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ITINERAIRE DE PARIS A JERUSALEM
Two more uniformed officers had entered the kitchen, fresh from their search of the apartment. They were amused..All right, yes, it had tiny hands
and tiny feet, rather than hooked talons and cloven."-and wherever he went, between his shows, he always gave free performances at nursing
homes, schools for the deaf-".For breakfast, he avoided sugar. He ate cold roast beef and drank milk laced with a double shot of brandy..Even
someone of saintly habits and selfless behavior might be a monster in his heart, filled with unspeakable desires, which he might act upon only once
or never..What he saw next in the brochure wasn't the link that he sought, but it alarmed him so much that the three-fold pamphlet rattled in his
hands. The reception for Celestina's show had been this evening, had ended more than three hours ago.."I've seen them," Tom assured her. "My
dear, you've never smelled anything better than a field full of bacon vines.".Edom drove, happy to assist Agnes. He was happier still that he didn't
have to make the pie deliveries alone..The barren white walls, the stark furniture starkly arranged, the rigorous exclusion of bric-a-brac and
mementos: this resulted in the closest thing to a true monastic cell to be found outside of a monastery. The only quality of the apartment that
identified it as a secular residence was its comfortable size, and if Industrial Woman had been replaced with a crucifix, even size might have been
insufficient to rule out residence by some fortunate friar..You struck a discord that can he heard, however faintly, all the way to the farthest end of
the universe.....When the waiter had gone, -Tom said, "Don't worry about abetting a crime. If I had to pop Cain to prevent him from hurting
someone, I wouldn't hesitate. But I'd never act as judge and jury otherwise.".As soon as he was alone, however, Junior yearned for the nurse to
return. Alone, he felt vulnerable, threatened..scraps of night that have lingered long after dawn dart agitatedly in and out of the tree, from branch to
branch,.Junior had left the front door locked, because if unlocked, it would look as though he had wanted to facilitate their entry, and it would make
them suspicious of the whole scenario..He was relieved that he hadn't moved his head or made a sound. He wanted to understand as much of the
situation as possible before revealing that he was awake.."Oh, yes. When he phoned, Reverend Collins told me all about you and Bartholomew. At
the front door, when I asked the boy's name, I already knew it and was just setting up this little trick for you.".The dining room again, but this time
he remembered how he had gotten here: by way of the living room..Not many men wore hats these days. Since his teenage years, Nolly had
favored a porkpie model. San Francisco was often chilly, and he began losing his hair when still young..To her mother, Celestina said, "What did
you mean when you said you'd heard all about Barty here?".Celestina had wanted to go to Oregon for the service, but Tom, Max Bellini, the Spruce
Hills police, and Wally Lipscomb-to whom, by Sunday, she'd begun talking almost hourly on the telephone-all advised strenuously against making
the trip. A man as crazed and as reckless as Enoch Cain, expecting to find her at the funeral home or the cemetery, might not be deterred by a
police guard, no matter what its size..In a swirl of London Fog and righteous indignation, Neddy turned his back on Junior and drifted away
through the nibbling, nattering crowd..Paul shook his head. He presented a second picture of Perri, this one taken on Christmas Day, 1964, less
than a month before she died. She lay in her bed in the living room, her body shrunken, but her face so beautiful and alive..He surprised himself by
sitting up in bed and shouting, "Shut up, shut up, shut up!".Every distorted shape, every smear of color, every swath of light and shudder of
shadows resisted her attempts to relate them to the world she knew, as if shimmering before her were the landscape of a dream..AS THE
WULFSTAN PARTY was being seated at a window table, slowly tumbling masses of cottony fog rolled across the black water, as if the bay had
awakened and, rising from its bed, had tossed off great mounds of sheets and blankets..In a sudden desperate burst of action, Junior tore at the dead
man's closed hand, sprang open the trap of fingers and palm-and did not find a quarter. Nor two dimes and a nickel. Nor five nickels. Nothing. Zip.
Zero..If the ace of diamonds, in quartet, must be taken seriously, then why not the rest of the draw?.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..Paul
Damascus had gotten numerous invitations to dinner. No one thought that he should be alone on this difficult night..He had been walking ever
since, two and a half years, with brief respites in Bright Beach..Celebration of course, would lead to incarceration and perhaps to electrocution.
