The Snack Thief

THE SNACK THIEF
This was not a ghost. This was not a walking dead man. This was something else, but until he knew what it was, who it was, the only person he
could possibly look for was Vanadium..A man with beautiful celadon eyes, his face beaded with jewels of rain, reached through the cut-away door
and removed the blanket from Agnes..At home, after phoning her folks, Celestina made a ham sandwich. She ate a quarter of it. Then two bites of a
chocolate croissant. One spoonful of butter pecan ice cream. Everything was without taste, more bland than Phimie's hospital food, and it cloyed in
her throat..Junior drove them a little crazy by pretending not to understand their intent as they circled the issue like novice snake handlers warily
looking for a safe grip on a coiled cobra..Fifteen feet separated them, with guests intervening. Yet this stranger's attention could have felt no more
disturbingly intense to Junior if they had been alone in the room and but a foot apart.."I'll always know your face," he promised. "Even if you have
to go away and you're gone a hundred years, I'll remember what you looked like, how you felt.".Incredibly, Renee came after him, slinky and
seductive, trying to calm him and lure him back into an embrace..Indeed, he would get through the rest of 1965 without resorting to another
homicide. The nonfatal shooting in September would be regrettable, quite messy, painful-but necessary, and calculated to do as little damage as
possible..When he returned to the kitchen to add ice and sherry to his glass,he looked up White, Celestina in the San Francisco phone directory. Her
number was listed; her address was not.."All right," Celestina said, "yes, of course." She could see no harm in humoring Phimie. "Angel. Angel
White. Now, you calm down, you relax, don't stress yourself.".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.".On this January twilight, as Maria Elena Gonzalez drove south along the coast
from Newport Beach, all men of the sea must have been reaching for bottles of rum to celebrate the fruit-punch sky: ripe cherries in the west, blood
oranges overhead, clustered grapes dark purple in the east..The night was hushed but for the barking of a dog in the great distance. Hollow, far
softer than the ghostly singing that had recently haunted Junior, the rough voice of this hound nevertheless stirred him, spoke to an essential aspect
of his heart..A Description of Earthsea.The muffling fog quieted the city as much as obscured it, and the alley was surprisingly still. Many of the
businesses were closed for the night, and as far as Junior could discern, no delivery trucks or other vehicles were parked the length of the
block..Truly, the time spent helping Agnes had given her uncountable new subjects for paintings and had begun to bring to her work a new depth
that excited her. "When you pour out your pockets into the pockets of others," Agnes had once said, "you just wind up richer in the morning than
you were the night before.".Barty approached stair climbing as a mathematical 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..Mary Lampion, little light, was
home-schooled as her father and mother had been. But she didn't study just reading, writing, and arithmetic. Gradually she developed a range of
fascinating talents not taught in any school, and she went exploring in a great number of the many ways things are, journeying to worlds right here
but unseen..The Rolex. Because most of the trash in the huge bin was bagged, finding the watch would be easier than Junior had
feared.."Who...who're you?" Junior rasped, still badly rattled by the nightmare and by Vanadium's presence, but quick-witted enough to stay within
the clueless character that he had been playing.."It's partly that," she agreed. "But originally, Daddy wanted Phimie to tell, so the man could be
charged and prosecuted. Though he's a good Baptist, Daddy isn't without a thirst for vengeance.".He hadn't learned much from the call other than
that they hadn't found Vanadium in his Studebaker at the bottom of Quarry Lake..able to reconcile these opposed forces, she was all but paralyzed
by indecision..Junior stood at the window for a long time, not because he was pretending to rest, and not because any of the attending nurses was a
looker. He was transfixed, and for awhile he didn't know why..In the hall that served the two ground-floor apartments, they encountered Rena
Moller, the elderly woman who lived in the unit across from theirs. She was polishing the dark wood of her front door with lemon oil, a sure sign
that her son and his family were coming to dinner..Wet cobblestones and tattered blacktop. Hurry, hurry. Past the lighted casement window in the
gallery men's room..She approached the kitchen table and swept her hand across it, to emphasize its emptiness..A stab of horror punctured
Celestina as she failed to repress a mental image of a carnival-sideshow monster, half dragon and half insect, coiled in her sister's womb. She hated
the rapist's child but was appalled by her hatred, for the baby was blameless..Ichabod passed Bartholomew through the open door to Celestina in
the passenger's seat, went around the Buick, put the tote bag in the back, and climbed behind the wheel once more..Later, at home, after Agnes sent
