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DE LA POLYDIPSIE
Kathleen had never heard a religious calling described in such odd words as these, and she was surprised, indeed, to hear a priest refer to God as
"strange.".With Naomi, sex had been glorious, because they were bonded on multiple levels, all deeper than the mere physical. They had been so
close, so emotionally and intellectually entwined, that in making love to her, he'd been making love to himself; and he would never experience a
greater intimacy than that..She kissed his cheek, and he pulled his arms out from under the covers to hug her. Such small arms, but such a fierce
hug..The first was an ace of hearts. This, Maria said, was a very good card, indeed. It meant that Barty would be lucky in love..On other nights, she
had overheard this and been touched. On this Christmas Eve, however, it filled her with wonder and wondering, for she recalled their conversation
earlier, at Joey's grave:.They ordered martinis, and when Kathleen, perusing a menu, asked her husband what looked good for dinner, he suggested,
"Oysters?".Junior could neither speak nor even mewl in agony. All the saliva had been draining forward, out of his open mouth, for so long that his
throat was parched and raw. He felt as though he had munched on a snack of salted razor blades that were now stuck in his pharynx. His rattling
wheeze sounded like scuttling scarabs..These kids were the same age, yet listening to them was akin to hearing Angel do her charming shtick with
an adult who had a lot of patience, a sense of humor, and an awareness of generational ironies..To Perri's bed, a journey of only a few steps, but
farther than unwanted Rome. The carpet seeming to pull at his feet, to suck like mud under his shoes. The air as thick as liquid in his resistant to his
progress..Twice during dinner, he seemed to draw near The Subject, but then he circled around it and flew off, each time to report some news of
little relevance or to recount something funny that Angel had said..Panic set in when he began to wonder if these intestinal spasms were going to
prevent him from leaving Spruce Hills. In fact, what if they required hospitalization?.When he passed by his own lunch plate on the counter and
again saw the quarter gleaming in the cheese, he spat out a curse..Instead, he encountered an elderly woman getting out of a red Pontiac with a fox
tail tied to the radio antenna. A quick glance around confirmed that they were unobserved, so he clubbed her on the back of the head with the butt
of his 9-mm pistol.."That's just ... an old joke," she heard herself saying, as from a distance. "You didn't really walk between the drops?".When
Agnes crunched the ice, the nurse said, "No, no. Don't swallow it all at once. Let it melt.".She leaned against the apartment door for a long moment,
holding on to the doorknob and to the thumb-turn of the second deadbolt, as though she were convinced that if she let go, she would float off the
floor like a cloud-stuffed child..Bill wasn't impressed. "They build houses out of mud in China. No wonder everything falls down.".He had already
reviewed twenty-four thousand names, finding no Bartholomew, putting red checks beside entries with the initial B instead of a first name. A slip
of yellow paper marked his place..Abruptly, Junior Cain turned away from the tower, from the body of his lost love, dropped to his knees, and
vomited. Vomited more explosively than he had ever done in the depths of the worst sickness of his life. Bitter, thick, grossly out of proportion to
the simple lunch that he had eaten, up came a dreadfully reeking vomitus. He was untroubled by nausea, but his abdominal muscles contracted
painfully, so tightly that he thought he would be cinched in two, and up came more, and still more, spasm after spasm, until he spewed a thin gruel
green with bile, which surely had to be the last of it, but was not, for here was more bile, so acidic that his gums burned from contact with it--Oh
God, please no-still more. His entire body heaving. Choking as he aspirated a piece of something vile. He squeezed his watering eyes shut against
the sight of the flood, but he could not block out the stench..Junior didn't make the mistake of thinking that Magusson's new conciliatory attitude
meant they were friends, that confidences could be shared or truths exchanged. The money-grubbing toad's only real friend would always be the
one he saw in a mirror. If he discovered that Junior was having a great time post-Naomi, Magusson would store the information until he found a
way to use it to his advantage..After supper in a roadside diner, Paul returned to his room and studied a tattered map of the western United States,
