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ON THE INSIDE OF A MARBLE FROM QUANTUM MECHANICS TO THE BIG BANG
His happy expectation thickened into dread when he spotted the ambulance at the curb. And in the driveway stood the Buick that belonged to
Joshua Nunn, their family doctor..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..And in time, the surgeon did appear, bearing the good news that
neither of the malignancies had spread to the orbit and optic nerve, but he had no greater miracle to report..Here they came at last, guns drawn,
wary. Different uniforms, yet they reminded him of the cops in Oregon, gathered in the shadow of the fire tower. The same faces: hard-eyed,
suspicious..Darkness, the one source of childhood fear that most adults never quite outgrow, held no terror for Barty. Although for a while his
bedroom featured a Mickey Mouse night-light, the miniature lamp was there not to soothe the boy, but to quiet his mother's nerves, because she
worried about him waking alone, in blackness..On the nightstand waited a glass of water on a coaster and a pharmacy bottle containing several
capsules of a potent painkiller..She started to get up from the chair behind the desk, but he encouraged her to stay seated..On the serving tables, the
canap? trays held only stained paper doilies, crumbs, and empty plastic champagne glasses..IN HIS FORD VAN filled with needlepoint and Sklent
and Zedd, Junior Cain-Pinchbeck to the world-left the Bay Area by a back door. He took State Highway 24 to Walnut Creek, which might or might
not have walnuts, but which offered a mountain and a state park named for the devil: Mount Diablo. State Highway 4 to Antioch brought him to a
crossing of the river delta west of Bethel Island. Bethel, for those who had taken good advanced courses in vocabulary improvement, meant "sacred
place.".Although he ate more meals in restaurants than not, he hadn't ordered a burger in twenty-two months, since finding the quarter embedded in
the half-melted slice of cheddar, in December of '65. Indeed, since then, he'd never risked a sandwich of any kind in a restaurant, limiting his
selections to foods that were served open on the plate..They sat in silence, and the moment held such an extraordinary quality of expectation that
Kathleen would not have been surprised if the vanished quarter had suddenly appeared in midair and dropped, winking brightly, to the center of
Nolly's desk, there to spin with perpetual motion, until Vanadium chose to pluck it up.."It sure is," Barty said. When only a mortified silence
followed his remark, he added: "Gee, I thought that was kinda funny.".If he had cut himself intentionally for the express purpose of writing the
name in blood, then the reservoir of anger was deeper still and pent up behind a formidable dam of obsession..The runt was so out of proportion to
his office furniture that he appeared to be a bug perched in the giant leather executive chair, which itself looked like the maw of a Venus's--flytrap
about to swallow him for lunch. He allowed such a lengthy silence to follow Junior's question that by the time he answered, his reply was
superfluous..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..Lientery's work met the criteria of great art, about which Junior had learned in art-appreciation courses. It
undermined his sense of reality, left him wary, filled him with angst and with loathing for the human condition, and made him wish he hadn't just
eaten dinner..As though one of the quarters had dropped into his ear and triggered a golden oldie in the jukebox of his mind, Junior heard
Vanadium's voice in the hospital room, in Spruce Hills, on the night of the day when Naomi died: "en you cut Naomi's string, you put an end to the
effects that her music would have on the lives of others and on the shape of the future.....When the old man died and Agnes inherited the property,
the three of them played cards in the backyard for the first time on the day of his funeral, played openly rather than in secret, almost giddy with
freedom. Eventually, when Agnes fell in love and married, Joey Lampion joined their card games, and thereafter, Jacob and Edom enjoyed a
greater sense of family than they had ever known before..Odder yet, the pianist had studied him with a keen interest that was inexplicable, since
they were essentially strangers. When caught staring, he'd appeared rattled, turning away quickly, eager to avoid further contact..Curiously, reciting
these facts usually calmed him, as though speaking of disaster would ward it off. Since Friday, however, he had found no comfort in his usual
routines..Young boys, however, are not moved by scenery, especially not when their hearts are adventuring on Mars.."Cancer," he said, because
that was more tragic and far less suspicious than a fall from a fire tower..Antihypertensive drugs were administered intravenously, and Phimie was
confined to bed, attached to a heart monitor..So they had cooked up this project, math and mayhem, geometry of limbs and branches, arboreal
science and childish stunt, a test of strategy and strength and skill-and of the scary limits of nine-year-old bravado..To look entirely like her name,
she needed only white wings. He would give her wings: a short flight out the window, into the oak..Acutely aware that someone with more need
than patience might soon rap at the locked door, Junior dropped back into the men's room..She slipped into her shoes and stood for a moment
watching his lips move as he gave thanks for his blessings and as he asked that blessings be given to others who needed them..And God has four
hundred billion billion fingers, and He plays a really hot version of "Hawaiian Holiday..On Joey's side, there was no family to provide help. His
mother had died of leukemia when he was four. His dad, fond of beer and brawling--like father not like son-was killed in a bar fight five years later.
