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FRANCE BEARS THE BURDEN
Licky did not take him into the roaster tower, but back to the barracks. From a locked room he brought out a small, soft, thick, leather bag that
weighed heavy in his hands. He opened it to show Otter the little pool of dusty brilliance lying in it. When he closed the bag the metal moved in it,
bulging, pressing, like an animal trying to get free..Beyond the window, behind veils of rain and fog, the metropolis appeared to be more enigmatic
than Stonehenge, as unknowable as any city in our dreams..Nothing in his reading offered a satisfactory explanation for what had been happening
to him. None of the women filled the hole in his heart, and all of the Bartholomews were harmless. Only the needlepoint offered any satisfaction,
but though Junior was proud of his craftsmanship, he knew that a grown man couldn't find fulfillment in stitchery alone..At the bedside, Joshua
Nunn, friend and physician, looked up as Paul approached. He rose as though under a yoke of iron..Judging by the sounds Vanadium made, Junior
figured that the cop had settled once more into the armchair..Pecan cakes, cinnamon custard pies boxed in insulated coolers, gifts wrapped with
bright paper and glittery ribbons. Agnes Lampion made deliveries to those friends who were on her list of the needful, but also to friends who were
blessed with plenty. The sight of each beloved face, each embrace, each kiss, each smile, each cheerfully spoken "Merry Christmas" at every stop
fortified her heart for the sad task awaiting her when all gifts were given..Adoption records would have been kept as secret from Celestina as from
everyone else. But perhaps she knew something about the fate of her sister's bastard son that Junior didn't know, a small detail that would seem
insignificant to her but that might put him on the right trail at last..He snatched up the wine list before she could look at it. "If you're paying, then
I'm ordering whatever costs the most, regardless of what it tastes like.".Naked, dripping, he roamed the apartment. As on the night of December 13,
the voice seemed to arise from thin air: ahead of him, then behind him, to the right, but now to the left..From a cutlery drawer, Tom withdrew a
knife. The largest and sharpest blade in the small collection..Junior discovered more tears than could have been found in ten thousand onions. His
wife and his unborn baby. He had been willing to sacrifice his beloved Naomi, but maybe he would have found the cost too high if he had known
that he was also sacrificing his first-conceived child. This was too much. He was bereft..Highly impressed by the spot-on hyena scream with which
Frieda had purged herself of the childhood emotional trauma inflicted by an authoritarian grandmother, Junior asked her to go out with him..With
the successful consumption of the burger and with the addition of the third Sklent to his collection, Junior felt more upbeat than he'd been in quite a
while. Contributing to his better mood was the fact that he hadn't heard the phantom singer in longer than three months, since the library in July..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..Leaving three of the pats in the container, he carefully placed the fourth
on the vinyl-tile floor.."But nothing equals a quake for killing. Big one in Shaanxi, China, killed eight hundred thirty thousand.".just as Sinatra
broke into song again, Junior thought he heard a footstep on the wood floor of the hallway, and the creak of a board. The music masked the sounds
of the visitor's approach if, indeed, he was approaching..His request felt like an assault. Agnes almost rocked backward as though struck..Flanked
by Dumpsters and trash cans, through steam rising out of grates in the pavement, past parked delivery trucks, here came the dead cop. Running..On
he went, up he went, trunk to limb, limb to branch, branch to limb, to limb, to trunk. Hand over hand up the vertical parts, gripping with his knees,
then standing and walking like a tightrope artist along limbs horizontal to the ground, swinging over empty air and stepping from one woody
walkway to another, ever upward toward the highest bower, dwindling as though he were growing younger during the ascent, becoming a smaller
and smaller boy. Forty feet, fifty feet, already far higher than the house, striving toward the green citadel at the summit..Rapt, frightened yet
wonderstruck, Agnes leaned forward, squinting between the whisking wipers..Evidently, Jacob had made a quick trip to his apartment over the
garage and, with no thought for mice and dust, had not closed the back door. Junior said, "You've caused me a lot of trouble, you know." He'd been
building a beautiful rage all night, thinking about what he'd been through because of the girl's temptress mother, whom he saw so clearly in this
pint-size bitch. "So much trouble."."A wonderful wedding," Celestina promised her, taking a pair of pajamas from a dresser drawer..Hunched over
his desk, leaning forward conspiratorially, his piggy eyes glittering like those of an ogre discussing his favorite recipe for cooking children, Nolly
said, "I've been able to confirm your suspicions..Maybe every accidental death was suspicious to Vanadium. His obsessive hounding of Junior
might be his standard operating procedure..This humble house wasn't where you expected to hear an elaborate custom doorbell-or even any
doorbell at all, since knuckles on wood were the cheapest announcement of a visitor.."Yes, but it's a Catholic hospital, and they offer this option to
all unwed mothers-doesn't matter what their religion.".After Maria, Bonita, and Francesca had gone, when Agnes and her brothers joined forces to
clear the table and wash the dishes, Barty kissed them good-night and retired to his room with The Star Beast..The mummified moon had unwound
itself from its rags of embalming clouds. Its pocked face glowered in full brightness on the spreading branches of the pine, on the yard, and on the
graveled driveway..Blink, the living room. Turning off Sinatra halfway through "It Gets Lonely Early.".Repressing a smirk, feigning a respectful
solemnity, he dared to glance at Vanadium, but the detective stared into Naomi's grave as though he hadn't heard the mockery-or, having heard it,
didn't recognize it for what it was..Throughout Agnes's thirty-three years, strength had often been demanded of her, but never such strength as was
required now to rein in her emotions and to be a rock for Barty. "Don't be scared, honey. I'm here." She took one of his small hands in both of hers.
