a time.
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A man and a boy. Barty and Cain. To the left in the hallway, and then to a room on the right..Perhaps hoping to discover which runaway freight
train or exploding factory would smear him across the landscape, Jacob pushed aside his dessert plate and shuffled each deck separately, then
shuffled them together until they were well mixed. He stacked them in front of Maria..He hit Celestina with the big question, the huge question,
just as she paused in her babbling to suck in a deep breath, the better to spout even more nonsense, whereupon this panicky inhalation caught in her
breast, caught so stubbornly that she was certain she would need the attention of paramedics to start breathing again, but then Wally popped open
the box, revealing a lovely engagement ring, the sight of which made the trapped breath explode from her, and then she was breathing fine,
although snuffling and crying and just generally a mess. "I love you, Wally.".Every distorted shape, every smear of color, every swath of light and
shudder of shadows resisted her attempts to relate them to the world she knew, as if shimmering before her were the landscape of a dream..In spite
of its dazzle, the detective's smile was nonetheless melancholy, proof that he was sincere when he said that Seraphim's baby was beyond their
reach..This was different earthquake weather from that of ten days ago, when he'd made the pie deliveries alone. Then: blue sky, unseasonable
warmth, low humidity. Now: low gray clouds, cool air, high humidity..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..Junior had come to the gumshoe four days ago, with business that might have made a reputable
investigator uncomfortable. He needed to discover whether Seraphim White had given birth at a San Francisco hospital earlier this month and
where the baby might be found. Since he wasn't prepared to reveal any relationship to Seraphim, and since he resisted devising a cover story on the
assumption that a competent private detective would at once see through it, his interest in this baby inevitably seemed sinister.."As I explained, he
might have thought I was you," Edom said, staring at the neatly ordered volumes on the nearby bookshelves..In regard for Barty's tender age, Dr.
Franklin Chan had arranged for Agnes to spend the night in her son's room, in the second bed, which currently wasn't needed for a patient..Like a
spring-loaded novelty snake erupting from a can, Junior exploded up from the chair, nearly knocking it over..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..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..Paul checked the back of the Suburban, since he fancied himself the wagonmaster. He wanted to be sure that the goods were loaded in such
a way that they were unlikely to slide or be damaged. "Packed tight. Looks just fine," he declared, and closed the tailgate door..Barty rode with his
mother in her green Chevrolet station wagon. Because the cakes, pies, and gifts were too numerous to be contained in one vehicle, Edom followed
them in his flashier yellow-and-white '54 Ford Country Squire..Vanadium continued in his characteristic drone, a tone at odds with the colorful
content of his speech: "A man takes one look at his wife's body, starts to sweat harder than a copulating hog, spews like a frat boy at the end of a
long beer-chugging contest, and chucks till he chucks up blood-that's not the response of your average murderer.".She switched off the hall light
and stood at the half-open door, listening, waiting..By "all of that," he meant the groceries that she and Joey often sent along with the pies, the
occasional mortgage payment they made for someone down on his luck, and the other quiet philanthropies..During Junior's brief stroll, the
sidewalk ended, giving way to the graveled shoulder of the road. He saw no one on foot, and no vehicles passed him..Mechanics have reliably
steady hands, yet Jacob's hands shook as he discarded two cards and slowly turned over the ninth draw..After the service, among those who came
to Agnes at graveside, trying to express the inexpressible, was Paul Damascus, the owner of Damascus Pharmacy on Ocean Avenue. Of Mideastern
extraction, he had dark olive skin and, incredibly, rust--red hair. With his rust-red eyebrows, lashes, and mustache, his handsome face looked like
that of a bronze statue with a curious patina..Her elegance was appealing. A pink Chanel suit with knee-length skirt, a strand of pearls. Her figure
was spectacular, but she didn't flaunt it. She was even wearing a bra. In this age of bold erotic fashion, her more demure style was enormously
seductive..In the bedroom once more, before poring through the contents of the nightstand drawers, the dresser drawers, and the closet, he looked in
the adjacent bathroom, switched on the light because there was no window-and found Bartholomew on a wall, slashed and punctured, disfigured by
hundreds of wounds. Wally parked the Buick at the curb in front of the house in which he lived, and when Celestina slid across the car seat to the
passenger's door, he said, "No, wait here. I'll fetch Angel and drive the two of you home.".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..Wally switched off the engine and killed the headlights.
