National Institute Of Allergy And Infectious Diseases Annual Report Of Intramural Activities October 1 1984 September 30 1985

Y AND INFECTIOUS DISEASES ANNUAL REPORT OF INTRAMURAL ACTIVITIES OCT
Junior Cain was committed to continuous self-improvement. He believed in the need constantly to expand his knowledge and horizons order to
better understand himself and the world. The quality of life was solely the responsibility of oneself he author of How to Have a Healthier Life
through Autohypnosis was Dr. Caesar Zedd, a renowned psychologist and best-selling author of a dozen self-help texts, all of which Junior owned
in addition to the literature that he had acquired from the book club. When he had been only fourteen, he'd begun buying Dr. Zedd's titles in
paperback, and by the time he was eighteen, when he could afford to do so, he'd replaced the paperbacks with hardcovers and thereafter bought all
the doctor's new books in the higher-priced editions. The collected works.He never passed through a phase during which he grew resistant to
hugging or kissing. He was a hand-holding, cuddling boy to whom displays of affection came easily..When finally he found his voice, it was
rough-sawn with a blade of grief. "My wife. Perri. Perris Jean.".But first, in early July, he stopped taking French lessons. It was an impossible
language. Difficult to pronounce. Ridiculous sentence constructions. Anyway, none of the good-looking women he met spoke French or cared
whether he did..He was astonished that adoption records would be sealed and so closely guarded when a child was being placed with a member of
its immediate family, with its mother's sister.."It's all right," Tom assured her. To Angel, he said, "No, I'm not sad. And you know why?".In the
sermon that brought him a moment of fame that he'd found more uncomfortable than not, Daddy had used the life of Bartholomew to illustrate his
point that every day in every life is of the most profound importance. Bartholomew is arguably the most obscure of the twelve disciples. Some
would say Lebbaeus is less known, some might even point to Thomas the doubter. But Bartholomew certainly casts a shadow far shorter than those
of Peter, Matthew, James, John, and Philip. Daddy's purpose in proclaiming Bartholomew the most obscure of the twelve was then to imagine in
vivid detail how that apostle's actions, seemingly of little consequence at the time, had resonated down through history, through hundreds of
millions of lives-and then to assert that the life of each chambermaid listening to this sermon, the life of each car mechanic, each teacher, each truck
driver, each waitress, each doctor, each janitor, was as important as the resonant life of Bartholomew, although each dwelt beyond the lamp of fame
and labored without the applause of multitudes..Behind them, the door rebounded forcefully from a rubber-tipped stopper and closed with a thud.
The lock wasn't engaged, however, and they might be interrupted momentarily.."She was a hero, just like you. I wanted you ... I wanted you to see
her and to know her name. Perri Damascus. That was her name."."Simon's a funny duck," Vanadium said, "but I like him more than a little and
trust him implicitly. He wanted to know what he could do to help. Initially, my speech was slurred, I had partial paralysis in my left arm, and I'd
lost fifty-four pounds. I wasn't going to be looking for Cain for a long time, but it turned out Simon knew where he was.".Once, she left the TV and
came to Tom, where he sat talking with Paul. "It's like Gunsmoke and The Monkees are next to each other on the TV, both at the same time. But
the Monkees, they can't see the cowboys-and the cowboys, they can't see the Monkees.".Evidently, her face was knotted with the effort to
remember what the child had looked like, for the physician said, "Yes? What's wrong?".Deciding that he didn't need an exit line, Junior headed
toward the service road and his Suburban..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..He placed a phone call to Kaitlin Hackachak, his trollish and avaricious sister-in-law, asking her to
dispose of Naomi's things, their furniture, and whatever of his own possessions he chose to leave behind. Although she had been awarded a quarter
of a million dollars in the family settlement with the state and county, Kaitlin would be at the house by dawn's first light if she thought she might
make ten bucks from liquidating its contents..Junior, putting himself in the detective's place, could think of a few reasons for this visit to
Seraphim's grave. Unfortunately, not one of them supported his contention that he was an innocent man..Junior actually raised his trembling left
hand to his ear, expecting to find the quarter tucked in the auditory canal, held between the tragus and the antitragus, waiting to be plucked with a
flourish..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..Thus far, there were only two unexpected developments, the first being his explosive