"I'll be waiting. You'll never be without me.".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,
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beads, bangles, shredded cellophane in green and purple and yellow and pink, and decorative little plush-toy bunnies and baby chicks.."But in 'This
Momentous Day,' Bartholomew is just the disciple, the historical figure, and he's also a metaphor for the unforeseen consequences of even our most
ordinary actions.".Barty followed the movement of her hand, raised his gaze to her eyes, hesitated, and then said questioningly, "No pie?".On the
drive home, Junior dropped the knife down a storm drain in Larkspur. He tossed the gloves in a Dumpster in Corte Madera..Sapphires and
emeralds, dazzling gems set in clearest white, ebony pupils at the center. Beautiful mysteries, these eyes, but no different now than they had ever
been, as far as she could tell..Sweaty, chilled, trembling, weak-kneed, watery-eyed with self-pity, Junior spread a plastic garbage bag on the driver's
seat. He got in the Suburban, twisted the key in the ignition, and groaned as the engine vibrations threatened to undo him..She was shaking and so
afraid, not thinking clearly, and for a moment she didn't understand what he meant, what he wanted, and then she saw that the window on his side
of the car was shattered, too, and that the door beyond him was badly torqued, twisted in its frame. Worse, the side of the Pontiac had burst inward
when the pickup plowed into them. With a steel snarl and sheet-metal teeth, it had bitten into Joey, bitten deep, a mechanical shark swimming out
of the wet day, shattering ribs, seeking his warm heart..The car shuddered, wrenched steel screamed, and a cry of triumph rose from the
rescuers..That was another thing. Junior hadn't gotten his noon meal, because the spirit of Vanadium had nearly caught up with him when he'd been
browsing for tie chains and silk pocket squares before lunch. Then he missed dinner, as well, because he had to maintain surveillance on Celestina
when she didn't go straight home from the gallery. He was hungry. He was starving. This, too, she had done to him. The bitch..Although he had
made no effort to summon them, tears spilled from Junior's closed eyes. They weren't drawn from him by thoughts of poor Naomi. These next few
days-perhaps weeks-were going to be tedious, until he could have Nurse Victoria Bressler. Under the circumstances, he had good reason to feel
sorry for himself..Soon he realized this was a mistaken assumption, because when the instructor began trying to unknot him from his lotus position,
a defensive numbness deserted Junior, and he became aware of pain. Excruciating..Licky took him down into the mines to show him the gangues,
the kinds of earth the ore was likely to occur in. A few miners were working at the end of a long level..At last: the humiliating backless gown, the
precious drugs, even a pretty nurse who seemed to like him, and then oblivion..Edom, who had never made it big, medium, or little, watched his
sister blur before him. He strove to contain the shimmering hotness in his eyes. His love was not for magic, and his pride was not in any skill he
possessed, for he possessed none worth noting. His love was for his good sister; she was his pride, too, and he felt that his small life had precious
meaning as long as he was able to drive her on days like this, carry her pies, and occasionally make her smile..As shaken as she had been at
Phimie's side, she couldn't trust her memory. Perhaps she hadn't seen what she thought she'd seen..Halfway home, he heard sirens and saw the
beacons of approaching emergency vehicles. He pulled the Suburban to the side of the road and watched as two fire trucks passed, followed by an
ambulance.."Sometimes it's sad here, Mommy. But it's not sad every place you are. Lots of places, Daddy's with you and me, and we're happier,
and everything's okay.".In the cab, pulling into traffic, the driver said, "The mister tells me you're the star of the show tonight.".The old woman
crumpled with a papery rustle, as though she were an elaborately folded piece of origami. She would be unconscious for a while, and after she
came around, she probably wouldn't remember who she was, let alone what make of car she'd been driving, until Junior was well out of
Eugene..The porch light wasn't on. No landscape lighting brightened the backyard. Barty was a gray shadow moving through darkness and through
the darkling drizzle.."When the Iroquois Theater in Chicago burned on December 30, 1903" he said aloud, testing his memory, "during a matinee
of Mr Blue Beard, six hundred two people perished, mostly women and children.".Barty came out of the house with the library copy of Podkayne
