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THE HUNDREDTH CHANCE
His severed toe lay across the room, on the white tile floor. It stuck up stiffly, nail gleaming, as if the floor were snow and the toe were the only
exposed extremity of a body buried in a drift..According to the brief biographic note with the picture, Celestina White was a graduate of San
Francisco's Academy of Art College. She had been born and raised in Spruce Hills, Oregon, the daughter of a minister..Wonderful. Oh, perfect. So
Neddy, a friend of Celestina's, knew that Junior, reputed to be a vicious sadist, had attended this reception under a false name. If Junior really was a
sleazy pervert of such rococo tastes that he would be shunned even by the scum of the world, even by the deranged mutant offspring of a
self-breeding hermaphrodite, then surely he was capable of murder, too..'A energy fighting over jurisdiction. We cooperate. The sheriff can de not
to put a lot of his limited resources into this, and no one will blame him. He can call it an accident and close the case, and he won't.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..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.Not once did he look
back to see if the fire had grown visible as a glow against the night sky. The events at Victoria's were part of the past. He was finished with all that.
Junior was a forward-thinking, future-oriented man..He turned over the two most recent discards. Neither was a jack of spades, and both were what
he expected them to be..Junior was reminded of a scene in an old movie, something Naomi wanted to watch, a love story set during the Black
Plague: a horse drawn cart rolling through the medieval streets of London or Paris, the driver ringing a hand bell and crying, "Bring out your dead,
bring out your dead!" If contemporary San Francisco had provided such a convenient service, he wouldn't have had to toss Neddy Gnathic in the
Dumpster in the first place..Leaving the engine running and the heater on, he got out of the car, leaned back inside, said, "Better lock up while I'm
gone," and then closed his door..Even in this soft light, Nolly could see that she was blushing like a young girl. She glanced around at the nearby
tables..In the crisis, the rack holding her oxygen bottle had been rolled to the bed. The breathing mask lay on the pillow beside her..-nor cruel, nor
hateful, nor envious, nor mean," Phimie recited, "for all these are sicknesses of this fallen world-".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..To prove himself, he read a little of Dickens when she requested it, a passage from
Great Expectations. Then a passage from Twain..Move, move, like a runaway train, leaving the dead nuns--or at least one dead musician-far
behind..Last night, in the superintendent's basement apartment, as they shared a bottle of wine, Sparky had told Vanadium numerous weird tales
about Cain: The Night He Shot Off His Toe, The Day He Was Saved from a Meditative Trance and Paralytic Bladder, The Day the Psychotic
Girlfriend Brought a Vietnamese Potbellied Pig to His Apartment When He Was Out and Fed It Laxatives and Penned It in His Bedroom ....Caught
unaware by the joke, she laughed. "Well, I'm glad to know I'm good for something. Is there maybe a special pie you'd like me to make today?"."I'm
really not sad, Mom. I'm not. I don't like it this way, being blind. It's ... hard." His small voice, musical as are the voices of most children, touching
in its innocence, spun a fragile thread of melody in the dark, and seemed too sweet to be speaking of these bitter things. "Real hard. But being sad
won't help. Being sad won't make me see again.".Room to room through the upstairs. Checking closets. Behind furniture. Bathrooms. In Paul's
private spaces. No Cain.."Honey," she said, crouching to peer at him through the vertical slats of the playpen, "what're you doing?".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..Happy weekend. His attitude amazed her, and his strength in the face of darkness gave her courage..In spring, summer, and fall, they
brightened the grave with the roses that Edom grew in the side yard. In this less rose-friendly season, these Christmas bouquets had been purchased
at a flower shop..of the deceased. This memorial was modest, neither large nor complicated in design. Nevertheless, often the carvers in this line of
business followed days after the morticians, because the stones to which they applied their craft demanded more labor and less urgency than the
cold bodies that rested under them..Among Junior's many gifts, his ability to focus might have been the most important. Bob Chicane, his former
instructor in matters meditative, had called him intense and even obsessive, following the painful incident involving meditation without seed, but
intensity and obsession were false charges. Junior was simply focused.Agnes's suspicion that Barty would be a child prodigy had grown from seed
to full fruit on the morning of the boy's first birthday, when he'd sat in his highchair, counting green-grape-and-apple pies. Through the following
two years, ample proof of high intelligence and wondrous talents ripened Agnes's suspicion into conviction..After nudging the door shut with his
shoulder, Barty carried the sodas out of the kitchen and forward along the hall. Pausing at the livingroom archway, he said, "Uncle Jacob?".From
his early adolescence, Edom was drawn to gardening, taking special pleasure in the cultivation of hybrid roses. He'd been only sixteen when one of
