Essai Sur Lhistoire De La Dipht Rie Pharyngienne

ESSAI SUR LHISTOIRE DE LA DIPHT RIE PHARYNGIENNE
"Tragic. Her string's been cut too soon. Her music's ended prematurely," Junior said, feeling confident enough to dish a serving of the maniac cop's
half-baked theory of life back to him. "There's a discord in he universe now, Detective. No one can know how the vibrations of that discord will
come to affect you, me, all of us.".Wishing he had left the gauze wrappings on his face, but afraid that the airwaves might already be carrying news
of the bandaged man who had killed a minister in Spruce Hills, Junior abandoned the Dodge and hurriedly walked back to the private-service
terminal, where the pilot from Sacramento waited. At the sight of his passenger, the pilot blanched and said, Allergic reaction to WHAT? And
Junior said, Camellias, because Sacramento was the Camellia Capital of the World, and all that he wanted was to get back there, where he'd left his
new Ford van and his Sklents and his Zedd collection and everything he needed to live in the future. The pilot couldn't conceal his intense
revulsion, and Junior knew that he would have been stranded if he hadn't paid the round-trip charter fare in advance..WHEN AT LAST Paul
Damascus reached the parsonage late Friday afternoon, January 12, he arrived on foot, as he arrived everywhere these days..In Cain's bedroom,
Tom Vanadium's hooded flashlight revealed a six-foot-high bookcase that held approximately a hundred volumes. The top shelf was empty, as was
most of the second..He had been warned about this accuracy issue by the thumbless young thug who delivered the weapon in a bag of Chinese
takeout, in Old St. Mary's Church. Junior tended to believe the warning, because he figured the eight-fingered felon might have been deprived of
his thumbs as punishment for having forgotten to relay the same or an equally important message to a customer in the past, thus assuring his
current conscientious attention to detail..Junior's attorney-Simon Magusson--insisted upon full disclosure of maintenance records and advisories
relating to the fire tower and to other forest-service structures for which the state and the county had sole or joint custodial responsibility. If a
wrongful--death suit was filed, this information would have to be divulged anyway during normal disclosure procedures prior to trial, and since
maintenance logs and advisories were of public record, Hisscus and Knacker and Nork agreed to provide what was requested..Her father respected
and admired Tom, so she was thankful for his presence. And anyone who could survive whatever catastrophe had left him with this cubistic face
was a man she wanted on her team in a crisis..This wasn't art. This was pandering, mere illustration, more suitable for painting on velvet than on
canvas..Agnes invited everyone to stay for dinner. The pies were no sooner finished than large cook pots, saucepans, colanders, and other heavy
artillery were requisitioned from the Lampion culinary arsenal..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..Choking fumes, blinding soot. A licking heat told
him that slithering fire had followed the smoke up the stairs and now coiled perilously close in the murk.."What kept me going these past two and a
half years was knowing that I could get my hands on Mr. Cain when I was finally well enough to do something about him.".Using the straight edge
of a ruler to guide his eye down each column, Junior searched for Bartholomew, ignoring surnames. He had already checked to see if anyone in the
county had Bartholomew for a last name; no one in this directory did..He bought knives. And then sheaths for the knives. He acquired a
knife-sharpening kit and spent the evening grinding blades..Barty wanted to hug her. He did hug her. He hugged Angel, too. He hugged Tom
Vanadium..A plate-size piece of the door had been blasted away. Because of the light shining through from the room beyond, Junior could see that
no part of the lock remained intact. In fact, he peered through the hole in the door to the back of a piece of furniture that was jammed against it,
whereupon the nature of the problem became clear to him..he was prepared to find Vanadium sitting at the pine table, enjoying- a cup of coffee.
