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"You sounded as though you were in a lot of distress. You were frightened of this Bartholomew."."The quarter in the sandwich," Nolly said,
because that was the first stunt that Simon Magusson had paid him to perform..In fifty years, until Angel, Tom had found no other like himself and
now a second in little more than a week. "I can't do what you did.".Closing her eyes, Agnes whispered, "Bartholomew," in a reverent voice full of
wonder, full of awe..He went upstairs to change out of his dark blue suit and badly scuffed black shoes.."I got to admit," Nolly said, "I'm surprised
these little pranks have rattled him so deeply.".After mentally reviewing what he must say, after working up a nervous edge, he dialed the SFPD
emergency number..Celestina's question had been about Phimie, but they had told her about the baby, and she was alarmed by their evasion..As
woe begone a widower as anyone could expect, Junior spent every night home alone. By Sunday, he'd slept without companionship eight nights
since being discharged from the hospital..With one tiny hand, Barty reached up for his mother. She gave him her forefinger, to which the sugar-bag
boy clung tenaciously..Vanadium hadn't seen the man who had clubbed him from behind and who had smashed his face with a pewter candlestick,
but when~ he spoke the name Enoch Cain, the quality in his eyes was not compassion. No fingerprints had been left, no evidence in the aftermath
of the fire at the Bressler house or in the Studebaker hauled from Quarry Lake..He had dragged Ichabod halfway across the threshold when he
heard someone say, "No.".In abject misery, Junior lay waiting to go under the knife, more eager to be cut than he would have thought possible only
a few hours before. The mere promise of this surgery thrilled him more than all the sex that he'd ever enjoyed between the age of thirteen and the
Thursday just past..The musician had no talent for deception. His hopping-hen eyes pecked at the nearest painting, at other guests, down at the
floor, everywhere but directly at Junior, and a nerve twitched in his left cheek. "Well, I'm very good, you know, at faces, they stick with me, I don't
know why. Goodness knows, my memory is otherwise shot.".At the bottom, the killer had pushed the cedar chest aside and clambered to his feet.
From out of his raveled Tutankhamen windings, he peered up at Paul and fired one shot without taking aim, almost halfheartedly, before
disappearing into the living room..He was confused initially, frowning at the heart monitor and at the IV rack that loomed over him. When his eyes
met Celestina's, his gaze clarified, and the smile that he found for her brought as much light into her heart as the diamond ring he had slipped onto
her finger so few hours before..Into Barty's darkness came light that he had not sought. He saw his smiling Mary on his lap as she lowered her
hands from his temples, saw the faces of his family, the table set with Christmas decorations and many candles flickering..A nuclear-powered
sound system blasted out the Doors, Jefferson Airplane, the Mamas and the Papas, Strawberry Alarm Clock, Country Joe and the Fish, the Lovin'
Spoonful, Donovan (unfortunately), the Rolling Stones (annoyingly), and the Beatles (infuriatingly). Megatons of music crashed off the brick
walls, made the many-paned metal framed windows reverberate like the drumheads in a hard-marching military band, and created simultaneously
an exhilarating sense of possibility and a sense of doom, the feeling that Armageddon was coming soon but that it was going to be fun..The patches
were held by the same two elastic strips, so Barty flipped up both at the same time..were a favorite pair when he was puttering around the house on
weekends. "Oh," he said, "that dog.".Eventually, he settled on a mental image of a bowling pin as his "seed." This was a smooth, elegantly shaped
object that invited languorous contemplation, but it did not tease his libido..In southern California, Agnes Lampion dreams of her newborn son. In
Oregon, Junior Cain fearfully speaks a name in his sleep, and Detective Vanadium, waiting to tell the suspect about his dead wife's diary, leans
forward in his chair to listen, while ceaselessly- turning a quarter across the thick knuckles of his right hand.."This was back on January 24, 1556,"
said Edom with unhesitating authority, for he had memorized tens of thousands of facts about the worst natural disasters in history..He briefly
considered playing dumb, but he knew she was too smart for that. "Gunsmoke, you mean. Listen, I know you'll do whatever's necessary to keep
Angel safe, because you love her so much. Love will give."After the quake," Edom said, "forty thousand people took refuge in a two-hundred-acre
open area, a military depot. A quake-related fire swept through so fast they were killed standing up, so tightly packed together they died as a solid
mass of bodies.".More likely than not, this was a lie, and the detective was, setting him up. Suddenly Junior wished that he had denied
