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HOW TO BE HAPPY THOUGH MARRIED
Certain that he was overreacting, Tom nevertheless left the kitchen as a cop, not a priest, would leave it: staying low, knife thrust in front of him,
clearing the doorframe fast..With his ringleted yellow hair, coiled mustache, and haughty right file, this was a jack that looked as if he might be a
knave in the worst sense of the word..Undiminished antiperistaltic waves coursed through his duodenum, stomach, and esophagus, and now he
gasped desperately for air between each expulsion, without much success..Arriving home, he hesitated to open the door. He expected to find
Vanadium inside..According to the cards, Barty would be rich financially, but also in talent, spirit, intellect. Rich in courage and honor, Maria
promised. With a wealth of common sense, good judgment, and luck..He didn't wonder about his sanity, either, as a less self-improved man might
have done. No madman strives to enhance his vocabulary or to deepen his appreciation for culture..In the distance, the clang of a trolley-car bell.
Hard and clear in spite of the muffling fog.."Anyway, something clicked in me on the roller coaster, and I grasped a new angle of approach to the
problem. I've figured out that I can walk in the idea of sight, sort of sharing the vision of another me, in another reality, without actually going
there." He smiled into her astonishment. "So what do you say about that?".Because he genuinely liked women and hoped always to please them,
always to be discreet and chivalrous and giving, Junior did as she wished, spinning a vivid account of the grisly vengeance he would take if ever
Seraphim told anyone what he'd done to her. Vlad the Impaler, the historical inspiration for Brain Stoker's Dracula--thank you, Book-of-the-Month
Club--could not have imagined bloodier or more horrific tortures and mutilations than those that Junior promised to visit upon the reverend, his
wife, and Seraphim herself Pretending to terrorize the girl excited him, and he was perceptive enough to see that she was equally excited by
pretending to be terrorized..The high point of his day was coming home to Perri. They met when they were thirteen, married at twenty-two. In May
they would celebrate their twenty-third anniversary..He knew the titles that he wanted: "Tunnel in the Sky, Between Planets, Starman Jones. ".The
rich aromas on the air would have thwarted the will of the most devout monks on a fast of penitence..The container-eye-level at the top, battered,
rust-streaked, beaded with condensation-was larger than some in the alleyway, with a bifurcated lid. Both halves of the lid were already
raised..Matching his mother's whisper, taking obvious delight in their conspiracy, he said, "Our own secret society."."Crafty men need to stick
together," he said. "Men who have no art at all, nothing but wealth-they pit us one against the other, for their gain not ours. We sell em our power.
Why do we? If we went our own way together, we'd do better, maybe.".Her father respected and admired Tom, so she was thankful for his
presence. And anyone who could survive whatever catastrophe had left him with this cubistic face was a man she wanted on her team in a
crisis..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..face with one hand, as if pulling off cobwebs. "Did you say you were in my house?".HAVING
COMPLETED HER English lesson, Maria Elena Gonzalez went home with a plastic shopping bag full of precisely damaged clothes and a smaller,
paper bag containing cherry muffins for her two girls..I'll put you in a twilight sleep, you babbling cretin. Where'd you earn your medical degree,
you nattering nitwit? Botswana? The Kingdom of Tonga?."Yours is a harder job than mine," Lipscomb told Grace, dandling Angel as he spoke. "I
have no doubt of that.".She protested that her ruined body had neither any comforts to offer a man nor the strength to be a bride..Among these
people was an old man whom they called, among themselves, the Changer. He showed Otter a few spells of illusion; and when the boy was fifteen
or so, the old man took him out into the fields by Serrenen to show him the one spell of true change he knew. "First let's see you turn that bush into
the seeming of a tree," he said, and promptly Otter did so. Illusion came so easy to the boy that the old man took alarm. Otter had to beg and
wheedle him for any further teaching and finally to promise him, swearing on his own true and secret name, that if he learned the Changer's great
spell he would never use it but to save a life, his own or another's..Initially, when told that his patient was a Negro, Junior had been reluctant to
serve as her physical therapist. Her program of rehab required mostly structured exercise to restore flexibility and to gain strength in the affected
limb, but some massage would be involved, as well, which made him uncomfortable.."I'm not saying there's anything wrong with it, you
understand," Neddy whispered with a sort of fierce conciliation, "but I'm not gay, and I'm not interested in teaching you the piano or anything else.
