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POST TRANSSEXUAL AUTOETHNOGRAPHY CHALLENGING NORMATIVE GENDER
I Junior didn't believe in ghosts, anyway. He believed in flesh and bone, stone and mortar, money and power, himself and the future..And had
Phimie, retrieved from death by the resuscitation procedures of the surgical team, repaid Nella's kindness with her own stunning message to
Lipscomb?."As I explained, he might have thought I was you," Edom said, staring at the neatly ordered volumes on the nearby bookshelves..As
Junior blew his nose and blotted his eyes, Vanadium said, "I believe YOU actually loved her in some strange way.".Junior poured half the vodka
over the corpse, splashed some around other parts of the kitchen, and spilled the last on the cook top, where it trickled toward the active burner.
This was not an ideal accelerant, not as effective as gasoline, but by the time he threw the bottle aside, the spirits found the flame..Celestina
jammed the shaft of the crank into the casing socket. Wouldn't fit. Her hands were shaking. Steel fins on the shaft of the crank had to be lined up
just-so with slots in the socket. She fumbled, fumbled..Jacob grunted, but probably not because he'd heard what had been said about him, more
likely because he'd just turned the page to find a photo of dead cattle piled up like driftwood against the American Legion Hall in some
flood-ravaged town in Arkansas..The heavy hand would come down on his shoulder, he would be spun around against his will, and there before
him would be those nailhead eyes, the port-wine stain, facial bones crushed by a bludgeon.....He groaned. "That just doesn't cut it, Mom. If I gotta
be blind, I think I should get to say peed off.".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..Each page comprised four columns of
names and numbers, most with addresses. Approximately one hundred names filled each column, four hundred to a page..In his seventies but
vigorous and full of fun, Sparky liked to take an occasional jaunt to Reno, to pump the slot machines and try a few hands of blackjack. The
off-the-record, tax-free monthly checks from Simon were gratefully received, ensuring the old man's cooperation with the conspiracy.."Sometimes
she wrote little paragraphs to God, very touching and humble notes of gratitude, thanking Him for bringing you into her life."."I thought there was
a burglar," Junior groaned, but he knew better than to spit out his entire story at once, for then he would appear to be reciting a script..Perched on a
chair with two plump bed pillows to boost her, Angel extracted one crisp strip from her club sandwich and asked Tom, "Where's bacon come
from?".Junior didn't believe in gods, devils, Heaven, Hell, life after death. He put his faith in one thing: himself..He didn't even dare to pretend to
wake up now, with a mutter and a yawn because the detective would know that he was faking, that he had been awake all along. And if he'd been
feigning unconsciousness, eaves.Losen, a sea-pirate who called himself King of the Inmost Sea, was then the chief warlord in the city and all the
east and south of Havnor. Exacting tribute from that rich domain, he spent it to increase his soldiery and the fleets he sent out to take slaves and
plunder from other lands. As Otters uncle said, he kept the shipwrights busy. They were grateful to have work in a time when men seeking work
found only beggary, and rats ran in the courts of Maharion. They did an honest job, Otter's father said, and what the work was used for was none of
their concern..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..Licky took him down into the mines to show him the gangues, the kinds of earth the ore was
likely to occur in. A few miners were working at the end of a long level..Paul couldn't remember when he began to love her. Not at first sight. But
before she contracted polio. Love came gradually, and by the time it flowered, its roots were deep..They wore out a lot of cards and kept a generous
supply of all types of decks on hand.."So entertaining, I felt I should have paid for those seats. When the third machine starts whizzing coins at him,
he bolts like a kid running a graveyard at midnight on a dare." Nolly laughed, remembering..Paul set the nightstand down but waited, ready to
shove the furniture into the stairwell if the swaddled gunman dared return..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.".The terror he hid from her vanished with the recital of their vows. He knew from their first kiss as husband and wife that this was his
destiny. What a great adventure they'd had together these past twenty-three years, one that Doc Savage might have envied..He left by the back
door, to avoid the aftermath seeping across the foyer floor. Fog enveloped him, cool and refreshing..Now, here on this sunny ridge in Oregon, miles
from any train and farther still from any nuns, Junior applied this artistic insight to his own situation, overcame his squeamishness, and regained
some momentum of his own. He approached his fallen wife, stood over her, and stared down into her fixed eyes as he said, "Naomi'.".Instead,
trying not to let Barty see the depth of her concern, she told him to get his jacket from the front closet, and she got hers, and leaving the
buttermilk-raisin pies unfinished, she drove him to the doctor's office, because he was her reason to breathe, the engine of her heart, her hope and
joy, her everlasting bond to her lost husband. Dr. Joshua Nunn was only forty-eight, but he had appeared grandfatherly since Agnes had first gone