dreaming..She realized she hadn't turned on the radio. Before she could reach for the switch, she was asleep.."September 20, 1902, Birmingham,
Alabama, church fire--one hundred fifteen dead. March 4, 1908, Collinwood, Ohio, school fire, one hundred seventy-six dead.".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.."I've
already told them," Joey said, wheeling away from her and yanking open the door of the foyer closet with such force that she thought he would tear
it off its hinges..Agnes's faith told her that the world was infinitely complex and full of mystery, and in a peculiar way, Barty's talk of infinite
possibilities supported her belief and gave her the comfort to sleep. Monday morning, New Year's Day, Agnes carried two suitcases out of the back
door, set them on the porch, and blinked in surprise at the sight of Edom's yellow-and-white Ford Country Squire parked in the driveway, in front
of the garage. He and Jacob were loading their suitcases into the car..In the time of the kings, mages gathered in the court of Enlad and later in the
court of Havnor to counsel the king and take counsel together, using their arts to pursue goals they agreed were good. But in the dark years, wizards
sold their skills to the highest bidder, pitting their powers one against the other in duels and combats of sorcery, careless of the evils they did, or
worse than careless. Plagues and famines, the failure of springs of water, summers with no rain and years with no summer, the birth of sickly and
monstrous young to sheep and cattle, the birth of sickly and monstrous children to the people of the isles-all these things were charged to the
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practices of wizards and witches, and all too often rightly so..Remember the beauty of rage. Channel the anger and be a winner. Act now, think
later..So it became dangerous to practice sorcery, except under the protection of a strong warlord; and even then, if a wizard met up with one whose
powers were greater than his own, he might be destroyed. And if a wizard let down his guard among the common folk, they too might destroy him
if they could, seeing him as the source of the worst evils they suffered, a malign being. In those years, in the minds of most people, all magic was
black..Edom felt uneasy in this kingdom of a strange god. The god that his brother feared was humanity, its dark compulsions, its arrogance. Edom,
on the other hand, trembled before Nature, whose wrath was so great that one day she would destroy all things, when the universe collapsed into a
super dense nugget of matter the size of a pea..An SFPD patrol car swept past, its siren silent, the rack of emergency beacons flashing on its
roof..Already another contraction racked her, so intense that the pain was not limited to her lower back and abdomen, but seared the length of her
sphic, like an electric current leaping vertebra to vertebra. Her breath pinched in her chest as though her lungs had collapsed..According to the
newspapers, the police also credited him with the murders of Naomi, Victoria Bressler, and Ned Gnathic (whom they had connected to Celestina).
He was wanted, too, for the attempted murder of Dr. Walter Lipscomb (evidently Ichabod), for the attempted murder of Grace White, and for
assault with intent to kill Celestina White and her daughter, Angel, and for the assault on Lenora Kickmule (whose foxtail-bedecked Pontiac he had
stolen in Eugene, Oregon)..Rena was cheerful, short, and solid. Her waist measurement must have been two-thirds her height, and she favored
floral dresses that emphasized her girth. With a German accent and in a voice that always seemed about to dissolve in a great gale of mirth, she
said, "Madchen lieb, you look like a Christmas candle to me.".Celestina often thought of his wife and twin boys-Rowena, Danny, and Harry--dead
in that airliner crash six years ago, and sometimes she was pierced by a sense of loss so poignant that they might have been members of her own
family. She grieved as much over their loss of Wally as over his loss of them, and as blasphemous as the thought might be, she wondered why God
had been so cruel as to sunder such a family. Rowena, Danny, and Harry had crossed all waters of suffering and lived now eternally in the
kingdom. One day they would all be rejoined with the special husband and father they had lost; but even the reward of Heaven seemed inadequate
compensation for being denied so many years here on earth with a man as good and kind and big of heart as Walter Lipscomb..Minutes later, once
more in a corridor conference with Dr. Daines, she was forced to temper her new optimism..The paramedic, fingers pressed to the radial artery in
Junior's right wrist, must have felt a rocket-quick acceleration in his pulse rate.."Ordinarily, I'd recommend that you apply hot compresses every
two hours to relieve discomfort and to hasten drainage, and I'd send you home with a prescription for an antibiotic."."Well, actually, I owe Phimie.
