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LYRICAL RECREATIONS
"But before you leave St. Mary's," the physician said, "I'd like a few mutes of your time. It's very important to me. Personally."."-and whenever the
good Pharaoh was here in San Francisco, a few times each year, he always stopped by St. Anselmo's to entertain the boys--".use it. The cop was no
threat to the English army, as Joan had been, but as far as Junior was concerned, the creep most definitely deserved to be burned at the stake..She
shivered, and Edom, thinking that she had caught a chill ripped off his suit jacket and draped it over her shoulders..The night was in flight,
however, and he had a lot to do before it swooped straight into morning..Junior kept both forged driver's licenses in his wallet, in addition to the
one that featured his real name. He stowed everything else in Pinchbeck's and Gammoner's safe-deposit boxes, along with the emergency cash..gob
of mucus in his throat. His face contorted with a misery that he did not have to fake, and he was astonished to feel tears spring to his eyes.."No, no.
But being around him so much, inevitably I absorb some details. He's a compelling speaker when the subject interests him.".Finally Vanadium said,
"According to the lab report, the baby she was carrying was almost certainly yours.".AGNES ALWAYS ENJOYED Christmas Eve dinner with
Edom and Jacob, because even they tempered their pessimism on this night of nights. Whether the season touched their hearts or they wanted even
more than usual to please their sister, she didn't know. If gentle Edom spoke of killer tornadoes or if dear Jacob was reminded of massive
explosions, each dwelt not on horrible death, as usual, but on feats of courage in the midst of dire catastrophe, recounting astonishing rescues and
miraculous escapes.."I'm a less philosophical sort than Kathleen," Nolly said, "so what I've been wondering is where you learned the tricks with the
quarter. How is it you're priest, cop-and amateur magician?".Agnes was grateful for the speed with which these arrangements were made, but she
was also disturbed. Chan's expeditious management of Barty's case resulted in part from his friendship with Joshua, but an urgency arose, as well,
during his examination of the boy, from a suspicion that he remained reluctant to put into words. Dr. Morley Schurr, the oncologist, who had
offices in a building near Hoag Hospital, proved to be tall and portly, although otherwise much like Franklin Chan: kind, calm, and
confident..Martinis were ordered all around. None here observed a vow of absolute sobriety..After a bit Otter nodded left, away from the grey stone
tower. They walked on towards a long, treeless valley, past grass-grown dumps and tailings..Extending his hand, watching the pianist closely,
Junior said, "My name's Richard Gammoner.".Instead of opening his left fist, Tom lifted his martini with his right, and on the tablecloth under the
glass lay the coin..I'll put you in a twilight sleep, you babbling cretin. Where'd you earn your medical degree, you nattering nitwit? Botswana? The
Kingdom of Tonga?.Bartholomew didn't merely have something to do with babies. Bartholomew was a baby..Celebration of course, would lead to
incarceration and perhaps to electrocution. With Vanadium, the maniac cop, likely to be found lurking under the bed or masquerading as a nurse to
catch him in an unguarded moment, Junior had to recover at a pace that his physician would not find miraculous. Dr. Parkhurst expected to
discharge him no sooner than the following morning.."Yes. Sodium chloride will work, too. Common salt. Mix enough of it with water, and it's
generally effective.".Certain disbelief insulated her against immediate surprise. She shook her head. "That's not possible.".After a little silence Otter
said, "Thanks." And he looked up at Hound, one brief, questioning, judging glance..He missed Naomi. She'd always known exactly the right thing
to say or do, improving his mood with a few words or with just her touch, when he was feeling down..Nolly said, "We've never really had a song of
our own, in spite of all the dancing we do. I think this is a good one. But so far, you've only sung it to another man.".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..Clinging to the desperate hope of an ultimate reunion, he put the gun away, went to the kitchen, and made a grilled-cheese sandwich: cheddar,
with dill pickles on the side..When she closed the front door and turned away from it, Agnes bumped her swollen belly into Joey. His eyebrows
shot up, and he put his hands on her distended abdomen, as if she were more fragile than a robin's egg and more valuable than one by Faberge..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..An emergency kit in the trunk of his car contained a flashlight. He fetched it and sweetened the bribe to the valet..you greater
strength and determination than any other motive. But you should know this much.... You need to keep her safe for another reason. She's special. I