Without close relatives willing to take him in, Joey went to an orphanage. At nine he wasn't prime adoption material-babies were what was
wanted-and he'd been raised in the institution..On the short return trip to the ophthahnologist, Agnes crazily considered driving past Chan's office
building, cruising onward--ever onward-into the sparkling December night, not just back to Bright Beach, where the bad news would simply come
by phone, but to places so far away that the diagnosis could never catch up to them, where the disease would remain unnamed and therefore would
have no power over Barty.."Sometimes she wrote little paragraphs to God, very touching and humble notes of gratitude, thanking Him for bringing
you into her life.".The cord wasn't long enough to allow Celestina to take the telephone handset with her, so she put it down on the nightstand,
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beside the lamp..make a worrywart life-insurance salesman like me seem just as light hearted as a schoolgirl.".The operator attempted to calm him,
but he remained hysterical. Between gasps and sharp squeals of pretended pain, he shakily rattled off his name, address, and phone
number..Magusson was a small man behind a huge desk. His head appeared too large for his body, but his ears seemed no bigger than a pair of
silver dollars. Large protuberant eyes, bulging with shrewdness and feverish with ambition, marked him as one who'd be hungry a minute after
standing up from a daylong feast. A button nose too severely turned up at the tip, an upper lip long enough to rival that of an orangutan, and a mean
slash of a mouth completed a portrait sure to repel any woman with eyesight; but if you wanted an attorney who was angry at the world for having
been cursed with ugliness and who could convert that anger into the energy and ruthlessness of a pit bull in the courtroom, even while using his
unfortunate looks to gain the jurors' sympathy, then Simon Magusson was the counselor for you.."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."."Periodic violent emesis without an apparent cause can be one indication of locomotor ataxia, but you've no other
symptoms of it. I wouldn't worry about that unless this happens again."."Wally," Celestina said, without hesitation, because suddenly she saw
something of a Wally in his green eyes, which were livelier than they had been before..A speeding truck passed, stirring the fog, and the white
broth churned past the car windows, a disorienting swirl..Returning from his tests, he'd gotten into bed without stripping off the thin, hospital-issue
robe. He was still wearing it over his pajamas..Vanadium owned so few clothes that the two bags had sufficient capacity to accommodate half the
contents of the closet and dresser..mouth was turned down in half a frown. From the corner of her lips oozed a stream.Now the message ...
