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OUR FATHERS WORDS
Although this was perhaps the happiest evening of Celestina's fife, it wasn't without a note of melancholy. She couldn't avoid thinking about
Phimie..So burning with anger was he that his car, by direct thermal transmission from his hands upon the wheel, should have been glowing cherry
red in the January night, should have been scorching tunnels of clear dry air through the cold fog. Rancor, virulence, acrimony, vehemence: All
words learned for the purpose of self-improvement were useless to him now, because none adequately conveyed the merest minimum of his anger,
which swelled as vast and molten as the sun, far more formidable than his assiduously enhanced vocabulary..After prying Junior out of the
meditative position, Chicane pushed him onto his back and vigorously--indeed, violently--massaged his thighs and calves. "Really bad muscle
spasms," he explained..Finding nothing more of interest in the study, he considered searching the rest of the house..In the foyer again, about six feet
inside the front door, he stood the wineglass on the floor. He placed the bottle of Merlot beside the glass, the red rose beside the bottle..His leonine
head and bold features, framed by golden hair, should have conveyed strength, but the impression he might have made was compromised by a
fringe of bangs that curled across his forehead, a style unfortunately reminiscent of effete emperors of ancient Rome..Focus. Get Ichabod all the
way inside. Act now, think later. No, no, proper focus requires an understanding of the need to ize: scrutinize, analyze, and prioritize. Get the bitch,
get the bitch! Slow deep breaths. Channel the beautiful rage. A fully evolved man is self-controlled and calm. Move, move, move!.Using the
straight edge of a ruler to guide his eye down each column, Junior searched for Bartholomew, ignoring surnames. He had already checked to see if
anyone in the county had Bartholomew for a last name; no one in this directory did..He was glad that he'd taken the double dose of antiemetics. In
spite of this provocation, his stomach felt as solid and secure as a bank vault..This house was similar to the Kleftons'. Though stucco rather than
clapboard, it had gone a long time without fresh paint. A crack in one of the front windows had been sealed with strapping tape..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.."It was. But maybe that's not the whole story. Anyway, we know the usual poses these guys strike, the attitudes they think are deceptive
and clever. Most of them are so obvious, they might as well just stick their willy in a light socket and save us a lot of trouble. This, however, is a
new approach. Tends to make you want to believe in the poor guy.".This didn't work for Junior. Strangely, when he focused on a mental image of
any fruit-apple, peach, banana-his thoughts drifted to sex. He became aroused and had no hope of clearing his mind..Such behavior as hers was
unlikely to lead to self-discovery, self improvement, and fulfillment. We make our own misery in this life. For better or worse, we create our own
futures..Barty whispered: "The North Pole Society of Not Evil Adventurers is now in session.".The night of Barty's birth, when Joey actually lay
dead in the pickup-bashed Pontiac, as a paramedic had rolled Agnes's gurney to the back door of the ambulance, she had seen her husband standing
there, untouched by that rain as her son was untouched by this. But Joey-dry-in-the-storm had been a ghost or an illusion fostered by shock and loss
of blood.."We were about to order dinner from room service," Tom said, handing a menu to Paul..Whether or not the visitor in the client's chair had
ever known much romance, he unquestionably had experienced too much adventure and more than his share of tragedy. Thomas Vanadium's face
was a quake-rocked landscape: cracked by white scars like fault lines in a strata of granite; the planes of brow, cheeks, and jaws canted in odd
relationships to one another. The hemangioma that surrounded his right eye and discolored his face had been with him since birth, but the awful
damage to his bone structure was the work of man, not God..He felt remarkably well when he arrived home: calm, proud of his quick thinking and
stalwart action, pleasantly tired. He hadn't chosen to kill again; this obligation had been thrust on him by fate. Yet he had proven that the boldness
he'd shown on the fire tower, rather than being a transient strength, was a deeply rooted quality..Aside from purchasing the T S. Eliot book, which
he hadn't found time to read, Junior was only peripherally aware of current events, because they were, after all, current, while he tried always to