to him as a patient after the death of her father, more than ten years ago. His hair turned pure white before he was thirty. Every day off, he either
worked assiduously on his twenty-foot sportfisher, Hippocratic Boat, which he scraped and painted and polished and repaired with his own hands,
or puttered around Bright Bay in it, fishing as though the fate of his soul depended on the size of his catch; consequently, he spent so much time in
the salt air and sun that his perpetually tan face was well-wizened at the corners of his eyes and as appealingly creased as that of the best of
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grandfathers. Joshua applied the same diligence to the preservation of a round belly and a second chin that he brought to the maintenance of his
boat, and considering his wire-rimmed eyeglasses and bow tie and suspenders and the elbow patches on his jacket, he seemed to have intentionally
sculpted his physical appearance to put his patients at ease, as surely as he had selected his wardrobe for the same purpose.."I wish my Rico could
have met your Harrison, too," Maria told Grace, referring to the husband who had abandoned her. "Maybe the reverend could've done with words
what I couldn't do with my foot in Rico's trasero.".Rena laughed. "Oh, but true! And not just a garden. I'm a field of flowers!" She let go of her
skirt, which shimmered like cascades of falling petals. "So tonight will be a famous night, Celestina.".Phimie's speech had been slurred later, as
well, immediately following the birth of the baby, when she had struggled to convey her desire to name her daughter Angel..The custom-fitted
gold-link band of the wristwatch closed with a clasp that, when released, allowed the watch to slip over the hand with ease. Junior knew at once
that the clasp had come undone when his arm tangled in the belt of Neddy's raincoat. The corpse had torn loose and tumbled into the Dumpster,
taking Junior's watch with it..Solitude, however, was his preference. He found the sympathy of friends unbearable, a constant reminder that Perri
was gone..A pianist or saxophonist could go a long way on his talent and self instruction, but a would-be stage magician eventually needed a
mentor to reveal the most closely guarded secrets of illusion and to help him master the skills of deception needed for the highest-level
prestidigitation. In a craft practiced almost exclusively by white men, a young man."I mean it. You have a lot of responsibilities here. Barty. Pie
Lady Services. People who depend on you. Friends who love you. When you came on board with me, mister, you bought into a whole lot more
than you can walk away from.".Still relishing her little pretense of rejection, Victoria did not touch the rose. "What kind of woman do you think I
am?".WITH A CRASH as loud as the dire crack of heaven opening on Judgment Day, the Ford pickup broadsided the Pontiac. Agnes couldn't hear
the first fraction of her scream, and not much of the rest of it, either, as I.While waiting for inspiration to present him with a better strategy, Junior
returned to the telephone book in search of the right Bartholomew. Not the directory for Spruce Hills and the surrounding county, but the one for
San Francisco..too quiet and too patient to be the living-dead incarnation of a murdered wife. This was a predatory silence, an animal cunning, not
a supernatural hush. This was the elegant stillness of a panther in the brush,.Closing her eyes, Agnes whispered, "Bartholomew," in a reverent voice
full of wonder, full of awe..Find the father, kill the son. In just nine days, Junior bedded four beautiful women: one on Christmas Eve, the next on
Christmas Night, the third on New Year's Eve, and the fourth on New Year's Day. For the first time in his life-and on all four occasions-his joy in
the act was less than complete..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.."Did he say I'd met him?" Jacob asked, squinting past Edom toward the bright sunlight at the open door..Junior, putting
himself in the detective's place, could think of a few reasons for this visit to Seraphim's grave. Unfortunately, not one of them supported his
contention that he was an innocent man..As they rolled along the coast, Agnes began to read to Barty from Podkayne of Mars: " 'All my life I've
wanted to go to Earth. Not to live, of course-just to see it. As everybody knows, Terra is a wonderful place to visit but not to live. Not truly suited
to human habitation."'."So I drew attention to myself. Raised suspicions. One night, in St. Louis, this rube recognized me from my performing
days, even though I'd changed my looks. It was a high-stakes game, but the players weren't high-class. They ganged up on me, beat me, and then
smashed my hands, one finger at a time, with a tire iron."."You'll catch pneumonia," she warned, reaching across the boy to flip the
passenger's-side vent toward him.."Get this through your head, you shit-for-brains. I lost a daughter, a precious daughter, my Naomi, the light of
my life.".Simon Magusson-capable of representing the devil himself for the proper fee, but also capable of genuine remorse-visited Vanadium in
the hospital, soon after learning that the detective had awakened from a coma. The attorney shared the conviction that Cain was the guilty party,
and that he'd also murdered his wife..She didn't have experience with guns, but having seen him trying to press cartridges into the magazine, she
