The Moral Obligation To Be Intelligent And Other Essays

THE MORAL OBLIGATION TO BE INTELLIGENT AND OTHER ESSAYS
Vanadium couldn't know the whereabouts of the quarter. Besides, even when he'd swung the lunch tray over Junior's lap, the detective hadn't been
close enough to pick the pocket of the robe..not yet acknowledged, when our flailing species briefly floats insensate between one desperate swim
and another..After coffee had been served, when Celestina and Wally were no longer the center of attention, he indicated the array of desserts with
his fork, smiled, and said, "I just want you to know, Celie, that these are sweets enough until we're married."."Couldn't carry these three ladies," he
said. "Svelte as they are, they still weigh more than a backpack.".He slept outdoors rarely and otherwise stayed in inexpensive motels,
boardinghouses, and YMCAs..No inquiring voice echoed off the passage walls, no accusatory shout. He was alone with the cadaver in this
mist-shrouded moment of the metropolitan night-but perhaps not for long,.When the third knave of spades appeared, Edom said to Maria, "What
kind of enemy does three in a row describe?".He knew the sermon, of course. The example of Bartholomew. The theme of chain-reaction in human
lives. The observation that a small kindness can inspire greater and ever-greater kindnesses of which we never learn, in lives distant both in time
and space.."All right," Celestina said, "yes, of course." She could see no harm in humoring Phimie. "Angel. Angel White. Now, you calm down,
you relax, don't stress yourself.".Junior poured half the vodka over the corpse, splashed some around other parts of the kitchen, and spilled the last
on the cook top, where it trickled toward the active burner. This was not an ideal accelerant, not as effective as gasoline, but by the time he threw
the bottle aside, the spirits found the flame..Ferocious pirates, ruthless secret agents, brain-eating aliens from distant galaxies, super criminals
hell-bent on ruling the world, bloodthirsty vampires, face-gnawing werewolves, savage Gestapo thugs, mad scientists, satanic cultists, insane
carnival freaks, hate-crazed Ku Klux Klansmen, knife-worshiping thrill killers, and emotionless robot soldiers from other planets had slashed,
stabbed, burned, shot, gouged, torn, clubbed, crushed, stomped, hanged, bitten, eviscerated, beheaded, poisoned, drowned, radiated, blown up,
mangled, mutilated, and tortured uncounted victims in the pulp magazines that Paul had been reading since childhood. Yet not one scene in those
hundreds upon hundreds of issues of colorful tales withered a corner of his soul as did a glimpse of Barty's empty sockets. The sight wasn't in the
least gory, nor even gruesome. Paul cringed and looked away only because this evidence of the boy's loss too pointedly made him think about the
terrible vulnerability of the innocent in the freight-train path of nature, and threatened to tear off the fragile scab on the anguish that he still felt over
Perri's death..Lipscomb said, "We're only two and a half blocks from the best Armenian restaurant in the city. I'll dash over there, bring back some
chilled bubbly and an early dinner, if you'll allow me."."Your dad didn't just like Christmas, he loved Christmas. He started planning for it in June.
If there wasn't already a Santa Claus, your father would have taken on the job.".Extracting documents from his valise, Vinnie said, "Well, I've no
right to talk. Food is my obsession. Look at me, so fat you'd think I'd been raised from birth for sacrifice.".Glorying in the cloudless day and the
warmer than usual weather, he drove seventy miles north, through phalanxes of evergreens that marched down the steep hills to the scenic coast.
All the way, he monitored the traffic in his rearview mirror. No one followed him..On the fourth floor, at Dr. Klerkle's suite, the hall door stood
ajar. Past office hours, the small waiting room was deserted..Leaving Spruce Hills, Junior thought he was putting distance between himself and his
enigmatic enemy, gaining time to study the county phone directory and to plan his continuing search if that avenue of investigation brought him no
success. Instead, he had walked right into his adversary's lair..At the bottom, the killer had pushed the cedar chest aside and clambered to his feet.
