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A TREATISE ON THE POLICE OF THE METROPOLIS
Although Vanadium had been morally certain about the identity of his assailant, intuition without evidence was not sufficient to stir the authorities
into action-not against a man on whom the state and county had settled $4,250,000 in the matter of his wife's mortal fall. They would appear either
to be incompetent in the investigation of Naomi Cain's death or to be pursuing Enoch in the new matter out of sheer vindictiveness. Without stacks
of evidence, the political risks of acting on a policeman's instinct were too great..Truly, the time spent helping Agnes had given her uncountable
new subjects for paintings and had begun to bring to her work a new depth that excited her. "When you pour out your pockets into the pockets of
others," Agnes had once said, "you just wind up richer in the morning than you were the night before.".He wanted to fling it into the graveyard,
send it spinning far into the darkness..Inexplicably, each repetition of Bartholomew heightened Junior's anxiety. The name resonated not just in his
ear, but in his blood and bones, in body and mind, as if he were a great bronze bell and Bartholomew the clapper..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.".You scrawl names on the
walls with your own blood, play Psycho with a Sheetrock stand-in for Janet Leigh-and then fly off to Reno for a weekend of blackjack, stage
shows, and all-you-can-eat buffets. Not likely..He had never associated Enoch Cain's dreaded Bartholomew with the disciple Bartholomew in
Harrison White's sermon, which had been broadcast once in December '64, the month prior to Naomi's murder and again in January `65. Even now,
with blood-scrawled-and-stabbed Bartholomew on the wall and with This Momentous Day before him in the brochure, Tom Vanadium couldn't
quite make the connection. He strove to pull together the broken lengths in this chain of evidence, but they remained separated by one missing
link..Someone she had known. Someone Celestina, too, might know. He lived in or around Spruce Hills, because Phimie had considered him still to
be a threat..On the fourth floor, at Dr. Klerkle's suite, the hall door stood ajar. Past office hours, the small waiting room was deserted..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..Bartholomew was dead but didn't know it yet. Pistol in hand, cocoon in tatters, ready to spread
his butterfly wings, Junior pushed the door to the apartment inward, saw a deserted living room, softly lighted and pleasantly furnished, and was
about to step across the threshold when the street door opened and into the hall came Ichabod..He'd listened to the message and thought it
incomprehensible, of no import. Suddenly, tardy intuition told him that it could not have been any more important to him if it had been dead Naomi
calling from beyond the grave to leave testimony for the detective.."What room has Mrs. Lombardi been moved to?" she asked. "I'd like to ... to see
her before I go.".people that he was innocent and, in fact, constitutionally incapable of premeditated murder..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..That same day, he dared to visit two galleries. Neither of them had
a pewter candlestick on display..Instead, he focused on the hand in the flashlight beam: four long, thin, chalk-white digits bent to the heel; thumb
thrust up stiffly, as though Neddy hoped to hitchhike out of the Dumpster, out of death, and back to his piano in the cocktail lounge on Nob
Hill..Either this chatterbox was at all times a babbling airhead or Junior particularly disconcerted him.."Supposing he's senile, wouldn't he possibly
think you were his long- lost brother or someone?".It could only be made better by the presence of her parents. They had planned to fly down to
San Francisco this morning, but late yesterday, a parishioner and close friend had died. A minister and his wife sometimes had duties to the flock
that superseded all else..Earlier in the week, Junior had looked up Thomas Vanadium in the telephone directory. He expected the number to be
unlisted, but it was published. What he wanted more than a number was an address, and he found that as well..It was then that village sorcery, and
above all women's witchery, came into the ill repute that has clung to it since. Witches paid dearly for practicing the arts they thought of as their
own. The care of pregnant beasts and women, birthing, teaching the songs and rites, the fertility and order of field and garden, the building and care
of the house and its furniture, the mining of ores and metals-these great things had always been in the charge of women. A rich lore of spells and
charms to ensure the good outcome of such undertakings was shared among the witches. But when things went wrong at the birth, or in the field,
that would be the witches' fault. And things went wrong more often than right, with the wizards warring, using poisons and curses recklessly to
gain immediate advantage without thought for what followed after. They brought drought and storm, blights and fires and sicknesses across the
land, and the village witch was punished for them. She didn't know why her charm of healing caused the wound to gangrene, why the child she
brought into the world was imbecile, why her blessing seemed to burn the seed in the furrows and blight the apple on the tree. But for these ills,
somebody had to be to blame: and the witch or sorcerer was there, right there in the village or the town, not off in the warlord's castle or fort, not
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protected by armed men and spells of defense. Sorcerers and witches were drowned in the poisoned wells, burned in the withered fields, buried
alive to make the dead earth rich again..One of the coin seekers knocked against Junior, jarring him loose of his paralysis, but when he stumbled