knew how to load. She inserted one round. Then a second. Enough..With the great tree ninety degrees to his left, he was able to locate the
back-porch steps at forty-five degrees. He pointed with the cane, which otherwise he had not used. "The porch?".With his startling combination of
a Mediterranean complexion and rust-red hair, his good looks, and his fit physique, Paul had the exotic appearance of a pulp-fiction hero. In
particular, he liked to imagine that he might pass for Doc Savage's brother..By the time he arrived at his apartment, Junior could think of no better
action to take, so he phoned Simon Magusson, his attorney in Spruce Hills..In spite of the thousands of hours that Paul was afoot, he seldom
thought about why he walked. He met people along the way who asked, and he had answers for them, but he never knew if any answer might be
the truth..She remained fixated on the card that she had just dealt, and for a while she didn't speak, as though the eyes of the paper knave held her in
thrall. Finally she said, "Monster. Human monster.".Junior hadn't suffered a paranormal experience since the early- morning hours of October 18,
when he'd drifted up from a vile dream of worms and beetles to hear the ghostly singer's faint a cappella serenade. Shouting at her to shut up, he
had awakened neighbors..As instructed earlier by phone, Junior purchased a large box of Raisinettes and a box of Milk Duds at the refreshment
stand, and then he sat in one of the last three rows in the center section, eating the Milk Duds, grimacing at the sticky noises his shoes made when
he moved them on the tacky floor, and waiting for Google to find him..If this insurance payoff was not mere coincidence, if it was the wealth that
had been foretold, then how far behind the fortune did the knave travel? Years? Months? Days?.Agnes returned home from a pie run with the usual
team-grown to five vehicles, including paid employees-to find a gathering in the yard and Barty halfway up the oak..At first all had gone well.
Agnes, Maria, and Edom were rightly amazed. A thrill of wonder and big smiles all around the table. They were enthralled by the astoundingly
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favorable fall of cards, a breathtaking mathematical improbability..Having been a volunteer instructor of English to twenty adult students over the
years, having taught Maria Elena Gonzalez to speak impeccable English without a significant accent, Agnes was little needed as a teacher by her
son. Even more than other children, he asked why with numbing regularity, why this and why that, but never the same question twice; and as often
as not, he already knew the answer that he sought from her and was only confirming the accuracy of his deduction. He was such an effective
autodidact, he schooled himself better than any college of professors that could have been assigned to him.."In addition," Daines said, "her pelvis is
small, which would present problems of delivery even in an ordinary pregnancy. And the muscle fibers in the central canal of her cervix, which
ought to be softening in anticipation of labor, are still tough. I don't believe the cervix will dilate well enough to facilitate birth.".With a smudge of
flour on one cheek, wiping her hands on a red-and-white checkered dishtowel, Agnes answered the door, saw the car in the driveway, and said,
"Paul! You're not walking?".On Tuesday evening, September 7, after half an hour in the lotus position, thinking about nothing whatsoever but a
white pin with two black bands at its neck and the number I painted on its head, Junior went to bed at eleven o'clock and set his alarm for three in
the morning, when he intended to shoot himself..She twisted her sweat-drenched face in what might have been frustration, closed her.They knew
no one named Bartholomew, and she had never heard the name from him before, but she knew what he wanted. He was speaking of the son he
would never see.."I suspect," Tom said, "that any job you set your mind to, you'd be as good as you are at teeth.".No one could put him in prison
because of his dreams. "I can't remember. Those are the worst, when you're not able to remember them-don't you think? They're always so silly
when you can recall the details. When you draw a blank ... they seem more threatening.".Perplexed by their peculiar behavior, even slightly
unnerved, Tom answered Maria's question. "I'm afraid there's nothing else I can do, nothing more of a fantastic nature.".Her voice was flat and a
little hard. Another man might have mistaken her tone for disapproval, for impatience, even for quiet anger..To Dr. Parkhurst, Vanadium said, "In
my work, I see lots of people who've just lost loved ones. None of them has ever puked like Vesuvius.".For two years, since finding the quarter in
his cheeseburger, Junior had been searching for a metaphysics that he could embrace, that squared with all the truths that he had learned from Zedd,
and that didn't require him to acknowledge any power higher than himself Here it was. Unexpected. Complete. He didn't fully understand the bit
about monkeys and barrels, but he got the rest of it, and peace of a sort descended upon him..Sitting on the edge of the bed, taking his hand, she
stared at his sweet little bow of a mouth, whereas before she would have met his eyes. "Tell me.".He halted, made a quick calculation, turned, and
moved toward where the back door ought to be. He found it half open.."It's a lot," Angel insisted. "Wally gave me an Oreo, last time I saw him.
