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THE BOOK OF SPICE FROM ANISE TO ZEDOARY
According to his wristwatch, the time was 9:05 in the morning on this momentous day..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sometimes had duties to the flock that superseded all else..Shortly after six o'clock, Saturday morning, she stirred from a fretful dream and saw
Barty sitting up in bed, reading..Having settled on the sofa with Agnes and Barty, prepared to serve comfortably in the role of quiet observer, Edom
was alarmed to have suddenly become the subject of conversation. He was also alarmed to be called "son," because in his thirty-six years, the only
person ever to have addressed him in that fashion had been his father, dead for a decade yet still a terror in Edom's dreams..The third-floor
apartment directly over Enoch Cain's unit had been leased by Simon Magusson, through his corporation, ever since it became available in March of
'66, twenty-two months ago..Under other circumstances, Agnes might have blushed, but now her apparently irrational fear of too much life
insurance had been vindicated..At the grave, they arrived with red and white roses. Agnes carried the red, and Barty brought the white..As Tom
reached Celestina, she said, "Shots." She said, "Gunshots." She held the receiver in one hand and pulled at her hair with the other, as if with the
administration of a little pain, she might wake up from this nightmare. She said, "He's in Oregon.".It didn't seem to him to amount to much. It was
such an easy matter to him to make a silvery light shine in a dark room, or find a lost pin by thinking about it, or true up a warped joint by running
his hands over the wood and talking to it, that he couldn't see why they made a fuss over such things. But his father raged at him for his "shortcuts,"
even struck him once on the mouth when he was talking to the work, and insisted that he do his carpentry with tools, in silence..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..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 wanted to kill her. Kill him. Whatever. But he sensed that Renee knew more than a little about dirty fighting and that the outcome
of a violent confrontation would not be easy to predict.."I mean it. You have a lot of responsibilities here. Barty. Pie Lady Services. People who
depend on you. Friends who love you. When you came on board with me, mister, you bought into a whole lot more than you can walk away
from.".Knacker or Hisscus, or Nork, was talking about an offering, as though Naomi were a goddess to whom they wished to present a penance of
gold and jewels..Quick introductions were made in the process of moving from the porch to the foyer, and Agnes said, "Come on back to the
kitchen, I'm baking pies."."Thursday it is," he said, clearly delighted to be receiving only a third of the fair-market rental from his apartment..This
guy was spooky. Junior was beginning to think that the detective's unorthodox behavior wasn't a carefully crafted strategy, as it had first seemed,
but that Vanadium was a little wacky..Serving a formal dinner was Agnes's way of declaring-to herself more than to anyone else in attendance-that
the time had come for her to get on with life for Bartholomew's sake, but also for her own..Throughout lunch and, indeed, during his hours as an
outpatient at the hospital, Barty gave no indication that he understood the gravity of his situation. He remained cheerful, charming the doctors and
technicians with his sweet personality and precocious chatter..The reception still roared in both showrooms of the gallery. Legions of the
uncultured, taste-challenged in every regard except in their appreciation for hors d'oeuvres, yammered about art and chased their cloddish opinions
with mediocre champagne..Although, by unspoken agreement, they avoided any talk of loss and death, the mood remained grim. Angel sat in
thoughtful silence, pushing her food around her plate rather than eating it. Her demeanor intrigued Tom, and he noticed that it worried her mother,
who put a different interpretation on it than he did..Maria, however, lived comfortably with both the Catholicism and the occultism in which she
had been raised. In Hermosillo, Mexico, the latter had been nearly as important to the spiritual life of her family as had been the former.."Our little
girl's going to walk backward her whole life if you drive in reverse all the way to the hospital.".Angel, however, focused on a point in the air above
the table. Faint furrows marked her brow for a moment, but then the frown gave way to a smile..Tom knew only three of the eight. Grace White,
Angel, and Paul Damascus. The others were introduced quickly by Celestina. Agnes Lampion, their hostess. Edom and Jacob Isaacson, brothers to
Agnes. Maria Gonzalez, best friend to Agnes. And Barty..Either Obadiah intuited Agnes's fear or he was motivated by her kindness to reveal his
method, after all. "I'm embarrassed to say what you saw wasn't real magician's work. Crude deception. I chose the ace of diamonds exactly because
it represents wealth in fortune-telling, so it's a positive card that people respond well to. The ace with your boy's name was prepared beforehand,
