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DIFFERENTLY BEAUTIFUL SHE NEEDED TO SURVIVE
"Better. Fear doesn't require him even to seduce a woman or to buy a bottle of whiskey. He just needs to open himself to it, and he will be filled
like a glass under a faucet. As difficult as this may be to comprehend, Cain would choose to be neck-deep in a bottomless pool of terror,
desperately trying to stay afloat, rather than to suffer that unrelieved hollowness. Fear can give shape and meaning to his life, and I intend not
merely to fill him with fear but to drown him in it."."Paul," she said, "you've got a lovely house, but Celestina and Grace are doers. They need to
keep occupied. They'll go stir-crazy if they don't stay busy. Am I right, ladies?".He moved the shaker across the tablecloth, rocking it back and
forth to convey that he was strolling without a care in the world.."The mass of these malignancies suggest they will soon spread-or have already
spread-out of the eye to the orbit. There is no hope that radiation therapy will work in this instance, and no time to risk trying it even if there were
hope. No time at all. No time. Dr. Schurr and I agree, to save Bartholomew's life, we must remove both eyes immediately.".Earlier, after sprinting
down the fire road, he had been breathing hard when he reached his Chevy, and by the time that he'd raced to Spruce Hills, the nearest town, he had
spiraled down into this strange condition. His driving became so erratic that a black-and-white had tried to pull him over, but by then he was a
block from a hospital, and he didn't stop until he got there, taking the entry drive too sharply, jolting across the curb, nearly slamming into a parked
car, sliding to a stop in a no-parking zone at the emergency entrance, lurching like a drunkard as he got out of the Chevy, screaming at the cop to
get an ambulance..In the front seat, Edom and Jacob murmured agreement with the narrator's sentiments. Monday night, Edom and Jacob booked
adjoining units in a motel near the hospital. They called Barty's room to give Agnes the phone number and to report that they had inspected
eighteen establishments before finding one that seemed comparatively safe..Lipscomb said, "We're only two and a half blocks from the best
Armenian restaurant in the city. I'll dash over there, bring back some chilled bubbly and an early dinner, if you'll allow me.".Her awful sense of
weightlessness became something much better: buoyancy, an exhilarating lightness of spirit. Fear remained with her-fear for Barty, fear of the
future and of the strange complexity of Creation that she'd just glimpsed-but wonder and wild hope now tempered it..Smiling in the fearless dark,
she listened to the rhythmic breathing of a sleeping boy..He considered calling her, but he didn't know what he would say if she answered..Of
course, when turning a quarter across his knuckles, the cop had made no noise. And he had glided across the hospital room, in the dark, with feline
stealth..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..She asked him how
many fingers she was holding up, and he said four, and four it was. Then two fingers. Then seven. Her hands so pale, the palms both
bruised..Prosser-fifty-six, a widower, an accountant-had a thirty-year-old daughter, Zelda, who was an attorney in San Francisco. Junior had driven
to Terra Linda previously, to research the accountant; he already knew Prosser had no connection to Seraphim's fateful child..With a paper towel,
Junior wiped the revolver. He dropped it on the floor beside the riddled nurse..Before the pianist could cry out, Junior drove him between the toilet
and the sink, slamming him against the wall hard enough to knock loose his breath and to cause the water to slosh audibly in the nearby toilet
tank..be entombed in one of those memorial walls, well above ground level, where nothing was likely to seep into them.."By the way he acted,
you'd have sworn that he gave me and Angel shelter in the storm, back then, instead of turning us out to freeze in the snow.".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,.After a while, when no plane crashed on top of him, Jacob got up, went into the kitchen, and mixed a batch of dough for Agnes's
favorite treats. Chocolate-chip cookies with coconut and pecans..Grace, having just finished washing a sinkful of dishes, stood monitoring the
application of the icing and drying her hands, when the telephone rang. She picked it up, and as she said, "Hello," the front of the house
exploded.."Sure they do," Barty said. "But I think Maria embroidered the birds just because they were pretty.".During the first months, the journeys
were eight or ten miles: along the shoreline north and south of Bright Beach, and inland to the desert beyond the hills. He left home and returned
the same day.."I hope it will," the physician said, but his emphasis vas too solidly on the word hope..Gorging on fudge cake and coffee to guard
against a spontaneous lapse into meditative catatonia, Junior manfully admitted that he had been weak, that he had reacted to the unknown with
fear and retreat instead of with bold confrontation. Because each of us can trust no one in this world but himself, self-deceit is dangerous. He liked
himself better for this frank admission of weakness..He supposed Victoria might have a visitor. Perhaps a relative or a girlfriend. Not a man. No.