From out of his raveled Tutankhamen windings, he peered up at Paul and fired one shot without taking aim, almost halfheartedly, before
disappearing into the living room.."I'll never forget it," Dr. Salk promised. With his attention still on Perri's pictures, he said, "But I'm afraid you
give me far too much credit. I'm no superman. I didn't do the work alone. So many dedicated people were involved.".Escorting her home didn't
require either a car or a long walk, because she lived upstairs in the hotel where he'd had dinner. The top three floors of the building featured
enormous owner-occupied apartments..That evening, he was filled with a greater sense of adventure than he'd felt since arriving in the city from
Oregon. Consequently, he treated himself to three glasses of a superb Bordeaux and a filet mignon in the same elegant hotel lounge where he had
dined on his first night in San Francisco, almost three years earlier..The sedative was mild, but Phimie was asleep in mere minutes. She was
exhausted by her long ordeal and by her recent lack of sleep..Grimacing, she said, "I told the police about your disgusting little come--on with the
ice spoon.".Down the stairs, through the ground floor, quickly, soundlessly, breath held at times, listening for the other's breathing, listening for the
softest squeak of rubber-soled shoes, although the hard clack of cloven hoofs and a whiff of sulfur would not have been surprising. At last he went
to the kitchen, full circle from the shiny quarter on the breakfast table to the quarter again. No Cain..Coughing, spitting saliva that was bitter with
toxic chemicals, Paul followed her, slapping frantically at his clothes when fire singed his shirt..The diarrhea was over, finished, part of the past.
Long ago he had learned never to dwell on the past, never to be overly concerned about the worries of the present, but to be focused entirely on the
future. He was a man of the future..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..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..The receptionist, Rebecca, had stayed late, just to keep company with Barty in
the waiting room. As she settled into a chair beside the boy, he asked her if she knew what gravity was on Mars, and when she confessed
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ignorance, he said, "Only thirty-seven percent what it is here. You can really jump on Mars.".In Losen's service was a man who called himself
Hound, because, as he said, he had a nose for witchery. His employment was to sniff Losen's food and drink and garments and women, anything
that might be used by enemy wizards against him; and also to inspect his warships. A ship is a fragile thing in a dangerous element, vulnerable to
spells and hexes. As soon as Hound came aboard the new galley he scented something. "Well, well," he said, "who's this?" He walked to the helm
and put his hand on it. "This is clever," he said. "But who is it? A newcomer, I think." He sniffed appreciatively. "Very clever," he said.."Tame him
or bury him," said Losen, and turned to more important matters..The candlestick was gone. The pedestal on which it had stood now held a Griskin
bronze so devastatingly brilliant that one quick look at it would give nightmares to nuns and assassins alike..that he could not entirely analyze. Any
amateur magician-indeed, anyone willing to practice enough hours, magician or not-could master this trick. It was mere skill, not sorcery. "What
was your motive, Enoch?".The universe was vast and Barty small, yet the boy's immortal soul made him as important as galaxies, as important as
anything in Creation. This Agnes believed. She couldn't tolerate life without the conviction that it had meaning and design, though sometimes she
felt that she was a sparrow whose fall had gone unnoticed. Barty sat on the edge of the doctor's desk, legs dangling, holding Red Planet, his place
marked by an inserted finger..Barty wore elfin-size, knitted blue pajamas complete with feet, white rickrack at the cuffs and neckline, and a
matching cap. His white blanket was decorated with blue and yellow bunnies..In the bedroom, as he opened a suitcase on the bed, he saw the
quarter. Shiny. Heads-up. On the nightstand..Finished, she gave him a mirror, so he could admire his new bicuspid cap. After five years of
dentistry, paced so as not to tax Nolly's tolerance, Kathleen had done well what nature had done poorly, giving him a perfect bite and a supernatural
smile. This final cap was the last of the reconstruction..The water shut off, and Junior heard the ratcheting noise of a paper-towel dispenser.."I
didn't know it myself till I realized I was right in your neighborhood. I assumed your mother and Angel would be here, and I hoped you might be. If
I'm intruding-".Junior was vigilant. He took note of all those who approached the piano, whether they dropped money in the fishbowl or
not..Having anticipated a problem of one kind or another, Junior withdrew a packet of crisp new hundred-dollar bills from an inside jacket pocket.