don't want to explain why she's special or how I know that she is, because this isn't the time or place, not with your dad's death and Wally in the
hospital and you still shaky from the attack.".Without a word, Joshua Nunn and the paramedic retreated to the foyer. The parlor doors slid
shut..Recognizing the danger of saying the wrong thing, the potential for self-incrimination, Junior clenched his jaws and waited..Junior had
thought most other policemen must consider Vanadium to be a loose cannon, a rogue, an outcast. Perhaps the opposite was true-and if it was, if
Vanadium was highly regarded among his peers, he was immeasurably more dangerous than Junior had realized..He knew what she made of it, all
right, and he could see that the others on the porch knew as well, and likewise he could see that all of them wanted to hear him confirm the
conclusion at which Agnes had arrived long before he'd come here with Wally this evening. Even in the dining room, before the proof in the rain,
Tom had recognized the special bond between the blind boy and this buoyant little girl. In fact, he couldn't have arrived at any conclusion different
from the one Agnes reached, because like her, he believed that the events of every day revealed mysterious design if you were willing to see it, that
every fife had profound purpose..Her voice was flat and a little hard. Another man might have mistaken her tone for disapproval, for impatience,
even for quiet anger..Edom felt uneasy in this kingdom of a strange god. The god that his brother feared was humanity, its dark compulsions, its
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arrogance. Edom, on the other hand, trembled before Nature, whose wrath was so great that one day she would destroy all things, when the
universe collapsed into a super dense nugget of matter the size of a pea.."I'll do your share of the housework for a month. If I'm closer to the date,
you clean up all my pie-baking and other kitchen messes for a month-the bowls and pans and mixers, everything.".Havnor Great Port is the city at
the heart of the world, white-towered above its bay; on the tallest tower the sword of Erreth-Akbe catches the first and last of daylight. Through
that city passes all the trade and commerce and learning and craft of Earthsea, a wealth not hoarded. There the King sits, having returned after the
healing of the Ring, in sign of healing. And in that city, in these latter days, men and women of the islands speak with dragons, in sign of
change..Junior had expected these singular creatures, and he needed them to be as monstrous as they had always been in the past. Nonetheless, he
shrank back against his pillows in dismay when they exploded into the hospital room. Their faces were as fierce as those of painted cannibals
coming off a fast. They gestured emphatically, spitting expletives along with tiny bits of lunch dislodged from their teeth by the force of their
condemnations..The following day, Wednesday, December 27, his mother drove him to the library, where he checked out two Heinlein titles
recommended by the librarian: Red Planet and The Rolling Stones. Judging by his excitement, on the way home in the car, his response to previous
mystery-novel series had been a pleasant courtship, whereas this was desperate, undying love..The round table seated six, but they required only
three chairs, because the two brainless friends were a pair of Angel's dolls..Using a clean rag that they had brought to polish the engraved face of
the memorial, Barty said, "Is he good with numbers like me?".She expected him to be gone, snatched by an accomplice who had come in the back
way while Deed had distracted her at the front door..Stepping forward, Agnes said, "When Barty holds my hand and walks me through the rain, I
get wet even while he stays dry. The same for all the rest of us here ... except Angel.".While the doctor proceeded with his evening rounds, the
nurse remained with Junior until it was clear that the tranquilizer had calmed him and that he was no longer in danger of succumbing to another
bout of hemorrhagic vomiting..As hard of head as she was hard of heart, Victoria had not sustained serious brain damage, only a concussion..With
a cry of alarm, he bolted to the bathroom and made it with not a second to spare. He seemed to be on the throne long enough to have witnessed the
rise and fall of an empire..Stepping forward lightly, lightly, as he swung the candlestick, Junior saw the dinner guest stiffen, perhaps sensing danger
or at least movement, but it was too late. The guy didn't even have time to turn his head or duck..of color had to search for mentoring, especially in
1922, when twenty year-old Obadiah dreamed of being the next Houdini..Then it would stop. The torment would stop. Surely. His sense of drift, of
sliding aimlessly through the days, would lift from him, and he would find purpose once more in determined self-improvement. He would
