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THE POSSIBILITY OF DIFFERENCE
In the bedroom once more, before poring through the contents of the nightstand drawers, the dresser drawers, and the closet, he looked in the
adjacent bathroom, switched on the light because there was no window-and found Bartholomew on a wall, slashed and punctured, disfigured by
hundreds of wounds. Wally parked the Buick at the curb in front of the house in which he lived, and when Celestina slid across the car seat to the
passenger's door, he said, "No, wait here. I'll fetch Angel and drive the two of you home.".Off the hard surfaces of cabinets, refrigerator, and ovens,
the twin reports crashed and rattled. The windowpanes briefly thrummed.."Living high. When I wasn't on the road, I had a fine house here in Bright
Beach, not this rental shack I'm in now, but a nice little place with an ocean view. You can guess what went wrong.".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..The coin stopped turning, pinched flat between the knuckles of
the cops middle and ring fingers. He retrieved a box of Kleenex from the nightstand and offered it to his suspect. "Here.".During the cleaning,
installation of new carpet, and painting that had followed the removal of the diarrheic pig set loose by one of Cain's disgruntled girlfriends, the wife
killer had spent a few nights in a hotel. Nolly took advantage of the opportunity to bring his associate James Hunnicolt--Jimmy Gadget-onto the
premises to provide a customized, undetectable, exterior window-latch release..get his hackles up if we, at the state level, still want to poke around
a little..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.."I can try, your highness.".Koko skidded to a halt, perplexed, looked left, looked right,
floppy ears lifted slightly to catch any sound of Mistress Mary..Although only half the stools at the counter were occupied, and none of those close
to Junior, customers were seated in most of the booths. Some had their backs to him, and three were about Vanadium's size..He hadn't lied to his
mother. She assumed that by some quantum magic, he had regained his sight permanently, and that this came with no cost. He merely allowed her
to go to her rest with the comforting misapprehension that her son had been freed from darkness..She was also a cat lover, working with the Kitten
Konservatory to save abandoned felines from death in the city pound. She was the charity's investment manager. Within ten months, Tammy grew
twenty thousand in Konservatory funds into a quarter million by speculating in the stock of a South African firm that hit it big selling germ-warfare
technology to North Korea, Pakistan, India, and the Republic of Tanzania, whose chief export was sisal..Jacob had spent most of two days baking
Barty's favorite pies, cakes, and cookies, and he'd prepared a meal as well. Maria's girls were at her sister's place this evening, so she stayed for
dinner. Edom poured wine for everyone but Barty, root beer for the guest of honor, and while this couldn't be called a celebration, Agnes's spirits
were lifted by a sense of normality, of hope, of family..Junior didn't want an apology. The offer of a free lunch-or an entire week of lunches-didn't
charm a smile from him. He had no interest in taking home a free apple pie..Dr. Leland Daines, Celestina's internist, arrived directly from dinner at
the Ritz-Carlton. Although Dairies had receding white hair and a seamed face, time had been kind enough to make him look not so much old as
dignified. Long in practice, he was nevertheless free of arrogance, soft-spoken and with a bottomless supply of patience..The night was in flight,
however, and he had a lot to do before it swooped straight into morning.."It's there even when you read to me now. The sad feeling, I mean. It
changes the story, makes it not as good, because I can't pretend I don't hear how sad you are.".He had difficulty picturing the detective puttering in
the garden on weekends. Unless there were bodies buried under the roses..She must have sensed his assessment of her and realized that she had
little chance of charming him, for she turned at once away and never looked in his direction again..The voice had come not from the armchair in the
corner, but from immediately beside the bed..She started toward the door, stopped, and turned to him in the dark. "Kid of mine?".Tom proceeded,
"is that an infinite number of realities exist, other worlds parallel to ours, which we can't see. For example ... worlds in which, because of the
specific decisions and actions of certain people on both sides, Germany won the last great war. And other worlds in which the Union lost the Civil
War. And worlds in which a nuclear war has already been fought between the U.S. and Soviets.".use it. The cop was no threat to the English army,
as Joan had been, but as far as Junior was concerned, the creep most definitely deserved to be burned at the stake..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..I Junior didn't believe in ghosts, anyway. He believed in flesh and bone, stone and mortar, money and power, himself and the
future..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..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..Room to room through the upstairs. Checking
