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THE SUMMER SOLSTICE
Turning in circles, he tipped his head back, presenting his face to the streaming sky, laughing..She removed a temporary cap from the second
bicuspid on the lower left side and replaced it with the porcelain cap that had been delivered by the lab that morning..All windows opening onto the
fire escape featured a laminated sandwich of glass and steel-wire mesh to prevent easy access by burglars. Tom Vanadium knew all the tricks of the
best B-and-E artists, but he didn't need to break in order to enter here..To celebrate, upon leaving the gallery, he went to the coffee shop in the
Fairmont Hotel, atop Nob Hill, determined to have a beer and a cheeseburger..she'd crossed herself during Edom's rant about the Tri-State Tornado
of 1925. Then, she'd been warding off bad fortune; now, with a smile and a look of wonder, she was acknowledging the grace of God, which,
according to the cards, had been settled generously on Bartholomew..To achieve certain narrative effects, I've fiddled slightly with the floor plan
and the interior design of St. Mary's Hospital in San Francisco. In this story, the characters who work at St. Mary's are fictional and are not
modeled after anyone on the staff of that excellent institution, either past or present..After just twenty-one days, the boy's adaptation to blindness
was amazing but clearly the gathered audience stood in anticipation of something more remarkable than his unhalting progress and unerring sense
of direction..On October 15, Junior acquired a third Sklent painting: The Heart Is Home to Worms and Beetles, Ever Squirming, Ever Swarming,
Version 3..Most likely, if Victoria was entertaining, the visitor's car would have been parked in the driveway..Eventually he approached the door
between the dining room and the kitchen. He paused there, listening.."Tragic. Her string's been cut too soon. Her music's ended prematurely,"
Junior said, feeling confident enough to dish a serving of the maniac cop's half-baked theory of life back to him. "There's a discord in he universe
now, Detective. No one can know how the vibrations of that discord will come to affect you, me, all of us.".He reached the end of the alleyway,
stumbled into the stream of pedestrians, nearly knocked over an elderly Chinese man, turned, and discovered ... no Vanadium..But first, March 23:
the bad date with Frieda Bliss, and what he discovered in his apartment when he came home that night..Those who had just met her and those who
were overly charmed by eccentricity called her Seraphim, her name complete. Her teachers, neighbors, and casual acquaintances called her Sera.
Those who knew her best and loved her the most deeply--like her sister, Celestina called her Phimie..His inner turmoil boiled ever more fiercely,
and the external evidence of it grew more obvious. In the cool air of the fading afternoon, he perspired as profusely as a man already being strapped
into an electric chair; it streamed, gushed. He shook, shook, and he was half convinced that he could hear his bones rattling together like the shells
of hard-boiled eggs in a rolling cook pot..Having used his body as a clapper in the bell of the Dumpster, Junior had struck a loud reverberant note
that tolled like a poorly cast cathedral bell, echoing solemnly off the walls of the flanking buildings, back and forth through the fogbound night..In
a state of wonderment that was laced with dread rather than delight, he looked up from the quarter, seeking an explanation from Vanadium,
expecting to see that anaconda smile.."No. But I'm sure as can be, the kid is better off undiscovered by the likes of him."."Mr. Magusson, you once
told me that if Detective Vanadium ever bothered me again, you'd have his choke chain yanked. Well, I think you need to talk to someone about
that.".He woke several times that night, instantly alert for a ghostly serenade, but he heard no otherworldly crooning..The Bones of the Earth.Junior
suspected that no one other than this man's mother called him Tom. He was probably "Detective" to some and "Vanadium" to most who knew
him..He knew that he needed to get a grip on himself. But he could not keep his breathing slow and deep, couldn't remember any of Zedd's other
foolproof methods of self-control, couldn't recall a single useful meditative technique.."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.".As the fragrances of
wet wool and sodden denim rose from her sweater and jeans, Agnes switched on the heater and angled the vanes of the middle vent toward Barty.