Of Mary, which his mother had promised to read to him later, in the hospital. "Are we all going?" he asked..Vanadium hadn't seen the man who
had clubbed him from behind and who had smashed his face with a pewter candlestick, but when~ he spoke the name Enoch Cain, the quality in his
eyes was not compassion. No fingerprints had been left, no evidence in the aftermath of the fire at the Bressler house or in the Studebaker hauled
from Quarry Lake..Maria stood at the bedside, leaning with her forearms against the railing. A silver-and-onyx rosary tightly wrapped her small
brown hands, although she was not counting the beads or murmuring Hail Marys. I Her prayer was for Agnes's baby..In recounting the
fortune-telling session, Agnes had not told the magician about the four jacks of spades, only about the aces of diamonds and hearts. She never wore
her worries for anyone to see; and though she had made a joke of the appearance of the fourth knave on Friday, Edom knew that it had deeply
troubled her..Gradually, she perceived that Lipscomb was more troubled than he should have been, considering that his patient had died through no
fault of his own..In the neatly ordered bedroom, he removed his shoes. Stretching out on the bed, he stared at the ceiling, feeling useless..In case
someone was waiting in the hallway, he flushed the john for authenticity, though binding foods and paregoric still gave him the sturdy bowels of
any brave knight in battle.."I was once doubting Thomas," said the detective, but not from beside the bed any longer. His voice seemed to come
from across the room, perhaps near the door, though he had made not a sound as he'd moved..The beetle-green Pontiac waited in the driveway, with
a shine that tempted nature to throw around some bad weather. Joey always kept a spotless car, and he probably wouldn't have had time to earn a
living if he had resided in some shine-spoiling climate rather than in southern California..The phone rang at 3:20 in the afternoon, just after he
switched off the radio in disgust. Sitting in the breakfast nook, the Oakland telephone directory open in front of him, he almost said, Find the
father, kill the son, instead of, "Hello.".Although he found Magusson's face sufficiently disturbing that he avoided looking at it more than
necessary, and though Magusson's bulging eyes were so moist with bitterness and with need that they inspired nightmares, Junior shifted his gaze
from his half-numb hands to his attorney. "Luck? I lost my wife. And my unborn baby.".Barty approached stair climbing as a mathematical
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problem, calculating the precise movement of each leg and placement of each foot necessary to successfully negotiate the obstacle. He proceeded
less slowly on the next three steps than he had on the first three, and thereafter he ascended with growing confidence, pumping his legs with
machinelike precision..He was astonished that adoption records would be sealed and so closely guarded when a child was being placed with a
member of its immediate family, with its mother's sister..I have trusted in thy mercy, she thought desperately, reaching for comfort to Psalms
13:5..After tucking the flashlight under his belt, he grabbed the lip of the Dumpster with both hands. The metal was gritty, cold, and
wet..Sometimes Angel seemed troubled by what she'd been told about her grandfather, and at those moments she appeared downcast, somber. But
she was just three, after all, too young to grasp the permanence of death. She would probably not have been surprised if Harrison White had walked
through the door in a little while, during The Man from U.N.C.L.E. or The Lucy Show..He raised the window in the kitchen and climbed outside,
onto the landing of the fire escape. Feeling like a high-roaming cousin to the Phantom of the Opera, bearing the requisite fearsome scars if not the
unrequited love for a soprano, Vanadium descended through the foggy night, down two flights of the switchback iron stairs to the kitchen at Cain's
apartment..Edom and Jacob flanked the gurney, each gripping one of Barty's feet through the sheet that covered them, escorting him with the same
stony determination that you saw on the faces of the Secret Service agents who bracketed the President of the United States..1969 through 1973:
the Year of the Rooster, chased by the Year of the Dog, followed fast by the Pig, faster by the Rat, with the Ox passing in a stampede pace.
Eisenhower dead. Armstrong, Collins, Aldrin on the moon: one giant step on soil untouched by war. Hot pants, plane hijackings, psychedelic art.
