After Toil Songs

AFTER TOIL SONGS
She leaned forward in her seat, and toward him, so he could see her more directly, and when she put one trembling hand against his cheek, his head
dropped forward on neck muscles as limp as rags, his chin.First, Victoria Bressler was listed as one of his victims, although as far as he knew, the
authorities still had every reason to attribute her murder to Vanadium.."I love you, Daddy," she said, and put the palms of her hands flat against his
temples..By now, all here assembled knew Celestina well enough that Tom's final example raised an affectionate laugh from the group..Between
his surgeries and for many months thereafter, Vanadium had devoted his energies to speech therapy, physical rehabilitation, and the concoction of
periodic torments for Enoch Cain, which Simon Magusson was able to implement, every few months, through Nolly and Kathleen. The idea wasn't
to bring Cain to justice by torturing his conscience, since he'd allowed his conscience to atrophy a long time ago, but to keep him unsettled and
thereby magnify the impact of his first face-to-face encounter with the resurrected Vanadium..For guidance, Agnes couldn't rely entirely on any of
the child rearing books in her library. Barty's unique gifts presented her with special parenting problems. Now, when he asked if he could stay up
even later, to read about John Thomas Stuart and Lummox, John's pet from another world, she granted him permission..While Jacob had shuffled,
Agnes had taken little Barty from his bassinet into her arms. She was surprised and discomfited to discover that the baby was to have his fortune
told first.."I'm not sad," Tom said, "because though I have this face here in this world, I know there's another me-in fact, lots of other Tom
Vanadiums-who don't have this face at all. Somewhere I'm doing just fine, thank you.".Junior was flattered, he really was. Women couldn't get
enough of him. The story of his life. They never let go gracefully. He was wanted, needed, adored, worshiped. Women kept calling after they
should have taken the hint and gone away, insisted on sending him notes and gifts even after he told them it was over. Junior wasn't surprised that
women would return from the dead for him, nor was he surprised that women he'd killed would try to find a route back to him from Beyond,
without malice, without vengeance in their hearts, merely yearning to be with him again, to hold him and to fulfill his needs. As gratified as he was
by this tribute to his desirability, he simply didn't have any romantic feelings left for Naomi and Seraphim. They were the past, and he loathed the
past, and if they wouldn't let him alone, he would never be able to live in the future..He would never allow himself to be bankrupted and made poor
again. Never. His fortune had been won at enormous risk, with great fortitude and determination. He must defend it at any cost..Jacob had been
born with the requisite dexterity and more than sufficient memory function. His personality disorder-which made him unemployable and
guaranteed that his social life would never involve endless rounds of parties-ensured that he would have the free time needed to practice the most
difficult techniques of card manipulation until he mastered them..Opening his eyes, still not daring to meet Victoria's gaze, Junior knew she had
registered and properly interpreted his response to her seductive spooning. She had frozen, the utensil in midair, and her breath had caught in her
throat. She was thrilled..The study was the size of a bathroom. The cramped space barely allowed for a battered pine desk, a chair, and one filing
cabinet..Junior hadn't suffered a paranormal experience since the early- morning hours of October 18, when he'd drifted up from a vile dream of
worms and beetles to hear the ghostly singer's faint a cappella serenade. Shouting at her to shut up, he had awakened neighbors..One of the
paramedics knelt beside the body, checking Naomi for a pulse, although in these circumstances, his action was such a formality that it was almost
harebrained..Shadows still perched throughout most of the room. They no longer reminded her of roosting birds, but of a featherless flock, leathery
of wing and red of eye, with a taste for unspeakable feasts..Following a splendid lunch, having just left the fourth gallery on his list and strolling
toward the fifth, Junior didn't at once see the source of the quarters. Indeed, when the first three rapid-fire coins hit the side of his face, he didn't
even know what they were. Startled, he flinched and looked down as he heard them ring off the sidewalk..He woke at noon, eyes gummed shut
with the effluence of sleep. He felt lousy, but he was in control of himself-and strong enough to fetch his suitcase, which he'd been unable to carry
upon arrival.."Now this. But even if your dad had cooperated with me, nothing would have changed. Since Phimie never revealed his name, I
wouldn't have been able to go after Cain any differently or more effectively.".The artist, six feet four and two hundred fifty pounds, looked