The kitchen was deserted.."Acute nervous emesis," Junior croaked. "I've never thought of myself as a nervous person.".His precious wife had fallen
from the tower and died only hours before this girl was born. This girl ... this vessel..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..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..An overflow crowd of mourners had attended
the services at St. Thomas's Church, standing shoulder to shoulder at the back of the nave, through the narthex, and across the sidewalk outside, and
now everyone appeared to have come to the cemetery, as well..In Room 724, standing alone at her sister's bedside, watching the girl sleep,
Celestina told herself that she was coping well. She could handle this unnerving development without calling in either of her parents..As usual,
Vanadium had spoken in a monotone, putting no special emphasis on those two words. Yet Junior sensed that the detective harbored doubts about
the explanation of the girl's death..Although he harbored no fear of coming under suspicion for the murder of Victoria Bressler, he intended to
leave Spruce Hills this very night. No future existed for him in such a sleepy backwater. A wider world awaited, and he had earned the right to
enjoy all that it could offer him..With the same surprising ease that she had gotten a plane out of San Francisco on a one-hour notice, Celestina
booked two return seats on an early-evening flight from Oregon, as though she had a supernatural travel agent.."This momentous day," Thomas
Vanadium said quietly, stiff gazing into the grave, "seems full of terrible endings. But like every day, it's actually full of nothing but
beginnings.".or the barber. Never was he afraid to fall asleep, and having fallen asleep, he appeared to have only pleasant dreams..IN GOOD
DARK SUITS, clean-shaven, as polished as their shoes, carrying valises, the three arrived in Junior's hospital room even before the usual start of
the working day, wise men without camels, not bearing gifts, but willing to pay a price for grief and loss. Two lawyers and a high-level political
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appointee, they represented the state, the county, and the insurance company in the matter of the improperly maintained railing on the observation
platform at the fire tower..Breath held, Celestina confirmed what she had suspected about the child since the quick glimpse she'd had in the surgery.
Its skin was cafe au lait with a warming touch of caramel..The musician had no talent for deception. His hopping-hen eyes pecked at the nearest
painting, at other guests, down at the floor, everywhere but directly at Junior, and a nerve twitched in his left cheek. "Well, I'm very good, you
know, at faces, they stick with me, I don't know why. Goodness knows, my memory is otherwise shot.".In the tree, the girl grinned. "Even if he
stays up there until dawn, he'll still be coming down in the dark, won't he. Oh, we'll be fine, Aunt Aggie..As Lipscomb picked up the freshened
baby, Grace said, "That was as effective as any minister's wife could've been with an impossible parishioner-and, oh, do I wish we could sometimes
be that pointed.".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.."Why should I care whether you have any peace?" she asked, and she seemed to be listening to a woman other than
herself..Because of the events regarding Barty and Angel back in January, Celestina, Grace, and Wally were no longer displaced persons waiting to
return to San Francisco. They had begun anew here in Bright Beach; and judging by all indications, they were going to be as happy and as occupied
with useful work as it was possible to be on this troubled side of the grave..He almost laughed at himself, but he recalled the disconcerting laugh
that earlier had trilled from him in the men's room, when he'd thought about stuffing Neddy Gnathic into the toilet. Now he pinched his tongue
between his teeth almost hard enough to draw blood, hoping to prevent that brittle and mirthless sound from escaping him again..Leaving three of
the pats in the container, he carefully placed the fourth on the vinyl-tile floor..Later, weak and shaken, as he was packing his suitcase, the urge
overcame him again. He was astonished to discover that anything could be left in his intestinal tract..In a monotone that gave new meaning to
deadpan, the detective added: "I'm the only one who was there who doesn't have a dry-cleaning bill.".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..would allow herself to feel the
loss, the misery against which she was now armored. Phimie deserved dignity in this final."Tame him or bury him," said Losen, and turned to more
important matters..Action. just concentrate on action and ignore the disgusting aftermath. Remember the runaway train and the bus full of nuns
stuck on the tracks. Stay with the train, don't go back to look at the smashed nuns, just keep moving forward, and everything will be all right..An
unfortunately bumpy ride for the deceased: along the hallway, through the foyer, across the entry threshold, down the porch steps, across a lawn
dappled with pine shadows and yellow moonlight, to the graveled driveway. No complaints..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..All these punctures in the wall.
Gouges. Slashes. So much rage required to make them..This time he didn't flip the quarter straight into the air. He tipped his hand, and with his
thumb, he shot the coin toward Agnes..The custom-fitted gold-link band of the wristwatch closed with a clasp that, when released, allowed the
watch to slip over the hand with ease. Junior knew at once that the clasp had come undone when his arm tangled in the belt of Neddy's raincoat.
