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THE THIRD SQUAD A NOIR NOVEL
Agnes returned home from a pie run with the usual team-grown to five vehicles, including paid employees-to find a gathering in the yard and Barty
halfway up the oak..The funeral director and his assistant were the only people, other than Junior, remaining at the grave. They asked if they might
lower the casket or if he would rather that they wait until he was gone..This was better than taking slow deep breaths. Periodically, on the way to
Vanadium's house, Junior spat out a string of insults, punctuated by obscenities.."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.".His apartment, over the large garage, was reached by a set of exterior stairs. The space was divided into two
rooms. The first was a combination living room and kitchenette, with a corner dining table seating two. Beyond was a small bedroom with
adjoining bath..As he stepped out of the street, Don't Walk shortened to Walk, and when he checked for pursuit, he found it. Here came Vanadium,
who would have been shivering in want of a topcoat if his flesh had been real..This time, he vowed never to kill again, except in self-defense,
regardless of the provocation. This tougher condition pleased him. No one achieved significant self-improvement by setting low standards for
himself.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..Although a believer, Agnes was not at the moment able to spread the flowers and ferns of faith over the hard, ugly reality of
death. Cowled and skeletal, Death was here, all right, scattering his seeds among all her gathered friends, one day to reap them..If there had been
footsteps, they had fallen silent the moment Junior froze to listen for them. Even over the hard drumming of his heart, he would have heard any
noise. The pillowy fog seemed to smother sound in the alleyway more effectively than ever.."I'll always know your face," he promised. "Even if
you have to go away and you're gone a hundred years, I'll remember what you looked like, how you felt.".Junior's attorney-Simon
Magusson--insisted upon full disclosure of maintenance records and advisories relating to the fire tower and to other forest-service structures for
which the state and the county had sole or joint custodial responsibility. If a wrongful--death suit was filed, this information would have to be
divulged anyway during normal disclosure procedures prior to trial, and since maintenance logs and advisories were of public record, Hisscus and
Knacker and Nork agreed to provide what was requested..same," Agnes admonished. "Who's been raising you, sugarpie, if you don't know that?
Are you going to pretend you've been brought up by wolves for nine years?".The musician's bird-sharp gaze grew dull. His pink tongue protruded
from his mouth, like a half-eaten worm..Junior tipped his head back and gazed up toward the section of broken-out railing along the high
observation deck..He feared that suicide was a ticket to Hell, and he knew that sinless Perri was not waiting for him in those lower realms..EDOM
AND THE PIES, into the blue morning following the storm, had a schedule to keep and the hungry to satisfy..With the stocky detective looming,
Junior wasn't able to stroke his imagination into an erotic mood. In his mind's eye, Victoria's ample bosom remained concealed behind a starched
white uniform..Then Junior saw the blood on the right cuff of Vanadium's shirt. Blood dripping from his hand, too.."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.".During Junior's brief stroll, the
sidewalk ended, giving way to the graveled shoulder of the road. He saw no one on foot, and no vehicles passed him.."Maybe." In truth, Tom didn't
believe that any of this could be learned even by one adept taking instruction from another adept. They were born with the same special perception,
but with different and strictly limited abilities to interact with the multiplicity of worlds that they could detect. He wasn't able to explain even to
himself how he could send a coin or other small object Elsewhere; it was something he just felt, and each time that the coin vanished, the
authenticity of the feeling was proved. He suspected that when Barty walked where the rain wasn't, the boy employed no conscious techniques; he
simply decided to walk in a dry world while otherwise remaining in this wet one-and then he did. Woefully incomplete wizards, sorcerers with just
a trick or two each, they had no secret tome of enchantments and spells to teach to an apprentice..He stopped for lunch at a restaurant with a
spectacular view of the Pacific, framed by massive pines.."Who...who're you?" Junior rasped, still badly rattled by the nightmare and by
Vanadium's presence, but quick-witted enough to stay within the clueless character that he had been playing..Impressed by the sureness and
swiftness with which the blind boy negotiated the steps and set off across the lawn, Tom didn't initially notice anything unusual about his stroll
through the deluge..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..He hadn't killed this one, of course.
