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MOZART AUF DEM THEATER
Zedd endorses self-pity, but only if you learn to use it as a springboard to anger, because anger-like hatred--can be a healthy emotion when properly
channeled. Anger can motivate you to heights of achievement you otherwise would never know, even just the simple furious determination to
prove wrong the bastards who mocked you, to rub their faces in the fact of your success. Anger and hatred have driven all great political leaders,
from Hider to Stalin to Mao, who wrote their names indelibly across the face of history, and who were-each, in his own way-eaten with self-pity
when young..Tommy James and the Shondells, good American boys, had a record farther down the charts-"Hanky Panky"-that Junior felt was
better than the Beatles' tune. The failure of his countrymen to support homegrown talent aggravated him. The nation seemed eager to surrender its
culture to foreigners..According to his wristwatch, the time was 9:05 in the morning on this momentous day..This time, however, the singing lasted
longer than before, long enough for him to become suspicious of the heating ducts. These rooms had ten-foot ceilings, and the ducts opened high in
the walls..His daughter, his affliction, his millstone, granddaughter of the boil-giving voodoo Baptist ....Judging by the smeariness of the letters and
by the fact that some had run before they dried, the writing instrument hadn't been a felt-tip marker, as Vanadium first thought. A spattering of red
droplets on the closed lid of the toilet and across the beige marble floor, all dry now, gave rise to a suspicion..First, Victoria Bressler was listed as
one of his victims, although as far as he knew, the authorities still had every reason to attribute her murder to Vanadium..Alone with Agnes, the
physician said, "I want you to take Barty to a specialist in Newport Beach. Franklin Chan. He's a wonderful ophthalmologist and ophthalmological
surgeon, and right now we don't have anyone like that here in town."."And, of course, you'll need to make arrangements for the body," said Dr.
Lipscomb. "Sister Josephina will provide you with a room, a phone, privacy, whatever you need, and for however long you need.".They could be
patient. Their self-denial and sweet anticipation ensured that their lovemaking, when at last they were able safely to indulge, would be shattering in
its intensity, like the coupling of mortals raised to the status of demigods by virtue of their passion, its power and purity..Reading the dates on the
headstone, he saw that the minister's daughter had died on the seventh of January, the day after Naomi had fallen from the fire tower. If ever asked,
Junior would have no trouble accounting for his whereabouts on that day..holding hands as they watched John Wayne in The Searchers, David
Niven in Around the World in 80 Days. They were so young then, sure they would live forever, and they were still young now, but for one of them,
forever had arrived..Junior and Naomi had taken their dried apricots from the same bag. Reached in the bag without looking. Shook them out into
the palms of their hands. She could not have controlled which pieces of fruit he received and which she ate..Already, he was up two hours past his
bedtime. In recent months, he'd exhibited the more erratic sleeping habits of older children. Some nights, he seemed to possess the circadian
rhythms of owls and bats; after being sluggish all day, he suddenly became alert and energetic at dusk wanting to read long past midnight..On the
second morning of Barty's illness, Agnes came downstairs and found him at the kitchen table, in his pajamas, happily applying unconventional
hues to a scene in a coloring book..Junior said, "I should know your name from the playbill at the lounge, but I'm as bad with names as you are
good with faces.".Nor could she begin to imagine the nature of the disaster that had befallen him, leaving his face looking blasted and loose at all
its hinges. She had last seen him at Phimie's funeral. A few minutes ago at her doorstep, she'd recognized him only because of his port-wine
birthmark..When he located the new grave, approximately where he'd guessed that it would be, he was surprised to find a black granite headstone
already set in place, instead of a temporary marker painted with the.For her, the suspense that grew throughout dinner didn't have much to do with
whether or not Wally would pop the question, because if he didn't broach the subject this time, she intended to take the initiative. Instead, Celestina
was more tense about whether or not Wally expected that a heartfelt expression of commitment should be sufficient to induce her to sleep with
him..Her case of polio had been so severe that braces and crutches were never an option. Muscle rehabilitation had been ineffective..Against the
backdrop of granite monuments, Kaitlin hulked like a moldering presence from Beyond, risen out of a rotting box to take vengeance on the