The corpse had torn loose and tumbled into the Dumpster, taking Junior's watch with it..Tom proceeded, "is that an infinite number of realities
exist, other worlds parallel to ours, which we can't see. For example ... worlds in which, because of the specific decisions and actions of certain
people on both sides, Germany won the last great war. And other worlds in which the Union lost the Civil War. And worlds in which a nuclear war
has already been fought between the U.S. and Soviets.".'Miss White," he continued, still facing the window, "not long before you arrived in surgery
this morning, your sister died on the table. We hadn't delivered the baby yet, and perhaps couldn't have done so, by cesarean, in time to prevent
brain damage, so for both the sake of the mother and child, heroic efforts were made to bring Phimie back and ensure continued circulation to the
fetus until we could extract it.".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..His entire body throbbed from his neck to the tips of his nine toes. His legs were the worst, filled with hot twisting agony..Spruce Hills, but
also those in the entire county, maybe seventy or eighty thousand.."Well, Uncle Jacob doesn't understand kids. Anyway, this is pretty good
stuff.".Everyone was silent. The day was morgue-still. The crows had fled the sky, but a single hawk gilded soundlessly, like justice with its prey in
sight, high above the tower.."Me too." He closed the ring box. Took a deep breath. Opened the box again. "Celestina, when I met you, my heart
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was beating but it was dead. It was cold inside me. I thought it would never be warm again, but because of you, it is. You have given my life back
to me, and I want now to give my life to you. Will you marry me?".With every step through the long night walk, Paul had considered what he
would say, must say, if this encounter ever took place. Now all his practiced words deserted him..Agnes delighted in their conversations. Barty was
far ahead of the language learning curve for his age, but he was still a child, and his observations were filled with innocence and charm. "You mean
your cold is like in your nose but not in your feet?".impress the hell out of the hoity-toity types, take their money, and get famous.".find the
detective's unlikely theory and persistent questioning to be tedious. "I seriously doubt that a dose of ipecac would produce such a violent response
as in this case-not pharyngeal hemorrhage, for God's.Holding up his misshapen hands, knobby knuckles toward Agnes, Obadiah said, "How do you
think they became like this?"."No pie!" Agnes agreed. She parenthesized his head with her hands and punctuated his sweet face with kisses..In a
sudden desperate burst of action, Junior tore at the dead man's closed hand, sprang open the trap of fingers and palm-and did not find a quarter. Nor
two dimes and a nickel. Nor five nickels. Nothing. Zip. Zero.."Indeed, you did," said Magusson. "And I dismissed him as a well intentioned
crusader, a holy fool. Looks like you had a better take on him than I did, Mr. Cain.".Abruptly, without a cannonade of thunder, without artillery
strikes of lightning, the storm broke. As loud as marching armies, rain tramped across the roof..He still had work to do here. Properly disposing of
Thomas Vanadium, however, was the most urgent piece of business..He ardently wished that he hadn't killed her with such merciful swiftness. If
he'd tortured her first, he would now have the memory of her suffering from which to take consolation..Somehow, Agnes knew that in his younger
days, Obadiah had been a stage magician. Artlessly, she drew him out on the subject..I believe the universe is sort of like an unimaginably vast
musical with an infinite number of strings.".He was filled with bitter remorse for having suspected Naomi of poisoning his cheese sandwich or his
apricots. She-had in fact adored him, as he had always believed. She would never have lifted a hand against him, never. Dear Naomi would have
died for him. In fact, she had..This trick, however, was far more difficult than walking where the rain wasn't. Sustaining vision took both a mental
and physical toll from him..Cain's Spruce Hills home, which he'd shared with Naomi, hadn't been furnished anything like this. The difference
between there and here-and the similarity to Vanadium's digs--could be explained neither by wealth alone nor by a change of taste arising from the
experience of city fife..The station wagon rolled out, the Volkswagen bus followed it, and Wally brought up the rear. "Wagons, ho!" he announced.