his blooms earned first place in a flower show. When his father learned about the competition, he regarded Edom's pursuit of the prize as a grievous
sin of pride. The punishment left Edom bedridden for three days, and when he came downstairs at last, he discovered that his father had torn out all
the rose bushes..Using a false name, claiming that he was an adoptee, Junior made inquiries with several child-placement organizations, as well as
with state and federal agencies. He discovered that Wulfstan's story was true: Adoption records were sealed by law for the protection of the birth
parents, and getting at them was all but impossible..Simon Magusson-capable of representing the devil himself for the proper fee, but also capable
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of genuine remorse-visited Vanadium in the hospital, soon after learning that the detective had awakened from a coma. The attorney shared the
conviction that Cain was the guilty party, and that he'd also murdered his wife..When she went upstairs at 2:10 in the morning, she found the boy
fast asleep in the soft lamplight, Tunnel in the Sky at his side..Reading the dates on the headstone, he saw that the minister's daughter had died on
the seventh of January, the day after Naomi had fallen from the fire tower. If ever asked, Junior would have no trouble accounting for his
whereabouts on that day..Agnes discovered, from her research, that among child prodigies, Barty was not a wonder of wonders. Some math
whizzes were absorbed by algebra and even by geometry before their third birthdays. Jascha Heifetz, became an accomplished violinist at three,
and by six, he played the concertos of Mendelssohn and Tchaikovsky; Ida Haendel performed them when she was five..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..On his nightstand,
he found an envelope evidently placed there by Hanna, after she'd taken it from his pharmacy smock, which he had given her to launder. The
envelope contained the letter about Agnes Lampion that Paul had written to Reverend White in Oregon.."Supposing he's senile, wouldn't he
possibly think you were his long- lost brother or someone?".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.".Junior realized he was on the verge of babbling, and with an effort, he silenced himself..Evidently, Jacob had made a quick trip to his
apartment over the garage and, with no thought for mice and dust, had not closed the back door. Junior said, "You've caused me a lot of trouble,
you know." He'd been building a beautiful rage all night, thinking about what he'd been through because of the girl's temptress mother, whom he
saw so clearly in this pint-size bitch. "So much trouble.".He pushed on the door, but still it resisted, and he surprised himself by letting out a bellow
of frustration that expressed quite the opposite of self-control, though no one listening could have the slightest doubt about his determination to
commit and command.."I ALWAYS EAT CAV-EE-JAR FOR BREAKFAST," said Velveeta Cheese in her stuffed-bear voice..Agnes got out of
bed, switched on the lamp, and tucked Barty in once more. "Say your silent prayers.".Behind her, he said, "And is that my gray cardigan? What did
you do to my cardigan?".Junior had hoped not to be recognized by anyone at this affair. He regretted that he hadn't stuck to his original plan,
maintaining surveillance of the gallery from his parked car..They could be patient. Their self-denial and sweet anticipation ensured that their
lovemaking, when at last they were able safely to indulge, would be shattering in its intensity, like the coupling of mortals raised to the status of
demigods by virtue of their passion, its power and purity.."Each life," Barty Lampion said, "is like our oak tree in the backyard but lots bigger. One
trunk to start with, and then all the branches, millions of branches, and every branch is the same life going in a new direction.".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.."I hope it will," the physician said, but his emphasis vas too solidly on the word hope..Vanadium's vehicle, obviously
not an official police sedan, was a blue 1961 Studebaker Lark Regal. A dumpy and inelegant car, it looked as though it had been designed
specifically to complement the stocky detective's physique..Tom opened his empty hands and then filled one of them with his water glass. The
rattling ice belied his calm face..Paul didn't realize that Grace had followed them into the living room until she screamed. She started to push past
him, heading toward her husband even as Harrison went down..Here, four days past Christmas, after two days of torment, Agnes knew the worst,
that her treasured son must go eyeless or die, must choose between blindness or cancer of the brain..The mortician and his assistant had nearly
finished dismantling the frame of the winch. Soon a worker would close the hole..Too much clatter, drawing attention. No leisure for romance now,
no chance for a two-sister score. just kill Celestina, kill Bartholomew, and go, go..Surprisingly, he received a lot of gratification from voicing this
insult, even though Vanadium was too dead to hear it..He let go of the girl's chin, and at once she scrunched into the corner of the window seat, as
far away from him as she could get. The knowing look in her eye wasn't that of an ordinary child, not that of a child at all. Not his imagination,
