Common Enemy

COMMON ENEMY
Turning, turning, turning, the mysterious warning in his mind: The spirit of Bartholomew ... will find you ... and mete out the terrible judgment that
you deserve..At the bed, he spread the garment across his pillow. Lying down, he pressed his face into the sweater. The sweet subtle scent of
Naomi was as effective as a lullaby, and soon he dozed off..There was an otter in our brook.Barty sat at the kitchen table, reading Between Planets.
From time to time, Agnes discovered him watching her at work or studying Maria's face and her dexterous hands..On that busy night, with
Vanadium's corpse in the Studebaker and Victoria's cadaver awaiting a fiery disposal at her house, Junior was too distracted to recognize the
pertinence of the message. Now it tormented him from a dark nook in his subconscious..This wasn't the same Enoch Cain whom Vanadium had
known three years ago in Spruce Hills. That man had been utterly ruthless but not a wild, raging animal, coldly determined but never obsessive.
That Cain had been too calculating and too self-controlled to have been swept into the emotional frenzy required to produce this blood graffiti and
to act out the symbolic mutilation of Bartholomew with a knife..ONWARD THROUGH THIS Monday, January 17, this momentous day, when the
ending of one thing is the beginning of another..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,."Mommy, did you know, every day on Mars is
thirty-seven minutes and twenty-seven seconds longer than ours?".For half an hour he studied Barty's eyes with various devices and instruments.
Thereafter, he arranged an immediate appointment with an oncologist, as Joshua Nunn had predicted..If the ace of diamonds, in quartet, must be
taken seriously, then why not the rest of the draw?.. So he calls it the King. If you find him his King, he'll treat you well. He's often here. Come on,
I'll show you. Dog can't track till he's had the scent.".After all he'd suffered at Cain's hands, Tom Vanadium surprised himself by laughing at these
colorful accounts of the wife killer's misadventures. Indeed, laughter had seemed disrespectful to the memories of Victoria Bressler and Naomi, and
Vanadium had been torn between a desire to hear more and a feeling that finding any amusement value in a man like Cain would leave a stain on
the soul that no amount of penance could scrub away..On Christmas Eve, 1996, the family gathered in the middle of the three houses for dinner.
The living-room furniture had been moved aside to the walls, and three tables had been set end to end, the length of the room, to accommodate
everyone..While you're trying to decide, hand me a knife, and I'll cut your jugular you brainless medical-school dropout..After coffee had been
served, when Celestina and Wally were no longer the center of attention, he indicated the array of desserts with his fork, smiled, and said, "I just
want you to know, Celie, that these are sweets enough until we're married.".During the preparation of the cards, Barty had fallen asleep in his
mother's arms, but with the revelation of his name on the ace, he had awakened again, perhaps because with his head resting on her bosom, he was
alarmed by the sudden acceleration of her heartbeat.."Frequently, symptoms appear early enough that radiation therapy in one or both eyes has a
chance to succeed. Sometimes strabismus-in which one eye diverges from the other, either inward toward the nose or outward toward the
temple-can be an early sign, though more often we're alerted when the patient reports problems with vision.".One manly woman. Several womanly
men. But no blocky figure that could have been the crazed cop even in disguise..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..In fact, although weak and achy, Junior felt mentally refreshed and wonderfully
alert.."Crafty men need to stick together," he said. "Men who have no art at all, nothing but wealth-they pit us one against the other, for their gain
not ours. We sell em our power. Why do we? If we went our own way together, we'd do better, maybe.".The night was in flight, however, and he
had a lot to do before it swooped straight into morning..Drawn by voices on the second floor, Tom took the stairs two at a time. A man and a boy.
