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Looking up at the mirror above the sink, he saw reflected not the self-improved and fully realized man that he'd worked so hard to become, but the
pale, round-eyed little boy who had hidden from his mother when she had been in the deepest and darkest end of one of her cocaine-assisted,
amphetamine-spiced mood swings, before she traded cold reality for the warm coziness of the asylum. As if some whirlpool of time was spinning
him backward into the hateful past, Junior felt his hard-won defenses being stripped away.."And even in her dreams, you're determined to be there
for her. There was a boogeyman, I have no doubt you would kick his hairy ass, and he wouldn't come around again, ever. So you just go in this
gallery,.About ten feet from the trunk of the oak, Barty departed his straight route and began to circle the tree..pistol that he'd purchased in late
June. The city operated a program to melt confiscated and donated weapons and to remake them into plowshares or xylophones, or into the metal
fittings of hookah pipes..Agnes knew now why this prognostication had dismayed rather charmed her: If you dared to believe in the good fortune
predicted he cards, then you were obliged to believe in the bad, as well..Now the message ... Something about a hospital. Someone dying. A
cerebral hemorrhage..Unerringly, in the darkness, he found her face with both hands. Smoothed her brow. Traced her eyes with fingertips. Her
nose, her lips. Her cheeks..Wednesday, with a swiftness that confirmed its eagerness to make a deal, the state supplied records on the fire tower.
For five years, a significant portion of the maintenance funds had been diverted by bureaucrats to other uses. And for three years, the responsible
maintenance supervisor filed an annual report on this specific tower, requesting immediate funds for fundamental reconstruction; the third of these
documents, submitted eleven months prior to Naomi's fall, was composed in crisis language and stamped urgent..She worried that they would argue
with her, and though she knew that she was committed to her decision, she was afraid to have that commitment tested just yet..the social worker
and her family. Husband, wife, daughter, son. The little girl smiled shyly through braces. The boy was impish..WITH A CRASH as loud as the dire
crack of heaven opening on Judgment Day, the Ford pickup broadsided the Pontiac. Agnes couldn't hear the first fraction of her scream, and not
much of the rest of it, either, as I.Through fog-shrouded hills forested with oaks, maples, madrones, and pepperwoods, through magnificent stands
of redwoods that towered three hundred feet, he arrived in Weott on the evening of January 3, 1968, where he stayed the night. If Paul had any
northernmost goal for this trip, it was the city of Eureka, almost fifty miles farther-and for no reason, other than to eat Humboldt Bay crabs at their
origin, because that was one of his and Perri's favorite foods..The subcontractor who built the quarter-spitting coin boxes was James Hunnicolt, but
everyone called him Jimmy Gadget. He specialized in electronic eavesdropping, building cameras and recorders into the most unlikely objects, but
he could do just about anything requiring inventive mechanical design and construction..He was, in fact, a first-rate driver, with an impeccable
record at the age of thirty: no traffic citations, no accidents..One of the hardest things that she had ever done was to leave him then, alone in his
room, with the hateful something still quietly growing in his eye. She wanted to move the armchair close to his bed and watch over him throughout
the night..To see his newborn baby girl, Barty shared the sight of other Bartys, and he so adored this little wrinkled Mary that he sustained his
vision all day, until a thunderous migraine became too much to bear and a sudden frightening slurring of speech drove him back to the comfort of
blindness..Dr. Chan's manner remained professional, providing the strength that Agnes required, but his pain was evident when his gentle voice
softened further: "These tumors are so advanced, we won't know until surgery if the malignancy has spread. We may already be too late. And if we
aren't too late, we'll have only a small window of opportunity. A small window. Eight days would entail too much risk.".No time for horror,
disgust. Every second mattered now, and every minute might cost another life..Done with dolls for now, Barty and Angel went upstairs to his room,
where the book that talked waited patiently in silence. With her colored pencils and a large pad of drawing paper, she clambered onto the cushioned
window seat. Barty sat up in bed and switched on the tape player that stood on the nightstand..EDOM AND THE PIES, into the blue morning
following the storm, had a schedule to keep and the hungry to satisfy.."I knew," said Wally, braking for a red traffic light, "that you'd be thinking of
Phimie now, and thinking of her would lead you to your father's words, because as short as her life might have been, Phimie was a Bartholomew.
