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WHEN I WAS YOUNG THE BAKING SECRET
Rudy's blue suit, as usual, pinched and shorted his shambling frame. Here in a boneyard, he appeared to be not just a man with a bad tailor, but a
grave robber who looted the dead for his wardrobe..Wally and Celestina went to dinner at the Armenian restaurant from which he'd gotten takeout
on the day in '65 that he rescued her and Angel from Neddy Gnathic. Red tablecloths, white dishes, dark wood paneling, a cluster of candles in red
glasses on each table, air redolent of garlic and roasted peppers and cubeb and sizzling soujouk-plus a personable staff, largely of the owners'
family-created an atmosphere as right for celebration as for intimate conversation, and Celestina expected to enjoy both, because this promised to
be a most momentous day in more ways than one..The barren white walls, the stark furniture starkly arranged, the rigorous exclusion of bric-a-brac
and mementos: this resulted in the closest thing to a true monastic cell to be found outside of a monastery. The only quality of the apartment that
identified it as a secular residence was its comfortable size, and if Industrial Woman had been replaced with a crucifix, even size might have been
insufficient to rule out residence by some fortunate friar.."Why do you think he's spending his money for all this tricky stuff?" Kathleen wondered,
not for the first time.."Poker." Keeping his hands high, like a penitent confessing sin at a revival meeting and asking God to wash him clean,
Obadiah said, "My specialty was close-up magic. Oh, I pulled a rabbit out of a hat more than once, silk scarves from thin air, doves from silk
scarves. But close was my love. Coins, but mostly ... cards.".This was the same woman who had been stripping the second bed when Celestina
arrived earlier. Now she was here to remake the first..Tom pointed to the nearly finished martini that stood on the table before him. Balanced on the
thin rim of the glass: impossibly, precariously--the coin..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..it to the granite-topped secretary, and sat
in front of the telephone. Previously,.She removed a temporary cap from the second bicuspid on the lower left side and replaced it with the
porcelain cap that had been delivered by the lab that morning..People were at the car windows, struggling to open the buckled doors, but Agnes
refused to acknowledge them..Celestina had no illusions about playing detective. She would never be able to track down the bastard, and she had
no stomach for confronting him..Robert Heinlein saved her. Over hot dogs and chips, she read to Barty from Red Planet, beginning at the top of
page 104. He had previously shared enough of the story with Agnes so that she felt connected to the narrative, and soon she was sufficiently
involved with the tale that she was better able to conceal her anguish..Remember the beauty of rage. Channel the anger and be a winner. Act now,
think later..Orange firelight bloomed in the living room below, a wave of heat washed over Paul, and immediately behind the heat came greasy
masses of roiling black smoke, drawn to the stairwell as to a flue..The enormous canopy of the oak didn't shelter the lawn beneath it. The leaves
spooned the rain from the air, measuring it by the ounce, releasing it in thick drizzles instead of drop by drop..He prepared his knives and guns.
