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READING PLANET LILA SCAMP AND THE MAGIC WAND ORANGE GALAXY
At the end of the famous sermon, Celestina's father had wished to all well-meaning people that into their lives should fall a rain of benign effects
from the kind and selfless actions of countless Bartholomews whom they would never meet. And he assures those who are selfish or envious or
lacking in compassion, or who in fact commit acts of great evil, that their deeds will return to them, magnified beyond imagining, for they are at
war with the purpose of life. If the spirit of Bartholomew cannot enter their hearts and change them, then it will find them and mete out the terrible
judgment they deserve..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.Kathleen watched him with obvious amusement, aware
that he was savoring her suspense as much as he was the appetizer..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..PERRI'S POLIO-WHITTLED body did not test the strength of her
pallbearers. The minister prayed for her soul, her friends mourned her loss, and the earth received her..This was different earthquake weather from
that of ten days ago, when he'd made the pie deliveries alone. Then: blue sky, unseasonable warmth, low humidity. Now: low gray clouds, cool air,
high humidity..As a young man, he had performed first in nightclubs catering to Negroes and in theaters like Harlem's Apollo. During World War
II, he'd been part of a USO troupe entertaining soldiers throughout the Pacific, later in North Africa, and following D-Day, in Europe..Fortunately,
just as he was about to declare his gut feelings to his superior and risk dismissal, he saw his potential patient. At fifteen, Seraphim was
breathtakingly beautiful, in her own way as striking as Naomi, and instinct told Junior that the chance of being physically or morally polluted by
her was negligible..With effort, she managed to say, "I'm sorry, sweetie," but her voice was sufficiently distorted by anguish that even to herself,
she sounded like a stranger..Her hands shook as she counted out the fare and the tip from her wallet. "I'm scared sick. Maybe you should just take
me right back home.".If the angular mass was Neddy, the vaguely warm, damp something must be the strangled man's protruding tongue..By the
first of November, they moved his mother's bed into the living room, so she could be in the center of things, where always she had been, though
they admitted no guests now, only members of their family with its many names..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..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..Agnes ran to the
kitchen, where she had been working when the doorbell rang, packing boxes of groceries to be delivered with the honey-raisin pear pies that she
and Jacob had baked this morning..The cheerful tides of friends and neighbors, over the years, had washed away nearly all the stains that the dark
rage of Agnes's father had impressed on these rooms. She hoped her brothers might eventually see that hatred and anger are only scars upon a
beach, while love is the rolling surf that ceaselessly smooths the sand..and half rotten. She tore it. With the small scissors, she opened the shoulder
seam from the inside..He must be careful in his approach to her. He dared not rush into this. Think it through. Devise a strategy. This valuable
opportunity must not be wasted..Animal instinct told Junior that the business with the quarter in the diner and now these quarters in his living room
were related to his failure to find Bartholomew, Seraphim White's bastard child. He couldn't logically explain the connection; but as Zedd teaches,
animal instinct is the only unalloyed truth we will ever know..Junior didn't slow as he passed the house, but circled the block and drove by the place
again..Dressed entirely in a shade of pink that darkened to rouge when wet, Angel squealed and deserted Barty. Spotted-streaked-splashed, with
false tears on her cheeks, with a darkly glimmering crown of rain jewels in her hair, she raced up the steps as though she were a princess abandoned
by her coachman, and allowed herself to be scooped into her grandmother's arms..same," Agnes admonished. "Who's been raising you, sugarpie, if
you don't know that? Are you going to pretend you've been brought up by wolves for nine years?".During the walk home: slow and deep, breathing
slow and deep, moving not at a brisk clip, but strolling, trying to let the tension slide away, striving to focus on good things like his full exemption
from military service and his purchase of the Sklent painting..On the third of June, he found another useless Bartholomew, and on Saturday, the
twenty-fifth, two deeply disturbing events occurred. He switched on his kitchen radio only to discover that "Paperback Writer," yet another Beatles
song, had climbed to the top of the charts, and he received a call from a ea woman..Maria stopped praying with her knuckle rosary and resorted to a
long swallow of wine..Visibly nonplussed by Junior's blithe failure to terminate the handshake when the shaking stopped, the fussy Neddy didn't
want to be so rude as to yank his hand loose, or to cause a scene regardless of how small, but Junior, smiling and pretending to be as socially dense