out of the line of fire of the second vending machine, a third machine shot quarters at him..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..Swinging toward the open door, he saw that the dead
detective was true to his word: He wasn't here..She damaged more of Joey's things than her own solely because he was such a big, dear giant,
which made it easier to believe that he was constantly bursting out of his clothes..Those ominous words again, turning through his memory, reel to
reel. This time he actually heard them spoken. The voice commanded minded attention with a deeper timbre and crisper diction than his
own..Undeterred, the girl said, "Not magic. But maybe I can't learn to do that one, ever.".If he had been any other three-year-old, she would have
told a compassionate lie. He was her miracle child, however, her prodigy, and he would know a lie for what it was..Dinner was available in the
lounge. Junior enjoyed a superb filet mignon with a split of fine Cabernet Sauvignon..Celestina, standing next to Agnes, put an arm around her
waist, as perhaps she had once been in the habit of doing with her sister..Vanadium hadn't seen the man who had clubbed him from behind and who
had smashed his face with a pewter candlestick, but when~ he spoke the name Enoch Cain, the quality in his eyes was not compassion. No
fingerprints had been left, no evidence in the aftermath of the fire at the Bressler house or in the Studebaker hauled from Quarry Lake..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..To be useful, anger must be channeled, as Zedd explains with unusually poetic
prose in The Beauty of Rage: Channel Your Anger and Be a Winner Junior's current predicament would only get worse if he had to telephone
Roto-Rooter to extract a musician from the plumbing..On the nightstand waited a glass of water on a coaster and a pharmacy bottle containing
several capsules of a potent painkiller..The hardest was being in this room at the very moment when Phimie had moved on. Celestina knew beyond
doubt that this was the worst thing she would have to endure in all her life, worse than her own death when it came.."Naomi, are you in there?"
Junior whispered again, peering into the windows of the girl's soul..Anyway-and curiously-Industrial Woman increasingly looked to him like
Scamp. As various abraded and inflamed mucous membranes constantly reminded him, he'd had more than enough of Scamp for a while. At last
the day arrived: Friday, January 12..Grace and Celestina fell at once into the rhythms of kitchen work, not only brewing the coffee, but also helping
Agnes with the pies.."The mass of these malignancies suggest they will soon spread-or have already spread-out of the eye to the orbit. There is no
hope that radiation therapy will work in this instance, and no time to risk trying it even if there were hope. No time at all. No time. Dr. Schurr and I
agree, to save Bartholomew's life, we must remove both eyes immediately.".On Christmas Eve, 1996, the family gathered in the middle of the three
houses for dinner. The living-room furniture had been moved aside to the walls, and three tables had been set end to end, the length of the room, to
accommodate everyone..He closed his eyes again and seemed asleep, but then as she clicked off the lamp, he murmured, "You have your halo
again."."A wonderful wedding," Celestina promised her, taking a pair of pajamas from a dresser drawer..A deep storm of silence, anti-thunder, the
house fully drenched in a muffling rain of soundlessness..Paul Damascus remained busy, filling prescriptions, until he was finally able to take a
lunch break at two-thirty..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?".Turning in circles, he tipped his head back, presenting his face to the streaming sky, laughing..At this
extreme end of town, no streetlamps lit the pavement. With only moonlight to reveal him, he wasn't likely to be recognized if anyone happened to
glance out a window..He gently drew the covers over his wife's ruined body, to her thin shoulders, but arranged her right arm on top of the
blankets. He straightened and smoothed the folded-back flap of the top sheet..Ursula K. Le Guin."If Phimie wasn't here," Celestina said, "and then
she came back, she was somewhere during that minute, wasn't she?".A mutual interest in ballroom dancing had resulted in their introduction when
each needed a new partner for a fox-trot and swing competition. Nolly had started taking lessons five years before he had met Kathleen..Once
satiated, what she desired was a reason to deceive herself into believing that she was not a slut, that she was a victim. She didn't really want to tell
anyone what he had done to her. Instead, she was asking him, indirectly but indisputably, to provide her with an excuse to keep their passionate
encounter secret, an excuse that would also allow her to continue to pretend that she had not begged for everything he'd done to her..In his
masterpiece The Beauty of Rage: Channel Your Anger and Be a Winner, Zedd explains that every fully evolved man is able to take anger at one
person or thing and instantly redirect it to any new person or thing, using it to achieve dominance, control, or any goal he seeks. Anger should not
be an emotion that gradually arises again at each new justifiable cause, but should be held in the heart and nurtured, under control but sustained, so
that the full white-hot power of it can be instantly tapped as needed, whether or not there has been provocation..voice was flat, a drone; he had
delivered not an emotional threat, but a quiet promise..Besides, he wasn't on the Greenbaum Gallery customer list and didn't have an
invitation..Atop the dead woman, Vanadium's leather ID holder ignited. The identification card would bum, but the badge was not likely to melt.
