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LOVE NOTES FROM GOD DEAR MY PERSON
Although he harbored no fear of coming under suspicion for the murder of Victoria Bressler, he intended to leave Spruce Hills this very night. No
future existed for him in such a sleepy backwater. A wider world awaited, and he had earned the right to enjoy all that it could offer him..Heart
racing, Tom produced another quarter from a pants pocket. For the benefit of the adults, he performed the proper preparation-a little patter and the
ten-finger flimflam-because in magic as in jewelry, every diamond must have the proper setting if it's to glitter impressively..Celestina hardly knew
Paul, and although he'd saved her mother's life, his offer raised a look of doubt from her..thickened with the odors of antiseptics and blood, until
breathing required an effort..She didn't hear gunfire this time, either, but the hard crack of splintering wood attested to the passage of at least two
more bullets..Minutes later, once more in a corridor conference with Dr. Daines, she was forced to temper her new optimism..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..White's paintings, which Junior found naive, dull, and insipid in the extreme. She imbued her work with all the
qualities that real artists disdained: realistic detail, storytelling, beauty, optimism, and even charm..As impressed as Agnes had been with the
sample orbs that she'd been shown, she allowed no hope that the singular beauty of Barty's striated emerald-sapphire eyes would be re-created.
Although the artist's work might be exquisite, these irises would be painted by human hands, not by God's..He opened the solid doors on the bottom
of the breakfront, did not find what he was looking for, checked in the sideboard next, and there it was, a small liquor supply. Scotch, gin, vodka.
He selected a full bottle of vodka..Reaching between the slats, Agnes tickled the pink piggies on his left foot. "Toes.".Vanadium flipped the quarter
straight into the air and at once spread his arms, palms turned up to show that his hands were empty..As spectacularly busty as the not-yet-dead
Jayne Mansfield, Frieda never wore a bra. In 1966, this free-swinging style was little seen. Initially, Junior didn't realize bralessness was a
declaration of Frieda's liberation; he thought it meant she was a slut.."I know what you mean. Mr. Cain, I'd never turn my back on that much money
if there was any damn way at all I could earn it.".In spring, summer, and fall, they brightened the grave with the roses that Edom grew in the side
yard. In this less rose-friendly season, these Christmas bouquets had been purchased at a flower shop..Ordinarily, a child of three would be too
young to learn the use of a blind man's cane, but Barty wasn't ordinary. Initially, no cane was available for such a small child, so Barty began with a
yardstick sawn off to twenty-six inches. By his last day, they had for him a custom cane, white with a black tip; the sight of it and all that it implied
brought tears to Agnes just when she thought her heart had toughened for the task ahead..Barty's mathematical genius proved to have a valuable
practical application. Even in his blindness, he perceived patterns where those with sight did not. Working with Tom Vanadium, he devised
strikingly successful investment strategies based on subtleties of the stock market's historical performance. By the 1980s, the foundation's annual
return on its endowment averaged twenty-six percent: excellent in light of the fact that the runaway inflation of the 1970s had been curbed..As Tom
reached Celestina, she said, "Shots." She said, "Gunshots." She held the receiver in one hand and pulled at her hair with the other, as if with the
administration of a little pain, she might wake up from this nightmare. She said, "He's in Oregon.".He switched off the flashlight and stood
solemnly for a moment, paying his respects to Seraphim. She had been so sweet, so innocent, so supple, so exquisitely proportioned..Between the
one-line description of the baklava and the menu's more effusive words about the walnut mamouls, the suspense became too much, the doubt too
insidious, at which point Celestina looked up and said, with more girlish angst in her voice than she had planned "Maybe this isn't the place, maybe
it isn't the time, or maybe it's the time but not the place, or the place but not the time, or maybe the time and the place are right but the weather's
wrong, I don't know--Oh,."Acute nervous emesis," Junior croaked. "I've never thought of myself as a nervous person.".He'd once spoken that very
sentiment to her. Golden haze, sun in the heart. His words had melted her, tears had sprung into her eyes, and sex been better than ever..Ministering
to Perri, Joshua had pulled back her blankets. The fabric of the pale yellow pajama pants couldn't disguise how terribly withered her legs were: two
sticks..Since childhood, he had been waiting for this moment-if indeed it was The Moment-and he had nearly lost hope that the much-desired
encounter would ever come to pass. He had expected to find others with his perceptions among physicists or mathematicians, among monks or
mystics, but never in the form of a three-year-old girl dressed all in midnight-blue except for a red belt and two red hair bows..One hand on the
railing, he ascended the first three steps slowly. Pausing on each, he slid his foot forward and back on the carpet, runner to judge the depth of the
tread relative to his small foot. He ran the toe of his right shoe up and down the riser between each tread, gauging the height..In his room, he settled
on the bed with his constipating snacks and the county telephone book. Because he had packed the directory with the Zedd collection, the thief