inserted face up toward the bottom of the deck, so a middle cut wouldn't reveal it."."Can't change your own form, even seemingly?".He was a man
of medicine and science, who had been served well by hard logic and by an unwavering commitment to reason. He wasn't prepared easily to accept
the notion that logic and reason, while essential tools to anyone hoping to lead a full and happy life, were nevertheless sufficient to describe either
the physical world or the human experience..The Finder.Vanadium nodded. "And I'd like to hear about Cain's reactions in more detail. I've read
your reports, of course, and they've been thorough, but necessarily condensed. There'll be lots of subtleties that only reveal themselves in
conversation. Often, the apparently insignificant details are the most important to me when I'm devising strategy.".Yet had the obstacles been piled
twice as high, the time had come to put into words what they felt for each other and to decide what they intended to do about it. Celestina knew that
in depth and intensity, as well as in the promise of passion, Wally's love for her equaled hers for him; out of respect for her and perhaps because the
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sweet man doubted his desirability, he tried to conceal the true power of his feelings and actually thought he succeeded, though in fact he was
radiant with love. His once-brotherly kisses on the cheek, his touches, his admiring looks were all still chaste but ever more tender with the passage
of time; and when he held her hand-as in the gallery this evening-whether as a show of support or simply to keep her safely beside him in a
crosswalk on a busy street, dear Wally was overcome by a wistfulness and a longing that Celestina vividly remembered from Junior high school,
when thirteen-year-old boys, their gazes filled with purest adoration, would be struck numb and mute by the conflict between yearning and
inexperience. On three occasions recently, he seemed on the brink of revealing his feelings, which he would expect to surprise if not shock her, but
the moment had never been quite right..AS THE WULFSTAN PARTY was being seated at a window table, slowly tumbling masses of cottony fog
rolled across the black water, as if the bay had awakened and, rising from its bed, had tossed off great mounds of sheets and blankets.."Oh, that's
me, all right. I'm on the FBIs most-wanted list for criminal pie jostling.".Thunder less distant now. Around her-the crackle of police radios, the
clang of tools being readied, the skirl of a stiffening wind. Dizzying, these sounds. She couldn't shut her ears against them, and when she closed her
eyes, she felt as though she were spinning..Rena was cheerful, short, and solid. Her waist measurement must have been two-thirds her height, and
she favored floral dresses that emphasized her girth. With a German accent and in a voice that always seemed about to dissolve in a great gale of
mirth, she said, "Madchen lieb, you look like a Christmas candle to me.".At the foot of the bed: a cedar chest. Four feet long, two feet wide,
perhaps three high. Brass handles..Outside, he turned to look at the display windows. He expected to see the candlestick, supernaturally apparent
only from this side of the glass, but it wasn't there. Throughout the autumn, Junior read book after book about ghosts, poltergeists, haunted houses,
ghost ships, s?ances, spirit rapping, spirit manifestation, spirit writing, spirit recording, trance speaking, conjuration, exorcism, astral projection,
Ouija-board revelation, and needlepoint..Some information she'd withheld from him: that the cancer might already have spread, that he might still
die even after his eyes were removed-and that if it hadn't yet spread, it might soon do so..She hadn't looked up from her sketching. Although Junior
thought she hadn't seen him, she'd apparently been aware of him all along.."If I had a wife, she wouldn't feel too lucky. I'm not of the persuasion
that wants a wife, dear.".Junior could almost feel sorry for this sad, stocky, haunted detective, deranged by years of difficult public service..Tom
didn't know what to make of this bit of information, so he said, "That's a lot.".Perhaps these two months of frustration had brought him to this:
hair-trigger nerves, fevered imagination, and anticipation distilled into dread..Still seeking some missing fact, some insight that would help him
understand the maniac's Bartholomew obsession, Tom asked more questions until Celestina suddenly realized and revealed what might be the
information that he sought: Cain's perverse insistence on playing the reverend's taped rough draft of "This Momentous Day" throughout his long
assault on her sister..Barty set one other rule: "Without dying first ... and you have to be sure you can get back.".His artificial eyes were almost a
month old. He'd been through surgery to have the eye-moving muscles attached to the conjunctiva, and everybody told him that the look and
movement were absolutely real. In fact, they had told him this so often, in the first week or two, that he became suspicious and figured that his new
eyes were totally out of control and spinning like pinwheels..As Joey opened the driver's door and got in behind the steering wheel, he said,