Something about a hospital. Someone dying. A cerebral hemorrhage..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..Room to room
through the upstairs. Checking closets. Behind furniture. Bathrooms. In Paul's private spaces. No Cain..Because the upper part of the hospital bed
was somewhat raised, he didn't have to lift his head from the pillow to study the corner where the phantom waited. He peered beyond the IV rack,
past the foot of the.He couldn't work up sufficient saliva to get the rasp out of his voice: "Then you could learn to do it."."My little girl," she said,
and belatedly she realized that this might not be a policeman, after all, but someone trying to determine if she and Angel were alone in the
apartment..Celestina was maneuvered aside as the surgical team began resuscitation procedures. Stunned, she backed away from the table until she
encountered a wall. In southern California, as dawn of this new momentous day looms.quiet pool, sweet with the fragrance of jasmine. Under the
huge spreading oak. Grass oiled to a glossy green by the.Softened by a Shantung shade, the lamplight was golden on his small smooth face, but
sapphire and emerald in his eyes..He still had a sour taste in his mouth, although it was not as disgusting as it had been. All the odors were
wonderfully clean and bracing--antiseptics, floor wax, freshly laundered bedsheets-without a whiff of.In spite of her nature, Agnes could not find
forgiveness in her heart this time. Words of absolution clotted in her throat. Her bitterness dismayed her, but she could not deny it.."I'm a healer,
not a prosecutor. I'm not in the habit of making accusations, especially not against my own patients.".This baffled Junior. To the best of his
recollection, during the weeks that Seraphim had come to him for physical therapy, she had never mentioned an older sister or any sister at
all..WALLY HAD NOT gone home with Death, but they had definitely been at the dance together..At home, after phoning her folks, Celestina
made a ham sandwich. She ate a quarter of it. Then two bites of a chocolate croissant. One spoonful of butter pecan ice cream. Everything was
without taste, more bland than Phimie's hospital food, and it cloyed in her throat..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..Later in the
month, from Sparky Vox, Junior learned the building had a four-pipe, fan-coil heating system serving discrete ductwork for each apartment. Voices
couldn't carry from residence to residence in the heating-cooling system, because no apartments shared ducting. Throughout the spring, summer,
and autumn of 1967, Junior met new women, bedded a few, and had no doubt that each of his conquests experienced with him something she had
never known before. Yet he still suffered from an emptiness in the heart..The girl sucked in deep lungsful of the weary clouds. "Better hold tight,
Mommy, I'm gonna float.".He followed the dead man through the window, into the alley, managing not to step on him..Parkhurst said, "We've
eliminated most other possible causes. You don't have acute myelitis or meningitis. Or anemia of the brain. No concussion. You don't have other
symptoms of Meniere's disease. Tomorrow, we'll conduct some tests for possible brain tumor or lesion, but I'm confident that's not the explanation,
either.".He'd acted boldly, recklessly, without scoping the territory to be sure Prosser was alone. The accountant lived by himself, but a visitor
might be present..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..Rubbermaid container from his own pantry. Junior would never again use it to store leftover soup..Celestina
met them at the front door and flung her arms around Wally. He let go of his cane-Tom caught it-and returned her embrace with such ardor, kissed
her so hard, that evidently residual weakness was no longer a problem..One worrisome problem: Neddy might be found in the container before it
had been hauled away, instead of at the landfill that preferably would serve as his next-to-last resting place. If his body was discovered here, it must
be at a distance from any trash bin used by the gallery. The less likely the cops were to connect Neddy to Greenbaum's art-sausage factory, the less
likely they also were to connect the murder to Junior..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
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her heart for him. She must accept this final generosity with grace-if also without enthusiasm..As she turned away from him and continued along
the hall toward the kitchen, Agnes said, "They'll be as good as new when she's mended them.''.Astonished and appalled by the cop's insensitivity,
Junior said, "You just drop this on me? I lost my wife and my baby. My wife and my baby.".Raising one hand, wiggling the fingers, he said, "Toes,
toes, toes, toes, toes.".Relieved but still wary, he toured the small house again to be sure doors and windows were locked..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..At eight o'clock in the evening, Junior parked two blocks past the target house. He walked back to the Prosser residence,
gloved hands in the pockets of his raincoat, collar turned up..Dragonfly.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..Aware of the mortician's new edginess,
Jacob was convinced that his initial distrust of Panglo was justified. This twitchy little guy seemed to have something to hide. Jacob didn't have to
be a cop to recognize nervousness born of guilt..This was not the time to ponder the nature of the relationship between the treacherous Miss
Bressler and Vanadium. Junior had a bloody trail to cover, and precious time was ticking away..WHILE THE SLATS of ash-gray light slowly lost
their meager luster, and sable shadows metastasized in sinister profusion, the sentinel silence remained unbroken between Junior Cain and the
birthmarked man.."Well, Uncle Jacob doesn't understand kids. Anyway, this is pretty good stuff.".Taking her mother's advice to heart, Celestina
sighed. "All right. Let's just pray they catch him. But if they don't ... two weeks, and then the rest of the plan, the way you said, Tom. Except that I
can't tolerate two weeks-in a hotel, cooped up, afraid to go into the streets, no sun, no fresh air."."We've mapped three routes to the top," Angel
said, "and each offers different challenges. Barty's eventually going to climb all of them, but he's starting with the hardest.".After the amusement
park, no hospital for the Pie Lady. With Wally near, she had a doctor all her own, capable of giving her the anticancer drugs and transfusions that
she required. While radiation therapy is prescribed for acute lymphoblastic leukemia, it is much less useful to treat myeloblastic cases, and in this
instance, it wasn't deemed helpful, which made treatment at home even easier..The Beatles began singing the number-one song, "I Feel Fine," as
Junior turned off the county highway and followed the lake road northeast around the oil-black water. They had two titles in the American top five.