Edom back to his apartment, she opened a bottle of vodka that she had bought on the way back from Maria's. She mixed it with orange juice in a
waterglass..Leaving Spruce Hills, Junior thought he was putting distance between himself and his enigmatic enemy, gaining time to study the
county phone directory and to plan his continuing search if that avenue of investigation brought him no success. Instead, he had walked right into
his adversary's lair..Sparky Vox-with less training in theology and philosophy than his guest, but with a spiritual insight that any overeducated
Jesuit would have to admire, even if grudgingly-had settled Vanadium's uneasy conscience. "The problem with movies and books is they make evil
look glamorous, exciting, when it's no such thing. It's boring and it's depressing and it's stupid. Criminals are all after cheap thrills and easy money,
and when they get them, all they want is more of the same, over and over. They're shallow, empty, boring people who couldn't give you five
minutes of interesting conversation if you had the piss-poor luck to be at a party full of them. Maybe some can be monkey-clever some of the time,
but they aren't hardly ever smart. God must surely want us to laugh at these fools, because if we don't laugh at 'em, then one way or another, we
the-snack-thief.pdf
Page 1/7

The Snack Thief

give 'em respect. If you don't mock a bastard like Cain, if you fear him too much or even if you just look at him in an all-solemn sort of way, then
you're paying him more respect than I ever intend to. Another glass of wine?".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 with such varied interests; his cultural aspirations were greater than the time he was able to devote to them..Before he searched the
bedroom, Vanadium walked quickly back through the rooms that he had already inspected, suddenly remembering the three bizarre paintings of
which Nolly, Kathleen, and Sparky had spoken, and wondering how he could have overlooked them. They were not here. He was able to locate,
however, the places on the walls where the art works had hung, because the nails still bristled from the pocket plaster, and picture hooks dangled
from the nails.."Well, he was an insurance agent, and numbers are important in that line of work. And he was a good investor, too. Not the whiz
you are with numbers, but I'm sure you got some of your talent from him..Fed up with them and with this exhibition, Junior half wished that he
would again be stricken by violent nervous emesis. Even in his suffering, he would enjoy spraying these insistently appealing canvases with the
reeking ejecta of his gut: criticism of the most pungent nature..The stumpy ghost departed the sliding stairs at the second floor and walked off into
women's sportswear..A sense of fellowship in extraordinary times drew everyone closer, to hug, to touch, to share the wonder. For a long moment,
even in the symphony of the storm, in spite of all the plink-tink-hiss-plop-rattle that arose from every rain-beaten work of man and nature, they
seemed to stand here in a hush as deep as Tom had ever heard..In his voice, he heard a tremor that had nothing to do with the hideous deaths in
Effingham more than sixteen years previous..He felt for the railing. Grasped at the empty air only briefly. Found the handrail. He climbed to the
porch..His right side, however, had come to rest against an object harder than bagged paper, an angular mass. As the skull-rattling gong faded,
allowing more clarity of thought, he realized that an unpleasant, vaguely warm, damp something was pressed against his right cheek.."As long as
the case was open and you were the sole suspect," said the lawyer, "they couldn't negotiate an out-of-court settlement with you. But they were
afraid that if eventually they couldn't prove you killed her, then they'd be in an even worse position when a wrongful death suit finally went before
a jury.".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..She left him sore in places that had never been sore before. Yet he was more
stressed out on Thursday than he'd been on Wednesday..She shivered, and Edom, thinking that she had caught a chill ripped off his suit jacket and
draped it over her shoulders..An hour later, when Barty decided he wanted a soda, he switched off the book and asked Angel if she would like
something to drink..Junior's breath smoked from him as if he contained a seething fire of his own. He felt a sheen of condensation arise on his face,
cold and invigorating..On the other hand, one needed to believe in something. Junior didn't clutter his mind with superstitious nonsense or allow
himself to be constrained by the views of bourgeois society or by its smug concepts of right and wrong, good and evil. From Zedd, he'd learned that
he was the sole master of his universe. Self-realization through self-esteem was his doctrine; total freedom and guiltless pleasure were the rewards
of faithful adherence to his principles. What he believed in-the only thing he believed in-was Junior Cain, and in this he was a fiercely passionate
believer, devout unto himself Consequently, as Caesar Zedd explained, when any man was clearheaded enough to cast off all the false.Exactly. The
shock. The devastating loss. Junior felt it now, anew, and was afraid he might betray himself with tears, although he seemed to be done with
