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THE LOST GOLDMINE ANOTHER RUSTY RYAN ADVENTURE
THIS IS THE FIRST PAGE of the Book of the Dark, written some six hundred years ago in Berila, on Enlad:.Not one day in anyone's life, so her
father taught, is an uneventful day, no day without profound meaning, no matter how dull and boring it might seem, no matter whether you are a
seamstress or a queen, a shoeshine boy or a movie star, a renowned philosopher or a Downs syndrome child. Because in every day of your life,
there are opportunities to perform little kindnesses for others, both by conscious acts of will and unconscious example. Each smallest act of
kindness-even just words of hope when they are needed, the remembrance of a birthday, a compliment that engenders a smile-reverberates across
great distances and spans of time, affecting lives unknown to the one whose generous spirit was the source of this good echo, because kindness is
passed on and grows each time it's passed, until a simple courtesy becomes an act of selfless courage years later and far away. Likewise, each small
meanness, each thoughtless expression of hatred, each envious and bitter act, regardless of how petty, can inspire others, and is therefore the seed
that ultimately produces evil fruit, poisoning people whom you have never met and never will. All human lives are so profoundly and intricately
entwined-those dead, those living, those generations yet to come-that the fate of all is the fate of each, and the hope of humanity rests in every heart
and in every pair of hands. Therefore, after every failure, we are obliged to strive again for success, and when faced with the end of one thing, we
must build something new and better in the ashes, just as from pain and grief, we must weave hope, for each of us is a thread critical to the
strength-to the very survival-of the human tapestry. Every hour in every life contains such often-unrecognized potential to affect the world that the
great days for which we, in our dissatisfaction, so often yearn are already with us; all great days and thrilling possibilities are combined always in
this momentous day..Maria, however, lived comfortably with both the Catholicism and the occultism in which she had been raised. In Hermosillo,
Mexico, the latter had been nearly as important to the spiritual life of her family as had been the former..Prepared for any contingency, Junior
listened to the house until he was certain that he needed the knife for no one else..Junior suspected that no one other than this man's mother called
him Tom. He was probably "Detective" to some and "Vanadium" to most who knew him..Although, by unspoken agreement, they avoided any talk
of loss and death, the mood remained grim. Angel sat in thoughtful silence, pushing her food around her plate rather than eating it. Her demeanor
intrigued Tom, and he noticed that it worried her mother, who put a different interpretation on it than he did..He was uncomfortable, achy, thirsty,
but he remained utterly still and observant. After a while, he realized that the sense of oppression with which he'd awakened was not entirely a
psychological symptom: Something heavy lay across his abdomen. And it was cold-so cold, in fact, that it had numbed his middle to the extent that
he hadn't immediately felt the chill of it. Shivers coursed through him. He clenched his jaws to prevent his teeth from chattering and thereby
alerting the man in the chair. Although he never took his eyes off the comer, Junior became preoccupied with trying to puzzle out what was draped
across his midsection. The mysterious observer made him sufficiently nervous that he couldn't order his thoughts as well as usual, and the effort to
prevent the shivers from shaking a sound out of him only further interfered with his ability to reason. The longer that he was unable to identify the
frigid object, the more alarmed he became. He almost cried out when into his mind oozed an image of Naomi's dead body, now past the whitest
shade of pale, as gray as the faint light at the window and turning pale green in a few places, and cold, all the heat of life gone from her flesh,
which was not yet simmering with any of the heat of decomposition that would soon enliven it again..He considered calling her, but he didn't know
what he would say if she answered..Here, four days past Christmas, after two days of torment, Agnes knew the worst, that her treasured son must
go eyeless or die, must choose between blindness or cancer of the brain..He would have done it, too, and risked establishing a pattern that police
might notice; but the still, small voice of Zedd guided him now, as so often before, and counseled calm, counseled focus..Perhaps she was afflicted
with only expressive aphasia, but she must be confused to some degree. The baby, which would be placed for adoption, was not hers to name..A