It's what she said between her two deaths on the delivery table that's changed my life.".Lientery's work met the criteria of great art, about which
Junior had learned in art-appreciation courses. It undermined his sense of reality, left him wary, filled him with angst and with loathing for the
human condition, and made him wish he hadn't just eaten dinner.."I'm interested in one of the smaller Griskins," said Junior, managing to appear
calm, although his mouth was dry with fear and his mind spun with crazy images of the maniac cop, dead and rotting but nevertheless lurching
around San Francisco..Too rattled to want lunch at the St. Francis Hotel or anywhere else, Junior returned to his apartment..If Agnes knew that
Jacob had been helping her game, she might never play cards with him again. She would not approve of what he had done. Consequently, his great
skill as a card mechanic must be forever his secret..Parkhurst said, "We've eliminated most other possible causes. You don't have acute myelitis or
meningitis. Or anemia of the brain. No concussion. You don't have other symptoms of Meniere's disease. Tomorrow, we'll conduct some tests for
possible brain tumor or lesion, but I'm confident that's not the explanation, either.".With Angel at breakfast, instead of just Uncle Jacob, at least
Barty had someone to talk to, even if she did insist on speaking more often through her dolls than directly. Apparently, the dolls were on the table,
propped up with bowls. The first, Miss Pixie Lee, had a high-pitched, squeaky voice. The second, Miss Velveeta Cheese, spoke in a three year-old's
idea of what a throaty-voiced, sophisticated woman sounded like, although to Barty's ear, this was more suitable to a stuffed bear..For an instant,
she appeared to be frowning. Then he realized this couldn't be a frown. It must be a smoldering look of desire..He usually ate lunch alone in his
office. The room was the size of an elevator, but of course didn't go up or down. It went sideways, however, in the sense that herein Paul was
transported into wondrous lands of adventure..They were dining by candlelight. Vanilla-scented bougies stood on the sideboard, across the room,
glimmering in glass chimneys, but Barty pointed instead to five squat red candles distributed through the centerpiece of pine sprays and white
carnations..Tom said, "Now I'm going to add a human touch and a spiritual spin to all this. When each of us comes to a point where he has to make
a significant moral decision affecting the development of his character and the lives of others, and each time he makes the less wise choice, that's
where I myself believe a new world splits off. When I make an immoral or just a foolish choice, another world is created in which I did the right
thing, and in that world, I am redeemed for a while, given a chance to become a better version of the Tom Vanadium who lives on in the other
world of the wrong choice. There are so many worlds with imperfect Tom Vanadiums, but always someplace ... someplace I'm moving steadily
toward a state of grace.".From the plush pillowy shadows of the bed, Barty said, "Oh, look. Christmas lights.".OTTER WAS THE SON of a
boatwright who worked in the shipyards of Havnor Great Port. His mother gave him his country name; she was a farm woman from Endlane
village, around northwest of Mount Onn. She had come to the city seeking work, as many came. Decent folk in a decent trade in troubled times, the
boatwright and his family were anxious not to come to notice lest they come to grief. And so, when it became clear that the boy had a gift of
magery, his father tried to beat it out of him.."I'm captivated more by painting than I am by most dimensional work," Junior explained. "Really, the
only sculpture I've acquired is Poriferan's.".do further testing, of course, but not until he's been stabilized at least twelve hours. Personally, I don't
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think we'll find any physical cause. Most likely, this was psychological-acute nervous emesis, caused by severe anxiety, the shock of losing his
wife, seeing her die.'.Junior took two steps toward him, sighting the gun on his face. "Why should I be afraid of a stumbling blind boy no bigger
than a midget?".More good American music. The Supremes were Negroes, sure, but Junior was not a bigot. Indeed, he had once made passionate
love to a Negro girl..This Dry Sack-assisted effort at recollection, however, brought back to him one thing in addition to all the sweet lubricious
images of Seraphim naked. The voice of her father. On the tape recorder. The reverend droning on and on as Junior pinned the devout daughter to
the mattress.."We don't believe it does, do we, Daddy? We don't believe blood tells. We believe we're born to hope, under a mantle of mercy, don't
we?"."Can't change your own form, even seemingly?".Tossing the knave onto the table, Agnes said, "Barty doesn't seem too impressed with this
devil.".Enigmatic as ever on this subject, he continued: "I'm probably not blind more places than I am. Yeah, sure, I'd rather be me in one of the