vomiting. He hoped he would never have to endure another such episode..Seraphim's child had been alive is long as Naomi had been dead, almost
fifteen months. In fifteen months, Junior should have located the little bastard and eliminated him..She proceeded down the shadowy center aisle,
genuflected at the chancel railing, and went to the votive rack..Clutching the purse as though determined to resist robbery even in death, the guy
dropped, sprawled, shuddered, and lay still. He'd gone down with no shout of alarm, with no cry of mortal pain, with so little noise that Junior
wanted to kiss him, except that he didn't kiss men, alive or dead, although a man dressed as a woman had once tricked him, and though a dead
pianist had once given him a lick in the dark..The nurse was in was gone, but Maria remained in attendance. She the vinyl-and-stainless-steel
armchair, busy at.Here, four days past Christmas, after two days of torment, Agnes knew the worst, that her treasured son must go eyeless or die,
must choose between blindness or cancer of the brain..With no clear awareness of having left the guest room, Paul looked down the enclosed
stairs..On the fourth floor, at Dr. Klerkle's suite, the hall door stood ajar. Past office hours, the small waiting room was deserted..The afternoon was
winding down, and the lowering sky seemed to be drawn steadily toward the earth by threads of gray light that reeled westward, ever faster, over
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the horizon's spool. The air smelled like rain waiting to happen..With the salt and pepper shakers, Tom walked them through the
why-I'm-not-sad-about-my-face explanation that he'd given to Angel ten days previously..Now, here, lying on a bed in the emergency room of a
Sacramento hospital, on a Saturday afternoon only six weeks before the camellia festival, Junior suffered under the care of a resident physician who
was so young as to raise the suspicion that he was merely playing doctor..Junior didn't care which explanation was correct. Only one thing
mattered: The Bartholomew hunt was at last nearing an end. On Wednesday, December 27, Junior met Google, the document forger, in a theater,
during a matinee of Bonnie and Clyde..Agnes wanted to reach out and touch him, but she found that she didn't have the strength to raise her arm.
She was no longer holding her belly, either. Both hands lay at her sides, palms up, and even the simple act of curling her fingers required surprising
effort and concentration..He was unconscious, wired to a heart monitor, pierced by an intravenous-drip line. Clipped to his septum, an oxygen feed
hissed faintly, and from his open mouth rose the barely audible wheeze of his breathing..Against the backdrop of granite monuments, Kaitlin
hulked like a moldering presence from Beyond, risen out of a rotting box to take vengeance on the living..In a neatly groomed neighborhood of
unassuming houses, Vanadium's place was as unremarkable as those around it: a single-story rectangular box of no discernible architectural style.
White aluminum siding with green shutters. An attached two-car garage..A music tradition was deeply rooted in the Negro community. No similar
tradition in magic existed..But she knew. Barty, buoyant as ever, seemed not to be much worried about the problem with his vision. He appeared to
expect that it would pass like any sneezing fit or cold.."Who hired him to hex the ship, fool?"."This is Detective Bellini, with the San Francisco
Police Department. Is everything all right there?"."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.".The
various flavors of canned soda were always racked in the same order, allowing Barty to select what he wanted without error. He got orange for
Angel, root beer for himself, and closed the refrigerator..Junior put the money on the desk. "Then get into the records of Family Services.".This
room didn't face the street by which Cain would approach the building, so Vanadium switched on the lights. He spent fifteen minutes examining
the mundane contents of the cupboards, searching for nothing in particular, merely getting an idea of how the suspect lived-and, admittedly, hoping
for an item as helpful to a conviction as a severed head in the refrigerator or at least a plastic-wrapped kilo of marijuana in the freezer..With all
twelve fragments destroyed, the curse should have been lifted from little Bartholomew: the threat of the unknown, violent enemy who was
represented by the four knaves. Somewhere in the world, an evil man existed who would one day have killed Barty, but now his journey through
life would take him elsewhere. Eleven saints had been given twelve shares of responsibility for lifting this curse..As red as Angel had been for her
evening outing, she was that yellow for retirement to bed in her own home. Two-piece yellow jersey pajamas. Yellow socks. At the girl's request,