trickster, this detective. Full of taunts and feints and sly stratagems. PsychologIcal-warfare artist..Barty had awakened able to read. On the page,
lines of type no longer twisted under his gaze..For a moment, none of them spoke. The silence was as flawless as the preternatural hush reputed to
precede the biggest quakes..When her hand went limp in Celestina's, her body sagged, too, and her eyes were no longer either focused or rolling
wildly. They shimmered into stillness, darkled with death, as the cardiac monitor sang the one long note that signified flatline..AFTER THE
ENCOUNTER with the quarter-spitting vending machines, Junior wanted to kill another Bartholomew, any Bartholomew, even if he had to drive
to some far suburb like Terra Linda to do it, even if he had to drive farther and stay overnight in a Holiday ay Inn an eat steam-table food off a
buffet crawling with other diners' cold germs and garnished with their loose hairs..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..Jacob was hiding something. Until he
had spoken of Josef Krepp, his every response had been formed as a question, which had always been his preferred method of avoidance when
conversation involved a subject that made him uncomfortable..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 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..With the stocky detective looming, Junior wasn't
able to stroke his imagination into an erotic mood. In his mind's eye, Victoria's ample bosom remained concealed behind a starched white
uniform..As he rose from his chair, Barty began to reacquaint himself with the feeling of all the ways things are, began to bend his mind around the
the-lost-goldmine-another-rusty-ryan-adventure.pdf
Page 1/7

The Lost Goldmine Another Rusty Ryan Adventure

loops and rolls and tucks of reality that he had perceived on the roller coaster that day, and by the time he had followed Angel and Tom to the
bottom of the stairs and into the oak-shaded yard behind the house, the day faded into view for him..Kathleen Klerkle, Mrs. Wulfstan, sitting on the
edge of Nolly's desk, looked diagonally across it at the visitor in the client's chair. Actually, Nolly had two chairs for clients. Kathleen could have
sat in the second; however, this seemed to be a more appropriate pose for a hawkshaw's dame. Not that she was trying to look cheap; she was
thinking Myrna Loy as Nora Charles in The Thin Man-worldly but elegant, tough but amused..According to the newspapers, the police also
credited him with the murders of Naomi, Victoria Bressler, and Ned Gnathic (whom they had connected to Celestina). He was wanted, too, for the
attempted murder of Dr. Walter Lipscomb (evidently Ichabod), for the attempted murder of Grace White, and for assault with intent to kill
Celestina White and her daughter, Angel, and for the assault on Lenora Kickmule (whose foxtail-bedecked Pontiac he had stolen in Eugene,
Oregon)..Amused, Wally said, "You artists do love to dramatize-or have I forgotten the San Francisco blizzard of '65?".Edom and Jacob Isaacson
were her older brothers, who lived in two small apartments above the four-car garage at the back of the property..In early May, he sought
self-improvement by taking French lessons. The language of love..In his light backpack, he carried one change of clothes, spare socks, candy bars,
bottled water. He planned his journeys to be in a town every nightfall, where he washed one set of clothes and donned the other..Nolly liked to
watch her hands while she worked. They were slim, graceful, the hands of an adolescent girl..Meanwhile, she could offer him only a few pieces of
ice, which he was forbidden to chew. "Let them melt in your mouth.".The street in front of the gallery was as flooded by a sea of fog as the
alleyway at the back. The headlights of passing traffic probed the gloom like beams from deep-salvage submersibles at work on the ocean
floor.."Just that she's aware of all the ways things are," Maria added. "Like you and Barty.".In his mind's eye, Junior saw the coin in transit of the
blunt fingers, moving more swiftly than previously because its passage was lubricated by blood..She continued: "When we don't allow ourselves to
hope, we don't allow ourselves to have purpose. Without purpose, without meaning, life is dark. We've no light within, and we're just living to
die.".Only two explanations occurred to him. First, bureaucracies slavishly follow the rules even when the rules make no sense. Second, the Ugliest
Private Detective in the World, Nolly Wulfstan, was an incompetent dunce..wickedly sharp silver scimitar suspended by a filament more fragile
than a human hair..buttery sunshine, and emerald-black where the shadows of limbs and leaves overlay it. Fat crows as black as.Abruptly, without a