definitely learn French and German. He would take cooking classes and become a culinary master. Karate, too..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
explosions.....Nevertheless, with Gein in mind, how easy it was to imagine that a monstrous evil lurked nearby. Watching. Scheming. Driven by an
unspeakable hunger. In a century torn by two world wars, marked by the boot heels of men like Hider and Stalin, the monsters were no longer
supernatural, but human, and their humanity made them scarier than vampires and hell born fiends..Back in January, when he received the
disappointing report from Nolly Wulfstan, Junior was not convinced that the private detective had exercised due diligence in his investigation. He
suspected that Wulfstan's ugliness was matched by his laziness..After examining Phimie, who was nauseous, Daines prescribed an anticonvulsant,
an antiemetic, and a sedative, all intravenously..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 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..Thus far, none of these women of mercy was as lovely as Victoria
Bressler, the ice-serving nurse who was hot for him. Nevertheless, he kept looking and remained hopeful..With a shiver, Kathleen said, "We'd like
to know more about why we did the things we did for you. Why the quarters? Why the song?".Most of these firearms were loaded and ready for
use, but five remained in their original boxes, in the back of her bedroom closet. Evidently, considering the original bill of sale taped to each of the
five boxed handguns, she must have acquired all the weapons legally..He carried the mug to the sink, poured the brew down the drain and saw the
cooler standing in the corner. He hadn't noticed it before. A medium-size, molded-plastic, Styrofoam-lined ice chest, of the type you filled with
beer and took on picnics..Perhaps these two months of frustration had brought him to this: hair-trigger nerves, fevered imagination, and anticipation
distilled into dread..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..A cold wind raised a haunting groan as it harried itself around and around in the bronze hollow of the bell atop the church steeple, shook
dead needles from the evergreens, and resisted Paul's progress with what seemed to be malicious intent. Miles ago, between the towns of
Brookings and Pistol River, he had decided that he wouldn't again walk this far north at this time of year, even if the guidebooks did claim that the
Oregon coast was a comparatively temperate zone in winter..He slept outdoors rarely and otherwise stayed in inexpensive motels, boardinghouses,
and YMCAs..He bought cracker sandwiches, some filled with cheese and some with peanut butter, redskin peanuts, chocolate bars, and Coca-Cola.
Although this was an unhealthy meal, cheese and peanut butter and chocolate shared a virtue: they were all binding..The social worker's office once
more. Rain tapping lightly at the window where Dr. Lipscomb had stared intently into the fog as he tried to avoid confronting the life-changing
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revelation that Phimie, speaking with the special knowledge of the once-dead, had shown him..He half expected to hear Thomas Vanadium in the
distance, softly singing "Someone to Watch over Me."."When I couldn't get enough nightclub and theater bookings for my magic act anymore ... I
turned to gambling.".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..In either case, printing the name in blood was a ritualistic act, and ritualism of this nature was an unmistakable symptom of a
seriously unbalanced mind. Evidently, the wife killer would be easier to crack than expected, because his shell was already badly fractured..At the
mention of her son's name, Agnes stiffened. There were numerous ways for Deed to have learned the baby's name, yet it seemed wrong for him to
know it, wrong to use it, the name of this child he had nearly orphaned, had almost killed..Another small pane of glass burst. A dismaying crack of
wood. His back to her, the maniac raged at the window with the snarling ferocity of a caged beast..Putting one hand on the object to which she
referred, Barty said, "Mom and I were listening to a book when you got here. This is a talking book.".Maria set aside two cards before turning
another faceup. This was also an ace of hearts..Barty had awakened able to read. On the page, lines of type no longer twisted under his gaze..Her
hands were slender, long-fingered, graceful. The hands of an artist. They were not powerful hands..He raised one hand to halt the genteel debate.
"The whole reason I stopped here first, before taking you folks on to my place, is so I wouldn't have to bring your suitcases back after Agnes won
you over. This is where you'll be happiest, though you're always welcome if she tries to work you to death.".When he dared to look in the mirror
above the sink, he expected to see a haggard face, sunken eyes, but the grim experience had left no visible mark. He quickly combed his hair.
