The Quest For Z

THE QUEST FOR Z
"Your dad didn't just like Christmas, he loved Christmas. He started planning for it in June. If there wasn't already a Santa Claus, your father would
have taken on the job.".He had learned many things about himself on this momentous day--that he was more spontaneous than he had ever before
realized, that he was willing to make grievous short-term sacrifices for long-term gain, that he was bold and daring-but perhaps the most important
lesson was that he was a more sensitive person than he'd previously perceived himself to be and that this sensitivity, while admirable, was liable to
undo him unexpectedly and at inconvenient times..She poured cold milk and drank it quickly. As she was rinsing the empty glass, she felt as if she
might throw up, but she didn't..Perhaps she was afflicted with only expressive aphasia, but she must be confused to some degree. The baby, which
would be placed for adoption, was not hers to name..Junior couldn't see the lights of the nearest other houses. Either those structures were screened
by trees or the neighbors weren't home..you greater strength and determination than any other motive. But you should know this much.... You need
to keep her safe for another reason. She's special. I don't want to explain why she's special or how I know that she is, because this isn't the time or
place, not with your dad's death and Wally in the hospital and you still shaky from the attack.".When the highway passed through a sunless ravine,
he had broken into a sour sweat at the sight of the bloody pulsing reflections of the revolving rooftop beacons on the bracketing cut-shale walls.
Now and then, the siren shrieked to clear traffic ahead, and he felt the urge to scream with it, to let loose a wail of terror and anguish and confusion
and loss..Yet, with no recollection of rising from his chair, he found that he had shouldered his backpack and crossed the room. The three men
looked up expectantly..As to the distressing matter of Seraphim's daughter, Junior at first decided to return to San Francisco to torture the truth out
of Nolly Wulfstan. Then he realized that he'd been referred to Wulfstan by the same man who had told him that Thomas Vanadium was missing
and was believed to be Victoria Bressler's killer..Junior said, "I should know your name from the playbill at the lounge, but I'm as bad with names
as you are good with faces.".During the day and then following a dinner break, the Hackachaks persisted. The hospital had never witnessed such a
spectacle. Shifts changed, and new nurses came to attend to Junior in greater numbers than necessary, using any excuse to get a glimpse of the
freak show..The ninth card was a jack of spades. Maria called it a knave of and at the sight of it, her bright smile dimmed.."Cancer," she whispered,
and superstitiously reproached herself for speaking the word aloud, as though thereby she'd given power to the malignancy and ensured its
existence.."August, 1931. Along the Huang He River in China. Three million seven hundred thousand people died in a great flood," Edom
said..Ministering to Perri, Joshua had pulled back her blankets. The fabric of the pale yellow pajama pants couldn't disguise how terribly withered
her legs were: two sticks.."Your mind is as fascinating as ever," he said. "Your soul as beautiful. Listen, Per, since we were thirteen, I was never
primarily interested in your body. You flatter yourself shamelessly if you think it was all that special even before the polio.".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."."Now you don't have to worry," Angel said, "about what happens to him if ever you're gone, Aunt Aggie. If he
can do this, he can do anything, and you can rest easy.".Unquestionably, if he hadn't killed Vanadium, the maniac cop would have blown him
away. That was clearly an act of self-defense..Junior closed his weary eyes and gratefully submitted as the paramedic wiped his greasy face and his
crusted lips with a cool, damp cloth.."It sure is," Barty said. When only a mortified silence followed his remark, he added: "Gee, I thought that was
kinda funny.".Repressing a smirk, feigning a respectful solemnity, he dared to glance at Vanadium, but the detective stared into Naomi's grave as
though he hadn't heard the mockery-or, having heard it, didn't recognize it for what it was..No time for horror, disgust. Every second mattered now,