"Okay?"."Yes. In syrup form. It's a good item for your home medicine chest, in case your child ever swallows poison and you need to purge it from
him quickly.".Handing Angel to Grace, Lipscomb said, "I own some investment properties. There's a two-bedroom unit available in one of
them."."It's an uncommon reaction," the physician acknowledged, "but not so uncommon as to be rare.".Hope, on many wings, hovered all around
the physician, but he was afraid to let it roost.."That would be wrong. A diary's private." He supposed that to a detective nothing was sacred, but he
was nonetheless a little shocked that Vanadium needed to ask that question..Not that she ever gave any indication that her brothers were other than
a source of pride for her. She treated them always with respect, tenderness, and love-as if unaware of their shortcomings..Startled, he snatched his
hand back. The object fell, ringing faintly against the pavement..Holding a shaker in each hand, Tom walked them forward, causing them to
diverge slightly at first, but then moving them along exactly parallel to each other..Tom caused less of a stir in the restaurant than Kathleen had
expected. Other diners noticed him, of course, but after one or two looks of shock or pity, they appeared indifferent, though this was undoubtedly
the thinnest pretense of indifference. The same quality in him that elicited deferential regard from the waiter apparently ensured that others would
be courteous enough to respect his privacy..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..With some
sharp instrument, probably a knife, Cain had stabbed and gouged the red letters, working on the wall with such fury that two of the Bartholomews
were barely readable anymore. The Sheetrock was marked by hundreds of scores and punctures..But he was more than she had ever imagined her
boy to be, more than merely a prodigy..Junior had almost fumbled his fork when he recognized the tune. His heart raced. His hands were suddenly
clammy..This house was similar to the Kleftons'. Though stucco rather than clapboard, it had gone a long time without fresh paint. A crack in one
of the front windows had been sealed with strapping tape.."Joey was, after all, an insurance broker," Vinnie reminded her. "He was going to look
out for his family.".Edom and Jacob arrived, dinner was served, and while the food was wonderful, the conversation was better-even though the
twins occasionally shared their vast knowledge of train wrecks and deadly volcanic eruptions. Paul didn't contribute much to the talk, because he
preferred to bask in it. If he hadn't known any of these people, if he had walked into the room while they were in the middle of dinner, he would
have thought they were family, because the warmth and the intimacy-and in the twins' case, the eccentricity-of the conversation were not what he
expected of such newly made friends. There was no pretense, no falsity, and no avoidance of any awkward subject, which meant there were
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sometimes tears, because the death of Reverend White was such a fresh wound in the hearts of those who loved him. But in the healing ways of
women that remained mysterious to Paul even as he watched them do."That would be John George Haigh," Agnes said, checking Barty's diaper
before nestling him tenderly in the crook of her arm..Tom Vanadium was too unnerved by the Cain scare to be interested in the newspaper
anymore. The strong black coffee, superb before, tasted bitter now..An outrageously sexy redhead hit on him as he selected from an array of
bomb-shaped canapes on a tray held by a waiter dressed as a ragged and soot-smeared blast survivor. Myrtle, the redhead, preferred to be called
Scamp, which Junior entirely understood. She wore a DayGlo green miniskirt, a spray-on white sweater, and a green beret..For a moment, Junior
drew a blank on Renee. Reluctantly, he trolled the past and fished up the painful memory: the gorgeous transvestite in the Chanel suit, heir or
heiress to an industrial-valve fortune..Certain that he was overreacting, Tom nevertheless left the kitchen as a cop, not a priest, would leave it:
staying low, knife thrust in front of him, clearing the doorframe fast..She lost track of him. Fear knocked, knocked, on the door of her heart,
because she was sure that he had vanished the way ships supposedly disappeared in the Bermuda Triangle..do further testing, of course, but not
until he's been stabilized at least twelve hours. Personally, I don't think we'll find any physical cause. Most likely, this was psychological-acute
nervous emesis, caused by severe anxiety, the shock of losing his wife, seeing her die.'.Agnes invited everyone to stay for dinner. The pies were no
sooner finished than large cook pots, saucepans, colanders, and other heavy artillery were requisitioned from the Lampion culinary arsenal..Barty,
didn't watch much television. He'd been up late enough to see Red Skelton only a few times, but that comedian always drew gales of laughter from
him..A sudden cold breeze blew down out of the moon, bearing a faint alien scent, and the black boughs of the trees billowed and rustled like