"Honey, turn that other vent toward yourself.".When the two vertical panes of the casement window were still less than seven inches apart, they
stuttered. The mechanism produced a dismal grinding rasp that sounded like a guttural pronunciation of the problem itself, c-c-c-corrosion, and
seized up..For each of them, Agnes put one scoop of vanilla ice cream in a tall glass of root beer, and after changing quickly into their pajamas,
they sat together in Barty's bed, enjoying their treats, while she read aloud the last sixty pages of Starman Jones..The patches were held by the same
two elastic strips, so Barty flipped up both at the same time..Although he found Magusson's face sufficiently disturbing that he avoided looking at it
more than necessary, and though Magusson's bulging eyes were so moist with bitterness and with need that they inspired nightmares, Junior shifted
his gaze from his half-numb hands to his attorney. "Luck? I lost my wife. And my unborn baby.".After supper in a roadside diner, Paul returned to
his room and studied a tattered map of the western United States, the latest of several he'd worn out over the years. Depending on the weather and
the steepness of the terrain, he might be able to reach Spruce Hills, Oregon, in ten days..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..He prepared his knives and
guns. Blades and bullets. Fortune favors the bold, the self-improved, the self-evolved, the focused..If the detective believed that Seraphim had been
raped, his natural desire to exact vengeance for his friend's daughter might motivate him to commit the relentless harassment that Junior had
endured now for four days..Junior found no answers before the owner of the diner blocked him from proceeding out of the kitchen into the
storeroom and the service alley beyond. Simultaneously sweating and chilled, Junior cursed him, and the confrontation became ugly..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..NORTHBOUND ON THE coastal highway, headed for Newport Beach, Agnes saw bad omens, mile after
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mile..Since the cops believed that Junior accidentally shot himself while searching for a nonexistent burglar, he was already in their book as an
idiot. If he tried to explain how Vanadium had tormented him with the quarter, and how a quarter turned up, of all places, in his cheeseburger, they
would figure him for a hopeless hysteric..The shakes returned, became more violent than previously--and then once more passed..For eight nights
thereafter, Agnes padded the floor with folded blankets on both sides of the boy's bed, insurance against a middle-of-the-night fall. On the eighth
morning, she discovered that Barty had returned the blankets to the closet from which she'd gotten them. They were not jammed haphazardly on the
shelves-the sure evidence of a child's work-but were folded and stacked as neatly as Agnes herself would have stored them..When he woke, he was
in a hospital bed, his upper body slightly elevated. The only illumination was provided by a single window: an ashen light too dreary to be called a
glow, trimmed into drab ribbons by the.Her voice was flat and a little hard. Another man might have mistaken her tone for disapproval, for
impatience, even for quiet anger..If not for Celestina's slutty little sister, Bartholomew would not exist. No threat. Junior's life would be different,
better..Usually, he remained still, tense, listening, until enough silence convinced him that the sounds he'd heard had been in the dream, not in the
real world. If silence didn't settle him, he went into the living room, only to discover that she was always where he had left her, fork-and-fan-blade
face wrenched in a soundless scream..Instruction in Braille wasn't recommended for three-year-olds, but an exception was made in this case. Agnes
arranged to have Barty receive a series of lessons, although she suspected that he'd absorb the system and learn to use it in one or two
sessions.."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?".-Dumpsters and delivery trucks hulked against the building walls. Steam billowed out of street grates. The gray
shadows were no longer disturbed by a running shade in a tweed sports jacket..Through the cacophony of shattering glass, splintering wood, and
cracking plaster, Paul heard the hard roar of an engine, the blare of a horn, and suspected what must have happened. Some drunk or reckless driver
had crashed at high speed into the parsonage..Frustrated on many levels, Junior hurried to a parking lot one block from the detective's office, where
he'd left his new Chevrolet Impala convertible. This Chinese-red machine was even more beautiful when wet with rain than it had looked polished
and pristine on the showroom floor..The corroded casement-operating mechanism began to give way, as did the hinges, and the window sagged
outward..Abruptly, without a cannonade of thunder, without artillery strikes of lightning, the storm broke. As loud as marching armies, rain
tramped across the roof.."Loved her? Of course I loved her. Naomi was beautiful and so kind ... and funny. She was the best ... the best thing that
ever happened to me.".With his bent thumb against the crook of his forefinger, he flipped the quarter. Even as the coin snapped off the thumbnail
and began to stir the air, Tom flung up both hands, fingers spread to show them empty and to distract. Yet on a second look, the coin was not