She knew who her man was, and she would have no other while she waited for the chance to surrender to him and to consummate the relationship
that had begun with the spoon and the ice in the hospital ten days previously..The day before Christmas, along the California coast. Although sun
gilded the morning, clouds gathered in the afternoon, but no snow would ease sled runners across these roofs..On a positive note, the apartment was
heated by a gas furnace. A leak, a spark, an explosion, and he would never have to see poor Agnes in her misery..greatest fright of his life. He
jumped inside his skin, and his heart knocked, knocked, and he half expected to hear his bones rattle one against another, like those of a dangling
skeleton in a funhouse..Backing off, trying to feel his way to the foyer and front door, afraid that if he stumbled over a chair, she'd descend upon
him like a screaming hawk upon a mouse, Junior denied her accusation. "You're crazy. How could I know? Look at you! How could 1 possibly
know?".An overflow crowd of mourners had attended the services at St. Thomas's Church, standing shoulder to shoulder at the back of the nave,
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through the narthex, and across the sidewalk outside, and now everyone appeared to have come to the cemetery, as well..The doors were unlocked
on a pickup parked next to the Pontiac. Junior lifted the granny onto the front seat of the truck. She was so light, so unpleasantly angular, and she
rustled so much that she might have been a new species of giant mutant insect that mimicked human appearance. He was glad, after all, that he
hadn't killed her: Granny's prickly--bur spirit might have proved to be as difficult to eradicate as a cockroach infestation. With a shudder, he tossed
her purse on top of her, and slammed the truck door..Junior could almost feel sorry for this sad, stocky, haunted detective, deranged by years of
difficult public service.."Apple juice, lime Jell-O, and four soda crackers," said the detective. "If you don't have enough of a conscience to make
you confess,.She lost track of him. Fear knocked, knocked, on the door of her heart, because she was sure that he had vanished the way ships
supposedly disappeared in the Bermuda Triangle..And now Cain was aware of her, interested in her. Informed of this development, Harrison would
no doubt rethink his position..Vanadium's smile, in that tragically fractured face, might have alarmed most people, but Kathleen found it appealing
because of the indestructible spirit it revealed..She must have sensed his assessment of her and realized that she had little chance of charming him,
for she turned at once away and never looked in his direction again..This venerable old building, as solidly constructed as a castle, was
well-insulated; noises in other apartments rarely penetrated to Junior's. Never before had he heard a neighbor's voice distinctly enough to
comprehend the words spoken-or, in this case, sung..Rising, Celestina said to Tom, "Last Tuesday night, we had to switch on the lawn sprinklers.
This will be much better."."He's here as sure as I am, Barty. He's very busy, with a whole universe to run, so many people to look after, not just
here but on other planets, like you've been reading about.".He still had a sour taste in his mouth, although it was not as disgusting as it had been.
All the odors were wonderfully clean and bracing--antiseptics, floor wax, freshly laundered bedsheets-without a whiff of."Well, actually, I owe
Phimie. It's what she said between her two deaths on the delivery table that's changed my life.".Although he ate more meals in restaurants than not,
he hadn't ordered a burger in twenty-two months, since finding the quarter embedded in the half-melted slice of cheddar, in December of '65.
