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TOWARDS THE LIGHT A MYSTIC POEM
Nolly was, as usual, "Nolly" to everyone, but here Kathleen was "Mrs. Wulfstan.".Junior's attorney-Simon Magusson--insisted upon full disclosure
of maintenance records and advisories relating to the fire tower and to other forest-service structures for which the state and the county had sole or
joint custodial responsibility. If a wrongful--death suit was filed, this information would have to be divulged anyway during normal disclosure
procedures prior to trial, and since maintenance logs and advisories were of public record, Hisscus and Knacker and Nork agreed to provide what
was requested..He was a man with a plan, focused, committed, ready to act and then think, as soon as he was able to act. A spasm of pain weakened
his hand. Cartridges slipped through his fingers, fell to the floor..He was, in fact, a first-rate driver, with an impeccable record at the age of thirty:
no traffic citations, no accidents..Beyond the window, Barty failed to do any of the things that Agnes expected of a boy not fully enough part of the
day to share its rain: He didn't flicker like an image on a static-peppered TV screen; he didn't shimmer like a phantom figure in Sahara heat or blur
like a reflection in a steam-clouded mirror..After his conversation with Magusson, however, Junior realized this fear was irrational. If the detective
had miraculously escaped the cold waters of the lake, he would have been in need of emergency medical treatment. He would have staggered or
crawled to the county highway in search of help, unaware that Junior had framed him for Victoria's murder, too badly wounded to care about
anything but getting medical attention..The driver's door opened, shoving aside a damaged tea table, and a man climbed out of the Pontiac.."Some
Baptists are opposed to drink, Doctor, but we're the wicked variety. Though all we have is a warm bottle of Chardonnay.".She was four years older
than Phimie. They hadn't i;.mn a great deal of each other during the past three years, since Celestina had come to San Francisco. Although distance
and time, the press of her studies, and the busyness of daily life had not made her forget that she loved Phimie, she had forgotten the purity and the
power of love. Rediscovering it now, she was shaken so badly that she had to pull a chair to the side of the bed and sit down..Eventually Agnes
came to suspect that for all the pleasure the boy took in math and for all his aptitude with numbers, his greatest gift and his deepest passion lay
elsewhere. He was finding his way toward a destiny both more astonishing and stranger than the lives of any of the many prodigies about whom
she'd read..Deeply distressed that he was planning the funeral of a man as young as Joe Lampion, whom he had liked and admired, Panglo paused
to express his disbelief and to murmur comforting words, more to himself than to Jacob, as each decision was made. With one hand on the chosen
casket, he said, "Unbelievable, a traffic accident, and on the very day his son is born. So sad. So terribly sad.".Agnes, Celestina, and Grace were
soon working together with a harmony that was kitchen poetry. Paul had noticed that most women seemed to like or dislike one another within a
minute of their first encounter, and when they found one another companionable, they were as open and easy on their first meeting as though they
were friends of long duration. Within half an hour, these three sounded as if they were of one age, inseparable since childhood. He had not seen
Grace or Celestina free of despair since the reverend's murder, but here they were able for the first time to veil their anguish in the bustle of baking
and the pleasure of making a new friend..Junior didn't care which explanation was correct. Only one thing mattered: The Bartholomew hunt was at
last nearing an end. On Wednesday, December 27, Junior met Google, the document forger, in a theater, during a matinee of Bonnie and
Clyde..Dinner was cooking in the upper of the two ovens. He switched the bottom oven, setting it at warm, and dropped open the door..MONDAY
EVENING, January 15, Paul Damascus arrived at the hotel in San Francisco with Grace White. He had kept watch over her in Spruce Hills for
more than two days, sleeping on the floor in the hall outside her room both nights, remaining close by her side when she was in public. They stayed
with friends of hers until Harrison's funeral this morning, then flew south for a reunion of mother and daughter..If he was left standing on the porch,
the visitor would circle the house, peering in windows where the drapes were not drawn, trying the doors in hope of finding one unlocked. Fearful
that Victoria was sick or injured, that perhaps she had slipped on a pat of butter and cracked her Mad against the comer of an open oven door, he
might try to force his way inside, break a window. Certainly he would go to the neighbors to call the police..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..Barty looked at Angel, and Angel looked at Barty, and they dropped to their knees on the grass before their
daughter. They were both grinning ... and then their grins stiffened a little.."Our little girl's going to walk backward her whole life if you drive in
reverse all the way to the hospital.".The water shut off, and Junior heard the ratcheting noise of a paper-towel dispenser..During Junior's brief stroll,