You like Oreos?".Both angry and mortified, yet still fearful, a walking multimedia collage of emotions, Junior left the gallery..In the chilly
darkness, his breath plumed visibly, frosted by moonlight. The rapidity and raggedness of his radiant exhalations would have marked him as a
guilty man if witnesses had been present.."I can talk to you," he said to Salk. "You'll understand. She was hero, the only one I ever knew till I met
you. I've read about them all my life, in pulp magazines and paperbacks. But Perri ... she was the real thing. She didn't save tens of
thousands-hundreds of thousands of children like you've done, didn't change the world as you've changed it, but she faced every day without
complaint, and she lived for others. Not through them. For them. People called her to share their problem, and she listened and cared, and they
called her with their good news be cause she took such joy in it. They asked for her advice, and though she was inexperienced, really, so short of
experience in so many ways, she always knew what to say, Dr. Salk. Always the right thing. She had great heart and natural wisdom, and she cared
so much.".Consequently, Edom was abroad in the land with pies and parcels, following a list of names and addresses provided by his sister, even
though he believed an unprecedentedly violent earthquake, the fabled Big One, was likely to strike before noon, certainly before dinner. This was
the last day of the rest of his life..Not cheerful, life-loving, high-spirited, churchgoing Naomi. She saw every day through a golden haze that came
from the sun in her heart..where everyone spoke a single language and had all the blueberry pies they needed..When the old man died and Agnes
inherited the property, the three of them played cards in the backyard for the first time on the day of his funeral, played openly rather than in secret,
almost giddy with freedom. Eventually, when Agnes fell in love and married, Joey Lampion joined their card games, and thereafter, Jacob and
Edom enjoyed a greater sense of family than they had ever known before.."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.".Pity warmed the physician's ascetic face. "You loved your wife very
much, didn't you?".Everyone from the pie caravan had gathered under the oak. The entire family, in its many names, adults and children, heads
tipped back hands shielding their eyes from the late sun, watched Barty's progress in all but complete silence..Gifted with unusual powers of visual
observation, the girl was quick to notice the slightest changes in her world. The sparkling engagement ring on Celestina's left hand had not escaped
her notice..In the brief silence between cuts on the album, he heard the clink of the wineglass against the bottle of Merlot, as the visitor evidently
gathered them from the floor..The front door was unlocked. This was no longer one house; it had been converted to an apartment building..A nurse
fussed over him as she helped him into bed, concerned about his paleness and his tremors. She was attentive, efficient, compassionate but she
wasn't in the least attractive, and he wished she would.Through the remainder of his dinner, he was entirely future focused, the past put safely out
of mind. Until ....Nolly sighed. "Well, I guess if you were going to just plug him, you could've done that already, soon as you got to town."."-called
himself King Obadiah, Pharaoh of the Fantastic. He traveled all over the country playing nightclubs-".Junior realized that thick drool oozed out of
the right comer of his mouth. Shakily, he raised one hand to wipe his face.."That's the Oreo. After I ate it up, the cookie went smoosh--smoosh into
my finger.".His thought had been that Reverend White might find in Agnes, Bright Beach's beloved Pie Lady, a subject who would inspire a sequel
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to the sermon that had so deeply affected Paul-who was neither a Baptist nor a regular churchgoer-when he had heard it on the radio more than
three years ago..A forgetful client had left the bumbershoot in the office six months ago. Otherwise, Nolly wouldn't have had any umbrella at
all.."Paul told us the night he first came to the parsonage. About Agnes here ... and what had happened to Barty. And all about his late wife, Perri. I
feel like I know Bright Beach already.".Koko skidded to a halt, perplexed, looked left, looked right, floppy ears lifted slightly to catch any sound of
Mistress Mary..Because they knew the date of the rape, and because that attack had been Phimie's sole sexual experience, the day of impregnation
could be fixed, delivery calculated with more precision than usual.."Yeah, they think we're with Candid Camera. So Jimmy points to this United
Parcel truck parked across the street and says the cameras are in there.".JUNIOR CAIN WANDERED among the Philistines, in the gray land of
conformity, seeking one-just one-refreshingly repellent canvas, finding only images that welcomed and even charmed, yearning for real art and the
vicious emotional whirlpool of despair and disgust that it evoked, finding instead only themes of uplift and images of hope, surrounded by people
who seemed to like everything from the paintings to the canapes to the cold January night, people who probably hadn't spent even one day of their
lives brooding about the inevitability of nuclear annihilation before the end of this decade, people who smiled too much to be genuine intellectuals,
and he felt more alone and threatened than eyeless Samson chained in Gaza..Returning to his apartment, Edom had to pass under the limbs of the
majestically crowned oak that dominated the deep yard between the house and the garage..By nature, she was unable to hold fast to resentment,
couldn't nurture a grudge, and was incapable of vengeance. She had forgiven even her father, who had put her through hell for so long, who had
blighted the lives of her brothers, and who had killed her mother. Forgiving was not the same as condoning. Forgiving did not mean that you had to
exonerate or forget..In spite of its dazzle and power and comfort, however, the car was not able to lift his spirits as he cruised the hills of the city.
