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INTERNSHIP STANDARD REQUIREMENTS
"I'm afraid you're wrong." When Tom opened his left hand, the palm lay as bare as that of a blind beggar in a country of thieves. Meanwhile, his
right hand had tightened into a fist again..Too much, far too much to contend with, and so unfair: finding the Bartholomew needle in the haystack,
hives, seizures of vomiting and diarrhea, losing a toe, losing a beloved wife, wandering alone through a cold and hostile world without a heart
mate, humiliated by transvestites, tormented by vengeful spirits, too intense to enjoy the benefits of meditation, Zedd dead, the prospect of prison
always looming for one reason or another, unable to find peace in either needlework or sex..The second time, armed with the previously calculated
fact that each regular year contains 3,153,600 seconds, and that a leap year contains an additional 86,400, she vetted Barty's answer in only four
minutes. Thereafter, she accepted his numbers without verification..Someone named Bartholomew had adopted Seraphim's son and named the boy
after himself Junior applied the patience learned through meditation to the task at hand, and instinctively, he soon evolved a motivating mantra that
continuously cycled through his mind while he studied the telephone directories: Find the father, kill the son..That last part was true. He just wasn't
loose in this world anymore. And in the world to which he'd gone, he would not find easy victims..the sentences. The substance of what she said
and the tone in which she said it were so perfect that it almost seemed as though an angel had relieved her of this burden by possessing her long
enough to help her son understand what must happen and why..The six-foot-tall statue was of a nude woman, formed from scrap metal, some of it
rusted and otherwise corroded. The feet were made from gear wheels of various sizes and from bent blades of broken meat cleavers. Pistons, pipes,
and barbed wire formed her legs. She was busty: hammered soup pots as breasts, corkscrews as nipples. Rake-tine hands were crossed defensively
over the misshapen bosom. In a face sculpted from bent forks and fan blades, empty black eye sockets glared with hideous suffering, and a
wide-mouthed shriek accused the world with a silent but profound cry of horror..She shivered, and Edom, thinking that she had caught a chill
ripped off his suit jacket and draped it over her shoulders..Twice would indicate a dangerous mania. Three times would be indefensible. But once
was healthy experimentation. A learning experience.."Agnes," said the magician, "you better start meeting with that librarian now to record your
own life. If you don't get started for another forty years, by then you'll need a whole decade of talking to get it all down.".The telephone was
operative, and Vanadium dialed the number of the building superintendent, Sparky Vox. Sparky had an apartment in the basement, on the upper of
two subterranean floors, adjacent to the garage entrance..Licky did not take him into the roaster tower, but back to the barracks. From a locked
room he brought out a small, soft, thick, leather bag that weighed heavy in his hands. He opened it to show Otter the little pool of dusty brilliance
lying in it. When he closed the bag the metal moved in it, bulging, pressing, like an animal trying to get free.."AND I DRINK CHAMPAGNE ALL
DAY," said Miss Cheese, pronouncing it "cham-pay-non.".He hesitated, because until the limited explanations he'd made to Celestina in San
Francisco, he had never discussed his special perception with anyone except two priest counselors in the seminary. At first he felt uneasy, talking of
these matters to strangers-as if he were making a confession to laity who held no authority to provide absolution but as he spoke to this hushed and
intense gathering, his doubts fell away, and revelation seemed as natural as talk of the weather..As Celestina settled on the sofa with the phone in
her lap, hesitating to dial until she worked up a bit more courage, Angel said to Tom, "So what happened to your face?".This time he didn't flip the
quarter straight into the air. He tipped his hand, and with his thumb, he shot the coin toward Agnes..As hard of head as she was hard of heart,
Victoria had not sustained serious brain damage, only a concussion..Junior suspected Magusson never had any client but himself. Fat fees
motivated him, not justice..When Junior opened the trunk, he discovered that fishing gear and two wooden carriers full of carpenter's tools left no
room for a dead detective. He would be able to make the body fit only if he dismembered it first.."Longer to wait between Christmases," she said.
"And between birthdays. I'd save a bunch of money on gifts.".Junior was vigilant. He took note of all those who approached the piano, whether
they dropped money in the fishbowl or not.."I've always wanted to learn the piano myself," Junior claimed, "but I guess you really have to start
young.".For eight nights thereafter, Agnes padded the floor with folded blankets on both sides of the boy's bed, insurance against a
middle-of-the-night fall. On the eighth morning, she discovered that Barty had returned the blankets to the closet from which she'd gotten them.