the sidewalk ended, giving way to the graveled shoulder of the road. He saw no one on foot, and no vehicles passed him..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.."Please try not to be alarmed, Miss White, but I have a patrol
car on the way to your address."."It's that bad and worse," Grace said firmly. "Even if they catch him, you're going to live with the quiet fear that he
might escape one day. As long as you know he can find you, then you're never going to be completely at peace. And if you love this city so much
that you'll put Angel in jeopardy ... then who have you been listening to all these years, girl? Because it hasn't been me.".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..stopped by to help Agnes, and some offered to stay with her at night. She gratefully accepted assistance with the housecleaning,
laundry, and shopping, but she declined the all-night company because of her dreams..There was a valuable lesson to be learned from the encounter
with Renee Vivi: Many things in this life are not what they first appear to be. To Junior, however, the lesson was not worth learning if he had to
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live with the vivid memory of his humiliation..Friday, January 14, eight days after Joey's death, Agnes closed the sofa bed, intending to sleep
upstairs from now on. And for the first time, since coming home, she cooked dinner without resort to friends'.Caution discarded, Junior went
inside, for the same reason that a dedicated opera aesthete might once a decade attend a country-music concert: to confirm the superiority of his
taste and to be amused by what passed for music among the great unwashed. Some might call it slumming.."It's just ... the last time I saw him, he
trapped me in a corner and told this god awful story, far more than I wanted to know, about some British murderer back in the forties, this
monstrous man who beat people to death with a hammer, drank their blood, then disposed of their bodies in a vat of acid in his workroom." He
shuddered..Allowing one month for the job might be optimistic. On the other hand, he'd had a long time to perfect a strategy.."By law, adoption
records are sealed and so closely guarded that you'd have an easier time acquiring a complete roster of the CIA's deep cover agents worldwide than
finding this one baby.".Panic set in when he began to wonder if these intestinal spasms were going to prevent him from leaving Spruce Hills. In
fact, what if they required hospitalization?.When her hand went limp in Celestina's, her body sagged, too, and her eyes were no longer either
focused or rolling wildly. They shimmered into stillness, darkled with death, as the cardiac monitor sang the one long note that signified
flatline..Then the hero got in the sedan with his friends, and they drove away into the sun-splashed morning..Agnes was able to respond, Paul
sprang up and moved away. Other friends knelt and crouched and bent to her, and she lost sight of the pharmacist as he moved off through the
dispersing crowd..Tom stared at the girl's drawing-quite a good one for a child her age, rough in style, but with convincing detail-and if skin could
be said to crawl, his must have moved all the way around his body two or three times before settling down again where it belonged. "Are these ...
?".because the car was either struck again by the pickup or hit by other traffic or perhaps it collided with a parked vehicle, but whatever the cause,
the breath was knocked out of her, and her screams became ragged gasps..By lunch, he had turned the final page, and he was so full of the tale that
he seemed to have no room for food. While his mother kept reminding him to eat, he regaled her with the details of John Thomas Stuart's great
adventures with Lummox, as though every word that Heinlein had written were not science fiction, but truth..and humble. They managed to worry
up tuition for art school, but Celestina worked as a waitress to pay for her studio apartment and other needs..Celestina jammed the shaft of the
crank into the casing socket. Wouldn't fit. Her hands were shaking. Steel fins on the shaft of the crank had to be lined up just-so with slots in the
socket. She fumbled, fumbled..Paul pulled her back. He gently but firmly thrust her through the open door of the guest room in which he'd spent
the night. "Stay here, wait.".Hackachaks to browbeat him into a despairing, exhausted, disgusted compliance with their greed.."If you ranted at him
about earthquakes, tornadoes, erupting volcanoes, and all that stuff, how could he mistake you for me?".Yes, she did, she had one, but not much of
one, and compared to the McIntosh in Google's throat, this was just a bitty crab apple, easy to overlook, not excessive for a woman..At the
conclusion of the ceremony, he relinquished his secondhand sight. He would live in darkness until Easter of 1986, though every minute of the day
was brightened by his wife..The only bad moment in the evening came when the pianist played "Someone to Watch over Me."."Do you want me to
call and confirm how Vanadium was harassing you up here?" asked Magusson..At the top of the candlestick, the drip pan and the socket were
marked by a wine-red drizzle. The color of well-aged bloodstains.."You haven't had previous episodes like this?" Parkhurst asked, standing at the
bedside with a file folder in his hands, half-lens reading glasses pulled down to the tip of his nose..Shopping for fashion accessories relaxed Junior.