hadn't gotten it..he was prepared to find Vanadium sitting at the pine table, enjoying- a cup of coffee. The kitchen was deserted..The sidewalks
were crowded with businessmen in suits, hippies in flamboyant garb, groups of smartly attired suburban ladies in town to shop, and the usual
forgettably dressed rabble, some smiling and some surly and some mumbling but as blank-eyed as mannequins, who might be hired assassins or
poets, for all he knew, eccentric millionaires in mufti or carnival geeks who earned their living by biting heads off live chickens..Celestina looked
up from the scarred top of the desk toward the fog-white sky beyond the window, from reality to the promise..could spring the new deadbolts as
easily as the old. Therefore, on the interior of the front and back doors, Junior added sliding bolts, which couldn't be picked from outside..Scamp
was a multitalented woman, with smoother skin than a depilated peach, with more delicious roundnesses than Junior could catalog, but she proved
not to be the remedy for his tension. Only Bartholomew, found and destroyed, could give him peace..Assuming this criticism was amusing
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hyperbole, Junior laughed, but Sklent squinted those virtually colorless eyes, and Junior's laugh withered in his throat. "Well, maybe that's how it'll
work out," he said, wanting to be on Sklent's good side, but he was at once sorry he'd spoken those words in front of witnesses..Too late for
interrogation now, with Vanadium bludgeoned into eternal sleep and resting under many fathoms of cold bedding.."Sulk away," the man said. "If
you don't like this work, there's always the roaster.".On mechanic, he again glanced meaningfully at Edom, who felt a response was expected.
When he opened his mouth, he could think of nothing to say, except that at Sanriku, Japan, on June 15, 1896, a 110 foot-high wave, triggered by an
undersea quake, killed 27,100 people, most while they were in prayer at a Shinto festival. Even to Edom, this seemed to be an inappropriate
comment, so he said nothing. ,.The sole male guest in whom he took an interest-a big interest was Sklent, the one-name painter whose three
canvases were the only art on the walls of Junior's apartment..What might have become a waiting game of epic duration was ended when the door
to the room swung inward, and a doctor in a white lab coat entered from the corridor. He was backlighted by fluorescent glare, his face in shadow,
like a figure in a dream.."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.".As Barty stepped across the threshold into the upstairs hall, Miss Pixie Lee said, "You're sweet,
Barty..Junior kept both forged driver's licenses in his wallet, in addition to the one that featured his real name. He stowed everything else in
Pinchbeck's and Gammoner's safe-deposit boxes, along with the emergency cash..Certain disbelief insulated her against immediate surprise. She
shook her head. "That's not possible.".She shook her head, and red bows fluttered. "No. 'Cause you didn't just move it around.".Besides, he wasn't
on the Greenbaum Gallery customer list and didn't have an invitation..Grimacing, she said, "I told the police about your disgusting little come--on
with the ice spoon.".For two years, since finding the quarter in his cheeseburger, Junior had been searching for a metaphysics that he could
embrace, that squared with all the truths that he had learned from Zedd, and that didn't require him to acknowledge any power higher than himself
Here it was. Unexpected. Complete. He didn't fully understand the bit about monkeys and barrels, but he got the rest of it, and peace of a sort
descended upon him..The first time, she required a pencil, paper, and nine minutes to calculate the number of elapsed seconds since an event that
had occurred 125 years, six months, and eight days in the past. Her answer differed from his, but while proofing her numbers, she realized that she
had forgotten to factor in leap years..Junior could almost feel sorry for this sad, stocky, haunted detective, deranged by years of difficult public
service..According to his wristwatch, the time was 9:05 in the morning on this momentous day..This colored person's grave, however, was uphill of
Naomi's. Over time, as the body decomposed up there, its juices would mix with the soil. When rain saturated the ground, subsurface drainage
would carry those juices steadily downslope, until they seeped into Naomi's grave 'let mingled with her remains. This seemed highly inappropriate
to Junior..Commodified fantasy takes no risks: it invents nothing, but imitates and trivializes. It proceeds by depriving the old stories of their
intellectual and ethical complexity, turning their action to violence, their actors to dolls, and their truth- telling to sentimental platitude. Heroes
brandish their swords, lasers, wands, as mechanically as combine harvesters, reaping profits. Profoundly disturbing moral choices are sanitized,
made cute, made safe. The passionately conceived ideas of the great story-tellers are copied, stereotyped, reduced to toys, molded in bright-colored
plastic, advertised, sold, broken, junked, replaceable, interchangeable..He considered calling her, but he didn't know what he would say if she
answered..The longer they were required to lie low in fear, the more likely Celestina would be to cast caution aside and return to Pacific Heights,
Tom knew her well enough to be sure that she was a fighter rather than a runner. Being in hiding frustrated her. Day by day, hour by hour, with no
target date for resuming a normal life, she would quickly lose patience. Rubbed raw, her dignity and sense of justice would compel her to
act-perhaps more out of emotion than out of reason..Unquestionably, if he hadn't killed Vanadium, the maniac cop would have blown him away.
