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SECRETS BOOK 1 OF GHOSTS IN SUNLIGHT
Slowly rotating his raised hands before his eyes, as if he saw them young and supple-fingered, the magician described the amazing manipulations
that a master card mechanic could perform. Though he spoke without flash or filigree, he made these feats of skill sound more sorcerous than hares
from hats, doves from scarves, and blondes bisected by buzz saws..Grace, having just finished washing a sinkful of dishes, stood monitoring the
application of the icing and drying her hands, when the telephone rang. She picked it up, and as she said, "Hello," the front of the house
exploded..Into the autumn of 1967, Junior reviewed hundreds of thousands of phone listings, and occasionally he located a rare Bartholomew. In
San Rafael or Marinwood. In Greenbrae or San Anselmo. Located and investigated and cleared them of any connection with Seraphim White's
bastard baby..Something was due to happen in this peculiar, extended, almost casual haunting under which he had suffered for more than two
years, since finding the quarter in his cheeseburger. While all around him in the streets, people bustled in good cheer, Junior slouched along in a
sour mood, temporarily having forgotten to look for the bright side..Ten months later, he finally wore her down. She accepted his proposal, and
they set a date for the wedding..She devoted half her work time to the neighbors-in-need route that Agnes had established and steadily expanded,
the other half to her painting. She was in no rush to mount a new show; anyway, she didn't dare renew contact with the Greenbaum Gallery or with
anyone at all from her past life, until the police found Enoch Cain..She damaged more of Joey's things than her own solely because he was such a
big, dear giant, which made it easier to believe that he was constantly bursting out of his clothes..Although rain-pasted to her skin, the fine hairs
rose on the nape of her neck. The gooseflesh crawling across her arms had nothing to do with her cold, wet clothes..As Wally followed them inside,
Celestina grinned at him. "From the car to the living room, all as neat as a well-practiced ballet. We've got a big headstart on this married
thing.".Crouching beside the boy as he rubbed a brighter shine onto the granite, Agnes said, "Barty, honey, why are you ....The short walk across
the room, to the hero's table, looked more daunting to Paul than the trek he'd just completed. He was nobody, a small-town pharmacist who missed
more work each month, who relied increasingly on his worried employees to cover for him, and who would lose his business if he didn't get a grip
on himself. He had never done a great deed, never saved a life. He had no right to impose upon this man, and now he knew he hadn't the nerve to
do so, either..Junior intended to add one stocky ghost to the party. Perhaps on a summer night in years to come, at the edge of the light fall from his
Coleman lantern, a fisherman would see a semitransparent Vanadium providing entertainment with an ethereal quarter..With a shiver, Kathleen
said, "We'd like to know more about why we did the things we did for you. Why the quarters? Why the song?".Her life was so blessed that she
could have dealt with a horde of locusts, let alone a few mosquitoes..As to the distressing matter of Seraphim's daughter, Junior at first decided to
return to San Francisco to torture the truth out of Nolly Wulfstan. Then he realized that he'd been referred to Wulfstan by the same man who had
told him that Thomas Vanadium was missing and was believed to be Victoria Bressler's killer.."There must be something important I'm supposed
to do here that I don't need to do everywhere I am, something I'll do better if I'm blind.".The silence on the line was not merely that of a caller
holding her tongue. It was abyssal and perfect, as no silence on a telephone ever can be, without the faintest hiss or crackle of static, no hint of
breathing or.She could have used the chair. Sitting, however, she wouldn't be able to see his face..Celestina extended her left hand, which shook so
badly that she nearly knocked over both their wineglasses. "I will.".And like John Kennedy's death, Zedd's passing was cloaked in mystery,
inspiring widespread suspicion of conspiracy. Only a few believed that he had committed suicide, and Junior was certainly not one of those gullible
fools. Caesar Zedd, author of You Have a Right to Be Happy, would never have blown his brains out with a shotgun, as the authorities preferred
the public to believe.."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..His enjoyment of the art was diminished by these associations, and as Junior turned away from Industrial
Woman, his attention was suddenly captured by the quarters. Three lay on the floor at her gear wheel-and-meat-cleaver feet. They had not been
here earlier..Traditional logic argued that an infant, no more than two weeks old, could not be a serious threat to a grown man..The cop had picked
up the .22 pistol, using a pencil through the trigger guard, to prevent the destruction of fingerprints..When she was finished with the dishtowel, she
returned to the dining room, and though dinner was underway, she called for another toast. Raising her glass, she said, "To Maria, who is more than
my friend. My sister. I can't let you talk about what I've given you without telling your girls that you've given back more. You taught me that the
world is as simple as sewing, that what seem to be the most terrible problems can be stitched up, repaired." She raised her glass slightly higher.