He spent a few hours browsing for tie chains, silk pocket squares, and unusual belts. Riding the up escalator in a department store, between the
second and.Grimacing, she said, "I told the police about your disgusting little come--on with the ice spoon.".Wally's help, not just with the
apartment, but with his time and love, had made an incalculable difference..He had nothing against men or women of color. Live and let live. One
earth, one people. All of that..Indeed, the winter storm had dampened neither his hair nor his clothes. The rain appeared to slide away from him a
millimeter before contact, as though the water and the man were composed of matter and antimatter that must either repel each other or, on contact,
trigger a cataclysmic blast that would shatter the very foundation of the universe..In spite of the bravado of the responses in Junior's unspoken half
of the conversation, he was increasingly unnerved by Vanadium. The cop was a lunatic, all right, but he was something more than a mere nut
case.."No, the more I think about it, the more it feels like this is just kids. Some kids goofing around, that's all. I- guess Vanadium got deeper under
my skin than I realized, so when this came up, I couldn't think straight about it."."Now you don't have to worry," Angel said, "about what happens
to him if ever you're gone, Aunt Aggie. If he can do this, he can do anything, and you can rest easy.".The custom-fitted gold-link band of the
wristwatch closed with a clasp that, when released, allowed the watch to slip over the hand with ease. Junior knew at once that the clasp had come
undone when his arm tangled in the belt of Neddy's raincoat. The corpse had torn loose and tumbled into the Dumpster, taking Junior's watch with
it..As he entered, the visitor's back was to Junior, and he moved toward the table, where dead Victoria sat with her head on her folded arms. She
looked for all the world as though she were just resting..Tom didn't understand Edom's comment or the smiles that it drew, but otherwise, he was
impressed by the ease with which these people absorbed what he had said and by the imagination with which they began to expand upon his
speculation. It was almost as though they had long known the shape of what he'd told them and that he was only filling in a few confirming
details..The gurney, one wheel rattling. The young orderly behind it, dressed all in white. And the nurse again..IN NEED OF OIL, the hand crank
squeaked, but the tall halves of the casement window parted and opened outward into the alleyway..He had never associated Enoch Cain's dreaded
Bartholomew with the disciple Bartholomew in Harrison White's sermon, which had been broadcast once in December '64, the month prior to
Naomi's murder and again in January `65. Even now, with blood-scrawled-and-stabbed Bartholomew on the wall and with This Momentous Day
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before him in the brochure, Tom Vanadium couldn't quite make the connection. He strove to pull together the broken lengths in this chain of
evidence, but they remained separated by one missing link..Smiling in the fearless dark, she listened to the rhythmic breathing of a sleeping
boy..Junior in the fog. Trying oh-so-hard to live in the future, where the winners live. But being relentlessly sucked back into the useless past by
memory..Agnes discovered that watching her child be totally consumed by a new enthusiasm was an unparalleled delight. Through Barty, she had a
tantalizing sense of what her own childhood might have been like if her father had allowed her to have one, and at times, listening to the boy
exclaim about the space-faring Stone family or about the mysteries of Mars, she discovered that at least some part of a child still lived within her,
untouched by either cruelty or time..Since discovering the quarter in his cheeseburger, Junior had been half convinced that the maniac cop survived
the bludgeoning. In spite of his grievous wounds, perhaps Vanadium had swum up through a hundred feet of murky water, barely avoiding being
drowned..He bought knives. And then sheaths for the knives. He acquired a knife-sharpening kit and spent the evening grinding blades..Celestina
succumbed to a fit of giggles. Before she could control them, she used up two Kleenex to blow her nose and to blot the laughter from her
eyes.."Yes, I'm nicely rounding myself into an early grave," he said almost cheerfully. "And I must admit to enjoying it.".By Sunday evening, a
combination of factors-deep commitment to the philosophy of Zedd, explosive testosterone levels, boredom, self-pity, and a desire to be a
