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THE GENERATIONS EIGHT
The reverend made the first toast, speaking so softly that his tremulous words seemed to bloom in Celestina's mind and heart rather than to fall
upon her ears. "To gentle Phimie, who is with God."."By the way he acted, you'd have sworn that he gave me and Angel shelter in the storm, back
then, instead of turning us out to freeze in the snow.".She moved beside him. "For one minute, after her heart stopped the first time, she wasn't here
in St. Mary's, was she? Her body, yes, that was still here, but not Phimie.".Besides, he couldn't any longer afford to spend endless hours either
learning a new language or attending the opera. His life was too full, leaving him insufficient time for the Bartholomew search..When the
convulsive seizure passed, as he collapsed back on the spattered pillow, shuddering at the stench rising from his hideously fouled clothes, Junior
was suddenly struck by an idea that was either.Judging by the smeariness of the letters and by the fact that some had run before they dried, the
writing instrument hadn't been a felt-tip marker, as Vanadium first thought. A spattering of red droplets on the closed lid of the toilet and across the
beige marble floor, all dry now, gave rise to a suspicion..This was not the same card he'd found at his bedside, under two dimes and a nickel, on the
night following Naomi's funeral. He had torn that one and had thrown it away..The porch light wasn't on. No landscape lighting brightened the
backyard. Barty was a gray shadow moving through darkness and through the darkling drizzle..After his conversation with Magusson, however,
Junior realized this fear was irrational. If the detective had miraculously escaped the cold waters of the lake, he would have been in need of
emergency medical treatment. He would have staggered or crawled to the county highway in search of help, unaware that Junior had framed him
for Victoria's murder, too badly wounded to care about anything but getting medical attention..The stump was capped at the end of the internal
cuneiform, depriving Junior of everything from the metatarsal to the tip of the toe. He was delighted with this result, because successful
reattachment would have been a calamity..Paul's Mediterranean complexion didn't make a blush easy to detect, but Tom thought his face
brightened until it was a shade or two closer to the color of his rust-red hair. His eyes, usually so direct, evaded Celestina..After the detective
returned the box to the nightstand, the coin began to turn again..Fathoms of silence flooded the line. Still, she listened. He sensed her there, though
as if at a great depth..For breakfast, he avoided sugar. He ate cold roast beef and drank milk laced with a double shot of brandy..For a while,
Celestina had worried that the girl was slower to walk than other children, slower to talk, and slower to develop her vocabulary, even though
Celestina read aloud to her from storybooks every day. Then, during the past six months, Angel had caught up in a rush though she traveled a road
somewhat different from what the childrearing books described. Her first word was mama, which was fairly standard, but her second was blue,
which for a while came out "boo." At three, an average child would be doing exceptionally well to identify four colors; Angel could name eleven,
including black and white, because she was able routinely to differentiate pink from red, and purple from blue..Losen, a sea-pirate who called
himself King of the Inmost Sea, was then the chief warlord in the city and all the east and south of Havnor. Exacting tribute from that rich domain,
he spent it to increase his soldiery and the fleets he sent out to take slaves and plunder from other lands. As Otters uncle said, he kept the
shipwrights busy. They were grateful to have work in a time when men seeking work found only beggary, and rats ran in the courts of Maharion.