They were not jammed haphazardly on the shelves-the sure evidence of a child's work-but were folded and stacked as neatly as Agnes herself
would have stored them..Worse, to make credible his anguish and to avoid suspicion, he would have to play the devastated widower for at least
another couple weeks, perhaps for as long as a month. As a dedicated follower of the self-improvement advice of Dr. Caesar Zedd, Junior was
impatient with those who were ruled by sentimentality and by the expectations of society, and now he was required to pretend to be one of
them-and for an interminable period of time.."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."."Well," Agnes said, "thank the Lord, we don't have tornadoes
here in California.".The restaurant wasn't fancy. A coffee shop. Aromatic bacon sizzling, eggs frying. The warm cinnamony smell of fresh pastries,
the bracing scent of strong coffee. Clean, bright surroundings..Never had the familiar red Bicycle design of the U.S. Playing Card Company looked
ominous before, but it was fearsome now, as strange voodoo veve or satanic conjuration pattern..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.."Well, you're sweet, aren't you? And you're
all bright red on the outside and milk chocolate inside," Celestina said, gently tweaking the girl's light brown nose..Yet, uncaught, the quarter
would have dropped to the floor. Junior would have heard it ring off the tiles. Which he hadn't.."It was. But maybe that's not the whole story.
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Anyway, we know the usual poses these guys strike, the attitudes they think are deceptive and clever. Most of them are so obvious, they might as
well just stick their willy in a light socket and save us a lot of trouble. This, however, is a new approach. Tends to make you want to believe in the
poor guy.".Jell-O were served to Agnes Lampion as, on farms farther inland from the coast, roosters still crowed and plump hens clucked
contentedly atop their early layings..Sunday, Junior hid out from Scamp, using his Ansaphone to screen her calls, and worked with such
astonishing focus on his needlepoint pillows that he forgot to go to bed that night. He fell asleep over his needles at ten o'clock Monday
morning..With remarkably little splash, the sedan eased into the water. Briefly it floated, bobbling near shore, tipped forward by the weight of the
engine. As the lake flooded in through the floor vents, the vehicle settled steadily-then sank rapidly when water reached the two partially open
windows..Nothing he could do about it now. Having Naomi's body moved to another grave, in a cemetery without Negroes, would cause a lot of
talk. He didn't want to draw more attention to himself..Another machine beside the first, stocked with copies of a sexually explicit publication for
gays, fired a quarter that hit Junior's forehead. The next snapped against the bridge of his nose.."Better hurry," Wally advised, gracing Celestina's
other cheek with a dryer kiss..After taking a minute to steel himself, Junior squatted next to the dead detective..Griskin, a former convict, had
served eleven years for second-degree murder before the lobbying efforts of a coalition of artists and writers had won his parole. He possessed a
huge talent. No one before Griskin had ever managed to express this degree of violence an rage in the medium of bronze, and Junior had long kept
the artist's work on his short list of desired acquisitions..Junior took one of the boxed guns, a 9-mm semiautomatic. Months would probably pass
before she noticed the pistol missing from the back of her closet, and by then she wouldn't know who had taken it..Prepared for any contingency,
Junior listened to the house until he was certain that he needed the knife for no one else..Then the old man taught it to him. But it wasn't much use,
Otter thought, since he had to hide it..Thrusting his finger toward the table with each repetition of the word, Barty happily insisted, "Pie, pie, pie,
pie, pie, pie, pie, pie."."My God," Junior said, pretending that his befuddlement had faded and that his mind had just now clarified, "you think
Naomi was murdered, don't you?".He jammed the 9-mm pistol under his belt, grabbed Ichabod by the feet, and dragged him quickly toward the
door to Apartment 1. Smears of blood brightened the pale limestone floor in the wake of the body..Edom felt uneasy in this kingdom of a strange
god. The god that his brother feared was humanity, its dark compulsions, its arrogance. Edom, on the other hand, trembled before Nature, whose
wrath was so great that one day she would destroy all things, when the universe collapsed into a super dense nugget of matter the size of a pea..A
pang of regret pierced her, that her boy's precocity should deny him this fine fantasy, as her morose father had denied it to her. "He's real," she
asserted..Needlepoint provided no sanctuary. Junior's hands trembled just badly enough to make accurate stitchery impossible..With the
determination of any pulp-magazine adventurer, Paul walked in sunshine and in rain. He walked in heat and cold. Wind did not deter him, nor
lightning..Gore made him sick. He refused to attend movies that dwelt on the consequences of violence, and he had even less of a stomach for
blood in real life..When her hand went limp in Celestina's, her body sagged, too, and her eyes were no longer either focused or rolling wildly. They
shimmered into stillness, darkled with death, as the cardiac monitor sang the one long note that signified flatline..Shortly after six o'clock, Saturday
morning, she stirred from a fretful dream and saw Barty sitting up in bed, reading..To celebrate, upon leaving the gallery, he went to the coffee