the latest of several he'd worn out over the years. Depending on the weather and the steepness of the terrain, he might be able to reach Spruce Hills,
Oregon, in ten days.."Crafty men need to stick together," he said. "Men who have no art at all, nothing but wealth-they pit us one against the other,
for their gain not ours. We sell em our power. Why do we? If we went our own way together, we'd do better, maybe.".Unbuttoning her blouse,
Celestina said, "Traditionally, puppies don't have a role in weddings.".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..Over many proud generations and at least to the extent of second cousins, no one on either side of Celestina's family had skin of this light
color. They were without exception medium to dark mahogany, many shades darker than this infant..After just twenty-one days, the boy's
adaptation to blindness was amazing but clearly the gathered audience stood in anticipation of something more remarkable than his unhalting
progress and unerring sense of direction..Ferocious pirates, ruthless secret agents, brain-eating aliens from distant galaxies, super criminals
hell-bent on ruling the world, bloodthirsty vampires, face-gnawing werewolves, savage Gestapo thugs, mad scientists, satanic cultists, insane
carnival freaks, hate-crazed Ku Klux Klansmen, knife-worshiping thrill killers, and emotionless robot soldiers from other planets had slashed,
stabbed, burned, shot, gouged, torn, clubbed, crushed, stomped, hanged, bitten, eviscerated, beheaded, poisoned, drowned, radiated, blown up,
mangled, mutilated, and tortured uncounted victims in the pulp magazines that Paul had been reading since childhood. Yet not one scene in those
hundreds upon hundreds of issues of colorful tales withered a corner of his soul as did a glimpse of Barty's empty sockets. The sight wasn't in the
least gory, nor even gruesome. Paul cringed and looked away only because this evidence of the boy's loss too pointedly made him think about the
terrible vulnerability of the innocent in the freight-train path of nature, and threatened to tear off the fragile scab on the anguish that he still felt over
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Perri's death.."Other Bartys and other Agneses in other houses like this-all here together now.".He drove his yellow-and-white 1955 Ford Country
Squire station wagon. He'd bought the car with some of the last money he earned in the years when he had been able to hold a job, before his ...
problem..Once satiated, what she desired was a reason to deceive herself into believing that she was not a slut, that she was a victim. She didn't
really want to tell anyone what he had done to her. Instead, she was asking him, indirectly but indisputably, to provide her with an excuse to keep
their passionate encounter secret, an excuse that would also allow her to continue to pretend that she had not begged for everything he'd done to
her..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..A sense of mystery overcame Agnes, unnerving but not entirely or even primarily
unpleasant..When she looked up from Barty, she saw the attorney with his hands full of documents. "Surprise? I know what's in Joey's will."."Then
you only have to wait eighteen years," he said, opening the apartment door and stepping aside once more, allowing Celestina to precede him..She
could have gone at him with the chair once more, but it was falling apart. Instead, she abandoned furniture for the promise of a firearm, dropped to
her knees, and snatched the discarded pistol magazine off the floor..The 9-mm pistol rested in the complementary shoulder holster, under Junior's
leather coat. But the sound-suppressor hadn't been attached; it was in one of his coat pockets. The extended barrel, too long to lay comfortably
against his left side, would most likely have hung up on the holster when drawn..Why Cain, even if he was the father, should be interested in the
little girl was a mystery to Tom Vanadium. This totally self-involved, spookily hollow man held nothing sacred; fatherhood would have no appeal
for him, and he certainly wouldn't feel any obligation to the child that had resulted from his assault on Phimie..FOLLOWING A SECOND NIGHT
at the Sleepie Tyme Inne, waking at dawn, Junior felt rested, refreshed-and in control of his bowels..The problem was Celestina in the Buick,
because when she saw what was happening, she might slide behind the steering wheel and speed away. The engine was running, white plumage
rising from the tailpipe and feathering away in the fog, so she might escape if she was a quick thinker..The moonlight had faded and the gentle
waves had ebbed out of his mind's eye. He concentrated, trying to force the phantom sea to flow back into view, but this was one of those rare
occasions when a Zedd technique failed him''."Where did it go?" Grace asked her granddaughter, making as much effort as she could to lighten the
