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TUDE SUR LE PURGATOIRE DE SAINT PATRICE
They came to her, picked up the luggage that she had put down, and Edom said, "I'll drive.".This was better than taking slow deep breaths.
Periodically, on the way to Vanadium's house, Junior spat out a string of insults, punctuated by obscenities.."I really am sorry about this," Junior
said, regretting the necessity to deny her the right to look good at her own funeral, "but it's got to appear to be a crime of passion.".On the counter
beside the bathroom sink stood an open box of BandAids in a variety of sizes, a bottle of rubbing alcohol, and a bottle of iodine..If he didn't find
the Rolex and get back to his car before the reception ended, he'd forfeit his best chance of following Celestina to Bartholomew..This was different
earthquake weather from that of ten days ago, when he'd made the pie deliveries alone. Then: blue sky, unseasonable warmth, low humidity. Now:
low gray clouds, cool air, high humidity..No more than a minute after Vanadium departed, a nurse arrived in a rush, no doubt sent by the hateful
cop. Hard to tell, through all the tears, if she was a looker. A nice face, perhaps. But such a stick-thin body..Olive complexion, no less smooth than
the skin of a calamata. Eyes as lustrous as pools shimmering with a reflection of eternity and stars..Vanadium's wounds were too grievous to pass
for accidental injuries. Even if there were some way to disguise them through clever staging, no one would believe that Victoria had died in a freak
fall and that Vanadium, rushing to her side, had slipped and tumbled and sustained mortal head injuries, as well. Such a strong whiff of slapstick
would put even the Spruce Hills police on to the scent of murder..A moment later, in the corridor, as Nolly locked the door to his suite, Kathleen
linked her right arm through Vanadium's left. "Do I call you Detective Vanadium, Brother, or Father?".As Edom crossed the threshold, moving
outside to the landing at the top of the stairs, Jacob followed, proselytizing for his faith: "Christmas Eve, 1940, St. Anselmo's Orphanage, San
Francisco. Josef Krepp killed eleven boys, ages six through eleven, murdering them in their sleep and cutting a different trophy from each-an eye
here, a tongue there."."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.".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..As it turned out, Seraphim was a virgin. This
thrilled Junior. He was inflamed also by the thought of ravishing her in her parents' house ... an by the kinky fact that their house was a
parsonage..With remarkably little splash, the sedan eased into the water. Briefly it floated, bobbling near shore, tipped forward by the weight of the
engine. As the lake flooded in through the floor vents, the vehicle settled steadily-then sank rapidly when water reached the two partially open
windows..Off with the cap. Yellow capsules in the bottle, also blue. He managed to shake one of each color into the palm of his left hand without
spilling the rest on the floor..Although Junior was free of the superstitions that Naomi, in her innocence and sentimentality, had embraced, he wept
without pretense..In the closet, a limited wardrobe did not fully occupy available rod space. On the floor, shoes were neatly arranged
toe-to-heel.."Because of a certain awareness you've had since childhood," Celestina said, recalling what he'd told her in San Francisco..He backed
toward the hall door, watching as the fire spread. After lingering until certain that the house would soon be a seething pyre, he finally sprinted
along the hall to the front door..More likely than not, this was a lie, and the detective was, setting him up. Suddenly Junior wished that he had
denied dreaming..Agnes's big brother by six years, Edom had lived in one of the two apartments above the large detached garage, behind the main
house, since he was twenty-five, when he'd left the working world. He was now thirty-six..Wally Lipscomb parked in his garage, switched off the
engine, and started to get out of the Buick before he saw that Celestina had left her purse in the car..Coughing, spitting saliva that was bitter with
toxic chemicals, Paul followed her, slapping frantically at his clothes when fire singed his shirt..In her arms she held Bartholomew. The infant was
not heavily bundled, for the weather was unseasonably mild..He knew that the only movement in those staring, sightless eyes was the restless
reflection of the flashlight beam as he probed the trash with it. He knew he was being irrational, but nevertheless he was reluctant to turn his back
on the corpse. Repeatedly in the midst of searching, he snapped his head up, whipping his attention to Neddy, certain that from the comer of his
eye, he had seen the dead gaze following him..Junior would have liked to pursue spiritual matters with Sklent, but numerous other partyers wanted
their time with the great man. In parting, sure that he would give the artist a laugh, Junior withdrew the brochure for "This Momentous Day" from
his jacket and coyly asked for an opinion of Celestina White's paintings..Finally he switched on the light, and illuminated Neddy at ease, silent in
death as never in life: lying on his back, head turned to the right, swollen tongue lolling obscenely..This was the image that plied the turbulent
waters of Junior Cain's imagination when he sailed out of the driver's door and came around to face the Studebaker, his heart dropping like an
anchor..As Junior paced the hotel room, his fear made way for anger. All he wanted was peace, a chance to grow as a person, an opportunity to
improve himself And now this. The unfairness, the injustice, galled him. He seethed with a sense of persecution..On the fourth floor, at Dr.