shop in the Fairmont Hotel, atop Nob Hill, determined to have a beer and a cheeseburger..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..Reluctant to leave Joey's body with the oddly jumpy mortician, Jacob nevertheless crossed the
porch of the Victorian style funeral home and left without glancing back. He walked one mile home, alert to passing traffic, especially cautious at
intersections..As woe begone a widower as anyone could expect, Junior spent every night home alone. By Sunday, he'd slept without
companionship eight nights since being discharged from the hospital..Mechanics have reliably steady hands, yet Jacob's hands shook as he
discarded two cards and slowly turned over the ninth draw..A rescuer instructed her to close her eyes and turn her face away from the passenger's
door. He shoved a quilted mover's blanket through the window and arranged this protective padding along her right side..Even the
Shantung-softened lamplight blazed too bright and did not serve her well, so she switched it off and said, "Scoot over.".II. Otter.As Junior stood at
Seraphim's grave, his breath smoked from him in the still night air, as though he were a dragon..Junior closed his eyes at once and let his jaw sag,
breathing through his mouth, feigning sleep..Done with dolls for now, Barty and Angel went upstairs to his room, where the book that talked
waited patiently in silence. With her colored pencils and a large pad of drawing paper, she clambered onto the cushioned window seat. Barty sat up
in bed and switched on the tape player that stood on the nightstand..During the girl's final appointment, Junior discovered she would be home alone
that same night, her parents at a function she wasn't required to attend. She appeared to reveal this inadvertently, quite innocently; however, Junior
was a bloodhound when it came to smelling seduction, regardless of how subtle the scent..No inquiring voice echoed off the passage walls, no
accusatory shout. He was alone with the cadaver in this mist-shrouded moment of the metropolitan night-but perhaps not for long,.When all were
gathered on the porch, lined up across the head of the steps and along the railing, in chill damp air that smelled faintly of ozone and less faintly of
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jasmine, Barty said, "Mr. Vanadium, your quarter trick is really cool. But here's something out of Heinlein.".When he got no response, he wedged
the toe of his right loafer under the guy's chest and, with some effort, rolled him onto his back..The papermaker withdrew a thick wad of
hundred-dollar bills from his envelope and, squinting, inspected the currency in the flickering light. "I'm leaving now, but you wait until movie's
over.".Kathleen expected this would prove to be true. She herself was not frightened by Thomas Vanadium's appearance; but then she had been
prepared for it before she first saw him. And she wasn't a murderer, fearful of retribution, to whom this particular face would seem like Judgment
personified..Like a spring-loaded novelty snake erupting from a can, Junior exploded up from the chair, nearly knocking it over..She bit her lower
lip, held her breath, repressed the sob that sought release, and said, "I know."."I never saw a Moor--never saw the Sea--Yet know I how the Heather
looks--And what a Billow be."".Celestina didn't hear gunfire, but she couldn't mistake the bullets for anything else when they cracked through the
door..She realized she hadn't turned on the radio. Before she could reach for the switch, she was asleep..By air from San Francisco south to Orange
County Airport, then farther south along the coast by rental car, one week in the wake of Paul Damascus and his three charges, following directions
provided by Paul, Tom Vanadium brought Wally Lipscomb to the Lampion house.."-and whenever the good Pharaoh was here in San Francisco, a
few times each year, he always stopped by St. Anselmo's to entertain the boys--".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..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..Wally's help, not
just with the apartment, but with his time and love, had made an incalculable difference.."I should," Tom agreed, "but the point is this. . ." With the
finesse of a magician, he allowed the salt shaker to slip out of the concealment of his palm, and stood it beside the pepper. "This is also me.".For a
moment, Junior was mystified. Vanadium's movements had the quality of ritual, vaguely reminiscent of a priest raising high the
Eucharist..Eventually, dinner over, cleanup finished, when Maria and the uncles had gone, Agnes and Barty faced the stairs together. She followed,
holding his cane, which he said he preferred not to use in the house, prepared to catch him if he stumbled..The boy didn't at once answer, and when
Agnes looked up from Red Planet, she saw that he was staring oddly at her. He squinted, as if puzzled, and said, "The twisty spots just jumped off
the page right up on your face.".He went upstairs to change out of his dark blue suit and badly scuffed black shoes..The paramedic pulled shut the
door, leaving Joey outside in the night, in the storm, in the wind between worlds..The masterpiece that Junior purchased was small, a
sixteen-inch-square canvas, but it cost twenty-seven hundred dollars. The entire picture-titled The Cancer Lurks Unseen, Version 1-was flat black,
except for a small gnarled mass, bile-green and pus-yellow, in the upper-right quadrant. Worth every penny.."This meeting of the North Pole
Society of Not Evil Adventurers is officially closed."."At the back of the second gallery, on the left, there's a corridor. The rest rooms are at the end
of it, beyond the offices.".Earthquake weather. Southern Californians had many definitions of that term, but Edom knew he was right this time.