vomiting..Nolly shook his head, setting a cotillion of warts and moles adance on his pendulous cheeks. "Ask any adoptee who, as an adult, has tried
to team the names of his real parents. Easier to drag a freight train up a mountain by your teeth."."There's no clear evidence of birth defects, but a
couple tests reveal some worrisome anomalies. We'll know when we see the child.".He surprised himself by sitting up in bed and shouting, "Shut
up, shut up, shut up!".Neddy cooperated by not deigning to look back. Eventually, he stopped a young man who, judging by the name tag on the
lapel of his blazer, was a gallery employee. They put their heads together in conversation, and then the musician headed through an archway into
the second showroom.."What are you strongest in?".Although only half the stools at the counter were occupied, and none of those close to Junior,
customers were seated in most of the booths. Some had their backs to him, and three were about Vanadium's size..Hound smiled. "They haven't
undone what you did yet, either," he said. "Old Whiteface was crawling all over her yesterday, growling and muttering. Ordered the helm
replaced." He meant Losen's chief mage, a pale man from the North named Gelluk, who was much feared in Havnor..The morning that it happened,
Tom Vanadium rose later than usual, shaved, showered, and then used the telephone in Paul's downstairs study to call Max Bellini in San Francisco
and to speak, as well, with authorities in both the Oregon State Police and the Spruce Hills Police Department..Among these people was an old man
whom they called, among themselves, the Changer. He showed Otter a few spells of illusion; and when the boy was fifteen or so, the old man took
him out into the fields by Serrenen to show him the one spell of true change he knew. "First let's see you turn that bush into the seeming of a tree,"
he said, and promptly Otter did so. Illusion came so easy to the boy that the old man took alarm. Otter had to beg and wheedle him for any further
teaching and finally to promise him, swearing on his own true and secret name, that if he learned the Changer's great spell he would never use it but
to save a life, his own or another's..Turning in circles, he tipped his head back, presenting his face to the streaming sky, laughing..When the long
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table was laden and the wine poured, when everyone but Mary settled into chairs, Angel said, "My daughter tells me she wants to make a short
presentation before I say grace. I don't know what it is, but she assures me it doesn't involve singing, dancing, or reading any of her poetry." I.From
the bathroom, Junior gathered an electric razor and toiletries. He added these to the suitcases.."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.".Outside, Celestina took Angel's hand as
they descended the front steps to the street..By the first of November, they moved his mother's bed into the living room, so she could be in the
center of things, where always she had been, though they admitted no guests now, only members of their family with its many names.."It's there
even when you read to me now. The sad feeling, I mean. It changes the story, makes it not as good, because I can't pretend I don't hear how sad you
are.".He was having difficulty focusing his attention on the problem at hand. Through his mind, odd and disconnected thoughts rolled like slow,
greasy, eye-of-the-hurricane waves on an ominous sea..Celestina dropped to one knee in front of Angel, to tie the drawstrings of the hood under the
girl's chin..When Junior checked his Rolex, he realized that he didn't know how long he'd been sitting here since Ichabod had driven off in the
Buick. Maybe one minute, maybe ten..This time, however, the singing lasted longer than before, long enough for him to become suspicious of the
heating ducts. These rooms had ten-foot ceilings, and the ducts opened high in the walls.."You'll do better away from the ships, all the fighting and
raiding. The King's working the old mines at Samory, round the mountain. There you'd be out of his way. Work for him you must, if you want to
stay alive. I'll see that you're sent there. If you'll go.".Junior knelt beside her and pressed two fingers to the carotid artery in her neck. She had a
pulse, maybe a little irregular but strong..At eleven o'clock Saturday morning, having just settled in the hotel after arriving from St. Mary's, they
were waiting for the SFPD to deliver suitcases of clothes and toiletries that Rena Moller, Celestina's neighbor, had packed according to her
instructions. While waiting, the three of them took an early lunch-or a late breakfast-at a room service table in the living room.."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?"."No," Otter said, and hesitated. He felt he owed this man an explanation. "See, it's not so much won't as can't. I
thought of making plugs in the planking of that galley, near the keel-you know what I mean by plugs? They'd work out as the timbers work when
she gets in a heavy sea." Hound nodded. "But I couldn't do it. I'm a shipbuilder. I can't build a ship to sink. With the men aboard her. My hands
wouldn't do it. So I did what I could. I made her go her own way. Not his way.".In the crisis, the rack holding her oxygen bottle had been rolled to