and every minute might cost another life..The painkiller was not morphine-based, and it did not signal its presence in the system by inducing
sleepiness or even a faint blurring of the senses. After forty minutes, however, he was sure that it must be effective, and he put the book
aside..Junior had thought most other policemen must consider Vanadium to be a loose cannon, a rogue, an outcast. Perhaps the opposite was
true-and if it was, if Vanadium was highly regarded among his peers, he was immeasurably more dangerous than Junior had realized..Having
survived the night, Edom and Jacob were waiting in the hall. Each kissed his nephew, but neither could speak..The word need, instead of want,
moved Paul to follow the doctor across the coffee shop..With only a faint twinge of sentimental longing, he drove away from the house that had
been his and Naomi's love nest for fourteen blissful months..Now he had to focus on being ready for the evening of January 12: the reception for
Celestina White's art show. She had adopted her sister's baby. Little Bartholomew was in her care; and soon, the kid would be within Junior's
reach..After Bellini left, Tom questioned Celestina extensively, with an emphasis on Phimie's rape. Although the subject was painful, she was
grateful for the questions. Without this distraction, in spite of her well of hope, she might have allowed her imagination to fashion terror after
terror, until Wally had died a hundred times over in her mind..Ten months later, he finally wore her down. She accepted his proposal, and they set a
date for the wedding..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. . ..She was not going to be as forthright with Barty as she had insisted that Joshua Nunn
be with her, in part because she was too shaken to risk forthrightness..In the tree, the girl grinned. "Even if he stays up there until dawn, he'll still be
coming down in the dark, won't he. Oh, we'll be fine, Aunt Aggie..Three years ago, in St. Mary's Hospital, with Phimie's warning fresh in her mind,
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Celestina swore that she would be ready when the beast came, but here he came, and she was as not ready as possible. Time passes, the perception
of a threat fades, life becomes busier, you work your butt off as a waitress, you graduate college, your little girl grows to be so vital, so vivid, so
alive that you know she just has to live forever, and after all, you are the daughter of a minister, a believer in the power of compassion, in the
Prince of Peace, confident that the meek shall inherit the earth, so in three long years, you don't buy a gun, nor do you take any training in
self-defense, and somehow you forget that the meek who will one day inherit the earth are those who forego aggression but are not those so
pathetically meek that they won't even defend themselves, because a failure to resist evil is a sin, and the willful refusal to defend your life is the
mortal sin of passive suicide, and the failure to protect a little yellow M&M girl will surely buy you a ticket to Hell on the same express train on
which the slave traders rode to their own eternal enslavement, on which the masters of Dachau and old Joe Stalin traveled from power to
punishment, so here, now, as the beast throws himself against the door, as he shoves aside the barricade, with what precious little time you have
left, fight. Junior shoved through the blocked door, into the bedroom, and the bitch hit him with a chair. A small, slat-back side chair with a tie-on
seat cushion. She swung it like a baseball bat, and there must have been some Jackie Robinson blood in the White family line, because she had the
power to knock a fastball from Brooklyn to the Bronx..Shaking her head, Celestina said, "I can only pay for a studio apartment, something
small.".Hound smiled. "They haven't undone what you did yet, either," he said. "Old Whiteface was crawling all over her yesterday, growling and
muttering. Ordered the helm replaced." He meant Losen's chief mage, a pale man from the North named Gelluk, who was much feared in
Havnor..With his refreshed drink, studying Celestina's photograph in the brochure, Junior returned to the living room. She was as stunning as her
sister, but unlike her poor sister, she wasn't dead and was, therefore, an appealing prospect for romance. From her, he must learn whatever she