risk-taking man of action once more-motivated Junior to splash a little Hai Karate behind each ear and go courting. Shortly after sunset, with a
single red rose and a bottle of Merlot, he set off for Victoria Bressler's place..Frantically, he squirmed around on the floor until he was facing the
entrance to the kitchen. Through tears of pain, he expected to see a Frankensteinian shadow loom in the hall, and then the creature itself, gnashing
its fork-tine teeth, its corkscrew nipples spinning..Angel followed him at two steps, and when she stood beside his chair, watching him open the
soft drink, Barty said, "Why were you following me?".As Celestina and her mother loaded the last of the pies into the ice chests in the Suburban,
Paul and Agnes came back from her station wagon at the head of the caravan..The one piece he had purchased was by a young Bay Area artist,
Bavol Poriferan, about whom art critics nationwide were in agreement: He was destined for a long and significant career. The sculpture had cost
over nine thousand dollars, an extravagance for a man trying to live on the income of his hard-won and prudently invested fortune, but its presence
in his living room immediately identified him, to cognoscenti, as a person of taste and cutting-edge sensibilities.."You better wise up, you
tree-humping nitwit," Rudy advised Junior, grabbing the bed railing as if he might tear it off and use it to club his son-in-law senseless.."This is
most incommensurate," Junior said, recalling the word from a vocabulary-improvement course, without need of ice applied to the
genitals..Averting his eyes from Vanadium's face, Junior moved farther up the stocky body. He folded back the tweed sports jacket to reveal a
shoulder holster.."I didn't know it myself till I realized I was right in your neighborhood. I assumed your mother and Angel would be here, and I
hoped you might be. If I'm intruding-"."Well, you see, that's the funny thing about all the important choices we make. If we make a really big
wrong choice, if we do the really awful wrong thing, we're given another chance to continue on the right path. So the very moment I stupidly
stepped off the curb without looking, I created another world where I did look both ways and saw the rhinoceros coming. And so-".He was no
longer in his scrubs, but wore gray wool slacks and a blue cashmere sweater over a white shirt. Face somber, he looked less like an obstetrician
engaged in the business of life than like a professor of philosophy forever pondering the inevitability of death.."It sure is," Barty said. When only a
mortified silence followed his remark, he added: "Gee, I thought that was kinda funny.".Shortly past nine o'clock, an hour after Edom and Jacob
had gone, Barty came downstairs, book in hand. "The twisties are back.".When the waiter had gone, -Tom said, "Don't worry about abetting a
crime. If I had to pop Cain to prevent him from hurting someone, I wouldn't hesitate. But I'd never act as judge and jury otherwise.".The phone
rang at 3:20 in the afternoon, just after he switched off the radio in disgust. Sitting in the breakfast nook, the Oakland telephone directory open in
front of him, he almost said, Find the father, kill the son, instead of, "Hello.".After coffee had been served, when Celestina and Wally were no
longer the center of attention, he indicated the array of desserts with his fork, smiled, and said, "I just want you to know, Celie, that these are sweets
enough until we're married.".Reflections of those tracks appeared as stigmatic tears on the long face of the physician..This seemed to be a statement
of great mystery and beauty, and Agnes was still contemplating it when the last of the ice melted on her tongue. Instead of more ice, sleep was
spooned into her, as dark and rich as baker's chocolate..Of course, he had the Pinchbeck and Gammoner identities waiting, two escape hatches. But
he didn't want to use them. He liked his life on Russian Hill, and he was loath to leave it..Dessert was on the house. The waiter brought the four
best items on the menu, to spare them the need to make two small decisions after having made such a big one.."Can't change your own form, even
seemingly?".The night that followed might as well have been a night in Hell, though a hell in which Satan provided an electrolytically balanced
beverage..Friday night, mystified and troubled, he hadn't slept much, and each time that he dozed off, he had dreamed of being alone in a bosky
woods, stalked by a sinister presence, unseen but undeniable. This predator crept in silence through the underbrush, indistinguishable from the