Klerkle's suite, the hall door stood ajar. Past office hours, the small waiting room was deserted..He exploded off Renee with the velocity of
high-powered rifle fire. Stunned, disgusted, humiliated, he backed away from the chaise lounge, spluttering, wiping at his mouth, cursing..This was
a California live oak, green even in winter, although its leaves were fewer now than they would be in warmer seasons. The elaborate branch
structure, reflected around him, was an exquisite and harmonious maze overlaying a mosaic of sunlight green on grass, and something in its
patterns suddenly touched him, moved him, seized his imagination. He felt as if he were balanced on the brink of an astonishing insight..Regardless
of her other successes or failures as a parent, Agnes intended to make certain that Barty never lacked hope, that meaning and purpose flowed
through the boy as constantly as blood.."You better wise up, you tree-humping nitwit," Rudy advised Junior, grabbing the bed railing as if he might
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tear it off and use it to club his son-in-law senseless..Requests for permission to make copies of any part of the work should be mailed to the
following address:.And so Agnes went alone to her bedroom and there, as on so many nights, sought the solace of the rock who was also her lamp,
of the lamp who was also her high fortress, of the fortress who was also her shepherd. She asked for mercy, and if mercy was not to be granted, she
asked for the wisdom to understand the purpose of her sweet boy's suffering..Six paces past that marker floorboard, Barty had the strangest feeling
that someone was in the hallway with him.."You could also dream of bananas," Celestina suggested as she turned down the bedclothes..Many
nights, his sleep wasn't half as restful as he would have wished, for he often dreamed of walking in a wasteland. Sometimes, desert salt flats
stretched in all directions, with here and there a monument of weather-gnarled rock, all baking under a merciless sun. Sometimes, the salt was
snow, and the monuments of rock were ridges of ice, revealed in the hard glare of a cold sun. Regardless of the landscape, he walked slowly,
though he had the desire and the energy to proceed faster. His frustration built until it was so intolerable that he woke, kicking in the tangled sheets,
restless and edgy..Nolly liked to watch her hands while she worked. They were slim, graceful, the hands of an adolescent girl..Holding the mug in
his right hand, Tom picked up the coin and rolled it across the knuckles of his left. Paul's quarter, after all. A two-bit temptation to panic. As gifted
with physical grace as with good looks, Junior stepped into the bedroom doorway, lithely and with feline stealth. He leaned against the jamb..There
were effective actions and ineffective actions, socially acceptable and unacceptable behavior, wise and stupid decisions that could be made. But if
you wanted to achieve maximum self-realization, you had to understand that any choice you made in life was entirely value neutral. Morality was a
primitive concept, useful in earlier stages of societal evolution, perhaps, but without relevance in the modem age..He had recently learned about the
demigods of classic mythology in one of the selections from the Book-of-the-Month Club..When Angel came in search of Barty, breathless with
excitement, he was chatting with Tom Vanadium in the foundation's office above the garages. Years ago, the two apartments had been combined
and expanded when the garages under them were doubled in size, providing better living quarters for Tom and working space, as well..Bob gently
encouraged him to return by degrees from the deep meditative state, return, return, return.....In the Suburban with Wally and Grace, as they waited
to hit the trail, Celestina said, "He took her to a movie again, Tuesday night.".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..The stumpy ghost departed the sliding
stairs at the second floor and walked off into women's sportswear..Fourth and last, he was surprised that Kickmule was a legitimate surname. This
information wasn't of immediate importance to him, but if ever his Gammoner and Pinchbeck identities were compromised and he required false
ID in a new name, he would call himself Eric Kickmule. Or possibly Wolfgang Kickmule. That sounded really tough. No one would mess with a
man named Kickmule..Tom opened his empty hands and then filled one of them with his water glass. The rattling ice belied his calm face..With his
startling combination of a Mediterranean complexion and rust-red hair, his good looks, and his fit physique, Paul had the exotic appearance of a
pulp-fiction hero. In particular, he liked to imagine that he might pass for Doc Savage's brother.."For one thing, jurors might conclude that the
authorities never really suspected you and tried to frame you for murder to conceal their culpability in the poor maintenance of the tower. By far,
most of the cops think you're innocent anyway.".After checking her carotid artery and detecting no pulse, Junior returned to the sofa in the living