cannonade of thunder, without artillery strikes of lightning, the storm broke. As loud as marching armies, rain tramped across the roof..Wednesday
morning, January 10, he wired one and a half million dollars from the Gammoner account to Pinchbeck in Switzerland. Then he closed out the
account in the Grand Cayman bank..Kathleen had never heard a religious calling described in such odd words as these, and she was surprised,
indeed, to hear a priest refer to God as "strange."."Can't change your own form, even seemingly?"."Oil and natural-gas pipelines will fracture,
explode. A sea of fire will wash cities, killing hundreds of thousands more.".He summoned enough courage to approach the nightstand. His hand
trembled. He half expected the quarter to be illusory; to disappear between his pinching fingers, but it was real..This time, even San Francisco,
under a Chinese-blue sky stippled with a cloisonne of silver-and-gold clouds, couldn't provide solace or calm Celestina's nerves. Her sister's
dilemma wasn't as easily put out of mind as any problem of her own might have been-and she herself had never been in such an awful situation as
Phimie was now..The slow-motion death ballet, in which Bonnie and Clyde were riddled with bullets, was the worst moment Junior had ever heard
in a film. He didn't see more than a brief glimpse of it, because he sat with his eyes squeezed shut. Nine days previously, at Google's instructions,
Junior had rented boxes at two mail-receiving services, using the name John Pinchbeck at one, Richard Gammoner at the other, and then he had
supplied those addresses to the papermaker. These were the two identities for which Google ultimately provided elaborate and convincing
documentation..In Oregon, standing at Junior Cain's bedside, turning a quarter across the knuckles of his left hand, Thomas Vanadium asks about
the name that his suspect had spoken in the grip of a nightmare..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..The doors slid open, and they rolled
Barty corridor to corridor, past the scrub sinks, to a waiting surgical nurse in green cap, mask, and gown. She alone effected his transfer into the
positive pressure of the surgery.."--and we're from different worlds, which I respect. I respect you and your wonderful family ... your centeredness,
your certainty. I want to do this only because it's what I owe you.".With his sister's financial backing, Edom purchased a flower shop in '71, after
ascertaining that the strip mall in which it was located had been even more soundly constructed than the earthquake code required, that it didn't
stand on slide-prone land, that it did not lie in a flood plain, and that in fact its altitude above sea level ensured that it would survive all but a tidal
wave of such towering enormity that nothing less than an asteroid impact in the Pacific could be the cause. In '73, he married Maria Elena (that
boy-girl thing, after all), whereupon she became Agnes's sister-in-law in addition to having long been a full sister in her heart. They bought the
house on the other side of the original Lampion homestead, and another fence was torn down.."Guilt," said the detective. "If he killed her, wouldn't
an overwhelming sense of guilt be as likely as anguish to cause acute nervous emesis?".For all his brilliance, however, he was still a boy who loved
to run and jump and tumble. Who swung from the backyard oak tree in a rope-and-tire swing. Who was thrilled when given a tricycle. Who giggled
in delight while watching his uncle Jacob roll a shiny quarter end over-end across his knuckles and perform other simple coin tricks..Agnes knew
now why this prognostication had dismayed rather charmed her: If you dared to believe in the good fortune predicted he cards, then you were
obliged to believe in the bad, as well..Head lowered, as if his visit to Jacob were a weight that bowed him, his attention was on the ground.
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Otherwise, he might not have noticed, might not have been halted by, the intricate and beautiful pattern of sunlight and shadow over which he
walked..When his stomach rolled uneasily and his scalp prickled, he was seized by panic, certain that he was going to suffer both violent nervous
emesis and severe hives, breaking out and chucking up at the same time. He popped the capsules into his mouth but couldn't produce enough saliva
to swallow them, so he turned on the faucet, filled his cupped hands with water, and drank, dribbling down the front of is jacket and
sweater..Dropped cartridges gleamed on the carpet. Stoop to snatch them up? No. That was asking for a skull-cracking blow..If this insurance
payoff was not mere coincidence, if it was the wealth that had been foretold, then how far behind the fortune did the knave travel? Years? Months?