She left her mark.".Tom didn't understand Edom's comment or the smiles that it drew, but otherwise, he was impressed by the ease with which
these people absorbed what he had said and by the imagination with which they began to expand upon his speculation. It was almost as though they
had long known the shape of what he'd told them and that he was only filling in a few confirming details.."Joey was, after all, an insurance broker,"
Vinnie reminded her. "He was going to look out for his family.".The maniac detective was still on the floor where he had died. The red rose and the
gift box occupied his hands.."If he gets back within the next hour, better ring me at his place so I can scoot.".Thus far, none of these women of
mercy was as lovely as Victoria Bressler, the ice-serving nurse who was hot for him. Nevertheless, he kept looking and remained
hopeful..Thursday evening, his third in the hotel, he returned to the lounge for cocktails and another steak. The same tuxedoed pianist provided the
entertainment..It wasn't as if this was Junior's first encounter with a dead body. In the past few years, he'd become as comfortable with the deceased
as any mortician might be. They were as unremarkable to him as cupcakes were to a baker..They were as gracious as any people he had ever met,
but they also seemed genuinely interested in his story. He wasn't surprised that.In answer, Wally came running with his heavy medical bag, as he
was vow doctor to some people on the pie route. "The weather's a lot better than I expected, so I went back to change into lighter clothes."."It's
chilly and foggy and late, and there might be villains afoot at this hour," he intoned with mock gravity. "The two of you are Lipscomb women now,
or soon will be, and Lipscomb women never go unescorted through the dangerous urban night.".The mortician and his assistant had nearly finished
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dismantling the frame of the winch. Soon a worker would close the hole..Atop the dead woman, Vanadium's leather ID holder ignited. The
identification card would bum, but the badge was not likely to melt. The police would also identify the revolver..Agnes rubbed noses with him
again, kissed him, and rose from the edge of the bed..Although first-rate, the surgical team wasn't able to reattach the badly torn extremity. Tissue
damage was too extensive to permit delicate bone, nerve, and blood-vessel repair..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..In a red coat with a red hood, Bartholomew appeared first in the arms of the tall lanky man, the Ichabod Crane
look-alike, who also had a large tote bag hanging from his shoulder..Against the backdrop of granite monuments, Kaitlin hulked like a moldering
presence from Beyond, risen out of a rotting box to take vengeance on the living..She thought that she already knew all about humility, about the
necessity of it, about the power of it to bring peace of mind and to heal the heart, but in the following few minutes, she learned more about humility
than she had ever known before..He had come to believe that every well-rounded, self-improved person ought to have a craft at which he excelled,
and needlepoint appealed to him more than either pottery-making or decoupage. For pottery, he would require a potter's wheel and a cumbersome
kiln; and decoupage was too messy, with all the glue and lacquer. By December, he began his first project: a small pillowcase featuring a geometric
border surrounding a quote from Caesar Zedd, "Humility is for losers.".On the morning in August that Agnes came home from Dr. Joshua Nunn's
office with the results of tests and with a diagnosis of acute myeloblastic leukemia, she asked that everyone pack up and caravan, not to deliver
pies, but to visit an amusement park. She wanted to ride the roller coaster, spin on the Tilt-A-Whirl, and mostly watch the children laugh. She
intended to store up the memory of Barty's laughter as he had stored up the sight of her face in advance of the surgery to remove his eyes..In abject
misery, Junior lay waiting to go under the knife, more eager to be cut than he would have thought possible only a few hours before. The mere
promise of this surgery thrilled him more than all the sex that he'd ever enjoyed between the age of thirteen and the Thursday just past..When she
left Our Lady of Sorrows a few minutes later, she was convinced that the knave of spades--whether a human monster or the devil himself-would
never cross paths with Barty Lampion..He looked at the two cards following the four of clubs in the stack. Neither of these was a jack of spades,
either, and both were what he anticipated..Startled, he snatched his hand back. The object fell, ringing faintly against the pavement..Knuckle over
knuckle, snared in the web of thumb and forefinger, vanishing into the purse of the palm, secretly traversing the hand, reappearing, knuckle over
knuckle, the coin glimmered as it turned..FOR THE BETTER PART of a week, on doctor's orders, Agnes avoided stairs. She took sponge baths in
the ground-floor powder room and slept in the parlor, on a sofa bed, with Barty nearby in a bassinet..Shuddering, rubbing furiously at himself, he