"First chicken to be come with first egg inside already. God bless.".He knew she wouldn't just step back to calculate her batting average, so he
rolled at once, out of her way, immensely relieved that he could move, because judging by the pain coruscating across his back, he wouldn't have
been surprised if she had broken his spine and paralyzed him. The chair crashed down again, exactly where Junior had been sprawled an instant
before..Agnes held a smile as best she could, determined that her son's final glimpse of her face would not leave him with a memory of her
despair..In August, he developed an interest in meditation. He began with concentrative meditation-the form called meditation "with seed"--in
which you must close your eyes, mentally focus on a visualized object, and clear your mind of all else..Bressler but no Vanadium. A girl named
Angel. Something was wrong here. Something was rotten..She was in Paul's arms again, as though by magic, and he ran as fire broke through the
cedar-shake shingles and as the roof shuddered under them. Airborne through billowing smoke. Across flames that briefly caressed the soles of his
shoes..break and conversation among the customers fell into a lull. When the bar phone rang, though it was muted, he heard it at his table..She
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lived with her parents then. They had converted the dining room to a bedroom for her..And now she didn't need him anymore. He gazed at her face,
held her cooling hand; his anchor was slipping away from him, leaving him adrift..He was about to go in search of the canapes when he half heard
one of the guests mention Bartholomew to the reverend's daughter. Only the name rang on his ear, not the words that surrounded it..Too far from
Spruce Hills to be a popular make-out spot for teenagers, Quarry Lake was a turnoff for young lovers also because it had a reputation as haunted
territory. Over five decades, four quarry workers had died in mining accidents. County lore included stories of ghosts roaming the depths of the
excavation before it was flooded-and subsequently the shoreline, after the lake was filled..He was glad that he'd taken the double dose of
antiemetics. In spite of this provocation, his stomach felt as solid and secure as a bank vault..Sweet-tempered, generous, honest, kind Naomi had
surely been incapable of murdering anyone-least of all the man she loved..Suitcases seemed to be missing. Some clothes, as well. Could mean a
weekend vacation..Mechanics have reliably steady hands, yet Jacob's hands shook as he discarded two cards and slowly turned over the ninth
draw..It was the best he could do in protest against the misuse of good work and a good ship. He was pleased with himself. When the ship was
launched (and all seemed well with her, for her fault would not show up until she was out on the open sea) he could not keep from his teachers
what he had done, the little circle of old men and midwives, the young hunchback who could speak with the dead, the blind girl who knew the
names of things. He told them his trick, and the blind girl laughed, but the old people said, "Look out. Take care. Keep hidden.".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..Beyond the window, behind veils of rain and fog, the metropolis appeared to be more enigmatic than
Stonehenge, as unknowable as any city in our dreams..He did wonder why he had chosen this night of all nights to become even a more fearless
adventurer, rather than a month ago or a month hence. Instinct told him that he'd felt the need to test himself, that a crisis was fast approaching, and
that to be ready for it, he must be confident that he could do what had to be done when the crunch came. Slipping into sleep, Junior suspected that
Prosser might have been less lark than preparation..Grace dropped the phone. Harrison let the frosting knife slip out of his fingers..Maria stood at
the bedside, leaning with her forearms against the railing. A silver-and-onyx rosary tightly wrapped her small brown hands, although she was not
counting the beads or murmuring Hail Marys. I Her prayer was for Agnes's baby..Now Junior threw back the covers and sprang out of bed. In
double briefs, he restlessly roamed the hotel room..Junior Cain definitely was not a crazed sex-killer, not driven to homicide by weird lusts beyond
his control. A single night of sex and death-an indulgence never to be repeated-wouldn't require serious self-examination or a reconsideration of his
self-image..After an interminable silence, the detective said, "Do you know what believe about life, Enoch?"."Well, maybe you're right," Bellini
