Mum Dreams About A Little Lightning Bug

MUM DREAMS ABOUT A LITTLE LIGHTNING BUG
While waiting for inspiration to present him with a better strategy, Junior returned to the telephone book in search of the right Bartholomew. Not
the directory for Spruce Hills and the surrounding county, but the one for San Francisco..NOLLY WULFSTAN, private detective, had the teeth of
a god and a face so unfortunate that it argued convincingly against the existence of a benign deity.."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 reached toward the dead man's closed hand, but he couldn't find the courage to touch it. He was afraid
that if he pried open the stiff fingers, he would discover a quarter inside..If there had been footsteps, they had fallen silent the moment Junior froze
to listen for them. Even over the hard drumming of his heart, he would have heard any noise. The pillowy fog seemed to smother sound in the
alleyway more effectively than ever.."December 1, 1958, in Chicago, Illinois, a parochial-school fire killed ninety-five.".The man's voice echoed
hollowly in Junior's ears, as if coming from the far end of a tunnel. Or from the terminus of a death-row hallway, on the long walk between the last
meal and the execution chamber..Junior, putting himself in the detective's place, could think of a few reasons for this visit to Seraphim's grave.
Unfortunately, not one of them supported his contention that he was an innocent man.."Only for a little while. Then he is joining me at the gallery,
and after the show's over, we're having dinner together.".The musician's bird-sharp gaze grew dull. His pink tongue protruded from his mouth, like
a half-eaten worm..As usual, Vanadium had spoken in a monotone, putting no special emphasis on those two words. Yet Junior sensed that the
detective harbored doubts about the explanation of the girl's death..Her eyes, lustrous pools, brimmed with the need to know, but she respected the
deal. "I only half understood all that, and I don't even know which half, but in some strange way, it feels true. Thank you. I will think about it
tonight, when I can't sleep." She stepped close and kissed him on the cheek. "Who are you, Tom Vanadium?".A sense of mystery overcame Agnes,
unnerving but not entirely or even primarily unpleasant..Waking from a bad dream, he sometimes thought he heard the ratcheting of gear-wheel
feet. The scrape and creak of rusted iron joints. The clink of rake-tine fingers rattling against one another.."Ouch," said Edom, and this earned him
loving smiles from Maria, Agnes, and Barty..He shouldered past two counter waitresses, past the short-order cook who was working eggs and
burgers and bacon on the open griddle and grill. Whatever expression wrenched Junior's face, it must have been intimidating, for without protest
but with walleyed alarm, the employees squeezed aside to let him pass..The minister had finished. The service was over. No one came to Junior
with condolences, because they would see him again shortly, at the Ford dealership buffet..Neither customers nor staff could be found in the first of
the three large rooms. Only cheaper galleries were crowded with browsers and unctuous sales personnel. In an establishment as upscale as Coquin,
the hoi polloi were discouraged from gawking, while the high value and extreme desirability of the art were made evident by the staff's almost
pathological aversion to promoting the merchandise..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..Alarm contacts gleamed in the header, but the system wasn't currently activated..Edom did as
asked. Then he cut the deck into two approximately equal stacks when requested to do so..Tom was an Oregon State Police detective, as far as
Celestina knew, and she didn't understand what he was doing here..They wore out a lot of cards and kept a generous supply of all types of decks on
hand..If their relationship had not been limited to a single evening of passion, if they had not been of two worlds, if she had not been underage and
therefore jailbait, they might have had an open romance, and then her death would have touched him more deeply..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..This was a test of Junior's gullibility, and he would not give Vanadium the satisfaction of searching his robe for the coin..Finished,
Joshua excused himself and went down the hall to his office. He was gone perhaps five minutes, and when he returned, he sent Barty off to the
waiting room, where the receptionist kept a jar of lemon- and orange-flavored hard candies. "A few of them have your name on 'em,
Bartholomew.".Speaking of bosoms, everywhere in the loft were braless girls in sweaters and miniskirts, braless girls in T-shirts and miniskirts,
braless girls in silk-lined rawhide vests and jeans, braless girls in tie-dyed sash tops, with bared midriffs, and calypso pants. Lots of guys moved
through the crowd, too, but Junior barely noticed them..Turning around in his seat, watching with amusement as Celestina fumbled nervously with
the currency, the cabbie said, "You're not scared, not you. Sitting back there so silent most all the way, you weren't thinking about being famous.