stumbled into the bathroom. In the mirror, he confronted a face he hardly recognized: swollen, lumpy peppered with red hives..Only a few theater
goers attended the matinee. No one sat near, so Google and Junior openly swapped packages: a five-by-six manila envelope to Google, a
nine-by-twelve to Junior..Maybe the watch wouldn't be discovered with the corpse. Maybe it would settle into the trash and not be found until
archaeologists dug out the landfill two thousand years from now..His wife, Dorothea, adored him, not least of all because he had taken in her
eighty-year-old mother and treated that elderly lady as though she were both a duchess and a saint. He was equally generous to the poor, burying
their dead at cost but with utmost dignity..This saving spirit retreated, and in his place came a young paramedic in a black-and-yellow rain slicker
over hospital whites. "Just want to be sure there's no spinal injury before we move you. Can you squeeze my hands?".As "It is." From a desk
drawer, Nolly withdrew an envelope and put it on top of the offered cash. "I'm returning five hundred of your thousand retainer." He pushed
everything back toward Junior..Anyway, traumatic as it had been, the shooting was not the worst thing that happened to him that year..Instead, he
imagined Vanadium's blunt fingers moving over the intravenous apparatus with surprising delicacy, reading the function of the equipment as a
blind man would read Braille with swift, sure, gliding fingertips. He imagined the detective finding the injection port in the main drip line, pinching
it between thumb and forefinger. Saw him produce a hypodermic needle as a magician would pluck a silk scarf from the ether. Nothing in the
syringe except deadly air. The needle sliding into the port ...."He's not a real contemporary person, not anyone Cain needs to fear. So how did he
develop this obsession with finding someone named Bartholomew?" He met Celestina's eyes, as if she might have answers for him. "Is there a real
Bartholomew? And how does this tie in with his assault on you? Or is there any tie-in at all?".In the motel office, Junior paid for another night in
advance. His preference in lodgings didn't run to greasy carpeting, cigarette-scarred furniture, and the whispery scuttling of cockroaches in the
dark, but though feeling better, he was too tired and shaky to drive..Barty came out of the house with the library copy of Podkayne Of Mary, which
his mother had promised to read to him later, in the hospital. "Are we all going?" he asked..Another stiff might have required dragging; but Neddy
weighed hardly more than a five-foot-ten breadstick. Junior hauled the body off the ground and slung it over one shoulder in a fireman's
carry..Minutes later, once more in a corridor conference with Dr. Daines, she was forced to temper her new optimism..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.''.interminably against the
ignition plate before, at last, he was able to insert it. "Should be a boy, because then you'll always have a man around the house.".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..Slow deep breaths. Per Zedd, slow deep breaths. Any state of anxiety, regardless of how powerful, could be ameliorated or even
dissipated."No. But I'm sure as can be, the kid is better off undiscovered by the likes of him.".He moved the shaker across the tablecloth, rocking it
back and forth to convey that he was strolling without a care in the world..Leave the lamps burning, the door unlocked. A murderer, frantic to
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vanish while the victim remained undiscovered, wouldn't be worried about the cost of electricity or about protecting against burglary..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..The fact that Barty saw twisty spots with either eye closed had prepared Agnes for this bleak news. Yet
in spite of the defense that foreknowledge provided her, the teeth of sorrow bit deep..yunh," so she nodded as vigorously as she was able to do, and
tightened her grip on Celestina's hand..On second thought-no. If Seraphim had told anyone she'd been raped, the police would have been at
Junior's doorstep in minutes, with a warrant for his arrest. No matter that they would have no proof. In this age of high sympathy for the previously
oppressed, the word of a teenage Negro girl would have greater weight than Junior's clean record, fine reputation, and heartfelt denials..Later, at
home in bed, after Nolly proved the value of oysters, he and Kathleen lay holding hands. Following a companionable silence, he said, "It's a
mystery.".Outside, he discovered that some worthless criminal wretch had broken into his Suburban during the night. The suitcase and
Book-of-the-Month selections were gone. The creep even swiped the Kleenex, the chewing gum, and the breath mints from the glove,
compartment..She loosened her hair and brushed it out, and Nolly took her to dinner at their favorite place, which had the decor of a classy saloon
and a bay view suitable for God's table. They came here often enough that the maitre d' greeted them by name, as did their waiter..Instinctively, he
knew he should not give massages to Negroes. He sensed that somehow he would be physically or morally polluted by this contact..Tom himself