They did an honest job, Otter's father said, and what the work was used for was none of their concern..Trembling and sweating, he turned his back
to the view window. As he retreated from the creche, he expected the oppressive pall of fear to lift, but it grew heavier..Both angry and mortified,
yet still fearful, a walking multimedia collage of emotions, Junior left the gallery..playing cards, Agnes fixated on Deed's blond bangs, which
curled across his broad brow..ANGEL WAS DRESSED in as much red as the devil himself: bright red shoes, red socks, red leggings, red skirt, red
sweater, and a knee length red coat with a red hood..Alone again with Wally, Celestina said, "They told me that once you regained consciousness, I
can only visit ten minutes at a time, and not that often, either."."Not that trains are any better. Look at the Bakersfield crash back in '60. Santa Fe
Chief, out of San Francisco, smashed into an oil-tank truck. Seventeen people crushed, burned in a river of fire.".For more than twenty-three years,
he'd given his big toe little consideration, had taken it for granted, had treated it with shameful neglect. Now this lower digit seemed precious, a
comparatively small fixture of flesh, but as important to his image of himself as his nose or either of his eyes..Under a declining moon, he fled
discreetly three blocks to his Suburban, parked on a parallel street. He encountered no traffic, and on the way, he stripped off the gardening gloves
and discarded them in a Dumpster at a house undergoing remodeling..As instructed earlier by phone, Junior purchased a large box of Raisinettes
and a box of Milk Duds at the refreshment stand, and then he sat in one of the last three rows in the center section, eating the Milk Duds, grimacing
at the sticky noises his shoes made when he moved them on the tacky floor, and waiting for Google to find him..Shortly after nine-thirty in the
morning, they landed in Eugene, and the cab driver who conveyed Junior to the town's largest shopping center spent more time staring at his
afflicted passenger in the rearview mirror than he did watching the road. Junior got out of the taxi and paid through the driver's open window. The
cabbie didn't even wait for his fiery-faced fare to turn completely away before he crossed himself..Junior drove them a little crazy by pretending not
to understand their intent as they circled the issue like novice snake handlers warily looking for a safe grip on a coiled cobra..With every step
through the long night walk, Paul had considered what he would say, must say, if this encounter ever took place. Now all his practiced words
deserted him.."Oh, my Lord," Chicane groaned as he and Sparky half carried Junior into the bathroom..Inexplicably, each repetition of
Bartholomew heightened Junior's anxiety. The name resonated not just in his ear, but in his blood and bones, in body and mind, as if he were a
great bronze bell and Bartholomew the clapper..which was tied a gift tag bearing a hand-printed message: With our compliments. Thanks for your
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business.."That won't do it."."Quick, very quick," he warned, helping Grace through the fire framed window and onto the roof of the porch..In
addition to delivering a honey-raisin pear pie, Agnes had come to offer Obadiah Sepharad a year's work-not performing magic, but talking about
it..Agnes wanted to tell them that all their efforts would be to no avail, that they should cease and desist, be kind and let her go. She had no reason
to stay here anymore. She was moving on to be with her dead husband and her dead baby, moving on to a place where there was no pain, where no
one was as poor as.Yet he brooded even at breakfast, in spite of the consolation of clotted cream and berries, raisin scones and cinnamon butter. In
better worlds, wiser Tom Vanadiums chose different tactics that resulted in less misery than this, in a far swifter conveyance of Enoch Cain to the
halls of justice. But he was none of those Tom Vanadiums. He was only this Tom, flawed "land struggling, and he couldn't take comfort in the fact
that elsewhere he had proved to be a better man..knew Phimie died in childbirth, not an accident, and Max's instincts told him rape. I explained to
your dad why Cain was the man. I wanted whatever information he might have. But I suppose ... sitting there, looking at my face, he decided that
Cain is indeed the biggest hornet's nest ever, and he didn't want to put his daughter and granddaughter at greater risk than necessary.".As Barty
climbed to the porch without benefit of the railing and held out his right hand, Paul Damascus said, "Tom, we're wondering if Barty can extend to
you the protection he gives to Angel in the rain. Maybe he can ... since the three of you share this ... this awareness, this insight, or whatever you
want to call it. But he won't know until he tries.".While Angel continued her relentless interrogation of Paul Damascus, Tom joined her mother in
front of the large window at the end of the room farthest from the dinner table..By air from San Francisco south to Orange County Airport, then
farther south along the coast by rental car, one week in the wake of Paul Damascus and his three charges, following directions provided by Paul,
Tom Vanadium brought Wally Lipscomb to the Lampion house..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.."From childhood, I've had this ...