Somewhere along these darkly glistening streets, in these houses and high-rises clinging to steep slopes awaiting seismic sundering, the boy was
sheltered: half Negro, half white, full doom to Junior Cain..In Cain's bedroom, Tom Vanadium's hooded flashlight revealed a six-foot-high
bookcase that held approximately a hundred volumes. The top shelf was empty, as was most of the second..Eventually, Junior remembered the
quarter. He reached into the right pocket of the thin cotton bathrobe, but the coin wasn't there, as it should have been. The left pocket also was
empty..No matter. He was a future-focused, focused man. The past is for losers. No, wait, humility is for losers. "The past is the teat that feeds
those too weak to face the future." Yes, that was the line from Zedd that Junior had stitched on a needlepoint pillow..He did wonder why he had
chosen this night of all nights to become even a more fearless adventurer, rather than a month ago or a month hence. Instinct told him that he'd felt
the need to test himself, that a crisis was fast approaching, and that to be ready for it, he must be confident that he could do what had to be done
when the crunch came. Slipping into sleep, Junior suspected that Prosser might have been less lark than preparation.."Then you only have to wait
eighteen years," he said, opening the apartment door and stepping aside once more, allowing Celestina to precede him.."That's not what they say,"
the boy replied with a giggle, for his extensive reading had introduced him to words that he and she agreed were not his to use..The pair of sliding
doors at the living-room archway stood half open. Beyond, voices drew Paul against his will..Surprising himself more than anyone, Edom also
presented his collection to the university. Out with tornadoes, hurricanes, tidal waves, earthquakes, and volcanoes; bring in the roses. He lightly
renovated his small apartment, painted it in brighter colors, and throughout the autumn, he stocked his bookshelves with volumes on horticulture,
excitedly planning a substantial expansion of the rosarium come spring..The pendulous bellies of the rain-swollen clouds were no darker than when
he had first come to the cemetery, yet they appeared more ominous now than earlier..In her features, the girl entirely resembled her mother. She
was nothing whatsoever like Junior. Only the light brown shade of her skin provided evidence that she hadn't been derived from Seraphim by
parthenogenesis..He was so innocent. This sweet boy, this pure and stainless infant, couldn't possibly have an enemy in the world, and she could
not imagine any son of hers earning enemies, not if she raised him well. This was just a silly card reading..He had nothing against Negroes. He
didn't wish them ill. He wasn't prejudiced. Live and let live. He believed that as long as they stayed with their own kind and abided by the rules of a
polite society, like everyone else, they had a right to live in peace..Relieved but still wary, he toured the small house again to be sure doors and
windows were locked..Celestina didn't hear gunfire, but she couldn't mistake the bullets for anything else when they cracked through the door..As
spectacularly busty as the not-yet-dead Jayne Mansfield, Frieda never wore a bra. In 1966, this free-swinging style was little seen. Initially, Junior
didn't realize bralessness was a declaration of Frieda's liberation; he thought it meant she was a slut.."In addition to that policy," said Vinnie,
"there's another. . .--he filled his lungs, hesitated, then exhaled the air and the sum with a tremor---'seven hundred fifty thousand. Three-quarters of
a million dollars.".He preferred to venture inside the house while some lights remained on. He didn't want to be reduced to creeping stealthily in the
dark through strange rooms: The very idea filled his guts with shiver chasing shiver..Moving out of the doorway, into the bedroom, he said, "What
book would that be?"."Honey," Angel said to her daughter, "show us that game you were just playing with Koko. Show us, honey. Come on. Show
us. Show us."
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