A Matter Of Trust

A MATTER OF TRUST
This Monday morning in Oregon was bleak, with the swollen, dark bellies of rain clouds swagging low over the cemetery, a dreary send-off for
Naomi, even though rain was not yet falling..On the morning in August that Agnes came home from Dr. Joshua Nunn's office with the results of
tests and with a diagnosis of acute myeloblastic leukemia, she asked that everyone pack up and caravan, not to deliver pies, but to visit an
amusement park. She wanted to ride the roller coaster, spin on the Tilt-A-Whirl, and mostly watch the children laugh. She intended to store up the
memory of Barty's laughter as he had stored up the sight of her face in advance of the surgery to remove his eyes..Bent like an ape, he humped the
musician north along the alley. The original cobblestone pavement had been coated with blacktop, but in places the modem material had cracked
and worn away, providing a treacherously uneven surface made even more treacherous by a skin of moisture shed by the fog. He stumbled and
slipped repeatedly, but he used his anger to keep his balance and be a winner, until he found a distant enough dumpster..Celestina had chosen to
shelter the bastard boy, and in so doing, she had declared herself to be Junior's enemy, though he'd never done anything to her, not anything. She
didn't deserve him, really, not even one quick bang before the bang of the gun, and maybe after he shot Ichabod, he'd let her beg for a taste of the
Cain cane, but deny her..To look entirely like her name, she needed only white wings. He would give her wings: a short flight out the window, into
the oak..Before Celestina probed and perhaps touched upon a sore tooth of truth, Tom launched into the story of King Obadiah, Pharaoh of the
Fantastic, who had taught him all he knew about sleight of hand..The traffic light turned green. Now onward home. Rolex recovered and bright
upon his wrist, Junior Cain drove his Mercedes with a restraint that required more self-control than he had realized he could tap, even with the
guidance of Zedd..This baffled Junior. To the best of his recollection, during the weeks that Seraphim had come to him for physical therapy, she
had never mentioned an older sister or any sister at all..He didn't allow himself to ponder why Vanadium had come here or what relationship might
have existed between the cop and Victoria. All that was for later consideration, after he had dealt with this unholy mess..The problem was Celestina
in the Buick, because when she saw what was happening, she might slide behind the steering wheel and speed away. The engine was running,
white plumage rising from the tailpipe and feathering away in the fog, so she might escape if she was a quick thinker..In his blindness, Barty
listened to her reports and, through her, saw more than he could have seen if never he had lost his eyes..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.."And," Joshua cautioned, "you better prepare for a long day. I'm pretty sure Dr. Chan will want to consult with an oncologist.".She could have
gone at him with the chair once more, but it was falling apart. Instead, she abandoned furniture for the promise of a firearm, dropped to her knees,
and snatched the discarded pistol magazine off the floor..Agnes had believed that through this ordeal, she'd largely spared her child from an
awareness of the awful depth of her misery. In this, however, as in so many other instances, the boy proved to be more perceptive and more mature
than she'd realized. Now she felt that she had failed him, and this failure ached like a wound..His throat was still so raw from the explosive
vomiting, seared by stomach acid, that he sounded like a character from a puppet show for children on Saturday-morning television, hoarse and
squeaky at the same time. If not for the pain, he would have felt ridiculous, but the hot and jagged scrape of each word through his throat left him
unable to.The minister's threat had been forgotten, repressed. At the time, only half--heard, merely kinky background to lovemaking, these words
had amused Junior, and he'd given no serious thought to their meaning, to the message of retribution contained in them. Now, in this moment of
extreme danger, the inflamed boil of repressed memory burst under pressure, and Junior was shocked, stunned, to realize that the minister had put a
curse on him!.Before he could replay the memory for further contemplation, Junior saw Ichabod exiting the house. The man returned to the Buick,
seeming to float through the mist, like a phantom on a moor. He started the engine, quickly hung a U-turn in the street, and drove uphill to the
house from which he had earlier collected Bartholomew..They wore out a lot of cards and kept a generous supply of all types of decks on
hand..Hope, on many wings, hovered all around the physician, but he was afraid to let it roost..Shaking her head, Celestina said, "I can only pay for
a studio apartment, something small.".Perhaps he would not have leaped along this chain of conclusions if he'd not been an admirer of Caesar
Zedd, for Zedd teaches that too often society encourages us to dismiss certain insights as illogical, even when in fact these insights arise from
animal instinct and are the closest thing to unalloyed truth we will ever know..Instead, he sat in the breakfast nook with his phone books and
resumed the grueling search for Bartholomew..The accountant lived in a white Georgian house on a street fined with huge old