as concrete, failed to respond to a polite tug. So Neddy waited, allowing his hand to be held, and his face, previously as white as piano keys,
brightened to a shade of pink that clashed with his red boutonniere..Having gotten the new roof for them at cost, Agnes subsequently put together
donations from a dozen individuals and one church group to cover all but two hundred dollars of the outlay..He doubted that the singer had been
Victoria Bressler, dead nurse, but he believed this was the same voice he'd heard on the telephone, back on the twenty-fifth of June, when someone
purporting to be Victoria had called with an urgent warning for Bartholomew..An IV rack stood beside the bed, dripping fluid into his vein,
replacing the electrolytes that he had lost through vomiting, most likely medicating him with an antiemetic as well. His right arm was securely
strapped to a supporting board, to prevent him from bending his elbow and accidentally tearing out the needle..After the latest concerned nurse
departed, Sheena leaned close. She cruelly pinched Junior's cheek between thumb and forefinger, as if she' might tear off a gobbet of flesh and pop
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it into her mouth..Tom Vanadium's uninflected but curiously hypnotic voice, his pensive manner, his gray eyes so beautiful in that fractured face,
his air of measured melancholy, and his evident intelligence gave him a presence that was simultaneously as solid as a great mass of granite and yet
otherworldly..He pressed the muzzle of the weapon against the girl's forehead and said, "Naomi, Seraphim, you were exquisite lovers, but you've
got to be realistic. There's no way we can have a life together.".Wally had disposed of his properties in San Francisco under Tom's careful
supervision. Any attempt to trace him from the city to Bright Beach would fail. His vehicles were purchased through a corporation, and his new
house had been bought through a trust named after his late wife..The quarter, surely. The one that had not been in his robe pocket where it should
have been, the previous Friday..Initially, Helen Greenbaum, at Greenbaum Gallery, had taken on three canvases, and had sold them within a month.
She took four more, then another three when two of the four moved quickly. By the time that she'd placed ten pieces with collectors, Helen decided
to include Celestina in a show of six new artists. And now, already, she had a show of her own..Worse than the tenderness in the bones, the
bleeding gums, the headaches, the ugly bruises, worse than the anemia-related weariness and the spells of breathlessness, was the suffering that her
battle caused to those whom she loved. More frequently as the days passed, they were unable to conceal their worry and their sorrow. She held their
hands when they trembled. She asked them to pray with her when they expressed anger that this should happen to her-of all people, to her, and she
wouldn't let them go until the anger was gone. More than once, she pulled sweet Angel into her lap, stroked her hair, and soothed her with talk of
all the good times shared in better days. And always Barty, watching over her in his blindness, aware that she would not be dying in all the places
where she was, but taking no consolation from the fact that she would continue to exist in other worlds where he could never again be at her
side..Leave the lamps burning, the door unlocked. A murderer, frantic to vanish while the victim remained undiscovered, wouldn't be worried about
the cost of electricity or about protecting against burglary..AFTER THE ENCOUNTER with the quarter-spitting vending machines, Junior wanted
to kill another Bartholomew, any Bartholomew, even if he had to drive to some far suburb like Terra Linda to do it, even if he had to drive farther
and stay overnight in a Holiday ay Inn an eat steam-table food off a buffet crawling with other diners' cold germs and garnished with their loose
hairs..By ones and twos, the festive crowd eventually deconstructed, but for Celestina, an excitement lingered in the usual gallery hush that rebuilt
in their wake..Neither of them was aware that their personal drama, in all its clumsiness and glory, had focused the attention of everyone in the
restaurant. The cheer that went up at Celestina's acceptance of his proposal caused her to start, knocking the ring from Wally's hand as he attempted
to slip it on her finger. The ring bounced across the table, they both grabbed for it, Wally made the catch, and this time she was properly betrothed,
to wild applause and laughter..Mechanics have reliably steady hands, yet Jacob's hands shook as he discarded two cards and slowly turned over the
ninth draw..After Agnes read the final words on the final page, Barty was drunk on speculation, chattering about what-might-have-happened-next
to these characters that had become his friends. He talked nonstop while changing into his pajamas, while peeing, while brushing his teeth, and
Agnes wondered how she would wind him down to sleep..He smiled and shrugged. "I used to be a fisher of men. Now I hunt them. One in
particular.".Agnes winced. Already, another contraction. Mild but so soon after the last. She clasped her hands around her immense belly and took
slow, deep breaths until the pain passed..Continuing to avert his eyes from the battered face and the two tone eyelids, Junior found the keys in an