The bank band still wrapped the stack, and on it was printed $10,000.."Mom always says that pigs will surely fly one day if ever Daddy chooses to
convince them that they've got wings.".RED SKY IN THE morning, sailors take warning; red sky at night, sailors delight..He threw away his
necktie, because in the elevator, on the way down from Renee's-or Rene's--penthouse, and again on the walk back to his apartment, he had
scrubbed his tongue with it. On further consideration, he threw away everything that he had been wearing, including his shoes..Frowning, Angel
studied the tasty strip of meat pinched between her fingers, reevaluating everything she thought she knew about the source of bacon..Also in the
drawer was a pistol that he kept for home defense. He stared at it, trying to decide whether to go downstairs and make a sandwich or kill
himself..Three minutes by car, maybe two without stop signs. He could just about run it as fast as drive it. He had a bit of a gut on him. He wasn't
the man he used to be. Ironically, however, after the coma and the rehab, he wasn't as heavy as he had been before Cain sunk him in Quarry
Lake..To Perri's bed, a journey of only a few steps, but farther than unwanted Rome. The carpet seeming to pull at his feet, to suck like mud under
his shoes. The air as thick as liquid in his resistant to his progress..In his voice, he heard a tremor that had nothing to do with the hideous deaths in
Effingham more than sixteen years previous.."Periodic violent emesis without an apparent cause can be one indication of locomotor ataxia, but
you've no other symptoms of it. I wouldn't worry about that unless this happens again.".She moved beside him. "For one minute, after her heart
stopped the first time, she wasn't here in St. Mary's, was she? Her body, yes, that was still here, but not Phimie.".WHEN A GLASS OF chilled
apple juice at dawn stayed on his stomach, Junior Cain was allowed a second glass, though he was admonished He was also given three
saltines..The moon shimmered, and the stars blurred-but only briefly, for her devotion to this boy was a fiery furnace that tempered the steel of her
spine and brought a drying heat to her eyes. Without Franklin Chan's full approval but with his complete understanding, Agnes took Barty home.
On Monday, they would return to Hoag Hospital, where Barty would receive surgery on Tuesday..Junior blinked and dared not speak, because he
didn't know any Bartholomew, and now he was certain the cop was weaving an elaborate web of deceit, setting a trap. Why would he have spoken
a name that meant nothing to him?.Junior was pleasantly surprised by his flexibility and by his audacity. He was, indeed, a new man, a daring
adventurer, and by the day he grew more formidable.."Now, I'm doubtless," Vanadium said, his voice returning to the uninflected drone that Junior
had come to loathe but that he now preferred to the unsettling voice of quiet passion. "No matter what the situation, no matter how knotty the
question, I always know what to do..At eleven o'clock Saturday morning, having just settled in the hotel after arriving from St. Mary's, they were
waiting for the SFPD to deliver suitcases of clothes and toiletries that Rena Moller, Celestina's neighbor, had packed according to her instructions.
While waiting, the three of them took an early lunch-or a late breakfast-at a room service table in the living room..Toward the front of the house,
along a hallway suddenly as dark as a tunnel, toward a vague light in the seething gloom. And here a window at the end of the hall.."It's a boy,"
Joey assured her, as though he had been given a vision. Thick blood sluiced across his lower lip, down his chin, bright arterial blood. "Baby, no,"
she pleaded..He had not heard the lawman rising up with malevolent intent, as he had imagined. The body had simply rolled off the backseat onto
the floor during the too-sharp 180-degree turn..Now, without realizing when it had happened, he had been lowered from his knees to his right side.