Besides, after the stories Renee told about you, I can't imagine why you think any friend of his ... hers would get near you. You need help. Renee is
what she is, but she's not a bad person, she's generous and she's sweet. She doesn't deserve to be beaten, abused, and ... and all those horrible things
you did. Excuse me."."Who else? I think there's romance in the air. The cow-eyed way he looks at her, she could knock his knees out from under
him just by giving him a wink."."A friend's daughter. They say she died in a traffic accident down in San Francisco. She was even younger than
Naomi.".Missing windshield. Considering that the space was pinched by the crumpled roof, however, and in light of Agnes's pregnancy and
imminent second-stage labor, the severe contortions involved in this extraction would be too dangerous..On the way home, he repeatedly checked
the rearview mirror. No vehicle followed him..He summoned enough courage to approach the nightstand. His hand trembled. He half expected the
quarter to be illusory; to disappear between his pinching fingers, but it was real..He supposed Victoria might have a visitor. Perhaps a relative or a
girlfriend. Not a man. No. She knew who her man was, and she would have no other while she waited for the chance to surrender to him and to
consummate the relationship that had begun with the spoon and the ice in the hospital ten days previously.."Stop it, stop it! " Agnes, only ten years
old, slender and shaking, but wild with righteousness, until now held in thrall by her own fear, by the memory of all the beatings that she herself
has taken. She screams at their father and strikes him with a book she's brought from the house. The Bible. She strikes their father with the Bible,
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from which he's read to them every night of their lives. He drops the roses, tears the holy book out of Agnes's hands, and pitches it across the yard.
He rakes up a handful of the scattered roses, intending to make his son resume this dinner of sin, but here comes Agnes once more, the Bible
recovered, brandishing it at him, and now she says what all of them know to be true but what none of them has ever dared say, what even Agnes
herself will never again dare to say after this day, not while the old man lives, but she dares to say it now, holding the Bible toward him, so he can
see the gold-embossed cross upon the imitation-leather cover. "Murderer," Agnes says. "Murderer " And Edom knows that they're all as good as
dead now, that their father will slaughter them right here, right this minute, in his rage. "Murderer," she says accusingly, behind the shield of the
Bible, and she doesn't mean that he is killing Edom, but that he killed their mother, that they heard him in the night, three years before, heard the
short but awful struggle, and know that what happened was no accident. Roses fall from his skinned and pierced hands, a flurry of petals yellow
and petals red. He rises and takes a step toward Agnes, his dripping fists crimson with his blood and with Edom's. Agnes doesn't back away, but
thrusts the book toward him, and scintillant sunlight caresses the cross. Instead of tearing the book out of her hands again, their father stalks away,
into the house, surely to return with club or cleaver ... yet they will see no more of him this day. Then Agnes-with tweezers for the thorns, with a
basin full of warm water and a washcloth, with iodine and Neosporin and bandages-kneels beside him in the yard. Jacob, too, comes forth from the
dark crawlspace under the porch, having watched in terror from behind the latticework skirt. He is shaking, crying, flushed with embarrassment
because he didn't intervene, although he was wise to hide, for the disciplinary beating of one twin usually leads to the pointless beating of the other.
Agnes gradually settles Jacob by involving him in the treatment of his brother's wounds, and to Edom she says, often thereafter, "I love your roses,
Edom. I love your roses. God loves your roses, Edom." Overhead, agitated wings quiet to a soft flutter, and the shrieking crows grow silent. The air
pools as still and heavy as the water in a hidden lagoon within a secret glade, in the perfect garden of the unfallen.....The paramedic snatched the
oxygen feed from his patient's nose and quickly elevated his head, providing a purge towel to catch the thin ejecta..Because you can walk in the
rain without getting wet, because you walk in SOME OTHER PLACE, and God knows where that place is or whether YOU COULD GET STUCK
THERE somehow, get stuck there AND NEVER COME BACK, and if you can do this, there's surely other impossible things you can do, and even
as smart as you are, you can't know the dangers of doing these things--nobody could know-and then there are the people who'd be interested in you
if they knew you can do this, scientists who'd want to poke at you, and worse than the scientists, DANGEROUS PEOPLE who would say that
national security comes before a mother's rights to her child, PEOPLE WHO MIGHT STEAL YOU AWAY AND NEVER LET ME SEE YOU
AGAIN, which would be like death to me, because I want You to have a normal, happy life, a good life, and I want to protect you and watch you
grow UP and be the fine man I know you will be, BECAUSE USE I LOVE YOU MORE THAN ANYTHING, AND YOU'RE SO SWEET, AND