exterior pocket of the sports jacket. The credentials were tucked in an interior pocket: a single-fold leather holder containing the shiny badge and a
photo ID..get his hackles up if we, at the state level, still want to poke around a little..rearview mirror was not hung with one of those tacky
decorative deodorizers. The seats, regularly treated with leather soap, were softer and more supple than they had been when the car had shipped out
of.Indeed, the winter storm had dampened neither his hair nor his clothes. The rain appeared to slide away from him a millimeter before contact, as
though the water and the man were composed of matter and antimatter that must either repel each other or, on contact, trigger a cataclysmic blast
that would shatter the very foundation of the universe..The telephone rang, putting an end to their chat, but Agnes would remember the substance
of it later that year, on the day before Christmas, when Barty took a walk in the rain and changed forever his.She worried that they would argue
with her, and though she knew that she was committed to her decision, she was afraid to have that commitment tested just yet..He was too sensitive
a soul to be able to take either a handsaw or a power saw to a corpse..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.."Not only coal miners. Old as you are in some ways, you're still too
young for me to explain. I will someday.".In the morning, at breakfast, from this calmer perspective, he looked back at his tantrum in the middle of
the night and wondered if he might be in psychological trouble. He decided not. In November and December, Junior studied arcane texts on the
supernatural, went through new women at a pace prodigious even for him, found three Bartholomews, and finished ten needlepoint pillows..When
pale light came to her eyes again, she heard the paramedic and the cop talking anxiously as they worked on her, but she couldn't understand their
words. They seemed to be speaking not just a foreign tongue but an ancient language unheard on earth for a thousand years..Like all ICU waiting
rooms, where Death sits patiently, smiling in anticipation, this lounge was clean but drab, and the utilitarian furnishings didn't pamper, as though
bright colors and comfort might annoy the ascetic Reaper and motivate him to cut down more patients than otherwise he would have done.."Toes,"
he repeated immediately in his sweet, piping voice. This was a new word for him..SERAPHIM AETHIONEMA WHITE was nothing whatsoever
like her name, except that she had as kind a heart and as good a soul as any among the hosts in Heaven. She did not have wings, as did the angels
after which she had been named, and she couldn't sing as sweetly as the seraphim, either, for she had been blessed with a throaty voice and far too
much humility to be a performer. Aethionema were delicate flowers, either pale-or rose-pink, and while this girl, just sixteen, was beautiful by any
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standard, she was not a delicate soul but a strong one, not likely to be shaken apart in even the highest wind..of drool. Her eyes rolled, wild with
fear, and seemed not to be focused on anything.He felt for the railing. Grasped at the empty air only briefly. Found the handrail. He climbed to the
porch..THE RAIN THAT HAD threatened to wash out the morning funeral finally rinsed the afternoon, but by nightfall the Oregon sky was clean
and dry. From horizon to horizon spread an infinity of icy stars, and at the center of them hung a bright sickle moon as silver as steel..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..The Hackachaks had
arrived post-grief, brought to the hospital by the news that Junior had expressed distaste at the prospect of profiting from his wife's tragic fall. They
knew he had turned away Knacker, Hisscus and Nork..If he woke, however, and saw her sitting vigil, Barty would understand how terrible his
condition might be.."I'm going to tell you something about your father that might comfort you," he said, "but you can't ask me for more than I'm
ready to say right now. It's all a part of what I'll discuss with you in Bright Beach.".When Max answered, Vanadium let out his breath in a whoosh
of relief and began talking on the inhalation: "It's me, Tom, and maybe I've just got a bad case of the heebie-jeebies, but there's something I think
you better do, and you better do it right now.".The gray pants of her jogging suit, speckled with rain that had blown in through the shattered
windshield, were suddenly soaked. Her water had broken..He reached toward the dead man's closed hand, but he couldn't find the courage to touch
it. He was afraid that if he pried open the stiff fingers, he would discover a quarter inside..He didn't know what he was looking for. He simply felt
empowered to be the one conducting the surveillance for a change.."But you don't understand." She recounted the extraordinary draw of aces
during the fortune-telling session Friday evening.."Doesn't look so spooky to me." She turned the knave of spades so the baby could see it. "Does
he scare you, Barty?".Frankness and tough talk pleased her, because too many people dealt with her as though her spirit were as frail as her limbs.