closets. Behind furniture. Bathrooms. In Paul's private spaces. No Cain..In regard for Barty's tender age, Dr. Franklin Chan had arranged for Agnes
to spend the night in her son's room, in the second bed, which currently wasn't needed for a patient..He possessed vast files on tragic fires, and most
of them were committed to memory. In Vienna's magnificent Ring Theater, December 8, a blaze claimed 850 lives. On May 25, 1887, 200 dead at
the Opera Comique, Paris. November 28, 1942, in the Coconut Grove nightclub in Boston-when Jacob was only fourteen years old and
already."Wish I could describe his face. Frosty the Snowman was never that white. The surveillance van is parked right there, two spaces south of
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the vending machines--".Her shaking threatened her composure. She was Barty's mother and father, his only rock, and she must always be strong
for him. She clenched her teeth and tensed her body and gradually quieted the tremors by an act of will..IN GOOD DARK SUITS, clean-shaven, as
polished as their shoes, carrying valises, the three arrived in Junior's hospital room even before the usual start of the working day, wise men without
camels, not bearing gifts, but willing to pay a price for grief and loss. Two lawyers and a high-level political appointee, they represented the state,
the county, and the insurance company in the matter of the improperly maintained railing on the observation platform at the fire tower..Pecan
cakes, cinnamon custard pies boxed in insulated coolers, gifts wrapped with bright paper and glittery ribbons. Agnes Lampion made deliveries to
those friends who were on her list of the needful, but also to friends who were blessed with plenty. The sight of each beloved face, each embrace,
each kiss, each smile, each cheerfully spoken "Merry Christmas" at every stop fortified her heart for the sad task awaiting her when all gifts were
given..Requital. Restitutional apology, which must have been learned in a law school where English was the second language. Even
atonement..Jacob scared people. He was 'Edom's identical twin, with Edom's boyish and pleasant face, as soft-spoken as Edom, well barbered and
neatly groomed. Nevertheless, on the same mission of mercy as Edom, Jacob would leave the pie recipients in a state of deep uneasiness if not
outright terror. In his wake, they would bar the doors, load guns if they owned any, and lay sleepless for a night or two..Tom would have edged to
his right, away from Edom, if Jacob hadn't flanked him. He remembered the odd comment that the more dour of the twins had made about the
Bakersfield train wreck..Anyway-and curiously-Industrial Woman increasingly looked to him like Scamp. As various abraded and inflamed
mucous membranes constantly reminded him, he'd had more than enough of Scamp for a while. At last the day arrived: Friday, January 12..Angel
didn't join the grieving women, but sat on the floor in front of the television, switching back and forth between Gunsmoke and The Monkees. Too
young to be genuinely involved in either show, nevertheless she occasionally made gunfire sounds when Marshal Dillon went into battle or
invented her own lyrics to sing along with the Monkees..Professing befuddlement, the galerieur led the way through three rooms to the front
windows, gliding across the polished maple floors as though he were on wheels..He gently drew the covers over his wife's ruined body, to her thin
shoulders, but arranged her right arm on top of the blankets. He straightened and smoothed the folded-back flap of the top sheet.."Wrong about
what, sugarpie smoosh--smoosh?" Celestina asked as Wally pulled to the curb again and parked.."There's lots of places where I don't have bad eyes
at all. And then lots of places where I have it worse or don't have it as bad, but still have it some.".He couldn't remember on what principle he'd
considered firing Magusson. In spite of his faults, the attorney was highly competent..Junior was educated. He wasn't merely a masseur with a
fancy title; he had earned a hill bachelor of science degree with a major in rehabilitation therapy. When he watched television, which he never did
to excess, he rarely settled for frivolous game shows or sitcoms like Gomer Pyle or The Beverly Hillbillies, or even I Dream of Jeannie, but
committed himself to serious dramas that required intellectual involvement-Gunsmoke, Bonanza, and The Fugitive. He preferred Scrabble to all
other board games, because it expanded one's vocabulary. As a member in good standing of the Book-of-the-Month Club, he'd already acquired
nearly thirty volumes of the finest in contemporary literature, and thus far he'd read or skim-read more than six of them. He would have read all of
them if he had not been a busy man with such varied interests; his cultural aspirations were greater than the time he was able to devote to
them.."Please try not to be alarmed, Miss White, but I have a patrol car on the way to your address.".Freed for the moment from the need to be
strong for her sleeping Angel or for Wally, Celestina turned to Tom Vanadium, saw in his gray eyes both the sorrow of the world and a hope to
match her own, saw in his ruined face the promise of triumph over evil, leaned against him for support, and finally dared to cry..Leavening his
tortured voice as best he could with shock and hurt, as though deeply wounded by the need to speak these words, Junior Cain said, "You ... you