Indeed, since then, he'd never risked a sandwich of any kind in a restaurant, limiting his selections to foods that were served open on the plate..In
abject misery, Junior lay waiting to go under the knife, more eager to be cut than he would have thought possible only a few hours before. The
mere promise of this surgery thrilled him more than all the sex that he'd ever enjoyed between the age of thirteen and the Thursday just past..THE
CRISP CRACKLE of faux flames, the way they made them in the days of radio dramas, back in the 1930s and '40s, when he was a boy:
cellophane..Perhaps this particular worry was not ordinary maternal concern. If a sixth sense is at work in all of us, then perhaps subconsciously
Apes was aware of the tragedy to come: the tumors, the surgery, the blindness..The maniac kicked once more, but because of the bracing dresser,
the door wouldn't budge, so he kicked harder, again without success..Junior leaned forward and slid the packet of cash across the desk, toward the
detective. "There's more where this came from.".judging by the evidence, the nurse was home alone, but Junior raised his voice above the music
and called out, "Hello? Is anyone here?"."Not only coal miners. Old as you are in some ways, you're still too young for me to explain. I will
someday.".Barty set one other rule: "Without dying first ... and you have to be sure you can get back.".Assuming that the boy had closed his eyes
and was talking to himself, somewhere between his self-told bedtime story and a dream, Agnes retreated from the room, pulling the door only half
shut behind her..Before Celestina probed and perhaps touched upon a sore tooth of truth, Tom launched into the story of King Obadiah, Pharaoh of
the Fantastic, who had taught him all he knew about sleight of hand..He stabbed Prosser, however, merely to relieve his frustration and to enliven
the dull routine of a life made dreary by the tedious Bartholomew hunt and by loveless sex. In return for more excitement, he'd assumed greater
risk, to mitigate risk, he must have insurance..He hurt too much to recover quickly and take advantage of the woman's brief vulnerability.
Clambering to his feet, he backed away from her and fumbled in a pocket for spare cartridges..She was a duplicitous bitch, too. After coming on to
him, after teasing a reaction out of him, she had run off and gossiped about him as though he had instigated the seduction. Worse, to make herself
feel important, she had told the police her skewed version, surely with much colorful embellishment..He hit Celestina with the big question, the
huge question, just as she paused in her babbling to suck in a deep breath, the better to spout even more nonsense, whereupon this panicky
inhalation caught in her breast, caught so stubbornly that she was certain she would need the attention of paramedics to start breathing again, but
then Wally popped open the box, revealing a lovely engagement ring, the sight of which made the trapped breath explode from her, and then she
was breathing fine, although snuffling and crying and just generally a mess. "I love you, Wally.".In her campaign to keep her weight gain to a
minimum, anorexia was her ally. She learned to find pleasure in hunger pangs..The middle finger on his right hand throbbed under the pair of
Band-Aids. He'd sliced it earlier, while using the electric sharpener to prepare his knives, and the wound had been aggravated when he'd had to
strangle Neddy Gnathic. He would never have cut himself in the first place if there had been no need to be well-armed and ready for Bartholomew
and his guardians.."But nothing equals a quake for killing. Big one in Shaanxi, China, killed eight hundred thirty thousand.".The pendulous bellies
of the rain-swollen clouds were no darker than when he had first come to the cemetery, yet they appeared more ominous now than earlier..To his
surprise, when Naomi expressed an interest in romance, Junior was a bull again. He would have thought he had left his best stuff at Reverend
Harrison White's parsonage..Instead, her father asked, "Is this emotion talking, Celie, or is this brain as much as heart?".Ministering to Perri, Joshua
had pulled back her blankets. The fabric of the pale yellow pajama pants couldn't disguise how terribly withered her legs were: two sticks..This
thought startled Agnes, disturbed her-yet, inexplicably, it also poured a measure of warm comfort into her chilled heart..On the nightstand waited a
glass of water on a coaster and a pharmacy bottle containing several capsules of a potent painkiller..He was a man with a plan, focused, committed,
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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..out of hand. "Well ... yes, I suppose so." Spineless, unethical quack bastard, Junior thought bitterly..At many houses, strings of Christmas
lights painted patterns of color at the eaves, around the window frames, and along the porch railings-all so blurred by fog that Junior seemed to be