evergreens..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.."Did he say I'd
met him?" Jacob asked, squinting past Edom toward the bright sunlight at the open door..We have inhabited both the actual and the imaginary
realms for a long time. But we don't live in either place the way our parents or ancestors did. Enchantment alters with age, and with the
age.."Fear?" Kathleen asked, more interested in Vanadium's words than in his prestidigitation. "You said you're offering fear to Cain ... as if that
was something he would want."."One of the four legs of the tower is dangerously fractured where it's seated into the underlying foundation
caisson-"."Holding fast to the boy's right foot, Jacob observed that one elevator might descend safely but that if they took two, one or the other was
certain to crash to the bottom of the shaft, considering the unreliability of all machinery made by man..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,
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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.."It's chilly and foggy and late, and there might
be villains afoot at this hour," he intoned with mock gravity. "The two of you are Lipscomb women now, or soon will be, and Lipscomb women
never go unescorted through the dangerous urban night.".Waste of time to check those places. More likely, woman and boy were hiding in the last
room..Junior felt a little lightheaded. He felt strange. He hoped he wasn't coming down with the flu..Jacob feared what men could do with clubs,
knives, guns, bombs, with their bare hands, but he was most preoccupied by the unintended death that humanity brought upon itself with its
devices, machines, and structures meant to improve the quality of life.."You know where it comes from," her mother said with a yawn that betrayed
her exhaustion after a night with no sleep and too much drama.."Please take the cards from the pack and put them on the coffee table in front of
you," Obadiah directed..He didn't know what he was looking for. He simply felt empowered to be the one conducting the surveillance for a
change..During the night, he had awakened, seen her in the chair, and covered her with a blanket..The car shuddered, wrenched steel screamed, and
a cry of triumph rose from the rescuers..The muscles of his legs grew as hard as any of the landscapes that he trod. Granite thighs; calves like
marble, roped with veins..To the phone, the police. No dial tone. Pointless to rattle the disconnect switch. The line had been cut..Magusson
considered the assaults on Victoria and on Vanadium to be hideous crimes, of course, but he also viewed them as affronts to his own dignity and
reputation. He expected a felonious client, rewarded with four and a quarter million instead of jail time, to be grateful and thereafter to walk a
straight line..He pushed on the door, but still it resisted, and he surprised himself by letting out a bellow of frustration that expressed quite the
opposite of self-control, though no one listening could have the slightest doubt about his determination to commit and command..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..During the girl's final appointment, Junior
discovered she would be home alone that same night, her parents at a function she wasn't required to attend. She appeared to reveal this
inadvertently, quite innocently; however, Junior was a bloodhound when it came to smelling seduction, regardless of how subtle the scent..They
were inseparable, her son and this cherished girl, as they had been virtually since the moment they had met, more than six years ago. The special
perception that they shared--all the ways things are-accounted for part of their closeness, but only part. The bond between them was so deep that it
defied understanding, as mysterious as the concept of the Trinity, three gods in one..And there are songs, old lays and ballads from small islands
and from the quiet uplands of Havnor, that tell the story of those years..No weekend had ever passed so quickly, and no midnight had ever brought
with it such dread..Perhaps, reluctant to admit to herself that she had yearned for him to do everything that he'd done, she had slowly been inflamed
by guilt, until she convinced herself that she had, indeed, been raped. Psychotic little bitch..And so at the age of thirty-one, after more than
twenty-eight years of blindness with a few short reprieves, Barty Lampion received the gift of sight from his ten-year-old daughter. 1996 through
2000: Day after day, the work was done in memory of Agnes Lampion, Joey Lampion, Harrison White, Seraphim White, Jacob Isaacson, Simon
Magusson, Tom Vanadium, Grace White, and most recently Wally Lipscomb, in memory of all those who had given so much and, though perhaps
still alive in other places, were gone from here..Agnes hoped that the boy would spend a night or two in her room, until he was reoriented to the
house. But Barty wanted to sleep in his own bed..Hope became easier to sustain when late 1966 and 1967 brought the biggest advance in women's
fashions since the invention of the sewing needle: the miniskirt, and then the micromini. Already, Mary Quant-of all things, a British designer-had
conquered England and Europe with her splendid creation; now she brought America out of the dark ages of psychopathic modesty..Somehow,
Vanadium's malevolent spirit was also to blame for Junior's failure to find a new heart mate, in spite of all the women he'd been through.
