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Edom would have judged this a perfect day-except for the earthquake weather. He was convinced that the Big One would bring the coastal cities to
ruin before twilight..Five days later, on Barty's birthday morning, when Agnes and Edom were in the kitchen, making preparations for the visits
that had earned her the affectionate title of Pie Lady, Barty was in his highchair, eating a vanilla wafer lightly dampened with milk. Each time a
crumb fell from the cookie, the boy plucked it off the tray and neatly conveyed it to his tongue..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..On other nights, she had overheard this and been touched. On this Christmas Eve, however, it
filled her with wonder and wondering, for she recalled their conversation earlier, at Joey's grave:.The end of his quest was near, so near, the right
Bartholomew almost within 'mullet range. He was furious with Neddy Gnathic for possibly screwing this up..Returning to his apartment, Edom had
to pass under the limbs of the majestically crowned oak that dominated the deep yard between the house and the garage..Once more crowding his
quarry, Junior said, "I'm amazed you'd recognize me, since I haven't been to the lounge often.".Hers were the most feminine hands he'd ever seen.
Slender, soft, prettier than Naomi's. He had no idea what she was talking about..Although Junior continued to feel threatened, continued to trust his
instinct in this matter, he didn't devote his every waking hour to the hunt. He had a life to enjoy, after all. Self-improvements to undertake, galleries
to explore, women to pursue..Through her efforts, the Bright Beach Public Library sponsored an amibitious oral-history project financed by two
private foundations and by an annual strawberry festival. Local retirees were enlisted to record the stories of their lives, so that their experiences,
insights, and knowledge wouldn't be lost to generations yet unborn.."Doesn't look so spooky to me." She turned the knave of spades so the baby
could see it. "Does he scare you, Barty?".On the other hand, killing a stranger like Bartholomew Prosser relieved stress better than sex did.
Senseless murder was as relaxing to him as meditation without seed, and probably less dangerous..Junior felt a little lightheaded. He felt strange.
He hoped he wasn't coming down with the flu..She repeated this ritual eleven more times--"For Andrew, for James, for John"--frequently glancing
into the nave behind her, to be sure that she was unobserved.."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.".Nolly liked to watch her hands while she worked. They were slim,
graceful, the hands of an adolescent girl..For breakfast, he avoided sugar. He ate cold roast beef and drank milk laced with a double shot of
brandy..She also sought forgiveness for the hardness with which she had treated Nicholas Deed..could spring the new deadbolts as easily as the old.
Therefore, on the interior of the front and back doors, Junior added sliding bolts, which couldn't be picked from outside..She worried that he would
need to go to the bathroom during the night and that, half asleep, he might turn the wrong way, toward the stairs, and fall. Three times they paced
off the route from the doorway of his room to the hall bath. She would have walked it a hundred times and still not been satisfied, but Barty said,
"Okay, I've got it.".Tammy--the stock analyst, broker, and cat-food-eating feline fetishist-whom he had dated from Christmas of '65 through
February of '66, had given him the timepiece in return for all the trading commissions and perfect sex that he had given her.."Take care he doesn't
turn your belt on you with a spell!" said his uncle..Dr. Salk returned the photos, put a hand on Paul's shoulder, and smiled. "But that's always the
way, you see? Heroes always get back more than they give. The act of giving assures the getting back.".Between the one-line description of the
baklava and the menu's more effusive words about the walnut mamouls, the suspense became too much, the doubt too insidious, at which point
Celestina looked up and said, with more girlish angst in her voice than she had planned "Maybe this isn't the place, maybe it isn't the time, or
maybe it's the time but not the place, or the place but not the time, or maybe the time and the place are right but the weather's wrong, I don't
know--Oh,.Now, here, all three on the street and vulnerable at once-the man, Celestina, the bastard boy..proud," she said, smiling as she quoted one
of their father's most familiar sermons, "nor powerful-".The stumpy ghost departed the sliding stairs at the second floor and walked off into
women's sportswear..When Max answered, Vanadium let out his breath in a whoosh of relief and began talking on the inhalation: "It's me, Tom,
and maybe I've just got a bad case of the heebie-jeebies, but there's something I think you better do, and you better do it right now.".One of his
favorite gifts for Christmas 1967 was a twelve-hole chromatic harmonica with forty-eight reeds providing a full three-octave range. Even in his
little hands, and with the limitations of his small mouth, this more sophisticated instrument enabled him to produce full-bodied versions of any
song that appealed to him..Agnes was grateful for the speed with which these arrangements were made, but she was also disturbed. Chan's
expeditious management of Barty's case resulted in part from his friendship with Joshua, but an urgency arose, as well, during his examination of