witches' skirts..As to the distressing matter of Seraphim's daughter, Junior at first decided to return to San Francisco to torture the truth out of Nolly
Wulfstan. Then he realized that he'd been referred to Wulfstan by the same man who had told him that Thomas Vanadium was missing and was
believed to be Victoria Bressler's killer..At the top of the candlestick, the drip pan and the socket were marked by a wine-red drizzle. The color of
well-aged bloodstains..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.".According to the cards, Barty would be rich financially, but also in talent, spirit, intellect. Rich in
courage and honor, Maria promised. With a wealth of common sense, good judgment, and luck..He had not yet disposed of her personal effects. In
the dark, he went to the dresser, opened a drawer, and found a cotton sweater that she had worn recently.."You did just fine, Tom, just fine," Agnes
said in a consoling tone that she might have used with a boy whose performance, at a piano recital, had been earnest but undistinguished. "We were
all quite impressed.".I also wanted information on various things that had happened back then, before Ged and Tenar were born. A good deal about
Earthsea, about wizards, about Roke Island, about dragons, had begun to puzzle me. In order to understand current events, I needed to do some
historical research, to spend some time in the Archives of the Archipelago..Junior was starving, but he didn't trust his bowels enough to risk dinner
in a restaurant. The affliction seemed to have passed, but it might recur when he had food in his system again..On the afternoon of November ninth,
when Paul and Barty were with her, reminiscing, and Angel was in the kitchen, getting drinks for them, his mother gasped and stiffened.
Breathless, she paled past chalk, and when she could breathe and speak again, she said, "Get Angel now. No time to bring the others.".Those
words, in a vertiginous spiral, spooled through the memory tapes in Junior's mind, as clear and powerfully affecting-and every bit as alarming-as
the memory flash of the ordeal in the Dumpster. He couldn't recall where he'd heard them, who had spoken them, but revelation trembled
tantalizingly along the rim of his mind.."Some men," she said, "wouldn't be able to sustain desire when their hands touched my back. I'll understand
if you're one of them. It's not beautiful to the eye, and rough as oak bark to the touch. That's why I brought you here, so you'd know this before you
consider where you want to go from ... where we are now.".According to the brief biographic note with the picture, Celestina White was a graduate
of San Francisco's Academy of Art College. She had been born and raised in Spruce Hills, Oregon, the daughter of a minister..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?".Finished, Joshua excused
himself and went down the hall to his office. He was gone perhaps five minutes, and when he returned, he sent Barty off to the waiting room,
where the receptionist kept a jar of lemon- and orange-flavored hard candies. "A few of them have your name on 'em, Bartholomew."."I'm not. I'm
just going to be the conscience that Enoch Cain seems to have been born without.".He half expected to hear Thomas Vanadium in the distance,
softly singing "Someone to Watch over Me.".Designed by Linda Lockowitz Text set in Adobe Jenson First edition ACBGIKJHFDB.Sheena
Hackachak, at forty-four, was more beautiful than any current movie star. She looked twenty years younger than her true age, and she so resembled
her late daughter that Junior felt a rush of erotic nostalgia at the sight of her..The floor of the spacious bathroom featured beige marble tiles with
diamond-shaped inlays of black granite. The countertop and the shower stall were fabricated from matching marble, and the same marble was
employed in the wainscoting..As soon as he was alone, however, Junior yearned for the nurse to return. Alone, he felt vulnerable, threatened..From
the chair in the comer, where Agnes sat, it seemed that Joshua took an inordinately long time on what was usually a quick examination. Worry so
weighed on her that the physician's customary thoroughness seemed, this time, to be filled with dire meaning..Thereafter, Junior managed to drive
four miles before he was forced to pull off the road at another service station, after which he felt that his ordeal might be over. But less than ten
minutes later, he settled for more rustic facilities in a clump of bushes alongside the highway, where his cries of anguish frightened small animals
into squeaking flight..Although Paul had seen Tom Vanadium's clever coin trick, he didn't understand the rest of their conversation, and he
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assumed that for everyone else-except Angel's mother-it was equally impenetrable. But taking their clue from the risen Celestina, all those present
had fallen silent..When the convulsive seizure passed, as he collapsed back on the spattered pillow, shuddering at the stench rising from his
hideously fouled clothes, Junior was suddenly struck by an idea that was either."You'd never cheat me. I know you. We'd have Christmas twice a