Celestina had tied a soft yellow bow in her mass of springy hair..With everyone in the diner now aware of Junior, with every head turned toward
him and with every wary eye tracking him, he dropped the bun cap and the mustard dispenser on the floor. Barging through the swinging gate at
the end of the lunch counter, he entered the narrow work area behind it..His wife, Dorothea, adored him, not least of all because he had taken in her
eighty-year-old mother and treated that elderly lady as though she were both a duchess and a saint. He was equally generous to the poor, burying
their dead at cost but with utmost dignity..She pushed her chair back from the table and got to her feet, and everyone followed her example..And
the mills of capitalism provide them. Supply meets demand. Fantasy becomes a commodity, an industry..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..Glancing at his wristwatch
with alarm, Edom bolted up from his chair. "Look at the time! Agnes gave me a lot to do, and here I am rattling on about earthquakes and
cyclones.".Instead of gaping at her as though she had been possessed by an inarticulate demon, Wally urgently fumbled a small box out of his
jacket pocket and blurted, "Will you marry me?".Ashamed and scared, she told no one. Although a victim, she blamed herself, and the prospect of
being exposed to ridicule so horrified her that despair got the better of good judgment.."In addition," Daines said, "her pelvis is small, which would
present problems of delivery even in an ordinary pregnancy. And the muscle fibers in the central canal of her cervix, which ought to be softening in
anticipation of labor, are still tough. I don't believe the cervix will dilate well enough to facilitate birth.".The baby felt too light to be real. She
weighed five pounds fourteen ounces, but she seemed lighter than air, as though she might float up and out of her aunt's arms..No one was
surprised by his proposal, her acceptance, and the wedding. Barty and Angel were both eighteen when they were married in June of 1983..By the
time he went to bed Saturday night, the cards that had been only that morning were showing signs of wear..He suspected the blame lay with his
exceptional sensitivity to violence, death, and loss. Previously it manifested as an explosive emptying of the stomach, this time as a purging of
lower realms.."It was... the only dream that mattered," Joey said. "You ... loving me. It was a good life because of you.".She asked Edom to stay in
the main house, so Barty wouldn't be alone while she visited Maria Gonzalez for an hour or two. He was pleased to oblige, settling down to watch a
television documentary about volcanoes, which promised to include stories about the 1902 eruption of Mont Pelee, on Martinique, which killed
28,000 people within minutes, and other disasters of colossal proportions..Sitting at the desk, Celestina phoned her parents again. She shook
uncontrollably, but her voice was steady..A great boom. Concussion rocked the floor and shuddered the walls and made the roof timbers squeal as
though unsuspected colonies of bats had taken flight by the thousands all in the same instant..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.
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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..Clenching his
right hand around the quarter, waving left hand over right, he intoned, "Jingle-jangle, mingle-jingle." Opening his right hand, he revealed that the
coin had vanished..A mere silhouette against the fluorescent glare, Vanadium stepped it the hall. The bright light seemed to enfold him. The
detective shimmered and vanished the way that a mirage of a man, on a fiercely hot desert highway, will appear to walk out of this dimension into
another, slipping between the tremulous curtains of heat as though they hang between realities..At dawn, he and his mother went down to the sea,
to watch the rolling waves filigreed with foam and gilded with the molten gold of morning sun, to see the kiting gulls and to scatter bread that
brought the winged multitudes to earth..They knew no one named Bartholomew, and she had never heard the name from him before, but she knew
what he wanted. He was speaking of the son he would never see..The boy fell and rolled even as he pitched the can, anticipating the shots that Cain
fired, which cracked into the doorframe inches from Tom's knees..He went in a pretense of blindness, gripping Angel's arm, but he missed nothing,
and etched every detail in his memory, against the need of them in the coming dark..On this occasion, however, he couldn't have focused on a book
even if he'd had the strength to hold it. The fierce paroxysms that clenched his guts also destroyed his ability to concentrate..Suitcases seemed to be
missing. Some clothes, as well. Could mean a weekend vacation..With his ringleted yellow hair, coiled mustache, and haughty right file, this was a