Blades and bullets. Fortune favors the bold, the self-improved, the self-evolved, the focused..Putting an arm around Paul's shoulders, Dr. Salk
walked with him along a street lined with eucalyptuses and Torrey pines, to a nearby pocket park. They sat on a bench in the sunshine and watched
duck waddle on the shore of a man-made pond..Ordinarily, when Celestina was troubled, her art was a perfect sanctuary from all woes. When she
was planning, composing, and rendering, time had no meaning for her, and life had no sting..Agnes discovered that watching her child be totally
consumed by a new enthusiasm was an unparalleled delight. Through Barty, she had a tantalizing sense of what her own childhood might have
been like if her father had allowed her to have one, and at times, listening to the boy exclaim about the space-faring Stone family or about the
mysteries of Mars, she discovered that at least some part of a child still lived within her, untouched by either cruelty or time..Nearly two weeks
ago, in the Spruce Hills hospital, Junior had been drawn by some strange magnetism to the viewing window at the neonatal-care unit. There,
transfixed by the newborns, he sank into a slough of fear that threatened to undo him completely. By some sixth sense, he had realized that the
mysterious Bartholomew had something to do with babies..At the conclusion of the ceremony, he relinquished his secondhand sight. He would live
in darkness until Easter of 1986, though every minute of the day was brightened by his wife..As usual, Vanadium had spoken in a monotone,
putting no special emphasis on those two words. Yet Junior sensed that the detective harbored doubts about the explanation of the girl's
death..Angel moved her hand to Barty's right eye, and again he didn't twitch with surprise when her fingers lightly touched his closed and sagging
lid. "I won't let you forget.".She refused to look at him, the way her mother had refused to look at him when he'd been making love to her in the
parsonage. She began twisting a red pencil in a handheld sharpener, making sure that the shavings fell into a can kept for that purpose. "I saw it
here.".He yearned for a new heart mate. He was wise enough to know that no amount of yearning could transform the wrong woman into the right
one. Love couldn't be demanded, planned, or manufactured. Love always came as a surprise, snuck up on you when you were least expecting it,
like Anthony Perkins in a dress..As he turned the corner onto Jasmine Way, he felt his heart lift in expectation of the sight of his home. It wasn't a
grand residence--a typical Main Street, USA, house-but it was more splendid to Paul than Paris, London, and Rome combined, cities that he would
never see and would never regret failing to see..The narrow brick-paved serviceway lay five feet below. The maniac had knocked over trash cans
while making his escape, but he wasn't tumbled among the rest of the garbage..The parsonage was a clean, respectable, and even charming house,
but nothing about it might be called grand. No sweeping staircase offered a glamorous showcase adequate for Scarlett O'Hara. Instead, the stairs
were enclosed, accessed by a door in one comer of the living room.."You did just fine, Tom, just fine," Agnes said in a consoling tone that she
might have used with a boy whose performance, at a piano recital, had been earnest but undistinguished. "We were all quite impressed.".Once, she
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left the TV and came to Tom, where he sat talking with Paul. "It's like Gunsmoke and The Monkees are next to each other on the TV, both at the
same time. But the Monkees, they can't see the cowboys-and the cowboys, they can't see the Monkees.".To celebrate, Junior went to a gallery and
purchased the second piece of art in his collection. Not sculpture this time: a painting..By mid-March, he had exhausted the possibilities of
Bartholomew as a surname. By the time that he shot himself in September, he had combed through the first quarter million listings in the directory
in search of those whose first names were Bartholomew..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.."I was twenty-three. At St.
Anselmo's I was the prefect of one dormitory floor. The floor on which all the murders occurred. After that ... I decided maybe I could better
protect the innocent if I were a cop. For a while, the law gave me more to hold on to than faith did.".He was astonished that adoption records would
be sealed and so closely guarded when a child was being placed with a member of its immediate family, with its mother's sister..WHEN AT LAST
Paul Damascus reached the parsonage late Friday afternoon, January 12, he arrived on foot, as he arrived everywhere these days..She approached
the kitchen table and swept her hand across it, to emphasize its emptiness..She might have attributed his problem to eyestrain from all the reading
he'd done during the past few days. She might have put drops in his eyes, told him to leave the books alone for a while, and sent him into the
backyard to play. She might have counseled herself not to be one of those alarmist mothers who detected pneumonia in every sniffle, a brain tumor
behind every headache..Darkness, the one source of childhood fear that most adults never quite outgrow, held no terror for Barty. Although for a
while his bedroom featured a Mickey Mouse night-light, the miniature lamp was there not to soothe the boy, but to quiet his mother's nerves,
because she worried about him waking alone, in blackness..A rescuer instructed her to close her eyes and turn her face away from the passenger's
door. He shoved a quilted mover's blanket through the window and arranged this protective padding along her right side..With no job to return to,
he dawdled over lunch. He was actually tumescent with a growing sense of freedom that was as thrilling as sex..The previous April, the lads from
Liverpool had claimed all five of the top five. Real Americans, like the Beach Boys and the Four Seasons, were forced to settle for lower numbers.