Head elevated and tilted by one of the paramedics. So he could expel the bile, the blood, rather than choke on it..He tucked his left arm tight against
his side and threw himself against the door. The obstructing furniture was heavy, but it moved an inch. If it would give one inch, it would give two,
so it wasn't immovable, and he was already as good as in there..Even as this news pleased Junior, it also saddened him. He was not merely interring
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a lovely wife, but also his first child. He was burying his family..Having been so wounded by one death, Celestina could not imagine how
Lipscomb could have survived the loss of his entire family. Pity knotted her heart and cinched her throat so that she spoke in little more than a
whisper: "Was that the American Airlines. . .".She figured that she could stay home, devoting herself to Barty, for perhaps three years before she
would be wise to find work..Shaking her head, Celestina said, "I can only pay for a studio apartment, something small.".At first, he couldn't gather
the nerve to return to the kitchen. He was crazily certain that in his absence, the dead detective would have risen and would be waiting for
him..Turning his patched eyes in the general direction of his mother, Barty said, "Oops."."He's crafty, you say. Can you use him?".Perhaps these
two months of frustration had brought him to this: hair-trigger nerves, fevered imagination, and anticipation distilled into dread.."All under here's
worked out long since" Licky said. And Otter had begun to be aware of the strange country under his feet: empty shafts and rooms of dark air in the
dark earth, a vertical labyrinth, the deepest pits filled with unmoving water. "Never was much silver, and the watermetal's long gone. Listen,
young'un, do you even know what cinnabar is?".In a sudden desperate burst of action, Junior tore at the dead man's closed hand, sprang open the
trap of fingers and palm-and did not find a quarter. Nor two dimes and a nickel. Nor five nickels. Nothing. Zip. Zero.."And in a lot of somewheres,"
said Barty, "things are worse for us than here. Some somewheres, you died, too, when I was born, so I never met you, either.".He hadn't seen
Thomas Vanadium since Monday, at the cemetery, and Vanadium hadn't pulled any tricks since leaving twenty-five cents at his bedside that same
night. Almost four days undisturbed by the hectoring detective. In matters Vanadium, however, Junior had learned to be wary, prudent..Over the
following hour, as Walter Panglo guided Jacob through the planning of the funeral, Jacob recounted the gruesome details of numerous airliner
crashes, shipwrecks, train collisions, coal-mine disasters, darn collapses, hotel fires, nightclub fires, pipeline and oil-well explosions,
munitions--plant explosions.....This wasn't the same Enoch Cain whom Vanadium had known three years ago in Spruce Hills. That man had been
utterly ruthless but not a wild, raging animal, coldly determined but never obsessive. That Cain had been too calculating and too self-controlled to
have been swept into the emotional frenzy required to produce this blood graffiti and to act out the symbolic mutilation of Bartholomew with a
knife..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.."Money's no object. I can afford
whatever you'd like to charge. And I'd be a diligent student.".As Junior blew his nose and blotted his eyes, Vanadium said, "I believe YOU actually
loved her in some strange way.".By mid-March, he had exhausted the possibilities of Bartholomew as a surname. By the time that he shot himself
in September, he had combed through the first quarter million listings in the directory in search of those whose first names were Bartholomew..The
moment he had seen the building in which Nolly maintained an office-an aged three-story brick structure in the North Beach district, a seedy strip
club occupying the ground floor-Junior knew he'd found the breed of snoop he needed. The detective was at the top of six flights of narrow
stairs-no elevator-at the end of a dreary hallway with worn linoleum and with walls mottled by stains of an origin best left unconsidered. The air
smelled of cheap disinfectant, stale cigarette smoke, stale beer, and dead hopes..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..AFTER UNDERGOING TESTS
for brain tumors or lesions, to ascertain whether his seizure of violent emesis might, in fact, have a physical cause, Junior was returned to his
hospital room shortly before noon..He did wonder why he had chosen this night of all nights to become even a more fearless adventurer, rather than
a month ago or a month hence. Instinct told him that he'd felt the need to test himself, that a crisis was fast approaching, and that to be ready for it,
he must be confident that he could do what had to be done when the crunch came. Slipping into sleep, Junior suspected that Prosser might have
been less lark than preparation.."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.".pending storm gathered as if called forth by a curse