markedly more dangerous in person than in his scary publicity photo. Still in his twenties, he had white hair that fell limp and straight to his
shoulders. Dead-white skin. His deep-set eyes, as silver-gray as rain with an albino-pink undertone, had a predatory glint as chilling as that in the
eyes of a panther. Terrible scars slashed his face, and red hash marks covered his big hands, as though he'd frequently defended himself barehanded
against men armed with swords..The stress that he currently felt wasn't the same that he so often relieved with women. This was an energizing
tension, a not-unpleasant tightening of the nerves, a delicious anticipation that he wanted to experience to its fullest-until the gallery reception for
Celestina, on the evening that her show opened, January 12. This tension could not be released by intercourse, but only by the killing of
Bartholomew, and when that long-sought moment arrived, Junior expected the relief he experienced would far exceed mere orgasm..Clearly, the
musician recognized him, which seemed unlikely, even extraordinary, considering that they'd never spoken to each other, and considering that
Junior must be only one of thousands of customers who had passed through that lounge in the past three years..In the chilly darkness, his breath
plumed visibly, frosted by moonlight. The rapidity and raggedness of his radiant exhalations would have marked him as a guilty man if witnesses
had been present..Maybe the bright side was that the musician hadn't either wet his pants or taken a dump while in his death throes. Sometimes,
during a comparatively slow death like strangulation, the victim lost control of all bodily functions. He'd read it in a novel, something from the
Book-of-the-Month Club and therefore both life-enriching and reliable. Probably not Eudora Welty. Maybe Norman Mailer. Anyway, the men's
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room didn't smell as fresh as a flower shop, but it didn't reek, either..Saturday morning, he walked to a drugstore in town and purchased eight decks
of cards. With four, he passed the day re-creating, again and again, what he'd done at the dining-room table the previous evening. The four knaves
never appeared..As one of the two paramedics hurried to the ambulance van and scrambled into the driver's seat, Agnes suffered another
contraction so severe that for a tremulous moment, at the peak of the agony, she almost lost consciousness.."Wouldn't dream of asking you to make
it a habit. Just this one time. If anguish, why not guilt?".Although the ace of hearts had only positive meanings, and although, according to Maria,
multiple appearances, especially in sequence, meant increasingly positive things, a series of chills nevertheless riffled through Agnes's spine, as if
her vertebrae were fingers shuffling..Adding new growth to his forest of frustration, Tom got up from the study desk, fetched the newspaper from
the front doorstep, and went to the kitchen to make his morning coffee. He boiled up a pot of strong brew and sat down at the knotty-pine table
with a steaming mug full of black and sugarless solace..He was a man with a plan, focused, committed, ready to act and then think, as soon as he
was able to act. A spasm of pain weakened his hand. Cartridges slipped through his fingers, fell to the floor..From late morning until dinner, people
arrived and departed, raised toasts to a merry Christmas and to peace on earth, to health and to happiness, reminisced about Christmases past,
marveled about the first heart transplant performed this very month in South Africa, and prayed that the soldiers in Vietnam would come home
soon and that Bright Beach would lose no precious sons in those far jungles..The nurse led the way, while the orderly pushed the gurney from
behind Barty's head..He returned to the house and extinguished the three blown-glass oil lamps on the living-room coffee table. Out, as well, the
silk-shade lamp..Grace and Celestina fell at once into the rhythms of kitchen work, not only brewing the coffee, but also helping Agnes with the
pies..If Junior had not been such a rational man, schooled in logic and reason by the books of Caesar Zedd, he might have snapped there in the
street, before the photograph of Seraphim, might have begun to shake and sob and babble until he wound up in a psychiatric ward. But although his
trembling knees felt no more supportive than aspic, they didn't dissolve under him. He couldn't breathe for a minute, and his vision darkened at the
periphery, and the noise of passing traffic suddenly sounded like the agonized shrieks of people tortured beyond endurance, but he held fast to his
wits long enough to realize that the name under the photo, which served as the centerpiece of a poster, read Celestina White in four-inch letters, not
Seraphim..He loved Naomi, of course, and never could deny her. Although he had been especially sweet to her that night, if he had known that they