Undoubtedly, when Bartholomew was dead and Vanadium vanquished with him, romance and true love would bloom..He got in the Suburban,
pulled the door shut, but didn't at once start the engine..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..And here, now, into the kitchen through a door with a porthole in the center. Into sizzle and clatter, into clouds of fried-onion
fumes and the mouthwatering aromas of chicken fat and shoestring potatoes turning golden in deep wells of boiling cooking oil..The Hackachaks
were present, of course. Junior had not yet agreed to join them in their pursuit of blood money. They would give him little privacy or rest until they
had what they wanted..just as the smile curved to completion, however, an awful thing happened. The humiliation began with a loud gurgle in his
gut..After Maria, Bonita, and Francesca had gone, when Agnes and her brothers joined forces to clear the table and wash the dishes, Barty kissed
them good-night and retired to his room with The Star Beast..Tom believed that the girl had an intuitive understanding of the true complexity of the
world, but she was only three, after all, and neither ready nor able to absorb the scientific theory that supported her intuition..In her campaign to
keep her weight gain to a minimum, anorexia was her ally. She learned to find pleasure in hunger pangs..Not once did he look back to see if the fire
had grown visible as a glow against the night sky. The events at Victoria's were part of the past. He was finished with all that. Junior was a
forward-thinking, future-oriented man..At those cutting-edge galleries where he attended receptions, no one got in without a printed invitation. And
even with the authentic paper in hand, you might still be refused entry if you failed to pass the cool test. The criteria of cool were the same as at the
current hottest dance clubs, and in fact the bouncers controlling the gate at the finest avant-garde galleries were those who worked the clubs.."You
better wise up, you tree-humping nitwit," Rudy advised Junior, grabbing the bed railing as if he might tear it off and use it to club his son-in-law
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senseless.."Most tornadoes stay on the ground twenty miles or less," Edom explained, "but this one kept its funnel to the earth for two hundred
nineteen miles! And it was one mile wide. Everything in its path--torn, smashed to bits. Houses, factories, churches, schools-all pulverized.
Murphysboro, Illinois, was wiped off the map, erased, hundreds killed in that one town.".Agnes returned home from a pie run with the usual
team-grown to five vehicles, including paid employees-to find a gathering in the yard and Barty halfway up the oak..In his right hand again, the real
gun, loaded with ten hollow-point rounds, felt charged with supernatural power: to Bartholomew as a crucifix to Dracula, as holy water to a demon,
as kryptonite to Superman..No matter. He was a future-focused, focused man. The past is for losers. No, wait, humility is for losers. "The past is the
teat that feeds those too weak to face the future." Yes, that was the line from Zedd that Junior had stitched on a needlepoint pillow..He knew what
she made of it, all right, and he could see that the others on the porch knew as well, and likewise he could see that all of them wanted to hear him
confirm the conclusion at which Agnes had arrived long before he'd come here with Wally this evening. Even in the dining room, before the proof
in the rain, Tom had recognized the special bond between the blind boy and this buoyant little girl. In fact, he couldn't have arrived at any
conclusion different from the one Agnes reached, because like her, he believed that the events of every day revealed mysterious design if you were
willing to see it, that every fife had profound purpose..No longer able to judge the boy's degree of sleepiness by his eyes, she relied on him to tell
her when to stop reading. At his request, she closed the book after forty-seven pages, at the end of Chapter 2..Google didn't realize that he was an
object of disgust. He wiggled his eyebrows in what he evidently assumed to be an expression of male camaraderie, and he nudged Junior with one
elbow..Eventually, Junior remembered the quarter. He reached into the right pocket of the thin cotton bathrobe, but the coin wasn't there, as it
