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FROM SUICIDE TO GODS SIDE
From San Francisco south to Orange County Airport on a crowded commuter flight, then farther south along the coast by rental car, Paul Damascus
brought Grace, Celestina, and Angel to the Lampion house. "Before we go to my place, there's someone I very much want you to meet. She's not
expecting us, but I'm sure it'll be okay.".Junior's body betrayed him as before, and also in new ways that terrified and humiliated him, involving
every bodily fluid except cerebrospinal. For a while, inside that rocking ambulance, he wished that he were in a gondola upon the waters of the
Styx, his misery at an end..Tom pointed to the nearly finished martini that stood on the table before him. Balanced on the thin rim of the glass:
impossibly, precariously--the coin.."I'm not sad," Tom said, "because though I have this face here in this world, I know there's another me-in fact,
lots of other Tom Vanadiums-who don't have this face at all. Somewhere I'm doing just fine, thank you.".On Tuesday, January 2, Junior met with
the drug dealer who had introduced him to Google, the document forger, and he arranged to purchase a 9-mm handgun with custom-machined
silencer.."Six hundred ninety-five people were killed in three states. Winds so powerful that some of the bodies were thrown a mile and a half from
where they were snatched off the ground.".This philosophy had worked for him previously, but forgetting the aftermath was more difficult when
the aftermath was your own poor, torn, severed toe. Your own poor, torn, severed toe was infinitely more difficult to ignore than a busload of dead
nuns..Later, when the seven of them were gathered at the dinner table, the adults raised glasses of Chardonnay, the children raised tumblers of
Pepsi, and Maria gave the toast. "To Bartholomew, the image of his father, who was the kindest man I've ever known. To my Bonita and my
Francesca, who brighten every day. To Edom and Jacob, from who ... from whom I've learned so much that has made me think about the fragility
of life and made me realize how precious is every day. And to Agnes, my dearest friend, who has given me, oh, so much, including all these words.
God bless us, every one.".Tom received a fierce hug, too, and a sisterly kiss, and he was grateful for them. He had been a loner for too long, as a
hunter of men pretty much had to be when on a long hard road of recuperation and then on a mission of vengeance, even if he called it a mission of
justice. During the few days he'd spent guarding Celestina and Grace and Angel in the city, and subsequently during the week with Wally, Tom had
felt that he was part of a family, even if it was just a family of friends, and he had been surprised to realize how much he needed that
feeling..Ordinarily, when Celestina was troubled, her art was a perfect sanctuary from all woes. When she was planning, composing, and rendering,
time had no meaning for her, and life had no sting..If the aftermath of his encounter with Vanadium had not been so messy, Junior might have
paused for dinner before wrapping up his work here. The walk back from Quarry Lake had taken almost two hours, in part because he had ducked
out of sight in the trees and brush each time that he heard traffic approaching. He was famished. Regardless of how well-prepared the food,
however, ambience was a significant factor in the enjoyment of any meal, and bloodstained decor was not, in his view, conducive to fine
dining..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.."Vomiting. I'm told it was an exceptionally violent emetic episode." "He spewed like a
fire hose," Vanadium said matter-of-factly..From, the darkness of his room, Barty now spoke the words for which Agnes had been waiting, his
whisper soft yet resonant in the quiet house: "Good-night, Daddy."."It's an uncommon reaction," the physician acknowledged, "but not so
uncommon as to be rare.".Considering his battered and stitched face, considering also his tragic and colorful history, Vanadium spoke with
remarkably little drama. His voice was calm, nearly flat, rising and falling so little that he almost talked in a monotone..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..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 hadn't lied to his mother. She assumed that by some quantum magic, he
had regained his sight permanently, and that this came with no cost. He merely allowed her to go to her rest with the comforting misapprehension
that her son had been freed from darkness..His patience exhausted, the pianist wrenched his hand out of Junior's grip. He glanced around nervously,
certain that they must be the center of attention, but of course the reception guests were lost in their witless conversations, or they were gaga over
the maudlin paintings, and no one was aware of this quiet little drama..Tom stared down into the oceanic depths of the city, through the reefs of
buildings, to the lamp-fish cars schooling through the great trenches..Junior was educated. He wasn't merely a masseur with a fancy title; he had
earned a hill bachelor of science degree with a major in rehabilitation therapy. When he watched television, which he never did to excess, he rarely
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settled for frivolous game shows or sitcoms like Gomer Pyle or The Beverly Hillbillies, or even I Dream of Jeannie, but committed himself to
serious dramas that required intellectual involvement-Gunsmoke, Bonanza, and The Fugitive. He preferred Scrabble to all other board games,