room. He fluffed the little pillow and left it precisely as he had found it..Neither guilt nor remorse plagued him. Good and bad, right and wrong,
were not issues to him. Actions were either effective or ineffective, wise or stupid, but they were all value neutral..Although she would have felt
ridiculous phrasing this question in these words to any other three-year-old, no better way existed to ask it of her special son: "Kiddo ... do you
realize you're speaking of your dad in the present tense?".On other nights, she had overheard this and been touched. On this Christmas Eve,
however, it filled her with wonder and wondering, for she recalled their conversation earlier, at Joey's grave:.The air was cool but not yet cold. A
faint breeze smelled of the sea beyond the hill..At last he said, "And there he is, hands in front of his face, quarters bouncing off him, these kids and
this old lady scrambling around him to snare some change."."I know how to build boats, how to sail boats.".Three doors in the dark hallway: one to
the right, ajar, and two to the left, both closed..mother's understanding of the world and of her own existence. Unlike most other toddlers, Barty was
entirely comfortable with change. From bottle to drinking glass, from crib to open bed, from favorite foods to untried flavors, he delighted in the
new. Although Agnes usually remained near at hand, Barty was as pleased to be put temporarily in the care of Maria Gonzalez as in the care of
Edom, and he smiled as brightly for his dour uncle Jacob as for anyone..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..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.".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.."You'll be out of ICU tomorrow, I bet. You'll have a phone, I'll call. And I'll come
soon as I can.".Over the final refrain of "I'll Be Seeing You" came a man's voice from the foyer, raised quizzically, with perhaps a note of surprise:
"Victoria.."D'you have a bag?".Draped across his midsection, the terrible cold weight had chilled his flesh; but now his bone marrow prickled with
ice at the thought of the birthmarked detective sitting silently in the dark, watching. Junior would have preferred dealing with Naomi, dead and
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risen and seriously pissed, rather than with this dangerously patient man..He usually ate lunch alone in his office. The room was the size of an
elevator, but of course didn't go up or down. It went sideways, however, in the sense that herein Paul was transported into wondrous lands of
adventure..Thus far, there were only two unexpected developments, the first being his explosive vomiting. He hoped he would never have to endure
another such episode..Maybe he would get lucky, and an airliner would fall out of the sky right now, right here, obliterating him in an instant..Barty
grinned mischievously. "One of the places we visited today. Some big kids. They saw this scary movie, said they had to wash their shorts
after.".spades. Friday night, she had ripped the cards in thirds and had been carrying the twelve pieces with her since then, waiting for this quiet
Sunday evening..Shaking off this peculiar case of the spooks, Barty proceeded toward the stairs. Just when he reached the newel post, he heard the
faint creak of the marker floorboard behind him..At the front door of the funeral home, as Panglo was showing him out, Jacob leaned close. "Joe
Lampion didn't have any gold teeth.".Taking her silence for assent, Tom continued: "Your father is gone from here, gone forever, but he still lives
in other worlds. This isn't a statement of faith alone. If Albert Einstein were still alive and standing here, he'd tell you that it's true. Your father is
with you in many places, and so is Phimie. In many places, she didn't die in childbirth. In some worlds, she was never raped, her life never
blighted. But there's an irony in that, isn't there? Because in those worlds, Angel doesn't exist-yet Angel is a miracle and a blessing." He looked up
from the city to the woman. "So when you're lying in bed tonight, kept awake by grief, don't think just about what you've lost with your father and
Phimie. Think about what you have in this world that you've never known in some others-Angel. Whether God's a Catholic, a Baptist, a Jew, a
Muslim, or a quantum mechanic, He gives us compensation for our pain, compensation right here in this world, not just in those parallel to it and
not just in some afterlife. Always compensation for the pain ... if we recognize it when we see it.".Another stiff might have required dragging; but
Neddy weighed hardly more than a five-foot-ten breadstick. Junior hauled the body off the ground and slung it over one shoulder in a fireman's
carry.."I see. Sometimes. Just quick. For like a blink. Like when you stand between two mirrors. You know?"."Tom," Kathleen said, "I know why
you became a cop, I guess. St. Anselmo's Orphanage ... the murders of those children.".Agnes Lampion would enthrall them, for hers was a life of
