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CRITICAL AND EXEGETICAL COMMENTARY ON THE BOOK OF PSALMS VOLUME
Into the autumn of 1967, Junior reviewed hundreds of thousands of phone listings, and occasionally he located a rare Bartholomew. In San Rafael
or Marinwood. In Greenbrae or San Anselmo. Located and investigated and cleared them of any connection with Seraphim White's bastard
baby..On the fourth floor, at Dr. Klerkle's suite, the hall door stood ajar. Past office hours, the small waiting room was deserted..The pubescent
physician returned with three colleagues, who crowded behind the privacy curtain to proclaim that none of them had ever seen any case remotely
like this before. The oldest-a myopic, balding lump-insisted on asking Junior probing questions about his marital status, his family relationships,
his dreams, and his self-esteem; the guy proved to be a clinical psychiatrist who speculated openly about the possibility of a psychosomatic
component..Thrusting the red rose at her again, insistently pressing it against her hand to distract her, Junior swung the Merlot, and just as Sinatra
sang the word sugar with a bounce, the bottle smacked Victoria in the center of her forehead..almost recoiled in disgust. She held the newborn so
that its mother could look into.Maybe his pursuit of the matter sprang from mere curiosity, the desire to discover what a child of his might look
like; however, if something else lay behind his interest, the motivation would not be benign. Whatever Cain's intentions, he would prove to be at
least an annoyance to Celestina and the little girl-and possibly a danger..When the long table was laden and the wine poured, when everyone but
Mary settled into chairs, Angel said, "My daughter tells me she wants to make a short presentation before I say grace. I don't know what it is, but
she assures me it doesn't involve singing, dancing, or reading any of her poetry." I."My scar," he confessed, "is inexperience. For a man my age,
Agnes, I'm in some ways unbelievably innocent. I wouldn't trade the years with Perri for anything or anyone, but intense as it was, our love didn't
include ... Well, I mean, you may find me inadequate.".Before they set out for the amusement park, Agnes pulled him aside, held him close, and
said, "Listen, kid of mine, I'm not giving up. Don't think I ever would. Let's have fun today. This evening, you and I and Angel will convene a
meeting of the North Pole Society of Not Evil Adventurers"-the girl had become the third member years ago" and all truths will be told and secrets
known. "."This momentous day," Thomas Vanadium said quietly, stiff gazing into the grave, "seems full of terrible endings. But like every day, it's
actually full of nothing but beginnings."."Nervous," he said, and howled when one of the paramedics proved to be a sadist masquerading as an
angel of mercy..While the doctor proceeded with his evening rounds, the nurse remained with Junior until it was clear that the tranquilizer had
calmed him and that he was no longer in danger of succumbing to another bout of hemorrhagic vomiting..Tuesday morning, while he showered
with a swimming cockroach that was as exuberant as a golden retriever in the motel's lukewarm water, Junior vowed never to kill again. Except in
self-defense..Even the Shantung-softened lamplight blazed too bright and did not serve her well, so she switched it off and said, "Scoot
over."."Great guy. Do you have an address for her, a way maybe I could get in touch about her brother?".Perhaps this particular worry was not
ordinary maternal concern. If a sixth sense is at work in all of us, then perhaps subconsciously Apes was aware of the tragedy to come: the tumors,
the surgery, the blindness..When she was finished with the dishtowel, she returned to the dining room, and though dinner was underway, she called
for another toast. Raising her glass, she said, "To Maria, who is more than my friend. My sister. I can't let you talk about what I've given you
without telling your girls that you've given back more. You taught me that the world is as simple as sewing, that what seem to be the most terrible
problems can be stitched up, repaired." She raised her glass slightly higher. "First chicken to be come with first egg inside already. God bless.".No
elevator. He didn't have to worry that with no more warning than a ding, doors might slide open, admitting witnesses into the hall..Of course,
you've never seen anything like it, you worthless adolescent twit. You're not old enough to have seen squat, and even if you were older than your
own grandfather, you wouldn't have seen anything like this, Dr Kildare, because this here is a true case of voodoo Baptist boils, and they don't
come along often!."Oh, it doesn't mean you're nervous in that sense. Nervous in this case means psychologically induced. Grief, Enoch. brief and
shock and horror-they can have profound physical effects.".To prove himself, he read a little of Dickens when she requested it, a passage from
Great Expectations. Then a passage from Twain..The nurse led the way, while the orderly pushed the gurney from behind Barty's head.."Come with
me," Paul Damascus said at once. "To Bright Beach. It is far away from San Francisco, and he'd never think of looking for you there. Why would
he? You've no connection to the place. I've got a house with enough room. You're welcome. And you wouldn't be among strangers.".Casey and
Tutti, her sister Skipper, and dreamboat Ken-and soon the girls had Barty enthusiastically involved in a make-believe world far different from the
one in which Heinlein's teenage lead owned an extraordinary alien pet with eight legs, the temperament of a kitten, and an appetite for everything
from grizzly bears to Buicks..She devoted half her work time to the neighbors-in-need route that Agnes had established and steadily expanded, the
other half to her painting. She was in no rush to mount a new show; anyway, she didn't dare renew contact with the Greenbaum Gallery or with
anyone at all from her past life, until the police found Enoch Cain.."Well, the blood wasn't dark and acidic, so it didn't come from his stomach. It
was bright and alkaline. It could have arisen in the esophagus, but most likely it's pharyngeal in origin.".Once, she left the TV and came to Tom,
where he sat talking with Paul. "It's like Gunsmoke and The Monkees are next to each other on the TV, both at the same time. But the Monkees,
they can't see the cowboys-and the cowboys, they can't see the Monkees.".For the first time in many months, Barty didn't want to sleep in the dark.