The police would also identify the revolver..Paul's Mediterranean complexion didn't make a blush easy to detect, but Tom thought his face
brightened until it was a shade or two closer to the color of his rust-red hair. His eyes, usually so direct, evaded Celestina..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
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channel, under the pin tumblers..On the nightstand stood a stainless-steel carafe beaded with condensation. Maria took the cap off the water carafe,
and with a longhandled spoon, she scooped out a chip of ice. Cupping her left hand.OTTER WAS THE SON of a boatwright who worked in the
shipyards of Havnor Great Port. His mother gave him his country name; she was a farm woman from Endlane village, around northwest of Mount
Onn. She had come to the city seeking work, as many came. Decent folk in a decent trade in troubled times, the boatwright and his family were
anxious not to come to notice lest they come to grief. And so, when it became clear that the boy had a gift of magery, his father tried to beat it out
of him..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 and dead Seraphim had already been formed?.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..She cupped his face in both
of her hands and was barely able to lift his head, for fear of what she would see..He followed the dead man through the window, into the alley,
managing not to step on him..Requital. Restitutional apology, which must have been learned in a law school where English was the second
language. Even atonement..Through the remainder of his dinner, he was entirely future focused, the past put safely out of mind. Until ....He used
the kitchen phone, at the comer secretary. The blood had been cleaned up long ago, of course, and the minor damage from the ricocheting bullet
had been repaired.."It sure is," Barty said. When only a mortified silence followed his remark, he added: "Gee, I thought that was kinda
funny.".Tom Vanadium merely arched one eyebrow, as if to say that more than a single answer ought to be obvious..The street in front of the
gallery was as flooded by a sea of fog as the alleyway at the back. The headlights of passing traffic probed the gloom like beams from deep-salvage
submersibles at work on the ocean floor..In this case, he was sure that vanity was not a fault, not the result of a swollen ego, but merely healthy
self-esteem. That he was irresistible to women wasn't simply his biased opinion, but an observable and undeniable fact, like gravity or the order in
which the planets revolved t around the sun..Smiling again, speaking in a voice hardly louder than a whisper, he said, "Got a wedding date to
keep.".The blocking dresser, which doubled as a vanity, was surmounted by a mirror. One bullet drilled through the plywood backing, made a
spider-web puzzle of the silvered glass, lodged in the wall above the bed-thwack-and kicked out a spray of plaster chips..The possibility that he'd
left a clear fingerprint on the watch crystal had to be judged remote. And the band had been too textured to take a print useful to the police..Nolly
shuddered. "The wilds of Oregon. I don't intend ever to go there until it's civilized.".She struggled, wept, pretended disgust, faked shame, swore to
bring the police down on him. Another man, not as highly skilled at reading men as Junior, might have thought the girl's resistance was genuine,
Sat her charges of rape were sincere. Any other man might have backed off, but Junior was neither fooled nor confused..She got out of the cab and
stood on the sidewalk in front of the gallery, her legs as shaky as those of a newborn colt..CLOUDS SWARMED THE late-afternoon sun, and the
Oregon sky grew sapphire where still revealed. Cops gathered like bright-eyed crows in the lengthening shadow of the fire tower..In fact, although
weak and achy, Junior felt mentally refreshed and wonderfully alert..Agnes hadn't asked him to keep his strange feat a secret from his uncles. In
truth, she had come home in such a curious state of mind that even as she'd worked with Jacob to prepare dinner and even as she'd overseen Edom's
setting of the table, she hesitated to tell them what had happened on the run from Joey's grave to the station wagon. She fluctuated between guarded
euphoria and fear bordering on panic, and she didn't trust herself to recount the experience until she had taken more time to absorb it..The sole male
guest in whom he took an interest-a big interest was Sklent, the one-name painter whose three canvases were the only art on the walls of Junior's
apartment..Rapt, frightened yet wonderstruck, Agnes leaned forward, squinting between the whisking wipers..Even on good days, when he wasn't
hassled by the spirits of dead cops and wasn't prepping himself to commit murder, Junior sometimes grew uncomfortable in these bustling crowds.