With Vanadium, the maniac cop, likely to be found lurking under the bed or masquerading as a nurse to catch him in an unguarded moment, Junior
had to recover at a pace that his physician would not find miraculous. Dr. Parkhurst expected to discharge him no sooner than the following
morning..Harrison and Grace had welcomed him in spite of the fact that a friend and parishioner had died on Thursday, leaving them both bereft
and with church obligations..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..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..Considering his battered and stitched face, considering also his tragic and colorful history, Vanadium spoke with remarkably little drama.
His voice was calm, nearly flat, rising and falling so little that he almost talked in a monotone..face with one hand, as if pulling off cobwebs. "Did
you say you were in my house?".Although the small tin-and-plastic harmonica was more toy than genuine instrument, the boy blew and siphoned
surprisingly complex music from it. As far as Apes could tell, he never hit a sour tone.."July 6, 1944, in Hartford, Connecticut, a fire broke out in
the great tent of the Ringling Brothers and Barnum and Bailey Circus at two-forty in the afternoon, while six thousand patrons watched the
Wallendas, a world-famous high-wire troupe, ascend to begin their act. By three o'clock, the fire burned out, following the collapse of the flaming
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tent, leaving one hundred sixty-eight dead. Another five hundred people were badly injured, but one thousand circus animals-including forty lions
and forty elephants-were not harmed."."Honey," Angel said to her daughter, "show us that game you were just playing with Koko. Show us, honey.
Come on. Show us. Show us.".Otter stated it as an unfortunate fact, not as a moral assertion. Hound looked at him with appreciation. Living with
the pirate king, he was sick of boasts and threats, of boasters and threateners..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..Impressed by the sureness and swiftness with which the blind boy negotiated the steps and set off across the lawn, Tom didn't
initially notice anything unusual about his stroll through the deluge..nonetheless. The rapist's curse. Healthy, but healthy at the expense of
Phimie..Against the sight of Franklin Chan's pity, which implied the hopelessness of Barty's condition, Agnes closed her eyes. But she opened them
at once, because this chosen darkness reminded her that unwanted darkness might be Barty's fate..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..Indeed, even the distinct fragrance of pulp paper, yellow with age, was alone sufficient to start him
fantasizing..They ordered martinis, and when Kathleen, perusing a menu, asked her husband what looked good for dinner, he suggested,
"Oysters?".Junior was motivated not by twisted needs, but by rational self interest. Consequently, he opted to load the detective's body into the
cramped backseat of the Studebaker with all limbs intact and head attached..open grave. In his hand: the white rose, its thorns slick with his blood.
He dropped the bloom, and it fell out of sight, into the gaping earth, atop Naomi's casket..Bressler but no Vanadium. A girl named Angel.
Something was wrong here. Something was rotten..The cop weighed too much to be carried any distance, the blanket proved effective, the decision
to drag him was wise, and the whole process was value neutral..Ten months later, he finally wore her down. She accepted his proposal, and they set
a date for the wedding.."Now, I'm doubtless," Vanadium said, his voice returning to the uninflected drone that Junior had come to loathe but that he
now preferred to the unsettling voice of quiet passion. "No matter what the situation, no matter how knotty the question, I always know what to
do..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..Celestina almost begged off, almost told him
that she had no interest in whatever curiosity of medicine or physiology he might have witnessed. The only miracle that would have mattered,
Phimie's survival, had not been granted..By the time he reached the airport, located a private-charter company, chased up the owner through the
night-security man, and arranged to be flown at once to Eugene, Oregon, aboard a twin-engine Cessna, the points of pain in his face had begun to
throb..In Maria's kitchen, still just four days past Christmas, Agnes let dissolve her stoic mask, and wept at last..Even Agnes was briefly unnerved
to the extent that she said, "Enough of this. It's not fun anymore."."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?".Crossing Spruce Hills with John, Paul, George,
Ringo, and dead Thomas, Junior headed back toward Victoria's place, where Sinatra was no longer singing..By the time he arrived at his apartment,
Junior could think of no better action to take, so he phoned Simon Magusson, his attorney in Spruce Hills..Industrial Woman, which he'd purchased
for a little more than nine thousand dollars, less than eighteen months ago and at another gallery, would fetch at least thirty thousand in the current
market, so rapidly had Bavol Poriferan's reputation risen..With a nimbleness and an alacrity that a lemur would have admired, the girl ascended to
the first crotch..Celestina said, "Phimie wasn't a mind reader. That's science fiction, Dr. Lipscomb.".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.."Maybe he could if he was able to lift it, but I couldn't throw a pig or