You were thinking about that girl of yours.".Recuperating, he had plenty of time to practice meditation. He became so proficient at focusing on the
imaginary bowling pin that he could make himself oblivious of all else. A stridently ringing phone wouldn't penetrate his trance. Even Bob
Chicane, Junior's instructor, who knew all the tricks, could not make his voice heard when Junior was at one with the pin..While Jacob had
shuffled, Agnes had taken little Barty from his bassinet into her arms. She was surprised and discomfited to discover that the baby was to have his
fortune told first..Luck favored Paul: The hero was here, having breakfast. He and two other men were deep in conversation at a comer
table..Junior's breath smoked from him as if he contained a seething fire of his own. He felt a sheen of condensation arise on his face, cold and
invigorating..Yet for all his love of reading and of music, events suggested that for mathematics he had a still greater aptitude..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
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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."."Blood tests should reveal whether the child's yours or not. That also might explain all this.".He
found it difficult to make a painful personal revelation sound sincere when delivered in a shout, but he managed well enough to bring a shine of
tears to her eyes: "Part of my left foot was shot off in this upcountry sweep we did.".Before he searched the bedroom, Vanadium walked quickly
back through the rooms that he had already inspected, suddenly remembering the three bizarre paintings of which Nolly, Kathleen, and Sparky had
spoken, and wondering how he could have overlooked them. They were not here. He was able to locate, however, the places on the walls where the
art works had hung, because the nails still bristled from the pocket plaster, and picture hooks dangled from the nails..Grace declined food, but Tom
ordered for her, anyway, selecting those things that by now he knew Celestina liked, guessing that the mother's taste had shaped the
daughter's.."I've seen them," Tom assured her. "My dear, you've never smelled anything better than a field full of bacon vines.".Although Celestina
felt a little paranoid, being so security-minded in this safe neighborhood, nevertheless she searched, out the master control button and engaged the
power locks..This back blow wasn't just sport, either, but more like Vietnam as lie sometimes told women that he remembered it. As though
pitched by a grenade blast, Junior went from his feet to the floor with chin-rapping impact, teeth guillotining together so hard that he would have
severed his tongue if it had been between them.."I haven't disturbed him," said the visitor, taking his cue from the doctor and keeping his voice
low..He had the capacity to be exceptional at anything to which he applied himself. Bob Chicane had been right about that: Junior was far more
intense than other men, possessed of greater gifts and the energy to use them..He decided that he must never again kill so impetuously. Never. In
fact, he vowed never again to kill at all, except in self-defense. Soon he would be rich-with much to lose if he was caught. Homicide was a
marvelous adventure; sadly, however, it was an entertainment that he could no longer afford..The little hands, so weak now but someday strong:
Would they eventually be capable of savagery, as were the father's hands? Misbegotten offspring. This seed of a demonic man whom Phimie
herself had called sick and evil. However innocent-looking now, what pain might she eventually in-- on others? What outrages might she commit
in years to come? Although Celestina searched intently, she could not glimpse the father's evil in the child..St. Mary's social workers did not arrive
with dawn, so Celestina was given the privacy of one of their offices, where the wet face of the morning pressed blurrily at the windows, and where
she phoned her parents with the terrible news. From here, too, she arranged with a mortician to collect Phimie's body from the cold-storage locker
in the hospital morgue, embalm it, and have it flown home to Oregon..Being ruthlessly honest with himself, as always, he acknowledged that
killing Tammy would not solve his problem. She might have told friends and colleagues about the Rolex, just as she had surely shared with her
girlfriends the juiciest details about Junior's unequaled lovemaking. During the two months that he and the cat woman dated, others had heard her
call him Eenie. He couldn't kill Tammy and all her friends and colleagues, at least not on a timely enough schedule to thwart the police..Junior was
glad for the chance to eavesdrop, not only because he hoped to learn the nature and depth of Vanadium's suspicions, but also because he was
curious-and concerned-about the cause of the disgusting and embarrassing episode that had landed him here..She refused to look at him, the way