the boy, from a suspicion that he remained reluctant to put into words. Dr. Morley Schurr, the oncologist, who had offices in a building near Hoag
Hospital, proved to be tall and portly, although otherwise much like Franklin Chan: kind, calm, and confident.."Last I noticed, his car was out. Let
me check." Sparky put down his phone and went to look in the garage. When he returned, he said, "Nope. Still out. When he parties, he usually
parties late.".Indeed, she found it difficult to talk with her son in their usual easy way. She heard a stiffness in her voice that she knew would sooner
or later be apparent to him..In a neatly groomed neighborhood of unassuming houses, Vanadium's place was as unremarkable as those around it: a
single-story rectangular box of no discernible architectural style. White aluminum siding with green shutters. An attached two-car garage..Too
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much had happened in those rooms. They were stained dark with family history, and in the night, when either Edom or Jacob slept under that
gabled roof, the past came alive again in dreams..sky grew sullen in the early twilight, and the city once more arrayed itself in the red gesso and
gold leaf that had indirectly illuminated Celestina's apartment ceiling the previous night..Looking from one to another of his companions, Tom
said, "When I think of everything that had to happen to bring us here tonight, the tragedies as well as the happy turns of fortune, when I think of the
many ways things might have been, with all of us scattered and some of us never having met, I know we belong here, for we've arrived against all
odds." His gaze traveled back to Agnes, and he gave her the answer that he knew she hoped to hear. "This boy and this girl were born to meet, for
reasons only time will reveal, and all of us ... we're the instruments of some strange destiny.".Several large Dumpsters hulked nearby, dark
rectangles less seen than suggested in the slowly churning murk, like forms in a dream, as ominous as graveyard sarcophaguses, each as suitable for
a musician's carcass as any of the others..ROCKING AS IF AFLOAT on troubled waters, abused by an unearthly and tormented sound, Junior Cain
imagined a gondola on a black river, a carved dragon rising high at the bow as he had seen on a.The rich aromas on the air would have thwarted the
will of the most devout monks on a fast of penitence..Stepping forward, Agnes said, "When Barty holds my hand and walks me through the rain, I
get wet even while he stays dry. The same for all the rest of us here ... except Angel.".Looking up at the mirror above the sink, he saw reflected not
the self-improved and fully realized man that he'd worked so hard to become, but the pale, round-eyed little boy who had hidden from his mother
when she had been in the deepest and darkest end of one of her cocaine-assisted, amphetamine-spiced mood swings, before she traded cold reality
for the warm coziness of the asylum. As if some whirlpool of time was spinning him backward into the hateful past, Junior felt his hard-won
defenses being stripped away..Junior had expected these singular creatures, and he needed them to be as monstrous as they had always been in the
past. Nonetheless, he shrank back against his pillows in dismay when they exploded into the hospital room. Their faces were as fierce as those of
painted cannibals coming off a fast. They gestured emphatically, spitting expletives along with tiny bits of lunch dislodged from their teeth by the
force of their condemnations..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..When he noticed that twilight had come and gone, he realized also that he'd walked through Bright Beach, along Pacific Coast Highway,
and south into the neighboring town. Perhaps ten miles..As his drying tears became stiff on his cheeks, Junior decided that he would most likely
have to kill Vanadium to be rid of him and fully safe. No problem. And in spite of his exquisite sensitivity, he was convinced that wasting the
detective would not trigger in him another bout of vomiting. If anything, he might pee his pants in sheer delight..He met her eyes, but at once
shifted his gaze to the porch floor again. "I've come to say ... how sorry I am, how miserably sorry.".The maniac detective was still on the floor
where he had died. The red rose and the gift box occupied his hands..When the subject shifted to card tricks and fortune-telling, Maria admitted to
practicing divination with standard playing cards..If Vanadium was watching, however, he would interpret the pitch of the coin to mean that his
unconventional strategy was working, that Junior's nerves were frayed to the breaking point. With an adversary as indefatigable as this cuckoo cop,
you dared never show weakness..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.."Why should I be afraid of a stumbling blind boy?" asked Junior again. But this time the
words issued from him in a different tone of voice, because suddenly he sensed something knowing in this boy's attitude, if not in his manufactured
eyes, a quality similar to what the girl exhibited..Zedd endorses self-pity, but only if you learn to use it as a springboard to anger, because
anger-like hatred--can be a healthy emotion when properly channeled. Anger can motivate you to heights of achievement you otherwise would
never know, even just the simple furious determination to prove wrong the bastards who mocked you, to rub their faces in the fact of your success.