focus on the future. The news of the day was but a faint background music to him, like a song on a radio in another apartment..Slamming through
the door, letting it bang shut behind him hard enough to crack the glass, crossing the porch, Tom took the beauty of the day like a fist in the gut. It
was too blue and too bright and too gorgeous to harbor death, and yet it did, birth and death, alpha and omega, woven in a design that flaunted
meaning but defied understanding. It was a blow, this day, a hard blow, brutal in its beauty, in its simultaneous promises of transcendence and
loss..This was a memory, not a real voice. Even after you became an accomplished meditator, the mind resisted this degree of blissful oblivion and
tried to sabotage it with aural and visual memories..Up flew his hands, as white as doves, flapping as though trying to escape from the sleeves of
his raincoat, as if he were a magician rather than a musician..The guy was carrying a purse, whatever that meant, and when he walked through the
door, he had a goofy look on his face, but his expression changed when he saw Junior..Both the red and the white wines were too cheap for Junior's
taste' so he drank Dos Equis beer and got two kinds of high by inhaling enough secondhand pot smoke to cure the state of Virginia's entire annual
production of hams. Among the two or three hundred partyers, some were tripping on some exhibited the particular excitability and talkativeness
typical of cokeheads, but Junior succumbed to none of these temptations. Self-improvement and self control mattered to him; he didn't approve of
this degree of self indulgence..Behind her, he said, "And is that my gray cardigan? What did you do to my cardigan?"."Not that trains are any
better. Look at the Bakersfield crash back in '60. Santa Fe Chief, out of San Francisco, smashed into an oil-tank truck. Seventeen people crushed,
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burned in a river of fire."."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.".Twice would indicate a
dangerous mania. Three times would be indefensible. But once was healthy experimentation. A learning experience..A shiver of awe traveled
Celestina's spine, because she knew what the physician's next words would surely be..Reflecting upon her son's clever, diligent, and uncomplaining
adaptation to darkness, she wished that she had described to him the dazzling sunset under which they had made their journey home. Although her
words might have been inadequate to the spectacle, he would have elaborated on them to create a picture in his mind; with his creative skills, the
world that he'd lost with his sight might be remade in equal splendor in his imagination.."Maria is coming by with Francesca and Bonita," Agnes
said. "We might as well put all the extensions in the table. Barty, call Uncle Jacob and Uncle Edom and invite them for dinner.".Friday, after
dinner, when he'd heard enough of Maria's method of fortune-telling to know that four decks were required, that only every third draw was read,
and that aces-especially red aces-were the most propitious cards to receive, Jacob had taken great pleasure in preparing for Barty the most favorable
first eight cards that could possibly be dealt. This was a small gift to cheer Agnes, on whose heart Joey's death weighed as heavily as iron
chains..Aftermath was not important. Only movement mattered. Just forget the busload of nuns smashed on the tracks, and stay with the onrushing
train. Keep moving, looking forward, always forward..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..Never had the familiar red Bicycle
design of the U.S. Playing Card Company looked ominous before, but it was fearsome now, as strange voodoo veve or satanic conjuration
pattern..By November 1967, the Father Brown detective stories, written for mystery-loving adults by G. K. Chesterton, thrilled Barty. This series of
books would retain a special place in his heart for the rest of his life-as would Robert Heinlein's The Star Beast, which was among his Christmas
gifts that year.."After the quake," Edom said, "forty thousand people took refuge in a two-hundred-acre open area, a military depot. A quake-related
fire swept through so fast they were killed standing up, so tightly packed together they died as a solid mass of bodies.".In the morning, at breakfast,
from this calmer perspective, he looked back at his tantrum in the middle of the night and wondered if he might be in psychological trouble. He
decided not. In November and December, Junior studied arcane texts on the supernatural, went through new women at a pace prodigious even for
him, found three Bartholomews, and finished ten needlepoint pillows.."But I had greater facility with cards than most magicians. I trained with