That was clearly an act of self-defense..Lowering his surgical mask, Dr. Lipscomb approached Celestina, where she stood with her back pressed to
the wall..Some acts were distasteful, too, such as searching the lunatic lawman for his car keys and his badge..Never before had she put faith in any
form of prognostication. In the whispery falling of those twelve cards, however, she heard the faint voice of truth, not quite a coherent truth, not as
clear a message as she might have wished, but a murmur that she couldn't ignore..Thrilled by the music but unable to understand a word of the
play, he arranged German lessons with a private tutor.."Well, anyway," she said, as though Muffins uncharacteristic viciousness had been
adequately explained, "this mending ought to cover ten more lessons.".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.."Not really. I love you, Mommy." He yawned and dropped into sleep with a quickness that always amazed her. And
then everything changed in one stunning moment. Changed profoundly and forever.."I only told you about that," said Grace, "because it was a very
handsome shirt, and I thought you might want to get one for Wally.".Meanwhile, before they needed to plan the wedding, there was time for an
orange soda and a root beer, and more of Dr Jekyll and Mr Hyde..The living room no longer doubled as sleeping quarters. Perri's hospital bed had
been taken away. Paul's bed had been moved to a room upstairs, where for the past three nights, he had tried to sleep..Increasingly, he used
meditation to relieve stress. He was so skilled at concentrative meditation without seed-blanking his mind-that half an hour of it was as refreshing
as a night's sleep..Then the police in Spruce Hills would want to know why he had been screwing around with an underage Negro girl if his
marriage to Naomi had been as perfect, as fulfilling, as he claimed. Unfair as it seems, there is no statute of limitations on murder. Closed files can
be dusted off and opened again; investigations can be resumed. And although authorities would have little or no hope of convicting him of murder
on whatever meager evidence they could dig up, be would be forced to spend another significant portion of his fortune on attorney fees..He closed
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his eyes to know the kitchen as Barty knew it. The fine aromas, the musical clink of spoons, the tinny rattle of pans, the liquid swish of a stirring
whisk, the heat from the ovens, the women's voices: Gradually, denying himself sight, he was aware of his other senses sharpening..The parsonage
was a clean, respectable, and even charming house, but nothing about it might be called grand. No sweeping staircase offered a glamorous
showcase adequate for Scarlett O'Hara. Instead, the stairs were enclosed, accessed by a door in one comer of the living room..Twenty minutes later,
at home, he poured sherry over ice. Sipping, he stood in the living room, admiring his two paintings..Great hobnailed wheels of pain turned through
Agnes, driving her into darkness for a moment..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..The end of his quest was near, so near, the right Bartholomew almost within 'mullet range. He was furious with
Neddy Gnathic for possibly screwing this up..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..Three minutes by car, maybe two without stop signs. He could just about run it as fast as drive it. He had a bit of a gut on him. He wasn't the
man he used to be. Ironically, however, after the coma and the rehab, he wasn't as heavy as he had been before Cain sunk him in Quarry Lake..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....."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.".Maria's hand tamed, the card turned, and another knave of spades revoIved into view, snapped against the
table.."Poker." Keeping his hands high, like a penitent confessing sin at a revival meeting and asking God to wash him clean, Obadiah said, "My
specialty was close-up magic. Oh, I pulled a rabbit out of a hat more than once, silk scarves from thin air, doves from silk scarves. But close was
my love. Coins, but mostly ... cards.".would allow herself to feel the loss, the misery against which she was now armored. Phimie deserved dignity
in this final.In spite of her nature, Agnes could not find forgiveness in her heart this time. Words of absolution clotted in her throat. Her bitterness
dismayed her, but she could not deny it..just as Sinatra broke into song again, Junior thought he heard a footstep on the wood floor of the hallway,
and the creak of a board. The music masked the sounds of the visitor's approach if, indeed, he was approaching..unwittingly oversell any strong
reaction, striking a false note and raising suspicions..At first all had gone well. Agnes, Maria, and Edom were rightly amazed. A thrill of wonder
and big smiles all around the table. They were enthralled by the astoundingly favorable fall of cards, a breathtaking mathematical improbability..In
his head, without apparent effort, Barty kept a running total of the number of seconds that he had been alive, and of the number of words in every