would have less than a year together before fate tore her from him, he might have been even sweeter..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..Neither hesitantly nor recklessly, the boy set off across the lawn toward the porch steps. He
maintained a far straighter line than Agnes would have been able to keep with her eyes closed..As kinky and thrilling as it had been to make love to
the girl while playing the recorded rough draft of a new sermon that she had been transcribing for her father, Junior could now recall nothing of
what the reverend had said, only the tone and the timbre of his voice. Whether instinct, nervous irritation, or merely the sherry should be blamed,
he was troubled by the thought that there was something significant about the content of that tape..In agreement, Maria pushed the stack of unused
cards aside, and she peered at her hands as if she wanted to scrub them for a long time under hot water..The runt was so out of proportion to his
office furniture that he appeared to be a bug perched in the giant leather executive chair, which itself looked like the maw of a Venus's--flytrap
about to swallow him for lunch. He allowed such a lengthy silence to follow Junior's question that by the time he answered, his reply was
superfluous..That would not be a productive use of his time. Satisfying, but not prudent. Zedd tells us that time is the most precious thing we have,
because we're born with so little of it..She stepped on a broken-off chair leg, lost her balance, and fell backward into the side of the bed..She curled
up in the armchair, watching Barty. She was greedy for the sight of him. She thought she would not doze off, but would spend the night watching
over him, yet exhaustion defeated her.."I don't have to graduate in the spring of next year. I can take fewer classes, graduate the spring after. That's
no big deal.".Twice would indicate a dangerous mania. Three times would be indefensible. But once was healthy experimentation. A learning
experience..Without the pillow, she wouldn't have been able to lift her head to look toward the back of the ambulance..Sitting forward in his
armchair, Obadiah lowered his hands to his knees, and in thoughtful silence, he stared at them.."Angel," Phimie said urgently, and then, with an
effort that made a blood vessel swell.Celestina checked her wristwatch and saw that she was running late. With Angel's short legs and layers of red,
there was no point in trying to hurry..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 contingencies. Focus..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.."Honey," Angel said to her daughter, "show us that
game you were just playing with Koko. Show us, honey. Come on. Show us. Show us."."Nervous," he said, and howled when one of the
paramedics proved to be a sadist masquerading as an angel of mercy.."Sitters. Friends, relatives of friends. People I can trust. I can afford sitters if
I'm getting only dinner tips."."Living high. When I wasn't on the road, I had a fine house here in Bright Beach, not this rental shack I'm in now, but
a nice little place with an ocean view. You can guess what went wrong.".For more than two weeks, Agnes's heart had been a clangorous place,
filled with the rattle and bang of hard emotions, but now a sort of quiet had come upon it, a peace that, if it held, might one day allow joy
again..After taking a minute to steel himself, Junior squatted next to the dead detective.."Some places, it has to be like that." some places it has to
be that your eyes are okay?".The hospital was eerily quiet, except for the occasional squeak of rubber-soled shoes on the vinyl floor of the
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corridor..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..Because they were smaller than men and could move more easily in narrow places, or
because they were at home with the earth, or most likely because it was the custom, women had always worked the mines of Earthsea. These
miners were free women, not slaves like the workers in the roaster tower. Gelluk had made him foreman over the miners, Licky said, but he did no
work in the mine; the miners forbade it, earnestly believing it was the worst of bad luck for a man to pick up a shovel or shore a timber. "Suits me,"
Licky said..He pressed the muzzle of the weapon against the girl's forehead and said, "Naomi, Seraphim, you were exquisite lovers, but you've got
to be realistic. There's no way we can have a life together.".His silent tears accomplished what his words could not: Nork, Knacker, and Hisscus
retreated, urging him to speak to his attorney, promising to return, once more expressing their deepest condolences, perhaps as abashed as attorneys
and political appointees could get, but certainly confused and unsure how to proceed when dealing with a man so untouched by greed, so free of
anger, so forgiving as the widower Cain..Perhaps she was afflicted with only expressive aphasia, but she must be confused to some degree. The
baby, which would be placed for adoption, was not hers to name..Celestina turned in her seat to look back at Wally and Angel, who were waving.