Moses Moon, greatest card mechanic of his generation."."Get this through your head, you shit-for-brains. I lost a daughter, a precious daughter, my
Naomi, the light of my life.".Junior tipped his head back and gazed up toward the section of broken-out railing along the high observation
deck..After a while, a voice broke the vacuum-perfect silence. Bob Chicane. His instructor..While the horse and then the sheep grazed twelve
months each, an H-bomb accidentally fell from a B-52 and was lost in the ocean, off Spain, for two months before being located. Mao Tse-tung
launched his Cultural Revolution, killing thirty million people to improve Chinese society. James Meredith, civil rights activist, was wounded by
gunfire during a march in Mississippi. In Chicago, Richard Speck murdered eight nurses in a row-house dormitory, and a month later, Charles
Whitman limbed a tower at the University of Texas, from which he shot and killed twelve people. Arthritis forced Sandy Koufax, star pitcher for
the Dodgers, to retire. Astronauts Grissom, White, and Chaffee died earthbound, in a flash fire that swept their Apollo spacecraft during a full-scale
launch simulation. Among the noted who traded fame for eternity were Walt Disney, Spencer Tracy, saxophonist John Coltrane, writer Carson
McCullers, Vivien Leigh, and Jayne Mansfield. Junior bought McCullers's The Heart Is a Lonely Hunter, and though he didn't doubt that she was a
fine writer, her work proved to be too weird for his taste. During these years, the world was rattled by earthquakes, swept by hurricanes and
typhoons, plagued by floods and droughts and politicians, ravaged by disease. And in Vietnam, hostilities were still underway..Junior picked up his
pace, pushing through the crowd, repeatedly glancing back, and although he caught only quick squints of the dead cop's face, he could tell that
something was terribly wrong with it. Never a candidate for matinee-idol status, Vanadium looked markedly worse than before. The port-wine
birthmark still pooled around his right eye. His features were not merely pan-flat and plain, as they had been before, but were ... distorted..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..We cherish the old stories for their changelessness. Arthur dreams eternally in Avalon. Bilbo can go "there and
back again," and "there" is always the beloved familiar Shire. Don Quixote sets out forever to kill a windmill... So people turn to the realms of
fantasy for stability, ancient truths, immutable simplicities..Neddy occupied the entire spacious fourth floor of the house. The third and second
floors were each divided into two apartments, the ground floor into four studio units, all of which he rented out..Not that she ever gave any
indication that her brothers were other than a source of pride for her. She treated them always with respect, tenderness, and love-as if unaware of
their shortcomings..When he came to himself, sick and weak from the poison and with an aching skull, he was in a room with brick walls and
bricked-up windows. The door had no bars and no visible lock. But when he tried to get to his feet he felt bonds of sorcery holding his body and
mind, resilient, clinging, tightening as he moved. He could stand, but could not take a step towards the door. He could not even reach his hand out.
It was a horrible sensation, as if his muscles were not his own. He sat down again and tried to hold still. The spellbonds around his chest kept him
from breathing deeply, and his mind felt stifled too, as if his thoughts were crowded into a space too small for them..In the instant that Junior had
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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.In San Francisco, Seraphim Aethionema White lies beyond all hope of resuscitation. So beautiful and only sixteen..He
returned to the house and extinguished the three blown-glass oil lamps on the living-room coffee table. Out, as well, the silk-shade lamp..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..To celebrate, upon leaving the
gallery, he went to the coffee shop in the Fairmont Hotel, atop Nob Hill, determined to have a beer and a cheeseburger..He stepped to the front
door, which was framed by curtained side lights. He drew one of the curtains aside and peered out..When Agnes turned her head and saw Maria
Elena Gonzalez, she thought she must be dreaming again..Agnes considered describing the sunset to the blinded boy, but her hesitancy settled into
reluctance, and by the time the stars came out, she had said not a word about the day's splendorous final act. For one thing, she worried that her
description would fall far short of the reality, and that with her inadequate words, she might dull Barty's precious memories of sunsets he had seen.