said somewhat acerbically, before departing, "but then you've had the advantage of an illegal search, while I'm hampered by such niceties as
warrants.".ready to hear me. However long you need. But something ... something extraordinary happened here before you arrived.".He was still
her boy. As always, her boy. Bartholomew. Barty. Her sweetie. Her kiddo..Cupping Angel entirely in his big hands, smiling at her, he said, "Oh,
no, Mrs. White, this looks like a healthy young lady to me. No medicine required.".The shakes returned, became more violent than previously--and
then once more passed..A smoldering cigarette, usually dangling aslant from one corner of a hard mouth set in a cynical sneer, was standard issue
for tough-guy gumshoes, but Nolly didn't smoke. His failure to develop this bad habit resulted in a less satisfyingly murky atmosphere than the
clients of a private dick might expect..Edom carried the honey-raisin pear pie, and Agnes toted Barty across the neatly cropped yard, to the front
door. The bell push triggered chimes that played the first ten notes of "That Old Black Magic," which they heard distinctly through the glass in the
door..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..After the stupid bastards read a newspaper or smoked a
few cigarettes, they finally broke down the door. Satisfyingly dramatic: the crack of splintering wood, the crash..He was filled with bitter remorse
for having suspected Naomi of poisoning his cheese sandwich or his apricots. She-had in fact adored him, as he had always believed. She would
never have lifted a hand against him, never. Dear Naomi would have died for him. In fact, she had.."What are you strongest in?".Nolly said, "We've
never really had a song of our own, in spite of all the dancing we do. I think this is a good one. But so far, you've only sung it to another man.".In
his mind's eye, Junior saw the coin in transit of the blunt fingers, moving more swiftly than previously because its passage was lubricated by
blood.."Veal fit for kings," said their waiter, delivering the entrees, and one taste confirmed his promise..A nuclear-powered sound system blasted
out the Doors, Jefferson Airplane, the Mamas and the Papas, Strawberry Alarm Clock, Country Joe and the Fish, the Lovin' Spoonful, Donovan
(unfortunately), the Rolling Stones (annoyingly), and the Beatles (infuriatingly). Megatons of music crashed off the brick walls, made the
many-paned metal framed windows reverberate like the drumheads in a hard-marching military band, and created simultaneously an exhilarating
sense of possibility and a sense of doom, the feeling that Armageddon was coming soon but that it was going to be fun..His precious wife had
fallen from the tower and died only hours before this girl was born. This girl ... this vessel.."Why are you here?" "Where else I should be and for
why? I watch you over." As the tears cleared from Agnes's eyes, she saw that Maria was sewing. A shopping bag stood to one side of the chair, and
to the other side, open on the floor, a case contained spools of thread, needles, a pincushion, a pair of scissors, and other supplies of a seamstress's
trade..During Junior's brief stroll, the sidewalk ended, giving way to the graveled shoulder of the road. He saw no one on foot, and no vehicles
passed him..The dear man cried and kissed her scars and told her that she was as beautiful as any woman alive. They stood then for a while,
embracing, his hands upon her back, her breasts against his chest, and twice they kissed, but almost chastely, before she put on her blouse
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again.."You think I can turn the King's order down? You want to see me sent to row with the slaves in the galley we're building? Use your head,
boy!".Lined up on the kitchen table were green-grape-and-apple pies. The thick domed crusts, with their deeply fluted edges, were the coppery gold
of precious coins..He slipped the card out from under the change, turned it over. A joker. Printed in red block letters across the card was a name,
BARTHOLOMEW..On the back of the watch case, however, were the incriminating words of a commemorative engraving: To
Eenie/Love/Tammy Bean..The house was hers, free and clear of mortgages. There were two savings accounts to which Joey had diligently made
deposits weekly through nine years of marriage..The subtle distortions in his vision, which caused lines of type to twist, didn't appear to trouble
Barty much otherwise. He moved as quickly and as surely as ever, with his special grace..Turning in Celestina's lap, Angel said, "Smell," and held