"I guess I am.".Round one hit Ichabod in the left thigh, because Junior fired while bringing the weapon up from his side, but the next two were
solid torso scores. This was not bad for an amateur, even if the distance to target was nearly short enough to define their encounter as hand-to-hand
combat, and Junior decided that if the deformation of his left foot hadn't prevented him from fighting in Vietnam, he would have acquitted himself
exceptionally well in the war..The attorney's admission surprised Junior. This was probably as close as Magusson would ever get to saying, Maybe
you didn't kill your wife, after all, but he was by nature a nasty prick, so even an implied apology was more than Junior had ever expected to
receive..Judging by the sounds Vanadium made, Junior figured that the cop had settled once more into the armchair..By the time he reached the
airport, located a private-charter company, chased up the owner through the night-security man, and arranged to be flown at once to Eugene,
Oregon, aboard a twin-engine Cessna, the points of pain in his face had begun to throb..Junior had thought the news was the lab report, which had
found no ipecac in his spew. All that had been distraction..Taking her silence for assent, Tom continued: "Your father is gone from here, gone
forever, but he still lives in other worlds. This isn't a statement of faith alone. If Albert Einstein were still alive and standing here, he'd tell you that
it's true. Your father is with you in many places, and so is Phimie. In many places, she didn't die in childbirth. In some worlds, she was never raped,
her life never blighted. But there's an irony in that, isn't there? Because in those worlds, Angel doesn't exist-yet Angel is a miracle and a blessing."
He looked up from the city to the woman. "So when you're lying in bed tonight, kept awake by grief, don't think just about what you've lost with
your father and Phimie. Think about what you have in this world that you've never known in some others-Angel. Whether God's a Catholic, a
Baptist, a Jew, a Muslim, or a quantum mechanic, He gives us compensation for our pain, compensation right here in this world, not just in those
parallel to it and not just in some afterlife. Always compensation for the pain ... if we recognize it when we see it.".Suddenly so many of Zedd's
greatest maxims seemed to conflict with one another, when previously they had together formed a reliable philosophy and guide to success..While
always Agnes held fast to hope, she knew that easy hope was usually false hope, and she didn't allow herself to speculate, even briefly, that his
problem had resolved itself. Other symptoms-halos and rainbows-had disappeared for a time, only to return..Thereafter, Junior managed to drive
four miles before he was forced to pull off the road at another service station, after which he felt that his ordeal might be over. But less than ten
minutes later, he settled for more rustic facilities in a clump of bushes alongside the highway, where his cries of anguish frightened small animals
into squeaking flight..Raise high the candlestick. In spite of the masking music, breathe shallowly and through the mouth. Remain poised,
ready..He was simplifying and combining concepts, but he knew no other way to quickly give them a feel for the wonder, the enigma, the sheer
spookiness of the world revealed by quantum mechanics..He knew the titles that he wanted: "Tunnel in the Sky, Between Planets, Starman Jones.