"Home, where the heart is.".The round table seated six, but they required only three chairs, because the two brainless friends were a pair of Angel's
dolls..Instead of engaging in the confrontation for which he had been pressing ever since his first visit, Vanadium surprised Junior by breaking eye
contact, turning from the bed, and crossing the room to the door..The second medic wheeled the gurney to the rear of the van, calling for one of the
policemen to accompany him to the hospital. Apparently, he needed help if he was to deliver the baby and also stabilize Apes while en route..When
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Victoria failed to answer the door, this man would not simply go away. He had been invited. He was expected. Lights were on in the house. The
lack of a response to his knock would be taken as a sign that something was amiss..Once more crowding his quarry, Junior said, "I'm amazed you'd
recognize me, since I haven't been to the lounge often.".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..Angel cocked her head and studied his left hand, which he had closed while opening his right. She pointed. "It's there.".He had met her in a
university adult-extension course tided "Increasing Self-Esteem Through Controlled Screaming." Participants were taught to identify harmful
repressed emotions and dissipate them through the authentic vocal imitations of a variety of animals..Using all is powers of concentration, which
were formidable, Junior sought to silence the phantom Chicane. At first, the voice steadily faded, but soon it grew louder again, and more
insistent..Matching his mother's whisper, taking obvious delight in their conspiracy, he said, "Our own secret society.".Her lifelong optimism, her
buoyancy, which she had miraculously sustained through so many difficult years, would never survive this. She would no longer be a rock of hope
for him and Edom. Their future was despair, undiluted and unrelenting..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..We cherish the old stories for their changelessness. Arthur dreams eternally in
Avalon. Bilbo can go "there and back again," and "there" is always the beloved familiar Shire. Don Quixote sets out forever to kill a windmill... So
people turn to the realms of fantasy for stability, ancient truths, immutable simplicities..But first, March 23: the bad date with Frieda Bliss, and
what he discovered in his apartment when he came home that night..He had time to think of quite a few, because he drove five miles per hour
below the posted speed limit. He couldn't risk being stopped for a traffic violation when Thomas Vanadium, the human stump, was dead and
bundled in the back..He was able to play peekaboo in his fifth month instead of his eighth, stand while holding on to something in his sixth instead
of eighth..His profession was cocktail piano, though he didn't have to earn a living at it. He had inherited a fine four-story house in a good
neighborhood of San Francisco and also a sufficient income from a trust fund to meet his needs if he avoided extravagance. Nevertheless, he
worked five evenings a week in an elegant lounge in one of the grand old hotels on Nob Hill, playing highly refined drinking songs for tourists,
businessmen from out of town, affluent gay men who stubbornly continued to believe in romance in an age that valued flash over substance, and
unmarried heterosexual couples who were working up a buzz to ensure that their rigorously planned adulteries would seem glamorous..Skinny,
pasty-faced, chattering sissy," he hissed, still so furious with Neddy that he wanted to jam the pianist's head in the toilet even though he was dead.
Jam his head in and stomp on him. Stomp him into the bowl. Flush and flush, stomp and stomp..Later, when the seven of them were gathered at the
dinner table, the adults raised glasses of Chardonnay, the children raised tumblers of Pepsi, and Maria gave the toast. "To Bartholomew, the image
of his father, who was the kindest man I've ever known. To my Bonita and my Francesca, who brighten every day. To Edom and Jacob, from who
... from whom I've learned so much that has made me think about the fragility of life and made me realize how precious is every day. And to
Agnes, my dearest friend, who has given me, oh, so much, including all these words. God bless us, every one.".As though giving voice to her worst
fear had made it come true, Agnes was seized by a contraction so painful that she cried out and clutched the paramedic's hands tightly enough to
make him wince. She felt a peculiar swelling within, then an awful looseness, pressure followed at once by release..Too much had happened in
those rooms. They were stained dark with family history, and in the night, when either Edom or Jacob slept under that gabled roof, the past came
alive again in dreams..All he cared about was Red Planet, and what might happen after page 103. He had carried the book with him to the doctor's
office, and on the way home in the car; he repeatedly opened it, squinting at the lines of type, trying to read around or through the "twisty" spots.
