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CAUGHT BY THE COLLAR
The receptionist, Rebecca, had stayed late, just to keep company with Barty in the waiting room. As she settled into a chair beside the boy, he
asked her if she knew what gravity was on Mars, and when she confessed ignorance, he said, "Only thirty-seven percent what it is here. You can
really jump on Mars."."You're one to talk," Celestina said. "Who was it told us they were sitting hand in hand on the front-porch swing.".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..Shifting the
Suburban out of park, Wally said, "I didn't know Baptists indulged in wagering."."I know you, kid. You can handle anything from here on, whether
it's a sold-out show or it's not, whether you're going to be famous or just another nobody.".Knickknacks and mementos were not to be found
anywhere in the house. And until now Junior had seen nothing hanging on the barren walls except a calendar in the kitchen..Then he looked up at
the massive limbs overhead, and the mood changed: A sense of impending insight at once gave way to the fear that an unsuspected fissure in a
huge limb might crack through at this precise moment, crushing him under a ton of wood, or that the Big One, striking now, would topple the entire
oak..body on the flight out of San Francisco. When finally her obligations were met, she.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..That would not be a productive use of
his time. Satisfying, but not prudent. Zedd tells us that time is the most precious thing we have, because we're born with so little of it..With Barty's
presence, Christmas Eve dinners had become even more agreeable, especially this year when he was almost-three-going-on-twenty. He talked
about the visits to friends that he and his mother and Edom had made earlier in the day, about Father Brown, as if that cleric-detective were real,
about the puddle-jumping toads that had been singing in the backyard when he and his mother had arrived home from the cemetery, and his chatter
was engaging because it was full of a child's charm yet peppered with enough precocious observations to make it of interest to adults..He couldn't
much longer take advantage of Paul Damascus's hospitality. Since bringing Wally to town, Tom had been staying in Paul's guest bedroom. He
knew that he was welcome indefinitely, and the sense of family that he'd found with these people had only grown since January, but he
nevertheless felt that he was imposing..Celestina sensed an easy camaraderie between these two men, but also tension that was perhaps related to
the reference to an illegal search..ROCKING AS IF AFLOAT on troubled waters, abused by an unearthly and tormented sound, Junior Cain
imagined a gondola on a black river, a carved dragon rising high at the bow as he had seen on a.The chest respirator, which Joshua had evidently
applied, lay discarded on the bedclothes beside her. She seldom required this apparatus to assist her breathing, and then only at night..Sometimes,
just the thought of getting in the car and venturing into the dangerous world was intolerable. Then he settled into his La-ZBoy and waited for the
natural disaster that would soon scrub him off the earth as though he had never existed.."-and when I get up off the street, my clothes are a mess,
and I've got this face.".After she flushed, Angel stood on a stepstool and washed her hands at the sink..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..Traumatized by the violence in her mother's bedroom, not fully aware of what happened to Wally, Angel had been tearful and
anxious. A thoughtful physician gave her a glass of orange juice spiked with a small dose of a sedative, and a nurse provided pillows. Bedded down
on two pillow-padded chairs, wearing a rose-colored robe over yellow pajamas, she gave herself as fully to sleep as she always did, sedative or not,
which was every bit as fully as she gave herself to life when she was awake..The Finder."It's easy to see you as a cop," Kathleen said. All the
whacks, pops, and worm buckets just trip off your tongue, so to speak. But it takes some effort to remember you're a priest, too.".He groaned. "That
just doesn't cut it, Mom. If I gotta be blind, I think I should get to say peed off.".LEFT HAND ON the banister, right hand with knife tucked close
to his side and ready to thrust, Tom Vanadium climbed cautiously but quickly to the upper floor, glancing back twice to be sure that Cain didn't slip
in behind him..just as the smile curved to completion, however, an awful thing happened. The humiliation began with a loud gurgle in his
gut..Maybe the watch wouldn't be discovered with the corpse. Maybe it would settle into the trash and not be found until archaeologists dug out the
landfill two thousand years from now..Looking down at Barty, Agnes saw the ghost of Joey in the baby's face, and although she half believed that
her husband would be alive now if he had never tempted fate by putting such a high price on his fife, she couldn't find any anger in her heart for
him. She must accept this final generosity with grace-if also without enthusiasm.."Not so bad, two thousand," Tom heard himself say idiotically. "I
mean, compared to nearly four million."."It's a lot," Angel insisted. "Wally gave me an Oreo, last time I saw him. You like Oreos?".Copyright (c)
1999 by Ursula K. Le Guin. "Dragonfly" first appeared in Legends..Whether making love or killing, he was never guided by bigotry. A private
little joke with himself. But true..Junior tossed garments on the floor and across the bed to create the impression that the detective had packed with
haste. After being imprudent enough to blast Victoria Bressler five times with his service revolver-perhaps in a jealous rage, or perhaps because he
had gone nuts-Vanadium would have been frantic to flee justice..He didn't know what he was looking for. He simply felt empowered to be the one
conducting the surveillance for a change..In spite of the ravages of illness and age, beauty remained in the old woman's face. Her bone structure
was superb. In youth, she must have been stunning..Because his lacrimal glands and tear ducts were intact, Barty could cry with his plastic eyes.