A traffic accident. Wasn't that what Vanadium had said? Ten months ago, following tendon surgery for a leg injury, Seraphim had been an
outpatient at the rehab hospital where Junior worked. She was scheduled for therapy three days a week..Victoria lay faceup on the floor. The nurse
was no longer as lovely as she had been, and perhaps because of early rigor mortis, her grace, which had initially been evident even in death, had
now deserted her..body on the flight out of San Francisco. When finally her obligations were met, she.Cain's Spruce Hills home, which he'd shared
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with Naomi, hadn't been furnished anything like this. The difference between there and here-and the similarity to Vanadium's digs--could be
explained neither by wealth alone nor by a change of taste arising from the experience of city fife..Only Angel spoke, with nary a catch or quiver,
fully confident in her Barty. "Anything he can teach me, I can learn, and anything I can see, he can know. Anything, Aunt Aggie.".Judging by his
great pleasure in learning, Barty didn't feel robbed of anything. To him, the world was an orange of infinite layers, which he peeled and savored
with increasing delight.."I never saw a Moor--never saw the Sea--Yet know I how the Heather looks--And what a Billow be."".Ford dealership,
which he'd closed for business until three o'clock: lamentations, lunch, and moving reminiscences of the deceased shared among the shiny new
Thunderbirds, Galaxies, and Mustangs. That venue would provide Junior with the witnesses he required for his reluctant, tearful, and perhaps even
angry concession to the Hackachaks' insistent materialism..Many police agencies required an officer to carry a firearm even when off duty. If the
Oregon State Police had no such rule, Vanadium most likely carried one anyway, because in his crazy-as-a-snake mind,.The girl smiled, as
stunningly beautiful as he remembered her, but she was no longer fifteen, as she had been when last he'd seen her. Since her death in childbirth
nearly three years ago, she'd matured and grown lovelier than ever..He stood watching until the car cruised out of sight, and even after it dwindled
to a speck and vanished in the distance, he stared at the point in the street where it had last been, stared while a breeze turned playful, tossing
eucalyptus leaves around his feet, stared until at last he turned and began the long walk home..This rosarium was Edom's only relationship with
nature that did not inspire terror in him. Agnes believed that Joey's enthusiasm for the restoration of the garden was, in part, the reason why Edom
had not tamed as far inward as Jacob and why he'd remained better able than his twin to function beyond the walls of his apartment..Shaking off
this peculiar case of the spooks, Barty proceeded toward the stairs. Just when he reached the newel post, he heard the faint creak of the marker
floorboard behind him.."Naomi--she popped out of my oven twenty years ago, not out of yours," Sheena continued in a fierce whisper. "If anyone's
suffering here, it's me, not you. Who're you, anyway? Some guy who's been boinking her for a couple years, that's all you are. I'm her mother. You
can never know my pain. And if you don't stand with this family to make these wankers pay up big-time, I'll personally cut your balls off while
you're sleeping and feed them to my cat.".Grace, proving again the aptness of her name, said the one thing most likely, in time, to bring true peace
to Celestina. "Remember Bartholomew.".Somewhere in the world he had a deadly enemy: Bartholomew, who had something to do with babies, a
total stranger yet an implacable foe..Rolling onto her side, fumbling in the dark, Celestina White snared the phone on the third ring. Her hello was
also a yawn.."You should call San Francisco police, have them put your place under surveillance and nail him if he turns up.".On the nightstand
waited a glass of water on a coaster and a pharmacy bottle containing several capsules of a potent painkiller..The big-headed, bulging-eyed,
slit-mouthed runt had collected $850,000 from Naomi's death, so the least he could do was provide a little information. He'd probably bill for the
time, anyway.."No," Agnes said, shaking loose the grip of irrational fear. "Wait. This is absurd. It's just a card. And we're all curious.".He planned,
as soon as they took him out of his cell, to use the old Changers spell of self-transformation and so escape. Surely his life was in danger, and it
would be all right to use the spell? Only he couldn't decide what to turn himself into-a bird, or a wisp of smoke, what would be safest? But while he
was thinking about it, Losen's men, used to wizard's tricks, drugged his food and he ceased to think of anything at all. They dumped him into a
mule-cart like a sack of oats. When he showed signs of reviving during the journey, one of them bashed him on the head, remarking that he wanted
to make sure he got his rest.."Miss White was admitted to St. Mary's late January fifth," said Nolly, "with dangerous hypertension, a complication
of pregnancy."."Fear?" Kathleen asked, more interested in Vanadium's words than in his prestidigitation. "You said you're offering fear to Cain ...