airborne as it had seemed to be, no longer spinning-wink, wink-before their dazzled eyes. It had vanished as though into the payment slot of an
ethereal vending machine that dispensed mystery in return..In the execution, he was likewise scrupulous, for he didn't want the grownups to see
what Angel saw; he preferred they believe it was sleight of hand-or magic. After the usual moves, he briefly closed his right hand around the coin,
then with a snap of his wrist, flung it at Angel, simultaneously distracting with flourishes aplenty..Dinner was available in the lounge. Junior
enjoyed a superb filet mignon with a split of fine Cabernet Sauvignon..Too late for interrogation now, with Vanadium bludgeoned into eternal
sleep and resting under many fathoms of cold bedding..Strangely, as sometimes happened in this room, his missing toe itched. There was no point
in removing his shoe and sock to scratch the stump, because that would provide no relief. Curiously, the itch was in the phantom toe itself, where it
could never be scratched..EARTHSEA.Hesitantly, the ivory tickler shook hands. "I'm ... uh ... I'm Ned Gnathic. Everyone calls me
Neddy."."You're all right, we've got you now." His soft yet reverberant voice was so unearthly that his words seemed to convey an assurance more
profound and more comforting than their surface meaning..Junior had left the front door locked, because if unlocked, it would look as though he
had wanted to facilitate their entry, and it would make them suspicious of the whole scenario.."Thank you, Dr. Lipscomb. I'll keep track of what
you're losing every month, and someday I'll pay it back to you.".Junior thought he was alone, but just when he felt capable of summoning the
energy to shift to a more comfortable position, he heard a man clear his throat. The phlegmy sound had come from beyond the.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..He wanted to say: The vain, power-mad politicians who milk cheers from ignorant crowds, the sports stars and preening actors who
hear themselves called heroes and never object, they should all wither with shame at the mention of your name. Your vision, your struggle, the
years of grueling work, your enduring faith when others doubted, the risk you took with career and reputation--it's one of the great stories of
science, and I'd be honored if I could shake your band..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 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..He knew for a
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fact that Seraphim had died in childbirth. He had seen the gathering of Negroes at her funeral in the cemetery, the day of Naomi's burial. He had
heard Max Bellini's message on the maniac cop's Ansaphone..Uncommonly healthy, he didn't suffer croup, flu, sinusitis, or most of the ailments to
which other children were vulnerable.."Wouldn't dream of asking you to make it a habit. Just this one time. If anguish, why not guilt?".Alone,
Junior sat in the breakfast nook with a pot of coffee and an entire Sara Lee chocolate fudge cake..He thought he heard the tick-scrape-rattle-clink of
Industrial Woman on the prowl. In the living room. Now the hall. Approaching..altogether by taking slow deep breaths, slow deep breaths, and by
remembering that each of us has a right to be happy, to be fulfilled, to be free of fear..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..One
moment, girl and yellow vinyl ball. The next moment, gone as if they'd never been..Indeed, he would get through the rest of 1965 without resorting
to another homicide. The nonfatal shooting in September would be regrettable, quite messy, painful-but necessary, and calculated to do as little
damage as possible..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 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..Yet in her heart, she wouldn't relinquish hope for a miracle. This was an amazing boy, a prodigy, a boy who could walk where the rain
wasn't, already himself a miracle, and it seemed that anything might happen, that Dr. Chan might suddenly rush into the waiting room, surgical
mask dangling from his neck, face aglow, with news of a spontaneous rejection of the cancer..According to Helen, more than half the paintings had
been sold by the close of the reception, a record for the gallery. With the exhibition scheduled to run two fall weeks, she was confident that they
would enjoy a sellout or the next thing to it..These statements sounded so convoluted and so bizarre to Agnes that they nourished her growing fear
for Barty's mental stability..Although the distance to the ground was only ten feet, she would be risking too much by running blindly off the roof
and leaping to clear the fringe of fire at the edge. A landing on the lawn might end well. But if she fell onto the walkway, she might break a leg or
her back, depending on the angle of impact..Because this kind of fictional fact, like maps of imaginary realms, is of real interest to some readers, I
include the description after the stories. I also redrew the geographical maps for this book, and while doing so, happily discovered a very old one in
the Archives in Havnor..Like all women past puberty and this side of the grave, she was attracted to him. She never told him as much, not in words,
but he detected this attraction in the way she looked at him, in the tone that she used when she spoke his name. Throughout three weeks of therapy,
Seraphim revealed countless small but significant proofs of her desire..On the nightstand stood a stainless-steel carafe beaded with condensation.