should have been. The left pocket also was empty..Similarities between Naomi and her mom- ended with appearances. Sheena was loud, crass,
self-absorbed, and had the vocabulary of a brothel owner specializing in service to sailors with Tourette's syndrome..This venerable old building, as
solidly constructed as a castle, was well-insulated; noises in other apartments rarely penetrated to Junior's. Never before had he heard a neighbor's
voice distinctly enough to comprehend the words spoken-or, in this case, sung..Following a month of recuperation and postoperative medical care,
Junior was able to return to his twice-a-week classes in art appreciation. He resumed, as well, his almost daily strolls through the city's better
galleries and fine museums..During the cleaning, installation of new carpet, and painting that had followed the removal of the diarrheic pig set
loose by one of Cain's disgruntled girlfriends, the wife killer had spent a few nights in a hotel. Nolly took advantage of the opportunity to bring his
associate James Hunnicolt--Jimmy Gadget-onto the premises to provide a customized, undetectable, exterior window-latch release..This sight that
might inspire celebration among sailors was denied to Barty, who rode in the backseat with Agnes. Neither could he see how the crimson sky
studied its painted face in the mirror of the ocean, nor how a burning blush shimmered on the waves, nor how the veil of night slowly returned
modesty to the heavens..When you construct or reconstruct a world that never existed, a wholly fictional history, the research is of a somewhat
different order, but the basic impulse and techniques are much the same. You look at what happens and try to see why it happens, you listen to
what the people there tell you and watch what they do, you think about it seriously, and you try to tell it honestly, so that the story will have weight
and make sense..OUR LADY OF SORROWS, quiet and welcoming in the Bright Beach night, humble in dimension, without groin vaults and
grand columns and cavernous transepts, restrained in ornamentation, was as familiar to Maria Elena Gonzalez--and as comforting-as her own
home. God was everywhere in the world, but here in particular. Maria felt happier the instant she stepped through the entrance door into the
narthex..He shouldered past two counter waitresses, past the short-order cook who was working eggs and burgers and bacon on the open griddle
and grill. Whatever expression wrenched Junior's face, it must have been intimidating, for without protest but with walleyed alarm, the employees
squeezed aside to let him pass..After a bit Otter nodded left, away from the grey stone tower. They walked on towards a long, treeless valley, past
grass-grown dumps and tailings..Into her fevered mind came an image of a milk-glass infant, as translucent as Joey at the back door of the
ambulance. Fearing that this vision meant her child would be stillborn, she said, My baby, but no sound escaped her..People were at the car
windows, struggling to open the buckled doors, but Agnes refused to acknowledge them..When Seraphim's bastard baby was dead, evidence of
paternity would die with it-and any claim for child support. Even Vanadium's stubborn, selfish, greedy, grubbing, vicious, psychotic, evil spirit
would have to recognize that all hope of bringing Junior down was lost, and it would at last either dissipate in frustration or be reincarnated..What
didn't come as a surprise to Paul was Agnes's determination that the Whites, during their period of lying low, should stay with her and Barty..If
Junior was not discreet, and if gossip about the widower Cain and the sexy nurse began to circulate, Vanadium would be on the case again even if it
had been closed. The cop was sick, hateful, driven by unknowable inner demons. Although he might for the moment have been reined in by those
in higher office, mere gossip of a spicy nature would be excuse enough for him to open the file again, which he'd surely do without informing his
superiors.."It isn't that, Daddy. You remember, when we were all together the day before yesterday, how afraid Phimie was of this man. Not just for
herself ... for the baby."."I'm saying, for all I know." She took her hand off his thigh. "What's all this about Celestina, anyway?".Ten months later,
he finally wore her down. She accepted his proposal, and they set a date for the wedding..Now the message ... Something about a hospital.