In disgust, he switched off the radio..The detective was driven by this string theory of his, and maybe he also saw visions or even heard voices, like
Joan of Arc. Joan of Arc with out beauty or grace, Joan of Arc with a service revolver and the authority to."Sometimes these sympathetic vibrations
are very apparent, but alot of the time, they're so subtle that you can hear them only if you're unusually perceptive.".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..That every mortal semblance
took,.Tom said, "Now I'm going to add a human touch and a spiritual spin to all this. When each of us comes to a point where he has to make a
significant moral decision affecting the development of his character and the lives of others, and each time he makes the less wise choice, that's
where I myself believe a new world splits off. When I make an immoral or just a foolish choice, another world is created in which I did the right
thing, and in that world, I am redeemed for a while, given a chance to become a better version of the Tom Vanadium who lives on in the other
world of the wrong choice. There are so many worlds with imperfect Tom Vanadiums, but always someplace ... someplace I'm moving steadily
toward a state of grace."."Another year," Edom said, "and instead of me, Barty can drive the car for you.".he wasn't wholly without feeling, of
course. A poignant current of sadness eddied in his heart, a sadness at the thought of the love and the happiness that he and the nurse might have
known together. But it was her choice, after all, to play the tease and to deal with him so cruelly..Hunched over his desk, leaning forward
conspiratorially, his piggy eyes glittering like those of an ogre discussing his favorite recipe for cooking children, Nolly said, "I've been able to
confirm your suspicions.."Paul told us the night he first came to the parsonage. About Agnes here ... and what had happened to Barty. And all about
his late wife, Perri. I feel like I know Bright Beach already.".His inner turmoil boiled ever more fiercely, and the external evidence of it grew more
obvious. In the cool air of the fading afternoon, he perspired as profusely as a man already being strapped into an electric chair; it streamed,
gushed. He shook, shook, and he was half convinced that he could hear his bones rattling together like the shells of hard-boiled eggs in a rolling
cook pot.."Well, he was an insurance agent, and numbers are important in that line of work. And he was a good investor, too. Not the whiz you are
with numbers, but I'm sure you got some of your talent from him..Charmed by the vulnerability of the young, he'd never slept with an older
woman. The prospect intrigued him. She would have tricks in her repertoire that younger women were too inexperienced to know..Agnes had lifted
him to this perch. Now she smoothed his hair, straightened his shirt, and retied his loosened shoelaces, finding it even harder than she had expected
to say what needed to be said. She thought she might require Dr. Chan's presence, after all..Whereas Edom feared the wrath of nature, Jacob knew
that the true hand of doom was the hand of humankind..STILL WEARING HIS white pharmacy smock over a white shirt and black slacks, striding
purposefully along the streets of Bright Beach, under a malignant-gray twilight sky worthy of a Weird Tales cover, with ominous accompanying
rhythm provided by wind-clattered palm fronds overhead, Paul Damascus headed home for the day..Already another contraction racked her, so
intense that the pain was not limited to her lower back and abdomen, but seared the length of her sphic, like an electric current leaping vertebra to
vertebra. Her breath pinched in her chest as though her lungs had collapsed..Extracting documents from his valise, Vinnie said, "Well, I've no right
to talk. Food is my obsession. Look at me, so fat you'd think I'd been raised from birth for sacrifice.".The most shameful thing Junior found was the
"art" on the walls. Tasteless, sentimentalized realism. Bright landscapes. Still lifes of fruit and flowers. Even an idealized group portrait of Prosser,
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his late wife, and Zelda. Not one painting spoke to the bleakness and terror of the human condition: mere decoration, not art.."You could also
dream of bananas," Celestina suggested as she turned down the bedclothes..She asked him how many fingers she was holding up, and he said four,
and four it was. Then two fingers. Then seven. Her hands so pale, the palms both bruised..Recognizing the danger of saying the wrong thing, the
potential for self-incrimination, Junior clenched his jaws and waited..If Junior were weak-minded enough to succumb to madness, this was the
moment when he should have fallen into an abyss of insanity. He heard an internal cracking, felt a terrible splintering in his mind, but he held
himself together with sheer willpower, remembering to breathe slowly and deeply..He went directly to the kitchen and drew a glass of water at the