YOU DON'T REALIZE HOW SUDDENLY, HOW HORRIBLY, THINGS CAN GO WRONG..To Perri's bed, a journey of only a few steps, but
farther than unwanted Rome. The carpet seeming to pull at his feet, to suck like mud under his shoes. The air as thick as liquid in his resistant to his
progress..Tucking the covers around Angel, Celestina said, "Would you like Uncle Wally to be your daddy?" "That would be the best." "I think so,
too." "I never had a daddy, you know." "Getting Wally was worth the wait, huh?" "Will we move in with Uncle Wally?" "That's the way it usually
works." "Will Mrs. Ornwall leave?" "All that stuff will need to be worked out." "If she leaves, you'll have to make the cheese.".Not understanding,
thinking that he was inexplicably asking if she loved him, she said, "Yes, of course, you silly bear, you stupid man, of course, I love you.".Moving
out of the doorway, into the bedroom, he said, "What book would that be?".This sight that might inspire celebration among sailors was denied to
Barty, who rode in the backseat with Agnes. Neither could he see how the crimson sky studied its painted face in the mirror of the ocean, nor how a
burning blush shimmered on the waves, nor how the veil of night slowly returned modesty to the heavens.."Love you," Wally said, and Celestina
repeated it, and he said, "I'm gonna stand in the hall till I hear you set both locks.".Junior hurried out of the kitchen and along the hallway to the
front door. He ran silently, landing on his toes like a dancer. His natural athletic grace was one of the things that drew so many women to
him..Neddy favored a quick greeting, two curt pumps, but Junior held fast after the handshake was over. He didn't grind the musician's knuckles,
nothing so crude, just held on pleasantly but firmly. His intention was to confuse and further rattle the man, taking advantage of his obvious dislike
of having his personal space encroached upon, in the hope that Neddy would reveal why he'd been watching Junior so intently from across the
room..She expected him to be gone, snatched by an accomplice who had come in the back way while Deed had distracted her at the front door..One
hand on the railing, he ascended the first three steps slowly. Pausing on each, he slid his foot forward and back on the carpet, runner to judge the
depth of the tread relative to his small foot. He ran the toe of his right shoe up and down the riser between each tread, gauging the height.."Thank
you, Nurse Bressler," he said most solemnly, matching her tone, barely able to control the urge to glance at her, smile, and give her another preview
of his quick, pink tongue.."Or at least, if the police knew the truth at that time, they hadn't yet gone public with it. I had no reason to mention it to
you back then. I didn't even know Vanadium was missing."."Sometimes these sympathetic vibrations are very apparent, but alot of the time, they're
so subtle that you can hear them only if you're unusually perceptive.".When the sound-suppressor was properly attached to the pistol, Junior Cain
leaned closer to the girl, peered into her eyes, and whispered, "Naomi, are you in there?" Near the top of the stairs, Barty thought he heard voices in
his bedroom. Soft and indistinct. When he stopped to listen, the voices fell silent, or maybe he only imagined them..From time to time, he halted,
leaning against the walker as if in need of rest. He took care occasionally to grimace-convincingly, not too theatrically---and to breathe harder than
necessary..Fully clothed, she lay atop the bedspread. She intended to listen to a little classical music before brushing her teeth...Because he hadn't
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heard Victoria Bressler speak in so long-and then only on two occasions-and because the woman on the phone had spoken so softly, Junior couldn't
tell whether or not their voices were one and the same.."There must be something important I'm supposed to do here that I don't need to do
everywhere I am, something I'll do better if I'm blind."."What kept me going these past two and a half years was knowing that I could get my hands
on Mr. Cain when I was finally well enough to do something about him.".The driver's door opened, shoving aside a damaged tea table, and a man
climbed out of the Pontiac..Crouching beside the boy as he rubbed a brighter shine onto the granite, Agnes said, "Barty, honey, why are you
....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.".Eventually, when he
had gone through the entire directory, if he'd had no success, he would phone each red-checked listing and ask for Bartholomew. A few hundred
calls, no doubt. Some would involve long-distance charges, but he could afford the toll..the beast would find them one day, but she hadn't spoken
of that possibility in perhaps two and a half years..Mary Lampion, little light, was home-schooled as her father and mother had been. But she didn't
study just reading, writing, and arithmetic. Gradually she developed a range of fascinating talents not taught in any school, and she went exploring
in a great number of the many ways things are, journeying to worlds right here but unseen..With everyone in the diner now aware of Junior, with
every head turned toward him and with every wary eye tracking him, he dropped the bun cap and the mustard dispenser on the floor. Barging