as if that was something he would want.".being careful to place the point of impact precisely where the bottle had struck her..Prepared for any
contingency, Junior listened to the house until he was certain that he needed the knife for no one else..Sitting on the edge of the bed, taking his
hand, she stared at his sweet little bow of a mouth, whereas before she would have met his eyes. "Tell me.".Junior was stunned that the bitch had
come back into his life, to ruin him, almost two years later. Zedd teaches that the present is just an instant between past and future, which really
leaves us with only two choices-to live either in the past or the future; the past, being over and done with, has no consequences unless we insist on
empowering it by not living entirely in the future. Junior strove always to live in the future, and he believed that he was successful in this striving,
but obviously he hadn't yet learned to apply Zedd's wisdom to fullest effect, because the past kept getting at him. He fervently wished he hadn't
simply broken up with Tammy Bean, but that he had strangled her instead, that he had strangled her and driven her corpse to Oregon and pushed
her off a fire tower and bashed her with a pewter candlestick and sent her to the bottom of Quarry Lake with the gold Rolex stuffed in her
mouth..This wasn't a new sensation. He had experienced it before. In the night just passed, when he awakened from an unremembered dream and
saw the bright quarter dancing across Vanadium's knuckles..Junior Cain was committed to continuous self-improvement. He believed in the need
constantly to expand his knowledge and horizons order to better understand himself and the world. The quality of life was solely the responsibility
of oneself he author of How to Have a Healthier Life through Autohypnosis was Dr. Caesar Zedd, a renowned psychologist and best-selling author
of a dozen self-help texts, all of which Junior owned in addition to the literature that he had acquired from the book club. When he had been only
fourteen, he'd begun buying Dr. Zedd's titles in paperback, and by the time he was eighteen, when he could afford to do so, he'd replaced the
paperbacks with hardcovers and thereafter bought all the doctor's new books in the higher-priced editions. The collected works.Her voice grew
thinner when she spoke to Angel, but in this new frailty, Barty heard such love that he shook at the power of it. "God's in you, Angel, so strong you
shine, and nothing bad at all.".Not every coincidence, however, has meaning. Toss a quarter one million times, roughly half a million heads will
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turn up, roughly the same number of tails. In the process, there will be instances when heads turn up thirty, forty, a hundred times in a row. This
does not mean that destiny is at work or that God-choosing to be not merely his usual mysterious self but utterly inscrutable-is warning of
Armageddon through the medium of the quarter; it means the laws of probability hold true only in the long run, and that short-run anomalies are
meaningful solely to the gullible..His mother tried to explain. "It's as if you'd found some great jewel," she said, "and what's one of us to do with a
diamond but hide it? Anybody rich enough to buy it from you is strong enough to kill you for it. Keep it hid. And keep away from great people and
their crafty men!".Because drugs foil all efforts at self-improvement, Junior had no use for the cocaine and acid. He didn't dare sell them to recover
his money; even five thousand dollars wasn't worth risking arrest. Instead, he gave the pharmaceuticals to a group of young boys playing basketball
in a schoolyard, and wished them a Merry Christmas. The twenty-fourth of December began with rain, but the storm moved south soon after dawn.
Sunshine tinseled the city, and the streets filled with last-minute holiday shoppers..The boy never mentioned what he'd done, and his mother ceased
worrying about him falling out of bed..Through nine months of quiet panic, however, Phimie grew less rational week by week, resorting to reckless
measures that endangered.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..Although Junior continued to feel threatened, continued to trust his instinct in this matter, he didn't devote his every waking hour to the hunt.
He had a life to enjoy, after all. Self-improvements to undertake, galleries to explore, women to pursue..An SFPD patrol car swept past, its siren
silent, the rack of emergency beacons flashing on its roof..On Friday evening, he had arranged for the drawing of the aces, but he had not stacked
the subsequent twelve cards to provide for the selection of four identical knaves at three-card intervals. He'd sat in stunned.Vanadium, lending an
aura of normalcy to the house. Now he wanted silence, so he would immediately hear another car in the driveway if one arrived..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..One problem: Nolly Wulfstan, Quasimodo without a hump, probably repaired to this convenient club after work, to down a few beers,
because this was surely as close as he would ever get to a halfway attractive woman. The detective would think that he and Junior were here for the
same reason-to gawk at nearly naked babes and store up enough images of bobbling breasts to get through the night-and he would not be able to
comprehend that for Junior the attraction was the dance, the intellectual thrill of experiencing a new cultural phenomenon..Sometimes, while
shaving or combing his hair, as he was looking in the bathroom or foyer mirror, Junior thought that he glimpsed a presence, dark and vaporous, less
substantial than smoke, standing or moving behind him. At other times, this entity seemed to be within the mirror. He couldn't focus on it, study it,
because the moment he became aware of the presence, it was gone..He knew the sermon, of course. The example of Bartholomew. The theme of
chain-reaction in human lives. The observation that a small kindness can inspire greater and ever-greater kindnesses of which we never learn, in
