Platonic Affections

PLATONIC AFFECTIONS
"There's lots of places where I don't have bad eyes at all. And then lots of places where I have it worse or don't have it as bad, but still have it
some.".If Junior was not discreet, and if gossip about the widower Cain and the sexy nurse began to circulate, Vanadium would be on the case
again even if it had been closed. The cop was sick, hateful, driven by unknowable inner demons. Although he might for the moment have been
reined in by those in higher office, mere gossip of a spicy nature would be excuse enough for him to open the file again, which he'd surely do
without informing his superiors..When the third knave of spades appeared, Edom said to Maria, "What kind of enemy does three in a row
describe?".They had a few days for quiet celebration of this astonishing recovery of his sight, and in that time, she never tired of watching him read
to her. He didn't think she even listened closely. It was the fact of him made whole that lifted her spirits so high as they were now, not any writer's
words nor any story ever written..For a while he enjoyed being challenged to figure the number of seconds elapsed since a particular historical
event. Given the date, he did the calculations in his head, providing a correct answer in as little as twenty seconds, rarely taking more than a
minute..Although to Paul this was no more than childish chatter, Tom knew at once that the girl referred to his explanation for why he wasn't sad
about his damaged face: the salt and pepper shakers representing two Toms, the hit-and-run rhinoceros, the different worlds all in one place. "Yes,
Angel. That's something like what I was talking about.".During the past ten days, he'd proved that he was clever, bold, with exceptional inner
resources. He needed to tap his deep well of strength and resolve now, more than ever. He'd been through far too much, accomplished too much, to
be brought down by mere biology..He was able to play peekaboo in his fifth month instead of his eighth, stand while holding on to something in his
sixth instead of eighth..After adjusting the hairpin that held her lace mantilla, Maria passed from the narthex into the nave She dipped two fingers
in the holy water that glimmered in the marble font, and crossed herself..When she didn't at once accept his generosity, he said, "All my life, I've
lived just to get through the day. First survival. Then achievement, acquisition. Houses, investments, antiques ... There's nothing wrong with any of
that. But it didn't fill the emptiness. Maybe one day I'll return to medicine. But that's a hectic existence, and right now I want peace, calm, time to
reflect. Whatever I do from here on . . . I want my life to have a degree of purpose it's never had before. Can you understand that?".Not all of the
pins were knocked to the shear line with a single pull of the trigger. Three pulls were the minimum required, sometimes as many as six, depending
on the lock..She had put aside a half-finished pencil portrait of Phimie to develop several of Nella Lombardi..The adoption records on Seraphim
White's baby weren't sealed by law, because custody of the child was being retained by family..An elderly Negro gentleman answered the door. His
hair was such a pure white that in contrast to his plum-dark skin, it appeared to glow like a nimbus around his head. With his equally radiant
goatee, his kindly features, and his compelling black eyes, he seemed to have stepped out of a movie about a jazz musician who, having died, was
on earth once more as someone's angelic guardian..Aftermath had a way of being discovered, often at the worst of all possible moments, which he
had learned from movies and from crime stories in the media and even from personal experience. Discovery always brought the police at high
speed, sounding their sirens and full of enthusiasm, because those bastards were the most past-focused losers on the face of the earth, utterly
consumed by their interest in aftermath..The second ring was followed by a click, and then a familiar droning voice said, "Hello. I'm Thomas
Vanadium-".Spinning off the stool, he had also spun out of control. Second by second, twin storms of anger and fear whirled stronger within
him..With the salt and pepper shakers, Tom walked them through the why-I'm-not-sad-about-my-face explanation that he'd given to Angel ten days
previously..CLOUDS SWARMED THE late-afternoon sun, and the Oregon sky grew sapphire where still revealed. Cops gathered like bright-eyed
crows in the lengthening shadow of the fire tower..Junior needed something in his life, a missing element without which he could never be
complete, something more than a heart mate, more than German or French, or karate, and for as long as he could remember, he'd been searching for
this mysterious substance, this enigmatic object, this skill, this thingumajigger, this dowhacky, this flumadiddle, this force or person, this insight,
but the problem was that he didn't know what he was searching for, and so often when he seemed to have found it, he hadn't found it after all,
therefore he worried that if ever he did find it, then he might throw it away, because he would not realize that it was, in fact, the very jigger or
gigamaree that he'd been in search of since childhood..Otter was reluctant to answer. He had to like Hound, but didn't have to trust him.