Days?.Although the distance to the ground was only ten feet, she would be risking too much by running blindly off the roof and leaping to clear the
fringe of fire at the edge. A landing on the lawn might end well. But if she fell onto the walkway, she might break a leg or her back, depending on
the angle of impact..On December 18, as the Beatles' "Hello Goodbye" rocketed up the charts, Junior boiled over with frustration at his inability to
find either love or Seraphim's baby, so he drove across the Golden Gate Bridge, to Marin County and all the way to the town of Terra Linda, where
he killed Bartholomew Prosser..He doubted that the singer had been Victoria Bressler, dead nurse, but he believed this was the same voice he'd
heard on the telephone, back on the twenty-fifth of June, when someone purporting to be Victoria had called with an urgent warning for
Bartholomew..And in time, the surgeon did appear, bearing the good news that neither of the malignancies had spread to the orbit and optic nerve,
but he had no greater miracle to report..He was so innocent. This sweet boy, this pure and stainless infant, couldn't possibly have an enemy in the
world, and she could not imagine any son of hers earning enemies, not if she raised him well. This was just a silly card reading..When finally he
found his voice, it was rough-sawn with a blade of grief. "My wife. Perri. Perris Jean.".By the time they reached the seventh painting, alcohol and
rich French cuisine and Jack Lientery's powerful art combined to devastate Frieda. She shuddered, leaned with one hand on a canvas, hung her
head, and committed an act of bad PR..Looking from one to another of his companions, Tom said, "When I think of everything that had to happen
to bring us here tonight, the tragedies as well as the happy turns of fortune, when I think of the many ways things might have been, with all of us
scattered and some of us never having met, I know we belong here, for we've arrived against all odds." His gaze traveled back to Agnes, and he
gave her the answer that he knew she hoped to hear. "This boy and this girl were born to meet, for reasons only time will reveal, and all of us ...
we're the instruments of some strange destiny.".From Sparky, Tom Vanadium had borrowed a master key with which he could open the door to
Cain's apartment, but he preferred not to employ it as long as he could enter by a back route. The less often he used the halls that were frequented
by residents, the more likely he would be able to keep his flesh-and-blood presence a secret from Cain and sustain his ghostly reputation. If too
many tenants got a look at his memorable face, he would become a topic of discussion among neighbors, and the wife killer might tumble to the
truth..Frowning, Angel studied the tasty strip of meat pinched between her fingers, reevaluating everything she thought she knew about the source
of bacon.."No. Lampion. Somewhere in your father's French background, there must have been lamp makers. A lampion is a small lamp, an oil
lamp with a tinted-glass chimney. Among other things, in those long ago days, they used them on carriages.".Glass in the door next to Agnes
cracked, dissolved. Pebbly blacktop like a dragon flank of glistening scales hissed past the broken window, inches from her face.."We don't believe
it does, do we, Daddy? We don't believe blood tells. We believe we're born to hope, under a mantle of mercy, don't we?".Friday, January 14, eight
days after Joey's death, Agnes closed the sofa bed, intending to sleep upstairs from now on. And for the first time, since coming home, she cooked
dinner without resort to friends'.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..And now she didn't need him anymore. He gazed at her face, held her cooling hand; his anchor was slipping away from him,
leaving him adrift.."-and wherever he went, between his shows, he always gave free performances at nursing homes, schools for the deaf-".Agnes,
who inherited the property, would have welcomed her brothers in the main house. Although both were willing to visit her for an occasional dinner
or to sit in rocking chairs on the porch, on a summer night, neither could abide living in that ominous place..He produced her coat as if by
legerdemain. Magically, she found her arms in the sleeves and the collar around her neck, though given her size lately, putting on anything other
than a hat usually required strategy and persistence..The heavy hand would come down on his shoulder, he would be spun around against his will,
and there before him would be those nailhead eyes, the port-wine stain, facial bones crushed by a bludgeon.....The artist, six feet four and two
hundred fifty pounds, looked markedly more dangerous in person than in his scary publicity photo. Still in his twenties, he had white hair that fell
limp and straight to his shoulders. Dead-white skin. His deep-set eyes, as silver-gray as rain with an albino-pink undertone, had a predatory glint as
chilling as that in the eyes of a panther. Terrible scars slashed his face, and red hash marks covered his big hands, as though he'd frequently