mood for the girl's sake..But she knew. Barty, buoyant as ever, seemed not to be much worried about the problem with his vision. He appeared to
expect that it would pass like any sneezing fit or cold..The word need, instead of want, moved Paul to follow the doctor across the coffee
shop..Without ceremony or prayer, although with much righteous anger, Junior hoisted the dead musician over the lip of the Dumpster. For a
dreadful moment, his left arm tangled in the loosely cinched belt of the London Fog raincoat. Straining a shrill bleat of anxiety through his
clenched teeth, he desperately shook loose and let go of the body.."Not that trains are any better. Look at the Bakersfield crash back in '60. Santa Fe
Chief, out of San Francisco, smashed into an oil-tank truck. Seventeen people crushed, burned in a river of fire.".Recuperating, he had plenty of
time to practice meditation. He became so proficient at focusing on the imaginary bowling pin that he could make himself oblivious of all else. A
stridently ringing phone wouldn't penetrate his trance. Even Bob Chicane, Junior's instructor, who knew all the tricks, could not make his voice
heard when Junior was at one with the pin..Soon he realized this was a mistaken assumption, because when the instructor began trying to unknot
him from his lotus position, a defensive numbness deserted Junior, and he became aware of pain. Excruciating..A great boom. Concussion rocked
the floor and shuddered the walls and made the roof timbers squeal as though unsuspected colonies of bats had taken flight by the thousands all in
the same instant..Yet he brooded even at breakfast, in spite of the consolation of clotted cream and berries, raisin scones and cinnamon butter. In
better worlds, wiser Tom Vanadiums chose different tactics that resulted in less misery than this, in a far swifter conveyance of Enoch Cain to the
halls of justice. But he was none of those Tom Vanadiums. He was only this Tom, flawed "land struggling, and he couldn't take comfort in the fact
that elsewhere he had proved to be a better man.."And maybe," said Agnes, caught up in the speculation, "when your life comes to an end in all
those many branches, what you're finally judged on is the shape and the beauty of the tree.".Wally Lipscomb's face, as long and narrow as ever,
seemed not at all like the dour visage of an undertaker, as once it had, but rather like the rubbery mug of one of those circus clowns who can make
you laugh as easily by striking an exaggeratedly sad frown as by putting on a goofy grin. She saw a warmth of spirit where once she had seen
spiritual indifference, vulnerability where once she had seen an armored heart, great expectations where once she had seen withered hope; she saw
kindness and gentleness where they had always been but now in more generous measure than before. She loved this long, narrow, homely,
wonderful face, and she loved the man who wore it..Easter still lay a few weeks away, but already Celestina had begun decorating more than a
hundred baskets, so that nothing would need to be done at the last minute except add the candy. Her living room was a warren of baskets, ribbons,
bows, beads, bangles, shredded cellophane in green and purple and yellow and pink, and decorative little plush-toy bunnies and baby chicks..Even
as this news pleased Junior, it also saddened him. He was not merely interring a lovely wife, but also his first child. He was burying his family..Of
course, Angel might have been playing around with the talking book. Or, even though she'd left the dolls downstairs, she might have been filling
the time until Barty's return by having a nice chat with Miss Pixie and Miss Velveeta. She had other voices, too, for other dolls, and one for a sock
puppet named Smelly..After the latest concerned nurse departed, Sheena leaned close. She cruelly pinched Junior's cheek between thumb and
forefinger, as if she' might tear off a gobbet of flesh and pop it into her mouth..Acutely aware that someone with more need than patience might
soon rap at the locked door, Junior dropped back into the men's room..Reflecting upon her son's clever, diligent, and uncomplaining adaptation to
darkness, she wished that she had described to him the dazzling sunset under which they had made their journey home. Although her words might
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have been inadequate to the spectacle, he would have elaborated on them to create a picture in his mind; with his creative skills, the world that he'd
lost with his sight might be remade in equal splendor in his imagination..Junior could only imagine how flattered Victoria would be to receive the
attentions of a twenty-three-year-old stud, flattered and grateful. When he contemplated all the ways she could express that gratitude, there was