either. Terror, yes, but also defiance, and this knowing expression, as though she could see right through him, knew things about him that she had
no way of knowing..Maria turned sideways in her chair and dealt from the top of the four-deck stack, onto the table in front of Barty..At last: the
humiliating backless gown, the precious drugs, even a pretty nurse who seemed to like him, and then oblivion..After taking a preliminary statement
from Celestina, Bellini left to romance a judge out of bed and obtain a search warrant for Enoch Cain's residence, having already ordered a stakeout
of the Russian Hill apartment. Celestina's description of her assailant was a perfect match for Cain. Furthermore, the suspect's Mercedes had been
abandoned at her place. Bellini sounded confident that they would find and arrest the man soon..Her name was Victoria Bressler, and she was an
attractive blonde. She would never have been serious competition For Naomi, because Naomi had been singularly stunning, but Naomi, after all,
was gone..He'd never had a chance to read this to Perri or to benefit from her opinion. Now, as he scanned the lines of his calligraphic handwriting,
his words seemed foolish, inappropriate, confused..The old woman crumpled with a papery rustle, as though she were an elaborately folded piece
of origami. She would be unconscious for a while, and after she came around, she probably wouldn't remember who she was, let alone what make
of car she'd been driving, until Junior was well out of Eugene.."April 23, 1940, Natchez, Mississippi, dance-hall fire-one hundred ninety-eight
dead. December 7, 1946, Atlanta, Georgia, the Winecoff Hotel fire-one hundred nineteen dead."."Go home. Sleep," he said. "You'll be no help to
your sister if you wind up a patient here yourself.".But the boy played no tricks against his father. He took his beatings in silence and learned to
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hide his gift..Over the following hour, as Walter Panglo guided Jacob through the planning of the funeral, Jacob recounted the gruesome details of
numerous airliner crashes, shipwrecks, train collisions, coal-mine disasters, darn collapses, hotel fires, nightclub fires, pipeline and oil-well
explosions, munitions--plant explosions.....Fortunately, at least the desk was cigarette-scarred, because it came with the office. It had been the
property of a skip-tracer named Otto Zelm, who'd made a good living at the kind of work Nolly avoided out of boredom: tracking down deadbeats
and repossessing their vehicles. On a stakeout, Zelm fell asleep in his car, while smoking, thereby triggering the payoff of both life- and
casualty-insurance policies, and freeing the lease on this furnished space..He pushed back the bedclothes and sat up, leaning against the pillows and
headboard. "This is maybe a hard thing for you to do, but it's really important."."Great guy. Do you have an address for her, a way maybe I could
get in touch about her brother?".Junior poured half the vodka over the corpse, splashed some around other parts of the kitchen, and spilled the last
on the cook top, where it trickled toward the active burner. This was not an ideal accelerant, not as effective as gasoline, but by the time he threw
the bottle aside, the spirits found the flame..He held forth the single red rose. "For you. Not that it compares. No flower could.".The accountant
lived in a white Georgian house on a street fined with huge old evergreens..Celestina screamed-"Here! In here!"--as she slapped the magazine into
the butt of the pistol..A nurse fussed over him as she helped him into bed, concerned about his paleness and his tremors. She was attentive,
efficient, compassionate but she wasn't in the least attractive, and he wished she would.In the faraway, at the limits of night and fog, the dog bit off
his bark in expectation.."No. The information I gave you came from the coroner's office, which issued the death certificate. But even if I got into
St. Mary's records, there wouldn't be a hint of where Catholic Family Services placed this baby.".Worried that tears would frighten Barty, that
indulging in a few would result in a ruinous flood, Agnes held back the salt tides. A mother's duty proved to be the stuff from which dams were
built..First room on the left. Move. Kick the door open. The sense of a larger space beyond, no bathroom this time, and darker. Fan the pistol,
gripping with both hands. Two quick shots: muffled cough, muffled cough..As before, the name tolled through him like the ominous note of the
deepest bass bell in a cathedral carillon, struck on a cold midnight..As Wally got behind the wheel and closed his door, Angel said, "Mommy,
where's fog come from? And don't say Hawaii.".Phimie's eyes widened, her hand tightened painfully on her sister's hand, her entire body
convulsed, thrashed, and she cried, "Unnn, unnn, unnn!".Choking fumes, blinding soot. A licking heat told him that slithering fire had followed the
smoke up the stairs and now coiled perilously close in the murk..The gas oven might blow up in his face, at last bringing him peace, but if it didn't,
he would at least have cookies for Agnes..Though she worried that reading would strain his eyes, worsening his condition, she recognized the
irrationality of her fear. Muscles don't atrophy from use, nor eyes wear out from too much seeing..Outside, flames churned to the left and right of