They left the door of the room open, admitting some of the fluorescent glow from the hallway..Junior approached the headstone from behind,
circled it, and shone the flashlight on the chiseled facts:.Eventually, a braless blonde in shiny white plastic boots, a white miniskirt, and a hot-pink
T-shirt featuring the silk-screened face of Albert Einstein, said, "Sure, I know her. Had some classes with her. She's nice enough, but she's kind of
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nerdy, especially for an Afro-American. I mean, they're never nerdy--am I right?"."And maybe," said Agnes, caught up in the speculation, "when
your life comes to an end in all those many branches, what you're finally judged on is the shape and the beauty of the tree.".Turning in circles, he
tipped his head back, presenting his face to the streaming sky, laughing..The way one does research into nonexistent history is to tell the story and
find out what happened. I believe this isn't very different from what historians of the so-called real world do. Even if we are present at some
historic event, do we comprehend it-can we even remember it-until we can tell it as a story? And for events in times or places outside our own
experience, we have nothing to go on but the stories other people tell us. Past events exist, after all, only in memory, which is a form of
imagination. The event is real now, but once it's then, its continuing reality is entirely up to us, dependent on our energy and honesty. If we let it
drop from memory, only imagination can restore the least glimmer of it. If we lie about the past, forcing it to tell a story we want it to tell, to mean
what we want it to mean, it loses its reality, becomes a fake. To bring the past along with us through time in the hold-alls of myth and history is a
heavy undertaking; but as Lao Tzu says, wise people march along with the baggage wagons..He knocked the pepper shaker on its side, and then
with a groan put it upright once more..Otter was reluctant to answer. He had to like Hound, but didn't have to trust him. "Shape-changing," he
mumbled at last..Outside, flames churned to the left and right of the opening. The front of the house was afire.."That would be wrong. A diary's
private." He supposed that to a detective nothing was sacred, but he was nonetheless a little shocked that Vanadium needed to ask that
question..She switched on the windshield wipers. Repeatedly, in the, arc of cleared glass, the graveyard was revealed in sharp detail, and yet the
place remained less than fully familiar to her. Her whole world had been changed by Barty's dry walk in wet weather.."And there's more," said
Vinnie Lincoln, as round as Santa Claus and cherry-cheeked with pleasure at being able to bear these gifts. "The policy contained a
double-indemnity clause in the event of death by accident. The complete tax-free payout is one and a half million.".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..Head lowered, as if his visit to Jacob were a weight that bowed him, his attention was on the ground. Otherwise, he might not have
noticed, might not have been halted by, the intricate and beautiful pattern of sunlight and shadow over which he walked..The social worker's office
once more. Rain tapping lightly at the window where Dr. Lipscomb had stared intently into the fog as he tried to avoid confronting the
life-changing revelation that Phimie, speaking with the special knowledge of the once-dead, had shown him..He smiled ruefully. "Might be ready
for a wedding by then, but not a honeymoon.".The sidewalks were crowded with businessmen in suits, hippies in flamboyant garb, groups of
smartly attired suburban ladies in town to shop, and the usual forgettably dressed rabble, some smiling and some surly and some mumbling but as
blank-eyed as mannequins, who might be hired assassins or poets, for all he knew, eccentric millionaires in mufti or carnival geeks who earned
their living by biting heads off live chickens..One manly woman. Several womanly men. But no blocky figure that could have been the crazed cop
even in disguise..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.He had difficulty picturing the detective puttering in the garden
on weekends. Unless there were bodies buried under the roses..Then he looked up at the massive limbs overhead, and the mood changed: A sense
of impending insight at once gave way to the fear that an unsuspected fissure in a huge limb might crack through at this precise moment, crushing
him under a ton of wood, or that the Big One, striking now, would topple the entire oak..From a cutlery drawer, Tom withdrew a knife. The largest
and sharpest blade in the small collection.."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.".Without commenting, Tom continued: "And worlds just like ours-except that my parents never met, and I
was never born. Worlds in which Wally was never shot because he was too unsure of himself or just too stupid to take Celestina to dinner that night
or to ask her to marry him.".Leaving the engine running and the heater on, he got out of the car, leaned back inside, said, "Better lock up while I'm