"Shape-changing," he mumbled at last..As Nolly hung his raincoat and his porkpie hat on a rack by the hall door, Kathleen Klerkle appeared in the
entrance to the nearest of the two treatment rooms. "Are you ready to suffer?".A table candle glowed in an amber glass. To Nolly, in this
glimmering light, Kathleen's face was more radiant than the flame..To the phone, the police. No dial tone. Pointless to rattle the disconnect switch.
The line had been cut..mother's understanding of the world and of her own existence. Unlike most other toddlers, Barty was entirely comfortable
with change. From bottle to drinking glass, from crib to open bed, from favorite foods to untried flavors, he delighted in the new. Although Agnes
usually remained near at hand, Barty was as pleased to be put temporarily in the care of Maria Gonzalez as in the care of Edom, and he smiled as
brightly for his dour uncle Jacob as for anyone.."Do you know him? " Edom asked, gazing longingly now at the open door, from which Jacob had
turned away. "Obadiah Sepharad? ".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..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..Junior shuddered. Vanadium hadn't invented
the name. It had genuine if inexplicable resonance with Junior that had nothing to do with the detective..I was hoping you might know," said Edom,
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studying the collar of Jacob's green flannel shirt..This show was hopeless, disastrous, stupid, foolish, painful, lovely, wonderful, glorious,
sweet..Scamp was a multitalented woman, with smoother skin than a depilated peach, with more delicious roundnesses than Junior could catalog,
but she proved not to be the remedy for his tension. Only Bartholomew, found and destroyed, could give him peace..Junior was not immune to
traditional logic, but in this case he recognized the superior wisdom of Zedd's philosophy. His dread of Bartholomew and his gut-level animosity
toward a child he'd never met defied all reason and exceeded simple paranoia; therefore, it must be purest, infallible animal instinct..Dropped
cartridges gleamed on the carpet. Stoop to snatch them up? No. That was asking for a skull-cracking blow.."Uncle Edom. Uncle Jacob. Aunt Maria.
So I can remember faces after ... you know.".Indeed, the winter storm had dampened neither his hair nor his clothes. The rain appeared to slide
away from him a millimeter before contact, as though the water and the man were composed of matter and antimatter that must either repel each
other or, on contact, trigger a cataclysmic blast that would shatter the very foundation of the universe.."I'll show you some. That's what Gelluk's
after. The ore of watermetal. Watermetal eats all the other metals, even gold, see..No more than a minute after Vanadium departed, a nurse arrived
in a rush, no doubt sent by the hateful cop. Hard to tell, through all the tears, if she was a looker. A nice face, perhaps. But such a stick-thin
body..Following a month of recuperation and postoperative medical care, Junior was able to return to his twice-a-week classes in art appreciation.
He resumed, as well, his almost daily strolls through the city's better galleries and fine museums..Although she had never seen snow other than in
pictures and on film, this deep-settled silence seemed to speak of failing flakes, of white muffling mantles, and she wouldn't have been in the least
surprised if, stepping outside, she had found herself in a glorious winter landscape, cold and crystalline, here on the always-snowless hills and
shores of the California Pacific.."Yellow, yellow, yellow, yellow," Angel said with satisfaction as she examined herself in the mirrored closet
door..'Miss White," he continued, still facing the window, "not long before you arrived in surgery this morning, your sister died on the table. We
hadn't delivered the baby yet, and perhaps couldn't have done so, by cesarean, in time to prevent brain damage, so for both the sake of the mother
and child, heroic efforts were made to bring Phimie back and ensure continued circulation to the fetus until we could extract it.".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..This Detroit-built gondola would swiftly navigate the Styx without a black-robed gondolier to pole it
onward.."Not only coal miners. Old as you are in some ways, you're still too young for me to explain. I will someday.".Unable to speak, the girl
kissed her and then gently placed her head against Agnes's breast, capturing forever in memory the pure sound of her heart..The opening paragraph
still lingered in his memory, because he had crafted it with great care: Greetings on this momentous day. I'm writing to you about an exceptional
woman, Agnes Lampion, whose life you have touched without knowing, and whose story may interest you..At 3:22 in the morning, December 13,
following a busy day of conducting ghost research, seeking Bartholomews in a telephone book, and working on his needlepoint, Junior awakened
to singing. A single voice. No instrumental accompaniment. A woman..Celestina sensed an easy camaraderie between these two men, but also
tension that was perhaps related to the reference to an illegal search..Junior glimpsed Vanadium first in profile-and then, as the cop rode down and
away, only the back of his head. He hadn't seen this man in almost three years, yet he was instantly certain that this was no coincidental look-alike.