Barty and Cain. To the left in the hallway, and then to a room on the right..They hadn't been close to Naomi, who'd once said she felt like Romulus
and Remus, raised by wolves, or like Tarzan if he'd fallen into the hands of nasty gorillas. To Junior, Naomi was Cinderella, sweet and good, and
he was the love-struck prince who rescued her..Hound shrugged. He didn't choose to tell Losen that people hated him disinterestedly..Crossing
Spruce Hills with John, Paul, George, Ringo, and dead Thomas, Junior headed back toward Victoria's place, where Sinatra was no longer
singing..The physician saw the look and understood it. A blush pinked his long, pale face. "Celestina, you're quite beautiful, and I'm sure you've
learned to be wary of men, but I swear that my intentions are entirely honorable."."I'm gifted to a small extent, and it's an unusual gift," he
admitted. "Nothing world-shaking. More than anything, really, it's a special perception I've been given. Angel's gift seems to be different from
mine but related. In fifty years, she's the first I've ever met who's somewhat like me. I'm still shaking inside from the shock of finding her. But
please, let's save this for Bright Beach and a better evening. You go down there tomorrow with Paul, okay? I'll stay here to look after Wally. When
he's able to travel, I'll bring him with me. I know you'll want him to hear what I have to say, too. Is it a deal?".She shivered, and Edom, thinking
that she had caught a chill ripped off his suit jacket and draped it over her shoulders..Trembling, she sat beside the bassinet and gazed at her baby
with such love that the force of it ought to have rocked him awake..O foolish writer. Now moves. Even in storytime, dreamtime, once-upon-a time,
now isn't then..Ten months later, Simon called again, also regarding Cain, but this time the attorney was the client, and Cain was the target. What
Simon wanted Nolly to do was strange, to say the least, and it could be construed as harassment, but none of it was exactly illegal. And for two
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years, beginning with the quarter in the cheeseburger, ending with the coin-spitting machines, all of it had been great fun..Junior continued east,
weaving through the horde, convinced that he could hear the ghost cop's footsteps distinct from the tramping noise made by the legions of the
living, penetrating the grumble and the bleat of traffic. Hollow, the dead man's tread echoed not only in Junior's ears but also through his body, in
his bones..Into Barty's darkness came light that he had not sought. He saw his smiling Mary on his lap as she lowered her hands from his temples,
saw the faces of his family, the table set with Christmas decorations and many candles flickering.."Well, you see, that's the funny thing about all
the important choices we make. If we make a really big wrong choice, if we do the really awful wrong thing, we're given another chance to
continue on the right path. So the very moment I stupidly stepped off the curb without looking, I created another world where I did look both ways
and saw the rhinoceros coming. And so-".This comment left Tom nonplussed. He could only imagine that Jacob had known someone who died in
that crash-yet the twin's tone of voice and his expression seemed to suggest that a world without the Bakersfield train wreck would be a less
convivial place than one that included it..And now Cain was aware of her, interested in her. Informed of this development, Harrison would no
doubt rethink his position..In this case, he was sure that vanity was not a fault, not the result of a swollen ego, but merely healthy self-esteem. That
he was irresistible to women wasn't simply his biased opinion, but an observable and undeniable fact, like gravity or the order in which the planets
revolved t around the sun..As red as Angel had been for her evening outing, she was that yellow for retirement to bed in her own home. Two-piece
yellow jersey pajamas. Yellow socks. At the girl's request, Celestina had tied a soft yellow bow in her mass of springy hair..Ford dealership, which
he'd closed for business until three o'clock: lamentations, lunch, and moving reminiscences of the deceased shared among the shiny new
Thunderbirds, Galaxies, and Mustangs. That venue would provide Junior with the witnesses he required for his reluctant, tearful, and perhaps even
angry concession to the Hackachaks' insistent materialism..Celestina turned in her seat to look back at Wally and Angel, who were waving. "I guess
I am.".Yet when he put her down in the upstairs hall, she cried out for her husband--"Harry!" "-and tried to plunge once more into the narrow
stairwell..Because they knew the date of the rape, and because that attack had been Phimie's sole sexual experience, the day of impregnation could
be fixed, delivery calculated with more precision than usual..The two women stared at each other, and at last Celestina said, "Good Lord, what's
happening here?"."Soon as Cain is out of sight, we yank up our tricky vending machines, then haul the real ones out of the van and bolt 'em down
again. Slick, fast. People are still picking up quarters when we finish. And get this-they want to know where the camera is."."That wasn't gossip,"
Grace insisted. "I was just telling you that Paul got the swing repaired and rehung.".By mid-March, he had exhausted the possibilities of