Sharon Tate and friends murdered by Manson's girls seven days before Woodstock, the Age of Aquarius stillborn, but the death unrecognized for
years. McCartney split, Beatles dissolved. Earthquake in Los Angeles, Truman dead, Vietnam sliding into chaos, riots in Ireland, a new war in the
Middle East, Watergate..Now, after removing the four decks of cards from the pressboard packs in which they had come, Jacob lined them up side
by side on the scarred maple top of the table..During the night, he had awakened, seen her in the chair, and covered her with a blanket..After the
service, among those who came to Agnes at graveside, trying to express the inexpressible, was Paul Damascus, the owner of Damascus Pharmacy
on Ocean Avenue. Of Mideastern extraction, he had dark olive skin and, incredibly, rust--red hair. With his rust-red eyebrows, lashes, and
mustache, his handsome face looked like that of a bronze statue with a curious patina..Evidently, last evening, prior to keeping a dinner date with
Victoria, when the taunting detective had illegally entered Junior's house and placed another quarter on the nightstand, he had seen the directory
open on the kitchen table. Deducing the meaning of the red check marks, he inserted this card and closed the book: another small assault in the
psychological warfare that he'd been waging..Of course, Seraphim's child would not have a telephone. He was just a baby, dangerous to Junior in a
way that was not clear, but a baby nonetheless..He would come. She knew. She had always known, but had half forgotten. There was something
special about Angel, and because of that specialness, she lived under a threat as surely as the newborns of Bethlehem under King Herod's death
decree. Long ago, Celestina glimpsed a complex and mysterious pattern in this, and to the eye of the artist, the symmetry of the design required that
the father would sooner or later come..As instructed earlier by phone, Junior purchased a large box of Raisinettes and a box of Milk Duds at the
refreshment stand, and then he sat in one of the last three rows in the center section, eating the Milk Duds, grimacing at the sticky noises his shoes
made when he moved them on the tacky floor, and waiting for Google to find him..Angel cocked her head and studied his left hand, which he had
closed while opening his right. She pointed. "It's there.".This declaration was received seriously by Edom and Jacob, as if the devil often strolled
the streets of Bright Beach and from time had been known to snatch little babies from their mothers' and eat them with mustard..Although Junior
was free of the superstitions that Naomi, in her innocence and sentimentality, had embraced, he wept without pretense..even allow himself as much
as a lascivious wink or a quick caress of Victoria's hand..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..She
wanted to tell him not to say these queer things, not to talk this way, yet she couldn't speak those words. When Barty asked her why, as inevitably
he would, she'd have to say she was worried that something might be terribly wrong with him, but she couldn't express this fear to her boy, not
ever. He was the lintel of her heart, the keystone of her soul, and if he failed because of her lack of confidence in him, she herself would collapse
into ruin..The voice continued, issuing from a device that stood on the desk beside the phone. "Please don't bang up. This is a telephone answering
machine Leave a message after you bear the tone, and I will return your call later ".They were in the eastern hills, a mile from Jolene and Bill
Klefton's place, where ten days ago, Edom had delivered blueberry pie along with the grisly details of the Tokyo-Yokohama quake of 1923..When
Junior opened the trunk, he discovered that fishing gear and two wooden carriers full of carpenter's tools left no room for a dead detective. He
would be able to make the body fit only if he dismembered it first..Concerned that Junior's crying jag would trigger spasms of the abdominal
muscles and ultimately another attack of hemorrhagic vomiting, the nurse had with her a tranquilizer. She wanted him to use the apple juice to
wash down the pill..An elderly Negro gentleman answered the door. His hair was such a pure white that in contrast to his plum-dark skin, it
appeared to glow like a nimbus around his head. With his equally radiant goatee, his kindly features, and his compelling black eyes, he seemed to
have stepped out of a movie about a jazz musician who, having died, was on earth once more as someone's angelic guardian..Over the following
hour, as Walter Panglo guided Jacob through the planning of the funeral, Jacob recounted the gruesome details of numerous airliner crashes,
shipwrecks, train collisions, coal-mine disasters, darn collapses, hotel fires, nightclub fires, pipeline and oil-well explosions, munitions--plant
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explosions.....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..She worried that they would argue with her, and though she knew that she was
committed to her decision, she was afraid to have that commitment tested just yet..She figured that she could stay home, devoting herself to Barty,
for perhaps three years before she would be wise to find work..But the boy played no tricks against his father. He took his beatings in silence and
learned to hide his gift..might be grumpy and would certainly be torpid, bleary-eyed, and uncommunicative. Angel awake was always fully awake,
soaking up color texture-mood, marveling in the baroque detail of Creation, and generally lending support to the apperception--test prediction that
she might be an art prodigy.."Seems like," Vanadium agreed. "So a man like Cain obsesses on one thing after another-sex, money, food, power,
drugs, alcohol, anything that seems to give meaning to his days, but that requires no real self-discovery or self-sacrifice. Briefly, he feels complete.
However, there's no substance to what he's filled himself with, so it soon evaporates, and then he's empty again.".He slipped behind the door and
raised the pewter candlestick over his head. Weighing perhaps five pounds, the object made a formidable bludgeon, almost as good as a
hammer..Snapping the cylinder into place, he rose to his feet. Already he had a new plan, and the cop's revolver was the most important tool that he
required to implement it..Some acts were distasteful, too, such as searching the lunatic lawman for his car keys and his badge..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.
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