Someone dying. A cerebral hemorrhage..Here, now, came the anaconda smile. "Did you argue about the baby, Enoch? Maybe she wanted it, and
you didn't. Guy like you--a baby would cramp your style. Too much responsibility.".Almost thirty years from the seminary--even farther from it if
measured by degrees of lost innocence, by miles of rough experience Tom Vanadium set out to kill a man. Given the chance to disarm Cain, given
the opportunity to merely wound him, he would nevertheless go for the head shot or the heart shot, play jury and executioner, play God, and leave
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to God the judgment of his stained soul..demons: hypodermoclysis ... intravenous oxytocin ... maintain perfect asepsis, and I mean perfect, at all
times ... a few oral preparations of ergot as soon as it's safe to give her anything by mouth.Confused, Panglo held out his right hand, but Jacob said,
"Sorry, no offense, but I don't shake with anyone.".Agnes rubbed noses with him again, kissed him, and rose from the edge of the bed..At first light,
a nurse arrived to perform preliminary surgical prep on Barty. She pulled the boy's hair back and captured it under a tight fitting cap. With cream
and a safety razor, she shaved off his eyebrows..And speak the tongues of man and drake..Yet, with no recollection of rising from his chair, he
found that he had shouldered his backpack and crossed the room. The three men looked up expectantly.."You may be eating yourself into an early
grave, Vinnie, but poor Jacob has murdered his own soul, and that's infinitely worse.".Dinner was cooking in the upper of the two ovens. He
switched the bottom oven, setting it at warm, and dropped open the door..Concerned that Junior's crying jag would trigger spasms of the abdominal
muscles and ultimately another attack of hemorrhagic vomiting, the nurse had with her a tranquilizer. She wanted him to use the apple juice to
wash down the pill..Edom had noticed them earlier. Now he saw they were in worse condition than he'd thought. Enlarged knuckles, fingers not
entirely at natural angles to one another. Perhaps Obadiah had rheumatoid arthritis, like Bill Klefton, though a less crippling case..Finally he
switched on the light, and illuminated Neddy at ease, silent in death as never in life: lying on his back, head turned to the right, swollen tongue
lolling obscenely..Thereafter, he was repelled at the prospect of kissing her, and their relationship fell apart..That happened ten years ago, the first
and last time anyone shot at Nolly. The real work of a private eye had nothing in common with the glamorous stuff depicted on television and in
books. This was a low-risk profession full of dull routine, as long as you chose your cases wisely--which meant staying away from clients like
Enoch Cain..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..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?.Trembling and sweating, he turned his back to the view window. As he retreated from the creche, he expected the
oppressive pall of fear to lift, but it grew heavier..From the public hallway on the ground level, stairs led to the upper three floors. He would be able
to hear anyone descending long before they arrived..Pain again, but not a mere contraction. Such an excruciation, unendurable. The hobnailed
wheels ground through her once more, as though she were being broken on a medieval torture device..That night her sleep was deeper than it had
been in a long time, deep as she had expected sleep would never be again, and she was not plagued by any dreams at all, not a dream of children
suffering, nor of tumbling in a car along a rain-washed street, nor of thousands of windblown dead leaves rattling-hissing along a deserted street
and every leaf in fact a jack of spades..Routinely she dreamed of Joey. Not nightmares. No blood, no reliving of the horror. In her dreams, she was
on a picnic with Joey or at a carnival with him. Walking a beach. Watching a movie. A warmth pervaded these scenes, an aura of companionship,
love. Except eventually she always glanced away from Joey, and when she looked again, he was gone, and she knew that he was gone
forever.."Why are you here?" "Where else I should be and for why? I watch you over." As the tears cleared from Agnes's eyes, she saw that Maria
was sewing. A shopping bag stood to one side of the chair, and to the other side, open on the floor, a case contained spools of thread, needles, a
pincushion, a pair of scissors, and other supplies of a seamstress's trade..Dr. Leland Daines, Celestina's internist, arrived directly from dinner at the
Ritz-Carlton. Although Dairies had receding white hair and a seamed face, time had been kind enough to make him look not so much old as
dignified. Long in practice, he was nevertheless free of arrogance, soft-spoken and with a bottomless supply of patience..By now, all here
assembled knew Celestina well enough that Tom's final example raised an affectionate laugh from the group.."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..After clicking off the kitchen lights, the hall light, and the light in the foyer, he pulled shut the front door, leaving the house dark
and silent behind him.
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