Bartholomew as a surname. By the time that he shot himself in September, he had combed through the first quarter million listings in the directory
in search of those whose first names were Bartholomew..Ferocious pirates, ruthless secret agents, brain-eating aliens from distant galaxies, super
criminals hell-bent on ruling the world, bloodthirsty vampires, face-gnawing werewolves, savage Gestapo thugs, mad scientists, satanic cultists,
insane carnival freaks, hate-crazed Ku Klux Klansmen, knife-worshiping thrill killers, and emotionless robot soldiers from other planets had
slashed, stabbed, burned, shot, gouged, torn, clubbed, crushed, stomped, hanged, bitten, eviscerated, beheaded, poisoned, drowned, radiated, blown
up, mangled, mutilated, and tortured uncounted victims in the pulp magazines that Paul had been reading since childhood. Yet not one scene in
those hundreds upon hundreds of issues of colorful tales withered a corner of his soul as did a glimpse of Barty's empty sockets. The sight wasn't in
the least gory, nor even gruesome. Paul cringed and looked away only because this evidence of the boy's loss too pointedly made him think about
the terrible vulnerability of the innocent in the freight-train path of nature, and threatened to tear off the fragile scab on the anguish that he still felt
over Perri's death..The moon shimmered, and the stars blurred-but only briefly, for her devotion to this boy was a fiery furnace that tempered the
steel of her spine and brought a drying heat to her eyes. Without Franklin Chan's full approval but with his complete understanding, Agnes took
Barty home. On Monday, they would return to Hoag Hospital, where Barty would receive surgery on Tuesday..He had sworn this vow before. An
argument could be made that he had broken it..Swinging toward the open door, he saw that the dead detective was true to his word: He wasn't
here..This Monday afternoon, he longed for the escape and solace of half-hour pulp adventure. But he decided that he ought to at last compose the
letter he'd been meaning to write for at least ten days..Testing Celestina's nerves as fully as Barty had tested his mother's, Angel pulled-levered
-shinnied-swung herself so fast up through the tree, arriving at the boy's side while red streaks still enlivened a sky that was repainting itself purple.
She stood in the crook of limbs with him, and her delighted laughter rang down through the cathedral oak. 1975 through 1978: Hare ran from
Dragon, Snake fled from Horse, and '78 bounced to the beat, because disco ruled. The reborn Bee Gees dominated the airwaves. John Travolta had
the look. Rhodesian rebels, grasping the dangers inherent in any battle between equals, had the manful courage to slaughter unarmed women
missionaries and schoolgirls. Spinks won the title from Ali, and Ali won it back from Spinks..where everyone spoke a single language and had all
the blueberry pies they needed..One apartment to the right, one to the left. Junior went to the right, to Apartment 1, where he'd seen the lights come
on behind the curtained windows..Previously, Miss Pixie Lee had been from Texas, but Angel had recently heard that Georgia was famous for its
peaches, which at once captured her imagination. Now Pixie Lee had a new life in a Georgia mansion carved out of a giant peach..Indeed, the
winter storm had dampened neither his hair nor his clothes. The rain appeared to slide away from him a millimeter before contact, as though the
water and the man were composed of matter and antimatter that must either repel each other or, on contact, trigger a cataclysmic blast that would
shatter the very foundation of the universe..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..The detective gazed at the cash as longingly as a glutton
common-enemy.pdf
Page 2/7

Common Enemy

might stare at a custard pie, as intensely as a satyr might ogle a naked blonde. "Impossible. Too damn much integrity in their system. You might as
well ask me to go to Buckingham Palace and fetch you a pair of the queen's undies."."You should call San Francisco police, have them put your
place under surveillance and nail him if he turns up.".It's unsettling. For all our delight in the impermanent, the entrancing flicker of electronics, we
also long for the unalterable..Looking toward the nearest window, where the wet night kissed the glass, he said, "Lawn sprinklers?".The sign
promised topless dancers. Although Junior had been in San Francisco for over a week, he had not yet sampled this avant-garde art form..Such
behavior as hers was unlikely to lead to self-discovery, self improvement, and fulfillment. We make our own misery in this life. For better or
worse, we create our own futures.."Good day, sir," Lipscomb said, closing the door in Neddy's face, possibly compressing his nose and bruising his
boutonniere..Memory of the Spartan decor of Thomas Vanadium's house lingered with Junior, and he addressed his living space with the detective's
style in mind. He installed a minimum of furniture, though all new and of higher quality than the junk in Vanadium's residence: sleek, modem,
Danish-pecan wood and nappy oatmeal-colored upholstery..On this momentous day, however, drawing provided no solace. Frequently, her hands
shook, and she could not control the pencil.."All under here's worked out long since" Licky said. And Otter had begun to be aware of the strange
country under his feet: empty shafts and rooms of dark air in the dark earth, a vertical labyrinth, the deepest pits filled with unmoving water.