She laughed with delight-but still refused him..Paul pulled her back. He gently but firmly thrust her through the open door of the guest room in
which he'd spent the night. "Stay here, wait.".A dumpster and a dead musician had humbled him as thoroughly as he had ever been humbled before,
as completely as violent nervous emesis and volcanic diarrhea had humbled him, and he had no tolerance for being humbled. Humility is for
losers..In his blindness, Barty listened to her reports and, through her, saw more than he could have seen if never he had lost his eyes.."Maybe
because we didn't want to be called witches," said Obadiah with a smile, "and give folks one more reason to hang us.".Stopping at the door without
opening it, Vanadium turned to stare at Junior, but said nothing..I Junior didn't believe in ghosts, anyway. He believed in flesh and bone, stone and
mortar, money and power, himself and the future..As usual, Vanadium had spoken in a monotone, putting no special emphasis on those two words.
Yet Junior sensed that the detective harbored doubts about the explanation of the girl's death..This Monday morning in Oregon was bleak, with the
swollen, dark bellies of rain clouds swagging low over the cemetery, a dreary send-off for Naomi, even though rain was not yet falling..Celestina
succumbed to a fit of giggles. Before she could control them, she used up two Kleenex to blow her nose and to blot the laughter from her eyes..A
stab of horror punctured Celestina as she failed to repress a mental image of a carnival-sideshow monster, half dragon and half insect, coiled in her
sister's womb. She hated the rapist's child but was appalled by her hatred, for the baby was blameless..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..At the far end of the table, Agnes shot up from her chair as her son said rain, and
as he said wet, she spoke warningly: "Barty!"."Of all the things I might be meant to do with my life," he told Agnes, "I believe nothing will matter
more than the small part I've had in bringing together these two children.".His previous plan to create a tableau-butter on the floor, open oven
door-to portray Victoria's death as an accident was no longer adequate. A new strategy was required..Had Kathleen Klerkle been a man, she would
have enjoyed larger quarters in a newer building in a better part of town. She was more gentle and respectful of the patient's comfort than any male
dentist Nolly had ever known, but prejudice hampered women in her profession..Paul withdrew the pistol from the drawer. The weapon didn't feel
as good to him as guns always felt in the hands of pulp heroes..The reverend said, "I'm sure you underestimate my parishioners, Celestina. They
won't be scandalized. They'll open their hearts.".These kids were the same age, yet listening to them was akin to hearing Angel do her charming
shtick with an adult who had a lot of patience, a sense of humor, and an awareness of generational ironies..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..Agnes meant to stop Maria from turning the eleventh card, but her
curiosity was equal to her apprehension..For forty-eight hours, he pumped himself full of prescription antihistamines, immersed himself in bathtubs
brimming with numbingly cold water, and lathered himself with soothing lotions. In misery, gripped by self-pity, he dared not think about the
9-mm pistol that he had stolen from Frieda Bliss..He wondered if the hawk had descended in a constricting gyre, justice coming down, but he could
not lift his head to see..Studying the brochure, Junior felt that the best response to this artist's work was to go directly into the bathroom, stick one
finger down his throat, and purge himself. Considering his medical history, however, he couldn't afford to be such an expressive critic..Unable to
hold his breath or to quiet his miserable sobbing, Junior couldn't hear clearly enough to discern whether the sounds of the stalking sculpture were
real or imagined. He knew that they had to be imaginary, but he felt they were real..He sat on the edge of the bed and held her right hand. She had
passed away such a short time ago that her skin was still warm..Junior intended to add one stocky ghost to the party. Perhaps on a summer night in
years to come, at the edge of the light fall from his Coleman lantern, a fisherman would see a semitransparent Vanadium providing entertainment
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with an ethereal quarter..She strove to appear calm, and she must have succeeded, because neither woman seemed to realize that she was scared
almost to the point of paralysis. She moved woodenly, joints stiff, muscles tense..He squirmed deep under the covers, clamped a plump pillow over
his head to muffle the singing, and chanted, "Find the father, kill the son," until at last he fell exhausted into sleep.."At home," Otter said. It wasn't
a lie. He did have a pouch at home. He kept his fine-work tools and his bubble level in it. And he wasn't altogether lying about the wind. Several
times he had managed to bring a bit of magewind into the sail of a boat, though he had no idea how to combat or control a storm, as a ship's
weatherworker must do. But he thought he'd rather drown in a gale than be murdered in this hole..From the bathroom, Junior gathered an electric
razor and toiletries. He added these to the suitcases..Devil mountains, sacred islands, sacramental rivers and cities, Jesuits: These spiritual