moving through a dreamscape with Japanese lanterns..To Dr. Parkhurst, Vanadium said, "In my work, I see lots of people who've just lost loved
ones. None of them has ever puked like Vesuvius.".Junior said, "I should know your name from the playbill at the lounge, but I'm as bad with
names as you are good with faces.".Junior suspected Magusson never had any client but himself. Fat fees motivated him, not justice.."Sit down, sit
down," Agnes urged. "I can offer coffee now and pie in a little bit.".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..As nimble as a geriatric cat, crying out with pain, Junior nevertheless sprang onto the deep windowsill and
shoved against the twin panes of the window. They were already partly open-but they were also stuck. Crouched on the deep sill, pushing against
the parted casement panes of the tall French window, using not just muscle but the entire weight of his body, leaning into them, the maniac tried to
force his way out of the bedroom..The need for relief was tremendous, inexpressible, and the urge to urinate was irresistible, and yet he could not
let go. For more than eighteen hours, his natural urinary process had been overridden by concentrative meditation. Now the golden vault was
locked tight. Every time that he strained for release, a new and more hideous cramp savaged him. He felt as if Lake Mead filled his distended
bladder, while Boulder Dam had been erected in his urethra..In southern California, Agnes Lampion dreams of her newborn son. In Oregon, Junior
Cain fearfully speaks a name in his sleep, and Detective Vanadium, waiting to tell the suspect about his dead wife's diary, leans forward in his chair
to listen, while ceaselessly- turning a quarter across the thick knuckles of his right hand..A sedan had come to a stop in the graveled driveway, over
to the right of the house, almost out of view. As Junior watched, the headlights were doused. The engine shut off. The driver's door opened. A man
got out of the car, a shadowy figure in the fearsome yellow moonlight. The dinner guest.."Why do they let a man like that keep his badge?" Junior
asked. "He's outrageous, wholly unprofessional.".Never would he pause to reload at this desperate penultimate moment, when success or failure
might be decided in mere seconds. That would be the choice of a man who thought first and acted later, the behavior of a born loser..Fifteen feet
separated them, with guests intervening. Yet this stranger's attention could have felt no more disturbingly intense to Junior if they had been alone in
the room and but a foot apart..In January '65, while Vanadium had been in the first month of what proved to be an eight-month coma, Enoch Cain
had sought Nolly's assistance in a search for Seraphim's newborn child. When Vanadium had learned about this from Magusson long after the
event, he assumed that Cain had heard Max Bellini's message on his answering machine, made the connection with Seraphim's death in an
"accident" in San Francisco, and set out to find the child because it was his. Fatherhood was the only imaginable reason for his interest in the
baby.."Oh, dear God," she whispered, and although she had always been a strong woman who stood on a rock of faith, who drew hope as well as
air with every breath, she was as weak now as the unborn child in her womb, sick with fear..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..As she struggled to cope with her loss, the last thing Agnes needed was the reminder posed by that empty chair. Maria's
intentions were good, however, and Agnes didn't want to hurt her feelings..Beautiful she was, both of face and form, even with her mouth gaping
wide and her eyes rolled back in her skull. How bright her future might have been if she had not chosen to deceive. A tease was, in essence, a
deceiver-promising what she never intended to deliver..Not incidentally, the project served as a vehicle by which some older citizens, in financial
crisis, could receive money in a way that spared their dignity, gave them hope, and repaired their damaged self esteem. Agnes asked Obadiah to
enrich the project by accepting a one year grant to record the story of his life with the help of the head librarian..Junior picked up his pace, pushing
through the crowd, repeatedly glancing back, and although he caught only quick squints of the dead cop's face, he could tell that something was
terribly wrong with it. Never a candidate for matinee-idol status, Vanadium looked markedly worse than before. The port-wine birthmark still
pooled around his right eye. His features were not merely pan-flat and plain, as they had been before, but were ... distorted..The dying-dove hands
fluttered down Junior's arms, plucking feebly at his leather coat, and at last hung limp at Neddy's sides..For forty-eight hours, he pumped himself
full of prescription antihistamines, immersed himself in bathtubs brimming with numbingly cold water, and lathered himself with soothing lotions.