"Never was much silver, and the watermetal's long gone. Listen, young'un, do you even know what cinnabar is?".Rico, her own husband-a
drunkard and a gambler-had run off with another woman, abandoning Maria and their two small daughters. No doubt, he had departed in a
spotlessly clean, sharply pressed, perfectly mended ensemble..Angel followed him at two steps, and when she stood beside his chair, watching him
open the soft drink, Barty said, "Why were you following me?".KATHLEEN IN THE candlelight, her ginger eyes a glimmer with images of the
amber flame. Icy martinis, extra olives in a shallow white dish. Beyond the tableside window, the legendary bay glimmered, too, darker and colder
than Kathleen's eyes, and not a fraction as deep..He'd acted boldly, recklessly, without scoping the territory to be sure Prosser was alone. The
accountant lived by himself, but a visitor might be present..Smiling, pulling the blanket more tightly around herself, she said, "You look after your
old mom, don't you?".When Victoria failed to answer the door, this man would not simply go away. He had been invited. He was expected. Lights
were on in the house. The lack of a response to his knock would be taken as a sign that something was amiss.."It's all right," Tom assured her. To
Angel, he said, "No, I'm not sad. And you know why?".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..stopped by to help Agnes, and some offered to stay with her at night. She gratefully accepted assistance with the housecleaning,
laundry, and shopping, but she declined the all-night company because of her dreams..Waking from a starry night in the Old West into electric
light, gazing up into a blur of faces sans cowboy hats, Agnes felt someone moving a piece of ice in slow circles over her bare abdomen. Shivering
as the cold water trickled down her sides, she tried to ask them why they were applying ice when she was already chilled to the bone, but she
couldn't find her voice..His breath was warm against her throat: "And I want to go back home to see some faces.".Through nine months of quiet
panic, however, Phimie grew less rational week by week, resorting to reckless measures that endangered.By now, all here assembled knew
Celestina well enough that Tom's final example raised an affectionate laugh from the group..At the top of the candlestick, the drip pan and the
socket were marked by a wine-red drizzle. The color of well-aged bloodstains..place settings. He returned with them to the kitchen and put them in
the lower oven, as though Victoria were using it as a plate warmer..Like all ICU waiting rooms, where Death sits patiently, smiling in anticipation,
this lounge was clean but drab, and the utilitarian furnishings didn't pamper, as though bright colors and comfort might annoy the ascetic Reaper
and motivate him to cut down more patients than otherwise he would have done.."Shape-taking?".He kept the house, for it was a shrine to his life
with Perri. He returned to it from time to time, to refresh his spirit..Scamp spent Wednesday ravishing him. It wasn't love, but there was comfort in
being familiar with his partner's equipment..Against the sight of Franklin Chan's pity, which implied the hopelessness of Barty's condition, Agnes
closed her eyes. But she opened them at once, because this chosen darkness reminded her that unwanted darkness might be Barty's fate..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..He picked up Angel, picked up Barty. "Hold on." He carried
them out of the room, down the stairs, out of the house, to the yard under the great tree, where they would wait for the police, and where they
would not see Jacob's body when the coroner removed it by way of the front door..The sirens shrieked so loud that he felt a sympathetic vibration
in his dental fillings, and with a sharp cry of brakes, a great red truck turned the comer, at once followed by a second..Teasing out the card, Edom
