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The ghost cop was forty feet behind him, beyond ranks of other pedestrians, every one of whom might as well have been faceless now, smooth and
featureless from brow to chin, because suddenly Junior could see no countenance other than that of the walking dead man. The haunting visage
bobbed up and down as the grim spirit strode along, vanishing and reappearing and then vanishing again among all the bobbing and swaying heads
of the intervening multitudes..For two years, since finding the quarter in his cheeseburger, Junior had been searching for a metaphysics that he
could embrace, that squared with all the truths that he had learned from Zedd, and that didn't require him to acknowledge any power higher than
himself Here it was. Unexpected. Complete. He didn't fully understand the bit about monkeys and barrels, but he got the rest of it, and peace of a
sort descended upon him..He turned the knob. The door eased inward, but he pushed it open only a fraction of an inch.."July 14, 1960, in
Guatemala City, Guatemala, a fire in a mental hospital-two hundred twenty-five dead.".He'd been a godsend to Celestina, because his love of
children and a new sense of fun that he'd discovered in himself were showered on Angel. He was Uncle Wally. Waddling Wally, Wobbly Wally,
Wally Walrus, Wally Werewolf. Wally Wit Duh Funny Accents. Wiggle Eared Wally. Whistling Wally. Wrangler Wally. He was Good Golly
Wally the Friend of All Polliwogs. Angel adored him, adored him, and he could have loved her no more if she had been one of the sons that he had
lost. Overwhelmed by her classes, her waitressing job, her painting, Celestina could always count on Wally to step in to share the child rearing. He
wasn't merely Angel's honorary uncle, but her father in all senses except the legal and biological; he wasn't just her doctor, but a guardian angel
who fretted over her mildest fever and worried about all the ways the world could wound a child..In his mind, he carried a blueprint of the house
more precisely drawn than anything that might have been prepared by an architect. He knew the place to the inch, and he adjusted his pace and all
his mental calculations every month to compensate for his steady growth. So many paces from here to there. Every turn and every peculiarity of the
floor plan committed indelibly to memory. A journey like this was a complicated mathematical problem, but being a math prodigy, he moved
through his home almost as easily as when he had enjoyed sight..Stopping at the door without opening it, Vanadium turned to stare at Junior, but
said nothing..On Thursday, December 28, employing forged driver's licenses and social-security cards as identification, Junior opened small
savings accounts and also rented safe-deposit boxes for Pinchbeck and Gammoner at different banks with which he'd never previously done
business, using the mailing addresses that he'd established earlier..She remained fixated on the card that she had just dealt, and for a while she
didn't speak, as though the eyes of the paper knave held her in thrall. Finally she said, "Monster. Human monster.".And when she finally looked
directly at him, blinked at him, her lashes flicking off a spray of fine droplets, Agnes saw that Barty was dry. Not a single jewel of rain glimmered
in his thick dark hair or on the baby-smooth planes of his face. His shirt and sweater were as dry as if they had just been taken off a hanger and
from a dresser drawer. A few drops darkened the legs of the boy's khaki pants--but Agnes realized this was water that had dripped from her arm as
she'd reached across him to adjust the vent..This graciousness didn't free Paul to speak. Instead, he felt his throat thicken, trapping his voice more
tightly still..Earlier in the week, Junior had looked up Thomas Vanadium in the telephone directory. He expected the number to be unlisted, but it
was published. What he wanted more than a number was an address, and he found that as well..Requests for permission to make copies of any part
of the work should be mailed to the following address:.As Agnes slipped excess pillows out from behind him and eased him down into the covers,
Barty half woke, muttering about how the police were going to kill poor Lummox, who hadn't meant to do all that damage, but he'd been frightened
by the gunfire, and when you weighed six tons and had eight legs, you sometimes couldn't get around in tight places without knocking something
over..He loved Naomi, of course, and never could deny her. Although he had been especially sweet to her that night, if he had known that they
would have less than a year together before fate tore her from him, he might have been even sweeter..After a hesitation, she said, "You're the
boogeyman, except when I saw you, I was hiding under the bed where you're supposed to be.".the sentences. The substance of what she said and
the tone in which she said it were so perfect that it almost seemed as though an angel had relieved her of this burden by possessing her long enough
to help her son understand what must happen and why..During the first year of her illness, she had been slowly weaned off an iron lung. Until she
was seventeen, she required the chest respirator, but gradually gained the strength to breathe unassisted.."You're one to talk," Celestina said. "Who
was it told us they were sitting hand in hand on the front-porch swing.".The blinds were raised, the windows bare. Usually, she liked the smoky,
reddish-gold glow of the city at night, but this once it made her uneasy..MONDAY MORNING, January 17, Agnes's lawyer, Vinnie Lincoln, came
to the house with Joey's will and other papers requiring attention..Gradually, Agnes realized that this was not a prayer for the soul of a deceased
infant but for the survival of one still alive..Missing windshield. Considering that the space was pinched by the crumpled roof, however, and in
light of Agnes's pregnancy and imminent second-stage labor, the severe contortions involved in this extraction would be too dangerous..He
intended to mash the sole of Victoria's right shoe in the pat of butter and leave a long smear on the floor, as though she slipped on it and fell toward
the ovens..Into Barty's darkness came light that he had not sought. He saw his smiling Mary on his lap as she lowered her hands from his temples,
saw the faces of his family, the table set with Christmas decorations and many candles flickering..EARLY CHRISTMAS EVE, gallery brochure in
hand, Junior returned to his apartment, puzzling over mysteries that had nothing to do with guiding stars and virgin births..Few people will spend
the greater part of their youth in school, struggling to obtain the education required for a medical specialty, unless they have a passion to heal.