Maria took the cap off the water carafe, and with a longhandled spoon, she scooped out a chip of ice. Cupping her left hand.After using a paring
knife to section and core an apple, Paul withdrew a sheet of stationery from his desk and uncapped a fountain pen. His penmanship was
old-fashioned -in its neatness, as precise and appealing as fine calligraphy. He wrote: Dear Reverend White ....If he woke, however, and saw her
sitting vigil, Barty would understand how terrible his condition might be..A quick survey of the lavatory floor. The musician hadn't left anything
behind, neither a popped button nor crimson petals from his boutonniere..She stepped on a broken-off chair leg, lost her balance, and fell backward
into the side of the bed..For a driver who had just engaged in a demolition derby with a house, the mummified man was steady on his feet and
unhesitant in his actions. He turned to Harrison White and shot him twice in the chest.."Go home. Sleep," he said. "You'll be no help to your sister
if you wind up a patient here yourself.".Celestina stared at the small, brown face, opening herself to the anger and hatred with which she had
regarded this child in the operating room..The restaurant wasn't fancy. A coffee shop. Aromatic bacon sizzling, eggs frying. The warm cinnamony
smell of fresh pastries, the bracing scent of strong coffee. Clean, bright surroundings..On the day that Vanadium attended the graveside service for
Seraphim and subsequently stopped at Naomi's grave to needle Cain, he had suspected that Phimie didn't die in a traffic accident, as claimed, but he
hadn't for a moment thought that the wife killer was in any way connected. Now, finding this gallery brochure in the nightstand drawer seemed to
be one more bit of circumstantial proof of Cain's guilt..How ironic it would be if Celestina, the aunt of Seraphim's bastard boy, proved to be the
heart mate for whom Junior had been longing through the past few years of unsatisfying relationships and casual sex. This seemed unlikely,
considering the jejune quality of her paintings, but perhaps he could help her to grow and to evolve as an artist. He was an open-minded man,
without prejudices, so anything could happen after the child was found and killed..Junior and Naomi had taken their dried apricots from the same
bag. Reached in the bag without looking. Shook them out into the palms of their hands. She could not have controlled which pieces of fruit he
received and which she ate.."Well, you're sweet, aren't you? And you're all bright red on the outside and milk chocolate inside," Celestina said,
gently tweaking the girl's light brown nose..In her arms, little Barty burbled contentedly, unaware that his destiny supposedly included epic love,
fabulous riches, and violence..At the end of their second date, however, Frieda invited Junior up to her apartment, to see her Lientery collection
and, no doubt, to take a ride on the Cain ecstasy machine. She owned seven canvases by the painter, received as partial payment of his PR
bills.."And after Phimie was gone ... he still hoped to learn the rapist's name, put him in prison. But then something changed his mind ... oh, maybe
two years ago. Suddenly, he wanted to let it go, leave judgment to God. He said if the rapist was as twisted as Phimie claimed, then Angel and I
might be in danger if we ever learned a name and went to the police. Don't stir a hornet's nest, let sleeping dogs he, and all that. I don't know what
changed his mind.".So it became dangerous to practice sorcery, except under the protection of a strong warlord; and even then, if a wizard met up
with one whose powers were greater than his own, he might be destroyed. And if a wizard let down his guard among the common folk, they too
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might destroy him if they could, seeing him as the source of the worst evils they suffered, a malign being. In those years, in the minds of most
people, all magic was black..When people didn't apply themselves to positive goals, to making better lives for themselves, they spent their energy
in wickedness. Then.Curiosity brought him here. Curiosity and a talent for self-preservation. Earlier, Vanadium had not come to Naomi's graveside
as a mourner. He had been there as a cop, on business. Perhaps he had been at the other funeral on business, too..Her voice as bright as her bed
ensemble, spiritual sister to baby chicks everywhere, yellow Angel raised her head from the pillow and said, "Will you have a
wedding?".Sometimes Barty could be fierce in his independence-his mother told him so-and now he rebuffed Angel too sharply. "I don't want to be
waited on. I'm not helpless, you know. I can get sodas myself" By the time he reached the doorway, he felt sorry for his tone, and he looked back
toward where the window seat must be. "Angel?".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..Paul said, "I wanted you ... I don't know ... I
just wanted you to see her. I wanted to say ... to say. . .".On the short return trip to the ophthahnologist, Agnes crazily considered driving past
Chan's office building, cruising onward--ever onward-into the sparkling December night, not just back to Bright Beach, where the bad news would
simply come by phone, but to places so far away that the diagnosis could never catch up to them, where the disease would remain unnamed and
therefore would have no power over Barty..The enormous canopy of the oak didn't shelter the lawn beneath it. The leaves spooned the rain from the
air, measuring it by the ounce, releasing it in thick drizzles instead of drop by drop..His severed toe lay across the room, on the white tile floor. It
stuck up stiffly, nail gleaming, as if the floor were snow and the toe were the only exposed extremity of a body buried in a drift.."There is no king
in Earthsea," the young man said, stern and righteous, "In my master's service, then," Hound amended, patient..Lipscomb turned to Celestina.