Primarily, however, she failed to remark on the spectacle because she was afraid that to do so would be to remind him of all that he had lost..She
leaned against the apartment door for a long moment, holding on to the doorknob and to the thumb-turn of the second deadbolt, as though she were
convinced that if she let go, she would float off the floor like a cloud-stuffed child..If the state police did get involved, and even if they found
evidence that the accident was staged, they would most likely point the finger of blame at the man for whom Victoria had been preparing
dinner..THE SUN ROSE above clouds, above fog, and with the gray day came a silver drizzle. The city was lanced by needles of rain, and filth
drained from it, swelling the gutters with a poisonous flood.."When you cut Naomi's string, you put an end to the effects that I her music would
have on the lives of others and on the shape of the future. YOU struck a discord that can be heard, however faintly, all the way to the farthest end of
the universe.".The musician's behavior required explanation. After wending through the crowd, Junior located the man in front of a painting so
egregiously beautiful that any connoisseur of real art could hardly resist the urge to slash the canvas to ribbons..She put down her fork, glanced
around the restaurant once more, and leaned across the table. Blushing brighter, she softly sang the opening lines of "Someone to Watch over
Me.".He had been walking ever since, two and a half years, with brief respites in Bright Beach..Two soft-boiled eggs, one slice of bread neither
toasted nor buttered, a glass of apple juice, and a dish of orange.That was another thing. Junior hadn't gotten his noon meal, because the spirit of
Vanadium had nearly caught up with him when he'd been browsing for tie chains and silk pocket squares before lunch. Then he missed dinner, as
well, because he had to maintain surveillance on Celestina when she didn't go straight home from the gallery. He was hungry. He was starving.
This, too, she had done to him. The bitch..After a little silence Otter said, "Thanks." And he looked up at Hound, one brief, questioning, judging
glance..Having booked the suite for three nights, Tom expected that he would spend far fewer late hours in his bed than sitting watch in the shared
living room..break and conversation among the customers fell into a lull. When the bar phone rang, though it was muted, he heard it at his
table..The paramedic pumped the inflation cuff of the sphygmomanometer, and Junior's blood pressure was most likely high enough to induce a
stroke, driven skyward by the thought that Naomi's love had been a lie..Alarm contacts gleamed in the header, but the system wasn't currently
activated..He was surprised they had come so soon, less than twenty-four hours after the tragedy. This was especially unusual, considering that a
homicide detective was obsessed with the idea that rotting wood, alone, was not responsible for Naomi's death.."If there's a presentation, I assume
then I'm the presentee," he said, taming his chair sideways to the table and taking her into his lap. "Just remember, I never wear neckties.".At this
extreme end of town, no streetlamps lit the pavement. With only moonlight to reveal him, he wasn't likely to be recognized if anyone happened to
glance out a window..Third, Celestina had a daughter. Not a boy named Bartholomew. Seraphim's baby had been a girl. Named Angel. This
confused Junior as much as it stunned him..Seeing her, Joey leaped up front his armchair again. He managed to hold on to his book this time, but
he stumbled into the footstool and nearly lost his balance..he was prepared to find Vanadium sitting at the pine table, enjoying- a cup of coffee. The
kitchen was deserted..He drove his yellow-and-white 1955 Ford Country Squire station wagon. He'd bought the car with some of the last money he
earned in the years when he had been able to hold a job, before his ... problem..Tuesday morning, while he showered with a swimming cockroach
that was as exuberant as a golden retriever in the motel's lukewarm water, Junior vowed never to kill again. Except in self-defense.."It's a boy,"
Joey assured her, as though he had been given a vision. Thick blood sluiced across his lower lip, down his chin, bright arterial blood. "Baby, no,"
she pleaded..Nevertheless, when the points of soreness in his brow and cheeks gradually grew worse, he stopped at a service station near Courtland,
bought a bottle of Pepsi from a vending machine, and washed down yet another capsule of antihistamines. He also took another antiemetic, four