The morning that it happened, Barty ate breakfast in the Lampion kitchen with Angel, Uncle Jacob, and two brainless friends.."Do you know about
the earthquake that destroyed seventy percent of Tokyo and all of Yokohama on September 1, 1923?" he asked..When the old man died and Agnes
inherited the property, the three of them played cards in the backyard for the first time on the day of his funeral, played openly rather than in secret,
almost giddy with freedom. Eventually, when Agnes fell in love and married, Joey Lampion joined their card games, and thereafter, Jacob and
Edom enjoyed a greater sense of family than they had ever known before..Shortly before ten o'clock, Junior returned to the cemetery and left his
Suburban where the Negro mourners had parked earlier in the day. His was the only vehicle on the service road..As Tom reached Celestina, she
said, "Shots." She said, "Gunshots." She held the receiver in one hand and pulled at her hair with the other, as if with the administration of a little
pain, she might wake up from this nightmare. She said, "He's in Oregon.".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..Initially, the Pacific could not be seen beyond an opaque lens of fog, Yet later, when the mist retreated, the sea itself became a
portent of sightlessness: Spread flat and colorless in the morning light, the glassy water reminded her of the depthless eyes of the blind, of that
terrible sad vacancy where vision is denied..A pathologically suspicious cop, aware of Junior's acute.; emesis following Naomi's death, might
imagine a connection between this epic bout of diarrhea and Victoria's murder, and Vanadium's disappearance Here was an avenue of speculation
that he did not want to encourage..The Beatles began singing the number-one song, "I Feel Fine," as Junior turned off the county highway and
followed the lake road northeast around the oil-black water. They had two titles in the American top five. In disgust, he switched off the
radio..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 therefore Junior's enemies..He was about to lift the body out of the chair when he heard the car in the driveway. He
might not have caught the sound of the engine so distinctly and so early if the stereo had not been in the process of changing albums..He was
relieved that he hadn't moved his head or made a sound. He wanted to understand as much of the situation as possible before revealing that he was
awake..Nevertheless, when the points of soreness in his brow and cheeks gradually grew worse, he stopped at a service station near Courtland,
bought a bottle of Pepsi from a vending machine, and washed down yet another capsule of antihistamines. He also took another antiemetic, four
aspirin, and-although he felt no trembling in his bowels-one more dose of paregoric..Bartholomew's genius might have been intimidating, even
off-putting, if he'd not been as much child as child genius. Likewise, he would have been wearisome if impressed by his own gifts..If he hadn't been
such a rational, stable, no-nonsense person all of his life, Junior might have thought he was losing his mind.."Get this through your head, you
shit-for-brains. I lost a daughter, a precious daughter, my Naomi, the light of my life."."I really am sorry about this," Junior said, regretting the
necessity to deny her the right to look good at her own funeral, "but it's got to appear to be a crime of passion."."Fifty died in London, in '57, when
two trains crashed. And a hundred twelve were crushed, torn, mangled, in '52, also England.".Kennedy, whose portraits hung side by side, the girl
revealed to their mom and dad what had been done to her and also what, in her despair.On the two-chair bed beside her mother, Angel issued small
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cries of distress in her sleep. Whatever presences flocked around her in the dream, they weren't baby chickens..Daylight had retreated from the
windows. Winter night, wound in scarfs of fog, like a leprous mendicant, rattled out a breath as though begging their attention beyond the
glass..Hound had taken him, had stood and seen his people beaten senseless, had not stopped the beating. Yet he spoke as a friend. Why? said
Otter's look. Hound answered it..He got behind the wheel of the Studebaker, started the engine, did a hard 180-degree turn, using more lawn than
driveway, and cried out in terror when Vanadium moved noisily in the backseat..He was glad that he'd taken the double dose of antiemetics. In
spite of this provocation, his stomach felt as solid and secure as a bank vault..He opened the solid doors on the bottom of the breakfront, did not
find what he was looking for, checked in the sideboard next, and there it was, a small liquor supply. Scotch, gin, vodka. He selected a full bottle of
vodka..Although he was a stranger, arriving unannounced, and something of an eccentric by anyone's definition, Paul was received by Grace and
Harrison White with warmth and fellowship. At their doorstep, raising his voice to compete with the wailing weather, he hurriedly blurted out his
mission, as if they might reel back from his wild windblown presence if he didn't talk quickly enough: "I've walked here from Bright Beach,