sink faucet. He swallowed two antiemetic tablets that he had brought with him, to guard against vomiting..Round one hit Ichabod in the left thigh,
because Junior fired while bringing the weapon up from his side, but the next two were solid torso scores. This was not bad for an amateur, even if
the distance to target was nearly short enough to define their encounter as hand-to-hand combat, and Junior decided that if the deformation of his
left foot hadn't prevented him from fighting in Vietnam, he would have acquitted himself exceptionally well in the war..As the nurse gave Junior
the injection, Parkhurst said, "You're an exceptionally sensitive man, Enoch. That's a quality to be much admired in an often unfeeling world. But
in your current condition, your sensitivity is your worst enemy.".Now that neither of them had a doubt that the other shared the same need and that
eventually they would satisfy each other, Victoria was opting for discretion. Wise woman.."Because Cain had called him to get a recommendation
of a P. I. here in San Francisco," said Kathleen. "To find out what happened to Seraphim White's baby.".Tom was an Oregon State Police detective,
as far as Celestina knew, and she didn't understand what he was doing here..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.....Yet in her
heart, she wouldn't relinquish hope for a miracle. This was an amazing boy, a prodigy, a boy who could walk where the rain wasn't, already himself
a miracle, and it seemed that anything might happen, that Dr. Chan might suddenly rush into the waiting room, surgical mask dangling from his
neck, face aglow, with news of a spontaneous rejection of the cancer..Tom Vanadium was no alarmist, and the most logical explanation came to
him first. Paul had wanted to learn how to roll a quarter across his knuckles, and in spite of being dexterously challenged, he practiced hopefully
from time to time. No doubt, he had sat at the table this morning--or even last evening, before bed-dropping the coin repeatedly, until he exhausted
his patience..Tom Vanadium checked the small wastebasket next to the sink and discovered a wad of bloody Kleenex. The crumpled wrappers from
two Band-Aids..Eventually he found himself alone at the large viewing window of the neonatal-care unit. Seven newborns were in residence. Fixed
to the foot of each of the seven bassinets was a placard on which was printed the name of the baby..At worst, Vanadium might begin to wonder if
Junior had a link to Seraphim, might uncover the physical-therapy connection, and in his paranoia, might erroneously conclude that Junior had
something to do with her traffic accident. That was nuts, of course, but the detective was evidently not a rational man..Currently, Jacob was far
removed from the embalming chamber and intended never to set foot there, alive. With Walter Panglo as his guide, he toured the casket selection in
the funeral-planning room..He gently drew the covers over his wife's ruined body, to her thin shoulders, but arranged her right arm on top of the
blankets. He straightened and smoothed the folded-back flap of the top sheet..By the time he ordered cr?me brulee for dessert, he was able to laugh
at himself. Had he expected to see a ghost enjoying a cocktail and free cashews at the bar?.No longer able to judge the boy's degree of sleepiness by
his eyes, she relied on him to tell her when to stop reading. At his request, she closed the book after forty-seven pages, at the end of Chapter 2..By
November 1967, the Father Brown detective stories, written for mystery-loving adults by G. K. Chesterton, thrilled Barty. This series of books
would retain a special place in his heart for the rest of his life-as would Robert Heinlein's The Star Beast, which was among his Christmas gifts that
year.."Well," Kathleen said, "even if the money wasn't so nice, I'd be sorry to see this case end.".Kitchen to dining room, dining room to hallway,
keeping his back to the wall, easing quickly along, then into the foyer. Wait here, listening.."Our little girl's going to walk backward her whole life
if you drive in reverse all the way to the hospital.".Out of a sphinx face, Obadiah conjured a smile that lifted the point of his white goatee when he
turned his head to look at Edom. "Ah ... so long ago," he murmured, as though speaking to himself. "So long ago ... but I remember now." He
winked at Edom..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..Junior's heart knocked so hard
and fast that he wouldn't have been surprised if Vanadium, at the far end of the room, had begun to tap his foot in time with it..The past three years
had given Wally much to celebrate, as well. After selling his medical practice and taking an eight-month hiatus from the sixty-hour work weeks he
had endured for so long, he'd been giving twenty-four hours of free service to a pediatric clinic each week, providing care to the disadvantaged.