knew that might help him in the Bartholomew hunt, without alerting her to his motive. At the same time, there was no reason that they couldn't
have a fling, a love affair, even a serious future together..With the determination of any pulp-magazine adventurer, Paul walked in sunshine and in
rain. He walked in heat and cold. Wind did not deter him, nor lightning..Angel cocked her head and studied his left hand, which he had closed
while opening his right. She pointed. "It's there.".PUDDLED ON THE pan-flat face, the port-wine birthmark. In the center of the stain, the closed
eye, concealed by a purple lid, as smooth and round as a grape..After much oily commiseration, sanctimonious babble about Naomi having gone to
a better place, and insincere talk of the government's desire always to ensure the public safety and to treat every citizen with compassion, Knacker
or Hisscus, or Nork, finally got around to the issue of compensation..Once he had toured the exhibition, managing not to shudder openly, he tried to
hang out within hearing distance of Celestina White, but without appearing to be listening with special intensity..AS MEANINGFUL AS Jacob's
death had been within the small world of his family, Agnes Lampion never lost sight of the fact that there were more resonant deaths in the larger
world before 1968 ended and the Year of the Rooster followed. On the fourth of April, James Earl Ray gunned down Martin Luther King on a
motel balcony in Memphis, but the assassin's hopes were foiled when, because of this murder, freedom grew more vigorously from the richness of
a in martyr's blood. On June 1, Helen Keller died peacefully at eighty-seven. Blind and deaf since early childhood, mute until her adolescence,
Miss Keller led a life of astonishing accomplishment; she learned to speak, to ride horses, to waltz; she graduated cum laude from Radcliffe, an
inspiration to millions and a testament to the potential in even the most blighted life. On June 5, Senator Robert F. Kennedy was assassinated in the
kitchen of the Ambassador Hotel in Los Angeles. Unknown numbers died when Soviet tanks invaded Czechoslovakia, and hundreds of thousands
perished in the final days of the Cultural Revolution in China, many eaten in acts of cannibalism sanctioned by Chairman Mao as acceptable
political action. John Steinbeck, novelist, and Tallulah Bankhead, actress, came to the end of their journeys in this world, if not yet in all others.
But James Lovell, William Anders, and Frank Borman-the first men to orbit the moon-traveled 250,000 miles into space, and all returned
alive..The sidewalks were crowded with businessmen in suits, hippies in flamboyant garb, groups of smartly attired suburban ladies in town to
shop, and the usual forgettably dressed rabble, some smiling and some surly and some mumbling but as blank-eyed as mannequins, who might be
hired assassins or poets, for all he knew, eccentric millionaires in mufti or carnival geeks who earned their living by biting heads off live chickens..I
was hoping you might know," said Edom, studying the collar of Jacob's green flannel shirt..Meanwhile, she could offer him only a few pieces of
ice, which he was forbidden to chew. "Let them melt in your mouth.".Neither guilt nor remorse plagued him. Good and bad, right and wrong, were
not issues to him. Actions were either effective or ineffective, wise or stupid, but they were all value neutral.."Nonsense," Agnes breezed on, "it's
no imposition. You'll be a great help with my baking, the pie deliveries, all the work that I put aside during Barty's surgery and recovery. It'll either
be fun, or I'll wear you down to the bone, but either way, you won't be bored. I've got two extra rooms. One for Celie and Angel, and one for Grace.
When your Wally arrives, we can move Angel in with Grace, or she can bunk with me.".He felt lightheaded again. But this time he knew why. Not
an oncoming case of the flu. He was straining against the cocoon of his life to date, straining to be born in a new and better form. He had been a
pupa, encased in a chrysalis of fear and confusion, but now he was an imago, a fully evolved butterfly, because he had used the power of his
beautiful rage to improve himself. When Bartholomew was dead, Junior Cain would at last spread his wings and fly..She traded silence for silence.