clear significance. That they seemed equally interested in Paul's story, however, surprised him. Perhaps they were merely being kind, and yet with
apparent fascination, they drew out of him so many details of his long walks, of the places he had been and the reasons why, of his life with
Perri..On one particular street in Bright Beach, however, the most significant event of the year occurred on a pleasant afternoon in early April,
when Barty, now nine years old, climbed to the top of the great oak and perched there in triumph, king of the tree and master of his blindness..The
hospital was drowned in the bottomless silence that fills places of human habitation only in the few hours before dawn, when the needs and
hungers' and fears of one day are forgotten and those of the next are.Although their apartments were above the garage, back to back, each was
served by a separate exterior staircase. As often as either man entered the other's domain, they might as well have lived hundreds of miles
apart..She sat on the end of the table, where Barty had sat, now at eye level with the standing physician.."Would you pretend to wake up if I tried to
smother you?" asked Detective Vanadium..ONWARD THROUGH THIS Monday, January 17, this momentous day, when the ending of one thing
is the beginning of another..As if a door had briefly opened between this windless day and another world, a single gust rattled rain against the
windows..For a while, leaning forward in his chair and staring at the floor with an intensity and an expression that could not have been inspired by
the insipid vinyl tiles, Tom mulled over what she'd told him. Then: "The connection is there, but it's still not entirely clear to me. So he took
perverse pleasure in raping her with her father's sermon as accompaniment . . . and maybe without his realizing it, the reverend's message got deep
inside his head. I wouldn't think our cowardly wife killer has the capacity for guilt ... although maybe your dad worked a sort of miracle and
planted that very seed.".He almost laughed at himself, but he recalled the disconcerting laugh that earlier had trilled from him in the men's room,
when he'd thought about stuffing Neddy Gnathic into the toilet. Now he pinched his tongue between his teeth almost hard enough to draw blood,
hoping to prevent that brittle and mirthless sound from escaping him again..Another of Junior's self-improvement projects, since moving to
California, was to become a knowledgeable gourmet, also a connoisseur of fine wines. San Francisco was the perfect university for this education,
because it offered innumerable world-class restaurants in every imaginable ethnic variety..Rising slowly like the blade in the hands of an ax
murderer as deliberate as an accountant, Thomas Vanadium's gaze arced from Junior's clenched fist to his face..Junior was starving, but he didn't
trust his bowels enough to risk dinner in a restaurant. The affliction seemed to have passed, but it might recur when he had food in his system
again..He jammed the 9-mm pistol under his belt, grabbed Ichabod by the feet, and dragged him quickly toward the door to Apartment 1. Smears of
blood brightened the pale limestone floor in the wake of the body.."I'm going to recommend that you be admitted overnight and that we lance these
under hospital conditions. We'll use a sterile needle on some of them, but a number are so large they're going to require a surgical knife and
possibly the removal of the carbuncle core. This is usually done with a local anesthetic, but in this instance, while I don't think general anesthesia
will be required, we'll probably want to sedate you that is, put you in a twilight sleep.".He went in a pretense of blindness, gripping Angel's arm,
but he missed nothing, and etched every detail in his memory, against the need of them in the coming dark.."I was never Cary Grant, to begin
with," said Vanadium, still ceaselessly rolling the quarter across his fingers, "so I had no big emotional investment in my appearance. Cosmetic
surgery would have added another year of recuperation time, probably much longer, and I was anxious to get after Cain. Seemed to me this mug of
mine might be just the thing to scare him into an incriminating mistake, even a confession.".Nolly's gums were in great shape, too: firm, pink, no
sign of recession, snug to the neck of each tooth..Harrison and Grace had welcomed him in spite of the fact that a friend and parishioner had died
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on Thursday, leaving them both bereft and with church obligations..Sometimes, just the thought of getting in the car and venturing into the
dangerous world was intolerable. Then he settled into his La-ZBoy and waited for the natural disaster that would soon scrub him off the earth as
though he had never existed..MONEY FOR THE DEAD. The decomposing flesh of a beloved wife and an unborn baby transmuted into a fortune
was an achievement that put to shame the alchemists' dreams of turning lead to gold..pride, his one great shining moment but also his sinful pride.