her mother had refused to look at him when he'd been making love to her in the parsonage. She began twisting a red pencil in a handheld sharpener,
making sure that the shavings fell into a can kept for that purpose. "I saw it here."."One of the things I was searching for in your house was a life
insurance policy on your wife. I didn't find one. Didn't find any canceled checks for the premium, either.".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..Through her efforts, the Bright Beach Public
Library sponsored an amibitious oral-history project financed by two private foundations and by an annual strawberry festival. Local retirees were
enlisted to record the stories of their lives, so that their experiences, insights, and knowledge wouldn't be lost to generations yet unborn..Celestina
wanted nothing to do with it, was offended by the very sight of it, and she.Olive complexion, no less smooth than the skin of a calamata. Eyes as
lustrous as pools shimmering with a reflection of eternity and stars..Scamp had fabulous legs, and her bralessness left no doubts about the
lusciousness and authenticity of her chest, but after an hour of conversation about something or other, before suggesting that they leave together,
Junior maneuvered her into a reasonably private corner and discreetly put a hand up her skirt, just to confirm that his gender suspicions were
correct..The mound of earth beside the grave had been disguised by piles of flowers and cut ferns. The suspended casket was skirted with black
material to conceal the yawning grave beneath it..That same day, he dared to visit two galleries. Neither of them had a pewter candlestick on
display..Junior didn't slow as he passed the house, but circled the block and drove by the place again..The artist, six feet four and two hundred fifty
pounds, looked markedly more dangerous in person than in his scary publicity photo. Still in his twenties, he had white hair that fell limp and
straight to his shoulders. Dead-white skin. His deep-set eyes, as silver-gray as rain with an albino-pink undertone, had a predatory glint as chilling
as that in the eyes of a panther. Terrible scars slashed his face, and red hash marks covered his big hands, as though he'd frequently defended
himself barehanded against men armed with swords.."Oh, yes, 1 recall it now. Polar bears eating tourists in Union Square, wolf packs prowling the
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Heights."."Oh? Do they rent their house out to pirates with little pirate children, clowns with little clown children?"."Cancer," she whispered, and
superstitiously reproached herself for speaking the word aloud, as though thereby she'd given power to the malignancy and ensured its
existence.."It's a miracle both of you didn't go through that railing," the attorney agreed..Here again were these peculiar grammatical constructions,
which sometimes she had thought were just the mistakes that even a prodigy could be expected to make, and which sometimes she had interpreted
as expressions of fanciful speculations, but which lately she had suspected were of a more complex-and perhaps darker-nature. Now her dread took
form, and she wondered if the personality disorders that had shaped her brothers' lives could have roots not just in the abuse they had taken from
their father, but also in a twisted genetic legacy that could manifest again in her son. In spite of his great gifts, Barty might be destined for a life
limited by a psychological problem of a unique or at least different-nature, first suggested by these occasional conversations that seemed not fully
coherent.."Longer to wait between Christmases," she said. "And between birthdays. I'd save a bunch of money on gifts.".Glancing at the plump pie
in Edom's hands, the gentleman replied to Agnes in a musical yet gravelly voice worthy of Louis Armstrong: "You must be the lady Reverend
Collins told me about.".By the time this operation concluded and the sulphurous Mr. Cain was brought to some form of justice, Simon might have
spent twenty or twenty-five percent of the fee that he'd collected from the liability settlement in the matter of Naomi Cain's death. The attorney put
a substantial price on his dignity and reputation..He wondered what it would be like to make love to Renee and kill her. Only once had he killed
without good reason. And that had been one of the infuriating Bartholomews. Prosser in Terra Linda. A man. On that occasion, no erotic element
had been involved. This would be a first..He felt for the railing. Grasped at the empty air only briefly. Found the handrail. He climbed to the
porch..In spite of the gloom, the boy's miraculous accomplishment was evident: his clothes and hair were dry as though he'd worn a coat and
hood..This was not a ghost. This was not a walking dead man. This was something else, but until he knew what it was, who it was, the only person