an Oreo or anything else into any other place. It's just not something I know how to do.".Busily, earnestly, with great satisfaction, Junior redirected
his anger at Celestina and at the man with her. These two were, after all, guardians of the true Bartholomew, and therefore Junior's
enemies..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..If Cain had been attracted to one woman
by her looks, surely he would be attracted to the other. And perhaps the sisters shared a quality other than beauty that drew Cain with even greater
power. Innocence, perhaps, or goodness: both foods for a demon..Although she knew how, and although she knew the pointlessness of asking why,
Agnes asked, "Why? Oh, Lord, why must a blind boy climb a tree?"."If I ever have trots, you'll know." And then in the Cheese voice: "CAN WE
LISTEN TO THE BOOK TALK IN YOUR ROOM?".Abruptly, Junior Cain turned away from the tower, from the body of his lost love, dropped to
his knees, and vomited. Vomited more explosively than he had ever done in the depths of the worst sickness of his life. Bitter, thick, grossly out of
proportion to the simple lunch that he had eaten, up came a dreadfully reeking vomitus. He was untroubled by nausea, but his abdominal muscles
contracted painfully, so tightly that he thought he would be cinched in two, and up came more, and still more, spasm after spasm, until he spewed a
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thin gruel green with bile, which surely had to be the last of it, but was not, for here was more bile, so acidic that his gums burned from contact
with it--Oh God, please no-still more. His entire body heaving. Choking as he aspirated a piece of something vile. He squeezed his watering eyes
shut against the sight of the flood, but he could not block out the stench..Besides, he didn't want the police in San Francisco to know that he'd been
suspected, by at least one of their kind, of having killed his wife in Oregon. What if one of the locals was curious enough to request a copy of the
case file on Naomi's death, and what if in that file, Vanadium had made reference to Junior waking from a nightmare, fearfully repeating
Bartholomew? And then what if Junior eventually located the right Bartholomew and eliminated the little bastard, and then what if the local cop
who'd read the case file connected one Bartholomew to the other and started asking questions? Admittedly, that was a stretch. Nevertheless, he
hoped to fade from the SFPD's awareness as soon as possible and live henceforth beyond their ken..At the far end of the table, Agnes shot up from
her chair as her son said rain, and as he said wet, she spoke warningly: "Barty!".Undiminished antiperistaltic waves coursed through his duodenum,
stomach, and esophagus, and now he gasped desperately for air between each expulsion, without much success..He knew she wouldn't just step
back to calculate her batting average, so he rolled at once, out of her way, immensely relieved that he could move, because judging by the pain
coruscating across his back, he wouldn't have been surprised if she had broken his spine and paralyzed him. The chair crashed down again, exactly
where Junior had been sprawled an instant before..Junior must have shouted shut up more than he realized, because the neighbors began to pound
on the wall to silence him..Still looming over her, he snatched the pad out of her hands and examined the sketch. "Where would you have seen
this?".A Description of Earthsea.Junior had made a mistake when he smashed the pewter stick into Vanadium's face after the cop was already
unconscious. He should have bound the bastard and attempted to revive him for interrogation..In a cabinet above the bench, Junior found a pair of
clean, cotton gardening gloves. He tried them on, and they fit well enough..This saving spirit retreated, and in his place came a young paramedic in
a black-and-yellow rain slicker over hospital whites. "Just want to be sure there's no spinal injury before we move you. Can you squeeze my
hands?".Edom's twin, Jacob, who had never held a job, lived in the second apartment. He'd been there since graduating from high school..Junior
wasn't interested in Vietnam anymore, and he wasn't in the least troubled by the other news. These two years were disturbing to him only because
of Thomas Vanadium..Outside, he discovered that some worthless criminal wretch had broken into his Suburban during the night. The suitcase and
Book-of-the-Month selections were gone. The creep even swiped the Kleenex, the chewing gum, and the breath mints from the glove,
compartment.."I already told you-anything in your heart is as easy to read as the open page of a book."."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."."What's this?" the man asked her, as Sinatra swooped through
"Come Fly with Me.".At the end of the famous sermon, Celestina's father had wished to all well-meaning people that into their lives should fall a
rain of benign effects from the kind and selfless actions of countless Bartholomews whom they would never meet. And he assures those who are
selfish or envious or lacking in compassion, or who in fact commit acts of great evil, that their deeds will return to them, magnified beyond
imagining, for they are at war with the purpose of life. If the spirit of Bartholomew cannot enter their hearts and change them, then it will find them
and mete out the terrible judgment they deserve..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.".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..Magusson's idea of a laugh. "And they didn't even bother to post a warning.