It made you wonder who had really won the Revolutionary War..On Tuesday evening, September 7, after half an hour in the lotus position,
thinking about nothing whatsoever but a white pin with two black bands at its neck and the number I painted on its head, Junior went to bed at
eleven o'clock and set his alarm for three in the morning, when he intended to shoot himself..Junior discovered more tears than could have been
found in ten thousand onions. His wife and his unborn baby. He had been willing to sacrifice his beloved Naomi, but maybe he would have found
the cost too high if he had known that he was also sacrificing his first-conceived child. This was too much. He was bereft.."I'll come by at eight
o'clock for breakfast," Wally suggested. "We have to set a date.".Three times, Mary vanished, and three times she reappeared, before she led the
bamboozled Koko to her mother and father. "Neat, huh?".Piano music drifted into the restaurant from the adjacent bar, so soft and yet sprightly that
it made the clink of silverware seem like music, too..Having ridden from the church to the cemetery with Hanna, his housekeeper, Paul chose to
walk home. The distance between Perri's new bed and her old was only three miles, and the afternoon mild..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 almost opened the paper atop the quarter before seeing it. Shiny. Liberty curved across the
top of the coin, above the head of the patriot, and under the patriot's chin were stamped the words In God We Trust..Hesitantly, the ivory tickler
shook hands. "I'm ... uh ... I'm Ned Gnathic. Everyone calls me Neddy.".Slamming through the door, letting it bang shut behind him hard enough to
crack the glass, crossing the porch, Tom took the beauty of the day like a fist in the gut. It was too blue and too bright and too gorgeous to harbor
death, and yet it did, birth and death, alpha and omega, woven in a design that flaunted meaning but defied understanding. It was a blow, this day, a
hard blow, brutal in its beauty, in its simultaneous promises of transcendence and loss..While Jacob ate, he browsed through a new coffee-table
book on dam disasters. He talked more to himself than to Barty and Angel, as he spot-read the text and looked at pictures. "Oh, my," he would say
in sonorous tones. Or sadly, sadly: "Oh, the horror of it." Or with indignation: "Criminal. Criminal that it was built so poorly." Sometimes he
clucked his tongue in his cheek or sighed or groaned in commiseration..Wally-Dr. Walter Lipscomb, who delivered Angel and who became her
godfather-never worried when the girl seemed to be developing too slowly, counseling that every child was an individual, with his or her particular
learning pace. Wally's double specialty--obstetrics and pediatrics-gave him credibility, of course, but Celestina had worried, anyway..Tossing the
knave onto the table, Agnes said, "Barty doesn't seem too impressed with this devil.".From late morning until dinner, people arrived and departed,
raised toasts to a merry Christmas and to peace on earth, to health and to happiness, reminisced about Christmases past, marveled about the first
heart transplant performed this very month in South Africa, and prayed that the soldiers in Vietnam would come home soon and that Bright Beach
would lose no precious sons in those far jungles.."Of all the things I might be meant to do with my life," he told Agnes, "I believe nothing will
matter more than the small part I've had in bringing together these two children.".Daylight had retreated from the windows. Winter night, wound in
scarfs of fog, like a leprous mendicant, rattled out a breath as though begging their attention beyond the glass..His mouth was dry when he said to
Angel, "Well, it seems pretty magical to me-that flipped-coin trick.".One apartment to the right, one to the left. Junior went to the right, to
Apartment 1, where he'd seen the lights come on behind the curtained windows..From her Volkswagen bus in the middle of the line, Maria joined
them. "In case we get separated, Agnes, I don't have an itinerary.".Fortunately, he recognized his vulnerability. Until the evening reception for
Celestina White, he must spend every hour of the day in calming activities, soothing himself in order to ensure that he would be cool and effective
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when the time came to act..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..Since he knew where Celestina would be on January 12, there was no point in