Indeed, he looked so fine that women would as usual caress him with their yearning gazes when he made his way back through the gallery..Instead,
her father asked, "Is this emotion talking, Celie, or is this brain as much as heart?".At eight o'clock in the evening, Junior parked two blocks past
the target house. He walked back to the Prosser residence, gloved hands in the pockets of his raincoat, collar turned up..He repressed the scream,
however, because he sensed that if he gave voice to it, he wouldn't be able to silence himself for a long long time.."Why are you here?" "Where else
I should be and for why? I watch you over." As the tears cleared from Agnes's eyes, she saw that Maria was sewing. A shopping bag stood to one
side of the chair, and to the other side, open on the floor, a case contained spools of thread, needles, a pincushion, a pair of scissors, and other
supplies of a seamstress's trade..Although Celestina felt a little paranoid, being so security-minded in this safe neighborhood, nevertheless she
searched, out the master control button and engaged the power locks..Dishes dried and put away, Jacob retired to the living room and settled
contentedly into an armchair, where he would probably become so enthralled with his new book of dam disasters that he would forget to make
luncheon sandwiches until Barty and Angel rescued him from the flooded streets of some dismally unfortunate town..Maria said nothing, working
busily, but Agnes recognized that special silence in which difficult words were sought and laboriously stitched together..Lifted from his despair by
this exhilarating wrath, Junior turned away from the mirror, looking for the bright side once more. Perhaps it was the bathroom window..No one
could put him in prison because of his dreams. "I can't remember. Those are the worst, when you're not able to remember them-don't you think?
They're always so silly when you can recall the details. When you draw a blank ... they seem more threatening.".Instead, he imagined Vanadium's
blunt fingers moving over the intravenous apparatus with surprising delicacy, reading the function of the equipment as a blind man would read
Braille with swift, sure, gliding fingertips. He imagined the detective finding the injection port in the main drip line, pinching it between thumb and
forefinger. Saw him produce a hypodermic needle as a magician would pluck a silk scarf from the ether. Nothing in the syringe except deadly air.
The needle sliding into the port ....Knacker, Hisscus, and Nork, all talking at once, then failing silent as if they were a single organism, then talking
in rotation but interrupting one another, tried to advance their agenda..With a tenderness that surprises and moves Celestina, the tall nurse closes
the dead girl's eyes. She opens a fresh, clean sheet and places it over the body, from the feet up, covering the precious face last of all..would allow
herself to feel the loss, the misery against which she was now armored. Phimie deserved dignity in this final.Her life was so blessed that she could
have dealt with a horde of locusts, let alone a few mosquitoes..Her fear, Agnes suddenly realized, arose from her father's often expressed conviction
that an attempt to excel at anything was a sin that would one day be grievously punished. All forms of amusement were sinful, by his way of
thinking, and all those who sought even the simplest entertainment were lost souls; however, those who desired to amuse others were the worse
sinners, because they were overflowing with pride, striving to shine, eager to make themselves into false gods, to be praised and adored as only
God should be adored. Actors, musicians, singers, novelists were doomed to hell by the very acts of creation which, in their egomania, they saw as
the equal of their Creator's work. Striving to excel at anything, in fact, was a sign of corruption in the soul, whether one wanted to be recognized as
a superior carpenter or car mechanic, or a grower of prize roses. Talent, in her father's view, was not a gift from God, but from the devil, meant to
distract us from prayer, penitence, and duty..Junior was educated. He wasn't merely a masseur with a fancy title; he had earned a hill bachelor of
science degree with a major in rehabilitation therapy. When he watched television, which he never did to excess, he rarely settled for frivolous
game shows or sitcoms like Gomer Pyle or The Beverly Hillbillies, or even I Dream of Jeannie, but committed himself to serious dramas that
required intellectual involvement-Gunsmoke, Bonanza, and The Fugitive. He preferred Scrabble to all other board games, because it expanded
one's vocabulary. As a member in good standing of the Book-of-the-Month Club, he'd already acquired nearly thirty volumes of the finest in
contemporary literature, and thus far he'd read or skim-read more than six of them. He would have read all of them if he had not been a busy man
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with such varied interests; his cultural aspirations were greater than the time he was able to devote to them..Junior had learned implode from a
self-help book about how to improve your vocabulary and be well-spoken. At the time, he had thought that this word-among others in the. lists he