living..As hard of head as she was hard of heart, Victoria had not sustained serious brain damage, only a concussion..That would not be a
productive use of his time. Satisfying, but not prudent. Zedd tells us that time is the most precious thing we have, because we're born with so little
of it.."Two weeks to go. I'm not going to miss that. I've cleared all appointments off my calendar.".a time, from the carafe on the nightstand. She
spooned the ice into Junior's mouth not with the businesslike.To Dr. Parkhurst, Vanadium said, "In my work, I see lots of people who've just lost
loved ones. None of them has ever puked like Vesuvius.".Three times, the singing faded away, but twice, just when he thought that she had
finished, she began to croon again. The third time, the silence lasted..Bright though they were at all times, Barty's Tiffany eyes shone brighter now
with beams of North Pole magic. "Maybe I do feel it."."Naomi--she popped out of my oven twenty years ago, not out of yours," Sheena continued
in a fierce whisper. "If anyone's suffering here, it's me, not you. Who're you, anyway? Some guy who's been boinking her for a couple years, that's
all you are. I'm her mother. You can never know my pain. And if you don't stand with this family to make these wankers pay up big-time, I'll
personally cut your balls off while you're sleeping and feed them to my cat.".Into Barty's darkness came light that he had not sought. He saw his
smiling Mary on his lap as she lowered her hands from his temples, saw the faces of his family, the table set with Christmas decorations and many
candles flickering..Five days later, on Barty's birthday morning, when Agnes and Edom were in the kitchen, making preparations for the visits that
had earned her the affectionate title of Pie Lady, Barty was in his highchair, eating a vanilla wafer lightly dampened with milk. Each time a crumb
fell from the cookie, the boy plucked it off the tray and neatly conveyed it to his tongue.."I'll come by at eight o'clock for breakfast," Wally
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suggested. "We have to set a date.".He warily surveyed those around him as he walked, and looked over his shoulder from time to time. On one of
these backward glances, he was unnerved but not surprised to see Vanadium's specter..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.."All right," Agnes said, and as she voiced her acceptance, she was shivered by a sudden fear for which she couldn't at once identify a
cause..Judging by the sounds Vanadium made, Junior figured that the cop had settled once more into the armchair..and half rotten. She tore it. With
the small scissors, she opened the shoulder seam from the inside.."We have reason to believe that the man who raped your sister is stalking
you."."Will I love you tomorrow, you mean, and the day after tomorrow, and on forever? Of course, forever, Wally, always.".In the glamorous
cocktail lounge of this elegant hotel, Junior was necessarily forced to use other of Zedd's techniques-and more brandy--to liberate from his
subconscious the name of the caller on the Ansaphone. Max. The caller had said, It's Max..He sat on the edge of the bed and held her right hand.
She had passed away such a short time ago that her skin was still warm..For guidance, Agnes couldn't rely entirely on any of the child rearing
books in her library. Barty's unique gifts presented her with special parenting problems. Now, when he asked if he could stay up even later, to read
about John Thomas Stuart and Lummox, John's pet from another world, she granted him permission..spades. Friday night, she had ripped the cards
in thirds and had been carrying the twelve pieces with her since then, waiting for this quiet Sunday evening..In a pocket of his smock was his letter
to Reverend Harrison White. He hadn't sealed the envelope, because he intended to read to Perri, his wife, what he'd written, and include any
corrections she suggested. In this, as in all things, Paul valued her opinion..San Francisco's pre-Christmas cheer had deserted it. The glow and
glitter of the season had given way to a mood as dark and ominous as The Cancer Lurks Unseen, Version 1..At the mention of her son's name,
Agnes stiffened. There were numerous ways for Deed to have learned the baby's name, yet it seemed wrong for him to know it, wrong to use it, the
name of this child he had nearly orphaned, had almost killed..In his smooth whiteness, Junior felt a pressure on his eyes, and then came visual
hallucinations, disturbing his deep inner peace. He felt someone peel up his eyelids, and Bob Chicane's worried face-with the sharp features of a
fox, curly black hair, and a walrus mustache-was inches from his..He had nothing against Negroes. He didn't wish them ill. He wasn't prejudiced.
Live and let live. He believed that as long as they stayed with their own kind and abided by the rules of a polite society, like everyone else, they
had a right to live in peace..Among those present before the caravan returned were a few who should have known better than to allow this madness.