Franklin Chan was a healer, whose passion was the preservation of vision, and Agnes could see that his anguish, while a pale reflection of hers,
the-12-joys-of-christmas.pdf
Page 1/4

The 12 Joys Of Christmas

was real and deeply felt..He was nearly forty years old, and a life spent fearing nature could not be turned easily into a romance with her. Some
nights he still stared at the ceiling, unable to sleep, waiting for the Big One, and he avoided walks on the shore in respect of deadly tsunamis. From
time to time, he visited his brother's grave and sat on the grass by the headstone, reciting aloud the gruesome details of deadly storms and
catastrophic geological events, but he found that he had also absorbed from Jacob some of the statistics related to serial killers and to the disastrous
failures of manmade structures and machines. These visits were pleasantly nostalgic. But he always came with roses, too, and brought news of
Barty, Angel, and other members of the family. When Paul sold his house to move in with Agnes, Tom Vanadium settled into Jacob's former
apartment, now a fully retired cop but not yet ready to return to a life of the cloth. He assumed the management chores of the family's expanding
community work, and he oversaw the establishment of a tax-advantaged charitable foundation. Agnes provided a list of fine-sounding and
self-effacing names for this organization, but a majority vote rejected all her suggestions and, in spite of her embarrassment, settled on Pie Lady
Services..To the left, a door led to a back staircase, accessible with the special key already in his hand. To the right: a key-operated service elevator
for which he'd been provided a separate key.."You didn't at all," Dr. Salk assured him. "I need to talk to you. If you would give me a little of your
time...".He didn't realize he was swinging the candlestick at Vanadium's face until he saw the blow land. And then he couldn't stop himself from
swinging it yet once more..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..Although, to
her eyes, the natural world had an ominous cast this morning, she was also aware of its great beauty. She wanted Barty to store up every
magnificent vista, every exquisite detail..He felt some guilt at this-but only a little. His sister had done much for him; but jobless, ruled by his
obsessions, hobbled by too much of his father's dour nature, there wasn't a lot that he could do for her. Just this benign deceit with the cards..They
came to her, picked up the luggage that she had put down, and Edom said, "I'll drive.".In the gallery windows, eight of the nine sculptures were so
disturbing that many passersby, catching sight of them, blanched and looked away and hurried on. Not everyone can be a connoisseur..On Joey's
side, there was no family to provide help. His mother had died of leukemia when he was four. His dad, fond of beer and brawling--like father not
like son-was killed in a bar fight five years later. Without close relatives willing to take him in, Joey went to an orphanage. At nine he wasn't prime
adoption material-babies were what was wanted-and he'd been raised in the institution..Further preparation-the purchase of gold coins and
diamonds, the establishment of false identities-had to be delayed due to the hives. An hour short of dawn, Junior was awakened by a fierce itching
not limited to his phantom toe. His entire body, over every plane and into every crevice, prickled and tingled and burned as with fever-and
itched..Too rattled to want lunch at the St. Francis Hotel or anywhere else, Junior returned to his apartment..Nevertheless, when the points of
soreness in his brow and cheeks gradually grew worse, he stopped at a service station near Courtland, bought a bottle of Pepsi from a vending
machine, and washed down yet another capsule of antihistamines. He also took another antiemetic, four aspirin, and-although he felt no trembling
in his bowels-one more dose of paregoric..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..Celestina, the battering Baptist, back in action, came at him again. With one leg broken, another cracked, and the
stretcher bar splintered, the chair wasn't as formidable a weapon as it had been. She swung it, Junior dodged, she struck at him again, he juked, and
she reeled away from him, gasping.."I'm gifted to a small extent, and it's an unusual gift," he admitted. "Nothing world-shaking. More than