he could possibly look for was Vanadium..Wally's own house was in the same neighborhood, a block and a half away, a three-story Victorian gem
that he entirely occupied..Barty let go of the girl's hand, and although he remained dry, the storm at once found her where she'd been hiding in the
silver-black folds of its curtains.."Don't you say that. The society isn't silly, especially not now. It's us, it's what we were and how we are, and I do
so much love everything that's us.".At the farthest end of the loft from the stereo speakers, voices nevertheless had to be raised in even the most
intimate exchanges. The artist who had created In the Baby 's Brain Lies the Parasite of Doom, Version 6, however, possessed a voice as deep,
sharp-edged, and penetrating as his talent..Carrying the brochure, Vanadium returned to the bathroom and switched on the overhead light. He
stared at the slashed wall, at the name red and ravaged.."That's not what they say," the boy replied with a giggle, for his extensive reading had
introduced him to words that he and she agreed were not his to use..No. Ridiculous. Naomi wasn't slumped across him. He wasn't sharing his bed
with a corpse. That was E.C. Comics stuff, something from a yellowed issue of Tales from the Crypt..The word diarrhea was inadequate to describe
this affliction. In spite of the books he'd read to improve his vocabulary, Junior could not think of any word sufficiently descriptive and powerful
enough to convey his misery and the hideousness of his ordeal.."It was. But maybe that's not the whole story. 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.".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?.When he pushed
Naomi, profit was the motive. He killed Victoria and Vanadium in self-defense. Those three deaths were necessary..He found nothing especially
gratifying, switched off the lights, and moved on to the living room. If Cain was coming home, he could glance up from the street and see lights
ablaze here, so Vanadium resorted to a small flashlight, always carefully hooding the lens with one hand.."After the war, for a while, I was able to
get more mainstream work. Racially ... things were changing. But I was getting older, too, and the entertainment business is always looking for
someone young, fresh. So I never made it big. Lord, I never even made it medium, but I got along okay. Until ... by the early 1950s, my booking
agent found it harder and harder to line up good dates, good clubs.".Abruptly, without a cannonade of thunder, without artillery strikes of lightning,
the storm broke. As loud as marching armies, rain tramped across the roof..Raise high the candlestick. In spite of the masking music, breathe
shallowly and through the mouth. Remain poised, ready..When Junior walked the cracked-linoleum corridor and descended the six flights of stairs
to the street, he discovered that a thin drizzle was falling. The afternoon grew darker even as he turned his face to the sky, and the cold, dripping
city, which swaddled Bartholomew somewhere in its concrete folds, appeared not to be a beacon of culture and sophistication anymore, but a
forbidding and dangerous empire, as it had never seemed to him before..Truly, the time spent helping Agnes had given her uncountable new
subjects for paintings and had begun to bring to her work a new depth that excited her. "When you pour out your pockets into the pockets of
others," Agnes had once said, "you just wind up richer in the morning than you were the night before.".Although a cold current crackled along the
cable of her spine, Agnes smiled at the card. She was determined to change the dark mood that had descended over them..That was all right, for she
had done the same for Otter's elder sister, and so his parents sent him to her in the evenings. But she taught Otter more than the song of the
Creation. She knew his gift. She and some men and women like her, people of no fame and some of questionable reputation, had all in some degree
that gift; and they shared, in secret, what lore and craft they had. "A gift untaught is a ship unguided," they said to Otter, and they taught him all
they knew. It wasn't much, but there were some beginnings of the great arts in it; and though he felt uneasy at deceiving his parents, he couldn't
resist this knowledge, and the kindness and praise of his poor teachers. "It will do you no harm if you never use it for harm," they told him, and that
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was easy for him to promise them..Weird, this kid. Making him uneasy. All in white, with her incomprehensible yammering about talking books
and talking dogs and her mother driving pies, and working on a damn strange drawing for a little girl..In the morning, at breakfast, from this calmer
perspective, he looked back at his tantrum in the middle of the night and wondered if he might be in psychological trouble. He decided not. In