book that he read. Agnes never checked his word totals for an entire volume; however, when she cited any page in a book that he'd just finished, he
knew the number of words it contained..Although a believer, Agnes was not at the moment able to spread the flowers and ferns of faith over the
hard, ugly reality of death. Cowled and skeletal, Death was here, all right, scattering his seeds among all her gathered friends, one day to reap
them..Unobtrusively, Junior followed the musician across the large front room, but by an indirect arc, using the babbling bourgeoisie for
cover..Celestina slammed the door, pressed the lock button in the knob, shoved-rocked-muscled the dresser in front of the door, astonished by her
own strength, and heard Angel speaking into the phone: "Mommy's moving furniture."."Get this through your head, you shit-for-brains. I lost a
daughter, a precious daughter, my Naomi, the light of my life."."No," Agnes said, shaking loose the grip of irrational fear. "Wait. This is absurd. It's
just a card. And we're all curious.".First, he searched immediately around the dead man, figuring that the watch might still be snared on the coat
belt or on one of the sleeve straps. No luck..Dr. Zedd's death, just last Thanksgiving, had been a blow to Junior, a loss to the nation, to the entire
world. He considered it a tragedy equal to the Kennedy assassination one year previous..The nurse was in was gone, but Maria remained in
attendance. She the vinyl-and-stainless-steel armchair, busy at.Joey couldn't raise his head, couldn't turn more directly toward her ... because his
spine had been damaged, perhaps severed, and he was paralyzed..Excessive insurance, Agnes believed, was a temptation to fate. "A reasonable
policy, yes, that's fine. But a big one ... it's like betting on death.".Agnes found this turn of events amazing, amusing, ironic-and a little sad. She
would have dearly loved to teach the boy to read and write, to see his knowledge and competence slowly flower under her care. Although she fully
supported Barty's exploration of his gifts, and although she was proud of his astounding achievements, she felt that his swift advancement was
robbing her of some of the shared joy of his childhood, even though he remained in so many ways a child..At those cutting-edge galleries where he
attended receptions, no one got in without a printed invitation. And even with the authentic paper in hand, you might still be refused entry if you
failed to pass the cool test. The criteria of cool were the same as at the current hottest dance clubs, and in fact the bouncers controlling the gate at
the finest avant-garde galleries were those who worked the clubs.."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.".Reading about child prodigies, Agnes learned that most if not all math whizzes also possessed musical talent. To a lesser but still
impressive extent, many young geniuses in the music world were also proficient at math..MONDAY MORNING, far above Joe Lampion's grave,
the translucent blue California sky shed a rain of light so pure and clear that the world seemed to have been washed clean of all its stains.."Other
Bartys and other Agneses in other houses like this-all here together now.".IN NEED OF OIL, the hand crank squeaked, but the tall halves of the
casement window parted and opened outward into the alleyway..Junior knew that he must remain vigilant. Vigilant and focused until January 12
had come and gone. Eight days to go..With effort, she managed to say, "I'm sorry, sweetie," but her voice was sufficiently distorted by anguish that
even to herself, she sounded like a stranger..Dressed entirely in a shade of pink that darkened to rouge when wet, Angel squealed and deserted
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Barty. Spotted-streaked-splashed, with false tears on her cheeks, with a darkly glimmering crown of rain jewels in her hair, she raced up the steps
as though she were a princess abandoned by her coachman, and allowed herself to be scooped into her grandmother's arms..greatest fright of his
life. He jumped inside his skin, and his heart knocked, knocked, and he half expected to hear his bones rattle one against another, like those of a
dangling skeleton in a funhouse..Considering his formidable size, his clothes ought to have served an image of virile masculinity: boots, jeans, red
flannel shirt. His ducked head, slumped posture, and shuffling feet were reminders, however, that many young boys, too, dressed this way..Leaning
across the front seat, he lowered the passenger's window six inches. Then he lowered the driver's-side window an equal distance..Holding on to the
jamb with one hand, Barty leaned across the threshold, listening to the day. Birds. Softly rustling leaves. Nobody on the porch. Even trying hard to
be quiet, people always made some little noise..Twice during dinner, he seemed to draw near The Subject, but then he circled around it and flew
off, each time to report some news of little relevance or to recount something funny that Angel had said.
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