saw that it was an ace of diamonds-remarkable in light of Maria Gonzalezs fortune'-telling session last Friday evening. He was more astonished,
however, by the name printed in black ink diagonally across the face of the card: BARTHOLOMEW..Just as the man turned away, Junior got a
glimpse of what he wore under a London Fog raincoat. Between the lapels of the coat: a white shirt with a wing collar, a black bow tie, the
suggestion of black-satin lapels like those on a tuxedo jacket.."You look as if you've seen a ghost," said Vinnie, and Agnes wished the threat were
as simple as a restless spirit, groaning and rattling its chains, like Dickens's Marley come to Ebenezer Scrooge on Christmas Eve..After undressing
for the night, he sat on the edge of the bed for a while, rubbing the coin between the thumb and forefinger of his right hand, brooding about Thomas
Vanadium. He tried rolling it across his knuckles; he dropped it repeatedly..He felt lightheaded again. But this time he knew why. Not an oncoming
case of the flu. He was straining against the cocoon of his life to date, straining to be born in a new and better form. He had been a pupa, encased in
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a chrysalis of fear and confusion, but now he was an imago, a fully evolved butterfly, because he had used the power of his beautiful rage to
improve himself. When Bartholomew was dead, Junior Cain would at last spread his wings and fly..This is, of course, the purpose of art: to disturb
you, to leave you uneasy with yourself and wary of the world, to undermine your sense of reality in order to make you reconsider all that you think
you know. The finest art should shatter you emotionally, devastate you intellectually, leave you physically ill, and fill you with loathing for those
cultural traditions that bind us and weigh us down and drown us in a sea of conformity. Junior had learned this much, already, from his art
appreciation course..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..Two staff
members were at the front desk, when last he'd seen them, out of sight now and too far away to hear the crooning. Junior had been waiting at the
doors when the library opened, and thus far he'd encountered no other patrons..Returning from his tests, he'd gotten into bed without stripping off
the thin, hospital-issue robe. He was still wearing it over his pajamas..From serviceway to alley to serviceway to street, into the city and the fog and
the night, Junior ran from the Cain past into the Pinchbeck future..When he reported for a physical and a reassessment of his draft classification, on
Wednesday, December 15, he left the insert in his hitching shoe; however, he limped like old Walter Brennan, the actor, hitching around the ranch
in The Real McCoys..Fascinated by this strange new realm, Angel returned to her chair periodically, between explorations, to sip apple juice and to
reveal her latest discoveries: "They got yellow shelf paper. They got potatoes in a drawer. They got four kinds of pickles in the refrigerator. They
got a toaster under a sock with pictures of birds on it.".Sparky wasn't a bad guy, not easily bought, and if he'd been asked to sell out any tenant
other than Cain, he probably wouldn't have done so at any price. He greatly disliked Cain, however, and considered him to be "as strange and
creepy as a syphilitic monkey.".Celestina screamed-"Here! In here!"--as she slapped the magazine into the butt of the pistol..Junior stepped back
and squeezed off two shots, aiming for the lock. One round tore a chunk out of the jamb, but the other cracked through the door, shattering more
than wood, and the brass knob wobbled and almost fell out..A dumpster and a dead musician had humbled him as thoroughly as he had ever been
humbled before, as completely as violent nervous emesis and volcanic diarrhea had humbled him, and he had no tolerance for being humbled.