defended himself barehanded against men armed with swords.."Agnes," said the magician, "you better start meeting with that librarian now to
record your own life. If you don't get started for another forty years, by then you'll need a whole decade of talking to get it all down.".He slept
outdoors rarely and otherwise stayed in inexpensive motels, boardinghouses, and YMCAs..The silence on the line was not merely that of a caller
holding her tongue. It was abyssal and perfect, as no silence on a telephone ever can be, without the faintest hiss or crackle of static, no hint of
breathing or."I think we could wind up as crazy as he is, if we tried long enough to puzzle out his twisted logic.".Carrying the candlestick, he raced
to the kitchen at the end of the short hall. The door stood open, but he had to enter the room to see Victoria slumped in one of the two chairs at the
small dinette..Here again were these peculiar grammatical constructions, which sometimes she had thought were just the mistakes that even a
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prodigy could be expected to make, and which sometimes she had interpreted as expressions of fanciful speculations, but which lately she had
suspected were of a more complex-and perhaps darker-nature. Now her dread took form, and she wondered if the personality disorders that had
shaped her brothers' lives could have roots not just in the abuse they had taken from their father, but also in a twisted genetic legacy that could
manifest again in her son. In spite of his great gifts, Barty might be destined for a life limited by a psychological problem of a unique or at least
different-nature, first suggested by these occasional conversations that seemed not fully coherent.."That's correct," Parkhurst said. "Probably one or
more small blood vessels ruptured from the extreme violence of the emesis.".The air was spicy with incense and with the fragrance of the lemon oil
polish used on the wooden pews..He hadn't intended to enter the gallery. No one in his usual circles would attend this show, unless in such a state
of chemically altered consciousness that they wouldn't be able to recall the event in the morning, so he wasn't likely to be recognized or
remembered. Yet it seemed unwise to risk being identified as a reception attendee if Celestina White's little Bartholomew and maybe the artist
herself were murdered later. The police, in their customary paranoia, might suspect a link between this affair and the killings, which would
motivate them to seek out and.At the head of the line, Paul waved a red handkerchief out of the window of the station wagon..He would never
allow himself to be bankrupted and made poor again. Never. His fortune had been won at enormous risk, with great fortitude and determination. He
must defend it at any cost..He was no longer hopeful that they could have a future together. After sampling the Junior Cain thrill machine,
Celestina would want more, as women always did, but the time for a meaningful romance had now passed. For all the anguish he'd been put
through, however, he deserved the consolation of her sweet body at least once. A little compensation. Payback..At the far end of the table, Agnes
shot up from her chair as her son said rain, and as he said wet, she spoke warningly: "Barty!".The upper end of the bed was elevated. Otherwise,
Agnes would not have been able to see the room, for she was too weak to raise her head from the pillows..In a pocket of his smock was his letter to
Reverend Harrison White. He hadn't sealed the envelope, because he intended to read to Perri, his wife, what he'd written, and include any
corrections she suggested. In this, as in all things, Paul valued her opinion..Dr. Lipscomb brought his hands to his face, covering his nose and
mouth as earlier they had been covered with a surgical mask, as though he were in danger of drawing in, with his breath, an idea that would forever
change him.."Sometimes she wrote little paragraphs to God, very touching and humble notes of gratitude, thanking Him for bringing you into her
life.".Without sigh or complaint, he would walk back to her with the purse. The errand was no trouble. In fact, returning the purse would give him a
chance to get another good-night kiss.."Not only coal miners. Old as you are in some ways, you're still too young for me to explain. I will
someday.".While you're trying to decide, hand me a knife, and I'll cut your jugular you brainless medical-school dropout..He switched on his
flashlight. In the beam, on the blacktop, a silver disc. Like a full moon in a night sky..Two things about him were remarkable, beginning with his
face. His head was wrapped with white gauze bandages, so he looked like Claude Rains in The Invisible Man or like Humphrey Bogart in that
movie about the escaped convict who has plastic surgery to foil the police and to start a new life with Lauren Bacall. Blond hair sprouted from the
top of the elaborate wrappings. Otherwise, only his eyes, his nostrils, and his lips were uncovered..In the name of Zedd, slow deep breaths. Focus