taking risks to find her sooner. He had plenty of time to prepare for their encounter, time to savor the sweet anticipation..Dr. Chan's manner
remained professional, providing the strength that Agnes required, but his pain was evident when his gentle voice softened further: "These tumors
are so advanced, we won't know until surgery if the malignancy has spread. We may already be too late. And if we aren't too late, we'll have only a
small window of opportunity. A small window. Eight days would entail too much risk.".When he judged that he was near the porch steps, he
probed with his cane. Two paces later, the tip rapped the lowest step.."Paul," she said, "you've got a lovely house, but Celestina and Grace are
doers. They need to keep occupied. They'll go stir-crazy if they don't stay busy. Am I right, ladies?".madness or a brilliant deductive insight:
Naomi, the hateful bitch, she poisoned me!.THE CRISP CRACKLE of faux flames, the way they made them in the days of radio dramas, back in
the 1930s and '40s, when he was a boy: cellophane.."Acute nervous emesis," Junior croaked. "I've never thought of myself as a nervous
person.".On Tuesday, less than twenty-four hours after Naomi's funeral, Knacker, Hisscus, and Nork--representing the state and the county held
preliminary meetings with Junior's lawyer and with the attorney for the grieving Hackachak clan. As before, the well-tailored trio was conciliatory,
sensitive, and willing to reach an accommodation to prevent the filing of a wrongful-death suit.."There's a fine George and Ira Gershwin song
called 'Someone to Watch Over Me.'.For a spirit, the maniac lawman appeared disturbingly solid. He wore a tweed sports jacket and slacks that, as
far as Junior could tell, were the same clothes he'd worn on the night he died. Apparently, even the ghosts of Sklent's atheistic spiritual world were
stuck for eternity in the clothes in which they had perished..The need for relief was tremendous, inexpressible, and the urge to urinate was
irresistible, and yet he could not let go. For more than eighteen hours, his natural urinary process had been overridden by concentrative meditation.
Now the golden vault was locked tight. Every time that he strained for release, a new and more hideous cramp savaged him. He felt as if Lake
Mead filled his distended bladder, while Boulder Dam had been erected in his urethra..A siren in the city wailed toward St. Mary's. An ambulance.
Through streets bustling with hope, always this lament for the dying..An alley opened on Junior's left. He stepped out of the crowd, into this narrow
service way shaded by tall buildings, and walked even more briskly, still not quite running because he continued to believe that he possessed the
unshakable calm and self-control of a highly self improved man..Not all of the pins were knocked to the shear line with a single pull of the trigger.
Three pulls were the minimum required, sometimes as many as six, depending on the lock..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..Currently, Jacob was far removed from the embalming chamber
and intended never to set foot there, alive. With Walter Panglo as his guide, he toured the casket selection in the funeral-planning room..All he
cared about was Red Planet, and what might happen after page 103. He had carried the book with him to the doctor's office, and on the way home
in the car; he repeatedly opened it, squinting at the lines of type, trying to read around or through the "twisty" spots. "Jim and Frank and Willis,
they're in deep trouble.".A plate-size piece of the door had been blasted away. Because of the light shining through from the room beyond, Junior
could see that no part of the lock remained intact. In fact, he peered through the hole in the door to the back of a piece of furniture that was jammed
against it, whereupon the nature of the problem became clear to him..The bullet had been fired by a renegade cop who was every bit as lousy a
marksman as he was a corrupt scumball. He'd been aiming for Nolly's crotch..Even Rudy, as huge as Big Foot and as amoral as a skink, was afraid
of this woman..Imagination like all living things lives now, and it lives with, from, on true change. Like all we do and have, it can be co-opted and
degraded; but it survives commercial and didactic exploitation. The land outlasts the empires. The conquerors may leave desert where there was