In misery, gripped by self-pity, he dared not think about the 9-mm pistol that he had stolen from Frieda Bliss..Shaking off this peculiar case of the
spooks, Barty proceeded toward the stairs. Just when he reached the newel post, he heard the faint creak of the marker floorboard behind him..His
first year in San Francisco was an eventful one for the nation and the world. Winston Churchill, arguably the greatest man of the century thus far,
died. The United States launched the first air strikes against North Vietnam, and Lyndon Johnson raised troop levels to 150,000 in that conflict. A
Soviet cosmonaut was the first to take a space walk outside an orbiting craft. Race riots raged in Watts for five fiery days. The Voting Rights Act of
1965 was signed into law. Sandy Koufax, a Los Angeles Dodger, pitched a perfect game, in which no hitter reached first base. T. S. Eliot died, and
Junior purchased one of the poet's works through the Book-of-the-Month Club. Other famous people passed away: Stan Laurel, Nat King Cole, Le
Corbusier, Albert Schweitzer, Somerset Maugham.... Indira Gandhi became the first woman prime minister of India, and the Beatles' inexplicable
and annoying success rolled on and on..During the cleaning, installation of new carpet, and painting that had followed the removal of the diarrheic
pig set loose by one of Cain's disgruntled girlfriends, the wife killer had spent a few nights in a hotel. Nolly took advantage of the opportunity to
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bring his associate James Hunnicolt--Jimmy Gadget-onto the premises to provide a customized, undetectable, exterior window-latch release.."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.".Aside from purchasing the T S. Eliot book, which he hadn't found time to read, Junior was only
peripherally aware of current events, because they were, after all, current, while he tried always to focus on the future. The news of the day was but
a faint background music to him, like a song on a radio in another apartment..Downstairs, two shots cracked, and an instant after the second, an
explosion shook the parsonage as though the long-promised Judgment were at hand. This was a real explosion, not the impact of another runaway
Pontiac..Junior flung back the covers and came to his feet, but his knees proved weak, and he sat at once on the edge of the bed..able to reconcile
these opposed forces, she was all but paralyzed by indecision..She lived with her parents then. They had converted the dining room to a bedroom
for her..Grace, Celestina, and Paul expressed amusement and amazement at Angel's critical judgment..Twilight, nearly gone and purple in the west,
inspired a bright violet line along the crest of an incoming bank of bay fog, as though the mist were shot through with a luminous vein of neon,
transforming the entire sparkling city into a stylish cabaret just now opening for business. The night, soft as a woman come to dance, carried a
steely blade of cold in its black-silk skirts..As Wally got behind the wheel and closed his door, Angel said, "Mommy, where's fog come from? And
don't say Hawaii.".Although the only light on the back porch came from the pale beams that filtered out through the curtains on the kitchen
windows, all these faces seemed luminous, almost preternaturally aglow, like the kiln-fired countenances of saints in a dark church, lit solely by the
flames of votive candies. The rain-a music of sorts, and the jasmine and incense, and the moment sacred..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..Tom between curiosity and emotional exhaustion, Celestina held his gaze, thinking, and finally she said, "Deal.".So much argued against the
idea that they could succeed as a couple. In this age when race supposedly didn't matter anymore, it sometimes seemed to matter more year by year.