November and December, Junior studied arcane texts on the supernatural, went through new women at a pace prodigious even for him, found three
Bartholomews, and finished ten needlepoint pillows..Only madmen were capable of such butchery. Hopeless lunatics like Ed Gein, out there in
Wisconsin, arrested just seven years ago, when Junior had been sixteen. Ed, the inspiration for Psycho, had constructed mobiles out of human noses
and lips. He used human skin to make lampshades and to upholster furniture. His soup bowls had once been human skulls. He ate the hearts and
selected other organs of his victims, wore a belt fashioned from nipples, and occasionally danced under the moon while masked by the scalp and
face of a woman he had murdered.."As she comes closer to full term," said Dairies, "she's at great risk of preeclampsia developing into full
eclampsia.".A sudden cold breeze blew down out of the moon, bearing a faint alien scent, and the black boughs of the trees billowed and rustled
like witches' skirts..She was a duplicitous bitch, too. After coming on to him, after teasing a reaction out of him, she had run off and gossiped about
him as though he had instigated the seduction. Worse, to make herself feel important, she had told the police her skewed version, surely with much
colorful embellishment..After taking a preliminary statement from Celestina, Bellini left to romance a judge out of bed and obtain a search warrant
for Enoch Cain's residence, having already ordered a stakeout of the Russian Hill apartment. Celestina's description of her assailant was a perfect
match for Cain. Furthermore, the suspect's Mercedes had been abandoned at her place. Bellini sounded confident that they would find and arrest the
man soon..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..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 old woman crumpled with a papery rustle, as though she were an elaborately folded piece of origami. She would be
unconscious for a while, and after she came around, she probably wouldn't remember who she was, let alone what make of car she'd been driving,
until Junior was well out of Eugene..Junior had come to the gumshoe four days ago, with business that might have made a reputable investigator
uncomfortable. He needed to discover whether Seraphim White had given birth at a San Francisco hospital earlier this month and where the baby
might be found. Since he wasn't prepared to reveal any relationship to Seraphim, and since he resisted devising a cover story on the assumption that
a competent private detective would at once see through it, his interest in this baby inevitably seemed sinister..Indeed, subconsciously, she had
known that Nella was gone since receiving the call at 4:15 this morning. When the old woman had finished what she needed to say, the silence on
the line had been eerily perfect, without one crackle of static or electronic murmur, unlike anything Celestina had ever heard on a telephone
before..Playing with fire was fun when you didn't have to attempt to conceal the fact that it was arson..He missed Naomi. She'd always known
exactly the right thing to say or do, improving his mood with a few words or with just her touch, when he was feeling down..The heavy hand would
come down on his shoulder, he would be spun around against his will, and there before him would be those nailhead eyes, the port-wine stain,
facial bones crushed by a bludgeon.....The water shut off, and Junior heard the ratcheting noise of a paper-towel dispenser..Bearing roses upon their
arrival, they hadn't bothered with umbrellas. Besides, although the sky glowered, the forecast had predicted no precipitation..If blood tests revealed
that Junior wasn't the father, Vanadium would have a motive. It wouldn't be the right motive, because Junior truly hadn't known either that his wife
was pregnant or that she was possibly screwing around with another man. But the detective would be able to sell it to a prosecutor, and the
prosecutor would convince at least a few jurors..They would have given him an antinausea medication. It most likely wasn't going to work quickly
enough to save him..Putting one hand on the object to which she referred, Barty said, "Mom and I were listening to a book when you got here. This
is a talking book.".Agnes called their two-car parade a Christmas caravan, which appealed to Barty's sense of magic and adventure. Repeatedly he
turned in his seat and rose to his knees to look back at his uncle Edom, waving vigorously..The nurse led the way, while the orderly pushed the
gurney from behind Barty's head..Along the hall to his room. Fast and low through the doorframe. Wary of the closet door standing two inches
ajar..On the drive home, Junior dropped the knife down a storm drain in Larkspur. He tossed the gloves in a Dumpster in Corte Madera.
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