forest and meadow, but the rain will fall, the rivers will run to the sea. The unstable, mutable, untruthful realms of Once-upon-a-time are as much a
part of human history and thought as the nations in our kaleidoscopic atlases, and some are more enduring..By the time all the details of mortuary
and cemetery services were settled, Walter Panglo had a nervous tic in his left cheek. His eyes were open wide, as if he'd been so startled that his
lids froze in a position of ascension, locked by a spasm of surprise. His hands must have grown clammy; he blotted them repeatedly on his
suit..This time, however, the singing lasted longer than before, long enough for him to become suspicious of the heating ducts. These rooms had
ten-foot ceilings, and the ducts opened high in the walls..After Maria, Bonita, and Francesca had gone, when Agnes and her brothers joined forces
to clear the table and wash the dishes, Barty kissed them good-night and retired to his room with The Star Beast..The paramedic pumped the
inflation cuff of the sphygmomanometer, and Junior's blood pressure was most likely high enough to induce a stroke, driven skyward by the
thought that Naomi's love had been a lie..Barty had never been instructed in the rules of grammar, but had absorbed them as the roots of Edom's
roses absorbed nutrients. "Sure. Does and is.".too quiet and too patient to be the living-dead incarnation of a murdered wife. This was a predatory
silence, an animal cunning, not a supernatural hush. This was the elegant stillness of a panther in the brush,.Granted that he was only three going on
four, nevertheless Barty had never met anyone with as much cheerful imagination as Angel. He intended to marry her in, oh, maybe twenty
years..If they were suspicious of him, they showed no obvious alarm. The three went inside in no particular rush, and judging by their demeanor,
Junior decided that they hadn't spotted him, after all..He briefly closed his hand around the three coins, then with a snap of his wrist, flung them at
Nolly, who flinched. But either the coins were never flung or they vanished in midair-and his hand was empty..The water shut off, and Junior heard
the ratcheting noise of a paper-towel dispenser.."Don't get me started on cyclones!" Edom hurried through the house and out to the station wagon,
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to fetch the boxes of groceries..Some information she'd withheld from him: that the cancer might already have spread, that he might still die even
after his eyes were removed-and that if it hadn't yet spread, it might soon do so..In this brighter light, he further examined the gallery brochure and
discovered Celestina's photograph. She and her sister were not as alike as twins, but the resemblance was striking.."Then you have a big advantage,
and you'll have to tell us all about yourselves," Agnes said. "I'll get the coffee brewing ... unless you'd like to help.".Her mouth was as greedy as it
was ripe, and her pliant body radiated volcanic heat, and as Junior slipped his hands under her skirt, his mind teemed with thoughts of sex and
wealth and power, until he discovered that the heiress was an heir, with genitalia better suited to boxer shorts than to silk lingerie..holding hands as
they watched John Wayne in The Searchers, David Niven in Around the World in 80 Days. They were so young then, sure they would live forever,
and they were still young now, but for one of them, forever had arrived..Although the girl was unable to articulate why she preferred not to have
her mother at her side, they all understood the tumult in. her heart. She couldn't bear to subject her gentle and proper mother to the shame and
embarrassment that she herself felt so keenly and that she imagined would grow intolerably worse in the hours or days ahead, until and even after
the birth.."It's been a tough few years," he said. "Losing her ... and then getting out of Nam alive.".She started to get up from the chair behind the
desk, but he encouraged her to stay seated..At last he said, "And there he is, hands in front of his face, quarters bouncing off him, these kids and
this old lady scrambling around him to snare some change.".Curious to know what Neddy had said, Junior quickly approached the same gallery
staffer. "Excuse me, but I've been looking for my friend ever so long in this mob, and then I saw him talking to you-the gentleman in the London
Fog and the tux-and now I've lost him again. He didn't say if he was leaving, did he? He's my ride home."."Uncle Edom. Uncle Jacob. Aunt Maria.