Consequently, it didn't seem all that much more incredible to be seeing with them..Halted by the unmistakable meaning of the expressions on these
women's faces, Paul was grateful that Nellie was briefly stricken mute. He didn't believe he had the strength to receive the news that she had tried
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to deliver..The guy appeared vulnerable, his arms occupied with the kid and the bag, and Junior considered bursting out of the Mercedes, striding
straight to the Celestina-humping son of a bitch, and shooting him point-blank in the face. Brain-shot, he would drop quicker than if the headless
horseman had gotten him with an ax, and the kid would go down with him, and Junior would shoot the bastard boy next, shoot him in the head
three times, four times just to be sure..Sometimes Celestina marveled at how intimately and inextricably the tendrils of tragedy and joy were
intertwined in the vine of life. Sorrow was often the root of future joy, and joy could be the seed of sorrow yet to come. The layered patterns in the
vine were so complex, so enrapturing in their lush detail and so fearsome in their wild inevitability, that she could fill uncountable canvases,
through many lifetimes as an artist, striving to capture the enigmatic nature of existence, in all its beauty dark and bright, and in the end merely
suggest the palest shadow of its mystery.."Oh? Do they rent their house out to pirates with little pirate children, clowns with little clown
children?".After the service, among those who came to Agnes at graveside, trying to express the inexpressible, was Paul Damascus, the owner of
Damascus Pharmacy on Ocean Avenue. Of Mideastern extraction, he had dark olive skin and, incredibly, rust--red hair. With his rust-red
eyebrows, lashes, and mustache, his handsome face looked like that of a bronze statue with a curious patina..judging by the evidence, the nurse was
home alone, but Junior raised his voice above the music and called out, "Hello? Is anyone here?".knew Phimie died in childbirth, not an accident,
and Max's instincts told him rape. I explained to your dad why Cain was the man. I wanted whatever information he might have. But I suppose ...
sitting there, looking at my face, he decided that Cain is indeed the biggest hornet's nest ever, and he didn't want to put his daughter and
granddaughter at greater risk than necessary.".Licky did not take him into the roaster tower, but back to the barracks. From a locked room he
brought out a small, soft, thick, leather bag that weighed heavy in his hands. He opened it to show Otter the little pool of dusty brilliance lying in it.