lowering trees among which it glided, as fluid and as cold as moonlight, but darker than the night, gaining on him relentlessly. Each time that he
sensed it springing toward him for the kill, Jacob woke, once with Barty's name on his lips, calling out to the boy as though in warning, and once
with two words: the knave. . . ..Eventually he approached the door between the dining room and the kitchen. He paused there, listening..She
shivered, and Edom, thinking that she had caught a chill ripped off his suit jacket and draped it over her shoulders..As if a door had briefly opened
between this windless day and another world, a single gust rattled rain against the windows.."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."."Well, you're sweet, aren't you? And you're all bright red on the outside
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and milk chocolate inside," Celestina said, gently tweaking the girl's light brown nose..Celestina was amazed by her own courage in combat and by
the steady calm that served her so well now. She wasn't shaken by the thought of what might have happened to her, and to her daughter, because
her mind and her heart were with Wally-and because, having been watered with hope all of her life, she had a deep reservoir on which to draw in a
time of drought..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.."Why should I be afraid of a stumbling blind boy?" asked Junior again. But this time
the words issued from him in a different tone of voice, because suddenly he sensed something knowing in this boy's attitude, if not in his
manufactured eyes, a quality similar to what the girl exhibited..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.."But I've
never seen a case like this. Usually, boils appear on the back of the neck. And in moist areas like the armpits and the groin. Not so often on the
face. And never in a quantity like this. Really, I've never seen anything like it.".He raised the lower sash of the tall double-hung window and
slipped quietly into the dark kitchen. Because the window served also as an emergency exit, it wasn't set above a counter, and ingress was
easy..Sitting in the client's chair, across the cigarette-scarred desk from Nolly, Junior heard or imagined that he heard the scurry of tiny rodent feet
behind him, and something chewing on paper inside a pair of rust spotted filing cabinets. Repeatedly, he wiped at the back of his neck or reached
down to rub a hand over his ankles, convinced that insects were crawling on him..Through the cacophony of shattering glass, splintering wood, and
cracking plaster, Paul heard the hard roar of an engine, the blare of a horn, and suspected what must have happened. Some drunk or reckless driver
had crashed at high speed into the parsonage..From serviceway to alley to serviceway to street, into the city and the fog and the night, Junior ran
from the Cain past into the Pinchbeck future..As was true of the entire house, the bedroom was immaculate. The wood floor gleamed as though
polished by hand. A simple white chenille spread conformed to the bed as smoothly and tautly as the top blanket tucked around a soldier's barracks
bunk..Hard experience had taught him, however, that killing someone he knew, while occasionally necessary, didn't release stress. Or if it did
briefly release stress, then unforeseen consequences always contributed to even worse future stress..lawn before they knew that the prodigy's
invisible cloak wouldn't accommodate him as it did the girl. Cool, drenching rain pounded Tom at once, and he scooped Barty off the steps as
Grace had gathered up.Beside her, the passenger's door barked and shrieked as though alive as though suffering, and these sounds were uncannily
like the cries of torment that only Agnes could hear in the haunted chambers of her heart..Turning around in his seat, watching with amusement as
Celestina fumbled nervously with the currency, the cabbie said, "You're not scared, not you. Sitting back there so silent most all the way, you
weren't thinking about being famous. You were thinking about that girl of yours.".Glancing at the plump pie in Edom's hands, the gentleman
replied to Agnes in a musical yet gravelly voice worthy of Louis Armstrong: "You must be the lady Reverend Collins told me about.".pistol that
he'd purchased in late June. The city operated a program to melt confiscated and donated weapons and to remake them into plowshares or
xylophones, or into the metal fittings of hookah pipes.
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