"Before lapsing into semicoherence again, your sister said, 'Beezil and Feezil are safe with her,' which may sound less than coherent to you, but not
to me.".As Celestina settled on the sofa with the phone in her lap, hesitating to dial until she worked up a bit more courage, Angel said to Tom, "So
what happened to your face?".During Junior's brief stroll, the sidewalk ended, giving way to the graveled shoulder of the road. He saw no one on
foot, and no vehicles passed him..Eventually he put the quarter on the nightstand, switched off the lamp, and slipped into bed..Mustering all her
hostess skills, Agnes gradually turned the conversation from disastrous explosions to Fourth of July fireworks, and then to reminiscences of
summer evenings when she, Joey, Edom, and Jacob.In his head, without apparent effort, Barty kept a running total of the number of seconds that he
had been alive, and of the number of words in every book that he read. Agnes never checked his word totals for an entire volume; however, when
she cited any page in a book that he'd just finished, he knew the number of words it contained..Confused, Panglo held out his right hand, but Jacob
said, "Sorry, no offense, but I don't shake with anyone.".The wedding reception-big, noisy, and joyous-spread across the three properties without
fences. His mother's name was so often mentioned, her presence so strongly felt in all the lives that she had touched, that sometimes it seemed that
she was actually there with them..Heedless of the rules of standard police procedure, Tom raced to the doorway, crossed the threshold, and saw
Barty throw a can of soda at the shaved head and pocked face of a transformed Enoch Cain..He was, admittedly, surprised that Nurse Bressler was
strongly compelled to come on to him even though she had read his patient file and knew that he'd recently been a veritable geyser of noxious
spew, that during the violent seizure in the ambulance, he had also lost control of bladder and bowels, and that he might at any moment suffer an
explosive relapse. This was a remarkable testament to the animal lust he inspired even without trying, to the powerful male magnetism that was as
much a part of him as his thick blond hair..In that slow, flat delivery with which Junior was becoming increasingly impatient, Detective Vanadium
said, "We all were, Doctor. It was another election year, remember? More than once during that campaign, I could've chugged ipecac. What else
would work if I wanted to have a good vomit?".Lipscomb women gladly obey the wishes of Lipscomb men-unless they disagree, of course, or don't
disagree but are just feeling mulish..If killing the wrong Bartholomew had broken a dam in Junior and released a lake of tension, whacking the
right Bartholomew would set loose an ocean of pent-up stress, and he would feel free as he'd not felt since the fire tower. Freer than he'd been in his
entire life..According to his wristwatch, the time was 9:05 in the morning on this momentous day..Perhaps his sister intuited what Edom was about
to say, because she didn't let him get started..For a long time, she stood beside the bed, holding his hand, confident that on some level he was aware
of her presence, though he gave no indication whatsoever that he knew she was there..After prying Junior out of the meditative position, Chicane
pushed him onto his back and vigorously--indeed, violently--massaged his thighs and calves. "Really bad muscle spasms," he explained..Before
they set out for the amusement park, Agnes pulled him aside, held him close, and said, "Listen, kid of mine, I'm not giving up. Don't think I ever
would. Let's have fun today. This evening, you and I and Angel will convene a meeting of the North Pole Society of Not Evil Adventurers"-the girl
had become the third member years ago" and all truths will be told and secrets known. "."We've been planning this a long time," Angel assured her.
"I've climbed the tree a hundred times, maybe two hundred, mapping it, describing it to Barty, inch by inch, the trunk and its four divisions, all the
major and minor limbs, the thickness of each, the degree of resilience, the angles and intersections, knots and fissures, all the branches down to the
twigs. He's got it cold, Aunt Aggie, he's got it knocked. It's all math to him now.".A quick review of these book spines revealed that the treasured
Zedd collection wasn't here.."Not that trains are any better. Look at the Bakersfield crash back in '60. Santa Fe Chief, out of San Francisco,
smashed into an oil-tank truck. Seventeen people crushed, burned in a river of fire.".Using this apartment as a base, Nolly and Kathleen had
conducted some of the small skirmishes in the first phase of the war, including the ghost serenades. They left the place tidy. Indeed, the only sign
that they had ever been here was a packet of dental floss left behind on the sill of a living-room window.."He's not a real contemporary person, not
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anyone Cain needs to fear. So how did he develop this obsession with finding someone named Bartholomew?" He met Celestina's eyes, as if she
might have answers for him. "Is there a real Bartholomew? And how does this tie in with his assault on you? Or is there any tie-in at all?"
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