through the swinging gate at the end of the lunch counter, he entered the narrow work area behind it..Looking down at Barty, Agnes saw the ghost
of Joey in the baby's face, and although she half believed that her husband would be alive now if he had never tempted fate by putting such a high
price on his fife, she couldn't find any anger in her heart for him. She must accept this final generosity with grace-if also without enthusiasm..The
driver shook his head. "I knew everything anyone would need to know about you when I heard you ask your kid what would happen if the stupid
boogeyman showed up in her dream."."Don't worry, love. I'll make sure the snap's are constructed so you can get it off me easily enough.".Tom
said, "Now I'm going to add a human touch and a spiritual spin to all this. When each of us comes to a point where he has to make a significant
moral decision affecting the development of his character and the lives of others, and each time he makes the less wise choice, that's where I myself
believe a new world splits off. When I make an immoral or just a foolish choice, another world is created in which I did the right thing, and in that
world, I am redeemed for a while, given a chance to become a better version of the Tom Vanadium who lives on in the other world of the wrong
choice. There are so many worlds with imperfect Tom Vanadiums, but always someplace ... someplace I'm moving steadily toward a state of
grace.".Somewhere in the world he had a deadly enemy: Bartholomew, who had something to do with babies, a total stranger yet an implacable
foe.."I suspect," Tom said, "that any job you set your mind to, you'd be as good as you are at teeth."."But I've never seen a case like this. Usually,
boils appear on the back of the neck. And in moist areas like the armpits and the groin. Not so often on the face. And never in a quantity like this.
Really, I've never seen anything like it."."-and the under girding of the observation platform itself is unstable. The whole thing could have fallen
down with us on it!".Junior discovered more tears than could have been found in ten thousand onions. His wife and his unborn baby. He had been
willing to sacrifice his beloved Naomi, but maybe he would have found the cost too high if he had known that he was also sacrificing his
first-conceived child. This was too much. He was bereft..Apparently Maria wished that she'd brought a rosary to dinner. With the fingers of her
right hand, she pinched the knuckles of her left, one after the other, as if they were beads..Suitcases seemed to be missing. Some clothes, as well.
Could mean a weekend vacation.."She was a hero, just like you. I wanted you ... I wanted you to see her and to know her name. Perri Damascus.
That was her name.".In the foyer, Hanna Rey and Nellie Oatis sat side by side on the stairs. Hanna, the housekeeper, was gray-haired and plump.
Nellie, was Perri's daytime- companion, could have passed for Hanna's sister..Yet he didn't fault himself for a lack of sensitivity. He'd met this
woman only once before. He wasn't emotionally invested in her as he had been in sweet Naomi..Even in this soft light, Nolly could see that she was
blushing like a young girl. She glanced around at the nearby tables..If that was the bright side, however, it was a piss-poor bright side (no pun
intended), because he was still stuck in this men's room with a corpse, and he couldn't stay here for the rest of his life, surviving on tap water and
paper-towel sandwiches but he couldn't leave the body to be found, either, because the police would be all over the gallery before the reception
ended, before he had a chance to follow Celestina home..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."."When the Iroquois Theater in Chicago burned on
December 30, 1903" he said aloud, testing his memory, "during a matinee of Mr Blue Beard, six hundred two people perished, mostly women and
children.".If he hadn't been such a rational, stable, no-nonsense person all of his life, Junior might have thought he was losing his mind..In a neatly
groomed neighborhood of unassuming houses, Vanadium's place was as unremarkable as those around it: a single-story rectangular box of no
discernible architectural style. White aluminum siding with green shutters. An attached two-car garage..She looked around the room. "He's
invisible like the Cheshire cat?" "His whole world is as real as ours, but we can't see it, and people in his world can't see us. There're millions and
millions of worlds all here in the same place and invisible to one another, where we keep getting chance after chance to live a good life and do the
right thing.".He slipped behind the door and raised the pewter candlestick over his head. Weighing perhaps five pounds, the object made a
how-to-be-happy-though-married.pdf
Page 3/6

How To Be Happy Though Married

formidable bludgeon, almost as good as a hammer..Junior reached the window seat and stared down at her. "I don't believe that's true.".The silence
on the line was not merely that of a caller holding her tongue. It was abyssal and perfect, as no silence on a telephone ever can be, without the
faintest hiss or crackle of static, no hint of breathing or.The wife killer was evil; and his evil would be expressed one way or another, regardless of
the forces that affected his actions. If he'd not killed Naomi on the fire tower, he would have killed her elsewhere, when another opportunity for