references at every turn made Junior uneasy. This was a haunted night, no doubt about that. He wouldn't have been greatly surprised if he had
glanced at his rearview mirror and seen Thomas Vanadium's blue Studebaker Lark Regal closely tailing him, not the real car raised from Quarry
Lake, but a ghostly version, with the filthy-scabby-monkey spirit of the cop at the wheel, an ectoplasmic Naomi at his side, Victoria Bressler and
Ichabod and Bartholomew Prosser and Neddy Gnathic in the backseat: the Studebaker packed full of spirits like a bozo-stuffed clown car in a
circus, though there would be nothing funny about these revenge-minded spooks when the doors flew open and they came tumbling out..They
laughed and held hands. For the first time since Phimie's panicked phone call from Oregon, Celestina felt that everything would eventually be all
right again..A calico cat appeared at Tom's side, running, pacing him. Cats were witches' familiars. Good luck or bad, this cat?.His daughter, his
affliction, his millstone, granddaughter of the boil-giving voodoo Baptist ....In the distance, the clang of a trolley-car bell. Hard and clear in spite of
the muffling fog..The sound-suppressor didn't render the pistol entirely silent, but the three soft reports, each like a quiet cough muffled by a hand,
wouldn't have carried beyond the hallway..Both the red and the white wines were too cheap for Junior's taste' so he drank Dos Equis beer and got
two kinds of high by inhaling enough secondhand pot smoke to cure the state of Virginia's entire annual production of hams. Among the two or
three hundred partyers, some were tripping on some exhibited the particular excitability and talkativeness typical of cokeheads, but Junior
succumbed to none of these temptations. Self-improvement and self control mattered to him; he didn't approve of this degree of self indulgence..To
the alleyway again. Not through the clodhopper-cluttered gallery this time. Around the block at a brisk walk..The kitchen door stood open and full
of light, but he missed it by two feet. He felt along the back wall of the house, discovered the door casing and then the opening, probed with the
cane for the threshold, and stepped into the doorway..Commodified fantasy takes no risks: it invents nothing, but imitates and trivializes. It
proceeds by depriving the old stories of their intellectual and ethical complexity, turning their action to violence, their actors to dolls, and their
truth- telling to sentimental platitude. Heroes brandish their swords, lasers, wands, as mechanically as combine harvesters, reaping profits.
Profoundly disturbing moral choices are sanitized, made cute, made safe. The passionately conceived ideas of the great story-tellers are copied,
stereotyped, reduced to toys, molded in bright-colored plastic, advertised, sold, broken, junked, replaceable, interchangeable..Celestina looked out a
kitchen window and saw Agnes in the Lampion driveway, where the three-vehicle caravan was assembled. She was loading her station wagon..To
the phone, the police. No dial tone. Pointless to rattle the disconnect switch. The line had been cut..to believe that any man with such a hard gut
slung over his belt, with a bull neck.there in more genteel and gilded ages, and her flights of imagination sometimes acquired such vivid detail that
they were eerily like memories..If she'd connected with his left side, as she intended, she might have broken his arm or cracked a few ribs. But lie
saw the chair coming, and as agile as a base runner dodging a shortstop's tag, he turned away from her, taking the blow across his back..After
carrying the two pieces of luggage to the car in the garage, he returned to the study. He sat at the desk and examined the contents of the drawers,
then turned to the file cabinet.."Please just call me Tom. I've been forcibly retired from the Oregon State Police, with full disability because of this
face, so I'm not officially a detective anymore. Yet until Enoch Cain is behind bars, where he belongs, I'm not ready to be anything but a cop,
official or not.".Nolly, telling the story of his day's work, paused as the waiter delivered two orders of the crab-cake appetizer with mustard sauce.
"Nolly, Mrs. Wulfstan--enjoy!".She lived with her parents then. They had converted the dining room to a bedroom for her..Magically, a shiny
quarter appeared in Thomas Vanadium's right hand. It turned end over end, knuckle to knuckle, disappeared between thumb and forefinger, and
reappeared at the little finger, beginning its cross-hand journey once more.."Me, I don't like anything old. This White chick's got a weird thing for
old people, old buildings, old stuff in general. Like she doesn't realize she's young. You want to grab her, shake her, and say, 'Hey, let's move on,'
you know?".Symptoms of food poisoning usually appear within two hours of dining. The hideous intestinal spasms had rocked him at least six
hours after he'd eaten. Besides, if the culprit were food poisoning, he would have vomited; but he hadn't felt any urge to spew..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..Behind her, he said, "And is that my gray cardigan? What did you do to my cardigan?".Celestina stared
out for a moment, and then turned her head to look at Tom, with both the shade of the night and the sparkle of the metropolis still captured in her
eyes. "What was that all about?"
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