other places where my eyes are good, but this is the me I am. And you know what?".Junior had walked along the big show windows, studying the
two White paintings displayed to passersby, appalled by their beauty, when suddenly the door had opened and a gallery employee had invited him
to come in. No printed invitation needed, no cool test to pass, no bouncers keeping the gate. Such easy accessibility served as proof, if you needed
it, that this was not real art..Maria said nothing, working busily, but Agnes recognized that special silence in which difficult words were sought and
laboriously stitched together..Angel followed him and observed as he climbed a stepstool and unhooked the telephone handset. He dialed with little
pause between digits, and spoke with each of his uncles.."Nick," he suggested, as though any reason existed for her to be on a first-name basis with
the man who killed her husband. "I wasn't drinking. ".When people didn't apply themselves to positive goals, to making better lives for themselves,
they spent their energy in wickedness. Then.In the top drawer, in addition to the expected items, Tom Vanadium found a gallery brochure for an art
exhibition. In the hooded flashlight beam, the name Celestina White seemed to flare off the glossy paper as though printed in reflective ink..Joey
was not illuminated by the light of this world. Agnes realized that he was translucent, his skin like fine milk glass through which shone a light from
elsewhere.."That wasn't gossip," Grace insisted. "I was just telling you that Paul got the swing repaired and rehung.".He switched off the flashlight
and stood solemnly for a moment, paying his respects to Seraphim. She had been so sweet, so innocent, so supple, so exquisitely
proportioned..because even to cry in pain will invite more vicious discipline than the pummeling he's already endured. His father.In spite of its
dazzle and power and comfort, however, the car was not able to lift his spirits as he cruised the hills of the city. Somewhere along these darkly
glistening streets, in these houses and high-rises clinging to steep slopes awaiting seismic sundering, the boy was sheltered: half Negro, half white,
full doom to Junior Cain..obsessed with humanity's sorry penchant for destroying itself either by intention or ineptitude--491 suffocated and burned
alive on an evening meant for champagne and revelry..Junior couldn't leave the dead man in the hall and hope to have any quality time with
Celestina..Through tears, that night, she asked him if the commitment he was making didn't frighten him..Until Nolly, Kathleen's life had been as
short on romance as a saltless saltine is short on flavor. Her childhood and even her adolescence were so colorless that she'd settled on dentistry as
a career because it seemed, by comparison to what she knew, to be an exotic and exciting profession. She'd dated a few men, but all were boring
and none was kind. Ballroom-dancing lessons-and ultimately competitions-promised the romance that dentistry and dating hadn't provided, but
even dancing was somewhat a disappointment until her instructor introduced Kathleen to this balding, bull-necked, lumpy, utterly wonderful
Romeo..By the time he arrived at his apartment, Junior could think of no better action to take, so he phoned Simon Magusson, his attorney in
Spruce Hills..Celestina smiled distractedly. Since arriving at the hotel an hour ago, she had been openly debating with herself whether to call her
parents in Spruce Hills or to wait until later in the afternoon, when she might be able to report not just that she had a fianc?, and not only that she
had a fianc? who'd been shot and nearly killed, but also that his condition had been upgraded from critical to serious. As she'd explained to Tom, in
addition to worrying them with the news about Cain, she'd be stunning them with the announcement that she was going to marry a white man twice
her age. "My folks don't have one ounce of prejudice between them, but they sure do have firm ideas about what's appropriate and what's not." This
would ring the big bell at the top of the White Family Scale of the Inappropriate. Besides, they were preparing for the funeral of a parishioner, and
from personal experience, Celestina knew their day would be full. Nevertheless, at ten minutes past eleven, after picking at her breakfast, she
finally decided to call them..He half expected to hear Thomas Vanadium in the distance, softly singing "Someone to Watch over Me.".Agnes knew
now why this prognostication had dismayed rather charmed her: If you dared to believe in the good fortune predicted he cards, then you were
obliged to believe in the bad, as well..Flush with the promise of their engagement, still excited by the success at the gallery, with Angel exuberant
in spite of the hour and Oreo energized, he was amazed that they had made the transfer of the little red whirlwind from house to Buick to house
with nothing else forgotten other than one purse. Celie called it ballet, but Wally thought that it was merely momentary order in chaos, the