Anger and hatred have driven all great political leaders, from Hider to Stalin to Mao, who wrote their names indelibly across the face of history,
and who were-each, in his own way-eaten with self-pity when young..Junior phoned a twenty-four-hour-a-day locksmith and paid premium post
midnight rates to have the double deadbolts re-keyed..The social worker's office once more. Rain tapping lightly at the window where Dr.
Lipscomb had stared intently into the fog as he tried to avoid confronting the life-changing revelation that Phimie, speaking with the special
knowledge of the once-dead, had shown him..She worried that they would argue with her, and though she knew that she was committed to her
decision, she was afraid to have that commitment tested just yet..Celestina was unable to talk reason to him, and even her mother, Grace, who was
living here for the interim and who was always oil on the stormiest of waters, couldn't bring a moment's calm to the velvet squall that was Neddy
Gnathic in full blow. He had learned about the baby five days ago, and he had been building force ever since, like a tropical depression aspiring to
hurricane status..If she'd connected with his left side, as she intended, she might have broken his arm or cracked a few ribs. But lie saw the chair
coming, and as agile as a base runner dodging a shortstop's tag, he turned away from her, taking the blow across his back..Angel found this
hysterical, and Agnes said long-sufferingly, "Thank you for the language lesson, Master Lampion.".The presence of the brochure disturbed
Vanadium also because he assumed that after being dead-ended by Nolly, Cain had subsequently discovered that Celestina had taken custody of the
baby to raise it as her own. For some reason, the nine-toed wonder originally believed the child was a boy, but if he'd tracked down Celestina, he
now knew the truth..Barty had awakened able to read. On the page, lines of type no longer twisted under his gaze..Busily, earnestly, with great
satisfaction, Junior redirected his anger at Celestina and at the man with her. These two were, after all, guardians of the true Bartholomew, and
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therefore Junior's enemies.."The one I'm about to start is Dr Jekyll and Mr. Hyde, which is maybe pretty scary.".She. Heretofore, Celestina hadn't
given a thought to the gender of the baby, because, to her, it had been less a person than a thing..To buy as much time as possible while Enoch
Cain's assault was still fresh in Celestina's mind, Tom proposed that they remain hidden away for another two weeks, unless the killer was
apprehended sooner. "Then if you go to Wally's house from here, you'll want to install the best alarm system you can get, and you should lead a
restricted life for quite a while, even hire security if you can afford it. The smartest thing would be to move out of San Francisco as soon as Wally's
recovered. He retired young, right? And a painter can paint anywhere. Sell the properties here, start over somewhere else, and make the move in
such a way that you can't be easily traced. I can help you work that out.".Putting an arm around Paul's 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..Through the door came the sound of running water splashing in a sink. Neddy washing his hands..Junior was not immune to
traditional logic, but in this case he recognized the superior wisdom of Zedd's philosophy. His dread of Bartholomew and his gut-level animosity
toward a child he'd never met defied all reason and exceeded simple paranoia; therefore, it must be purest, infallible animal instinct.."She was a
hero, just like you. I wanted you ... I wanted you to see her and to know her name. Perri Damascus. That was her name.".Having gotten the new
roof for them at cost, Agnes subsequently put together donations from a dozen individuals and one church group to cover all but two hundred
dollars of the outlay..For Junior, 1968-the Chinese Year of the Monkey--would be the Year of the Plastic Surgeon. He would require extensive
dermabrasion to restore the smoothness and tone to his skin, to be as irresistibly kissable as he had been before. While at it, he would need surgery
to make subtle changes in his features. Tricky. He didn't want to trade perfection for anonymity. He must take care to ensure that his postsurgery
look, when he let his hair grow in and perhaps dyed it, would be as devastating to women as his previous appearance..It wasn't as if this was
Junior's first encounter with a dead body. In the past few years, he'd become as comfortable with the deceased as any mortician might be. They
were as unremarkable to him as cupcakes were to a baker..When finally he found his voice, it was rough-sawn with a blade of grief. "My wife.