lives distant both in time and space..Neddy possessed all the musical talent, but Junior had the muscle. Pinned against the wall, his throat in the vise
of Junior's hands, Neddy needed a miracle if he were ever again to sweep another glissando from a keyboard..With a prayer to the Holy Mother,
Maria held one third of a knave of spades to the bright flame of the first candle. When it caught fire, she dropped the fragment into the votive glass,
and as it was consumed, she said aloud, "For Peter," referring to the most prominent of the twelve apostles..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..Wally Lipscomb parked in his garage, switched off the engine, and started to get out of
the Buick before he saw that Celestina had left her purse in the car.."But before you leave St. Mary's," the physician said, "I'd like a few mutes of
your time. It's very important to me. Personally.".He would come. She knew. She had always known, but had half forgotten. There was something
special about Angel, and because of that specialness, she lived under a threat as surely as the newborns of Bethlehem under King Herod's death
decree. Long ago, Celestina glimpsed a complex and mysterious pattern in this, and to the eye of the artist, the symmetry of the design required that
the father would sooner or later come..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..Their apartment was in a four-story Victorian house that dripped gingerbread, in the exclusive Pacific Heights district. It had been
converted to apartments with deep respect for the architecture, years before Wally bought it.."Mr. Magusson, you once told me that if Detective
Vanadium ever bothered me again, you'd have his choke chain yanked. Well, I think you need to talk to someone about that.".Junior had left the
front door locked, because if unlocked, it would look as though he had wanted to facilitate their entry, and it would make them suspicious of the
whole scenario..If the detective believed that Seraphim had been raped, his natural desire to exact vengeance for his friend's daughter might
motivate him to commit the relentless harassment that Junior had endured now for four days..lawn before they knew that the prodigy's invisible
cloak wouldn't accommodate him as it did the girl. Cool, drenching rain pounded Tom at once, and he scooped Barty off the steps as Grace had
gathered up.From Christmas through February, he dated a beautiful stock analyst and broker-Tammy Bean-who specialized in finding value in
companies that had rewarding relationships with brutal dictators.."When you didn't answer the doorbell, man, I just knew what must have
happened," Chicane told Junior..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.."Chateau Le Bucks, 1886. We
can have a bottle of that or you could buy a new car, and personally I believe thirst comes before transportation.".She repeated this ritual eleven
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more times--"For Andrew, for James, for John"--frequently glancing into the nave behind her, to be sure that she was unobserved..The detective
was driven by this string theory of his, and maybe he also saw visions or even heard voices, like Joan of Arc. Joan of Arc with out beauty or grace,
Joan of Arc with a service revolver and the authority to."It isn't just the rotten railing," Junior said, still paging through the report, his outrage
growing. "The stairs are unsafe.".There was a valuable lesson to be learned from the encounter with Renee Vivi: Many things in this life are not
what they first appear to be. To Junior, however, the lesson was not worth learning if he had to live with the vivid memory of his humiliation..The
detective shrugged. "The girl might've had her baby at a third rate hospital, one with poor control of patients' records and a less professional staff.
Or the kid might have been placed for adoption through some baby brokerage in it strictly for the money. Then there would've been opportunities to
learn something. But as soon as I discovered it was St. Mary's, I knew we were screwed.".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..The infant
Bartholomew was here in San Francisco. He must be found. He must be dispatched. By the time Junior devised a plan of action to locate the child,
he was so hot with anger that he was sweating, and he stripped off one of his two pairs of briefs..The syphilitic-monkey comparison struck Tom
Vanadium as bizarre, but it turned out to be a sober judgment based on experience. In his fifties, Sparky had worked as the chief of maintenance at
a medical-research laboratory, where-among other projects-monkeys had been intentionally infected with syphilis and then observed over their life
span. In the terminal stages, some of the primates engaged in such outr? behavior that they had prepared Sparky for his eventual encounter with
Enoch Cain..Because they knew the date of the rape, and because that attack had been Phimie's sole sexual experience, the day of impregnation
could be fixed, delivery calculated with more precision than usual..Finally Angel dropped and slithered, vanishing under the overhanging
bedclothes with a final flurry of yellow socks..Startled, the pianist turned to face him-and backed off a step, as though his personal space had been
too deeply invaded. "Oh, well, thank you, that's kind. I love my work, you know, it's so much fun it hardly qualifies as work at all. I've been
playing the piano since I was six, and I was never one of those children who whined about having to take lessons. I simply couldn't get
enough.".For a moment, Junior drew a blank on Renee. Reluctantly, he trolled the past and fished up the painful memory: the gorgeous transvestite
in the Chanel suit, heir or heiress to an industrial-valve fortune..Glancing at his wristwatch with alarm, Edom bolted up from his chair. "Look at the
time! Agnes gave me a lot to do, and here I am rattling on about earthquakes and cyclones."
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