Here went the filthy-scabby-monkey spirit itself.."This is for Zelda," Junior said, ramming forward across the threshold with the knife..Barty wore
elfin-size, knitted blue pajamas complete with feet, white rickrack at the cuffs and neckline, and a matching cap. His white blanket was decorated
with blue and yellow bunnies..Slow deep breaths. Per Zedd, slow deep breaths. Any state of anxiety, regardless of how powerful, could be
ameliorated or even dissipated.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..Holding up his
misshapen hands, knobby knuckles toward Agnes, Obadiah said, "How do you think they became like this?".Once satiated, what she desired was a
reason to deceive herself into believing that she was not a slut, that she was a victim. She didn't really want to tell anyone what he had done to her.
Instead, she was asking him, indirectly but indisputably, to provide her with an excuse to keep their passionate encounter secret, an excuse that
would also allow her to continue to pretend that she had not begged for everything he'd done to her.."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-".His alcohol-soured breath washed over Agnes as he asked, "How's Bartholomew doing, is he okay, is the
little guy in good health?".As beautiful as they were, none of these women satisfied him as profoundly as Naomi had satisfied him..Opening his
eyes, still not daring to meet Victoria's gaze, Junior knew she had registered and properly interpreted his response to her seductive spooning. She
had frozen, the utensil in midair, and her breath had caught in her throat. She was thrilled..Using a three-step folding stool, he was able to get near
enough to one of the vent plates in the living room to determine whether it might be the source of the song. just then the singing stopped..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..Now out of the kitchen, along the hall, and up the stairs, two at a time, into Victoria's bedroom. Not with the
intention of snaring a perverse souvenir. Merely to find a blanket..When Agnes was surprised to discover that Barty's name had been inspired by
the reverend's famous sermon, Paul was startled. He had heard "This Momentous Day" on its first broadcast, and learning that it would be rerun
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three weeks later by popular demand, he'd urged Joey to listen. Joey had heard it on Sunday, the second of January, 1965-just four days before the
birth of his son..In case someone was waiting in the hallway, he flushed the john for authenticity, though binding foods and paregoric still gave him
the sturdy bowels of any brave knight in battle..Too much had happened in those rooms. They were stained dark with family history, and in the
night, when either Edom or Jacob slept under that gabled roof, the past came alive again in dreams..A quick survey of the lavatory floor. The
musician hadn't left anything behind, neither a popped button nor crimson petals from his boutonniere..PAUL DAMASCUS WAS walking the
northern coast of California: Point Reyes Station to Tomales, to Bodega Bay, on to Stewarts Point, Gualala, and Mendocino. Some days he put in
as little as ten miles, and other days he traveled more than thirty..A dumpster and a dead musician had humbled him as thoroughly as he had ever
been humbled before, as completely as violent nervous emesis and volcanic diarrhea had humbled him, and he had no tolerance for being humbled.