Thunder would roll again soon, but it would arise from underfoot..On the morning in August that Agnes came home from Dr. Joshua Nunn's office
with the results of tests and with a diagnosis of acute myeloblastic leukemia, she asked that everyone pack up and caravan, not to deliver pies, but
to visit an amusement park. She wanted to ride the roller coaster, spin on the Tilt-A-Whirl, and mostly watch the children laugh. She intended to
store up the memory of Barty's laughter as he had stored up the sight of her face in advance of the surgery to remove his eyes..On one wall hung an
impressive array of gardening tools. In the comer was a potting bench..Perri had been crippled seventeen years before Jonas Salk's vaccine had
spared future generations from the curse of polio..The glittering room appeared unchanged. Even the piano player seemed to be the man who'd
been at the keyboard back then, though his yellow-rose boutonniere and probably his tuxedo, as well, were new..He left by the back door, to avoid
the aftermath seeping across the foyer floor. Fog enveloped him, cool and refreshing..Then he closed his eyes, held the revolver in both hands, and
at point-blank range, he shot the dead woman twice..Seraphim's child had been alive is long as Naomi had been dead, almost fifteen months. In
fifteen months, Junior should have located the little bastard and eliminated him..The nurse was in was gone, but Maria remained in attendance. She
the vinyl-and-stainless-steel armchair, busy at.The first was an ace of hearts. This, Maria said, was a very good card, indeed. It meant that Barty
would be lucky in love..Seraphim White had come to California to give birth to him in or to spare her parents-and their
congregation--embarrassment..than the crows. Tumbled on the grass, in fragments: the broken trophy for the prize rose, the symbol of his sinful.As
shaken as she had been at Phimie's side, she couldn't trust her memory. Perhaps she hadn't seen what she thought she'd seen..Copyright (c) 1997 by
Ursula K. Le Guin..Taking her silence for assent, Tom continued: "Your father is gone from here, gone forever, but he still lives in other worlds.
This isn't a statement of faith alone. If Albert Einstein were still alive and standing here, he'd tell you that it's true. Your father is with you in many
places, and so is Phimie. In many places, she didn't die in childbirth. In some worlds, she was never raped, her life never blighted. But there's an
irony in that, isn't there? Because in those worlds, Angel doesn't exist-yet Angel is a miracle and a blessing." He looked up from the city to the
woman. "So when you're lying in bed tonight, kept awake by grief, don't think just about what you've lost with your father and Phimie. Think about
what you have in this world that you've never known in some others-Angel. Whether God's a Catholic, a Baptist, a Jew, a Muslim, or a quantum
mechanic, He gives us compensation for our pain, compensation right here in this world, not just in those parallel to it and not just in some afterlife.
Always compensation for the pain ... if we recognize it when we see it.".Swinging toward the open door, he saw that the dead detective was true to
his word: He wasn't here..Junior had hoped not to be recognized by anyone at this affair. He regretted that he hadn't stuck to his original plan,
maintaining surveillance of the gallery from his parked car..He had never expressed opposition to starting a family. She'd had no reason to fear
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telling him that she was carrying their child..He shook his head. "I think he's evil, not crazy. And stupid in the way that evil often is. Too arrogant
and too vain to be aware of his stupidity-and therefore always tangled up in traps of his own making. But nonetheless dangerous for being stupid.
In fact, far more dangerous than a wiser man with a sense of consequences."."I can do this with just a very little Novocain," she said, "so your
mouth won't be numb for dinner."."You sounded as though you were in a lot of distress. You were frightened of this Bartholomew.".During this
same period, having subscribed to the opera, Junior attended a performance of Wagner's The Ring of the Nibelung..In retrospect, coming here
wasn't a wise move. Evidently, the detective had been following him. Now, Vanadium would puzzle out a motive for this late-night graveyard
tour..This claim wasn't true. His father, an unsuccessful artist and highly successful alcoholic, lived in Santa Monica, California. His mother,
divorced when Junior was four, had been committed to an insane asylum twelve years ago. He rarely saw them. He hadn't told Naomi about them.
Neither of his parents was a resume enhancer.."That's obvious to us, but not always to others. Apparently, this would have been some years
ago.".Tom Vanadium rose to his feet and, with one hand on Barty's shoulder, he surveyed the faces of those gathered on the porch. Most of these
people were such new acquaintances that they were all but strangers to him. Nevertheless, for the first time since his early days in St. Anselmo's
Orphanage, he'd found a place where he belonged. This felt like home..In answer, Wally came running with his heavy medical bag, as he was vow
doctor to some people on the pie route. "The weather's a lot better than I expected, so I went back to change into lighter clothes.".Junior didn't find
anything to explain her paranoia-though, to his surprise, he discovered six books by Caesar Zedd in her small library. The pages were dog-eared;
the text was heavily underlined.
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