challenging-joyous-frustrating-delightful-exhilarating chaos of a life full of hope and love and children, which he wouldn't have traded for calm or
kingdoms..As Sinatra began to sing "I'll Be Seeing You," Junior stepped around the bloom and the Merlot. He cautiously peeled back two inches of
the curtain at one of the sidelights..Besides, he didn't want the police in San Francisco to know that he'd been suspected, by at least one of their
kind, of having killed his wife in Oregon. What if one of the locals was curious enough to request a copy of the case file on Naomi's death, and
what if in that file, Vanadium had made reference to Junior waking from a nightmare, fearfully repeating Bartholomew? And then what if Junior
eventually located the right Bartholomew and eliminated the little bastard, and then what if the local cop who'd read the case file connected one
Bartholomew to the other and started asking questions? Admittedly, that was a stretch. Nevertheless, he hoped to fade from the SFPD's awareness
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as soon as possible and live henceforth beyond their ken..Tom had acted with the best intentions-but also with the intelligence and the good
judgment that God had given him and that he had spent a lifetime honing. Good intentions alone can be the cobblestones from which the road to
Hell is built; however, good intentions formed through much self-doubt and second-guessing, as Tom's always were guided by wisdom acquired
from experience, are all that can be asked of us. Unintended consequences that should have been foreseeable are, he knew, the stuff of damnation,
but those that we can't foresee, he hoped, are part of some design for which we can't be held responsible..Agnes delighted in their conversations.
Barty was far ahead of the language learning curve for his age, but he was still a child, and his observations were filled with innocence and charm.
"You mean your cold is like in your nose but not in your feet?".As "It is." From a desk drawer, Nolly withdrew an envelope and put it on top of the
offered cash. "I'm returning five hundred of your thousand retainer." He pushed everything back toward Junior..Now he shuffled the first of the
four decks precisely as he had shuffled the first deck on Friday evening, and he set it aside..They would have given him an antinausea medication.
It most likely wasn't going to work quickly enough to save him..In Losen's service was a man who called himself Hound, because, as he said, he
had a nose for witchery. His employment was to sniff Losen's food and drink and garments and women, anything that might be used by enemy
wizards against him; and also to inspect his warships. A ship is a fragile thing in a dangerous element, vulnerable to spells and hexes. As soon as
Hound came aboard the new galley he scented something. "Well, well," he said, "who's this?" He walked to the helm and put his hand on it. "This
is clever," he said. "But who is it? A newcomer, I think." He sniffed appreciatively. "Very clever," he said..Indeed, even the distinct fragrance of
pulp paper, yellow with age, was alone sufficient to start him fantasizing..As shaken as she had been at Phimie's side, she couldn't trust her
memory. Perhaps she hadn't seen what she thought she'd seen..Before they set out for the amusement park, Agnes pulled him aside, held him close,
and said, "Listen, kid of mine, I'm not giving up. Don't think I ever would. Let's have fun today. This evening, you and I and Angel will convene a
meeting of the North Pole Society of Not Evil Adventurers"-the girl had become the third member years ago" and all truths will be told and secrets
known. ".WHILE THE SLATS of ash-gray light slowly lost their meager luster, and sable shadows metastasized in sinister profusion, the sentinel
silence remained unbroken between Junior Cain and the birthmarked man..On January 3, 1968, Paul was fewer than 250 miles from Spruce Hills,
Oregon. He wasn't aware of that town's proximity, however, and he didn't, at the time, have it as his destination..Junior continued east, weaving
through the horde, convinced that he could hear the ghost cop's footsteps distinct from the tramping noise made by the legions of the living,
penetrating the grumble and the bleat of traffic. Hollow, the dead man's tread echoed not only in Junior's ears but also through his body, in his
bones..Devil mountains, sacred islands, sacramental rivers and cities, Jesuits: These spiritual references at every turn made Junior uneasy. This was
a haunted night, no doubt about that. He wouldn't have been greatly surprised if he had glanced at his rearview mirror and seen Thomas
Vanadium's blue Studebaker Lark Regal closely tailing him, not the real car raised from Quarry Lake, but a ghostly version, with the
filthy-scabby-monkey spirit of the cop at the wheel, an ectoplasmic Naomi at his side, Victoria Bressler and Ichabod and Bartholomew Prosser and
Neddy Gnathic in the backseat: the Studebaker packed full of spirits like a bozo-stuffed clown car in a circus, though there would be nothing funny