Humility is for losers..He snatched up the wine list before she could look at it. "If you're paying, then I'm ordering whatever costs the most,
regardless of what it tastes like.".The tone sounded, as promised, and a man's voice spoke from the box: "It's Max. You're psychic. I found the
hospital here. Poor kid bad a cerebral hemorrhage, arising from a hyperensive crisis caused by ... eclampsia, I think it is. Baby survived. Call me,
huh?".Sunday morning, when Agnes returned from church, Edom and Jacob joined her for lunch. During the afternoon, Jacob helped her bake
seven pies for Monday delivery..The owner's attitude softened somewhat with Junior's reference to the quarter, and softened even further when
together they returned to the counter to see the proof in the cheese. He went from righteous anger to abject apology..But on March 23, 1966, after a
bad date with Frieda Bliss, who collected paintings by Jack Lientery, an important new artist, Junior had an experience that rocked him, added
significance to the episode in the diner, and made him wish he hadn't donated his pistol to the police project that melted guns into switchblades..He
almost opened the paper atop the quarter before seeing it. Shiny. Liberty curved across the top of the coin, above the head of the patriot, and under
the patriot's chin were stamped the words In God We Trust.."All right. I get my new eyes from a doctor. They're not real eyes, just plastic, to fill in
where my eyes used to be.".Their story would be that Cain's gun had jammed just as Tom had entered Barty's bedroom. Too cowardly for
hand-to-hand combat, the Shamefaced Slayer had fled through the open window. He was loose once more in an unsuspecting world..The singular
beauty of San Francisco and the exquisite patina of its colorful history spoke to her heart and kindled in her such an unreasonable passion that she
sometimes wondered, at least half seriously, if she had spent other lives here. Often, streets were wondrously familiar to her the first time that she
set foot on them. Certain great houses, dating from the late 1800s and early 1900s, inspired her to imagine elegant parties thrown.The detective
shrugged. "The girl might've had her baby at a third rate hospital, one with poor control of patients' records and a less professional staff. Or the kid
might have been placed for adoption through some baby brokerage in it strictly for the money. Then there would've been opportunities to learn
something. But as soon as I discovered it was St. Mary's, I knew we were screwed.".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.."It's not a specific brand you can't have, it's the whole idea of a candy bar.".On the sofa, Celestina
finally worked up the courage to dial her parents' number in Spruce Hills..Junior didn't believe in gods, devils, Heaven, Hell, life after death. He put
his faith in one thing: himself..On the third of June, he found another useless Bartholomew, and on Saturday, the twenty-fifth, two deeply
disturbing events occurred. He switched on his kitchen radio only to discover that "Paperback Writer," yet another Beatles song, had climbed to the
top of the charts, and he received a call from a ea woman.."I see. Sometimes. Just quick. For like a blink. Like when you stand between two
mirrors. You know?"."It's just ... the last time I saw him, he trapped me in a corner and told this god awful story, far more than I wanted to know,
about some British murderer back in the forties, this monstrous man who beat people to death with a hammer, drank their blood, then disposed of
their bodies in a vat of acid in his workroom." He shuddered..Without a word, Joshua Nunn and the paramedic retreated to the foyer. The parlor
doors slid shut..The sight of her sister's blood and the persistence of the flow made Celestina weak with apprehension. She was afraid she had done
the wrong thing by delaying hospitalization.."You should call San Francisco police, have them put your place under surveillance and nail him if he
turns up.".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..In a rocking chair, holding her tiny son in her arms,
Agnes cried quietly. Often, Barty slept through her weeping. Awakened, he smiled or squinched his face into a puzzled frown..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.."Only for a little while. Then he is joining me at the gallery, and after the show's over, we're having
dinner together.".Handing Angel to Grace, Lipscomb said, "I own some investment properties. There's a two-bedroom unit available in one of
them.".Draped across his midsection, the terrible cold weight had chilled his flesh; but now his bone marrow prickled with ice at the thought of the
birthmarked detective sitting silently in the dark, watching. Junior would have preferred dealing with Naomi, dead and risen and seriously pissed,
rather than with this dangerously patient man..Lipscomb women gladly obey the wishes of Lipscomb men-unless they disagree, of course, or don't
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disagree but are just feeling mulish.."For the love of God," Junior pleaded, "can't you please give me something for the pain?".Barty whispered:
"The North Pole Society of Not Evil Adventurers is now in session.".Perri had been crippled seventeen years before Jonas Salk's vaccine had
spared future generations from the curse of polio.."As I explained, he might have thought I was you," Edom said, staring at the neatly ordered
volumes on the nearby bookshelves..Nurses were supposed to be angels of mercy. She had shown him no mercy. And she was certainly no
angel..Agnes's contractions were getting more frequent and slightly more severe, so she said, "All right, but let me go tell Edom and Jacob that
we're leaving."
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