the index finger of her right hand under her mother's nose..Without the pillow, she wouldn't have been able to lift her head to look toward the back
of the ambulance..He stopped for lunch at a restaurant with a spectacular view of the Pacific, framed by massive pines..In his blindness, Barty
listened to her reports and, through her, saw more than he could have seen if never he had lost his eyes..... That discord sets up lots of other
vibrations, some of which will return to you in ways you might expect ....As a young man, he had performed first in nightclubs catering to Negroes
and in theaters like Harlem's Apollo. During World War II, he'd been part of a USO troupe entertaining soldiers throughout the Pacific, later in
North Africa, and following D-Day, in Europe..This was one of many things about Agnes that amazed Edom. If he had dared to make a list of all
the qualities that he admired in her, he would have sunk into despair at the consideration of how much better she had coped with adversity than
either he or Jacob..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..Ghosts. Sklent was an atheist, and yet he
believed in spirits. Here's how that works: Heaven, Hell, and God do not exist, but human beings are as much energy as flesh, and when the flesh
gives out, the energy goes on. "We're the most stubborn, selfish, greedy, grubbing, vicious, psychotic, evil species in the universe," Sklent
explained, "and some of us just refuse to die, we're too hardass to die. The spirit is a prickly bur of energy that sometimes clings to places and
people that were once important to us, so then you get haunted houses, poor bastards still tormented by their dead wives, and crap like that. And
sometimes, the bur attaches itself to the embryo in some slut who's just been knocked up, so you get reincarnation. You don't need a god for all
this. It's just the way things are. Life and the afterlife are the same place, right here, right now, and we're all just a bunch of filthy, scabby monkeys
tumbling through an endless damn series of barrels.".The word need, instead of want, moved Paul to follow the doctor across the coffee
shop..Traumatized by the violence in her mother's bedroom, not fully aware of what happened to Wally, Angel had been tearful and anxious. A
thoughtful physician gave her a glass of orange juice spiked with a small dose of a sedative, and a nurse provided pillows. Bedded down on two
pillow-padded chairs, wearing a rose-colored robe over yellow pajamas, she gave herself as fully to sleep as she always did, sedative or not, which
was every bit as fully as she gave herself to life when she was awake..Angel was lying on a towel on the convertible sofa, where Grace had just
changed her diaper..Cold, wind-driven rain slashed through the missing windows, and voices rose in the street as people ran toward the
Pontiac-thunder in the distance-and on the air was the ozone scent of the storm and the more subtle and more terrible odor of blood, but none of
these hard details could make the moment seem real to Agnes, who, in her deepest nightmares, had never felt more like a dreamer than she felt
now..Clutching the purse as though determined to resist robbery even in death, the guy dropped, sprawled, shuddered, and lay still. He'd gone down
with no shout of alarm, with no cry of mortal pain, with so little noise that Junior wanted to kiss him, except that he didn't kiss men, alive or dead,
although a man dressed as a woman had once tricked him, and though a dead pianist had once given him a lick in the dark..Now, twenty-four hours
later, when Sparky answered his telephone and heard Tom Vanadium, he said, "You looking for a little company? I've got another bottle of Merlot
where the last one came from."."No, no. But being around him so much, inevitably I absorb some details. He's a compelling speaker when the
subject interests him.".Since the cops believed that Junior accidentally shot himself while searching for a nonexistent burglar, he was already in
their book as an idiot. If he tried to explain how Vanadium had tormented him with the quarter, and how a quarter turned up, of all places, in his
cheeseburger, they would figure him for a hopeless hysteric..The maniac detective was still on the floor where he had died. The red rose and the
gift box occupied his hands..Celestina gave birth to Seraphim in '69, saw her painting on the cover of American Artist in '70, and gave birth to
Harrison in '72..Celestina slammed the door, pressed the lock button in the knob, shoved-rocked-muscled the dresser in front of the door,