about these revenge-minded spooks when the doors flew open and they came tumbling out..Struggling to keep a grip on consciousness, Junior told
himself to focus on the future, to live in the future, free of the useless past and the difficult present, but he could not get into the future far enough
to be in a time when the pain was no longer with him..The guy was carrying a purse, whatever that meant, and when he walked through the door,
he had a goofy look on his face, but his expression changed when he saw Junior..THIS IS THE FIRST PAGE of the Book of the Dark, written
some six hundred years ago in Berila, on Enlad:.He wondered if the hawk had descended in a constricting gyre, justice coming down, but he could
not lift his head to see..Lipscomb shifted his gaze from the street below to the source of the rain. "Phimie was not gone long, perhaps a minute-a
minute and ten seconds at most-and when she was with us again, it was clear from her condition that the cardiac arrest was most likely secondary to
a massive cerebral incident. She was disoriented, paralysis on the right side ... with the distortion of the facial muscles that you saw. Her speech
was slurred at first, but then something strange happened. . ..faiths and inhibiting rules that confused humanity, when he was sufficiently
enlightened to believe only in himself, he would be able to trust his instincts, for they would be free of society's toxic views, and he would be
assured of success and happiness if always he followed these gut feelings..For a while he enjoyed being challenged to figure the number of seconds
elapsed since a particular historical event. Given the date, he did the calculations in his head, providing a correct answer in as little as twenty
seconds, rarely taking more than a minute..He bought cracker sandwiches, some filled with cheese and some with peanut butter, redskin peanuts,
chocolate bars, and Coca-Cola. Although this was an unhealthy meal, cheese and peanut butter and chocolate shared a virtue: they were all
binding..The Book of the Dark, written late in the time it tells of, is a compilation of self-contradictory histories, partial biographies, and garbled
legends. But it's the best of the records that survived the dark years. Wanting praise, not history, the warlords burnt the books in which the poor and
powerless might learn what power is..He was a man of medicine and science, who had been served well by hard logic and by an unwavering
commitment to reason. He wasn't prepared easily to accept the notion that logic and reason, while essential tools to anyone hoping to lead a full and
happy life, were nevertheless sufficient to describe either the physical world or the human experience..The previous day, Jacob and Edom had
driven back to Bright Beach, to prepare for Barty's arrival. Now they hurried down the back porch steps and across the lawn, as Maria followed the
driveway past the house and parked near the detached garage at the rear of the deep property..Neither hesitantly nor recklessly, the boy set off
across the lawn toward the porch steps. He maintained a far straighter line than Agnes would have been able to keep with her eyes closed..Rena
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laughed. "Oh, but true! And not just a garden. I'm a field of flowers!" She let go of her skirt, which shimmered like cascades of falling petals. "So
tonight will be a famous night, Celestina.".Now out of the kitchen, along the hall, and up the stairs, two at a time, into Victoria's bedroom. Not with
the intention of snaring a perverse souvenir. Merely to find a blanket..Turning his patched eyes in the general direction of his mother, Barty said,
"Oops.".This sight that might inspire celebration among sailors was denied to Barty, who rode in the backseat with Agnes. Neither could he see
how the crimson sky studied its painted face in the mirror of the ocean, nor how a burning blush shimmered on the waves, nor how the veil of night
slowly returned modesty to the heavens..Books were stacked high on a nearby table, favorite novels and volumes of verse, all of which Agnes had
read before. With time so limited, she preferred the comfort of the familiar to the possibility that new writers and new stories would fail to please.
Paul read to her often, as did Angel. Tom Vanadium sat with her, too, as did Celestina and Grace..When Junior checked his Rolex, he realized that
he didn't know how long he'd been sitting here since Ichabod had driven off in the Buick. Maybe one minute, maybe ten..In his head, without
apparent effort, Barty kept a running total of the number of seconds that he had been alive, and of the number of words in every book that he read.
Agnes never checked his word totals for an entire volume; however, when she cited any page in a book that he'd just finished, he knew the number
of words it contained..A sudden strange weakness, a formless dread, dropped Agnes out of her crouch and onto her knees beside the boy..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,
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