think I killed her, don't you? That's crazy."."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.".Stopping at the door without opening it,
Vanadium turned to stare at Junior, but said nothing..It could only be made better by the presence of her parents. They had planned to fly down to
San Francisco this morning, but late yesterday, a parishioner and close friend had died. A minister and his wife sometimes had duties to the flock
that superseded all else..He might not have this future-living thing down perfectly, but he was absolutely terrific at anger..Now Barty peered at the
card, smacked his lips, smiled, and said, "Ga." With a flatulent squawk of the butt trumpet, he soiled his diaper,."Be quiet, sugarpie," she said,
crossing the bedroom to the door, which stood only slightly ajar..Because the upper part of the hospital bed was somewhat raised, he didn't have to
lift his head from the pillow to study the corner where the phantom waited. He peered beyond the IV rack, past the foot of the."Pie, pie, pie, pie,
pie, pie, pie, pie," Barty repeated in the same tone of self-satisfied delight that he used when announcing "Barty potty.".Agnes wasn't able to
interpret his expression, not because he was in the least difficult to read, but because her perceptions were skewed by sudden fear and a flood of
adrenaline. Her heart seemed to spin like a flywheel in her breast..As Edom crossed the threshold, moving outside to the landing at the top of the
stairs, Jacob followed, proselytizing for his faith: "Christmas Eve, 1940, St. Anselmo's Orphanage, San Francisco. Josef Krepp killed eleven boys,
ages six through eleven, murdering them in their sleep and cutting a different trophy from each-an eye here, a tongue there.".He would never allow
himself to be bankrupted and made poor again. Never. His fortune had been won at enormous risk, with great fortitude and determination. He must
defend it at any cost..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..Junior wasn't concerned that
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the shots would attract unwanted attention. These large rural properties and a plenitude of muffling trees made it unlikely that the nearest neighbor
would hear anything.."There is no king in Earthsea," the young man said, stern and righteous, "In my master's service, then," Hound amended,
patient.."That's obvious to us, but not always to others. Apparently, this would have been some years ago.".Alarm contacts gleamed in the header,
but the system wasn't currently activated..Angel followed him at two steps, and when she stood beside his chair, watching him open the soft drink,
Barty said, "Why were you following me?".In the foyer, Hanna Rey and Nellie Oatis sat side by side on the stairs. Hanna, the housekeeper, was
gray-haired and plump. Nellie, was Perri's daytime- companion, could have passed for Hanna's sister..Edom had noticed them earlier. Now he saw
they were in worse condition than he'd thought. Enlarged knuckles, fingers not entirely at natural angles to one another. Perhaps Obadiah had
rheumatoid arthritis, like Bill Klefton, though a less crippling case..In adversity lies great opportunity, as Caesar Zedd teaches, and always, of
course, there is a bright side even when you aren't able immediately to see it..Junior had heard of this invention, but until now he'd never seen one.
He supposed that an obsessive like Vanadium might go to any lengths, including this exotic technology, to avoid missing an important call..As
mentally demanding and stressful as it was to maintain this borrowed sight, the harder thing was looking once more upon her face, after all these
years of blindness, only to see her gaunt, so pale. The vital, lovely woman whose image he had guarded so vigilantly in memory would be nudged
aside hereafter by this withered version..He slid his chair sideways to the secretary and leaned forward with the gun in both hands..Junior blinked
and dared not speak, because he didn't know any Bartholomew, and now he was certain the cop was weaving an elaborate web of deceit, setting a
trap. Why would he have spoken a name that meant nothing to him?.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..One of the paramedics
had stooped beside him to press a cool hand against the nape of his neck. Now this man said urgently, "Kenny!.When his stomach rolled uneasily
and his scalp prickled, he was seized by panic, certain that he was going to suffer both violent nervous emesis and severe hives, breaking out and
chucking up at the same time. He popped the capsules into his mouth but couldn't produce enough saliva to swallow them, so he turned on the
faucet, filled his cupped hands with water, and drank, dribbling down the front of is jacket and sweater..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.."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.".At eleven o'clock
Saturday morning, having just settled in the hotel after arriving from St. Mary's, they were waiting for the SFPD to deliver suitcases of clothes and
toiletries that Rena Moller, Celestina's neighbor, had packed according to her instructions. While waiting, the three of them took an early lunch-or a
late breakfast-at a room service table in the living room..would allow herself to feel the loss, the misery against which she was now armored.