had decided to build a new life here, as well, assisting Agnes with her ever-expanding work. He was not yet sure whether this would include the
rededication to his vows and a return to the Roman collar, or whether he would spend the rest of his days in civvies. He was delaying that decision
until the Cain case was resolved..No matter. He was a future-focused, focused man. The past is for losers. No, wait, humility is for losers. "The past
is the teat that feeds those too weak to face the future." Yes, that was the line from Zedd that Junior had stitched on a needlepoint pillow..dropping
on the conversation between Dr. Parkhurst and Vanadium, and later failing and respond to Vanadium's pointed accusations, his deception would
inevitably be read as an admission of guilt in the murder.Closing her eyes, Agnes whispered, "Bartholomew," in a reverent voice full of wonder,
full of awe..A moment later, in the corridor, as Nolly locked the door to his suite, Kathleen linked her right arm through Vanadium's left. "Do I call
you Detective Vanadium, Brother, or Father?".Nevertheless, he stepped away from the wall, and with his hands extended to full arm's length, he
turned, feeling the lightless world around him. Nothing. No one..What didn't come as a surprise to Paul was Agnes's determination that the Whites,
during their period of lying low, should stay with her and Barty..Someone she had known. Someone Celestina, too, might know. He lived in or
around Spruce Hills, because Phimie had considered him still to be a threat.."And, of course, you'll need to make arrangements for the body," said
Dr. Lipscomb. "Sister Josephina will provide you with a room, a phone, privacy, whatever you need, and for however long you need.".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..Having used his body as a clapper in the bell of the Dumpster, Junior had struck a loud reverberant note that tolled like a poorly cast
cathedral bell, echoing solemnly off the walls of the flanking buildings, back and forth through the fogbound night..The window mechanism
creaked, the two tall panes began to open outward but too slowly, and the cold white night exhaled a chill plume of breath into the room..Already,
the girl had taken Barty's hand. The two kids descended from the porch into the rain. They didn't circle the oak, but stopped at the foot of the steps
and turned to face the house..He was as solid as any boy. He was in the day but not in the rain. He was moving toward the back of the car..In his
light backpack, he carried one change of clothes, spare socks, candy bars, bottled water. He planned his journeys to be in a town every nightfall,
where he washed one set of clothes and donned the other..proud," she said, smiling as she quoted one of their father's most familiar sermons, "nor
powerful-".She told them of Phimie's request that the baby be named Angel. "At the time, I assumed she wasn't able to think clearly because of the
stroke..The phone rang at 3:20 in the afternoon, just after he switched off the radio in disgust. Sitting in the breakfast nook, the Oakland telephone
directory open in front of him, he almost said, Find the father, kill the son, instead of, "Hello."."When you didn't answer the doorbell, man, I just
knew what must have happened," Chicane told Junior.."I'm captivated more by painting than I am by most dimensional work," Junior explained.
"Really, the only sculpture I've acquired is Poriferan's.".Furious, he squeezed off two shots. Passing the living-room archway, Tom saw Jacob in
the armchair, under the reading lamp, slumped as if asleep over the book. His crimson bib confirmed that he wasn't just sleeping..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..Otter stated it as an unfortunate fact, not as a moral assertion. Hound looked at him with
appreciation. Living with the pirate king, he was sick of boasts and threats, of boasters and threateners..Edom and Jacob arrived, dinner was served,
and while the food was wonderful, the conversation was better-even though the twins occasionally shared their vast knowledge of train wrecks and
deadly volcanic eruptions. Paul didn't contribute much to the talk, because he preferred to bask in it. If he hadn't known any of these people, if he
had walked into the room while they were in the middle of dinner, he would have thought they were family, because the warmth and the
intimacy-and in the twins' case, the eccentricity-of the conversation were not what he expected of such newly made friends. There was no pretense,
no falsity, and no avoidance of any awkward subject, which meant there were sometimes tears, because the death of Reverend White was such a
the-first-third.pdf
Page 3/7

The First Third

fresh wound in the hearts of those who loved him. But in the healing ways of women that remained mysterious to Paul even as he watched them
do.The head of the hospital bed was elevated, and Perri lay on her back. Her eyes-were closed..Maybe his pursuit of the matter sprang from mere
curiosity, the desire to discover what a child of his might look like; however, if something else lay behind his interest, the motivation would not be