anything, really, it's a special perception I've been given. Angel's gift seems to be different from mine but related. In fifty years, she's the first I've
ever met who's somewhat like me. I'm still shaking inside from the shock of finding her. But please, let's save this for Bright Beach and a better
evening. You go down there tomorrow with Paul, okay? I'll stay here to look after Wally. When he's able to travel, I'll bring him with me. I know
you'll want him to hear what I have to say, too. Is it a deal?"."You remember things?" the girl asked, her fingertips still pressed lightly to his
cheek..No. Not exactly then. Not at the sight of the coin or the detective. He had felt this way at Vanadium's mention of the name that he, Junior,
had supposedly spoken in his nightmare..So Otter worked along with them with a clear head and an angry heart. They were in a trap. What's the use
of a gift of power, he thought, if not to get out of a trap?.Chase after her on foot. Shoot her in the car. Maybe. He'd have five rounds left if he used
one on the man, four on Bartholomew..Startled, Nolly checked his shirt pocket and withdrew a quarter. "It's not the same one."."I hope it was all
right I let him in, Mr. Cain." Sparky had a capuchin's overbite, too. "He told me it was an emergency.".Wally-Dr. Walter Lipscomb, who delivered
Angel and who became her godfather-never worried when the girl seemed to be developing too slowly, counseling that every child was an
individual, with his or her particular learning pace. Wally's double specialty--obstetrics and pediatrics-gave him credibility, of course, but Celestina
had worried, anyway..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..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..After tucking the flashlight under his belt, he grabbed the lip of the Dumpster with both hands. The metal was gritty, cold, and wet..No sign
of Vanadium. Some of the taller monuments offered hiding places on both sides of the cemetery road, as did the thicker trunks of the larger trees.."I
got to admit," Nolly said, "I'm surprised these little pranks have rattled him so deeply.".He had considered tracking down Celestina-and the bastard
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boy--prior to her exhibition. The alumni office of her college might be one route to her. And further inquiries in the city's fine-arts community
would no doubt eventually provide him with her address..With the successful consumption of the burger and with the addition of the third Sklent to
his collection, Junior felt more upbeat than he'd been in quite a while. Contributing to his better mood was the fact that he hadn't heard the phantom
singer in longer than three months, since the library in July..He didn't wonder about his sanity, either, as a less self-improved man might have done.
No madman strives to enhance his vocabulary or to deepen his appreciation for culture..By this time, Vinton had finished, commercials had run,
and the number-two song had started: "Come See About Me," by the Supremes..Refusing to give the cop the satisfaction of a reply to the news of
the unborn baby's paternity, Junior stared unwaveringly into the grave and said, "Whose funeral were you attending?".He kept a few paperbacks of
Caesar Zedd's work in the bathroom, so that time spent on the john wouldn't be wasted. Some or, his deepest insights into the human condition and
his best ideas for self-improvement had come in this place, where Zedd's luminous words seemed to shine a brighter light into his mind upon
rereading.."Wouldn't live in the Caribbean if you paid me," Bill said. "All that humidity. All those bugs."."I've seen them," Tom assured her. "My
dear, you've never smelled anything better than a field full of bacon vines."."Well, it still is to me. But what I've been wondering ... when you talk
about all the ways things are ... is there someplace where you don't have this problem with your eyes?".The toast now came to Celestina. "To
Phimie, who will be with me in memory every hour of every day for the rest of my life, until she is with me again for real. And to ... to this most
momentous day.".Unsupervised meditation without seed, in sessions longer than an hour, entails risk. To his horror, Junior would discover some of
the dangers in September.."Seems like," Vanadium agreed. "So a man like Cain obsesses on one thing after another-sex, money, food, power,
drugs, alcohol, anything that seems to give meaning to his days, but that requires no real self-discovery or self-sacrifice. Briefly, he feels complete.