California, to tell you about an exceptional woman whose life will echo through the lives of countless others long after she's gone. Her husband
died the night their son was born, but not before naming the boy Bartholomew, because he'd been so impressed by 'This Momentous Day. And
now the boy is blind, and I hope you'll be able and willing to give some comfort to his mother." The Whites failed to reel backward, didn't even
flinch from his unfortunately explosive statement of purpose. Instead, they invited him into their home, later invited him to dinner, and later still
asked him to stay the night in their guest room,."No. But I'm sure as can be, the kid is better off undiscovered by the likes of him.".The boy's
difference was defined as much by what he didn't do as by what he did. For one thing, he didn't observe the Terrible Twos, the period of toddler
rebellion that usually frayed the nerves of the most patient parents. No tantrums for the Pie Lady's son, no bossiness, no crankiness..Edom bit his
lower lip, shook his head, and stubbornly clung to Barty's left foot..He closed his eyes again and seemed asleep, but then as she clicked off the
lamp, he murmured, "You have your halo again.".A blood test might prove that Junior was the father. Accusations might sooner or later be made
against him by bitter and hate-filled members of her family, perhaps not even with the hope of sending him to prison, but solely for the purpose of
getting their bands on a sizable pan of his fortune, in the form of child support..Entering the bedroom, Junior had expected to cast aside his pistol
and draw a knife. But he was no longer in a mood for close-up work. Fortunately, he'd managed to hold on to the gun..Shrieking like carrion-eating
birds waiting for their wounded dinner to die, the Hackachaks twice drew stern warnings from nurses. They were told to quiet down and respect the
patients in neighboring rooms..Celestina almost begged off, almost told him that she had no interest in whatever curiosity of medicine or
physiology he might have witnessed. The only miracle that would have mattered, Phimie's survival, had not been granted..Heinlein dreamed of
traveling to far worlds. Prior to his death, John Kennedy had promised that men would walk on the moon before the end of the decade. Barty
wanted nothing so grand, only to read a few stories, to lose himself in the wonderful private pleasure of books, because soon each story would be a
listening experience only, no longer entirely a private journey..Those who had just met her and those who were overly charmed by eccentricity
called her Seraphim, her name complete. Her teachers, neighbors, and casual acquaintances called her Sera. Those who knew her best and loved
her the most deeply--like her sister, Celestina called her Phimie..He could have killed someone named Henry or Larry, without risk of creating a
Bartholomew pattern that would prickle like a pungent scent in the hound-dog nostrils of Bay Area homicide detectives. But he restrained
himself..The funeral was at two o'clock, after which family and friends of the deceased would gather here in the parsonage for a social, to break
bread together and to share their memories of the loved one lost..against his face, thorns gouging his skin, piercing his lips. His father, oblivious of
his own puncture wounds, trying to.He might not have this future-living thing down perfectly, but he was absolutely terrific at anger..The
friendship, the work, and not least of all the sense of home and belonging that everyone felt within minutes of crossing Agnes's threshold-these
things appealed to Celestina and Grace. But they didn't want Paul to feel that his hospitality was unappreciated..The customers were in a mood,
most of them grumbling about their ailments. Others complained about the dreary weather, the increasing number of kids zooming along sidewalks
on these damn new skateboards, the recent tax increases, and the New York Jets paying Joe Namath the kingly sum of $427,000 a year to play
football, which some saw as a sign that the country was money-crazy and going to Hell..She whispered then: "You are my little lampion, Barty.
You light the way for me."."Sure. That's how it works with everything. Everything that can happen does happen, and each different way of
happening makes a whole new place.".Junior had seen the silvery coin snapping off the cop's thumb and spinning upward. Now it was gone, as
though it had vanished in midair..Tom Vanadium merely arched one eyebrow, as if to say that more than a single answer ought to be
obvious..Nevertheless, Thomas Vanadium's hostile ghost, that terrible prickly bur of stubborn energy, wasn't done with Junior yet. Until
Bartholomew was dead, the cop's filthy-scabby-monkey spirit would keep coming back and coming back, and it would surely grow more
violent..This philosophy had worked for him previously, but forgetting the aftermath was more difficult when the aftermath was your own poor,
torn, severed toe. Your own poor, torn, severed toe was infinitely more difficult to ignore than a busload of dead nuns.."Not that trains are any
better. Look at the Bakersfield crash back in '60. Santa Fe Chief, out of San Francisco, smashed into an oil-tank truck. Seventeen people crushed,
burned in a river of fire."
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