enrichment presented itself. If Victoria hadn't become a victim, some other woman would have died instead. If Cain hadn't become obsessed with
the strange conviction that someone named Bartholomew might be the death of him, he would have filled his hollow heart with an equally strange
obsession that might have led him, anyway, to Celestina, but that would surely have brought violence down on someone else if not on her..In bed,
lights out, Junior marveled at his daredevil spirit. He never stopped surprising himself..being careful to place the point of impact precisely where
the bottle had struck her..To his surprise, when Naomi expressed an interest in romance, Junior was a bull again. He would have thought he had left
his best stuff at Reverend Harrison White's parsonage..One of the paramedics knelt beside the body, checking Naomi for a pulse, although in these
circumstances, his action was such a formality that it was almost harebrained.."Well, you see, that's the funny thing about all the important choices
we make. If we make a really big wrong choice, if we do the really awful wrong thing, we're given another chance to continue on the right path. So
the very moment I stupidly stepped off the curb without looking, I created another world where I did look both ways and saw the rhinoceros
coming. And so-".He knew for a fact that Seraphim had died in childbirth. He had seen the gathering of Negroes at her funeral in the cemetery, the
day of Naomi's burial. He had heard Max Bellini's message on the maniac cop's Ansaphone..Barty never cried. In the hospital neonatal unit, he'd
been a marvel to the nurses, because when the other newborns were squalling in chorus, Barty had been unfailingly serene..She was forty-three, so
young to have left such a mark upon the world. Yet more than two thousand people attended her funeral service-which was conducted by
clergymen of seven denominations-and the subsequent procession to the cemetery was so lengthy that some people had to park a mile away and
walk. The mourners streamed across the grassy hills and among the headstones for the longest time, but the presiding minister did not begin the
graveside service until all had assembled. None here showed impatience at the delay. Indeed, when the final prayer was said and the casket
lowered, the crowd hesitated to depart, lingering in the most unusual way, until Barty realized that like he himself, they half expected a miraculous
resurrection and ascension, for among them had so recently walked this one who was without stain..greatest fright of his life. He jumped inside his
skin, and his heart knocked, knocked, and he half expected to hear his bones rattle one against another, like those of a dangling skeleton in a
funhouse..In a minute or two, one of the cops returned, crouching close as the medics worked. "There's no intruder.".The universe was vast and
Barty small, yet the boy's immortal soul made him as important as galaxies, as important as anything in Creation. This Agnes believed. She
couldn't tolerate life without the conviction that it had meaning and design, though sometimes she felt that she was a sparrow whose fall had gone
unnoticed. Barty sat on the edge of the doctor's desk, legs dangling, holding Red Planet, his place marked by an inserted finger..Junior was
flattered, he really was. Women couldn't get enough of him. The story of his life. They never let go gracefully. He was wanted, needed, adored,
worshiped. Women kept calling after they should have taken the hint and gone away, insisted on sending him notes and gifts even after he told
them it was over. Junior wasn't surprised that women would return from the dead for him, nor was he surprised that women he'd killed would try to
find a route back to him from Beyond, without malice, without vengeance in their hearts, merely yearning to be with him again, to hold him and to
fulfill his needs. As gratified as he was by this tribute to his desirability, he simply didn't have any romantic feelings left for Naomi and Seraphim.
They were the past, and he loathed the past, and if they wouldn't let him alone, he would never be able to live in the future..Memory of the Spartan
decor of Thomas Vanadium's house lingered with Junior, and he addressed his living space with the detective's style in mind. He installed a
minimum of furniture, though all new and of higher quality than the junk in Vanadium's residence: sleek, modem, Danish-pecan wood and nappy
oatmeal-colored upholstery..Agnes had lifted him to this perch. Now she smoothed his hair, straightened his shirt, and retied his loosened
shoelaces, finding it even harder than she had expected to say what needed to be said. She thought she might require Dr. Chan's presence, after
all.."Supposing he's senile, wouldn't he possibly think you were his long- lost brother or someone?".Agnes's faith told her that the world was
infinitely complex and full of mystery, and in a peculiar way, Barty's talk of infinite possibilities supported her belief and gave her the comfort to
sleep. Monday morning, New Year's Day, Agnes carried two suitcases out of the back door, set them on the porch, and blinked in surprise at the
sight of Edom's yellow-and-white Ford Country Squire parked in the driveway, in front of the garage. He and Jacob were loading their suitcases
into the car.
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