When he closed the bag the metal moved in it, bulging, pressing, like an animal trying to get free..The window gave way an instant before
Celestina squeezed off the shot. The man dropped out of sight. She didn't know if she had scored a hit.."No. But I'm sure as can be, the kid is better
off undiscovered by the likes of him.".Junior kept a file on each man, nevertheless, in case instinct later told him that one of them was, in fact, his
mortal enemy. He could have killed all of them, just to be safe, but a multitude of dead Bartholomews, even spread over several jurisdictions,
would sooner or later attract too much police attention.."Not only coal miners. Old as you are in some ways, you're still too young for me to
explain. I will someday.".The hospital room was softly lighted, and shadows roosted on all sides like a flock of slumbering birds..She leaned
forward in her seat, and toward him, so he could see her more directly, and when she put one trembling hand against his cheek, his head dropped
forward on neck muscles as limp as rags, his chin.A trickster, this detective. Full of taunts and feints and sly stratagems. PsychologIcal-warfare
artist..Back in January, when he received the disappointing report from Nolly Wulfstan, Junior was not convinced that the private detective had
exercised due diligence in his investigation. He suspected that Wulfstan's ugliness was matched by his laziness.."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.".Lord, help me here. Give me this one, just this one, and I'll follow thereafter where I'm led. I'll always thereafter be your
instrument, but please, please, GIVE ME THIS CRAZY EVIL SON OF A BITCH!.Setting out after dark, Paul had walked south, following the
coastal highway. He was accompanied by the windy rush of passing traffic, but later only by the occasional cry of a blue heron, the whisper of a
salty breeze in the shore grass, and the murmur of the surf. Without pushing himself too hard, he reached La Jolla by dawn..She hung her head,
covered her face with her chilled hands, and wondered how her mother could sustain faith in God when such terrible things could happen to
someone as innocent as Phimie..At the head of the line, Paul waved a red handkerchief out of the window of the station wagon..Maybe he would
get lucky, and an airliner would fall out of the sky right now, right here, obliterating him in an instant..Junior didn't know much about guns. He
didn't approve of them; he had never owned one..KATHLEEN IN THE candlelight, her ginger eyes a glimmer with images of the amber flame. Icy
martinis, extra olives in a shallow white dish. Beyond the tableside window, the legendary bay glimmered, too, darker and colder than Kathleen's
eyes, and not a fraction as deep..Although he was seventy-six, Tom still worked for Pie Lady Services. They had no set retirement age for staff, and
Father Tom expected to die at his work. "And if it's a pie-caravan day, just leave my old carcass where I drop until you make all the deliveries. I
won't be responsible for anyone missing a promised pie.".The way one does research into nonexistent history is to tell the story and find out what
happened. I believe this isn't very different from what historians of the so-called real world do. Even if we are present at some historic event, do we
comprehend it-can we even remember it-until we can tell it as a story? And for events in times or places outside our own experience, we have
nothing to go on but the stories other people tell us. Past events exist, after all, only in memory, which is a form of imagination. The event is real
now, but once it's then, its continuing reality is entirely up to us, dependent on our energy and honesty. If we let it drop from memory, only
imagination can restore the least glimmer of it. If we lie about the past, forcing it to tell a story we want it to tell, to mean what we want it to mean,
it loses its reality, becomes a fake. To bring the past along with us through time in the hold-alls of myth and history is a heavy undertaking; but as
Lao Tzu says, wise people march along with the baggage wagons.."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.".Dinner was cooking in the upper of the two ovens. He switched the bottom
oven, setting it at warm, and dropped open the door..Thrilled by the music but unable to understand a word of the play, he arranged German lessons
with a private tutor.."Thanks, Sparky, but not tonight. I'm thinking of taking a look around downstairs if old Nine Toes isn't stuck at home tonight
with a case of paralytic bladder."."This card to mean also is family love, and is love from many friends, not just to be kissy-kissy love," Maria
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elucidated..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..On this January twilight, as Maria
Elena Gonzalez drove south along the coast from Newport Beach, all men of the sea must have been reaching for bottles of rum to celebrate the
fruit-punch sky: ripe cherries in the west, blood oranges overhead, clustered grapes dark purple in the east..When Agnes crunched the ice, the nurse
said, "No, no. Don't swallow it all at once. Let it melt.".Seeing her, Joey leaped up front his armchair again. He managed to hold on to his book this
time, but he stumbled into the footstool and nearly lost his balance..Although their apartments were above the garage, back to back, each was
served by a separate exterior staircase. As often as either man entered the other's domain, they might as well have lived hundreds of miles
apart.."That's kind of you," Panglo stammered, "but I have little time for reading, very little time.".Junior was tempted to experiment with the