gone," and then closed his door..Junior couldn't leave the dead man in the hall and hope to have any quality time with Celestina.."I sure think so. I
think she's everything. I tell her she's the moon and stars. I'm probably spoiling her rotten.".Thereafter, Junior managed to drive four miles before
he was forced to pull off the road at another service station, after which he felt that his ordeal might be over. But less than ten minutes later, he
settled for more rustic facilities in a clump of bushes alongside the highway, where his cries of anguish frightened small animals into squeaking
flight.."All right, the scary one." "I SOMETIMES EVEN EAT SPIDERS WITH MY CAVIAR." "Now who's being gross?" The morning that it
happened, Edom woke early from a nightmare about the roses..Assuming this criticism was amusing hyperbole, Junior laughed, but Sklent squinted
those virtually colorless eyes, and Junior's laugh withered in his throat. "Well, maybe that's how it'll work out," he said, wanting to be on Sklent's
good side, but he was at once sorry he'd spoken those words in front of witnesses..Vanadium owned so few clothes that the two bags had sufficient
capacity to accommodate half the contents of the closet and dresser..In addition to delivering a honey-raisin pear pie, Agnes had come to offer
Obadiah Sepharad a year's work-not performing magic, but talking about it..Letting go of Maria, lowering her hand to her heart, Agnes said, "I
want to see him." After making the sign of the cross, Maria said, "They must to have keeped him in the eggubator until he is not dangerous. When
the nurse comes, I will make her to tell me when the baby is to be safe. But I can't be leave you. I watch. I watch over.".He remembered standing in
the cemetery, downhill from Seraphim's grave-although at the time he'd known only that it was a Negro being buried, not that it was his former
lover-and thinking that the rains would over time carry the juices of the decomposing Negro corpse into the lower grave that contained Naomi's
remains. Had that been a half-psychic moment on his part, a dim awareness that another and far more dangerous connection between dead Naomi
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and dead Seraphim had already been formed?."More than remorse," the magician said. "Shame. I come from good people. I wasn't raised to be a
cheat. Sometimes, trying to figure how I went wrong, I think it wasn't the need for money that ruined me. At least not that alone, not even that
primarily. It was pride in my skill with the cards, frustrated pride because I wasn't getting enough nightclub work to show off as much as I wanted
to.".He raised the lower sash of the tall double-hung window and slipped quietly into the dark kitchen. Because the window served also as an
emergency exit, it wasn't set above a counter, and ingress was easy..Solitude, however, was his preference. He found the sympathy of friends
unbearable, a constant reminder that Perri was gone..Harmonizing with Diana Ross, Mary Wilson, and Florence Ballard, he drove to the granite
quarry three miles beyond the town limits..She closed her eyes, and he thought that she was gone, but then she opened them again. "There is one
place beyond all the ways things are.".The sight of her sister's blood and the persistence of the flow made Celestina weak with apprehension. She
was afraid she had done the wrong thing by delaying hospitalization..The subtle distortions in his vision, which caused lines of type to twist, didn't
appear to trouble Barty much otherwise. He moved as quickly and as surely as ever, with his special grace..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..She herself had been too nervous to
eat anything. She'd held the same glass of untasted champagne throughout the evening, clutching it as though it were a mooring buoy that would
prevent her from being swept away in a storm..She always had a generous heart. After disease whittled Perri's flesh, leaving her so frail, her great
heart, undiminished by her suffering, seemed bigger than the body that contained it..Waking from a starry night in the Old West into electric light,
gazing up into a blur of faces sans cowboy hats, Agnes felt someone moving a piece of ice in slow circles over her bare abdomen. Shivering as the
cold water trickled down her sides, she tried to ask them why they were applying ice when she was already chilled to the bone, but she couldn't find
her voice..Another of Junior's self-improvement projects, since moving to California, was to become a knowledgeable gourmet, also a connoisseur
of fine wines. San Francisco was the perfect university for this education, because it offered innumerable world-class restaurants in every
imaginable ethnic variety..From the moment the girl was admitted on the evening of January 5, the nurses at St. Mary's Hospital in San Francisco
called her Phimie, too, not because they knew her well enough to love her, but because that was the name they heard Celestina use..When he heard
the snick of the lock being disengaged, he rammed into the men's room..As nimble as a geriatric cat, crying out with pain, Junior nevertheless
sprang onto the deep windowsill and shoved against the twin panes of the window. They were already partly open-but they were also stuck.