not on the past, not on the present, but only on the future. What has happened is of no importance. All that matters is what will happen next..This
surprised him. Of course, Oregon was not the Deep South. It was a progressive state. Nevertheless, he was surprised. Oregon wasn't home to many
Negroes, either, a handful compared to those in other states, and yet until now Junior supposed that they had their own cemeteries..In that instant,
she knew the dreadful shape of the future, if not its fine details..Edom and Jacob came to dinner with Agnes every evening. And though the past
weighed heavily on them when they were under this roof, without fail they stayed long enough to wash the dishes before fleeing back to their
apartments over the garage..And although Simon would have denied it, would even have joked that a conscience was a liability for an attorney, he
possessed a moral compass. When he traveled too far along the wrong trail, that magnetized needle in his soul led him back from the land of the
lost.."I'd give anything if it hadn't happened," he said earnestly. And now a tortured note wrung wet emotion from his voice"I only wish it had been
me who died.".The coin stopped turning, pinched flat between the knuckles of the cops middle and ring fingers. He retrieved a box of Kleenex
from the nightstand and offered it to his suspect. "Here."."I don't just think so. And I don't just know it. I feel it, exactly like you feel all the ways
things are. I'll bet you feel it, too.".As Junior was about to knock again, the door flew inward, and over Sinatra having fun with "When My Sugar
Walks Down the Street," Victoria said, "You're early, I didn't hear your car--" She was speaking as she pulled the door open, and she cut herself off
in midsentence When she stepped up to the threshold and saw who stood before her..Startled, the pianist turned to face him-and backed off a step,
as though his personal space had been too deeply invaded. "Oh, well, thank you, that's kind. I love my work, you know, it's so much fun it hardly
qualifies as work at all. I've been playing the piano since I was six, and I was never one of those children who whined about having to take lessons.
I simply couldn't get enough.".She rushed on: "I'm one of the best waitresses they have, so if I ask for dinner shifts only, I'll get them. Tips are
better at dinner. And working the one shift, four and a half to five hours, I'll have a regular schedule.".So here it came again, the hateful past,
returning when Junior thought he was shed of it. This tall, lanky, Celestina-humping son of a bitch, guardian of Bartholomew, had driven away,
gone home, but he couldn't stay in the past where he belonged, and he was opening his mouth to say Who are you or maybe to shout an alarm, so
Junior shot him three times..Because you can walk in the rain without getting wet, because you walk in SOME OTHER PLACE, and God knows
where that place is or whether YOU COULD GET STUCK THERE somehow, get stuck there AND NEVER COME BACK, and if you can do
this, there's surely other impossible things you can do, and even as smart as you are, you can't know the dangers of doing these things--nobody
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could know-and then there are the people who'd be interested in you if they knew you can do this, scientists who'd want to poke at you, and worse
than the scientists, DANGEROUS PEOPLE who would say that national security comes before a mother's rights to her child, PEOPLE WHO
MIGHT STEAL YOU AWAY AND NEVER LET ME SEE YOU AGAIN, which would be like death to me, because I want You to have a
normal, happy life, a good life, and I want to protect you and watch you grow UP and be the fine man I know you will be, BECAUSE USE I
LOVE YOU MORE THAN ANYTHING, AND YOU'RE SO SWEET, AND YOU DON'T REALIZE HOW SUDDENLY, HOW HORRIBLY,
THINGS CAN GO WRONG..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, beads, bangles,
shredded cellophane in green and purple and yellow and pink, and decorative little plush-toy bunnies and baby chicks.."I'm not a burglar, Mr. Cain.
No client has enough money to make me risk prison. Besides, even if you could steal their files, you would probably discover that the babies'
identities are coded, and without the code, you'd still be nowhere.".Murmuring reassurances, Celestina put a hand on the girl's head and smoothed
her brow, her hair, until the sour dream was sweetened by the touch.."You know Mommy," Barty said, almost desperately sponging up the sight of
his little girl's face and wringing the images into his memory to sustain him in the next long darkness..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 revelation that
Phimie, speaking with the special knowledge of the once-dead, had shown him..The telephone rang, putting an end to their chat, but Agnes would
remember the substance of it later that year, on the day before Christmas, when Barty took a walk in the rain and changed forever his
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