because it expanded one's vocabulary. As a member in good standing of the Book-of-the-Month Club, he'd already acquired nearly thirty volumes
of the finest in contemporary literature, and thus far he'd read or skim-read more than six of them. He would have read all of them if he had not
been a busy man with such varied interests; his cultural aspirations were greater than the time he was able to devote to them..So. Two monks they
were: one in the service of everlasting light, the other in the service of eternal darkness..From late morning until dinner, people arrived and
departed, raised toasts to a merry Christmas and to peace on earth, to health and to happiness, reminisced about Christmases past, marveled about
the first heart transplant performed this very month in South Africa, and prayed that the soldiers in Vietnam would come home soon and that Bright
Beach would lose no precious sons in those far jungles..The short walk across the room, to the hero's table, looked more daunting to Paul than the
trek he'd just completed. He was nobody, a small-town pharmacist who missed more work each month, who relied increasingly on his worried
employees to cover for him, and who would lose his business if he didn't get a grip on himself. He had never done a great deed, never saved a life.
He had no right to impose upon this man, and now he knew he hadn't the nerve to do so, either..Having been an object of Thomas Vanadium's
fixation, Junior felt fortunate to have survived. He shuddered..Angel, as if in God's own hands, stared with round-eyed wonder at the
physician.."Peach, raisin, walnut pies," Agnes said, "with regular bottom crust and a chocolate-crackle top crust.".Tom pushed his chair back from
the table, got to his feet, and moved toward Celestina..Not incidentally, the project served as a vehicle by which some older citizens, in financial
crisis, could receive money in a way that spared their dignity, gave them hope, and repaired their damaged self esteem. Agnes asked Obadiah to
enrich the project by accepting a one year grant to record the story of his life with the help of the head librarian..The lunatic lawman was not at any
of the tables. Junior was sure of that, because indulging his appreciation for lovely women, he had roamed the room repeatedly with his gaze..Her
hands trembled as she attempted to fold her sister's clothes into the small suitcase. What should have been a simple task became a daunting
challenge; the fabric seemed to come alive in her hands and slip through her fingers, resisting every attempt to organize it. When eventually she
realized there was no reason to be neat, she tossed the garments into the bag without concern for wrinkling them..Agnes thought crazily of their
early dates and the first years of their marriage. They had occasionally gone to the drive-in, sitting close,.Vanadium sat in the chair, watching. With
the perfect control of a sleight-of-hand artist, he turned a quarter end-over-end across the knuckles of his right hand, palmed it with his thumb,
caused it to reappear at his little finger, and rolled it across his knuckles again, ceaselessly.."A friend's daughter. They say she died in a traffic
accident down in San Francisco. She was even younger than Naomi.".Maria was hand-repairing some of Joey's clothes, which Agnes had
meticulously damaged earlier in the day..Focus, Caesar Zedd teaches, is the sole quality that separates millionaires from the flea-ridden,
sore-pocked, urine-soaked winos who five in cardboard boxes and discuss vintages of Ripple with their pet rats. Millionaires have it, winos don't.
Likewise, nothing but the ability to focus separates an Olympic athlete from a cripple who lost his legs in a car wreck. The athlete has focus, and
the cripple doesn't. After all, Zedd notes, if the cripple had it, he would have been a better driver, an Olympic athlete, and a millionaire..Saturday
morning, he walked to a drugstore in town and purchased eight decks of cards. With four, he passed the day re-creating, again and again, what he'd
done at the dining-room table the previous evening. The four knaves never appeared..A SEVERE THIRST INDICATED to Agnes that she wasn't
dead. There would be no thirst in paradise..He smiled. "Those of us who were priests first--yeah, we're all a broody bunch. Of the others--not many,
but probably more than you think.".He hesitated, because until the limited explanations he'd made to Celestina in San Francisco, he had never
discussed his special perception with anyone except two priest counselors in the seminary. At first he felt uneasy, talking of these matters to
strangers-as if he were making a confession to laity who held no authority to provide absolution but as he spoke to this hushed and intense
gathering, his doubts fell away, and revelation seemed as natural as talk of the weather..Livor mortis had already set in, blood draining to the lowest
points of her body, leaving the fronts of her bare legs, one side of each bare arm, and her face ghastly pale..Tom plucked the quarter off the glass,
folded it into his right fist, and then at once opened his hand, which was now empty..For a while, Junior profited enormously from Tammy's
investment advice, and the sex was great. As a thank-you for the hefty trading commissions she earned-and not incidentally for all the
orgasms-Tammy gave him a Rolex. He didn't mind her four cats, didn't even care when the four grew to six, then to eight.."Not only coal miners.