astonished by her own strength, and heard Angel speaking into the phone: "Mommy's moving furniture."."-and whenever the good Pharaoh was
here in San Francisco, a few times each year, he always stopped by St. Anselmo's to entertain the boys--".To the alleyway again. Not through the
clodhopper-cluttered gallery this time. Around the block at a brisk walk..Junior wanted to shoot all of them, but he said, "Take it. Keep it. Get it the
hell out of here.".NORTHBOUND ON THE coastal highway, headed for Newport Beach, Agnes saw bad omens, mile after mile..She got up from
the chair, went to the window, and raised the venetian blind rather than look out between its slats..At the end of the famous sermon, Celestina's
father had wished to all well-meaning people that into their lives should fall a rain of benign effects from the kind and selfless actions of countless
secrets-book-1-of-ghosts-in-sunlight.pdf
Page 3/6

Secrets Book 1 Of Ghosts In Sunlight

Bartholomews whom they would never meet. And he assures those who are selfish or envious or lacking in compassion, or who in fact commit acts
of great evil, that their deeds will return to them, magnified beyond imagining, for they are at war with the purpose of life. If the spirit of
Bartholomew cannot enter their hearts and change them, then it will find them and mete out the terrible judgment they deserve..Angel raised her
attention from the salt shaker to Tom's face, studied his scars for a moment, and said, "No.".Writing came with reading, and in a notebook, he
began to make entries about points of interest in the stories that he enjoyed. His Diary of a Book Reader, as he titled it, fascinated Agnes, who read
it with his permission; these notes to himself were enthusiastic, earnest, and charming-but literally month by month, Agnes noticed that they grew
less naive, more complex, more contemplative..She put down her fork, glanced around the restaurant once more, and leaned across the table.
Blushing brighter, she softly sang the opening lines of "Someone to Watch over Me.".NOLLY SAT BEHIND his desk, suit jacket draped over the
back of the chair, porkpie hat still squarely on his head, where it remained at virtually all times except when he was sleeping, showering, dining in
a restaurant, or making love..The universe was vast and Barty small, yet the boy's immortal soul made him as important as galaxies, as important as
anything in Creation. This Agnes believed. She couldn't tolerate life without the conviction that it had meaning and design, though sometimes she
felt that she was a sparrow whose fall had gone unnoticed. Barty sat on the edge of the doctor's desk, legs dangling, holding Red Planet, his place
marked by an inserted finger..By eleven months, his vocabulary had expanded to nineteen words, by Agnes's count: an age when even a precocious
child usually spoke three or four at most..Although she was aware that these extraordinary events would shape the rest of her life, beginning with
her actions in the hours immediately ahead of her, she could not clearly see what she ought to do next. At the core of her confusion was a conflict
of mind and heart, reason and faith, but also a battle between desire and duty. Until she was.Behind them, two shots roared, and Paul knew that the
reverend was no longer of this world..The pubescent physician returned with three colleagues, who crowded behind the privacy curtain to proclaim
that none of them had ever seen any case remotely like this before. The oldest-a myopic, balding lump-insisted on asking Junior probing questions
about his marital status, his family relationships, his dreams, and his self-esteem; the guy proved to be a clinical psychiatrist who speculated openly
about the possibility of a psychosomatic component..Maria looked stricken when she answered the doorbell, for she intuited that a visit, instead of
a call, meant the worst..of drool. Her eyes rolled, wild with fear, and seemed not to be focused on anything.The quarter, silvery. Under the patriot's
neck, the date: 1965. Coincidentally, the year that Naomi had been killed. The year that Tom had first met Cain. The year that all this had
begun..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 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."."My dad's already armored me," Celestina assured her. "He says art lasts, but
critics are the buzzing insects of a single summer day.".His mouth was dry when he said to Angel, "Well, it seems pretty magical to me-that
flipped-coin trick.".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.
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