Tom Vanadium, Edom, Maria. They stared up at the boy, tense and solemn, and Agnes could only suppose that they, too, had arrived after the fact,
with the boy already beyond easy recall..Shifting the Suburban out of park, Wally said, "I didn't know Baptists indulged in wagering.".Amused,
Wally said, "You artists do love to dramatize-or have I forgotten the San Francisco blizzard of '65?".Uncommonly healthy, he didn't suffer croup,
flu, sinusitis, or most of the ailments to which other children were vulnerable..She wanted so badly to believe, to see her son made whole again, and
the funny thing was that she could believe, and without emotional risk, because it was true..A Description of Earthsea.Only now, as the tide of
adrenaline began to ebb, Paul wondered who could possibly have wanted to kill a man of peace and God, a man as good as Harrison White..Sitting
on a stool at the counter, he ordered a cheeseburger, coleslaw, french fries, and a cherry Coke..Finally Vanadium said, "According to the lab report,
the baby she was carrying was almost certainly yours."."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.".Spinning off the stool, he
had also spun out of control. Second by second, twin storms of anger and fear whirled stronger within him..Holding hands, Barty and Angel led the
adults into the kitchen, to the back door. This procession had a ceremonial quality that intrigued Tom, and by the time they stepped onto the porch,
he was impatient to know why everyone-except he and Wally-was emotionally airborne, one degree of altitude below euphoria..Maria, however,
lived comfortably with both the Catholicism and the occultism in which she had been raised. In Hermosillo, Mexico, the latter had been nearly as
important to the spiritual life of her family as had been the former..Now Junior threw back the covers and sprang out of bed. In double briefs, he
restlessly roamed the hotel room..Champagne, then, and two shopping bags packed full of Armenian takeout. Sou beurek, mujadereh,
chicken-and-rice biryani, stuffed grape leaves, artichokes with lamb and rice, orouk, manti, and more. Following a Baptist grace (said by Grace),
Wally and the three White women, a fourth present in spirit, sat around the Formica-topped table, feasting, laughing, talking about art and healing
and baby care and the past and tomorrow, while up on Nob Hill, Neddy Gnathic sat tuxedoed at a lacquered black piano, sprinkling
diamond-bright notes through an elegant room..She strove to appear calm, and she must have succeeded, because neither woman seemed to realize
that she was scared almost to the point of paralysis. She moved woodenly, joints stiff, muscles tense..Their apartment was in a four-story Victorian
house that dripped gingerbread, in the exclusive Pacific Heights district. It had been converted to apartments with deep respect for the architecture,
years before Wally bought it.."No, that's not necessary," Junior said, trying to sound casual. "Considering what you told me, I'm sure whoever's
bothering me here can't be Vanadium. I mean, him being on the run, with plenty of his own troubles, the last thing he'd do is follow me here just to
screw with my head a little.".NOLLY FELT A little silly, walking the mean streets of North Beach under a white umbrella with red polka dots. It
kept him dry, however, and with Nolly, practical considerations always triumphed over matters of image and style..Fear of the unknown is a
weakness, for it presumes dimensions to life beyond human control. Zedd teaches that nothing is beyond our control, that nature is just a
mindlessly grinding machine with no more mysteries in it than we will find in applesauce..He got in the Suburban, pulled the door shut, but didn't
at once start the engine..At the beginning of his third month, instead of at the end of his fifth, he was combining vowels and consonants: "ba-ba-ba,
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ga-ga-ga, la-la-la, ca-ca-ca.".Visibly nonplussed by Junior's blithe failure to terminate the handshake when the shaking stopped, the fussy Neddy
didn't want to be so rude as to yank his hand loose, or to cause a scene regardless of how small, but Junior, smiling and pretending to be as socially
dense as concrete, failed to respond to a polite tug. So Neddy waited, allowing his hand to be held, and his face, previously as white as piano keys,
brightened to a shade of pink that clashed with his red boutonniere..He'd once spoken that very sentiment to her. Golden haze, sun in the heart. His
words had melted her, tears had sprung into her eyes, and sex been better than ever..Barty's reading and writing skills appeared to be related to his
talent for math, as well. To him, language was first phonics, a sort of music that symbolized objects and ideas, and this music was then translated
into written "syllables using the alphabet-which he saw as a system of math employing twenty-six digits instead of ten..Agnes's sharp intake of
breath caused Edom to look up from his nephew's name. Pale, she was, her eyes as haunted as old mansions..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.."I was never Cary Grant, to begin with," said Vanadium, still ceaselessly rolling the quarter across his fingers, "so I had no big emotional