Perri. Perris Jean."."When you called earlier in the year, to ask for a referral to a private investigator down there, the woman had recently turned up
dead and Vanadium was gone, but no one put the two together at first.".An elderly Negro gentleman answered the door. His hair was such a pure
white that in contrast to his plum-dark skin, it appeared to glow like a nimbus around his head. With his equally radiant goatee, his kindly features,
and his compelling black eyes, he seemed to have stepped out of a movie about a jazz musician who, having died, was on earth once more as
someone's angelic guardian..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.'.She kissed his cheek, and he pulled his arms out from under the covers to hug her. Such small arms, but such a fierce hug..Lord, listen to
me-but I've really got to know if you can, if you are, how you feel, whether you feel, I mean, whether you think you could feel--".Magusson was a
small man behind a huge desk. His head appeared too large for his body, but his ears seemed no bigger than a pair of silver dollars. Large
protuberant eyes, bulging with shrewdness and feverish with ambition, marked him as one who'd be hungry a minute after standing up from a
daylong feast. A button nose too severely turned up at the tip, an upper lip long enough to rival that of an orangutan, and a mean slash of a mouth
completed a portrait sure to repel any woman with eyesight; but if you wanted an attorney who was angry at the world for having been cursed with
ugliness and who could convert that anger into the energy and ruthlessness of a pit bull in the courtroom, even while using his unfortunate looks to
gain the jurors' sympathy, then Simon Magusson was the counselor for you..Maria looked stricken when she answered the doorbell, for she intuited
that a visit, instead of a call, meant the worst..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.".Grace knew it, too, because she
went limp with misery in his arms, ceased struggling against him..Eventually, he settled on a mental image of a bowling pin as his "seed." This was
a smooth, elegantly shaped object that invited languorous contemplation, but it did not tease his libido..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..She stepped to the bed, bracketing Junior between
her and Big Rude. The stream of obscene invective issuing from Sheena made Junior feel as if he had gotten in the way of a septic-tank cleanout
hose..Nolly finally disturbed the quiet: "Well, sir ... you're quite a psychologist.".As the paramedic shoved the gurney across the step-notched
bumper, its collapsible legs scissored down. Agnes was rolled headfirst into the ambulance.."Sometimes these sympathetic vibrations are very
apparent, but alot of the time, they're so subtle that you can hear them only if you're unusually perceptive.".Because Junior's right arm was
encumbered by the bracing board and the intravenous needle, he tugged a mass of tissues from the box with his left hand..In those days they had no
fixed names for the various kinds and arts of magic, nor were the connections among those arts clear. There was-as the wise men of Roke would
say later-no science in what they knew. But Hound knew pretty surely that his prisoner was concealing his talents..In the sermon that brought him a
moment of fame that he'd found more uncomfortable than not, Daddy had used the life of Bartholomew to illustrate his point that every day in
every life is of the most profound importance. Bartholomew is arguably the most obscure of the twelve disciples. Some would say Lebbaeus is less
known, some might even point to Thomas the doubter. But Bartholomew certainly casts a shadow far shorter than those of Peter, Matthew, James,
John, and Philip. Daddy's purpose in proclaiming Bartholomew the most obscure of the twelve was then to imagine in vivid detail how that
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apostle's actions, seemingly of little consequence at the time, had resonated down through history, through hundreds of millions of lives-and then to
assert that the life of each chambermaid listening to this sermon, the life of each car mechanic, each teacher, each truck driver, each waitress, each
doctor, each janitor, was as important as the resonant life of Bartholomew, although each dwelt beyond the lamp of fame and labored without the
applause of multitudes..Antihypertensive drugs were administered intravenously, and Phimie was confined to bed, attached to a heart monitor..He
knocked the pepper shaker on its side, and then with a groan put it upright once more..spades. Friday night, she had ripped the cards in thirds and
had been carrying the twelve pieces with her since then, waiting for this quiet Sunday evening..He looked at the two cards following the four of
clubs in the stack. Neither of these was a jack of spades, either, and both were what he anticipated.."What room has Mrs. Lombardi been moved