".Frustrated again, she said simply, "Whenever Edom and Jacob talk about these things, I want you to be sure always to keep in mind that life's
about living and being happy, not about dying.".The Rolex. Because most of the trash in the huge bin was bagged, finding the watch would be
easier than Junior had feared..Otter shook his head..Junior needed something in his life, a missing element without which he could never be
complete, something more than a heart mate, more than German or French, or karate, and for as long as he could remember, he'd been searching for
this mysterious substance, this enigmatic object, this skill, this thingumajigger, this dowhacky, this flumadiddle, this force or person, this insight,
but the problem was that he didn't know what he was searching for, and so often when he seemed to have found it, he hadn't found it after all,
therefore he worried that if ever he did find it, then he might throw it away, because he would not realize that it was, in fact, the very jigger or
gigamaree that he'd been in search of since childhood..against the operating table. The lights had grown painfully bright, and the air had.With a
prayer to the Holy Mother, Maria held one third of a knave of spades to the bright flame of the first candle. When it caught fire, she dropped the
fragment into the votive glass, and as it was consumed, she said aloud, "For Peter," referring to the most prominent of the twelve
apostles..WALTER PANGLO, the only mortician in Bright Beach, was a sweet tempered wisp of a man who enjoyed puttering in his garden when
he wasn't planting dead people. He grew prize roses and gave them away in great bouquets to the sick, to young people in love, to the school
librarian on her birthday, to clerks who had been polite to him.."Another year," Edom said, "and instead of me, Barty can drive the car for you."."I
was never Cary Grant, to begin with," said Vanadium, still ceaselessly rolling the quarter across his fingers, "so I had no big emotional investment
in my appearance. Cosmetic surgery would have added another year of recuperation time, probably much longer, and I was anxious to get after
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Cain. Seemed to me this mug of mine might be just the thing to scare him into an incriminating mistake, even a confession.".Paul watched as Barty
hopped down from his chair and crossed the busy kitchen in a straight line to the wall phone, without one hesitant move..On the back of the watch
case, however, were the incriminating words of a commemorative engraving: To Eenie/Love/Tammy Bean..Her lifelong optimism, her buoyancy,
which she had miraculously sustained through so many difficult years, would never survive this. She would no longer be a rock of hope for him
and Edom. Their future was despair, undiluted and unrelenting..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..Friday
brought Scamp again, all of Scamp, all day, every way, wall-to-wall Scamp, so on Saturday he hadn't enough energy to do more than
shower..Lowering his surgical mask, Dr. Lipscomb approached Celestina, where she stood with her back pressed to the wall..So they had cooked
up this project, math and mayhem, geometry of limbs and branches, arboreal science and childish stunt, a test of strategy and strength and skill-and
of the scary limits of nine-year-old bravado..Smiling in the fearless dark, she listened to the rhythmic breathing of a sleeping boy.."Why do they let
a man like that keep his badge?" Junior asked. "He's outrageous, wholly unprofessional.".The chest respirator, which Joshua had evidently applied,
lay discarded on the bedclothes beside her. She seldom required this apparatus to assist her breathing, and then only at night..Celestina often
thought of his wife and twin boys-Rowena, Danny, and Harry--dead in that airliner crash six years ago, and sometimes she was pierced by a sense
of loss so poignant that they might have been members of her own family. She grieved as much over their loss of Wally as over his loss of them,
and as blasphemous as the thought might be, she wondered why God had been so cruel as to sunder such a family. Rowena, Danny, and Harry had
crossed all waters of suffering and lived now eternally in the kingdom. One day they would all be rejoined with the special husband and father they
had lost; but even the reward of Heaven seemed inadequate compensation for being denied so many years here on earth with a man as good and
kind and big of heart as Walter Lipscomb..Recognizing the danger of saying the wrong thing, the potential for self-incrimination, Junior clenched
his jaws and waited..He had the capacity to be exceptional at anything to which he applied himself. Bob Chicane had been right about that: Junior
was far more intense than other men, possessed of greater gifts and the energy to use them..These weren't lakes of blood, just smears, so Junior
could wipe them up quickly, once he got the corpse out of the hallway, but the sight of them further infuriated him. He was here to bring closure to