awareness, this perception of an infinitely more complex reality than what my five basic senses reveal. A psychic claims to predict the future. I'm
not a psychic. Whatever I am ... I'm able to feel a lot of the other possibilities inherent in any situation, to know they exist simultaneously with my
reality, side by side, each world as real as mine. In my bones, in my blood-".He slapped her hands, knocking the sharpener and the pencil out of her
grasp. They clattered against the window, fell onto the window-seat cushions..In his masterpiece The Beauty of Rage: Channel Your Anger and Be
a Winner, Zedd explains that every fully evolved man is able to take anger at one person or thing and instantly redirect it to any new person or
thing, using it to achieve dominance, control, or any goal he seeks. Anger should not be an emotion that gradually arises again at each new
justifiable cause, but should be held in the heart and nurtured, under control but sustained, so that the full white-hot power of it can be instantly
tapped as needed, whether or not there has been provocation..Sometimes Angel seemed troubled by what she'd been told about her grandfather, and
at those moments she appeared downcast, somber. But she was just three, after all, too young to grasp the permanence of death. She would
probably not have been surprised if Harrison White had walked through the door in a little while, during The Man from U.N.C.L.E. or The Lucy
Show..They laughed and held hands. For the first time since Phimie's panicked phone call from Oregon, Celestina felt that everything would
eventually be all right again..Eventually, a braless blonde in shiny white plastic boots, a white miniskirt, and a hot-pink T-shirt featuring the
silk-screened face of Albert Einstein, said, "Sure, I know her. Had some classes with her. She's nice enough, but she's kind of nerdy, especially for
an Afro-American. I mean, they're never nerdy--am I right?".In the kitchen were a radio, a toaster, a coffeepot, two place settings of cheap flatware,
a small mismatched collection of thrift-shop plates and bowls and mugs, and a freezer full of TV dinners and English muffins..Celestina put Angel
down, and the girl raced to the bathroom as Wally stepped into the public hall and pulled the apartment door shut behind him..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.."Well, as years pass, they're going to be a financial burden, if nothing else, so I'm glad I've got a little surprise for you.".Fed
up with them and with this exhibition, Junior half wished that he would again be stricken by violent nervous emesis. Even in his suffering, he
would enjoy spraying these insistently appealing canvases with the reeking ejecta of his gut: criticism of the most pungent nature..Darkrose and
Diamond.Confused, Panglo held out his right hand, but Jacob said, "Sorry, no offense, but I don't shake with anyone.".Deciding that he didn't need
an exit line, Junior headed toward the service road and his Suburban..Glass in the door next to Agnes cracked, dissolved. Pebbly blacktop like a
dragon flank of glistening scales hissed past the broken window, inches from her face..Finding nothing more of interest in the study, he considered
searching the rest of the house..He snatched the woman's car keys off the pavement, slid behind the wheel of the Pontiac, and drove off to find a
pharmacy, the only stop that he intended to make until he reached Spruce Hills..The girl was creepy, no doubt about it, and Junior felt now
precisely as he had felt on the night of Celestina's exhibition at the Greenbaum Gallery, when he had come out of the alleyway after disposing of
Neddy Gnathic in the Dumpster and had checked his watch only to discover his bare wrist. He was missing something here, too, but it wasn't
merely a Rolex, wasn't a thing at all, but an insight, a profound truth..Junior locked the door. He started the engine and drove out of the cemetery
faster than was prudent on the winding service road..He opened his mouth but stood mute. Raised his right hand from his side. Worked his fingers
in the air, as though the needed words could be strummed from the ether. He felt stupid, foolish..Reflecting upon her son's clever, diligent, and
uncomplaining adaptation to darkness, she wished that she had described to him the dazzling sunset under which they had made their journey
home. Although her words might have been inadequate to the spectacle, he would have elaborated on them to create a picture in his mind; with his
creative skills, the world that he'd lost with his sight might be remade in equal splendor in his imagination..Although Zedd counsels living in the
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future, he recognizes the need to have full recollection of the past when absolutely needed. One of his favorite techniques for jolting memories
loose when the subconsciously."Some Baptists are opposed to drink, Doctor, but we're the wicked variety. Though all we have is a warm bottle of
Chardonnay.".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..He closed his eyes to know the kitchen as Barty knew it. The fine aromas,
the musical clink of spoons, the tinny rattle of pans, the liquid swish of a stirring whisk, the heat from the ovens, the women's voices: Gradually,
denying himself sight, he was aware of his other senses sharpening..Unfortunately, Caesar Zedd had not written a self-help book on how to commit
homicide and escape the consequences thereof, and as before, Junior was entirely on his own..Hisscus, Nork, and Knacker exchanged sharp
glances, nonplussed. Finally, one of them said, "We couldn't do that, Mr. Cain. Not until you've consulted an attorney.".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..Paul set the nightstand down but
waited, ready to shove the furniture into the stairwell if the swaddled gunman dared return..MONDAY MORNING, far above Joe Lampion's grave,
the translucent blue California sky shed a rain of light so pure and clear that the world seemed to have been washed clean of all its stains..Spruce
Hills, but also those in the entire county, maybe seventy or eighty thousand..Magically, a shiny quarter appeared in Thomas Vanadium's right hand.