Old as you are in some ways, you're still too young for me to explain. I will someday.".Vanadium flipped the quarter straight into the air and at
once spread his arms, palms turned up to show that his hands were empty..Room by room, closet by closet, Junior conducted a search for the
detective. The cop was not here..Along the hall, every step measured, he stayed near the wall farthest from the staircase..Apparently, he didn't lean
back far enough, because amazingly he landed on his feet in the winter-faded grass. The shock buckled him, and he dropped to his knees. Still
cradling Grace, he lowered her to the ground as gently as he'd ever lowered fragile Perri onto her bed-quite as if he had planned it this way..The lid
of the cooler wasn't on as tight as it ought to have been. From around one edge slipped a thin and sinuous stream of smoke. Something on
fire..Lord, listen to me-but I've really got to know if you can, if you are, how you feel, whether you feel, I mean, whether you think you could
feel--".The currents of irrational fear, which bring periodic turbulence to virtually every childhood, didn't disturb the smoothly flowing river of
Barty's first three years. He showed no fear of the doctor or the dentist,."No, I don't see it," Chicane repeated. "There's no benefit to a meditation
marathon. Twenty minutes is enough, man. Half an hour at the most. You relied on your internal clock, didn't you?".For the first few bites of crab
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in a light cornmeal crust, Nolly suspended their conversation. Bliss.."So do I," said the visitor, and Junior almost frowned at this peculiar response,
wondering what was meant in addition to what was merely said..Nor could she begin to imagine the nature of the disaster that had befallen him,
leaving his face looking blasted and loose at all its hinges. She had last seen him at Phimie's funeral. A few minutes ago at her doorstep, she'd
recognized him only because of his port-wine birthmark.."September 20, 1902, Birmingham, Alabama, church fire--one hundred fifteen dead.
March 4, 1908, Collinwood, Ohio, school fire, one hundred seventy-six dead.".Junior had seen the silvery coin snapping off the cop's thumb and
spinning upward. Now it was gone, as though it had vanished in midair..Drawn one after the other, two knaves of spades didn't signify two deadly
enemies, but meant that the enemy already predicted by the first would be unusually powerful, exceptionally dangerous..Regardless of her other
successes or failures as a parent, Agnes intended to make certain that Barty never lacked hope, that meaning and purpose flowed through the boy as
constantly as blood..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.Risking all, he turned his back on her and fled, and in spite
of his expectations to the contrary, she allowed him to escape..He followed the dead man through the window, into the alley, managing not to step
on him..He left by the back door, to avoid the aftermath seeping across the foyer floor. Fog enveloped him, cool and refreshing..The longer he
crouched, head cocked, breathing silently through his open mouth, the more convinced Junior became that he had heard a man approaching.