year and parties for half birthdays.".Everyone regarded him expectantly, as if there would be more magic, as if flipping a coin into another reality
was something you saw every week or two on the Ed Sullivan Show, between the acrobats and the jugglers who could balance ten spinning plates
on ten tall sticks simultaneously..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?.He was so innocent. This sweet boy, this pure and stainless infant, couldn't possibly have
an enemy in the world, and she could not imagine any son of hers earning enemies, not if she raised him well. This was just a silly card
reading..nonetheless. The rapist's curse. Healthy, but healthy at the expense of Phimie..Only two explanations occurred to him. First, bureaucracies
slavishly follow the rules even when the rules make no sense. Second, the Ugliest Private Detective in the World, Nolly Wulfstan, was an
incompetent dunce..She figured that she could stay home, devoting herself to Barty, for perhaps three years before she would be wise to find
work..When he was baking, the world seemed to be a less dangerous place. Sometimes, making a cake, he forgot to be afraid..Nevertheless, Junior
was thrilled to hear the name Bartholomew, and to know that the boy of whom Celestina spoke was the Bartholomew of Bartholomews, the
menacing presence in his unremembered dream, the threat to his fortune and future that must be eliminated..Celestina slammed the door, pressed
the lock button in the knob, shoved-rocked-muscled the dresser in front of the door, astonished by her own strength, and heard Angel speaking into
the phone: "Mommy's moving furniture.".In agreement, Maria pushed the stack of unused cards aside, and she peered at her hands as if she wanted
to scrub them for a long time under hot water..The street in front of the gallery was as flooded by a sea of fog as the alleyway at the back. The
headlights of passing traffic probed the gloom like beams from deep-salvage submersibles at work on the ocean floor..At the end, with the salt Tom
and the pepper Tom standing side by side in their different but parallel worlds, Maria said, "Seems like science fiction."."That was five years ago.
After more surgeries than I care to remember, I was left with these." He raised his goblin hands again. "There's pain in humid weather, less when
it's dry. I can take care of myself, but I'll never be a card mechanic again ... or a magician.".Junior didn't want an apology. The offer of a free
lunch-or an entire week of lunches-didn't charm a smile from him. He had no interest in taking home a free apple pie.."So where he threw the
quarter," Barty said, as Angel listened intently and nodded her head, "wasn't really into Gunsmoke, 'cause that's not a place, it's just a show. See,
maybe he threw it into a place where I'm not blind, or into a place where he doesn't have that messed-up face, or a place where for some reason you
never came here today. There's more places than anybody could ever count, even me, and I can count pretty good. That's what you feel, right-all the
ways things are?".Fear of the unknown is a weakness, for it presumes dimensions to life beyond human control. Zedd teaches that nothing is
beyond our control, that nature is just a mindlessly grinding machine with no more mysteries in it than we will find in applesauce..This saving spirit
retreated, and in his place came a young paramedic in a black-and-yellow rain slicker over hospital whites. "Just want to be sure there's no spinal
injury before we move you. Can you squeeze my hands?".When the pianist eventually launched into "Someone to Watch over Me," he didn't
appear to be responding to a request, considering that a few other numbers had been played since the most recent gratuity. The tune was, after all,
in his nightly repertoire..He had considered tracking down Celestina-and the bastard 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..His
precious wife had fallen from the tower and died only hours before this girl was born. This girl ... this vessel..Another small pane of glass burst. A
dismaying crack of wood. His back to her, the maniac raged at the window with the snarling ferocity of a caged beast..Standard decks of playing
cards are machine packed, always in the same order, according to suits. You can absolutely count on the fact that each deck you open will be
assembled in precisely the same order as every other deck you have ever opened or ever will open..Yet the coin was as real as dead Naomi broken
on the stony ridge at the foot of the fire tower.."Shape-taking?".He had bribed a parking attendant to keep his Mercedes at the curb in a valet zone,
in front of a nearby restaurant, so it would be instantly available when needed. He could also leave the car and follow Celestina on foot if she chose
to stroll home from here..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..In the
kitchen, Barty sat at the table, and Paul's heart pinched at the sight of the boy in padded eyepatches..hooves. This was no demon child. Its father's
evil was'nt visibly reflected in its small.If the ace of diamonds, in quartet, must be taken seriously, then why not the rest of the draw?
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