jack that looked as if he might be a knave in the worst sense of the word..In the first drawer, he discovered an address book. Logically, Vanadium
would have taken this with him, even if on the lam from a murder rap, so Junior tucked it in his jacket pocket..When Nolly sighed and frowned, his
lumpish face seemed in danger of sliding off his skull, like oatmeal oozing off a spoon. "Mr. Cain, much as I regret it, I'm afraid I'm going to have
to return half of the retainer you gave me.".Over generous slices of Black Forest cake and coffee, Jacob at first held forth on the explosion of a
French freighter, carrying a cargo of ammonium nitrate, at a pier in Texas City, Texas, back in 1947. Five hundred and seventy-six had
perished.."My God," Junior said, pretending that his befuddlement had faded and that his mind had just now clarified, "you think Naomi was
murdered, don't you?".With Naomi, sex had been glorious, because they were bonded on multiple levels, all deeper than the mere physical. They
had been so close, so emotionally and intellectually entwined, that in making love to her, he'd been making love to himself; and he would never
experience a greater intimacy than that.."God bless us, every one," Agnes repeated with all her extended family, and after a sip of the wine, she
made an excuse to check on something in the kitchen, where she pressed hot tears into a cool, slightly damp dishtowel to prevent the telltale
swelling of her eyes..She expected him to be gone, snatched by an accomplice who had come in the back way while Deed had distracted her at the
front door..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..Twilight,
nearly gone and purple in the west, inspired a bright violet line along the crest of an incoming bank of bay fog, as though the mist were shot
through with a luminous vein of neon, transforming the entire sparkling city into a stylish cabaret just now opening for business. The night, soft as
a woman come to dance, carried a steely blade of cold in its black-silk skirts..He rolled his head back and forth on the pillow. "Nope. It's still just
something you gotta feel.".Mrs. Cain's little boy felt small, weak, sorry for himself, and terribly alone. The detective was still here, but his presence
only aggravated Junior's sense of isolation..Considering the protection that it would afford him in a world full of warmongers, Junior considered the
loss of the toe, while tragic, to be a necessary disfigurement. To his doctors and nurses, he made jokes about dismemberment, and in general he put
on a brave face, for which he knew he was much admired.."I suspect," Tom said, "that any job you set your mind to, you'd be as good as you are at
teeth.".Though they had expected the cause of the explosion, both Paul and Harrison were halted by shock at the sight of all this ruination. They
had expected to find the car jammed into the wall of the house, never this far inside. The speed required to penetrate this distance into the structure
beggared Paul's skills of calculation and made him wonder if even recklessness and alcohol were sufficient to produce, such a catastrophe..She
closed her eyes, and he thought that she was gone, but then she opened them again. "There is one place beyond all the ways things are.".Maybes
were for babies, but Caesar Zedd had failed to provide a profundity with which Junior could ward off the what-ifs as easily as the maybes.."No. It's,
stopped. The thing now is to prevent a recurrence of the emesis, which could trigger more bleeding. He's getting antinausea medication and
replacement electrolytes intravenously, and we've applied ice bags to his midsection to reduce the chance of further abdominal-muscle spasms and
to help control inflammation.".In his mind's eye, Junior saw the coin in transit of the blunt fingers, moving more swiftly than previously because its
passage was lubricated by blood..even allow himself as much as a lascivious wink or a quick caress of Victoria's hand.."I've got hundreds of files
on cases like that," said Jacob, "and much worse. If you're interested, I'll get you copies of some.".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 funeral director
and his assistant were the only people, other than Junior, remaining at the grave. They asked if they might lower the casket or if he would rather
that they wait until he was gone..To be useful, anger must be channeled, as Zedd explains with unusually poetic prose in The Beauty of Rage:
Channel Your Anger and Be a Winner Junior's current predicament would only get worse if he had to telephone Roto-Rooter to extract a musician
from the plumbing..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
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a quarter across the thick knuckles of his right hand..A pang of regret pierced her, that her boy's precocity should deny him this fine fantasy, as her