all the unfinished business of Spruce Hills, to free himself from vengeful spirits, to better his life and plunge henceforth entirely into a bright new
future. He wasn't here, damn it, to do building maintenance..At sunset, the boy stood in the backyard, gazing up through the branches of the giant
oak as an orange sky darkened to coral, to red, to purple, to indigo..The moment that the roof of the car vanished beneath the water, Junior hurried
away, retracing on foot the route he had driven. He didn't have to go all the way back to Vanadium's place, only to the dark house where he'd left
Victoria Bressler. He had a date with a dead woman..Surprisingly, he received a lot of gratification from voicing this insult, even though Vanadium
was too dead to hear it..The gray pewter appeared to be mottled with a black substance. Perhaps char. As though it had been soiled in a fire.."You
don't get the heebie-jeebies," Max said. "You give 'em. Tell me what's wrong.".If the ace of diamonds, in quartet, must be taken seriously, then why
not the rest of the draw?.The only bad moment in the evening came when the pianist played "Someone to Watch over Me.".Celestina expected to
be taken to a waiting room, but instead the nun escorted her to surgical prep..In the Suburban with Wally and Grace, as they waited to hit the trail,
Celestina said, "He took her to a movie again, Tuesday night.".Lientery's work met the criteria of great art, about which Junior had learned in
art-appreciation courses. It undermined his sense of reality, left him wary, filled him with angst and with loathing for the human condition, and
made him wish he hadn't just eaten dinner..A shiver of awe traveled Celestina's spine, because she knew what the physician's next words would
surely be..Turning in Celestina's lap, Angel said, "Smell," and held the index finger of her right hand under her mother's nose.."That's right,"
Celestina told Wally. "This isn't wagering. What's wrong with you?".Barty whispered: "The North Pole Society of Not Evil Adventurers is now in
session.".In time, his hand tightened feebly on hers. And a while after that hopeful sign, his eyelids fluttered, opened..Easter still lay a few weeks
away, but already Celestina had begun decorating more than a hundred baskets, so that nothing would need to be done at the last minute except add
the candy. Her living room was a warren of baskets, ribbons, bows, beads, bangles, shredded cellophane in green and purple and yellow and pink,
and decorative little plush-toy bunnies and baby chicks..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..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..Alarm contacts gleamed in the header, but the system wasn't currently activated..To become a
physical therapist, Junior had taken more than massage classes, so he knew what hematemesis meant. Hematemesis: vomiting of blood..Across the
room, the girl on the window seat showed no awareness of his arrival. She sat sideways to him in the niche, with her back against one wall, knees
drawn up, a big sketch pad braced against her thighs, working intently with colored pencils.."I already told you-anything in your heart is as easy to
read as the open page of a book.".At the far end of the table, Agnes shot up from her chair as her son said rain, and as he said wet, she spoke
warningly: "Barty!".Junior was starving, but he didn't trust his bowels enough to risk dinner in a restaurant. The affliction seemed to have passed,
but it might recur when he had food in his system again..That night, in Barty's room, after Agnes had listened to his prayers and then had tucked
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him in for the night, she sat on the edge of his bed. "Honey, I was wondering.... Now that you've had more time to think, could you explain to me
what happened?".Wally drove slowly, carefully, with all the responsibility that you would expect from an obstetrician, pediatrician, and
spanking-new fianc?. The trip home to Pacific Heights took twice as long as it would have taken in clear weather on a night without a pledge of
troth..He slid his plate aside. From a pocket, he withdrew a quarter, which always served him as well with children as with murderers..Celestina
had a delayed reaction to Barty's name. An odd look came over her. "Barty? Short for ... Bartholomew?".This time, even San Francisco, under a
Chinese-blue sky stippled with a cloisonne of silver-and-gold clouds, couldn't provide solace or calm Celestina's nerves. Her sister's dilemma
wasn't as easily put out of mind as any problem of her own might have been-and she herself had never been in such an awful situation as Phimie
was now.."I only told you about that," said Grace, "because it was a very handsome shirt, and I thought you might want to get one for
Wally.".Serving a formal dinner was Agnes's way of declaring-to herself more than to anyone else in attendance-that the time had come for her to
get on with life for Bartholomew's sake, but also for her own..A nurse in surgical greens appeared. "Pull up the sleeves of your scrub nearly to your
elbows. Scrub hard. I'll tell you when to stop."
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