cooked up from eye of newt, toe of frog, wool of bat, and tongue of dog..Tom Vanadium was no alarmist, and the most logical explanation came to
him first. Paul had wanted to learn how to roll a quarter across his knuckles, and in spite of being dexterously challenged, he practiced hopefully
from time to time. No doubt, he had sat at the table this morning--or even last evening, before bed-dropping the coin repeatedly, until he exhausted
his patience... So he calls it the King. If you find him his King, he'll treat you well. He's often here. Come on, I'll show you. Dog can't track till he's
had the scent.".The deejay announced song number four for the week: the Beatles' "She's a Woman." The Fab Four filled the Studebaker with
music..Maybe he went a little crazy then. He wouldn't deny a brief, transient madness..Chicane wasn't alone. Sparky Vox, the building
superintendent, approached behind him and hovered. Seventy-two yet as spry as a monkey, Sparky didn't walk so much as scamper like a
capuchin..Initially, the Pacific could not be seen beyond an opaque lens of fog, Yet later, when the mist retreated, the sea itself became a portent of
sightlessness: Spread flat and colorless in the morning light, the glassy water reminded her of the depthless eyes of the blind, of that terrible sad
vacancy where vision is denied..As though Amelia Earhart, the long-lost aviatrix, had reached out of her twilight zone and snared the two bits, no
tumbling coin glinted in the air above the desk..In spite of the bravado of the responses in Junior's unspoken half of the conversation, he was
increasingly unnerved by Vanadium. The cop was a lunatic, all right, but he was something more than a mere nut case..Tuesday morning, while he
showered with a swimming cockroach that was as exuberant as a golden retriever in the motel's lukewarm water, Junior vowed never to kill again.
Except in self-defense..The nurse led the way, while the orderly pushed the gurney from behind Barty's head..Putting an arm around Paul's
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shoulders, Dr. Salk walked with him along a street lined with eucalyptuses and Torrey pines, to a nearby pocket park. They sat on a bench in the
sunshine and watched duck waddle on the shore of a man-made pond..As if he sensed her reluctance to return to Dr. Chan, Barty had kept her
occupied with talk of the red planet as they approached the office building, had talked her off the street, along the driveway, and into a parking
space, where finally she relinquished the fantasy of an endless road trip. At 5:45, long past the end of office hours, Dr. Chan's suite was quiet..At
this extreme end of town, no streetlamps lit the pavement. With only moonlight to reveal him, he wasn't likely to be recognized if anyone happened
to glance out a window..Breath repeatedly catching in her throat, heart thudding, Agnes watched her son through the open car door..This
consequence of rape, the baby, was less baby to Celestina than cancer, a malignancy excised rather than a life delivered. She had been no more
impelled to study the child than she would have been, charmed to examine the glistening gnarls and oozing convolutions of a freshly plucked
tumor. Consequently, she could remember nothing of its squinched face..dropping on the conversation between Dr. Parkhurst and Vanadium, and
later failing and respond to Vanadium's pointed accusations, his deception would inevitably be read as an admission of guilt in the murder."If you
ranted at him about earthquakes, tornadoes, erupting volcanoes, and all that stuff, how could he mistake you for me?"."Yours is a harder job than
mine," Lipscomb told Grace, dandling Angel as he spoke. "I have no doubt of that.".When Junior complained of severe thirst, Victoria explained
that he was to have nothing by mouth until morning. He would be put on a liquid diet for breakfast and lunch. Soft foods might be allowable by
dinnertime tomorrow..When the police operator answered, Junior shrieked, "I've been shot! Jesus! Shot! Help me, an ambulance, oooohhhh shit!
Hurry!".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..The physician saw the look and understood it. A blush pinked his
long, pale face. "Celestina, you're quite beautiful, and I'm sure you've learned to be wary of men, but I swear that my intentions are entirely
honorable.".Bressler but no Vanadium. A girl named Angel. Something was wrong here. Something was rotten.."Nah. Every secret society has a
secret handshake. We'll have this instead." Her face was still close to his, and she rubbed noses with him..Worse, the vengeful and vicious bitch-or
bastard, whatever-evidently had made up vile stories about him, which on a slow evening she'd shared with Neddy, with the bartender, with anyone
who would listen. The staff of the lounge believed Junior was a dangerous sadist, No doubt she had concocted other lurid stories, as well, charging
him with everything from a degenerate interest in bodily wastes to the selfmutilation of his genitalia..Instead, her father asked, "Is this emotion
talking, Celie, or is this brain as much as heart?"
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