Indeed, the terrible conviction grew that someone was standing immediately in front of the dumpster, head cocked, also breathing through his open
mouth, listening for Junior even as Junior listened for him..Assisted by Edom and Jacob, Agnes-in a wheelchair-was rolled across the grass,
between the headstones, to her husband's final resting place. Although no longer in danger of renewed hemorrhaging, she was under doctor's orders
to avoid strain..Two staff members were at the front desk, when last he'd seen them, out of sight now and too far away to hear the crooning. Junior
had been waiting at the doors when the library opened, and thus far he'd encountered no other patrons..He told her that he loved her, and she
slipped away upon his words. As she went, the haggard look of the terminal leukemic patient passed from her, and before the gray mask of death
replaced it, he saw the beauty he had preserved in memory when he was three, before they took his eyes, saw it so briefly, as if something
transforming welled out of her, a perfect light, her essence..A pianist or saxophonist could go a long way on his talent and self instruction, but a
would-be stage magician eventually needed a mentor to reveal the most closely guarded secrets of illusion and to help him master the skills of
deception needed for the highest-level prestidigitation. In a craft practiced almost exclusively by white men, a young man.Mary was at play here,
and the sight of her, his first in seven years, almost brought Barty to his knees. She was the image of her mother, and he knew that this must be at
least a little bit what Angel had looked like when, at three, she had initially arrived here in 1968, when she explored the kitchen on that first day
and found the toaster under a sock..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!.When finally he found
his voice, it was rough-sawn with a blade of grief. "My wife. Perri. Perris Jean.".Vanadium understood the depth of his old friend's pain, and he
knew that the anguish over the loss of a child could make the best of men act out of emotion rather than good judgment, and so he accepted
Harrison's preference to let the matter rest. When enough time passed for reflection, what Vanadium ultimately decided was that of the two of
them, Harrison was much the stronger in his faith, and that he himself, perhaps for the rest of his life, would be more comfortable behind a badge
than behind a Roman collar.."But nothing equals a quake for killing. Big one in Shaanxi, China, killed eight hundred thirty thousand.".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..Heart racing, Tom produced another quarter from a pants pocket. For the benefit of the adults, he
performed the proper preparation-a little patter and the ten-finger flimflam-because in magic as in jewelry, every diamond must have the proper
setting if it's to glitter impressively.."Would you like a little tea and a piece of crumb cake?" Grace asked as smoothly as if, in The Big Book of
Etiquette for Ministers' Wives, this were the preferred response to the announcement of a startling career change..In his voice, he heard a tremor
that had nothing to do with the hideous deaths in Effingham more than sixteen years previous..Earlier, after sprinting down the fire road, he had
been breathing hard when he reached his Chevy, and by the time that he'd raced to Spruce Hills, the nearest town, he had spiraled down into this
strange condition. His driving became so erratic that a black-and-white had tried to pull him over, but by then he was a block from a hospital, and
he didn't stop until he got there, taking the entry drive too sharply, jolting across the curb, nearly slamming into a parked car, sliding to a stop in a
no-parking zone at the emergency entrance, lurching like a drunkard as he got out of the Chevy, screaming at the cop to get an ambulance.."Oh? Do
they rent their house out to pirates with little pirate children, clowns with little clown children?".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..Agnes's suspicion that Barty would be a child prodigy had grown from seed to full fruit on the morning of the boy's first birthday, when
he'd sat in his highchair, counting green-grape-and-apple pies. Through the following two years, ample proof of high intelligence and wondrous
talents ripened Agnes's suspicion into conviction.."It's a boy," Joey assured her, as though he had been given a vision. Thick blood sluiced across
his lower lip, down his chin, bright arterial blood. "Baby, no," she pleaded..Captivated by catastrophe, so lost in his book that he might as well have
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stepped magically inside of it and closed the covers after himself, Uncle Jacob didn't answer..That was the first-and until now the last-long walk he
made with a purpose in mind. He went to see a hero..Granted that he was only three going on four, nevertheless Barty had never met anyone with
as much cheerful imagination as Angel. He intended to marry her in, oh, maybe twenty years..A blood test might prove that Junior was the father.