Crouched on the deep sill, pushing against the parted casement panes of the tall French window, using not just muscle but the entire weight of his
body, leaning into them, the maniac tried to force his way out of the bedroom..He pushed on the door, but still it resisted, and he surprised himself
by letting out a bellow of frustration that expressed quite the opposite of self-control, though no one listening could have the slightest doubt about
his determination to commit and command..FOR THE BETTER PART of a week, on doctor's orders, Agnes avoided stairs. She took sponge baths
in the ground-floor powder room and slept in the parlor, on a sofa bed, with Barty nearby in a bassinet..Returning the newborn to the nun, Celestina
asked for the use of a phone, and for privacy.."I've always wanted to learn the piano myself," Junior claimed, "but I guess you really have to start
young."."My dad's already armored me," Celestina assured her. "He says art lasts, but critics are the buzzing insects of a single summer day.".For
all his brilliance, however, he was still a boy who loved to run and jump and tumble. Who swung from the backyard oak tree in a rope-and-tire
swing. Who was thrilled when given a tricycle. Who giggled in delight while watching his uncle Jacob roll a shiny quarter end over-end across his
knuckles and perform other simple coin tricks..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..excited, shrieking. Branch to branch, the flapping of wings is leathery, demonic. The only other sounds are the thud.For a moment, Junior
drew a blank on Renee. Reluctantly, he trolled the past and fished up the painful memory: the gorgeous transvestite in the Chanel suit, heir or
heiress to an industrial-valve fortune..Having been so wounded by one death, Celestina could not imagine how Lipscomb could have survived the
loss of his entire family. Pity knotted her heart and cinched her throat so that she spoke in little more than a whisper: "Was that the American
Airlines. . .".To Nolly, Kathleen said, "This is why I married you. To be around talk like this.".The deejay announced song number four for the
week: the Beatles' "She's a Woman." The Fab Four filled the Studebaker with music..He first eased from aisle to aisle, but soon moved more
quickly, convinced that the singer would be found beyond the next turn, and then the next. Was that her trailing shadow he had glimpsed, slipping
around the comer ahead of him? Her womanly scent lingering in the air after her passage?.Disbelieving his eyes, Junior reached across his body
with his left hand and picked up the quarter. Although it had been lying in his right palm, it was cold. Icy.."April 23, 1940, Natchez, Mississippi,
dance-hall fire-one hundred ninety-eight dead. December 7, 1946, Atlanta, Georgia, the Winecoff Hotel fire-one hundred nineteen dead.".Carrying
the brochure, Vanadium returned to the bathroom and switched on the overhead light. He stared at the slashed wall, at the name red and
ravaged..Although she had slept well and though her hemorrhaging had been successfully arrested, Agnes was too weak to manage breakfast alone.
A simple spoon was as heavy and as unwieldy as a shovel..When Junior tried to lift Victoria, her voluptuousness lost its appeal. As dead weight,
she was heavier than he expected..In the front wall of the living room, where once had been a fine bay window, the parsonage lay open to the sunny
day. Tom shrubbery, carried in from outside, marked the path of destruction. In the very middle of the room, plowed against a toppled sofa and a
thick drift of broken furniture, a battered red Pontiac sagged to the left on broken springs and blown tires. A portion of the crazed windshield
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quivered and collapsed inward, while plumes of steam hissed from under the buckled hood..Matching her fierce attention with a sudden intensity of
his own, Joey said, "Bartholomew.".EVERY MOTHER BELIEVES that her baby is breathtakingly beautiful. She will remain unshakably
convinced of this even if she lives to be a centenarian and her child has been harrowed by eight hard decades of gravity and experience..For more
than twenty-three years, he'd given his big toe little consideration, had taken it for granted, had treated it with shameful neglect. Now this lower
digit seemed precious, a comparatively small fixture of flesh, but as important to his image of himself as his nose or either of his eyes..With one
tiny hand, Barty reached up for his mother. She gave him her forefinger, to which the sugar-bag boy clung tenaciously..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..Junior stood at the window for a long time, not because he was
pretending to rest, and not because any of the attending nurses was a looker. He was transfixed, and for awhile he didn't know why..Of course, he
also might have shot off his own thumbs as double insurance against being drafted and sent to Vietnam.."In a way, he does," Vanadium said.
"When you're as hollow as Enoch Cain, the emptiness aches. He's desperate to fill it, but he doesn't have the patience or the commitment to fill it
with anything worthwhile. Love, charity, faith, wisdom-those virtues and others are hard won, with commitment and patience, and we acquire them
one spoonful at a time. Cain wants to be filled quickly. He wants the emptiness inside poured full, in quick great gushes, and right now. "
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