barely enough room behind the wheel of the Suburban for him and his manhood..Pity warmed the physician's ascetic face. "You loved your wife
very much, didn't you?".He reached the end of the alleyway, stumbled into the stream of pedestrians, nearly knocked over an elderly Chinese man,
turned, and discovered ... no Vanadium..If he woke, however, and saw her sitting vigil, Barty would understand how terrible his condition might
be..Under Celestina's guidance, the menfolk-Wally, Edom, Jacob, Paul, Tom-had packed cartons of canned and dry goods, plus numerous boxes of
new spring clothing for the children on their route. All those items had been loaded into the vehicles the previous evening..One hand on the railing,
he ascended the first three steps slowly. Pausing on each, he slid his foot forward and back on the carpet, runner to judge the depth of the tread
relative to his small foot. He ran the toe of his right shoe up and down the riser between each tread, gauging the height..When he was baking, the
world seemed to be a less dangerous place. Sometimes, making a cake, he forgot to be afraid.."All right," Celestina conceded, and looked relieved.
"Thank you, Paul. You're not only an exceptionally brave man but a gracious one, as well.".Eventually she discovered within herself all the light
that she needed to find her way through the crucial hours immediately ahead. At last she knew what she must do, but she was not certain that she
possessed the fortitude to do it.."Angel," Phimie said urgently, and then, with an effort that made a blood vessel swell.This guy was spooky. Junior
was beginning to think that the detective's unorthodox behavior wasn't a carefully crafted strategy, as it had first seemed, but that Vanadium was a
little wacky..A tune clinked off the keys of a phantom piano in Junior's mind, "Someone to Watch over Me." The hawk-eyed watcher was the
pianist at the elegant hotel lounge where Junior had enjoyed dinner on his first night in San Francisco, and twice since..This was a California live
oak, green even in winter, although its leaves were fewer now than they would be in warmer seasons. The elaborate branch structure, reflected
around him, was an exquisite and harmonious maze overlaying a mosaic of sunlight green on grass, and something in its patterns suddenly touched
him, moved him, seized his imagination. He felt as if he were balanced on the brink of an astonishing insight.."Why? What was he going to get out
of it?".Maybe his pursuit of the matter sprang from mere curiosity, the desire to discover what a child of his might look like; however, if something
else lay behind his interest, the motivation would not be benign. Whatever Cain's intentions, he would prove to be at least an annoyance to
Celestina and the little girl-and possibly a danger..The subcontractor who built the quarter-spitting coin boxes was James Hunnicolt, but everyone
called him Jimmy Gadget. He specialized in electronic eavesdropping, building cameras and recorders into the most unlikely objects, but he could
do just about anything requiring inventive mechanical design and construction..They agreed that to the outside world, Barty must continue to
appear to be a sightless man-or otherwise either be treated like a freak or be subjected, perhaps unwillingly, to experimentation. In the modern
world, there was no tolerance for miracles. Only family could be told of this development..She curled up in the armchair, watching Barty. She was
greedy for the sight of him. She thought she would not doze off, but would spend the night watching over him, yet exhaustion defeated her..that he
could not entirely analyze. Any amateur magician-indeed, anyone willing to practice enough hours, magician or not-could master this trick. It was
mere skill, not sorcery. "What was your motive, Enoch?".Symptoms of food poisoning usually appear within two hours of dining. The hideous
intestinal spasms had rocked him at least six hours after he'd eaten. Besides, if the culprit were food poisoning, he would have vomited; but he
hadn't felt any urge to spew..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.".No. Not exactly then. Not at the sight of the coin or the
detective. He had felt this way at Vanadium's mention of the name that he, Junior, had supposedly spoken in his nightmare..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..Paul Damascus had gotten numerous invitations to dinner. No one thought
that he should be alone on this difficult night..From her reading, she knew that amniotic fluid should be clear. A few traces of blood in it should not
necessarily be alarming, but here were more than traces. Here were thick red-black streams..And now Cain was aware of her, interested in her.