the bed. The breathing mask lay on the pillow beside her..Two teenage boys and one elderly woman scrambled across the sidewalk, grabbing at the
ringing rain of quarters. They caught some, but others bounced and twirled through their grasping fingers, rolling-spinning away into the
gutter..Bent like an ape, he humped the musician north along the alley. The original cobblestone pavement had been coated with blacktop, but in
places the modem material had cracked and worn away, providing a treacherously uneven surface made even more treacherous by a skin of
moisture shed by the fog. He stumbled and slipped repeatedly, but he used his anger to keep his balance and be a winner, until he found a distant
enough dumpster..Industrial Woman, which he'd purchased for a little more than nine thousand dollars, less than eighteen months ago and at
another gallery, would fetch at least thirty thousand in the current market, so rapidly had Bavol Poriferan's reputation risen..He was nearly forty
years old, and a life spent fearing nature could not be turned easily into a romance with her. Some nights he still stared at the ceiling, unable to
sleep, waiting for the Big One, and he avoided walks on the shore in respect of deadly tsunamis. From time to time, he visited his brother's grave
and sat on the grass by the headstone, reciting aloud the gruesome details of deadly storms and catastrophic geological events, but he found that he
had also absorbed from Jacob some of the statistics related to serial killers and to the disastrous failures of manmade structures and machines.
These visits were pleasantly nostalgic. But he always came with roses, too, and brought news of Barty, Angel, and other members of the family.
When Paul sold his house to move in with Agnes, Tom Vanadium settled into Jacob's former apartment, now a fully retired cop but not yet ready to
return to a life of the cloth. He assumed the management chores of the family's expanding community work, and he oversaw the establishment of a
tax-advantaged charitable foundation. Agnes provided a list of fine-sounding and self-effacing names for this organization, but a majority vote
rejected all her suggestions and, in spite of her embarrassment, settled on Pie Lady Services..Great anger was apparent in the way that the uneven,
red block letters had been drawn on the wall in hard slashes. But the lettering looked like the work of a calm and rational mind compared to what
had been done after the three Bartholomews were printed..open grave. In his hand: the white rose, its thorns slick with his blood. He dropped the
bloom, and it fell out of sight, into the gaping earth, atop Naomi's casket..Her brothers' solemnity irritated Agnes. They appeared to be taking this
reading seriously, as though it were far more than just a little after-dinner entertainment..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..Celestina was unable to talk reason to him, and even her mother, Grace, who was living here for the interim and
who was always oil on the stormiest of waters, couldn't bring a moment's calm to the velvet squall that was Neddy Gnathic in full blow. He had
learned about the baby five days ago, and he had been building force ever since, like a tropical depression aspiring to hurricane status..In fact,
although weak and achy, Junior felt mentally refreshed and wonderfully alert.."Tom, a couple minutes ago," Agnes said, "Celestina mentioned
your. . . 'certain awareness.' Which is what exactly?"."What was it like, Enoch? Did you look into her eyes when you pushed her?" Vanadium's
uninflected monologue was like the voice of a conscience that preferred to torture by droning rather than by nagging. "Or doesn't a woman-killing
coward like you have the guts for that? ".The nurse raised her eyes from Agnes to this other person. "Yes a chip of ice would be all right.".Junior
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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..The boy's silvery giggles rang
as merrily as sleigh bells, his Christmas spirit undampened. "Not between, Mommy. Nobody could do that. I just ran where the rain wasn't.".The
shriek of the sirens groaned into silence. The police must have pulled to the curb in the street..They sat in silence, and the moment held such an
extraordinary quality of expectation that Kathleen would not have been surprised if the vanished quarter had suddenly appeared in midair and
dropped, winking brightly, to the center of Nolly's desk, there to spin with perpetual motion, until Vanadium chose to pluck it up.."Toes," he
repeated immediately in his sweet, piping voice. This was a new word for him..When his search of the desk drawers was only half completed, the
telephone rang-not the usual strident bell, but a modulated electronic brrrrr. He had no intention of answering it.."He'll just think I'm an
incompetent detective. If he comes around wanting his five hundred bucks back, I'll give it to him.".If Junior was not discreet, and if gossip about
the widower Cain and the sexy nurse began to circulate, Vanadium would be on the case again even if it had been closed. The cop was sick,
hateful, driven by unknowable inner demons. Although he might for the moment have been reined in by those in higher office, mere gossip of a
spicy nature would be excuse enough for him to open the file again, which he'd surely do without informing his superiors..Junior wanted to kill her.