Age mattered, too, and at fifty, he was twenty-six years older than she was, old enough to be her father, as surely her father would quietly but
pointedly--and repeatedly!-observe. He was highly educated, with multiple medical degrees, and she had gone to art school..Hesitantly, the ivory
tickler shook hands. "I'm ... uh ... I'm Ned Gnathic. Everyone calls me Neddy.".There were effective actions and ineffective actions, socially
acceptable and unacceptable behavior, wise and stupid decisions that could be made. But if you wanted to achieve maximum self-realization, you
had to understand that any choice you made in life was entirely value neutral. Morality was a primitive concept, useful in earlier stages of societal
evolution, perhaps, but without relevance in the modem age..Enigmatic as ever on this subject, he continued: "I'm probably not blind more places
than I am. Yeah, sure, I'd rather be me in one of the other places where my eyes are good, but this is the me I am. And you know what?".Briefly,
Junior felt humiliated. He wanted to drag the detective out of the car and stomp on his smug, dead face.."Less than a year and a half ago, Hurricane
Flora--she killed over six thousand in the Caribbean.".Thrilled by the music but unable to understand a word of the play, he arranged German
lessons with a private tutor.."So what I am is I'm your talking eyes." Lowering her hand from his face, Angel said, "Do you know where bacon
comes from?".It's unsettling. For all our delight in the impermanent, the entrancing flicker of electronics, we also long for the unalterable..During
this same period, having subscribed to the opera, Junior attended a performance of Wagner's The Ring of the Nibelung..In early May, he sought
self-improvement by taking French lessons. The language of love..When he was baking, the world seemed to be a less dangerous place.
Sometimes, making a cake, he forgot to be afraid..so she reached across her body with her left hand, which Celestina gripped tightly.."It isn't that,
Daddy. You remember, when we were all together the day before yesterday, how afraid Phimie was of this man. Not just for herself ... for the
baby.".From a distance and through a scattering of trees, Junior wasn't able to discern much about the other funeral, but he was pretty sure many if
not most of that crowd were Negroes. He surmised, therefore, that the person being buried was a Negro, too..a time, from the carafe on the
nightstand. She spooned the ice into Junior's mouth not with the businesslike.Celestina told them about Nella Lombardi and about the message
Phimie delivered to Dr. Lipscomb after being resuscitated. "Phimie was, . . so special. There's something special about her baby, too.".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.."I know how to build boats, how to sail boats.".support
as he had only pretended to need it previously. He felt as if he had become the mere shell of a man and that the right note would shatter him as a
properly piercing tone can shatter crystal..In the refrigerator, he found a stick of butter in a container with clear plastic lid. He took the container to
the cutting board beside the sink, to the left of the cooktop, and opened it..In his smooth whiteness, Junior felt a pressure on his eyes, and then came
visual hallucinations, disturbing his deep inner peace. He felt someone peel up his eyelids, and Bob Chicane's worried face-with the sharp features
of a fox, curly black hair, and a walrus mustache-was inches from his..As before, the name tolled through him like the ominous note of the deepest
bass bell in a cathedral carillon, struck on a cold midnight..Consequently, Edom was abroad in the land with pies and parcels, following a list of
names and addresses provided by his sister, even though he believed an unprecedentedly violent earthquake, the fabled Big One, was likely to
strike before noon, certainly before dinner. This was the last day of the rest of his life..Because this kind of fictional fact, like maps of imaginary
realms, is of real interest to some readers, I include the description after the stories. I also redrew the geographical maps for this book, and while
doing so, happily discovered a very old one in the Archives in Havnor..Vanadium's vehicle, obviously not an official police sedan, was a blue 1961
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Studebaker Lark Regal. A dumpy and inelegant car, it looked as though it had been designed specifically to complement the stocky detective's
physique..When the long table was laden and the wine poured, when everyone but Mary settled into chairs, Angel said, "My daughter tells me she
wants to make a short presentation before I say grace. I don't know what it is, but she assures me it doesn't involve singing, dancing, or reading any
of her poetry." I.lawn before they knew that the prodigy's invisible cloak wouldn't accommodate him as it did the girl. Cool, drenching rain
pounded Tom at once, and he scooped Barty off the steps as Grace had gathered up
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