Informed of this development, Harrison would no doubt rethink his position..Dropped, the wineglass had shattered. But the bottle of Merlot had
survived again, rolling across the vinyl-tile floor until it bumped gently against the base of a cabinet..At the grave, they arrived with red and white
roses. Agnes carried the red, and Barty brought the white.."I know how to build boats, how to sail boats."."Could you undo the spell you put on
her?".Having anticipated a problem of one kind or another, Junior withdrew a packet of crisp new hundred-dollar bills from an inside jacket pocket.
The bank band still wrapped the stack, and on it was printed $10,000.."Veal fit for kings," said their waiter, delivering the entrees, and one taste
confirmed his promise..Minutes later, once more in a corridor conference with Dr. Daines, she was forced to temper her new optimism.."You know
Mommy," Barty said, almost desperately sponging up the sight of his little girl's face and wringing the images into his memory to sustain him in
the next long darkness..Such quiet filled the house that Agnes couldn't hear even the murmuring miseries of the past..Like a spring-loaded novelty
snake erupting from a can, Junior exploded up from the chair, nearly knocking it over..As the heavyset nurse retreated with the baby, Phimie's grip
on her sister's hand relaxed, but then grew firm once more as her gaze also became more intense. "Love ... you.".He squirmed deep under the
covers, clamped a plump pillow over his head to muffle the singing, and chanted, "Find the father, kill the son," until at last he fell exhausted into
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sleep..Unable to speak, the girl kissed her and then gently placed her head against Agnes's breast, capturing forever in memory the pure sound of
her heart..With a bark of pain, chest to chest with defeat, the killer was borne downward by the fragrant weight, in a clink and clatter of brass
handles..BARTY TODDLED, Barty walked, and ultimately Barty carried a pie for his mother on one of her delivery days, wary of his balance and
solemn with responsibility..In the execution, he was likewise scrupulous, for he didn't want the grownups to see what Angel saw; he preferred they
believe it was sleight of hand-or magic. After the usual moves, he briefly closed his right hand around the coin, then with a snap of his wrist, flung
it at Angel, simultaneously distracting with flourishes aplenty..The rain-washed street shimmered greasily under the tires, and the intersection lay
halfway up a long hill, so gravity was aligned with fate against them. The driver's side of the Pontiac lifted. Beyond the windshield, the main drag
of Bright Beach tilted crazily. The passenger's side slammed against the pavement..Since dealing with Victoria and the detective, Junior had taken
pride in the fact that he'd kept his equanimity and, more important, his lunch. No acute nervous emesis, as he'd suffered following poor Naomi's
death. Indeed, he had an appetite..Sitting on a stool at the counter, he ordered a cheeseburger, coleslaw, french fries, and a cherry Coke.."Our new
roof," Bill said, pointing overhead, "will hold through any hurricane. Fine work. You tell Agnes what fine."No, that's not necessary," Junior said,
trying to sound casual. "Considering what you told me, I'm sure whoever's bothering me here can't be Vanadium. I mean, him being on the run,
with plenty of his own troubles, the last thing he'd do is follow me here just to screw with my head a little.".THE MORNING THAT it happened
was bright and blue in March, two months after Barty took Angel for a dry walk in wet weather, seven weeks after Celestina married Wally, and
five weeks after the happy newlyweds completed their purchase of the Galloway house next door to the Lampion place. Selma Galloway, retired
from a professorship years earlier, had subsequently retired further, taking advantage of the equity in her long-owned home to buy a little condo on
the beach in nearby Carlsbad..Barty, at the head of the table, sensed Mary's approach only as she was about to touch him. She put a hand on his arm
and said, "Daddy, will you turn your chair away from the table and let me sit on your lap?".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..He didn't know what he was looking for. He simply felt empowered to be the one
conducting the surveillance for a change..She continued: "When we don't allow ourselves to hope, we don't allow ourselves to have purpose.