Clubbed with the trophy first, fists later. And now, here,.Although she had acutely felt the loss of Joey during the past three years, she had never
missed him as much as she missed him now. Marriage is an expression of love and respect and trust and faith in the future, but the union of
husband and wife is also an alliance against the challenges and tragedies of life, a promise that with me in your corner, you will never stand
alone..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.."Yellow, yellow, yellow, yellow," Angel said with satisfaction as she examined herself in the mirrored closet door..As though the
blush were transmitted by a virus, Junior caught the primrose-pink contagion from the pianist..Grace White was petite, and Paul wasn't. Otherwise
he might not have been able to halt her determined rush toward her husband, might not have been able to scoop her off her feet and, carrying her in
his arms, spirit her to safety.."Crafty men" is what they called wizards in those days.."Maybe because we didn't want to be called witches," said
Obadiah with a smile, "and give folks one more reason to hang us."."After the war, for a while, I was able to get more mainstream work. Racially
... things were changing. But I was getting older, too, and the entertainment business is always looking for someone young, fresh. So I never made
it big. Lord, I never even made it medium, but I got along okay. Until ... by the early 1950s, my booking agent found it harder and harder to line up
good dates, good clubs.".When the nurse was gone, alone with his mother as they waited for the orderly to bring a gurney, Barty said, "Come
close."."I should," Tom agreed, "but the point is this. . ." With the finesse of a magician, he allowed the salt shaker to slip out of the concealment of
his palm, and stood it beside the pepper. "This is also me.".She nodded. And could not lift her gaze from her hands. Could not meet his eyes, afraid
that his worry would feed her own, afraid also that the sight of his sympathy would shake loose her perilous grip on her emotions..Barty rounded
the tree and returned to the porch. He climbed the steps and stood before Tom..This claim wasn't true. His father, an unsuccessful artist and highly
successful alcoholic, lived in Santa Monica, California. His mother, divorced when Junior was four, had been committed to an insane asylum
twelve years ago. He rarely saw them. He hadn't told Naomi about them. Neither of his parents was a resume enhancer..Grace, Celestina, and Paul
expressed amusement and amazement at Angel's critical judgment..He suspected the blame lay with his exceptional sensitivity to violence, death,
and loss. Previously it manifested as an explosive emptying of the stomach, this time as a purging of lower realms..The enormous canopy of the
oak didn't shelter the lawn beneath it. The leaves spooned the rain from the air, measuring it by the ounce, releasing it in thick drizzles instead of
drop by drop..The wink startled and baffled Edom. Oddly, he thought of the mysterious, disembodied, and eternally unwinking eye in the floating
pinnacle of the pyramid that was on the back of any one-dollar bill..The silence in this city of the dead was complete. The night lay breathless,
stirring not one whisper from the stationed evergreens that stood sentinel over generations of bones..Meanwhile, he became an accomplished
meditator. Guided by Bob Chicane, Junior progressed from concentrative meditation with seed the mental image of a bowling pin-to meditation
without seed. This advanced form is far more difficult, because nothing is visualized, and the purpose is to concentrate on making the mind utterly
blank..She was not yet twenty-one, and he was at least twice her age, but he leaned like a small child against her, and like a mother she comforted
him..Rudy's blue suit, as usual, pinched and shorted his shambling frame. Here in a boneyard, he appeared to be not just a man with a bad tailor,
but a grave robber who looted the dead for his wardrobe..Having risen higher in the sky during the past couple hours, the gold-coin moon reminted
itself as silver, and in the black lake, its reflection rolled across the knuckles of the quiet wavelets..If someone were here in the hallway with him, it
couldn't be Angel, because she would be chattering enthusiastically in one voice or another. Uncle Jacob would never tease him like this, and no
one else was in the house..where everyone spoke a single language and had all the blueberry pies they needed..On the sofa, Celestina finally
worked up the courage to dial her parents' number in Spruce Hills..Nolly, Kathleen, and Sparky had prepared him for Industrial Woman, but when
the flashlight beam flared off her fork-and-fan-blade face, Vanadium twitched in fright. Without fully realizing what he was doing, he crossed
himself..EVERY MOTHER BELIEVES that her baby is breathtakingly beautiful. She will remain unshakably convinced of this even if she lives to
be a centenarian and her child has been harrowed by eight hard decades of gravity and experience..For just one hour, which was not too taxing, he
walked in the idea of a world where he had healthy eyes, and shared the vision of other Barty's in other places, so he would be able to see his bride
as she walked down the aisle and as, beside him, she took their vows with him, and as she held out her hand to receive the ring..When he pushed
Naomi, profit was the motive. He killed Victoria and Vanadium in self-defense. Those three deaths were necessary..At the grave, they arrived with
red and white roses. Agnes carried the red, and Barty brought the white..Surprised, Tom leaned in his chair to look more directly at the blind boy.
On the telephone, Celestina had mentioned only that Barty was a prodigy, which didn't quite explain the aptness of the oak-tree metaphor..Agnes
got out of bed, switched on the lamp, and tucked Barty in once more. "Say your silent prayers.".Barty had never been instructed in the rules of
grammar, but had absorbed them as the roots of Edom's roses absorbed nutrients. "Sure. Does and is.".Reverend White's murder received
significant coverage throughout the nation, especially in West Coast papers, because of its perceived racial motivation and because it involved the
burning of a parsonage.
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