investment in my appearance. Cosmetic surgery would have added another year of recuperation time, probably much longer, and I was anxious to
get after Cain. Seemed to me this mug of mine might be just the thing to scare him into an incriminating mistake, even a confession.".Behind her,
he said, "And is that my gray cardigan? What did you do to my cardigan?".The can struck Junior hard in the face, breaking his nose, before he
could duck..This was the same woman who had been stripping the second bed when Celestina arrived earlier. Now she was here to remake the
first..When Max answered, Vanadium let out his breath in a whoosh of relief and began talking on the inhalation: "It's me, Tom, and maybe I've
just got a bad case of the heebie-jeebies, but there's something I think you better do, and you better do it right now.".EARLY CHRISTMAS EVE,
gallery brochure in hand, Junior returned to his apartment, puzzling over mysteries that had nothing to do with guiding stars and virgin
births..When he held fast to his sanity, common sense eventually told him that the coin must have been left much earlier in the night, soon after he
had set out for Victoria's house. In fact, in spite of the new locks, Vanadium must have stopped here on his way to see Victoria, unaware that he
would meet his death in her kitchen-and at the hands of the very man he was tormenting..Her shaking threatened her composure. She was Barty's
mother and father, his only rock, and she must always be strong for him. She clenched her teeth and tensed her body and gradually quieted the
tremors by an act of will..So keep moving. Don't get hung up on the disgusting aftermath. Keep whistling along like a runaway train. Clean up,
clean out, roll on..Junior suspected Magusson never had any client but himself. Fat fees motivated him, not justice.."Well, sure," said Mary,
"without dying first. That would be the easy way to get there. I'm a Lampion, aren't I? Do we take the easy way, if we can avoid it? Did Daddy take
the easiest way up the oak tree?"."Phimie said the creep thought it was funny, but using Daddy's voice as background music also ... well, aroused
him, maybe because it further humiliated her and because he knew it would humiliate our father. But we never told Daddy that part of it. Neither of
us saw any useful reason for telling him.".Once he had toured the exhibition, managing not to shudder openly, he tried to hang out within hearing
distance of Celestina White, but without appearing to be listening with special intensity..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.."I only told you about that," said Grace, "because it was a very handsome
shirt, and I thought you might want to get one for Wally.".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..When Seraphim's
bastard baby was dead, evidence of paternity would die with it-and any claim for child support. Even Vanadium's stubborn, selfish, greedy,
grubbing, vicious, psychotic, evil spirit would have to recognize that all hope of bringing Junior down was lost, and it would at last either dissipate
in frustration or be reincarnated..Somehow, Agnes knew that in his younger days, Obadiah had been a stage magician. Artlessly, she drew him out
on the subject.."Sit down, sit down," Agnes urged. "I can offer coffee now and pie in a little bit.".Once, he had been a superb driver. For the past
decade, his performance behind the wheel depended on his mood..It didn't seem to him to amount to much. It was such an easy matter to him to
make a silvery light shine in a dark room, or find a lost pin by thinking about it, or true up a warped joint by running his hands over the wood and
talking to it, that he couldn't see why they made a fuss over such things. But his father raged at him for his "shortcuts," even struck him once on the
mouth when he was talking to the work, and insisted that he do his carpentry with tools, in silence..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..After examining Phimie, who was nauseous, Daines prescribed an anticonvulsant,
an antiemetic, and a sedative, all intravenously..Remember the beauty of rage. Channel the anger and be a winner. Act now, think later..He waited
for Otter to nod, but Otter stood motionless..At the open kitchen door, arms laden with a stack of four bakery boxes, her mother said, "Will you get
those last four pies for me there on the table? And don't jostle them, dear."."You'll do better away from the ships, all the fighting and raiding. The
King's working the old mines at Samory, round the mountain. There you'd be out of his way. Work for him you must, if you want to stay alive. I'll
see that you're sent there. If you'll go.".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
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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 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..As outgoing as his twin uncles were
introverted, Barty didn't withdraw from the festivities. Agnes never needed to remind him that family and guests took precedence over even the
most fascinating characters in fiction, and the boy's delight in the company of others pleased his mother and made her proud..He was so innocent.