In fact, that sign was still up, inviting hikers to enjoy the view from the observation deck.".Playing with fire was fun when you didn't have to
attempt to conceal the fact that it was arson..He either detected their well-concealed surprise or assumed they would be curious as to why, in spite
of extensive surgery, he still wore this Boris Karloff face..He turned the brochure in his hands, to look at the front of it again. Gradually he began to
suspect that the title of the exhibition might be what had brought to mind the reverend's unremembered sermon..By "all of that," he meant the
groceries that she and Joey often sent along with the pies, the occasional mortgage payment they made for someone down on his luck, and the other
quiet philanthropies..Alone with Paul, as he stood abashed, she removed her blouse and bra and, with arms crossed over her breasts, revealed to
him her savaged back. Whereas her father had used open-hand slaps and hard fists to teach his twin sons the lessons of God, he preferred canes and
lashes as the instruments of education for his daughter, because he believed that his direct touch might have invited sin. Scars disfigured Agnes
from shoulders to buttocks, pale scars and others dark, crosshatched and whorled..But when the lore-books of a wizard came into a warlord's hands
he was likely to treat them with caution, locking them away to keep them harmless or giving them to a wizard in his hire to do with as he wished.
In the margins of the spells and word lists and in the endpapers of these books of lore a wizard or his prentice might record a plague, a famine, a
raid, a change of masters, along with the spells worked in such events and their success or unsuccess. Such random records reveal a clear moment
here and there, though all between those moments is darkness. They are like glimpses of a lighted ship far out at sea, in darkness, in the
rain..Junior's throat wasn't half as sore as it had been the previous afternoon, and to these men, his soft, coarse voice must have sounded not
abraded, but raw with emotion. "I don't care what's customary. I don't want anything. I don't blame anyone. These things happen. If you have a
liability release with you, I'll sign it right now.".When he killed the Bartholomew, this haunting would finally end, too. In Junior's mind, Vanadium
and Bartholomew were inextricably linked, because it was the maniac cop who first heard Junior calling out Bartholomew in his sleep. Did that
make sense? Well, it made more sense at some times than at others, but it always made a lot more sense than anything else. To be rid of the
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dead-but-persistent detective, he must eliminate Bartholomew..Shortly past nine o'clock, an hour after Edom and Jacob had gone, Barty came
downstairs, book in hand. "The twisties are back.".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..As home tours went, this one was
notably less interesting than most. The accountant appeared to have no secret life, no perverse interests that he hid from the world..Her belief in
fortune-telling and in the curious ritual she was about to undertake weren't condoned by the Church. Mysticism of this sort was, in fact, considered
to be a sin, a distraction from faith and a perversion of it..When the convulsive seizure passed, as he collapsed back on the spattered pillow,
shuddering at the stench rising from his hideously fouled clothes, Junior was suddenly struck by an idea that was either.He didn't realize he was
swinging the candlestick at Vanadium's face until he saw the blow land. And then he couldn't stop himself from swinging it yet once
more..Sometimes, in his mind, Tom wasn't running along the residential streets of Bright Beach, but along the corridor of the dormitory wing over
which he had served as prefect. He was cast back in time, to that dreadful night. A sound wakes him. A fragile cry. Thinking it a voice from his
dream, he nevertheless gets out of bed, takes up a flashlight, and checks on his charges, his boys. Low-wattage emergency lamps barely relieve the
gloom in the corridor. The rooms are dark, doors ajar according to the rules, to guard against the danger of stubborn locks in the event of fire. He
listens. Nothing. Then into the first room-and into a Hell on earth. Two small boys per room, easily and silently overcome by a grown man with the
strength of madness. In the sweep of the flashlight beam: the dead eyes, the wrenched faces, the blood. Another room, the flashlight jittering,
jumping, and the carnage worse. Then in the hall again, movement in the shadows. Josef Krepp captured by the flashlight. Josef Krepp, the quiet
custodian, meek by all appearances, employed at St. Anselmo's for the past six months with nary a problem, with only good employee reviews
attached to his record. Josef Krepp, here in the corridor of the past, grinning and capering in the flashlight, wearing a dripping necklace of
souvenirs..Grace, proving again the aptness of her name, said the one thing most likely, in time, to bring true peace to Celestina. "Remember
Bartholomew.".-nor cruel, nor hateful, nor envious, nor mean," Phimie recited, "for all these are sicknesses of this fallen world-".His exceptional
sensitivity remained a curse. He had been more profoundly affected by Victoria's and Vanadium's tragic deaths than he had realized. Wrenched, he
was..Even when he saw no cop cadaver, no ghoulish grin, no two-bit eyes, Junior was not immediately relieved. Warily, he circled the car,
expecting to find the detective crouching and poised to spring.."I've always wanted to learn the piano myself," Junior claimed, "but I guess you
really have to start young.".Junior had the picture now. Clear as Kodachrome. Victoria was in a relationship, and she had come on to him in the
hospital not because she was looking for more action, but because she was a tease. One of those women who thought it was funny to get a man's
juices up and then leave him stewing in them..During the first months, the journeys were eight or ten miles: along the shoreline north and south of
Bright Beach, and inland to the desert beyond the hills. He left home and returned the same day..Had he ever thought he could get away with this?