"Jim and Frank and Willis, they're in deep trouble.".Junior's breath smoked from him as if he contained a seething fire of his own. He felt a sheen
of condensation arise on his face, cold and invigorating..Some listings didn't include first names, only initials. Every time he came across the initial
B, he put a red heck mark beside it with a fine point felt-tip pen.."Crafty men" is what they called wizards in those days..To the growing pile of
ruin, she added one of Joey's cardigan sweaters, after popping loose one bone button and almost completely detaching a sewn-on patch pocket. A
pair of knockabout khaki pants: quickly clip open the seat seam; cut the corner of' the wallet pocket, then rip it with both hands; snip loose some
stitching and half detach the cuff on the left leg..Grimacing, she said, "I told the police about your disgusting little come--on with the ice
spoon.".She was so hot that the ice melted quickly. A thin trickle slid down her throat, but not enough to take the Sahara out of her voice when she
said, "More.".Koko changed directions with a fantastic pivot turn and bounded after the girl..Barty, at the head of the table, sensed Mary's approach
only as she was about to touch him. She put a hand on his arm and said, "Daddy, will you turn your chair away from the table and let me sit on your
lap?".The chest respirator, which Joshua had evidently applied, lay discarded on the bedclothes beside her. She seldom required this apparatus to
assist her breathing, and then only at night..She heard the door, and when she opened her eyes, the bay had already slid out of the car, into the
downpour again. She called him back, but he kept going.."Can't pay us as well as Losen does. But we could live," Otter argued..Jacob had spent
most of two days baking Barty's favorite pies, cakes, and cookies, and he'd prepared a meal as well. Maria's girls were at her sister's place this
evening, so she stayed for dinner. Edom poured wine for everyone but Barty, root beer for the guest of honor, and while this couldn't be called a
celebration, Agnes's spirits were lifted by a sense of normality, of hope, of family..Later in the month, from Sparky Vox, Junior learned the
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building had a four-pipe, fan-coil heating system serving discrete ductwork for each apartment. Voices couldn't carry from residence to residence in
the heating-cooling system, because no apartments shared ducting. Throughout the spring, summer, and autumn of 1967, Junior met new women,
bedded a few, and had no doubt that each of his conquests experienced with him something she had never known before. Yet he still suffered from
an emptiness in the heart..More likely than not, Victoria spoke directly to the maniac detective. Even if she reported her sordid fabrications to
another officer, it would have gotten back to Vanadium, and the cop would have sought her out at once to hear her filth firsthand, whereupon she
would have enhanced her story until it sounded as though Junior had grabbed her knockers and had tried to shove his tongue down her
throat..Celestina breezed through the open door with Angel. "No vanilla wafers. You'll be up all night with a sugar rush.".Everything was
proceeding precisely as Junior had envisioned in the instant when Naomi had first discovered the rotten section of railing and had nearly fallen
without assistance. The entire plan had come to him, wholly formed, in a blink, and during the following two circuits of the observation deck, he
had mulled it over, seeking flaws but finding none..The longer he crouched, head cocked, breathing silently through his open mouth, the more
convinced Junior became that he had heard a man approaching. Indeed, the terrible conviction grew that someone was standing immediately in
front of the dumpster, head cocked, also breathing through his open mouth, listening for Junior even as Junior listened for him..He rode up to the
third of five floors in the service elevator, which other tenants were permitted to use only when moving in or moving out, or when taking delivery
of large items of furniture. Another elevator, at the front of the building, was too public to suit his purposes..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.".She wanted to go to San Francisco with Celestina, to
have the baby in the city, where the father-and not incidentally her friends and Reverend White's parishioners-would never know she'd given birth.
The more her parents and sister argued against this plan, the more agitated Phimie became, until they worried that they would jeopardize her health
and mental stability if they didn't do as she wished..Last night, in the superintendent's basement apartment, as they shared a bottle of wine, Sparky
had told Vanadium numerous weird tales about Cain: The Night He Shot Off His Toe, The Day He Was Saved from a Meditative Trance and
Paralytic Bladder, The Day the Psychotic Girlfriend Brought a Vietnamese Potbellied Pig to His Apartment When He Was Out and Fed It
Laxatives and Penned It in His Bedroom ...."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-".An unfortunately bumpy ride for the deceased: along the hallway, through the foyer, across the entry threshold, down the porch
steps, across a lawn dappled with pine shadows and yellow moonlight, to the graveled driveway. No complaints.
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