controls. Maybe other messages were recorded on the machine. Listening to them would be delicious-even if every one of them turned out to be as
meaningless to him as Max's--a little like browsing through a stranger's diary.."I'll always know your face," he promised. "Even if you have to go
away and you're gone a hundred years, I'll remember what you looked like, how you felt.".The artist, six feet four and two hundred fifty pounds,
looked markedly more dangerous in person than in his scary publicity photo. Still in his twenties, he had white hair that fell limp and straight to his
shoulders. Dead-white skin. His deep-set eyes, as silver-gray as rain with an albino-pink undertone, had a predatory glint as chilling as that in the
eyes of a panther. Terrible scars slashed his face, and red hash marks covered his big hands, as though he'd frequently defended himself barehanded
against men armed with swords..WALTER PANGLO, the only mortician in Bright Beach, was a sweet tempered wisp of a man who enjoyed
puttering in his garden when he wasn't planting dead people. He grew prize roses and gave them away in great bouquets to the sick, to young
people in love, to the school librarian on her birthday, to clerks who had been polite to him.."Was a priest," he corrected. "Might be again. At my
request, I've been under a dispensation from vows and suspension from duties for twenty-seven years. Ever since those kids were killed.".For
reasons of mice and dust, doors at the Lampion house were never left ajar, let alone open this wide..Junior stalked her, but she eluded him. Always,
the song seemed to arise from the next room, but when he passed through the doorway into that space, the voice then sounded as if it came from the
room that he'd just left..As Celestina settled on the sofa with the phone in her lap, hesitating to dial until she worked up a bit more courage, Angel
said to Tom, "So what happened to your face?".At one point late in the afternoon, as all three Hackachaks were hurling scorn and invective at
Junior, he noticed Vanadium standing in the doorway, observing. Perfect. He pretended not to see the cop, and when next he sneaked a look, he
discovered that Vanadium had vanished like a wraith. A thick slab of a wraith..Uncommon dexterity is essential for anyone who hopes to become a
highly skilled card mechanic, but it is not the sole requirement. A capacity to endure grim tedium while engaging in thousands of hours of patient
practice is equally important. The finest card mechanics also exhibit complex memory function of a breadth and depth that the average person
would find extraordinary..Celestina had a delayed reaction to Barty's name. An odd look came over her. "Barty? Short for ...
Bartholomew?"."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.".When Agnes woke at 1:50 A.M.,
she was in the grip of a vague apprehension for which she couldn't identify a source..Nolly shook his head, setting a cotillion of warts and moles
adance on his pendulous cheeks. "Ask any adoptee who, as an adult, has tried to team the names of his real parents. Easier to drag a freight train up
a mountain by your teeth.".Junior hadn't paid attention to everyone who visited the pianist though surely he'd have noticed a certain stump in a
cheap suit.."I can talk to you," he said to Salk. "You'll understand. She was hero, the only one I ever knew till I met you. I've read about them all
my life, in pulp magazines and paperbacks. But Perri ... she was the real thing. She didn't save tens of thousands-hundreds of thousands of children
like you've done, didn't change the world as you've changed it, but she faced every day without complaint, and she lived for others. Not through
them. For them. People called her to share their problem, and she listened and cared, and they called her with their good news be cause she took
such joy in it. They asked for her advice, and though she was inexperienced, really, so short of experience in so many ways, she always knew what
to say, Dr. Salk. Always the right thing. She had great heart and natural wisdom, and she cared so much.".Weatherworkers used to carry a leather
sack in which they said they kept the winds, untying it to let a fair wind loose or to capture a contrary one. Maybe it was only for show, but every
weatherworker had a bag, a great long sack or a little pouch..folded over his too-tight shirt collar, and with a second chin more prominent
than.Because he genuinely liked women and hoped always to please them, always to be discreet and chivalrous and giving, Junior did as she
wished, spinning a vivid account of the grisly vengeance he would take if ever Seraphim told anyone what he'd done to her. Vlad the Impaler, the
historical inspiration for Brain Stoker's Dracula--thank you, Book-of-the-Month Club--could not have imagined bloodier or more horrific tortures
and mutilations than those that Junior promised to visit upon the reverend, his wife, and Seraphim herself Pretending to terrorize the girl excited
him, and he was perceptive enough to see that she was equally excited by pretending to be terrorized..During this same period, having subscribed to
the opera, Junior attended a performance of Wagner's The Ring of the Nibelung..Those who had just met her and those who were overly charmed
by eccentricity called her Seraphim, her name complete. Her teachers, neighbors, and casual acquaintances called her Sera. Those who knew her
best and loved her the most deeply--like her sister, Celestina called her Phimie..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..After undressing for the night, he sat