Humility is for losers..He shook so badly that he couldn't remove the cap from the bottle. He was proud to be more sensitive than most people, to
be so full of feeling, but sometimes sensitivity was a curse.."Three hundred and ninety-six of the dead were children under the age of ten," Jacob
continued. "A passenger train was tumbled off the tracks, killing twenty. Another train with tank cars got smashed around, and oil spilled across the
flood waters, ignited, and all these people clinging to floating debris were surrounded by flames, no way to escape. Their choice was being burned
alive or drowning.".For a long time, she sat alone in the dark living room, in the armchair that had been Joey's favorite, thinking about many things
but returning often to the memory of Barty's dry walk in wet weather..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..Then the old man taught it to him. But it wasn't much use, Otter thought, since
he had to hide it..Too late. The parsonage was fully engulfed. With luck, they would save the church..Vanadium owned so few clothes that the two
bags had sufficient capacity to accommodate half the contents of the closet and dresser..Renee Vivi spoke with a silken southern accent. Vivacious
without being cloyingly coquettish, well-educated and well-read but never pretentious, direct in her conversation without seeming either bold or
opinionated, she was charming company..Turning in circles, he tipped his head back, presenting his face to the streaming sky, laughing..He
traveled prairies and mountains and valleys, passed fields rich in every imaginable crop, crossed great forests and wide rivers. He walked in fierce
storms when thunder crushed the sky and lightning tore it, walked in wind that skinned the bare earth and sheared green tresses from trees, and
walked also in sun-scrubbed days as blue and clean as ever there had been in Eden..Edom and Jacob came to the house, asking what Dr. Chan had
said, and Agnes lied to them. "There are some test results we won't have until Monday, but he thinks Barty is going to be all right."."Your
forgiveness won't make any of it right," he said, "nothing could, but it might start to give me a little peace."."Oh, yes, 1 recall it now. Polar bears
eating tourists in Union Square, wolf packs prowling the Heights.".Aftermath had a way of being discovered, often at the worst of all possible
moments, which he had learned from movies and from crime stories in the media and even from personal experience. Discovery always brought the
police at high speed, sounding their sirens and full of enthusiasm, because those bastards were the most past-focused losers on the face of the earth,
utterly consumed by their interest in aftermath..Industrial Woman, which he'd purchased for a little more than nine thousand dollars, less than
eighteen months ago and at another gallery, would fetch at least thirty thousand in the current market, so rapidly had Bavol Poriferan's reputation
risen..After taking a preliminary statement from Celestina, Bellini left to romance a judge out of bed and obtain a search warrant for Enoch Cain's
residence, having already ordered a stakeout of the Russian Hill apartment. Celestina's description of her assailant was a perfect match for Cain.
Furthermore, the suspect's Mercedes had been abandoned at her place. Bellini sounded confident that they would find and arrest the man
soon.."You haven't had previous episodes like this?" Parkhurst asked, standing at the bedside with a file folder in his hands, half-lens reading
glasses pulled down to the tip of his nose..ice bags. I almost laughed at his tendency to morbidness and self dramatization. The living dead had not
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come to get him: just some rubber ice bags..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..Angel brightened
at the sight of the coin turning end-over-end across his knuckles. "I could learn to do that," she asserted..Gore made him sick. He refused to attend
movies that dwelt on the consequences of violence, and he had even less of a stomach for blood in real life..Junior's heart knocked so hard and fast
that he wouldn't have been surprised if Vanadium, at the far end of the room, had begun to tap his foot in time with it..The voice had come not from
the armchair in the corner, but from immediately beside the bed..The kiss was lovely, long and easy, full of restrained passion that boded well for
nights to come in the marriage bed..The moment he had seen the building in which Nolly maintained an office-an aged three-story brick structure
in the North Beach district, a seedy strip club occupying the ground floor-Junior knew he'd found the breed of snoop he needed. The detective was
at the top of six flights of narrow stairs-no elevator-at the end of a dreary hallway with worn linoleum and with walls mottled by stains of an origin
best left unconsidered. The air smelled of cheap disinfectant, stale cigarette smoke, stale beer, and dead hopes..He'd been invited to a Christmas
Eve celebration with a satanic theme, but he hadn't intended to go. The party was not being thrown by real Satanists, which might have been
interesting, but by a group of young artists, all nonbelievers, who shared a wry sense of humor..More likely than not, he would cross
Bartholomew's path when he least expected, not as a consequence of his searching, but in the normal course of a (lay. If that happened, he must be
prepared to eliminate the threat immediately, by any means available to him..Vanadium's vehicle, obviously not an official police sedan, was a blue
1961 Studebaker Lark Regal. A dumpy and inelegant car, it looked as though it had been designed specifically to complement the stocky
detective's physique.
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