So I can remember faces after ... you know.".He didn't bother to press Vanadium's hand around the weapon. There wasn't going to be a wealth of
evidence for the Scientific Investigation Division to sift through, anyway, when the fire was finally put out: just enough charred clues to allow them
an easy conclusion..Hunched over his desk, leaning forward conspiratorially, his piggy eyes glittering like those of an ogre discussing his favorite
recipe for cooking children, Nolly said, "I've been able to confirm your suspicions..Fear clotted in Junior's veins, and he stood like an impacted
embolism in the busy flow of pedestrians, certain that he himself would at any moment succumb to a stroke..Barty read aloud as Agnes drove,
because she'd enjoyed the novel only from page 104. He wanted to share with her the exploits of Jim and Frank and their Martian companion,
Willis..Celestina breezed through the open door with Angel. "No vanilla wafers. You'll be up all night with a sugar rush.".Vanadium arrived and
stood beside Junior. His black suit was cheap, but it fit better than Rudy's..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.".On one wall hung an impressive array of gardening tools. In the comer was a potting bench..Could any spell of magic
make,.His enjoyment of the art was diminished by these associations, and as Junior turned away from Industrial Woman, his attention was
suddenly captured by the quarters. Three lay on the floor at her gear wheel-and-meat-cleaver feet. They had not been here earlier..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..Junior Cain definitely was not a crazed sex-killer, not driven to homicide by weird lusts beyond his control. A single night of sex and
death-an indulgence never to be repeated-wouldn't require serious self-examination or a reconsideration of his self-image..This didn't seem strange
to him. Among the many things that no longer mattered were the concepts of distance and time..Widening his eyes in calculated surprise, Junior
said, "Are you a police officer?".Assisted by Edom and Jacob, Agnes-in a wheelchair-was rolled across the grass, between the headstones, to her
husband's final resting place. Although no longer in danger of renewed hemorrhaging, she was under doctor's orders to avoid strain..Since
childhood, he had been waiting for this moment-if indeed it was The Moment-and he had nearly lost hope that the much-desired encounter would
ever come to pass. He had expected to find others with his perceptions among physicists or mathematicians, among monks or mystics, but never in
the form of a three-year-old girl dressed all in midnight-blue except for a red belt and two red hair bows..For two years, since finding the quarter in
his cheeseburger, Junior had been searching for a metaphysics that he could embrace, that squared with all the truths that he had learned from Zedd,
and that didn't require him to acknowledge any power higher than himself Here it was. Unexpected. Complete. He didn't fully understand the bit
about monkeys and barrels, but he got the rest of it, and peace of a sort descended upon him..She looked surprised, all right, but her expression
wasn't the one that Junior had painted on the canvas of his imagination. Her surprise had no delight in it, and she didn't at once break into a radiant
smile..Celestina nodded, unable to respond to the aide's kindness. Sometimes kindness can shatter as easily as soothe.."Does my dad like
Christmas?" Barty asked, sitting on the grave grass in front of the headstone.."We do look somewhat alike," Edom said, shifting his attention to
Jacob's left ear..So Barty and Tom just happened to be chatting about a quantum physicist they had seen on a television program, a documentary
about the uncanny resonance between the belief in a created universe and some recent discoveries in quantum mechanics and molecular biology.
The physicist claimed that a handful of his colleagues, though by no means the majority, believed that with a deepening understanding of the
quantum level of reality, there would in time be a surprising rapprochement between science and faith..Now, Obadiah produced a pack of playing
cards as though from a secret pocket in an invisible coat. "Like to see a little something?".The papermaker withdrew a thick wad of hundred-dollar
bills from his envelope and, squinting, inspected the currency in the flickering light. "I'm leaving now, but you wait until movie's over.".Everyone
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confronted Agnes with expressions of puzzlement and expectation, and she looked from one to another. Paul. Maria. Francesca. Bonita. Grace.
Edom. Jacob. Finally Celestina.
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