This afternoon, he felt especially claustrophobic as he shouldered through the throng-and admittedly paranoid, too..She proceeded down the
shadowy center aisle, genuflected at the chancel railing, and went to the votive rack..Yet for all his love of reading and of music, events suggested
that for mathematics he had a still greater aptitude..In July 1967, at two and a half, he finally contracted his first cold, an off-season virus with a
mean bite. His throat was sore, but he didn't fuss or even complain. He swallowed his medicine without resistance, and though he rested
occasionally, he played with toys and paged through picture books with as much pleasure as ever..Nurses were supposed to be angels of mercy. She
had shown him no mercy. And she was certainly no angel..Since her conversation with Joshua Nunn the previous Thursday, she'd had more than
four days to armor herself for the worst. She prepared for it as well as any mother could while still holding on to her sanity..Wally switched off the
engine and killed the headlights. "Home, where the heart is.".The window didn't face the street. It overlooked a five-foot-wide passageway between
this house and the next. The police might not spot him leaving.."I don't ... don't understand." Blinking sleepily, pretending to be still thickheaded
from tranquilizers and whatever other drugs they were dripping into his veins, Junior was pleased by the note of perplexity in his hoarse voice,
although he knew that even an Oscar-caliber performance would not win over this critic..Agnes invited everyone to stay for dinner. The pies were
no sooner finished than large cook pots, saucepans, colanders, and other heavy artillery were requisitioned from the Lampion culinary
arsenal..Angel didn't want to go, maybe because the boogeyman schemed beneath the bed in some of her nightmares.."He's here as sure as I am,
Barty. He's very busy, with a whole universe to run, so many people to look after, not just here but on other planets, like you've been reading
about.".Any reasonable person would agree that the line between legitimate and harassment was hair-thin..When he came to himself, sick and weak
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from the poison and with an aching skull, he was in a room with brick walls and bricked-up windows. The door had no bars and no visible lock.
But when he tried to get to his feet he felt bonds of sorcery holding his body and mind, resilient, clinging, tightening as he moved. He could stand,
but could not take a step towards the door. He could not even reach his hand out. It was a horrible sensation, as if his muscles were not his own. He
sat down again and tried to hold still. The spellbonds around his chest kept him from breathing deeply, and his mind felt stifled too, as if his
thoughts were crowded into a space too small for them.."Maybe it's not where the heart is," Wally corrected himself. "Maybe it's where the buffalo
roam.".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..Eventually, of course, dear Edom held forth about tornadoes--in particular the
infamous Tri-State Tornado of 1925, which ravaged portions of Missouri, Illinois, and Indiana..When the police operator answered, Junior
shrieked, "I've been shot! Jesus! Shot! Help me, an ambulance, oooohhhh shit! Hurry!".Exactly. The shock. The devastating loss. Junior felt it now,
anew, and was afraid he might betray himself with tears, although he seemed to be done with vomiting..According to the brief biographic note with
the picture, Celestina White was a graduate of San Francisco's Academy of Art College. She had been born and raised in Spruce Hills, Oregon, the
daughter of a minister..The end of his quest was near, so near, the right Bartholomew almost within 'mullet range. He was furious with Neddy
Gnathic for possibly screwing this up..Dropped, the wineglass had shattered. But the bottle of Merlot had survived again, rolling across the
vinyl-tile floor until it bumped gently against the base of a cabinet..The previously flat, monotonous voice had in it now a subtle but undeniable
new roundness of tone: "And every human being, every living thing, is a string on that instrument.".She thought that she already knew all about
humility, about the necessity of it, about the power of it to bring peace of mind and to heal the heart, but in the following few minutes, she learned
more about humility than she had ever known before..That happened ten years ago, the first and last time anyone shot at Nolly. The real work of a
private eye had nothing in common with the glamorous stuff depicted on television and in books. This was a low-risk profession full of dull
routine, as long as you chose your cases wisely--which meant staying away from clients like Enoch Cain.
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