This sweet boy, this pure and stainless infant, couldn't possibly have an enemy in the world, and she could not imagine any son of hers earning
enemies, not if she raised him well. This was just a silly card reading..Instruction in Braille wasn't recommended for three-year-olds, but an
exception was made in this case. Agnes arranged to have Barty receive a series of lessons, although she suspected that he'd absorb the system and
learn to use it in one or two sessions..A flicker of complacency showed in Otters tired, battered young face. "No," he said. "I don't think anybody
can.".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..Darkrose and Diamond.In her arms she held Bartholomew. The infant was not
heavily bundled, for the weather was unseasonably mild..Posing as a counselor with Catholic Family Services, he phoned each listed Bartholomew,
with a question related to his or her recent adoption. Those who expressed bafflement, and who claimed not to have adopted a child, were generally
stricken from his list..With the dead woman's guest on the way, minutes were precious. Attention to detail was essential, however, regardless of
how much time was required to properly stage the little tableau that might disguise murder as a domestic accident.."This card to mean also is
family love, and is love from many friends, not just to be kissy-kissy love," Maria elucidated.."Here we are," said the driver, braking to a stop at the
curb in front of the gallery..In the passenger's seat, Barty was cushioned in his mother's arms. At times, the boy cooed or gurgled, or made a wet
chording sound..To the phone, the police. No dial tone. Pointless to rattle the disconnect switch. The line had been cut..Celestina was amazed by
her own courage in combat and by the steady calm that served her so well now. She wasn't shaken by the thought of what might have happened to
her, and to her daughter, because her mind and her heart were with Wally-and because, having been watered with hope all of her life, she had a
deep reservoir on which to draw in a time of drought..The ball of sodden Kleenex was gripped so tightly in Junior's left hand that had its carbon
content been higher, it would have been compacted into a diamond. He saw Vanadium staring at his clenched fist and sharp white knuckles. He
tried to ease up on the wad of Kleenex, but he wasn't able to relent..Bressler but no Vanadium. A girl named Angel. Something was wrong here.
Something was rotten..Tom pointed to the nearly finished martini that stood on the table before him. Balanced on the thin rim of the glass:
impossibly, precariously--the coin..For breakfast, he avoided sugar. He ate cold roast beef and drank milk laced with a double shot of
brandy..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..The corroded casement-operating
mechanism began to give way, as did the hinges, and the window sagged outward..The night was in flight, however, and he had a lot to do before it
swooped straight into morning..Junior didn't care which explanation was correct. Only one thing mattered: The Bartholomew hunt was at last
nearing an end. On Wednesday, December 27, Junior met Google, the document forger, in a theater, during a matinee of Bonnie and Clyde..The
two men introduced themselves. The physician was Dr. Jim Parkhurst. His manner was easy and affable, and his soothing voice, either by nature or
by calculation, was as healing as balm..His patience exhausted, the pianist wrenched his hand out of Junior's grip. He glanced around nervously,
certain that they must be the center of attention, but of course the reception guests were lost in their witless conversations, or they were gaga over
the maudlin paintings, and no one was aware of this quiet little drama..At home, Agnes had no appetite, but she fixed Barty a cheese sandwich,
spooned potato salad into a dish, added a bag of corn chips and a Coke, and served this late dinner on a tray, in his room, where he was already in
bed and reading Tunnel in the Sky..After a minute, he slipped his hand into his pocket. The quarter was still there..Immediately at the thought of
regurgitation, his abdominal muscles contracted like those of a laboratory frog zapped by an electric current, and he choked on a rising horror..He
had met her in a university adult-extension course tided "Increasing Self-Esteem Through Controlled Screaming." Participants were taught to
identify harmful repressed emotions and dissipate them through the authentic vocal imitations of a variety of animals..Adding new growth to his
forest of frustration, Tom got up from the study desk, fetched the newspaper from the front doorstep, and went to the kitchen to make his morning
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coffee. He boiled up a pot of strong brew and sat down at the knotty-pine table with a steaming mug full of black and sugarless solace.
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