to?" she asked. "I'd like to ... to see her before I go.".Swift and yellow, Angel flew to her mother, grabbing at one of the bunched drapes as if she
might hide behind it.."Would you pretend to wake up if I tried to smother you?" asked Detective Vanadium..Regrettably, his radiant smile only
emphasized, by contrast, the dire shortcomings of the face from which it beamed. Lumpish, pocked, wart-stippled, darkened by a permanent beard
shadow with a bluish cast, this countenance was beyond the powers of redemption possessed by the best plastic surgeons in the world, which was
no doubt why Nolly applied his resources strictly to dental work..He had never associated Enoch Cain's dreaded Bartholomew with the disciple
Bartholomew in Harrison White's sermon, which had been broadcast once in December '64, the month prior to Naomi's murder and again in
January `65. Even now, with blood-scrawled-and-stabbed Bartholomew on the wall and with This Momentous Day before him in the brochure,
Tom Vanadium couldn't quite make the connection. He strove to pull together the broken lengths in this chain of evidence, but they remained
separated by one missing link..As early as this evening, here at her son's bedside, Agnes began dimly to sense that certain of these amusing
conversations with Barty might not be as fanciful as they seemed, that he was expressing in a childlike way some truth that she had assumed was
fantasy..on both sides of the property, the neighbors can't see, but some know, have always known, and have less interest."Better hurry," Wally
advised, gracing Celestina's other cheek with a dryer kiss..a time, from the carafe on the nightstand. She spooned the ice into Junior's mouth not
with the businesslike.Off the hard surfaces of cabinets, refrigerator, and ovens, the twin reports crashed and rattled. The windowpanes briefly
thrummed..Later, at home, he gargled until he had drained half a bottle of mint-flavored mouthwash, took the Iongest shower of his life, and then
used the other half of the mouthwash..Junior intended to add one stocky ghost to the party. Perhaps on a summer night in years to come, at the edge
of the light fall from his Coleman lantern, a fisherman would see a semitransparent Vanadium providing entertainment with an ethereal
quarter..Most likely, if Victoria was entertaining, the visitor's car would have been parked in the driveway..Edom's twin, Jacob, who had never held
a job, lived in the second apartment. He'd been there since graduating from high school..Although Junior felt honor-bound to give Victoria first
shot at him, he certainly didn't owe her monogamy. Eventually, when he had shaken off suspicion as finally as he had shaken off Naomi, he would
be in the mood for a dessert buffet, romantically speaking, and one eclair would not satisfy..Sometimes he thought he walked for Perri, using the
steps she had stored up and never taken, giving expression to her unfulfilled yearning to travel. At other times, he thought he walked for the
solitude that allowed him to remember their life in fine detail-or to forget. To find peace--or seek adventure. To gain understanding through
contemplation---or to scrub all thought from his mind. To see the world or to be rid of it. Perhaps he hoped that coyotes would stalk him through a
bleak twilight or a mountain lion set upon him on a hungry dawn, or a drunk driver run him down..He stood watching until the car cruised out of
sight, and even after it dwindled to a speck and vanished in the distance, he stared at the point in the street where it had last been, stared while a
breeze turned playful, tossing eucalyptus leaves around his feet, stared until at last he turned and began the long walk home..Now, the hateful music
unnerved him. He became convinced that if he went home alone, the phantom chanteuse-whether Victoria Bressler's vengeful ghost or something
else-would croon to him once more. He wanted company and distraction, after all.."When the Iroquois Theater in Chicago burned on December 30,
1903" he said aloud, testing his memory, "during a matinee of Mr Blue Beard, six hundred two people perished, mostly women and
children.".Knickknacks and mementos were not to be found anywhere in the house. And until now Junior had seen nothing hanging on the barren
walls except a calendar in the kitchen..If not for Celestina's slutty little sister, Bartholomew would not exist. No threat. Junior's life would be
different, better.."That would be John George Haigh," Agnes said, checking Barty's diaper before nestling him tenderly in the crook of her arm.."I
know Edom and Jacob have been a burden," said Vinnie, "you having to be responsible for them-".As they moved around the base of the oak from
one vantage point to another, people stopped by to reassure Agnes, although never with a word, as though to speak would be to jinx the climb.