Accusations might sooner or later be made against him by bitter and hate-filled members of her family, perhaps not even with the hope of sending
him to prison, but solely for the purpose of getting their bands on a sizable pan of his fortune, in the form of child support..Here again were these
peculiar grammatical constructions, which sometimes she had thought were just the mistakes that even a prodigy could be expected to make, and
which sometimes she had interpreted as expressions of fanciful speculations, but which lately she had suspected were of a more complex-and
perhaps darker-nature. Now her dread took form, and she wondered if the personality disorders that had shaped her brothers' lives could have roots
not just in the abuse they had taken from their father, but also in a twisted genetic legacy that could manifest again in her son. In spite of his great
gifts, Barty might be destined for a life limited by a psychological problem of a unique or at least different-nature, first suggested by these
occasional conversations that seemed not fully coherent..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..Succinctly, Edom told Jacob about visiting Obadiah, the magician with
the mangled hands. Then: "When we left, I followed Agnes, and Obadiah held me back to say, 'Your secret's safe with me.'"."Well, maybe you're
right," Bellini said somewhat acerbically, before departing, "but then you've had the advantage of an illegal search, while I'm hampered by such
niceties as warrants.".Desperately trying to collect her wits, Agnes gazed out at the deluged graveyard, where the mournful trees and massed
monuments were blurred by purling streams ceaselessly spilling down the windshield..He stopped straining to see through the black room to the
corner armchair. He closed his eyes and tried to lull himself to sleep by summoning into his mind's eye a lovely but calculatedly monotonous scene
of gentle waves breaking on a moonlit shore..Amused, Wally said, "You artists do love to dramatize-or have I forgotten the San Francisco blizzard
of '65?".EACH MOMENTOUS DAY, the work was done in memory of his mother. At Pie Lady Services, always, they sought new recipes and
new ways to brighten the corner where they were..This was not the time to ponder the nature of the relationship between the treacherous Miss
Bressler and Vanadium. Junior had a bloody trail to cover, and precious time was ticking away..Number three on the charts was "Mr. Lonely," by
Bobby Vinton, an American talent from Canonsburg, Pennsylvania. Junior sang along..Hackachaks to browbeat him into a despairing, exhausted,
disgusted compliance with their greed..During the past three years, he'd suffered much because of these sisters, including most recently the
humiliation in the Dumpster with the dead musician, Celestina's pencil-necked friend with a propensity for postmortem licking. The memory of
that horror flared so vividly-every grotesque detail condensed into one intense and devastating flash of recollection-that Junior's bladder suddenly
felt swollen and full, although he had taken a long satisfying leak in an alleyway across the street from the restaurant at which the postcard-painting
poseur had enjoyed a leisurely dinner with Ichabod..THOUGH OTHERS MIGHT see magic in the world, Edom was enthralled only by
mechanism: the great destructive machine of nature grinding everything to dust. Yet wonder suddenly bloomed in him at the sight of the ace
bearing his nephew's name..He paused, giving them a chance to ask the obvious question-and then smiled at their reticence..He assumed that she
hadn't phoned the police to make a formal report. No need to go out of her way to slander Junior when Thomas Vanadium had been prowling the
hospital at all hours of the day and night, ready to lend an ear to any falsehood about him, as long as it made him appear to be a sleazeball and a
wife killer..Junior Cain definitely was not a crazed sex-killer, not driven to homicide by weird lusts beyond his control. A single night of sex and
death-an indulgence never to be repeated-wouldn't require serious self-examination or a reconsideration of his self-image..Turning his patched eyes
in the general direction of his mother, Barty said, "Oops.".buttery sunshine, and emerald-black where the shadows of limbs and leaves overlay it.
Fat crows as black as.Not limited to a survey of the nursing staff on a single floor of the hospital, Junior used the elevators to roam higher and
lower. Checking out the skirts..Wonderful. Oh, perfect. So Neddy, a friend of Celestina's, knew that Junior, reputed to be a vicious sadist, had
attended this reception under a false name. If Junior really was a sleazy pervert of such rococo tastes that he would be shunned even by the scum of
the world, even by the deranged mutant offspring of a self-breeding hermaphrodite, then surely he was capable of murder, too..With his startling
combination of a Mediterranean complexion and rust-red hair, his good looks, and his fit physique, Paul had the exotic appearance of a pulp-fiction
hero. In particular, he liked to imagine that he might pass for Doc Savage's brother..In January '65, while Vanadium had been in the first month of
what proved to be an eight-month coma, Enoch Cain had sought Nolly's assistance in a search for Seraphim's newborn child. When Vanadium had
learned about this from Magusson long after the event, he assumed that Cain had heard Max Bellini's message on his answering machine, made the
connection with Seraphim's death in an "accident" in San Francisco, and set out to find the child because it was his. Fatherhood was the only
imaginable reason for his interest in the baby..Elsewhere in the cemetery, about 150 yards away, another interment service-with a much larger
group of mourners-had begun prior to this one for Naomi. Now it was over, and the people were dispersing to their cars..When the attorney finally
came on the line, he sounded put-upon, as though Junior were the equivalent of a troublesome toe that he would like to shoot off..Otter shook his
head..The social worker's office once more. Rain tapping lightly at the window where Dr. Lipscomb had stared intently into the fog as he tried to
avoid confronting the life-changing revelation that Phimie, speaking with the special knowledge of the once-dead, had shown him..He wasn't a
marksman, anyway. He couldn't handle anything more than close-up work.
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