the opening. The front of the house was afire..His inner turmoil boiled ever more fiercely, and the external evidence of it grew more obvious. In the
cool air of the fading afternoon, he perspired as profusely as a man already being strapped into an electric chair; it streamed, gushed. He shook,
shook, and he was half convinced that he could hear his bones rattling together like the shells of hard-boiled eggs in a rolling cook pot..He thought
he heard the soft swoosh of knife-edge wings slicing the January air. He dared not look up. More in his throat. The agony. Darkness poured into
his head, as if it were blood rising relentlessly from his flooded stomach and esophagus..Recalling how the title of the exhibition had resonated
with him when first he'd seen the gallery, brochure, Junior felt certain now that a tape-recorded early draft of this sermon was the kinky "music"
that accompanied his evening of passion with Seraphim. He couldn't remember one word of it, let alone any element that would have deeply moved
a national radio audience, but this didn't mean that he was shallow or incapable of being touched by philosophical speculations. He'd been so
distracted by the erotic perfection of Seraphim's young body and so busy jumping her that he wouldn't have remembered a word, either, if Zedd
himself had been sitting on the bed, discussing the human condition with his customary brilliance..During the ten days since Joey's passing, a great
many people had conveyed their condolences to Agnes, but until this man, she'd known all of them..As the fragrances of wet wool and sodden
denim rose from her sweater and jeans, Agnes switched on the heater and angled the vanes of the middle vent toward Barty. "Honey, turn that other
vent toward yourself."."Not so unbelievable," said Jacob. "Forty-five thousand people every year die in automobiles. Cars aren't transportation.
They're death machines. Tens of thousands are disfigured, maimed for life.".Although Vanadium had been morally certain about the identity of his
assailant, intuition without evidence was not sufficient to stir the authorities into action-not against a man on whom the state and county had settled
$4,250,000 in the matter of his wife's mortal fall. They would appear either to be incompetent in the investigation of Naomi Cain's death or to be
pursuing Enoch in the new matter out of sheer vindictiveness. Without stacks of evidence, the political risks of acting on a policeman's instinct
were too great..Junior didn't know much about guns. He didn't approve of them; he had never owned one.."I'm going to tell you something about
your father that might comfort you," he said, "but you can't ask me for more than I'm ready to say right now. It's all a part of what I'll discuss with
you in Bright Beach.".Also in the drawer was a pistol that he kept for home defense. He stared at it, trying to decide whether to go downstairs and
make a sandwich or kill himself..The port-wine birthmark appeared to be darker than before and differently mottled than he remembered it..or the
barber. Never was he afraid to fall asleep, and having fallen asleep, he appeared to have only pleasant dreams..straddles him, driving big fists into
his back, brutally into his sides. With high fences and hedgerows of Indian laurels.Tom plucked the quarter off the glass, folded it into his right fist,
and then at once opened his hand, which was now empty..He was uncharacteristically restive. His stoic nature, his long learned Jesuit philosophy
regarding the acceptance of events as they unfold, and the acquired patience of a homicide detective were insufficient to prevent frustration from
taking root in him. In the more than two months since Enoch Cain vanished, following the murder of Reverend White, no trace of the killer had
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been found. Week by week, the slender sapling of frustration had grown into a tree and then into a forest, until Tom began every morning by
looking out through the tightly woven branches of impatience.."Why do they let a man like that keep his badge?" Junior asked. "He's outrageous,
wholly unprofessional.".Dr. Salk returned the photos, put a hand on Paul's shoulder, and smiled. "But that's always the way, you see? Heroes
always get back more than they give. The act of giving assures the getting back.".He said, "There's a whiteness in Barty's right pupil ... which I
think indicates a growth. The distortions in his vision are still there, though somewhat different, when he closes his right eye, so that indicates a
problem in the left, as well, even though I'm not able to see anything there. Dr. Chan has a full schedule tomorrow, but as a favor to me, he's going
to see you before his usual office hours, first thing in the morning. You'll have to start out early.".When you construct or reconstruct a world that
never existed, a wholly fictional history, the research is of a somewhat different order, but the basic impulse and techniques are much the same.
You look at what happens and try to see why it happens, you listen to what the people there tell you and watch what they do, you think about it
seriously, and you try to tell it honestly, so that the story will have weight and make sense..She said, "Honey, what I'm wondering is ... could you
walk where you don't have bad eyes, like you walked where the rain wasn't ... and leave the tumors in that other place? Could you walk where you
have good eyes and come back with them?"
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