Then: "Kiddo, I'm still totally confused by this stuff.".Quickly, he searched for the source, but in less than a minute, before he could trace the voice,
it faded away. Unlike that night in December, this time the singing didn't resume..The blocking dresser, which doubled as a vanity, was surmounted
by a mirror. One bullet drilled through the plywood backing, made a spider-web puzzle of the silvered glass, lodged in the wall above the
bed-thwack-and kicked out a spray of plaster chips..They had not come to Junior yesterday in their grief, if in fact they had thought to
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grieve..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 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..Mechanics have reliably steady hands, yet Jacob's hands shook as he discarded two cards and slowly turned over the ninth draw..of
drool. Her eyes rolled, wild with fear, and seemed not to be focused on anything.This claim wasn't true. His father, an unsuccessful artist and
highly successful alcoholic, lived in Santa Monica, California. His mother, divorced when Junior was four, had been committed to an insane
asylum twelve years ago. He rarely saw them. He hadn't told Naomi about them. Neither of his parents was a resume enhancer..Abruptly, without a
cannonade of thunder, without artillery strikes of lightning, the storm broke. As loud as marching armies, rain tramped across the roof..The young
man raised his voice to be heard above the gobbling of the art turkeys. "No, sir. He just asked where the men's room was.".The big trees on
Vanadium's property also stood bare, allowing a relatively unobstructed view of the house. The back of the residence as dark, but a soft light
warmed two windows at the front..Another thought: The young gallery employee would remember that Junior had asked after Neddy and had
followed him toward the men's room. He would provide a description, and because he was an art connoisseur, therefore visually oriented, he'd most
likely provide a good description, and what the police artist drew wouldn't be some cubist vision in the Picasso mode or a blurry impressionistic
sketch, but a portrait filled with vivid and realistic detail, like a Norman Rockwell painting, ensuring apprehension.."I can't.".The hardest was being
in this room at the very moment when Phimie had moved on. Celestina knew beyond doubt that this was the worst thing she would have to endure
in all her life, worse than her own death when it came..He had time to think of quite a few, because he drove five miles per hour below the posted
speed limit. He couldn't risk being stopped for a traffic violation when Thomas Vanadium, the human stump, was dead and bundled in the
back..she was buoyant, unrestrained, floating up from the padded stretcher, until she was.On hearing of Bartholomew's-and/or Celestina's-death,
Neddy would be on the phone to the police, pointing them toward Junior, in twelve seconds. Maybe fourteen..In the car again, a block from home,
Barty said, "Maybe you could just not tell Uncle Edom and Uncle Jacob until Sunday night. They won't handle it real well. You know?".From the
moment the girl was admitted on the evening of January 5, the nurses at St. Mary's Hospital in San Francisco called her Phimie, too, not because
they knew her well enough to love her, but because that was the name they heard Celestina use..His inner turmoil boiled ever more fiercely, and the
external evidence of it grew more obvious. In the cool air of the fading afternoon, he perspired as profusely as a man already being strapped into an
electric chair; it streamed, gushed. He shook, shook, and he was half convinced that he could hear his bones rattling together like the shells of
hard-boiled eggs in a rolling cook pot.."Supposing he's senile, wouldn't he possibly think you were his long- lost brother or someone?".Uneasy
nevertheless, Agnes went down the hall to her son's room and found that he had fallen asleep sitting up, while reading. She slipped The Star Beast
out of the tangle of his arms, marked his place with the jacket flap, and put the book on the nightstand..Already the fortune foretold, which she had
strived to dismiss as a game with no consequences, was coming true..Such quiet filled the house that Agnes couldn't hear even the murmuring
miseries of the past..Phimie must be honored now with laughter instead of with tears, because her life had left Celestina with so many memories of
joy and with joy personified in Angel. To fend off tears, she said, "Listen, Clark Kent, we women need our little secrets, our private thoughts. If
you can really read my heart this easily, I guess I'm going to have to start wearing lead brassieres.".The verdant hills to the east lay like slumbering
giants under blankets of winter grass, bright in the morning sun. But when the shadows of clouds sailed off the sea and gathered inland, the slopes
darkened to a blackish green, as somber as shrouds, and a landscape that had appeared to be sleeping forms now looked dead and cold..During the
following ten days, he withdrew money from several accounts. He converted selected paper assets into cash, as well..But the boy played no tricks
against his father. He took his beatings in silence and learned to hide his gift..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.."It's that bad and worse," Grace said firmly. "Even if they catch
him, you're going to live with the quiet fear that he might escape one day. As long as you know he can find you, then you're never going to be
completely at peace. And if you love this city so much that you'll put Angel in jeopardy ... then who have you been listening to all these years, girl?