He'd worked hard all his life, and saved diligently, and now he was able to focus solely on those activities that gave him the greatest
gratification.."Not so bad, two thousand," Tom heard himself say idiotically. "I mean, compared to nearly four million.".Shaking the ravaged
khakis at him, she said, "Then what made such a mess of these?.Surprising himself more than anyone, Edom also presented his collection to the
university. Out with tornadoes, hurricanes, tidal waves, earthquakes, and volcanoes; bring in the roses. He lightly renovated his small apartment,
painted it in brighter colors, and throughout the autumn, he stocked his bookshelves with volumes on horticulture, excitedly planning a substantial
expansion of the rosarium come spring.."He worked in your shipyard, your highness." Losen liked to be called by kingly titles..Had Junior been
chest-deep in wet concrete, he would have been more mobile than he was now. He had no feeling in his legs..Incredibly, the thief left behind the
most valuable items: the collection of hardcover first editions of Caesar Zedd's complete body of work. The box stood open, its contents having
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been explored in haste, but not a single volume was missing.."Not so unbelievable," said Jacob. "Forty-five thousand people every year die in
automobiles. Cars aren't transportation. They're death machines. Tens of thousands are disfigured, maimed for life.".When he came to himself, sick
and weak from the poison and with an aching skull, he was in a room with brick walls and bricked-up windows. The door had no bars and no
visible lock. But when he tried to get to his feet he felt bonds of sorcery holding his body and mind, resilient, clinging, tightening as he moved. He
could stand, but could not take a step towards the door. He could not even reach his hand out. It was a horrible sensation, as if his muscles were not
his own. He sat down again and tried to hold still. The spellbonds around his chest kept him from breathing deeply, and his mind felt stifled too, as
if his thoughts were crowded into a space too small for them..The guest room. Bring Grace to the window. Disengage the latch. No good. Warped
or painted shut. Small panes, sturdy mullions too difficult to break out..The white Buick glided through the tides of fog like a ghost ship plying a
ghost sea..He knew for a fact that Seraphim had died in childbirth. He had seen the gathering of Negroes at her funeral in the cemetery, the day of
Naomi's burial. He had heard Max Bellini's message on the maniac cop's Ansaphone..He almost laughed at himself, but he recalled the
disconcerting laugh that earlier had trilled from him in the men's room, when he'd thought about stuffing Neddy Gnathic into the toilet. Now he
pinched his tongue between his teeth almost hard enough to draw blood, hoping to prevent that brittle and mirthless sound from escaping him
again..Barty paced off the downstairs hallway to the kitchen, thinking about Dr. Jekyll and the hideous Mr. Hyde..He smiled. "Those of us who
were priests first--yeah, we're all a broody bunch. Of the others--not many, but probably more than you think.".Flush with the promise of their
engagement, still excited by the success at the gallery, with Angel exuberant in spite of the hour and Oreo energized, he was amazed that they had
made the transfer of the little red whirlwind from house to Buick to house with nothing else forgotten other than one purse. Celie called it ballet,
but Wally thought that it was merely momentary order in chaos, the challenging-joyous-frustrating-delightful-exhilarating chaos of a life full of
hope and love and children, which he wouldn't have traded for calm or kingdoms.
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