benign. Whatever Cain's intentions, he would prove to be at least an annoyance to Celestina and the little girl-and possibly a danger..He wanted the
most expensive box for Joey; but Joey, a modest and prudent man, would have disapproved. Instead, he selected a handsome but not ornate casket
just above the median price..Heedless of the rules of standard police procedure, Tom raced to the doorway, crossed the threshold, and saw Barty
throw a can of soda at the shaved head and pocked face of a transformed Enoch Cain..The telephone rang, putting an end to their chat, but Agnes
would remember the substance of it later that year, on the day before Christmas, when Barty took a walk in the rain and changed forever
his.Everywhere in the fabled city, calves and knees and magnificent expanses of taut thighs were on display. This brought out the dreamy romantic
in Junior, and more than ever he yearned desperately for the perfect woman, the ideal lover, the matching half of his incomplete heart.."Then you
only have to wait eighteen years," he said, opening the apartment door and stepping aside once more, allowing Celestina to precede him..He rolled
Neddy onto one side, but no gold watch lay underneath, so he let the musician flop onto his back again.."I know how to build boats, how to sail
boats.".He was able to search five pages at a sitting before his head began to ache. He'd been putting in two sessions each day, starting this past
Tuesday. Four thousand names a day. Sixteen thousand total when he finished the fifth of this evening's pages..Sitting at the desk, Celestina phoned
her parents again. She shook uncontrollably, but her voice was steady..An overflow crowd of mourners had attended the services at St. Thomas's
Church, standing shoulder to shoulder at the back of the nave, through the narthex, and across the sidewalk outside, and now everyone appeared to
have come to the cemetery, as well..He opened the solid doors on the bottom of the breakfront, did not find what he was looking for, checked in the
sideboard next, and there it was, a small liquor supply. Scotch, gin, vodka. He selected a full bottle of vodka..Furrowing her brow and narrowing
her eyes as though prepared to scold him, she slowly lowered her face to his, until their noses were touching, and she whispered, "Because it's more
fun if it's secret.".Second-stage labor was supposed to last about fifty minutes in a woman bearing her first child, as little as twenty if the birth was
not the first, but she sensed that Bartholomew was not going to come into the world by the book..Candle flames blurred into bright smears, and the
faces of her good parents shimmered like the half-seen countenances of angels in dreams..CELESTINA RETURNED TO Room 724 to collect
Phimie's belongings from the tiny closet and from the nightstand.."He must've listened on the car radio," Agnes said, digging down into the layered
days in her packed trunk of memories. "He was trying to get ahead of his work, so he'd be able to stay around the house a lot during the week after
the baby came. So he arranged to meet with some prospective clients even on Sunday. He was working a lot, and I was trying to deliver my pies
and meet my other obligations before the big day. We didn't have as much time together as usual, and even as impressed as he must've been with
the sermon, he never had a chance to tell me about it. The next-to-last thing he ever said to me was 'Bartholomew.' He wanted me to name the baby
Bartholomew.".She also sought forgiveness for the hardness with which she had treated Nicholas Deed..The kids insisted on knowing what was
meant by the line about the chicken, and this led to the laying of a coopful of Why-did-the chicken-cross-the-road jokes, which Edom and Jacob
had memorized in childhood as an act of rebellion against their humorless father..Tammy--the stock analyst, broker, and cat-food-eating feline
fetishist-whom he had dated from Christmas of '65 through February of '66, had given him the timepiece in return for all the trading commissions
and perfect sex that he had given her..The rain was colder than it had been earlier, almost as icy as sleet. Or perhaps she was far hotter than before
and felt the chill more keenly on her fevered skin. Each droplet seemed to hiss against her face, to sizzle against her hands, with which she tightly
gripped her swollen abdomen as if she could deny Death the baby that it had come to collect..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..Two teenage boys and
one elderly woman scrambled across the sidewalk, grabbing at the ringing rain of quarters. They caught some, but others bounced and twirled
through their grasping fingers, rolling-spinning away into the gutter..And so at the age of thirty-one, after more than twenty-eight years of blindness
with a few short reprieves, Barty Lampion received the gift of sight from his ten-year-old daughter. 1996 through 2000: Day after day, the work
was done in memory of Agnes Lampion, Joey Lampion, Harrison White, Seraphim White, Jacob Isaacson, Simon Magusson, Tom Vanadium,
Grace White, and most recently Wally Lipscomb, in memory of all those who had given so much and, though perhaps still alive in other places,
were gone from here.
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