on the edge of the bed for a while, rubbing the coin between the thumb and forefinger of his right hand, brooding about Thomas Vanadium. He
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tried rolling it across his knuckles; he dropped it repeatedly..Leaving the engine running and the heater on, he got out of the car, leaned back inside,
said, "Better lock up while I'm gone," and then closed his door..Junior decided to attend the festivities, after all, motivated by the prospect of
connecting with a woman more pliant than the Bavol Poriferan sculpture..He also sought a supplier of high-quality counterfeit ID. This proved
easier than he anticipated.."Acute nervous emesis," Junior croaked. "I've never thought of myself as a nervous person.".into darkness, Celestina sat
down to dinner with her mother and her father in the dining room of the parsonage..Friday night, he slept more soundly than he'd slept since
coming home from the pharmacy to discover Joshua Nunn and the paramedic in solemn silence at Perri's bedside. He didn't dream of trekking
across a wasteland, neither salt flats nor snow-whipped plains of ice, and when he woke in the morning, he felt rested in body, mind, and soul..He
snatched the woman's car keys off the pavement, slid behind the wheel of the Pontiac, and drove off to find a pharmacy, the only stop that he
intended to make until he reached Spruce Hills.."All under here's worked out long since" Licky said. And Otter had begun to be aware of the
strange country under his feet: empty shafts and rooms of dark air in the dark earth, a vertical labyrinth, the deepest pits filled with unmoving
water. "Never was much silver, and the watermetal's long gone. Listen, young'un, do you even know what cinnabar is?".Before setting out from
home, Joey had buckled his lap belt, but because of Agnes's condition, she hadn't engaged her own. She rammed against the door, pain shot
through her right shoulder, and she thought, Oh, Lord, the baby!.With a nervous twitch of his avian head and a wary frown, the watcher broke eye
contact and slipped into the chattering crowd, lost as quickly as a slender sandpiper skittering among a herd of plump seagulls..just as Sinatra broke
into song again, Junior thought he heard a footstep on the wood floor of the hallway, and the creak of a board. The music masked the sounds of the
visitor's approach if, indeed, he was approaching..To her mother, Celestina said, "What did you mean when you said you'd heard all about Barty
here?".When he reached the Suburban and closed his right hand around the handle on the driver's door, he felt something peculiar against his palm.
A small, cold object balanced there..a deeply troubled John Wayne while the delightful David Niven floated along overhead in a basket suspended
from a huge, colorful hot-air balloon..Their story would be that Cain's gun had jammed just as Tom had entered Barty's bedroom. Too cowardly for
hand-to-hand combat, the Shamefaced Slayer had fled through the open window. He was loose once more in an unsuspecting world..At best,
Vanadium might decide Junior had come here to learn what other funeral his nemesis had attended-which was, in fact, the true motivation. But this
made it clear that Junior feared him and was striving to stay one step ahead of him. Innocent men didn't go to such length. As far as the fruitcake
cop was concerned, Junior might as well have painted I killed Naomi on his forehead..She had lighted one candle for each of eleven apostles, none
for the twelfth, Judas, the betrayer. Consequently, after burning a fragment of the cards in each votive glass, she was left with one piece..The fully
evolved man never has to rely on the gods of fortune, Zedd tells us, because he makes his luck with such reliability that he can spit in the faces of
the gods with impunity..As he'd been instructed, Vanadium felt along the return edge of the carved limestone casing to the right of the window until
he located a quarter-inch-diameter steel pin that protruded an inch. The pin was grooved to facilitate a grip. An insistent, steady pull was required,
but as promised, the thumb-turn latch on the inside disengaged..Her voice as bright as her bed ensemble, spiritual sister to baby chicks everywhere,
yellow Angel raised her head from the pillow and said, "Will you have a wedding?".As though the fog were a paralytic gas, Junior stood unmoving
in the middle of the sidewalk. He really didn't want to climb into that Dumpster..Suddenly, even in the heart of a great city, the alleyway seemed as
lonely as an English moor, and not a smart place to seek asylum from a vengeful spirit. Casting aside all pretense of self-control, Junior sprinted for
the next street, where the sight of multitudes, swarming in winter sunshine, filled him not with paranoia or even uneasiness, anymore, but with an
unprecedented feeling of brotherhood..Each booth was at a large window, and each window provided a view of the street. Vanadium wasn't out
there, watching from the sidewalk, either: no glimpse of his pan-flat face shining in the December sun..Agnes returned home from a pie run with
the usual team-grown to five vehicles, including paid employees-to find a gathering in the yard and Barty halfway up the oak..Outside, he
discovered that some worthless criminal wretch had broken into his Suburban during the night. The suitcase and Book-of-the-Month selections
were gone. The creep even swiped the Kleenex, the chewing gum, and the breath mints from the glove, compartment.."Did they rush you straight in
here or did you arrange all the insurance matters at reception, Mr. Pinchbeck?"
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