Maria placed a hand on her arm, squeezed gently. Celestina briefly massaged the nape of her neck. Edom gave her a quick hug. Grace slipped an
arm around her waist for a moment. Wally with a smile and a thumbs-up sign. Tom Vanadium, thumb and forefinger in a confident OK. Lookin'
good. Hang in there. Signs and gestures, maybe because they didn't want her to hear the quivers and catches in their voices..faiths and inhibiting
rules that confused humanity, when he was sufficiently enlightened to believe only in himself, he would be able to trust his instincts, for they would
be free of society's toxic views, and he would be assured of success and happiness if always he followed these gut feelings..Another machine
beside the first, stocked with copies of a sexually explicit publication for gays, fired a quarter that hit Junior's forehead. The next snapped against
the bridge of his nose..Paul shook his head. "Oh, no. People look at our marriage, and they think I gave up so much, but I got back a lot more than I
gave.".Number three on the charts was "Mr. Lonely," by Bobby Vinton, an American talent from Canonsburg, Pennsylvania. Junior sang along..He
already had the pistol he had taken from Frieda Bliss's collection, but it didn't come with a sound-suppressor. He was preparing for all
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contingencies. Focus..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 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.."And maybe,"
said Agnes, caught up in the speculation, "when your life comes to an end in all those many branches, what you're finally judged on is the shape
and the beauty of the tree.".The following April, when he proposed to her, she wouldn't have him. "You're sweet, Paul, but I can't let you throw
your life away on me. You're this ... this beautiful ship that will sail a long way, to fascinating places, and I'd only be your anchor.".Jacob didn't
know how he could ever bear to look at Agnes when she came home from the hospital. The sorrow in her eyes would kill him as surely as a knife
to the heart..If their relationship had not been limited to a single evening of passion, if they had not been of two worlds, if she had not been
underage and therefore jailbait, they might have had an open romance, and then her death would have touched him more deeply..The air was spicy
with incense and with the fragrance of the lemon oil polish used on the wooden pews..The night of Barty's birth, when Joey actually lay dead in the
pickup-bashed Pontiac, as a paramedic had rolled Agnes's gurney to the back door of the ambulance, she had seen her husband standing there,
untouched by that rain as her son was untouched by this. But Joey-dry-in-the-storm had been a ghost or an illusion fostered by shock and loss of
blood..Edom carried the honey-raisin pear pie, and Agnes toted Barty across the neatly cropped yard, to the front door. The bell push triggered
chimes that played the first ten notes of "That Old Black Magic," which they heard distinctly through the glass in the door..His musical abilities
were most likely an offshoot of his more extraordinary talent for math. He said that music was numbers, and what he seemed to mean was that he
could all but instantly translate the notes of any song into a personal numerical code, retain it, and repeat the song by repeating the memorized
sequence of code. When he read sheet music, he saw arrangements of numbers.
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