morose father had denied it to her. "He's real," she asserted..Jacob grunted, but probably not because he'd heard what had been said about him,
more likely because he'd just turned the page to find a photo of dead cattle piled up like driftwood against the American Legion Hall in some
flood-ravaged town in Arkansas..Junior said nothing. He was still upset with Naomi for hiding the pregnancy from him, but he was delighted that
the baby would have been his. Now Vanadium couldn't claim that Naomi's infidelity and the resultant bastard had been the motive for murder..The
mound of earth beside the grave had been disguised by piles of flowers and cut ferns. The suspended casket was skirted with black material to
conceal the yawning grave beneath it..By eleven months, his vocabulary had expanded to nineteen words, by Agnes's count: an age when even a
precocious child usually spoke three or four at most..His waitress was a cutie. She flirted with him, and he knew he could have her if he
wanted..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..With a shiver, Kathleen said, "We'd like to know more about why we did the things we did for you. Why the quarters? Why the
song?".It could only be made better by the presence of her parents. They had planned to fly down to San Francisco this morning, but late yesterday,
a parishioner and close friend had died. A minister and his wife sometimes had duties to the flock that superseded all else..After two years of
rehabilitation, Tom had been pronounced as fit as ever, a miracle of modem medicine and willpower. But right now he seemed to have been put
back together with spit and string and Scotch tape. Arms pumping, legs stretching, he felt every one of those eight months of coma in his
withered-and-rebuilt muscles, in his calcium depleted-and-rebuilt bones..Of course, Seraphim's child would not have a telephone. He was just a
baby, dangerous to Junior in a way that was not clear, but a baby nonetheless..Kathleen hadn't noticed Tom replace his glass on the table, over the
quarter. When he lifted it to drain the last of the martini, two dimes and a nickel glittered on the tablecloth, where previously the quarter had
been..Now that Tom knew what to look for, the gloom couldn't conceal the incredible truth..If such a small quantity of crushed ice, taken in a single
swallow, might cause.Writing came with reading, and in a notebook, he began to make entries about points of interest in the stories that he enjoyed.
His Diary of a Book Reader, as he titled it, fascinated Agnes, who read it with his permission; these notes to himself were enthusiastic, earnest, and
charming-but literally month by month, Agnes noticed that they grew less naive, more complex, more contemplative.."It was in your heart, too, and
anything that's in your heart is there for anyone to see. Will your father marry us?".Although Junior was free of the superstitions that Naomi, in her
innocence and sentimentality, had embraced, he wept without pretense.."Worlds," ventured Jacob, "in which that oil-tank truck never stopped on
the railroad tracks in Bakersfield, back in '60. So the train never crashed into it and those seventeen people never died.".The family didn't exist in
anticipation of developments with Barty and Angel, didn't put the pair at the center of their world. Instead, they did the good work, shared the
satisfactions that came daily with being part of Pie Lady Services, and got on with life..Instead of immediately killing anyone, Junior returned to
his apartment on the afternoon of December 29, and went to bed, fully clothed. To calm down. To think about focus.."I'm gonna dream about baby
chickens," she told Celestina, "and if I'm all yellow, they'll think I'm one of them."."Or at least, if the police knew the truth at that time, they hadn't
yet gone public with it. I had no reason to mention it to you back then. I didn't even know Vanadium was missing."."It isn't that, Daddy. You
remember, when we were all together the day before yesterday, how afraid Phimie was of this man. Not just for herself ... for the baby.".She looked
surprised, all right, but her expression wasn't the one that Junior had painted on the canvas of his imagination. Her surprise had no delight in it, and
she didn't at once break into a radiant smile..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 felt remarkably well when he arrived
home: calm, proud of his quick thinking and stalwart action, pleasantly tired. He hadn't chosen to kill again; this obligation had been thrust on him
by fate. Yet he had proven that the boldness he'd shown on the fire tower, rather than being a transient strength, was a deeply rooted
quality..excited, shrieking. Branch to branch, the flapping of wings is leathery, demonic. The only other sounds are the thud.In a swirl of London
Fog and righteous indignation, Neddy turned his back on Junior and drifted away through the nibbling, nattering crowd.
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