Because it hasn't been me.".Agnes dropped to one knee before the boy and held him gently by the shoulders. "Let me look.".Although she already
knew that the answer could not be cheerily optimistic, Celestina wondered, "Is the baby likely to be . . . normal?".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..Taking her mother's advice to heart, Celestina sighed. "All right. Let's just pray they catch him. But if they don't ... two weeks,
and then the rest of the plan, the way you said, Tom. Except that I can't tolerate two weeks-in a hotel, cooped up, afraid to go into the streets, no
sun, no fresh air.".Because Junior's right arm was encumbered by the bracing board and the intravenous needle, he tugged a mass of tissues from
the box with his left hand..Throughout the evening, Barty and Angel-sitting side by side and across the table from Paul-listened to the adults at
times and occasionally joined in the larger conversation, but primarily they talked between themselves. When the kids' heads weren't together
conspiratorially, Paul could hear their chatter, and depending on what else was being discussed around the table, he sometimes tuned in to it. He
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picked up on the word rhinoceros, tuned in, tuned out, but a couple minutes later, he dialed back in when he realized that Celestina, sitting two
places farther along the table from him, had risen from her chair and was staring in amazement at the kids..In his room, he settled on the bed with
his constipating snacks and the county telephone book. Because he had packed the directory with the Zedd collection, the thief hadn't gotten it..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.."It isn't just the rotten railing," Junior said, still paging through the report, his outrage
growing. "The stairs are unsafe.".By Thursday, the eruption passed from him. Because he'd had the self-control not to claw his face or hands, he
was presentable enough to venture out into the city; although if people in the streets could have Seen the weeping scabs and inflamed scratches that
tattooed his body and limbs, they would have fled with the grim certainty that the black.In the kitchen, he sat her in a chair and let her slump
forward over the breakfast table. With her arms folded, with her head on her arms and turned to one side, she appeared to be resting.."You'll be out
of ICU tomorrow, I bet. You'll have a phone, I'll call. And I'll come soon as I can.".These would no doubt be cloyingly sentimental paintings of the
bastard boy, with impossibly large and limpid eyes, posed cutely with puppies and kittens, pictures better suited for cheap calendars than for gallery
walls, and dangerous to the health of diabetics..He picked up Angel, picked up Barty. "Hold on." He carried them out of the room, down the stairs,
out of the house, to the yard under the great tree, where they would wait for the police, and where they would not see Jacob's body when the
coroner removed it by way of the front door..Edom and Jacob flanked the gurney, each gripping one of Barty's feet through the sheet that covered
them, escorting him with the same stony determination that you saw on the faces of the Secret Service agents who bracketed the President of the
United States.."He's a wonderful boy, so very bright, so very full of life. Blindness will be hard, but it won't be the end. He'll cope without the light.
It'll be so difficult at first, but this boy ... eventually he'll thrive."."You figure all this," Jolene asked, "because Mother Nature gives us a nice warm
day in January?".Ghosts. Sklent was an atheist, and yet he believed in spirits. Here's how that works: Heaven, Hell, and God do not exist, but
human beings are as much energy as flesh, and when the flesh gives out, the energy goes on. "We're the most stubborn, selfish, greedy, grubbing,
vicious, psychotic, evil species in the universe," Sklent explained, "and some of us just refuse to die, we're too hardass to die. The spirit is a prickly
bur of energy that sometimes clings to places and people that were once important to us, so then you get haunted houses, poor bastards still
tormented by their dead wives, and crap like that. And sometimes, the bur attaches itself to the embryo in some slut who's just been knocked up, so
you get reincarnation. You don't need a god for all this. It's just the way things are. Life and the afterlife are the same place, right here, right now,
and we're all just a bunch of filthy, scabby monkeys tumbling through an endless damn series of barrels.".Then the police in Spruce Hills would
want to know why he had been screwing around with an underage Negro girl if his marriage to Naomi had been as perfect, as fulfilling, as he
claimed. Unfair as it seems, there is no statute of limitations on murder. Closed files can be dusted off and opened again; investigations can be
resumed. And although authorities would have little or no hope of convicting him of murder on whatever meager evidence they could dig up, be
would be forced to spend another significant portion of his fortune on attorney fees..The fact that Barty saw twisty spots with either eye closed had
prepared Agnes for this bleak news. Yet in spite of the defense that foreknowledge provided her, the teeth of sorrow bit deep..To the alleyway
again. Not through the clodhopper-cluttered gallery this time. Around the block at a brisk walk..Breath repeatedly catching in her throat, heart
thudding, Agnes watched her son through the open car door.
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