It turned end over end, knuckle to knuckle, disappeared between thumb and forefinger, and reappeared at the little finger, beginning its cross-hand
journey once more..The gunshot was louder-and the pain initially less-than he expected. Timpani-boom, timpani-boom, the explosion echoed back
and forth through the high-ceilinged apartment..Her mother and father still resided in a world where Phimie was alive. Bringing them from that old
reality to this new one would be the second-hardest thing Celestina had ever done.."My scar," he confessed, "is inexperience. For a man my age,
Agnes, I'm in some ways unbelievably innocent. I wouldn't trade the years with Perri for anything or anyone, but intense as it was, our love didn't
include ... Well, I mean, you may find me inadequate.".Most likely, if Victoria was entertaining, the visitor's car would have been parked in the
driveway..As though the blush were transmitted by a virus, Junior caught the primrose-pink contagion from the pianist..trees also revealed Barty,
and no radiance from another world shone spectrally through him, as it had shone through Joey-dead-and-risen..Eventually Agnes came to suspect
that for all the pleasure the boy took in math and for all his aptitude with numbers, his greatest gift and his deepest passion lay elsewhere. He was
finding his way toward a destiny both more astonishing and stranger than the lives of any of the many prodigies about whom she'd read..He
intended to mash the sole of Victoria's right shoe in the pat of butter and leave a long smear on the floor, as though she slipped on it and fell toward
the ovens.."It's what?" asked the detective, for with the exception of his teeth, he was not a self-improved individual..Angel, busy with a cookie
through most of this, licked crumbs from her lips and asked Paul, "Do you have a puppy?"."Get this through your head, you shit-for-brains. I lost a
daughter, a precious daughter, my Naomi, the light of my life.".In either case, printing the name in blood was a ritualistic act, and ritualism of this
nature was an unmistakable symptom of a seriously unbalanced mind. Evidently, the wife killer would be easier to crack than expected, because his
shell was already badly fractured.."Why should I be afraid of a stumbling blind boy?" asked Junior again. But this time the words issued from him
in a different tone of voice, because suddenly he sensed something knowing in this boy's attitude, if not in his manufactured eyes, a quality similar
to what the girl exhibited..Perhaps the paramedic had given him an injection, a sedative. the howling ambulance rocked along on this most
momentous day, Junior Cain wept profoundly but quietly--and achieved temporary peace in a dreamless sleep.."Because He didn't want you to be a
dog." She finished tying a bow in the drawstrings. "There. You look just like an M&M.".Concerned that Junior's crying jag would trigger spasms of
the abdominal muscles and ultimately another attack of hemorrhagic vomiting, the nurse had with her a tranquilizer. She wanted him to use the
apple juice to wash down the pill.."Oh, dear God," she whispered, and although she had always been a strong woman who stood on a rock of faith,
who drew hope as well as air with every breath, she was as weak now as the unborn child in her womb, sick with fear..By Thursday, the eruption
passed from him. Because he'd had the self-control not to claw his face or hands, he was presentable enough to venture out into the city; although if
people in the streets could have Seen the weeping scabs and inflamed scratches that tattooed his body and limbs, they would have fled with the
grim certainty that the black.Hound smiled. "They haven't undone what you did yet, either," he said. "Old Whiteface was crawling all over her
yesterday, growling and muttering. Ordered the helm replaced." He meant Losen's chief mage, a pale man from the North named Gelluk, who was
much feared in Havnor.."Honey," Angel said to her daughter, "show us that game you were just playing with Koko. Show us, honey. Come on.