He must have been delusional, temporarily mad.."Yes, but it's a Catholic hospital, and they offer this option to all unwed mothers-doesn't matter
what their religion."."Good day, sir," Lipscomb said, closing the door in Neddy's face, possibly compressing his nose and bruising his
boutonniere..Barty stood in the rain, surrounded by the rain, pummeled by the rain, with the rain. Saturated grass squished under his sneakers. The
droplets, in their millions, didn't bend-slip-twist magically around his form, didn't hiss into steam a millimeter from his skin. Yet he remained as
dry as baby Moses floating on the river in a mother-made ark of bulrushes..Celestina circled him, half carrying but also half dragging the chair,
either because her nerves were still ringing and her arms were weak--or because she was faking weakness in the hope of luring him to a reckless
response. Junior circled her while she rounded oil him frantically trying to deal with the pistol without taking his eyes off his adversary..Remember
the beauty of rage. Channel the anger and be a winner. Act now, think later..hooves. This was no demon child. Its father's evil was'nt visibly
reflected in its small.Her metal hands were still crossed defensively over her breasts. The artist had welded large hexagonal nuts to her rake-tine
fingers to suggest knuckles, and balanced on one nut was a fourth quarter..His alcohol-soured breath washed over Agnes as he asked, "How's
Bartholomew doing, is he okay, is the little guy in good health?"."Naomi, are you in there?" Junior whispered again, peering into the windows of
the girl's soul..Eleven years later, a few months after marrying Agnes, Joey mysteriously invited Edom to accompany him on "a little drive," and
took his bewildered brother-in-law to a nursery. They returned home with fifty pound bags of special mulch, jars of plant food, and an array of new
tools. Together, they stripped the sod from the side yard, turned the soil, and prepared the ground for the rich variety of hybrid starter plants that
were delivered the following week..Fifteen feet separated them, with guests intervening. Yet this stranger's attention could have felt no more
disturbingly intense to Junior if they had been alone in the room and but a foot apart..He briefly closed his hand around the three coins, then with a
snap of his wrist, flung them at Nolly, who flinched. But either the coins were never flung or they vanished in midair-and his hand was
empty..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..On this occasion, however, he couldn't have focused on a book even if he'd
had the strength to hold it. The fierce paroxysms that clenched his guts also destroyed his ability to concentrate..The hall was deserted. Then a
woman came out of one of the offices and walked toward the gallery, without glancing at him..Grace and Celestina fell at once into the rhythms of
kitchen work, not only brewing the coffee, but also helping Agnes with the pies..Later, as Bonita and Francesca proudly served their mother's
individually molded Christmas-tree-shaped servings of flan, which they themselves had plated, Barty leaned close to his mother and, pointing to
the table in front of them, said softly but excitedly, "Look at the rainbows!".Surprisingly, dolls. Quite a few dolls. Apparently the bastard boy was
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effeminate, a quality he sure as hell hadn't inherited from his father..As Obadiah lowered himself into a well-worn armchair, he said to Edom, "Son,
don't I know you from somewhere?".Wally Lipscomb's face, as long and narrow as ever, seemed not at all like the dour visage of an undertaker, as
once it had, but rather like the rubbery mug of one of those circus clowns who can make you laugh as easily by striking an exaggeratedly sad frown
as by putting on a goofy grin. She saw a warmth of spirit where once she had seen spiritual indifference, vulnerability where once she had seen an
armored heart, great expectations where once she had seen withered hope; she saw kindness and gentleness where they had always been but now in
more generous measure than before. She loved this long, narrow, homely, wonderful face, and she loved the man who wore it..He picked up Angel,
picked up Barty. "Hold on." He carried them out of the room, down the stairs, out of the house, to the yard under the great tree, where they would
wait for the police, and where they would not see Jacob's body when the coroner removed it by way of the front door.
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