aspirin, and-although he felt no trembling in his bowels-one more dose of paregoric..Barty read aloud as Agnes drove, because she'd enjoyed the
novel only from page 104. He wanted to share with her the exploits of Jim and Frank and their Martian companion, Willis..He was wrong about
this. On the final Friday of every month, in sunshine and in rain, Junior routinely took a walking tour of the six galleries that were his very
favorites, browsing leisurely in each and chatting up the galerieurs, with a one-o'clock break for lunch at the St. Francis Hotel. This was a tradition
with him, and invariably at the end of each such day, he felt wonderfully cozy..On the afternoon of November ninth, when Paul and Barty were
with her, reminiscing, and Angel was in the kitchen, getting drinks for them, his mother gasped and stiffened. Breathless, she paled past chalk, and
when she could breathe and speak again, she said, "Get Angel now. No time to bring the others.".The hospital was eerily quiet, except for the
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occasional squeak of rubber-soled shoes on the vinyl floor of the corridor..You struck a discord that can he heard, however faintly, all the way to
the farthest end of the universe.....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..For Junior, 1968-the Chinese
Year of the Monkey--would be the Year of the Plastic Surgeon. He would require extensive dermabrasion to restore the smoothness and tone to his
skin, to be as irresistibly kissable as he had been before. While at it, he would need surgery to make subtle changes in his features. Tricky. He didn't
want to trade perfection for anonymity. He must take care to ensure that his postsurgery look, when he let his hair grow in and perhaps dyed it,
would be as devastating to women as his previous appearance..Junior, putting himself in the detective's place, could think of a few reasons for this
visit to Seraphim's grave. Unfortunately, not one of them supported his contention that he was an innocent man..Likewise, she wasn't prepared to
deal with a monster like the father, if one day he came for Angel. And he would come. She knew. In these events as in all things, Celestina White
glimpsed a pattern, complex and mysterious, and to the eye of an artist, the symmetry of the design required that one day the father would come.
She wasn't prepared to deal with the creep now, but by the time that he arrived, she would be ready for him..Out of Phimie's humiliation, terror,
suffering, and death had come Angel, whom Celestina had first and briefly hated, but whom now she loved more than she loved Wally, more than
she loved herself or even life itself. Phimie, through Angel, had brought Celestina both to Wally and to a fuller understanding of their father's
meaning when he spoke of this momentous day, an understanding that brought power to her painting and so deeply touched the people who saw
and bought her art..Seraphim White had come to California to give birth to him in or to spare her parents-and their
congregation--embarrassment..Unfortunately, Caesar Zedd had not written a self-help book on how to commit homicide and escape the
consequences thereof, and as before, Junior was entirely on his own.."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.".One detail. One only. It was a crucial detail, however, one that
she absolutely must confirm before she left St. Mary's, even if she would be required to look at the child once more, this spawn of violence, this
killer of her sister..With the earth still tenuously stable beneath them, they arrived at their fifth destination, a new address on Agnes's mercy list..As
Barty stepped across the threshold into the upstairs hall, Miss Pixie Lee said, "You're sweet, Barty..Tom stared down into the oceanic depths of the
city, through the reefs of buildings, to the lamp-fish cars schooling through the great trenches..Warily, Junior ventured into the gallery to make
inquiries. He expected the staff to express utter bafflement at the name Celestina White, expected the poster to have vanished when he returned to
the display window..Jabbing his forefinger at each of the remaining treats, Barty said, "Pie, pie.".There was an otter in our brook.Such quiet filled
the house that Agnes couldn't hear even the murmuring miseries of the past..Celestina stood listening until she heard Wally open the outer door and
then close it..We know a dozen different Arthurs now, all of them true. The Shire changed irrevocably even in Bilbos lifetime. Don Quixote went
riding out to Argentina and met Jorge Luis Borges there. Plus c'est la meme chose, plus fa change.
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