Without purpose, without meaning, life is dark. We've no light within, and we're just living to die.".She wanted to go to San Francisco with
Celestina, to have the baby in the city, where the father-and not incidentally her friends and Reverend White's parishioners-would never know she'd
given birth. The more her parents and sister argued against this plan, the more agitated Phimie became, until they worried that they would
jeopardize her health and mental stability if they didn't do as she wished..just as the smile curved to completion, however, an awful thing happened.
The humiliation began with a loud gurgle in his gut..On Thursday, January 4, he used his John Pinchbeck identity to purchase a new Ford van with
a cashier's check. He leased a private garage space in the Pinchbeck name, near the Presidio, and stored the van there..Maria Elena Gonzalez--such
an imposing figure in spite of her diminutive stature that even three names seemed insufficient to identify her-was still present. Although the crisis
had passed, she wasn't ready to trust that nurses and doctors, by themselves, could provide Agnes with adequate care..The old man assumed the
solemn and knowing expression of one guarding mysteries, a sphinx without headdress and mane. "If I told you, dear lady, it wouldn't be magic
anymore. Merely a trick.".With the dead woman's guest on the way, minutes were precious. Attention to detail was essential, however, regardless
of how much time was required to properly stage the little tableau that might disguise murder as a domestic accident.."The piece that's intrigued
me," Junior revealed, "is the one that's rather like a c-c-candlestick. It's quite different from the others.".WHEN A GLASS OF chilled apple juice at
dawn stayed on his stomach, Junior Cain was allowed a second glass, though he was admonished He was also given three saltines..By November
1967, the Father Brown detective stories, written for mystery-loving adults by G. K. Chesterton, thrilled Barty. This series of books would retain a
special place in his heart for the rest of his life-as would Robert Heinlein's The Star Beast, which was among his Christmas gifts that year..He
almost laughed at himself, but he recalled the disconcerting laugh that earlier had trilled from him in the men's room, when he'd thought about
stuffing Neddy Gnathic into the toilet. Now he pinched his tongue between his teeth almost hard enough to draw blood, hoping to prevent that
brittle and mirthless sound from escaping him again.."Peach, raisin, walnut pies," Agnes said, "with regular bottom crust and a chocolate-crackle
top crust.".OF THE SEVEN NEWBORNS, none was fussing, too fresh to the world to realize how much was here to fear..First, he searched
immediately around the dead man, figuring that the watch might still be snared on the coat belt or on one of the sleeve straps. No luck..In reaction
to a terrible sense of weightlessness, Agnes's two-fisted grip on the steering wheel grew so tight her hands ached. She held on with all her strength,
as if at real risk of floating out of the car and up toward the source of the raveling skeins of rain..As the unwanted change pinged against the
concrete at his feet, Junior-snap, snap-saw the source of the next two rounds. They spat out of the vertical pay slot on a newspaper-vending
machine; one hit his nose, and the other rang off his teeth..Certain the caller was the police operator, Junior screamed as though in agony,
wondering if his cries sounded genuine, since he'd had no opportunity to rehearse. Then, in spite of the painkiller, his cries suddenly were
genuine..Barty's reading and writing skills appeared to be related to his talent for math, as well. To him, language was first phonics, a sort of music
that symbolized objects and ideas, and this music was then translated into written "syllables using the alphabet-which he saw as a system of math
employing twenty-six digits instead of ten..A sudden strange weakness, a formless dread, dropped Agnes out of her crouch and onto her knees
beside the boy..Sudden rain spared her the need to finish the sentence. A few fat drops drew both their faces to the sky, and even as they rose to
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their feet, this brief light paradiddle of sprinkles gave way to a serious drumming..And here, now, into the kitchen through a door with a porthole in
the center. Into sizzle and clatter, into clouds of fried-onion fumes and the mouthwatering aromas of chicken fat and shoestring potatoes turning
golden in deep wells of boiling cooking oil..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.
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