However, there's no substance to what he's filled himself with, so it soon evaporates, and then he's empty again.".Several large Dumpsters hulked
nearby, dark rectangles less seen than suggested in the slowly churning murk, like forms in a dream, as ominous as graveyard sarcophaguses, each
as suitable for a musician's carcass as any of the others..According to his wristwatch, the time was 9:05 in the morning on this momentous day..In
the main room, on his way toward the front door, Junior saw Celestina White surrounded by adoring fatheads, nattering ninnies, dithering dolts,
saps and boneheads, oafs and gawks and simpletons. She was still as gorgeous as her shamelessly beautiful paintings. If the opportunity arose,
Junior would have more use for her than for her so called art..As impressed as Agnes had been with the sample orbs that she'd been shown, she
allowed no hope that the singular beauty of Barty's striated emerald-sapphire eyes would be re-created. Although the artist's work might be
exquisite, these irises would be painted by human hands, not by God's..After Victoria had departed, Junior lay smiling at the ceiling, floating on
Valium and desire. And vanity..By the time this operation concluded and the sulphurous Mr. Cain was brought to some form of justice, Simon
might have spent twenty or twenty-five percent of the fee that he'd collected from the liability settlement in the matter of Naomi Cain's death. The
attorney put a substantial price on his dignity and reputation..More likely than not, this was a lie, and the detective was, setting him up. Suddenly
Junior wished that he had denied dreaming..Never before had she put faith in any form of prognostication. In the whispery falling of those twelve
cards, however, she heard the faint voice of truth, not quite a coherent truth, not as clear a message as she might have wished, but a murmur that
she couldn't ignore..Agnes had struggled recently to find a way to explain to Barty that his uncles had lost their hope, to convey also what it meant
to live without hope-and somehow to tell the boy all this without burdening him, at such a young age, with the details of what his monstrous
grandfather, Agnes's father, had done to her and to her brothers. The task was beyond her abilities. The fact that Barty was a prodigy six times over
didn't make his mother's work easier, because in order to understand her, he would require experience and emotional maturity, not just
intellect..The odds against this phenomenal eleven-card draw must be millions to one, which seemed to give the predictions validity.."Get this
through your head, you shit-for-brains. I lost a daughter, a precious daughter, my Naomi, the light of my life.".Junior drove them a little crazy by
pretending not to understand their intent as they circled the issue like novice snake handlers warily looking for a safe grip on a coiled cobra..So
runs the water away..Focus. Get Ichabod all the way inside. Act now, think later. No, no, proper focus requires an understanding of the need to ize:
scrutinize, analyze, and prioritize. Get the bitch, get the bitch! Slow deep breaths. Channel the beautiful rage. A fully evolved man is self-controlled
and calm. Move, move, move!.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.."Do you
want me to call and confirm how Vanadium was harassing you up here?" asked Magusson..Yes, he suspected that he would require a great deal of
rest to prepare himself for this vixen. Even in her loose white uniform and stodgy rubber-soled shoes, she was an incomparably erotic figure. She
would be a lioness in bed.."The pepper tree had been whispering in the breeze, the roses nodding their bright heads. Now a stillness came into the
cemetery, as if rising from beneath the grass, from out of that city of the lost..scraps of night that have lingered long after dawn dart agitatedly in
and out of the tree, from branch to branch,.pistol that he'd purchased in late June. The city operated a program to melt confiscated and donated
weapons and to remake them into plowshares or xylophones, or into the metal fittings of hookah pipes..Junior had almost fumbled his fork when he
recognized the tune. His heart raced. His hands were suddenly clammy.."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,
the-12-joys-of-christmas.pdf
Page 3/4

The 12 Joys Of Christmas

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.".holding hands as they watched John Wayne in The Searchers, David Niven in Around the World in 80 Days. They were so
young then, sure they would live forever, and they were still young now, but for one of them, forever had arrived..Hound told his master that they
had the hexer in a safe place, and Losen said, "Who was he working for?"."Tom," Kathleen said, "I know why you became a cop, I guess. St.
Anselmo's Orphanage ... the murders of those children.".FOR THE BETTER PART of a week, on doctor's orders, Agnes avoided stairs. She took
sponge baths in the ground-floor powder room and slept in the parlor, on a sofa bed, with Barty nearby in a bassinet..Darkness, the one source of
childhood fear that most adults never quite outgrow, held no terror for Barty. Although for a while his bedroom featured a Mickey Mouse
night-light, the miniature lamp was there not to soothe the boy, but to quiet his mother's nerves, because she worried about him waking alone, in
blackness..When at last the caller spoke again, her voice sounded a kingdom away: "Will you tell Bartholomew ... ?".A moment later, in the
corridor, as Nolly locked the door to his suite, Kathleen linked her right arm through Vanadium's left. "Do I call you Detective Vanadium, Brother,
or Father?"."If there's a presentation, I assume then I'm the presentee," he said, taming his chair sideways to the table and taking her into his lap.
"Just remember, I never wear neckties.".Junior had the picture now. Clear as Kodachrome. Victoria was in a relationship, and she had come on to
him in the hospital not because she was looking for more action, but because she was a tease. One of those women who thought it was funny to get
a man's juices up and then leave him stewing in them..Either this chatterbox was at all times a babbling airhead or Junior particularly disconcerted
him..He would never allow himself to be bankrupted and made poor again. Never. His fortune had been won at enormous risk, with great fortitude
and determination. He must defend it at any cost..If this insurance payoff was not mere coincidence, if it was the wealth that had been foretold, then
how far behind the fortune did the knave travel? Years? Months? Days?.Junior hoped that he hadn't been betrayed by eyeshine in the fraction of a
second before he closed his eyes to slits..He felt for the railing. Grasped at the empty air only briefly. Found the handrail. He climbed to the
porch..She didn't hear gunfire this time, either, but the hard crack of splintering wood attested to the passage of at least two more bullets..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?"
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