Phimie deserved dignity in this final.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..As she commented on each masterpiece, Frieda grew steadily less coherent. She had drunk a few cocktails, the better part of a bottle of
Cabernet Sauvignon, and two after-dinner brandies.."You must be thinking of someone else," she said, pushing a wad of bills into his hand. "Me,
I'm a jellyfish in high heels.".From serviceway to alley to serviceway to street, into the city and the fog and the night, Junior ran from the Cain past
into the Pinchbeck future..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..Thus began the first day of the last weekend of their old lives. Maria visited on Saturday,
sitting in the kitchen, embroidering the collar and cuffs of a blouse, while Agnes baked pies..He hesitated, because until the limited explanations
he'd made to Celestina in San Francisco, he had never discussed his special perception with anyone except two priest counselors in the seminary.
At first he felt uneasy, talking of these matters to strangers-as if he were making a confession to laity who held no authority to provide absolution
but as he spoke to this hushed and intense gathering, his doubts fell away, and revelation seemed as natural as talk of the weather..Beseechingly,
with no intention of intimacy, he took Celestina's hands in his. "For years, as an obstetrician, I brought life into the world, but I didn't know what
life was, didn't grasp the meaning of it, that it even had meaning. Before Rowena, Harry, and Danny went down in that airplane, I was already ...
empty. After losing them, I was worse than empty. Celestina, I was dead inside. Phimie gave me hope. I can't repay her, but I can do something for
her daughter and for you, if you'll let me.".Indeed, even the distinct fragrance of pulp paper, yellow with age, was alone sufficient to start him
fantasizing..He felt so happy, he was improving every day in every way, life just got better-but then something happened that was worse than the
shooting. It ruined his day, his week, the rest of his year..Agnes had believed that through this ordeal, she'd largely spared her child from an
awareness of the awful depth of her misery. In this, however, as in so many other instances, the boy proved to be more perceptive and more mature
than she'd realized. Now she felt that she had failed him, and this failure ached like a wound..Celestina stared curiously at Tom Vanadium. She had
witnessed the effect of vanishment, though she hadn't actually seen the coin disappear in midair. Yet she seemed to sense either that something
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more than sleight of hand had just transpired or that the trick had a meaning she'd missed..Although faint and somewhat hollow, the woman's
crooning was pure and so on-note that this a cappella rendition fell as pleasantly on the ear as any voice sweetened by an orchestra. Yet the song
had a disturbing quality, as well, an eerie note of yearning, longing, a piercing sadness. For want of a better word, her voice was haunting..Otter
said nothing..Bartholomew didn't merely have something to do with babies. Bartholomew was a baby..Mustering all her hostess skills, Agnes
gradually turned the conversation from disastrous explosions to Fourth of July fireworks, and then to reminiscences of summer evenings when she,
Joey, Edom, and Jacob.After the song concluded, Junior felt better. His heartbeat soon returned to normal. The damp palms of his hands grew
dry..Her case of polio had been so severe that braces and crutches were never an option. Muscle rehabilitation had been ineffective..Dishes dried
and put away, Jacob retired to the living room and settled contentedly into an armchair, where he would probably become so enthralled with his
new book of dam disasters that he would forget to make luncheon sandwiches until Barty and Angel rescued him from the flooded streets of some
dismally unfortunate town..Ministering to Perri, Joshua had pulled back her blankets. The fabric of the pale yellow pajama pants couldn't disguise
how terribly withered her legs were: two sticks..To the waiter, Nolly was Nolly, Kathleen was Mrs. Wulfstan, and Tom Vanadium was sir--though
not the usual perfunctorily polite sir, but sir with deferential emphasis. Tom was unknown to the waiter, but his shattered face gave him gravitas;
besides, he possessed a quality, quite separate from carriage and demeanor and attitude, an ineffable something, that inspired respect and even
trust..This was not a ghost. This was not a walking dead man. This was something else, but until he knew what it was, who it was, the only person
he could possibly look for was Vanadium..Both the red and the white wines were too cheap for Junior's taste' so he drank Dos Equis beer and got
two kinds of high by inhaling enough secondhand pot smoke to cure the state of Virginia's entire annual production of hams. Among the two or
three hundred partyers, some were tripping on some exhibited the particular excitability and talkativeness typical of cokeheads, but Junior
succumbed to none of these temptations. Self-improvement and self control mattered to him; he didn't approve of this degree of self indulgence.
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