Show us. Show us.".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..He assumed that she hadn't phoned
the police to make a formal report. No need to go out of her way to slander Junior when Thomas Vanadium had been prowling the hospital at all
hours of the day and night, ready to lend an ear to any falsehood about him, as long as it made him appear to be a sleazeball and a wife
killer..Harrison and Grace had welcomed him in spite of the fact that a friend and parishioner had died on Thursday, leaving them both bereft and
with church obligations..Yet through the summer of 1966, following this call, he acted like a man who was haunted. A sudden draft, even if warm,
chilled him and caused him to turn in circles, seeking the source. In the middle of the night, the most innocent of sounds could scramble him from
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bed and send him on a search of the apartment, flinching from harmless shadows and twitching at looming invisibilities that he imagined he saw at
the edges of his vision..He had considered tracking down Celestina-and the bastard boy--prior to her exhibition. The alumni office of her college
might be one route to her. And further inquiries in the city's fine-arts community would no doubt eventually provide him with her
address.."Anyway, something clicked in me on the roller coaster, and I grasped a new angle of approach to the problem. I've figured out that I can
walk in the idea of sight, sort of sharing the vision of another me, in another reality, without actually going there." He smiled into her astonishment.
"So what do you say about that?".What he learned working with his father and uncle in the shipyard he could use, at least; and he was becoming a
good craftsman, even his father would admit that..Angel cocked her head and studied his left hand, which he had closed while opening his right.
She pointed. "It's there.".Occasionally, when Junior returned home from a day of gallery hopping or an evening at a restaurant, Industrial
Woman-the artist's title-scared away his mellow mood. More than once, he'd cried out in alarm before realizing this was just his prized
Poriferan.."He was born yesterday, not today," Edom said glumly. "When the thousand-year quake hits, skyscrapers will pancake, bridges crumble,
dams break. In three minutes, a million people will die between San Diego and Santa Barbara.".Simon Magusson, lacking family, had left his estate
to Tom. This came as a surprise. The sum was so considerable that even though Tom was on a dispensation from his vows, which included his vow
of property, he was uncomfortable with his fortune. His comfort was quickly restored by contributing the entire inheritance to Pie Lady Services.
They had been brought together by two extraordinary children, by the conviction that Barty and Angel were part of some design of enormous
consequence. But more often than not, God weaves patterns that become perceptible to us only over long periods of time, if at all. After the past
three eventful years, there were now no weekly miracles, no signs in the earth or sky, no revelations from burning bushes or from more mundane
forms of communication. Neither Barty nor Angel revealed any new astonishing talents, and in fact they were as ordinary as any two young
prodigies can be, except that he was blind and she served as his eyes upon the world..Indeed, subconsciously, she had known that Nella was gone
since receiving the call at 4:15 this morning. When the old woman had finished what she needed to say, the silence on the line had been eerily
perfect, without one crackle of static or electronic murmur, unlike anything Celestina had ever heard on a telephone before..In her campaign to
keep her weight gain to a minimum, anorexia was her ally. She learned to find pleasure in hunger pangs..Applying his intelligence now, he
employed simple meditation techniques to calm himself and to slow his heartbeat. The cop was trying to rattle him into making a mistake, but calm
men did not incriminate themselves..Beyond the windows, the winter night sifted sootily down through the twinkling city, as he sat in his living
room with a glass of Dry Sack in one hand and the picture of Celestina White in the other..self-controlled as he would need to be in any
interrogation conducted by this brush-cut, thick-necked toad..In the living room, he removed a decorative pillow from the sofa. He carried it into
the foyer..Her voice as bright as her bed ensemble, spiritual sister to baby chicks everywhere, yellow Angel raised her head from the pillow and
said, "Will you have a wedding?".Junior attended a New Year's Eve party with a nuclear-holocaust theme. Festivities were held in a mansion
usually hung with cutting-edge art, but all the paintings had been replaced with poster-size blowups of photos of ruined Nagasaki and
Hiroshima..With the earth still tenuously stable beneath them, they arrived at their fifth destination, a new address on Agnes's mercy list..But he
was more than she had ever imagined her boy to be, more than merely a prodigy..This morning, as Barty stood to one side listening, his mother
asked Maria for poems by Emily Dickinson.
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