Kill him. Whatever. But he sensed that Renee knew more than a little about dirty fighting and that the outcome of a violent confrontation would not
be easy to predict..She stepped on a broken-off chair leg, lost her balance, and fell backward into the side of the bed..Police identified Junior as the
prime suspect, and newspapers featured his photograph in most stories. They referred to him as "handsome," "dashing," "a man with movie-star
good looks." He was said to be well known in San Francisco's avant-garde arts community. He got a thrill when he discovered that Sklent was
quoted as calling him "a charismatic figure, a deep thinker, a man -with exquisite artistic taste .... so clever he could get away with murder as easily
as anyone else might get away with double-parking. " "It's people like him," Sklent continued, "who confirm the view of the world that informs my
painting.".In the instant that Junior had shoved Naomi into the rotted railing, he had foreseen this visit from Rudy, Sheena, and Kaitlin. He'd known
he could pretend to be offended at the state's offer to put a price on his loss, could feign revulsion, could resist convincingly--until gradually, after
grueling days or weeks, he reluctantly allowed the indefatigable.Junior was less surprised by his sudden assault on Victoria than by the failure of
the bottle to break. He was, after all, a new man since his decision on the fire tower, a man of action, who did what was necessary. But the bottle
was glass, and he swung forcefully, hard enough that it smacked her forehead with a sound like a mallet cracking against a croquet ball, hard
enough to put her out in an instant, maybe even hard enough to kill her, yet the Merlot remained ready to drink..So. Two monks they were: one in
the service of everlasting light, the other in the service of eternal darkness..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.."Wouldn't dream of asking you to make it a habit. Just this one time. If anguish, why not guilt?".The blue vault above,
cloudless now, was the most threatening sky that Edom had ever seen. The air was astonishingly dry so soon after a storm. And still. Hushed.
Earthquake weather. Before this momentous day was done, great temblors and five-hundred-foot tidal waves would rock and swamp the coast..He
turned over the two most recent discards. Neither was a jack of spades, and both were what he expected them to be..In the front wall of the living
room, where once had been a fine bay window, the parsonage lay open to the sunny day. Tom shrubbery, carried in from outside, marked the path
of destruction. In the very middle of the room, plowed against a toppled sofa and a thick drift of broken furniture, a battered red Pontiac sagged to
the left on broken springs and blown tires. A portion of the crazed windshield quivered and collapsed inward, while plumes of steam hissed from
under the buckled hood..Too much, far too much to contend with, and so unfair: finding the Bartholomew needle in the haystack, hives, seizures of
vomiting and diarrhea, losing a toe, losing a beloved wife, wandering alone through a cold and hostile world without a heart mate, humiliated by
transvestites, tormented by vengeful spirits, too intense to enjoy the benefits of meditation, Zedd dead, the prospect of prison always looming for
one reason or another, unable to find peace in either needlework or sex..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..The patches were held by the same two elastic
strips, so Barty flipped up both at the same time..A sudden cold breeze blew down out of the moon, bearing a faint alien scent, and the black
boughs of the trees billowed and rustled like witches' skirts..Having anticipated a problem of one kind or another, Junior withdrew a packet of crisp
new hundred-dollar bills from an inside jacket pocket. The bank band still wrapped the stack, and on it was printed $10,000..Darker than water,
another stain spread across the lap and down the legs of the pants. It was the color of port wine when filtered through the gray fabric of the jogging
suit, but even in her semi-delirious state, she knew that she was not the vessel for a miracle birth, was not bringing forth a baby in a flush of wine,
but in a gush of blood.
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