memorized-was one he would never use. Now it was the perfect description of how he felt: as if he were going to implode.."No. Just tricks. Turn a
leaf to a gold piece. Seemingly.".face with one hand, as if pulling off cobwebs. "Did you say you were in my house?"."For the love of God," Junior
pleaded, "can't you please give me something for the pain?".Behind the dog, Mary walked out of nowhere, ball in hand, and Koko whirled in
surprise, and the chase was on again..Amused, Wally said, "You artists do love to dramatize-or have I forgotten the San Francisco blizzard of
'65?".She got a can of soda, returned to the table, and sat down as if finished with her explorations. "You're okay, Barty.".Jacob grunted, but
probably not because he'd heard what had been said about him, more likely because he'd just turned the page to find a photo of dead cattle piled up
like driftwood against the American Legion Hall in some flood-ravaged town in Arkansas..The poster announced an upcoming show, titled "This
Momentous Day," by the young artist calling herself Celestina White. Dates for the exhibition were Friday, January 12, through Saturday, January
2 7..Into the autumn of 1967, Junior reviewed hundreds of thousands of phone listings, and occasionally he located a rare Bartholomew. In San
Rafael or Marinwood. In Greenbrae or San Anselmo. Located and investigated and cleared them of any connection with Seraphim White's bastard
baby..Into her fevered mind came an image of a milk-glass infant, as translucent as Joey at the back door of the ambulance. Fearing that this vision
meant her child would be stillborn, she said, My baby, but no sound escaped her..She was in Paul's arms again, as though by magic, and he ran as
fire broke through the cedar-shake shingles and as the roof shuddered under them. Airborne through billowing smoke. Across flames that briefly
caressed the soles of his shoes..Junior was tempted to experiment with the controls. Maybe other messages were recorded on the machine.
Listening to them would be delicious-even if every one of them turned out to be as meaningless to him as Max's--a little like browsing through a
stranger's diary..They could be patient. Their self-denial and sweet anticipation ensured that their lovemaking, when at last they were able safely to
indulge, would be shattering in its intensity, like the coupling of mortals raised to the status of demigods by virtue of their passion, its power and
purity.."Maybe," said Angel. "Or maybe to The Monkees ... or maybe to where you didn't get run down by the rhinosharush.".EACH
MOMENTOUS DAY, the work was done in memory of his mother. At Pie Lady Services, always, they sought new recipes and new ways to
brighten the corner where they were..Six paces past that marker floorboard, Barty had the strangest feeling that someone was in the hallway with
him..He swallowed one capsule and washed it down with water. He returned the pharmacy bottle to the nightstand..The galerieur's icy demeanor
thawed marginally at this proof of taste and financial resources. He either smiled or grimaced at a vague but unpleasant smell-hard to tell
which-and identified himself as the owner, Maxim Coquin..EARTHSEA.As to the distressing matter of Seraphim's daughter, Junior at first decided
to return to San Francisco to torture the truth out of Nolly Wulfstan. Then he realized that he'd been referred to Wulfstan by the same man who had
told him that Thomas Vanadium was missing and was believed to be Victoria Bressler's killer..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..She could have gone at him with the chair once more, but it was falling apart. Instead, she abandoned furniture for the
promise of a firearm, dropped to her knees, and snatched the discarded pistol magazine off the floor..Done with dolls for now, Barty and Angel
went upstairs to his room, where the book that talked waited patiently in silence. With her colored pencils and a large pad of drawing paper, she
clambered onto the cushioned window seat. Barty sat up in bed and switched on the tape player that stood on the nightstand..White's paintings,
which Junior found naive, dull, and insipid in the extreme. She imbued her work with all the qualities that real artists disdained: realistic detail,
storytelling, beauty, optimism, and even charm.."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.".with an encircling and suggestive lick, and then licked his lips, too, when the
cold steel slipped free of them..Bill wasn't impressed. "They build houses out of mud in China. No wonder everything falls down.".she'd crossed
herself during Edom's rant about the Tri-State Tornado of 1925. Then, she'd been warding off bad fortune; now, with a smile and a look of wonder,
she was acknowledging the grace of God, which, according to the cards, had been settled generously on Bartholomew..Another thought: The young
gallery employee would remember that Junior had asked after Neddy and had followed him toward the men's room. He would provide a
description, and because he was an art connoisseur, therefore visually oriented, he'd most likely provide a good description, and what the police
artist drew wouldn't be some cubist vision in the Picasso mode or a blurry impressionistic sketch, but a portrait filled with vivid and realistic detail,
like a Norman Rockwell painting, ensuring apprehension.
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